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PFROPFERTIES MANAGED ! Pressssssssssssssssssss sssssstss ssssssssssssessssssnnasy | go, and where thou lodgest | will Jodge! " with oathe and cursinss for the last hall vol There are to be Baglish ships of war pergeant of Infantey, clasping His feet
‘ b “True, Frances sald the 4 wan # hour oy the Mediierranonn osast, al 8 pisece and declaring in quite Intelligible French
: Ti : it Ia written. Yet for thia tove of thins Thus encouraged, Maurice faced his ehiet. which ) will show you before you leave, | that A man wo nobly gifted by nature woyld
w FARNAM SM]TH . v ¢ !the Lo that I8 ou high recompenss yo He stood 1n the middle of the room volles apon & data which 1 will communicate. | never take from her, Bet, T'" only pro-
- : FLOWER O T'I-E CORN! : { my dauzhter?” ing orders, dispatchisg brusgue commands You will see thai theso stores and war tector, her mastar and lord, Billy Marshal)
& CO & ' Then | Bl (8 geeoipany yoll Y’ Frasces to the faribest limits of the camp, arranging ke material reach those for whom 1t i But &t the very first glance Maurice
" | * By 5. R. CROCKETT. ¢ | put the gquention with a quick upward 1ift  rendesvous with his ailies, Eugene of Savoy ' intended-—that s, our persecuted ”fflinw Ralth knew the man, and resolved, i poasl.
Manage Estates and Other Properties : ? | ot the eyelaxhes and (he sulky Hadener prince protestants of (he wsouth of France. ble, to attach him to his own calvacade
g ' : ' 1 : SNGS : ‘T Judge that no berter may be eala This was the day of Corporal John when Maurice howed grmavely He recognlied the prisoner as Billy Mar.
Act as | s " » - ® | the misleter, “veb |f It were possible 1| he had matters of welght upon his mind. “Yau will come to me for your final in- | ehall, the famous gypsy from Keltonhill in
: 13 iCopyright. 1002, by & R Crockeit s | et ke, 5 o'clock. | Oalloway. Also, “vhat was

RECE'VER. E)\ECUTOR. | ¢ | would even prefer that you should ublde Ah, Ralth! —Captain Maurtce Ralth—and strictions tomerrow "-fl:l:lﬂl I‘!dd un;r?;llf ey .a"l:ﬂn‘ 'D" lhollt mﬁf:ndn!rnnn
S-S0 -GBS - S 4 | in one of thelr popish convents pray inform me whose kissing curls hava | In (he meantime ¥ou will provide ¥ *am rom erneath
GUARD"AN AND TRUSTEE L""'"’m‘“"ﬂ R Gt "It you did :!u"m-- in a convent,” mmld kept your Presbyierian brawn and eon. *ith whatever disguise seems to you most | the wombre slumberous eyelids of 1he
l for CMAPTER L of cavalry and a park of artillery, all in | Frances, laughing, "1 would ellmb over solence so long from your work, sirrah? || Otling. Remember, You musl expect bo :""" l:' apite of the Adlsguise of carter
‘q IRMS Frances, | one—" the wall and be after you in two hours. | have here under my hand a misslon for you, Resintance from us if you are caught. In | dress ]‘ﬂ I"lm“l staln the old expert in

‘ CORPORATIONS, F ' I Sarvaet Shank Bkt B Uit oS | “You are a very silly girl!” sald Maurieo | Even a8 I 014 when you lefi me st my | Master Maurice, that had better be wholly | that case you will assuredly be hung for & | conceAlments recognized his sometime of.

t was harves N : .

INDIVIDUALS.
and fiscad agents of
CORPORATIONS.
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TYFEWRITERS,

LAMBERT, $26. Monroe & Co., f11 N. iéth
atreet. L2

II:L_RH;I)B lii_ulnndnrd makes sold, ex-

, sententiouosly and with the loftiest king

changed, repalred and rented anywhere,
many good as ney; Y4 manufacturers
prices. Don't buy until you get samples
of writing on ours—unprejudiced advice. |
Immense atock (o select from. Machines |
shipped oan approval, If vou want n |
GOOD typewrlisar CHEAP, you'll find It
here NEBRASKA CYULE CO.,

"Fhone 163, Cor. 15th and l!all':lf_)‘-
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GENERAL ROOFING,

the country, Jones
Tel. 1056
—M152

f!l’)di‘l;ﬂ 1] ;l-ﬁin_( “rods and repairing.

L
IWORK In any part of
Roofing Co., 1517 Rurt &t

Uermania Roofilng Co., 182 Capitol Ave
Tel, 2440, 12— M 14
TAXIDERMIST,

'i._ F. WALLACE, 604 8o 15th 8t —§73
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OSTEOPATHY,

GID. E. & ALICE JOHNBON, ostrapathn
Bulte 515, N. Y. Life Bidg Tel 1681
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DETECTIVE AGENCY,

CAPT. THOS, CURMACK, private detect-
* fve. §17T Karbach bleck. Telephone A-3531

~11

SHORTHANSD AND TYPEWRITING.
GREGG 8. H., Toueh T. W,, Bus. Branches,
Teleg, Cat, free. Om. Com, Col., 17 & Dous.
—541
‘A C. VAN BANT'S Bchool. 717 N. Y. Life.
et

BOYLES college, court reporter principal.
N. Y. Life,

NEB. Business & Ehorthand College, Boyd's
Theater.

LAW

AND COLLECTIONS.

BTILLMAN & PRICE, 2 U. 8. N'l BK. Blde.

NEW SNOW-CHURCH CO,, st fioor N. T,
Lite Bldg., attorneys and collectors emr
whers.,

MACFARLAND & MAY, New York Life

Dlds._Room 94 Phous —80

BAASS FOUNDRY.

BRASS and aluminum casting. nicke! plat-
ing and finishing. Speclalty Mfg. Co., 41
N. Main 8t., Council Bluffs.

ELECTRICIAN.

GRAND Hilectric Co., 520 80. 16th, Tel, M4
Hlectrical supplies, wiring, ﬂﬂiﬂ#m

LAUNDRY.

Bteam Laundry and City Towel
oguﬁﬂmﬁ 1750 m"nwo{ih. Tel. A-17TH3,
SEEDS AND POULTRY SUPPLIES.

., 1611 Howard Bt
E. H. ULLERY & CO, 1 | i

HARNESS,

ES8 mad rder and repalred. Old
Hlfalg‘u. taken .*:: Dtl?nd-. 13th and m\f;’u-

STORAGE,
OM. Van Btor. Co., 1511% Farn. Tels. lm-f.

EXPRESEMAN'E Del. Co. Tels. 1195-1145.
—— ]
ACCORDION PLEATING., '

GOLDMAN Pleating Co.. 30 Douglas Bik.
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mMUsIC,

THOR J, KELLY, voice. Davidge Block

L =
FOR SALE.

MODEL HOME.

Five acres level land, :rm.mlc_'l orchard in
bearing, 10-room pressed brick dvﬂiln’.
barn, age house and other outbulld-
ings, chicken yard and en, NeAr street
cars and Count club, & snap at 36,600,

| than haif what impro cont,
N NABON, W Bee Bldg.

£
N. N
CIVIL ENGINERERS,

1 HAVE u set of fine drafting Instruments
mt'.l'r?ntwlln‘!. tlccm'- o!h:ruhlnd
or mAle B [ 9 e Tean,

X 41, Bee —3N1-—-2

TRANCE MEDIUMS,
BEND ¢ and stamp, with date of birth,
and get trance read of your past, dpm
ent and futurs. [ tell full names, dates,
full name of future husband or o
age and date of marriage;: give adv
love, business, marriage, apeculation, di-
vorces, changea, ete., and tell whother the
one you love I8 true or false; rantas
patisfaction. Addreoss Mme DeVere, Lock
Box 815, Kansas City, Mo. —3h

try happens In the high foodtide of the
July heals.

flashed clrelewise the high, bold stn-
thine,
It was thus that he firat saw bher, blue

and white among the gold, and ever after

in his heart of hearts he called her like |
the others, “Flower-o'-the-Corn.” Common i

folk in England call the gay, laughing.
deflant bloom "Cornflower.”” In Frapce 1t.
tle children lemap up and about aloud,

“Bluel! Bluet!” when they cateh sight aof
fi. For It is a preclous thing to them
And Maurice Rafth, who, In answering my
lord's letters, had a genius for finding the
right word, knew at once that for this girl
whom he met among the broom theare was
no other name possible but just “"Flower-
o'-the-Corn.”" 8o Flower-o'-the-Corn ahe
was till time grew old.

Flower-o'-the-Corn stood up., her hands
clasped lightly behind her. There was a
bunch of blossome batween them which she
had just gathered, and she ntopped short
in the mong she was singing—as & bird
wendn out the gladness of Its hoart and the
vivid brevity of life. Maurice thought that
he had never seen #o falr a thing—no, npot
in the dreams of the night,

Yet nothiog was less in the miod of
Maurice Ralth than maldens falr or mald-
ens Flemish, 28 He satrolled out Into the
cornfields to cool his brain after tolling
all the mornlug writing the duke’s lotters
and listening with ona ear to the great
eaptain’'s advice, For my Lord Marlbor.
ough bhad taken & fancy to the young man
and so for the most part kept him hard at
work, while he pormitted the gold-barred
ornamenials of his stafl to disport them-
pelves Iin Brueselp, along the shady side
of the Crande Place, or to ogle the malds
of the city under the lacework turrets of
the town hall.

S0 It chaneed that, in a fleld a mile or
twe beyond the llmits of the camp, Maurce
Raith, sauntering henrt free, suddoniy
heard as It were the caroling of a bird,
The road in which he stood was sunk a
little below the surrounding fields, as Is the
wont of the provinces of Ardennes. Here
it was that he heard the sweet 1lIt of a
girl’s volce singing as If to herself.

And at the sound Maurice sprang at the
pteep face of the bank as he would have
done at an intrenchment. With one im-
petuous movement he buret through the
broom, and lo! he stood stone-stricken in
sudden amazement, for Flower-o'-the-Corn
had come into his Iife, and he could never
be the same man any more.

For indeed she was e & flower. 8he
bhad the dewy freshness, the llssome side
sway, the dash of vivid color (which was
her mouth) of some tall poppy or pome-

L of disdain, for he felt
All Flanders and Pleardy were | played with,

true Flelda of the Cloth of Goid, In -rhlc‘.x]
blue blouses swung and swayed, and scythes

loutl & word.
| ‘.’l
| Juat

granate flower seen under a bright =ky.
Yot there wan nothing cogquettish about
Flower-o'-the-Corn—a serene swastnnss and
simplicity rather, eminently virgloal. She
had eyes varied from dark hazel to msap-
phire blue, and from azure back again to a
mysterous sea-violet, according to the sky
that shone above them and the mood that
moved behind them. But her mouth was
her greatest beauty. Not at all a repossful
mouth, it was rather one constantly filtting
from expresshon to expression, pleading,
potulant, disdaipful, forgiving—all in the
compass of twenty seconds,

And when she smiled (which upon the
present occasion she did at his discom-
fiture) It was like the sun breaking through
an April cloud. She wore a rough country
hat of naturally colored straw on her head,
set & trifie saucily, and her halr benecath
it was of the color of the ruddy paris of
Indian corn, with quick wilful lights of
red gold snd darker shadows of nut-brown
running through It. Flower-o'-the-Corn
was not tall, but she gave the impreasion
of tallness. Blender, graceful, dainty, »
willow by the water courses, a lssome-
stemmed white 11y that had somehow
blushed rose red.

No pen could write down, no tomgue
could express the peouliar mnd Invinelble
charm of Mistress Frances Wellwood, sole
daughter of Mr. Patrick Wellwood, chap-
lain to Ardmillan's regiment, in the sery-
fce of the gqueen of Great Britain, France
and Ireland.

“What is your name?"

“Franpces'! And youra?™' ’

“Maurice!"

Thore was a pause as they looked at sach
other, blushing with beautiful usanimity.
Surnames were not asked for, somehow.
Flower-o'-the-Corn fingered a safron-and-
purple marguerite, pulling the petals slowly
from their center pincushion. The two had
turned instinctively and were walking down
the slope away from the camp. Frances
could not tell why, nor indeed she did mot
know of it till afterward, Maurice Raith
swilched the broom with hls cane, and
searched hils empty brain for something to
say. His sany, usual volubility had strangely
desortod him. He felt that a compliment
would seem Incredibly empty even before It
wan utlered,

Yet nt inst he found worda.

“Is it safe,” he eald, moftly, “that you
should wander thus far from the camp, and
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FOR RENT-ACRES.

COUPLE small tracts. BE QUICK.

CHABR E WILLIAMBON,

STOCKHOLDERS MEETING.

The annual meeling of stockholders In
The Bee Publishing Jompany will be held
on Hondn_ly. Ma Sl at 4 o'clock
p. m. in The Mes bullding, corner Beven-
teonth and Fernam streeta. By order of
the president GEO, B TESCHUCK,

FlaM&ELot

NOTICE OF WJ;;!BIIOLDIRS' MEET-

Notice s hereby given that the regular
s::null meeting of the atockholders o

uth Platte Land Company will be held at
the oMece of sald company In Lincoln, Ne-
braska, at 11 g.nlouk & m, on the 4th day
of March, A. D,

By order of the board of directors.

. H. MOCRRILL, President.

A B *lNl’)IL Becretary.

Lincoin, Neb., Feb. 1. 150 F1 30td

decretary.

STEAMSHIPS,

“HOLLAND-AMERICA LINE

Assoctation of the w“ mathusetts Inatitute
t uset natitu

of Techn will hold s “sixtesnth an-

ba U . ne general

be “The Effect

He seemed to have the right to Ingulre,
A certain brotherly imstinot stirred within
him, mized with something else—the In-
tuitively superior attitude of the untram-
meled male whenever It becomes protec-
tive.

with some eagerness, ‘the new levies—the
Hadeners—the wild tribesmen from the
edge of Styrla—"

Bhe cut him shory.

“Da yor know Ardmillan's regiment!?”’
she asked aweetly enough

“Know 1tT" he emiled back st her, “sm 1
a Scot and not kmow Ardmillan’s rTegl-
ment '

*Then you will underatand this alss,”
she sald. “Ged pity him that meddles with
Frances Wel'wood to ber hurt!"

“That may be true,” be poreisted, “‘but
the evil might be done—done quickly, and
voengeance afterward Is but a poor thing
Yol must take eare—I pray you bide nearer
home. In these stormy thmes—"

“Then we bad better turm Dow,”
interrupted, ‘'for we are
from the camp.”

she

genetal's  alde—a  fellow-countryman—in
fact, Maurice Ralih!"

The young man was 4! that age when his
own name seemed s passport 1o him. In
epite of his oxperience he atill took himeelf
very seriously.

“My friend,” she sald, "peither does my
tather permit me to wander without the
weapaus of the flesh. And some skill to
use them.™

Bhe slid her hand behind her, and lo, s
in & coujuring trick there wore & brace of
pistols to her pretty littls hands. In a
moment stie had returned them. Bhe bhent
alightly, seemed to touch her ankle, and a
“skean dhu" gllttered between her fAngers.

Wil that do? she smiled up st Bim,
still stooplog & Nttle, “or must [ produce
& battery of artillery? Say the word, sir

§0A5pusa Aans S8 merizan Pogreet |
E oo i S

"“The camp Is dangerous—" ha went on |

walking sway |

and did pot like It

“Then,'" Ahe turned away at right angles
“you are much too grand & person to waste
your time in talking to siily girin. T wish
you a good afternoon!
Wwas true about the cavalry at any rate!”

fhe halled a passing orderly who was
taking an officer's horses to a convenlen:
swimming place on the Meuse alde.

“"Whose Dbeast In that?' she demanded
curtly,

“Major North's, mistress!" sald the manp

“Bring h'm bere. | will ride him back
inte camp. This gentleman =ays that i Is
unsafe to walk outside alone!”

The soldier A1 az he was biddén with-
It was ovident
girl perfectly. Ehe mounted
touching the orderiy's outstretched
fingers. Maurice Ralth stood Raping.

"Good-hy," she cried, ar*anging her
skirts, “run away and sec that the gen-
eral’s letters are prettily copled or you
will be whipped. And never waste your
time on wsllly girls. It Is & babit that may
Erow on you!'

She waved her hand and was gone.

Maurice Raith stamped his fool. He was
morally certain that the soldier servant
lnughed or. the les side of that horse. He
could hear the frank silvery trill of Fran-
oes Weilwood's mirth, He resolved that
he would not think of her as “Flower-o'-

the-Corn'" any more. And reanlution s a

fine thing in such clrocumstances,
CHAPTER 11,

The Chapinin of Ardmilian‘s Regi-

ment.

Nothing could have beenm more brilllant
than the camp of the allles before Namur,
when the motley hosts which congquerad
Tallard at Blenheim wers gathering for the
fray. The buff and bilue of a regiment of
Scottish foot, Wurtemburg light horsemen,
gold-handed and fretful |ike wasps: blua
Franconlan hussars, thelr boota glitter-
ing with broad silver bands at the knes and
nnkle,

Yet through the Babel of tongues the
broad give-and-take of compliments in a
score of languages, Flower-o'-the-Carn
moved easily and placldly, smiling awoetly
down from the tall horse of Major North.
She sat barebacked, but as If on AD easy
chalr, one little white hand laid lghtly on
the mane, and her eyes roving hither and
thither over the ranged tents, and further
off on the long white line of the eity forti-
fications, from which came ever and anon
the dull reverberation of a heavy gun or
Anh upward burst of white vapor as & mor-
tar wan dircharged.

Many men looked at her. The had not
been men else, but the hasty jlb:in rough
camp English, learned In the trenches and
bandled In whisper from post to post, was
hushed by the quick elbow of a comrade.

“The Scot's priest's dnughter—beware!
Her father has the evil eye—phe the gire
of tongues. Only once Black Kessel of
Taxis apake roughly to her, and hia tongue
clave to the roof of h's mouth, On the
thirl day he died—as it were, {n the flamen
of hell fire!” This was no 111 repute to
have In such an unruly army,

Suddenly she called upon
servant to hailt,

“Thank Major North for the use of his
beast!” she said, *“‘tell him Frances Well-
wood sald so!" '

Bhe smiled as ehe had spoken, like a
princess. The soldier (a man of Ingoldby's
Fusileers) saluted, drew himself erect as
i he had been pralsed by his oMcer on
parade and was gone,

It was In front of a little whitewashed,
red-tlled Flemish house that Frances had
slid easily and lightly from her horse.
Under the porch, vine-covered in broad un.
equal patches, stood an old man, tall and
spare, bis black cocked hat in his hapd.
He was In talk with a younger man, al-
ready grizsled und browned with service.
But Frances was far from paylng any at-
tention to this. Bhe ran impulsively to the
old man and without noticing his compan-
fon she omst her arms about his nock and
kissed him, in continental fashion, on both
cheelks.

“Frances, Frances,” sald the minister,
disengeging her gently, “will you neaver
:,or::l;nl:urenr“bo you not see that | am

¥ o colloquy with my colonsl, 8Bir
Archibald Ardmillan? It {s ar affalr of
the reglment. I pray you g0 in and leave
us, dear Frances!'

"Indeed.” sald his daughter, “I will do
:::r:;:l the kl;‘d. If it 18 an aflair of the

. you ve your astudy—Colonnl
::::llhn Th‘T. his orderly rom: and hia
ere. s at present my front

den, and if you have anything to say lb?t 1
:l.:rl .!'wl. hear—there s & gate leading out

The grizzled shortish man
bachelor’s tolerant Inugh. s

“Your daughter {s right, chaplain,” he
said. “My Lord Luke sald nothing of con-
cealing the matter from her, She may ns
well know soon as syne, ma the Ayrahire
folk say.”

The old man frowned, with perhaps more
seal than sincerity upon his brow.

“She hath no respect of porsouns, this
malden.” he sald. “It iz the fuult of her
upbringing in camps and the assemblies of
violent men."

As he stood in speech with her father.

the soldier

Colonel 8ir Archibald Ardmillan had kept |
his hat on his head. For he was one of the |

few who, fearirg nelther God nor the devil,
took small heed to the hellef prevalling In
the allled armiss that the cheplain of his
regiment had Intimacles with the dwellers
In sirange places, and could symmon the
demons from thelr own places

He now turned on his heol with a brief
salutation of respect to Frances, and nod-

ding to her tather, took hin way back to the |

headquarters of his regiment

“You have offended our
snld Paitrick Wellwood. “That is not well
done Remember that upon his goodwill
depends your very permission to follow
the camp!™

colonel, girl"

“The camp would miss me woree than | |

would miss the camp!" returned the girl
patting her fathor's  white locks indyl-
gently; “you and | can do very well with-
out the camp."'

“"A greal quesi'

he wmald, ralsing his

“But you are under my escori—] am the | hand with a kind of raplure, and his vole

taking o= {ta pulpit inflection, “‘a great
quest—Lo deliver the people of the Laord
out of the bhand of the oppressor, from

under the booves of the horses shod for
war."
Then he luoked at bis daughter with o

kind of soft sadness, remarkable In so
#leTh o mapn.
“But this my dove.”" he went on, “my

dove Lhat witteth among the recks, that
hath had her dwelllog wll her days among
the defensed rocks! What shall | do with
her In the day of paril*’

The girl arose and put up both her arms
about the old man's neck.

“Pairtck Wellwood,"” she wald, using In

the old Boots fashion the full name of her
parept, “is It not writlen, 'Entreat me not
to leave thee or o return from following

1 am & buttalion of imitantry, s Mquadron

aiter thee? For whither thou goest 1 will
i

thant " he was belng !

I will show wou It |

that be knew |
eanily, |

aunt‘'s at Sawtlats, Bo, daddy, | warn you!
But where are we to go™’

The old man [ifted his fAnger. "“Hush
Eirl’" he sald, "the birds of the alr may
carry the matter Come, then, eloser to
me!"

And tossing her bonnet over her ahouldes
and throwing hack her fNeece of shining
otirls with a preiiy zesture, the daughive
of Ardmiilan‘'s chaplzin skipped across and
climbed on her father's kneo, as she had
done when ahe was o little girl of 4

“My child,"” he saild wvery gently, “once

private betwix you and me'™

Apd Maurice Ralth, bowing bumbly be.
fora Lthe great captaln, entered into
Inner apariment,

Marlborough 414 not dally with his sub-
Jeei, bul put hin wishes with characieristie
vigor and clearncss,

‘The army marches mt onee
e Lthe Danube, porhaps,
Ruilne!""

The young man started.

“My Lord, you promiséd me a regiment,™
he sald,

to the south,
cottainly 1o the

the |

spy. So make your reckening with that”
Mauriee howed a second
out
YSurely that 's worth a reglment,

least,” he sald softly to himself.

CHAPTER 1V
Plerre the Wapgoner,

The greatl

high road of middle Franoe.
“He! Ola!

brown carter to his leading

FLOWER-0'-THE-CORN HAD COME INTO HIS LIFE, AND HE COULD NEVER BE THE SAME MAN ANY MORE.

| —where alonn

agnln you and 1 are to tnke our llves In
our hands, and adventure into the deserts
and wild hills, that we may bring succor
to God's folk suffering there, even as In
the days not long gooe, we of the Beottish
reformation slbode In dens and caves of the
earth! We go to the mountalns called
Cevennes!'

“Phe Cevennes?"' gueried the girl, “that
fs the south of France, is it not? In Lan-
guedoo and on the borders of Spain!™

“You have not quite forgot your book
lear ot Geneva," hce sald. *1 also, must
recall many things that 1 had thought for-
ever put behind me. For | am o journey
ostensibly a8 & minister of the Bwiss re-
form kirk, on & mission to persuade the
Protestant gentleman of Provence and the
Vivarais to assist the king in putting down
the fanatics of the utmost hillse!™

The girl nestled ocloser to her tather. |
“You will not go moywhere without me—
you have promised!” she sald, coaxing him L
ke & babe that knows 18 power,

The old man sighed.

“Ah, lass, lass,'" he sald gently, “ye &re |
young sod see no new thing come wrang to
ye, 80 be that it (s new. But the day will
come when yeo will think your aln cosy |
ingle nook and s drap halesome parriich is
8 bloker the next best thing to Abram's
bagom!"

CHAPTER 111
My Lord Duke,

Theére I8 no doubt that of the two ¥Young | lisve,”” he went on,

people who el that pleasant
breathed day of July on the Brabant corn-
lands Maurice Raith was the one who
thought most of the encounter.

This, of course, was not at all secording
to the rules of the game. The dashing

young ald aod favorite sscretary, fto whom |

his ohief looked ip draw secrets from the
breasts of the great women (who some-
times held suech In thelr keeping)—what
would he care for the daughter of the Pres-

byterian chapiain of & Scots regimaent lately !

Dutoh roster?
to headquariers,

1he
back

transferred from

Yet striding he

ground his Neel into the sarth to think that |

ghe had lsughed at him. Had she not bid-
den him go home and set to the careful
copying of his letters en paln of belng
whipped T

Hepenting this to himeelf with unneces-
mary vohemence, he suddenly laughed aloud,
and so felt For when A man onse
has treated & matter a8 & joke, be It ever
80 brief a perind, he can pever take It back
again lnto the region of the highest tragedy
dunger lies

8o Maurice Raith, loughing, put away his
Il-bumor and made 1he saner resolye, “The
lttle vizen' 1 will be even with her yot!™

But Maurice Raith hed not reached head-
quartera before he paw that something of
Arst yate Imporiages had happened there.
The chief, hisy swoprd pliched on the nearest
chair. his plumed hat Iying broadside on
the asceilec camp bed was siridiog to anil
fro. dletatiog furtously. Mounted officers
were dnahing with arders to north, east and
weul,

“Ralth!

Raith!" Msurice heard his name

shouied with inoreasing volume of sound. |
a young subal- ja clever lad, Maurice, but the mind of &

“"Raith to see his Grace!"”

tern repeaied the words, adding In Io--r]
“and & devil of & lemper you will
Jourvey thither, apd privately
Bold of you. ke has been demsndiog you oficlally eacoursge the leaders of the ve- |

Lone,
Bud him In, my friend, when he docs get

The commander in chief laid his hand on
his shoulder with more tenderness than
could have been expected from so cold and
glern & man.

“l promised your father, Raith, that you
should earn it fArast. Were you my own son
you should do no lesa. 1 should do no
morel"”

I know It, my Lord,"” said Maurice Ralth.
“Only show me how [ am to do it. My de-
glre Is to use my sword In your service as
well as my pen.”

“Ab."” sald the duke, with not a trace of
his recent haste, “you make the mistake of
all brisk young men. There are more ways
of earning military renown than the way of
& bull at a fence. You have a head, Captain
Raith, but you need not knock it against a
stonse wall. There are a thousand young-
wlers In my army who will lead a forlorn
hope, run headlong upon & breach, storm a
fort, endure danger and hunger, or lie out
three days In the open flelds with thelr
wounds unattended, yet think that they have
done nothing out of the common. But there
are not so many-—indeed, I know of but one
whom I would entrust with the commission
which I will put inte your hands this day.
His name is Mauriea Ralth!™

The young man’'s heart beat fast at the
words of confldence from the lips of the
gEreat master of war.

"I mm wholly at your service, my lord;"
he sald.

The general nodded shortly.

“You speak French like a native, 1 be-
“For that purpose I

clean- | advised your father to send you three years

to Paris when | was planoing how to make
the most of you. You cam talk like =&
diplomat, write llke a soribe, pay court llke
a prince of the boly Roman empire, and If
you could only lle with oconvietion,fand
control your temper, you would be a tem-
pered weapon worth using in the great war
game of prinelpalities and powers'™

His grace of Marlborough paused & lttla,

parrowing his eyes and looking critically
gl the young man between hin lowered
Iashes.

“No,"” he sald, as If the remark were the
outcome of his scrutiny, “we cannot afford
to waste you on the rough-and-tumble of
battle. The ilke of thewo are good enough,™
with a contemptuous shoulder where half a
dozen young offlcera stood chatting and jest-
ing In front of his quarters.

Marlborough returnaed to a map of France
which was spread on the table hefore him
“Caplain Raith, you are to make a little
fourney In any diaguise that may sult you
through & portion of Louls Bourbon's do-
minlons.""

He lald his Anger far to the south, draw-
ing It dlagonally acrods the soutbeast cor-
uer of Fraoce,

‘There,” he sald
within which may
Graude Monarque’®
Cevennea?" |he
swiftly o

daurice looked surprised

“1 have, as your grace knows, written
mony letters at your instance to the chiefs

grimly, “is the ulver
yet coripple him the
You bave beard of the
concluded, looking wup

of the insurreciion amoug these moun-
taine. "
“Hush!" sald the duke, amiling, “you are

good secrstary OuUgbt to be like clean
wiped slate. But, st xil eveats, you are to
and un-

)

tugged up the long ascent of the Causse
de Larmac,

And the cracking of & hupe Langue-docian
whip, bBought over against the church of
Mazamet, punctusted the appeal.

A stout young man, an absolutely re-
spectable man, & man of his fists and other
folka affairse was Master Plerre. Had heo
vot the king's own seal for the right of
entry and exit out of France? He was
licensed a carrier of wine from the recently
added province of Alsace to the king's
most excellent and wine-bibbing majesty.

But in that case what was he doing
eracking his whip down upon the steep rise
of the Cause de Larzac, this bldff northern
Mons Plerre of Roche-s-Bayard and Hoo?

Ah, that was another story, and he had
another certificate for that. Were there
not servants of the king In these semi-
savage solitudes Isading strange lives,

hunters of men, scourges of (fanatles,
shooters at sight of Comlaard and Hugue-
not. What more natural than the bulk eof
the sparkling wine of the Meuse and Mo-
selle having been delivarsd at Marly for
the throat of royalty, the thoughtful King
Louls should bld se safe a messenger to
continue hie way southward, with sundry
casks of the same vintage te cheer the
hoearts of his falthful servanta.

‘““Three great and three little casks of
wine of the Moselle, committed to the
care of Master-carrier Plerre Dubols, of

the towns of Roche-a-Bayard and Hoo—
the property of his most Christian majesty
fLouls, king of France and Britiany; to be
carried free of all duty, local apd Imperial,
to the king's servants, the Marechal de
Montreval and the Brigadier General de
Plangue—a present from his most Christian
| majesty.”

| Surely as simple, convinelng, irrefragi-
ble & manifest an aver was written upon a
sheet of paper with the royal arms of
France at the top! Neverthelesa Lhere
| worg other things in the barrels bealdes
sMoselle wine, and the handsome, jolly-
faced carter had in early life, and, Indeed,
Il!ll within the last two wesks, owned to
| the name of Maurice Ralth, while his
most convincing papers had been obtained
—well—as such things can always be ob-
tained when ‘“‘the highest quarters’’ inter-
est (hemselves in wine carriers and their
pagsports.

And certainly Mona. Plerre le Flamand
played his part with vigor and resolution.
He wore no false halr or beard. The staln
on his complexion was not deeper than
| that which hronzed the cheeks of many a
sturdy follower of the crawling road wag-
ons and blue-sheeted carrlers’ carts. Plerre
of Hoche-a-Hayard and Hoo had been care-
ful not to overdo his part

I* chapced that just as this sturdy Plerre
left the town of Millay bebind him be came
suddenly upoa & curiously sasorted group.

Half a dozen king's troopers stood hectlor-
ing and storming upon the broad, Irregulsr
paving stones of the Ponte Roysle. Three
of them were holding down & buge half-
paked glant of & man, whose abundsot
shagey halr was bound about with & bleody
rag. His bands were tied behind his back
with & rope.

The sergeant io charge of the soldiers
was lasughing st the upcouth actioms and
wpeech of & woman who alternstely ralsed
her hands to heavesn, imprecating curses
upon all recrulting parties In brosad Heots,

time and went

tolk bheing done with for a
whilo, Issue we forth upon the clean-washen

Allez!" erled a certaln nut-
beant as It

cer. But not a word or look betrayed that
elther had ever ween the other.

Plerre, the waggoner, did not healtats a
moment. He halted his horses with a long.
drawn professional shout, clubbed his whip
by twisting the Yash round his arm ang
wrist and sirode masterfully into the erowa

“What are you dolng here, you sulky
runaway koave,” he ecrled, striking ihs
bound man sgain and agaln with the whip
across his thickly thatehed bullet head ang
naked shoulders till he moaned aloud with
the apparent pain,

The woman rose with a shrisk and would
have flown upon her lord's new smemy, but
the prisoner stopped her with & peculiar
clucking nolse,

“See, you," orled Plerre of Roche-a-
Bayard and Hoo, holding up him papers to
the sergeant, “‘here Is this fallow, who was
given lo me 1o be my ‘ostler and under-
rouller on the king's wsarvice! He must
neads get tipay on llquor meant for his bet-
ters, and then, to make bad worse, overrun
me, In the night. 1 am deeply indebted to
you, gentlemen, all, for detalning him til
1 eamo up—""

"“And pray who may you be that can af-
ford to talk mo briakly of the king's serv-
lea?" eried the sergeant.

"Pray cast your btyes over that,"” quoih
Plerre the ceargier, quietly, “and you wiil
find that the king has many servanis, and
that he has n foew more useful than those
who carry his own good Mosslle wine to his
own falthful servants.'

“Here, Manse, read the scrawl aloud™
eried the wergeant, holding the certificats
upside down between his floger and thumb,
“it I« writ In your plaguey running seript.”

A tall grenadier came forward and took
the paper out of the hand of his superfor
ofcer.

He read the commission through, the ser-
geant punctuating the sentences with nods

“That is very well,"” he sald, “but In It
I hear no mentlon of my prisoner, or de-
scription of his person. He {8 an able-
bodied, sturdy knave, and I had just preased
him for his majesty's military serviee, |
cannot let him go without cause shown-
or—(here he coughed behind his hand)—its
equivalent. He is worth a gold louls to me
at headquarters any day!"

"“Louis d'ors are none so plenty with us
Inda of the road that we can afford to scat-
ter them broadeast to buy back our drunken
hostlers. But—" Maturice made a grimace
and jorked his thumb behind him, “all In
not the king’s sealed wine which I carry
I bave & cask of the best, which s at the
service of my friends, and 1£~" hero hi
lowered his voles and spoke Into the ear of
the soldisr.

"Well, well, cast him loose,” the sergeant
ordered, “far be it from me to interfere
with the king's wine. But when you meet
with the Marechal de Montravel, do not for-
Ket to Inform his excellency what an excel-
lent and dessrving fellow {8 Sergeant Passy
of the Twenty-fourth regiment of grena-
diers!"

“Indeed I shall not forget!" sald thes wag-
goner heartily, “but in the meantims give
me & hand at unslinging this, which I carry
under my third wagon, It does not belir tha
seal royal, but It will trickle down thiraty
throats like divine nectar for all that!" :
The soldiers pllod their pleces with looks
of expectation, and with right good will as-
sisted in broaching s small cask of white
wine which was attached underneath the
third of Plerre’'s wagons.

The sergeant looked after Billy a trifle
regretfully.

“A plurdy capable fellaw that,” he sald,
shaking his head. *''Tis as well that 1 am
no cavalry recrulting sergeant, else I might
not have let him go so eanily. I should ad-
vise you to obtaln a letter of proteciion for
him befors you are a day older,

Plerre the waggoner thanked him pro-
fusely for his advice.

“I will seo to It this very day.” he sald.
The sergeant of grenadiers looked at him
& trifie strangely over his cup,

“For & man 8o generously provided with
papers,” he maid slyly, “you are strangely
| fgnorant, It is not on the Causse de Lareac
that one can provide oneself with such let-
ters of protection."

“And where may I be able to obtain
them?" sald Plerre humbly. “I am from
the far north as you may hear.” He bad
the blank forms {n his breast pooket at that
moment, but It was just as well to know.
“Why, za to that, either from the governor
of the Covennes at Mende, Monas 4e Broglie,
or when you come to the camp of the Mar-
shal de Montravel.”

“But you, sergeant, must give me s paper
saying that you have trisd this man and
discharged him as worthless.'

“That I will,” the soldler laughed, “or
at least so will Philip Manse. Once Philip
was & Protestant, as rare & psalm singer as
any, but a few matches in the palm of his
hand spplied by Monsieur the Abbe du
Challa converted him for good. A rare
fearful man is this Manss, but he can com
pess hand-of-writ like an angel.”

The tall soldier with the lantern jaws,
who had not been thought of sufclent Im-
portance to warrant him drinking along
with the fellows was now called forwsrd
and ordered to write a protective paper
which would have some merit In It, the
psergeant prompting him before he set quill
to paper.

“Write it in pame of my colonel, sirrah,
De Breslin, do you hear?' ordersd the
sargeant, That will earry mors “weight
than the name of & mere halbert carrier.
Beslde, we march Immediately to the north
to counter the Eoglish duke oo the Rhins
—who will be the wiser? Thare—done like
A good fellow. A bumper of wing for
Mange. What—you do not drink? Well,
your health, Manse! 1 at least have no
scruples.’”

And tha soldler swigged down tha tall
can of wine provided for the scribe, who
meantime was looking at his own rubiea-
tion of the name De Breslin with the ap-
preciation of an artist.

As he rose, however, from thy oeneh on
which be had been sittiny, wfh the paper
still In his hand, he waved it te dry the
ink In such a way as fo attract the atten-
tion of Billy Marshall, the gypay, who was
mending & broken strap with whipcord. A
glance of extraordinary meaning shot be-
tween the two men—a glance which,
though unseen by the sergeant and bis
meon, was not lost upon Plerre, the wag-
ober.

“Ooce & Camisard always s Camisard.’
he mutiered to himself. “1 gquestion
whether the conversion of that grenadier
is as geouine an his sergeant supposes.'’
(Te Be Conlinued.)

Irish Maleomienis Wed,

PARIS, Feb. 3l.—Major MacBride, who
was & member of the Irish brigade in the
Transvaal during the Bouth African war,
and Maude Gonne, known as the “Irish
Joan of Arc.” were married here today.

Te Relnforce Turkish Army,

CONBTANTINOPLE, Peb. . — The
Smyroa-Cassiba Raflrond company has been
lustructed Lo prepare for the transportst

of 35000 soldiers Lo reluforce the m’"

und threw berself on her kuees before the | army corps al Ballales




