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“Trusting to shew, in wordes few,

That men have an ill use

(To their own ehame) women to blame,

And causeless them accuse.” :
—The Nut Brown Maid.|

Later the same morning ‘there sonndedi
the ineffable swith of m{llxenv petticoats |

«f nervows phr.eng, °yes, 1 was for
France, all, ali of which you haf done.
Therefore is it that you haf come to this

despite a hardening frown between the
Americah’s eyes, ‘“means first that I have
been honored, indeed, in my vieitor’s—"

He got mo further. A broad hand clos-
ed over his mouth.

“Anoiher Word of thet, and TI-PI-"

The threat was left unfinished. Gasping
in the chair where he had fallen, Maxi-
milian found himself alone. He was vague-
Iy nonplused. There had been so many
revelations of late that he thought this
one simply a further re-adjusting of him-
self ,to the modern world of men. The
present instance had to do with the critical
juncture where the woman enters. But

country, and hece to Queretavo, what- he had learned something else, too. The

ever is“to the con.rary said.”

| American loved her, and that was im-

“De grace,” she laughed, rising abmp;c_"portant. Yet lovers were very contrary

ly, “ihere’s enough to do today without
discuss.ng—" ; |
But Le intercepted her even as she open-!

beings, he mused lugubriously.

| “Still, I ehall try again,” he decided.

“One humble euccess against my career

ed the door. jof distinguished failures should not be
“Wil; Your Highness kindly let me i too much to expect.”
9

The night that followed, a black, favor-

: A ! ass ?
along the corridor and the clinking of high , P%5 And I know, I alone, that nefer haf able night, was the time planned for es-

heels on the tiles. La Senorita Marquesa
d’Aumerle had obteined permission to
visit His Most Serene Highness. The sen-|
tinel of the evening before was again ou
duty, and his evil croseed eye seemed [0
lighten with vast humor as he presenited
arms for the lady to pass. She met his in-
golence with a searching, level gaze.

Maximilian hastened to the door of his
hare cell, and took both her hands in his.
“I am beginning to recognize my friends,”
the said simply. “I know, I know,” be ad-
ded, “you come to tell me that you failed
o get the pardon. But you do bring re-
prieye.” :

He would have her believe that he valu-
ed that. :

Jacqueline regarded steadily the tall,
slight figure in black, with the ‘pinioned
eheep of the Golden Fleece about his neck,
and ghe sighed. She was disappointed in
\lhim. She had thought that pride of race,
if nothing more, would give him character
during 'these lest moments. She allowed,
ttoo, for the grief, and the remorse, in tihe
'blow of Charlotte’s death. But ehe was
mot for the roving eyes, the dis:
ordered mind, the feverish unrest of the
.condemned prince. Had his soul, then,
fbeena. cringing one throughout the night
just past? It was the first time she had
seen him, except at a distance, since the
day <he errived in Queretaro, for ehe had
chosen, and perhaps maliciously, to dis-
concert the tongue of slander. Hence she
could mot picture the ravages of sickness
ahd anxiety, until now when she beheld
this haggard face. It was one to bring a
pang. The cheeks were hollow, the hnes
sharply drawn, and the skin was white,
60 very white, with never a fleck of pnk
remaining. And staring from the wasted
flesh were the eyes, large and round and
faded blue, and in them an appealing, a
haunted look. But they softened at eght
of her, as though comforted already.

“A peprieve is best,” he eaid. ‘‘You
cannot think that 1 want e pardon, now
ithat, that she is dead!”

“But sire—"

“ 4¥ire’? Ah, my lady, you are a hittle
late, by something like a few hundred
years. - You see our American Was right
after all; a letter no Jonger makes a king.”
* It was 2 boh mot that Maximilian had
always enjoyed, it being his own, but tits
#ime he was most zealously in earmest.

“Monsieur, then” ehe sdid, in no mood
for reforms of etig . “Only, let me|
talk! We have t days, three days:
which are to be used. Your i

But mow she understood him less than !

before, for he only smiled wearily, It

thad broken him so.

Escape? And that guard in the corri-
dor? Passing, ever passing, the diabolical
humorist scemed to chuckle inwardly, as
though to stand death-watch were the
most exquisite of jokes.

“That man?’ whispered Jacquelne.
“Why, that's Don Tiburcio. He was
driven out of the Imperialist ranks by
Father Fischer. But from his lips, this
very night, Your Highness wil] hear that
the road is open to Vera Cruz. Ah
gire—monsieur—we have heen working,
we others. There will be horses ready,
there will be a long ride, antl then, you
wiii safely board an Austrian ship waiting
for you. i

Maximilian slowly shook- his. head.
“No,” he caid, “I am ready to die, as—es
ready as I shall ever be.” = |

“But the remaining years of your natur-
al life, Your Highness counts them as
notning! Yet you might live twice your
piezent age!”

“My bLfe-—over again,” he murmured
dreamily.

“QOr course, why not ’ ’

“Qae year 10 redeem each year that has
gone.”

“Years of Destiny!” she cried, think-
ing to touch him there.

“No!” he exclaimed, so harghly and |
quick that it startled her. “But for me

]

you toward myself once felt, once shown,

, cape.

Homes ready saddled waited out-

that whadh—> | side the town under the aquedudt. Cer-

A eharp indignant cry escaped her. 1%l
lowing her gaze he saw the American pass
on down the corridor and out of hearing.

“Now who,” exalaimed the chagrined
prince, “wotld ever have imagined such
delicacy of breéding!”

“And don't ever again,” cried Jacque-|
line furiously, “imagine that I stand in|
need of being righted!” Wherewith she
too was gone, leaving her clumsy knight
staning blankly after her. |

A few moments later Driscoll knocked.

It was the first meeting of these two
men since the memorable "afternocon at,
Cuernavaca, when Driscoll had surprised
Jacqueline listening to royalty’s shameless

suit. Now he beueld Fatality's retribu-| the matter?” . .
tion. for the day's bitterness. Retrabution, | “Quick, eenor! Maximilian is sick. Go, | e Mgl gy oo e
yes., But it was not reei\t;\])j;xnoq, The gu!l g0 to him!” ‘ upo;x ireci ey ,'es . fog s brgal)t:h-
he loved had just passed in the cor-| Partly dressed, bootless, unarmed, Dris- | ing my lady’s ’n zmé ywh’en Sho talks of

vidor with a slight casual mod, and he' coll shoved the old man aside, and sped | L6

would mot, could not, stretch for a hand
to stop her. Instead, the smile so ironical
of Fate had toudhed his lips.

“] was sent by Senor Juarez, sir,” he
addressed the archduke in the tone of mil-
itary business. ‘““The President is afraid |
your three days of reprieve will be misun-!
derstood. He sent'for me as I was leav-
ing San Luis yesterday, and I—I was to
tell you—-" :

“You need not hesitaite, colonel.”

“Well, that you must not hope for par-
don, for the sentence will positively be
carried out day after tomorrow. That—I
believe that is all.”

“But—" Maximilian called, staying bim.
“Dios mio, such news merits a longer tell-
ing. It seems to me too, Senor Ameri-
cano, that you should enjoy it the more,|

since it was partly you who brought me to|
this.” :

“I don’t know as I'd thought of that.
Haw?”

“You ask how? Do you forget how you
took the traitor Lopez to Escobedo, tihe
night I was betrayed?”

.Driscoll swung bluntly round on his
questioner. “No I don’t,” he replied. “But
you see, there was such a lot:of blood-
shed scheduled for the next day?”

“Ien’t that rather a curious reproof from
a eoldier? Loyal hearts would have bled,
yes, and gladly. Noble fellows, they
would have saved their Emperor!” ‘

Driecoll half snorted, and turned on his |
heel. But he stopped, his lips pressed to
a clean, hard line. “What of those towns-
men in the trenches?”’ he demanded. “It
wasn’t their fight.”

Maximilian’s eyes opened very wide, and
alewly his expression changed 3
Jower lip drooped and quivered. Suddenly|
he came nearer the American, a trembl-|
ing hand outstretched.

“] was saved that,” he murmured ear-
nestly.

“They were,” the grim trooper corrected

“The townsmen, yes. But I—I was kept
from murder. God in heaven, I would
have murdered them! Ah, senor, if 1
could put to my account a night’s work
such as yours, that night, when you used
the traitor! I could elmost thank Lcpez.
1 do thank you.”

Still Driscoll failed to notice the prof-
fered hand. He might bave, had he seen:
his suppliant’s face, and the tense anguish |
there,

“Those innocent non-combattants,
then,”” Maximilian went on, “sg they
counted more than a prince with you?” ‘.’

“Of course, there were a thousand of !
em.”

The other’s haggard look gave way 10|
a smile, half sad, half amused, and taking |

| tain guards were bribed, among them Don

‘Tiburcio. The humorous rascal had driv-
en a hard bargain, but only because the
money was to be had. He would bhave
sold himself as briskly for the cream of

| the jest.

Tate the same night there came a fran-
tic pounding at Driscoll’s door, where he
was quartered in the sacristy of the old
Capuchin.“Well?” he muttered, alert al-
ready.

“Hurry, mi coronel” a cracked™ voice
blended with the kwocking.“Hurry, you
are wantel”

“Murgie,” Driscoll exclaimed,flinging wide
the door.” Back from San Luis,and prow-
ling round here as usual, eh? Well, what's

through the church, hopping over half
awakened spldiens as he went, Once in
the street, he glanced up at the tower
room, which was Maximilian’s, and
thought it odd that no- light streamed

through the narrow slits there. The sen- |

tinels, too, were gone. But he ran up the
steps and darted along the corridor, only
to strike his head against a heavy wooden
door that was ajar. He rushed inside the
cell, and with arms outspread quickly
covered the space of it, in the utter dark
smashing a chair, crashing over a tabre,
cursing a mishap to his toe. But he found
no one,

“This here’'s a jail-break,” the mumbled
under his breath. “Dam’ that Murgiehe’s
roped me in to stop ’em!” Whereat, all
unconsciously, he emiled again at Fatal-
ity.

Groping his way back to the corridorhe
felt rather than saw three dim figures steal
past the door. Silently, swiftly, he gave
pursuit. He heard a fervent whisper just
ahead.

“Hasten, dear friends, and may God—"

The next second he was grappling with
someone. But his unknown captive did
not resist. b

“There, senor, loosen your fingers. 1
am not escaping. I am returning to my
cell. But I had to make the other two
think that I wae with them.” °

The voice: was Maximilian’s,

“Hark! Ah, poor eouls, they have fa:il-g

dl? N

The prince spoke truly. A fierce “Alto
ahi!” sounded below. Then there’ were
musket shots and the confusion of many
scrambling feet. Murguia had routed out
the church- barracks. And when torches

The thick | were brought, the soldiers discovered that

they had hands on Miramon and Mejia.
But the false se:tinels were gone! In
leaving the road clear they ‘had wused it
themselves, already.

“You fools!” suddenly a half crazed
wail arcse. “Fools, he has escaped! He—"

“Oa dry up, Murgie,” said Drisocoll
coming down the steps. “He’s gone back
to his room, I reckon.”

CHAPTER LIV.
The Title of Nobility.

“Hear, therefore, O ye kings, and under-
stand.”—Wisdom of Solomon.

One mpore sunset, one more sunrise! !

And then? . . .

l Maximilian again confronted the ghost-

ly enumeration. But this time his last
day should be the day of a man’s work,
in simple-hearted humility. He no more
searched the ekies to find a supernal fin-
ger there. He let Destiny alone, and did
his best instead. For a man’s best is
Destiny’s peer.

The fiery June sun was dying in its

the American by the shculder in a gnpflarger shell of bronze over the western

almest affectionate, he eaid, ““Colonel, did,
you ever happen to know of one Lon,

sierras, and the selfzame blue that vaults
beautiful Tuscany was taking on its rich-

Quixote of La Mancha? Well, lately I've|er, darker hue, when a foreigner in the

begun to think that he was the truest of

gentlemen, though now I believe 1 could

name another who—"
“And,” interrupted Driscoll,

land, Din Driscoll, wa.ked under the Ala-
meda trees, his pipe cold in his' mouth,
he perplexed before his heavy spirits. For

“did you he no longer had war to distract, to en-

they will be years of dearest mercy. Wait, | aver try to locate the most dignified ani- |gross.

tell me first, Miramon and Mejia—"

“Yes, yes, we will save them too. Only,
the risk is greater.”

“Bieu!” He had almost accepted, but
he smothered the word, and starting up,
begin to pace the room. At las he stop-
ped. “The risk must be lescened,  for
them,” he said. “I will remain.” !

“H’m'n,” the girl ejaculated, “Hamlet |
declines? Then there will be no play at
al], at all.” : !

Mazimilian knew how stubborn she could
be; and eo, reluctantly, he joined the
plot.

“] have deserved Marquez and Fischer |
and Lopez,”, he sighed. “But why there
ghould -be be friends, even now, that I
canot sta..d.”

Yet she told him bluntly why she wanted
his safety. bt was on France’s account.
§till, his gratitude was no less profound.
She who would give life to othens, what
was her life to be henceforth? The mel:
lowing sorrow, which her vivacity could
not hide, smote him again, as it had that
evening in Mexico when he came to her
for counsel. He remembered. Out of a
useless ambition for her country she had
squandered her name, blighted her future.
He remembered how, looking on her sad-
dened f ce, he had been exalted to a pure
devotion, and had burned with knightly |
fervor to do her some impossible service. |
But what was the service There his mem-
ory failed, and he despised the chivalrous
ardor which could be quenched with feed-
ing on itelf. After the fearful vigil of
the night before, he ad found a suit of
armor beside him. In a word, he had
forgotten self. Simple compassion was
enough. That service? that service If he
could only rerember. But he must. And
in hot anger he strode back and forth,
while Jacqueline sat and gazed in wonder.
Once, turning from the corridor window,
he paused. The guard had etipped a!
man, who now was evidently waiting until
the prisoner should be unoccupied. Un-
seen himself, Maximilian recognized in
the man the Amenican named Driscoll.
And then he remembered. He remember-
ed Jacqueline’s secret, betrayed to him
that evening in Mexico. He remembered
that her happiness was lost in the loss of
this man’s respect. Here, at last, lay the
impoessible service!

Maximilian glanced toward her stealth-
ily. No, frcm where she sat she could not
gee the corridor, could not see the wait-
ing American. A moment later Maximil-
jan stood behind her; and when he spoke,
she thought it odd that he should change
from French to halting Englich. .

“Afiss d’Aumerle,” he began, in distinct

mal that walks,bipeds not excepted? Well, 1
sir, it’s the donkey. Take him impartial-
ly, and you'll say so t0o.”

e strain was over. Maximilian laugh-
ed. “If gc»n Quixote had only had your
eanity,” he began; ‘“‘or rather,” he added,

Maximilian’s physician, an Austrian,
found him in bis reverie. Would the Herr

{Americano at once repair to His High-
ness attend? The senor’s presence wou.d:

a favor be esteemed, in reason that a.wit-
ness was greatly necessitated.

charmed with the conceit, ‘“‘if knighthood
had had it, then tae poor don would never
have been needed to be born at all.”
Ignoring the sincerity of the Hapsburg’s ' the door of the archduke’s cell he stop-
new philcsophy, and haw tragically it was, ped, angry and embarrassed. For his
grounded, Driscoll only smiled in g very eyes encountered a second pair, which
peculiar way, Knighthood? The word were no less angry, which moreover, were

Wondering not a little, Driscoll hasten-
ed back into the town. As the physician

]was supercilious cant, and drritated him. | Jacqueline’s, Maximilian and Padre Soria,

Duning that very moment, while listening: the father confessor, were also there, but
to Ohivalry’s devotee, the young trooper | Driscoll at first saw no one but Jacque-
thonght of a little ivory cross in his poc- | line. As with him, he had been vaguely
kst, a croas which was staned with a | cummoned,
girl's blood. Murguia had given it t» him, | testament was to be signed, she imag-
to give to Maximilian on the eve of execu- ined, but in his choice of witnesses she
ticn. But Driscoll had not promised, and ‘ thought that Maximilian might at least
yet Murguia had implored him to take it, ' have shown more delicacy, As to cruelty
even without promising. The old man  also, she wou!d not confess, but cruelty
held faith Jn vengeanc® as a spring to it was, nevertheless. To see. again this
drive all souls alike, and if Maximilian’s American was to know memory quickened
last earthly moment could be embittered ' into torture, and days afterward there
with sight of a cross, then, he firmly be-| would still be with her, vividly, hate-
lieved, the American needed only to befully, the beloved awkwardness of his
tempted with the means to do it. More- | gtrong frame, the splendid, roguish head,
over, in a sudden impulse, Driscoll ha«dlnow so forbidding, and more than all,
taken the holy symbol, “to do with as | the way he smiled of late. It was a smile
he chose.” There was no message, Mur-:so cold, so cheerless, a something sc
gwia had explained. The Senor Empera- | changed in him since the old, piquant
dor would read the grave mame, “Maria|days of their first acquaintance. Despite
de la Luz,” and that would suffice. | herself as she might, Jacqueline knew

Looking now on the cultured gentlemah how the sight of the man halted there
caressing his beard, Driscoll thought again { would leave her whole woman’s being
how hellishy dis'orted was the sign of  athirst and panting.
salvation then in his pocket. But he left | Maximilian’s thin white face lighted
it there. He, too, had a king's pride, in-|eagerly when he perceived that Driscoll
capable of low epite. Charity alone,though | had come. The haggard despair of two
would have held him, if he had bat kaown ' days before had given way to a serene
that Maximilian was ignorant of the dead | caim, like that which eoothes a dying
girl's fate. ! man when the pain is no longer felt. In

The archduke for his part had beenia gentleness of command that would not
amiable and conciliatory, because there |be denied, he rose and brought the Am-
was a certain delicate question he wished 'erjcan into the room.
to ask. “Colonel Driscoll,” he began, “you know

“Oh by the way, mi coronel,” he €aid | of course, that a witness is the world’s
abruptly, “I must extend my excuses foT | deputy. He. is named to learn a certain
keeping you waiting in the corridor just| truth,
now. But there was another vieitor here.|that truth, even against the world. So
And as we rappened to be talking of—|you find gourself here, but first I wish
well, of a rather perconal matter, not in- | to thank—"
tended for outsider ears—” “Please don’t mention it,” Driscoll in-

“Do not worry. When you raised your |terposed. “I'm willing to do anything I
voice, I turned and left.” | can.”

“But perhaps,” said Maximilian slowly, “Then remember,” said Maximilian,
“it would have been better if you thad|“fhat you are a witness, and a witness
overheard, either you or another knowing | only. Can you bear that in mind, senor,
the cruel'mmors which—which link my | no matter what you may hear?”
recent visitor’s name with my own. Then| Driscoll nodded, but the very first
the truth would have been made known.|words all but made him a violent actor
“That truth, sencr,” he hastened to add, | as well. Maximilian had turned to Jac-

| did not follow, he arrived alone. But in;

without knowing why. A last |

but afterward he must champion |

Ilqueh'ne. For a moment he paused, then
| with a grave dignity spoke.

| “Mademoiselle,” he said, “reverently,
| prayerfully, I ask your hand in marriage.”
She gasped, and so sharp and quiek
| that certainly ehe was the most dumb-
| founded there. Her utter stupefaction
| amazed Driscoll as much again as the‘
| question itself. He stiffened as though|
struck. If this were a revelation? If it |
could be—if it could be that she really
knew no reason why she should marry
Maximilian?

The archduke observed them both, and
his eyes shone with kindliness. But mak-
ing a gesture for patience, ‘he hurried on.
“Father Soria here,” he said, “will come
inythe morning, just before the—the exe-
cutjon, to perform the ceremony. A judge
of 'the Republic will come too, for the
civil marriage. As to the bans—" '

“But why—why, parbleu?”’

Jacqueline stood before him, stung from
her speechless trance by fury. Behind
narrowed lids the gray eyes hardened as
points of steel.

“You sehall know, mademoiselle,” he
answered softly. .“It is a boon I ask of
you, the greatest, and the only one ‘pe-
fore I go—"

“Why? Tell me why!”

“Because it is the boon a true knight
may crave. It is to right before the
world the noblest woman a knight can
ever know—"

“Sire!”

The word was rage and supplication
| both. It was a hurt cry, piteous to hear.
{ Then the glint dying from her eyes
| blazed to tempestuous life in those of the
i Missourian. But the priest’s hand touched
| his arm, and the priest’s voice, low and
]gent]e, stayed him.

Maximilian, though, had seen the out-

i

| Jacqueline darted at them a puzzled
! glance. She did not understand at first.
| Then ehe divined. And then, wide and
| gloriously, her eyes opened on Driscoll,
i her defender. But in the instant they
sought a safer quarter. She could not, |
and would not, forgive him for being,
there at all.

“However,” the obdurate prince contin-
aed, “our witness must bear with me this
time, for T will—will, I tell each of you—
speak plainly. The false scandal does ex-
ist. Deny it, dear lady, if you can.—
Nay, senor, you believe it, or did. So,
now, as the world’s deputy here, you must
be armed to foil those venomous tongues.
But there is only one way. You shall
tell them that!they talk of Maximilian’s

Jacqueline, Driscoll, both spoke at once.
But the girl flished on the man an angry
command - for silence.

“Enough, enough!” she cried, “Let me
{ speak, then end it. Whatever others may
think, Your Highness extends me his re-
spect? Bien, but that gives me a certain
right, which is the right to consider just
one thing in answering the question of
Your Highness—just one lone, little
thing.”

“And that?' .

“Tg—is whether or not I have the honor
to love Your Highness. Oh, the shame in
such sacrifice, the shame you put on me!
You should have known my answer al-
ready.” : ie

Her answer? Drigcoll stirred uneasily.

What, indeed, was her answer?
\ “Yet later, mademoiselle,” pursued her
| inflexible suitor, “when others/ aspire to
iyour hand, there might come one for
whom your answer gwould be favorable.
| How then, if -this; piﬁ)r, when pausing i
| to hear what the world'says of you—-"
i “He'd choke it down the world’s
throat!” Driscoll burst forth. “He alone
need know it’s a lie.”

Jacqueline started as she heard him
speak, but the glad and unintended look |
she gave him changad as quick as thought
to haughty resentment. After all, he was
still there. -

“But how else,” Maximilian versisted,
“ean such a man know so much.”

Then, a captive absolute to his lofty
idea, the poet prince pleaded for it as one'
inspired. All things worked, as by
H-aven’s own will, to sanction what he |
proposed. There was Charlotte’s death.
There was his own. Dying, he was still a|
Mexican, and might wed in any station |
he chose. While if he lived, as an arch-i
duke of Austria he could not. But he de-|
tested life. With it he had bettered
no one. ;Yet by his death he |
hoped to save more than life to
another. This other was the girl hefore |
bim. He had wrecked her dearest abmi- |
tion. For France’s sake she would have |
lured him from peril. For that, and that |
alone, she had sacrificed her name. Such
accounted for their interview at.Cuerna-

vaca. Such = accounted for her com-
ing to Queretaro.  Yet through
his own blind weakness she had
failed.  France had lost Mexzico,

he his life,.and she—her happiness. But
the last could yet be restored. And why
not purchase it with his death, since he
must have died in any case? ° -1

“Must have,” Driscoll interrupted, |
“must have died in any case?’

The ‘American had listened perplexed,
now with a quick, eager start, now with |
| erinkled brows. First of all the old mys- |
| tery and its anguish had assailed him. The |
| hideous, gloomy tang'e would wound himi
i round again. Did Jacqueline care for his |
[ prince? Surely, because he had seen the |
|evidence. But why had she intrigued
| against his Empire, why had she turned |
| Confederate aid from him? !
Then, as the ruined monarch spoke, the |
| other man saw. He saw the truth. Truth
| that reconciled all contradictions. That ex-|
plained what even the theory of her.wan- '
ton heart had only half satisfied before.(
Explained everything by that heart of |
purest gold. The lover knew now why she |
i had delivered him to Lopez and the Tiger, |
two years ago, though with the act so!
perversely confessing her love for him. He
knew why, at Boone’s Cordova plantation,
she had tempted him to hold her for his
own, though even then she was return-
ing to the capital, to Maximilian. No, it
was not wanton eport. It was mot con-
tradiction. But it was conflict. In the con-
templation of that conflict he stood un-
nerved. It was the conflict between her
own good woman’s love. His eyes wand-
| ered to her, half afraid, and the chill of
months about his heart was gone, as some |
great berg of ice sinks in the warmth of
sunny waters. From sren alluring flesh
whose touch’was woe, she was become a
sceptered angel, far, far away, so tntaliz-
ingly far away!

Thus Driscoll listened on, happy in his
soul of a man, yet abashed as a boy. But
listening, at the last he was perplexed
anew, though for another reason.

“Must have died, sir?’ he repeated
again. “But that wasn’t what you thought
last night. No sir, last night you thought
you could escape. But just the same you
turned back. You chose to die!”

|

“His Highness,” spoke the gray-haired
priest, “returned for the senorita’s an-
swer.”

“My answer?”’ cried :Iacque]ine. “You
mean, father,'for my sake?”

“Yes

Driscoll started violently, perplexed no
longer. “By God, sir,” he swore, and
clappad Maximilian on the shoulder, “but
you are a man!”

The prince recoiled, his instincts of
breeding in arms against the _savage

equality: But then, slowly, a smile that
was almost beatific touched his lips, and
without knowing it, he straightened
proudly, as majesty would. :

“A man?’ he murmured, breathing
exaltation. “Then am I, at my last mo-
ment, come into harmony with God's own
ordering of the universe. For he made
man on the sixth day, not a Hapsburg.
Man,.and after His Own Image—Oh, but
that is the title the hardest of all to win!
You—you don’'t think, senor, ‘that you
would like to take it back?”

Dl:isqol reddened inexplicably.  Mur-
guia’s ivory cross was still in his pocket.

“No!” he blurted out with sudden de- | hj

fiance, “It’s the truth!”

“Then,” said Maximilian solemnly, “on
your word I etake my faith. Tomorrow,
at the judgmentseat, I shall hope to hear
myself called so0.”

. “Your Highness,” questioned Jacqueline
in a kind of daze, “Your Highness did
not intend to escape last night?”

"‘N o, he dig not,” Driscoll answered for
him. “He got Miramon and Mejia started
all right, and then, without knowing that
your- plot thad failed, he turned to this
cell here, alone.”

”%our Highness, you did that for—for

Her voice broke, and she stopped
abruptly and wen to the narrow window.
With her back to them, she groped for
the dainty bit of cambrick that was her
handkerchief.

“So you see, my daughter,” said the
priest, drawing near her, ‘what he would
have given, what,- before Heaven, he has
given, to tell you and you so hotly re-
sent. Do you resent it now?”-

The beautiful head shook slowly. She
was touching her eyes with her handker-
chief, 5
_ “Then you will not let his- sacrifice be
in vain? You will marry him?”*

Impetuously she turned and faced them.
There were blinding drops, clear.as dia-
monds, on the long lashes. “Oh Your
Highness. Your—Oh, there is €omething
you can tell me that is—that is inex-
pressibly better? :

“Let me know what it is.”

“It js if—if you can forgive me.—Mon
Dieu, why did you need to heap this ter-
rible sacrifice on me? Why could you not
remember that I tried to drive you from
your empire? That I plotted against you?
That—-"

“Hueh, you would have saved me.”

“Oh, only incidentally, and you knew
it. Yet you must—" o

“Don’t! There's nothing to fofgive.—
But wait, we will grant that there really
s, but only that I may exact my pice of
forgiveness.”

“The price  Name it.”

“That you will marry me, here, tomor-
row morning, hefore I die,” !

Jdcqueline raised her head. “Has Your
Highness,” she demanded, smiling shyly
behind her tears, ‘‘has he forgotten the
woman’s, rather my consideration, before
such a question?”

Driscoll straightened, equared his shoul-
ders to take a blow. To his blindness her
manner looked like awakening love for
the other man—and for the man himself,
not for the prince! His sense of loss,
his agony, were extreme, But of the cld
bitterness he now knew nothing. His
rival was putting the question. “And ac-
cording to that consideration, mademoi-
selle ”

Driscoll did not see her ewift glance
toward himself. He was hurrying out lest
he might hear her answer. And she let
him go—till he reached the door. But
there, like one frozen, he halted rigidly.

“Helag, I do not love you, sire,” Jac-
queline had answered, very quietly.

Maximilian, however, did not s&eem
heart broken. |

His attention wag all for the mere wit-
ness. He saw the effect on that witness.
In Driscoll’s glad face he read his own tri-
umph, his own purpcse achieved. Jacque-
line was righted at last.

“No,” he agreed, “I could not hope for
go much.—But another might.” ¢

Then apropos of nothing, he went and
fling his arms about Driscoll. The as-
tounded trooper could only grip his hand,
just once, without a word. Then he was
gone. ;

Maximilian watched him go. The priest
turned to Jacqueline. She, too, stocd
poised so long as his spurs rang through
the corridor. At last silence fell on them.
For a moment she hesitated. Then, trem-
bling, her eyes moist, she held out her
hand. ‘““Good-bye,” &he whispered. But,
ampulsively, she raised her arm and touch-
ed the doomed man’s forehead lightly with
her finger tips, making a hlurred sign of
the crcss. And, not daring an instant
longer, she tog fled.

Maximilian was alone with the priest.
The room was growing dark. It was the
last night.

“Naw, father, light the tapers, there on
the altar. Yes, I am ready. Ready?
Blessed Mother in Heaven, it is more than

i I had thought to be!”

CHAPTER LV.
The Abbey of Mount Regret.

“0, here
Will I set up my everlasting rest,
And shake the yoke of inauspi¢ious stars
From this world-wearied flesh.”
—Romeo and Juliet.

It is cunious and humiliating how Na-
ture does not vex herself in the least for
the dying of a man. And yet, to-the man,

KIDNEY DISEASE

AND ITS DANGERS

CAN BE

QUICKLY CURED
DOAN’S

Kidney disease comes on quietly, it may
have been in the :Xstem for a long time
before you suspected the real cause of your
trouble.
swelling of the feet and ankles, disturb-
ances of the urinary organs, such as, brick
dust deposit in urine, higly colored, scanty
or cloudy ‘urine, bladder pains, frequent
urination, stone in bladder, etc.

There may have been backaches, |
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'KIDNEY PILLS St

|

!

land Montgomery and Revs.
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| Lover of My Soul:”
iand ‘‘“Now the Laborer's Task is O'er,’’ and

Perhaps you did not know that these |

were symptoms of kidney disease, so the
trouble kept growing worse, until Neu-
ralgia, Sciatica, Rheumatism, Diabetes,
Dropsy, and worst of all, Bright's Disease
have taken hold of your system.

Doan’s Kidney Pills should be taken at
the first sign of anything wrong. There
is no other safe way, (plasters and lini-
ments are nseless), as the trouble must be
eradicated from the system.

Doan’s Kidney Pills go to the seat of
the trouble, strengthen the kidneys, and
help them to filter the ‘blood properly and
flush off all the impurities which cause
kidney trouble. - Mr, Thomas Mayhew,
Smith’s Falls, Ont., writes: ¢ For over
four months I was troubled with my kid-
neys, and my back got so lame I felt miser-
able all over. After taking five boxes of
Doan’s Kidney Pills I was as well as ever ”

Price 50 cents per box or three boxes for
$1.25, all dealers or The Dosn Kidney Pill
Co., Foronto, Ont.

thought of the bullets to drive through it
shortly.

his eyes, he needed to stop and make sure
that he had indeed not more than
‘hours yet, to live.

ordinary, every-day fashion. He signed the
or the year before.
dropped forever. No, no, that ehould not

stop. But at last he did stop, with a
shivering laugh. He must face this thing,
the decided.

taunting, airy quill lying there. So, what

on the wonderful fantasies that came,

child’s fantasies are kindred with man’s

| the Deanery to the Cathedral at ten o’clock,
!and holy communion for the members of the

| were followed by members of the Young

the event is so very important! Each
breath of spaceless night, each twinkle
from the firmament, though but the phan-
tom of a ray quenched ages before, every-|
thing, he teases into anxious commentary |
on his own puny end. There could not be
more ado if the “Universe were in the
throes, writhing against a recomquering
Chaos. Harassed creature, what ails him
is only the pathetic fallacy, which is &
soothing melody and stimulating to mortal
pride. But the lapses into healthier reail-
zation are veny, very hard to bear.

How cold it was, when Maximilian
awoke! The chill seemed creeping nearer
s heart, nearer the citadel. And how
black the night, before the daym! But
where, now, were his matdhes? He had
the same monotonous trouble of any other
morning in getting one to light. Then the
two candles guttered fitfully, sordidly, just
as they had always done. The white cloths
of the last communion seemed a ghostly
intrusion on what was of every day. Maxi-
milian drew his cloak about him. The chill
was simply of the p'atean, of the night, not
the portent of death. The world without
was dark and deeolate, but that
had no reference to the tomb. ‘I'he
world was merely taking its normal sleep.
The heavy cloak ought to answer—but, it
did not.

He took up the enuffers, coaxing the yel-

70 SET OUT FOUR

Local Government Department
of Agriculture Continues
Educatignal Policy

WILL BE STARTED IN
FOUR COUNTIES

Restigouche, Gloucester, Albert and
Sunbury to Have Them—Farmers’
Institutes Also Arrangeo for June
in Several Places.

low flames to brighter promise, then set S 3
the candles beore him on the table. A
piece of dripping tallow fell upon his hand,
and the hand jerked back., The man pon-

It is the intention of the New Bruns-
wick department of agriculture to ‘set
out four more experimental orchird plots
early next month. They will also repisce
those trees which were killed by the fard
winter of 1904-5. Arrangements have aiso
been made for Farmers’ Institute 1 eet-
ings at seven provincial points, which
should prove of special interest.

Thomas A. Peters, deputy commissioner
of agriculture, was in the city yesterday.
He told a Telegraph reporter that the or<
chards will be set out at Balmoral, Res-
tigouche county; Riverside, Albertcounty;
Perth station, Sunbury county, and New
Bandon, Gloucester. Besides these new
ones, all those orchards set out in 1904
will have to be visited §and some trees re-
newed. )

Professor Lockhead, of Guelph Agricul-
tural College, has been engaged as the
principal speaker at the institute meet-
ings to be held in June at Andover, Vie-
toria county; Lindsay, Carleton county;
Springhill,York county; Gagetown,Queens
county; Kingston, Kings county; Fox
Creek, Westmorland county, and Chat-
ham, Northumberland county. There will
be two meetings at each point. At the
first, in the afternoon, Professor Lock-
head will speak on weeds and weed era-
dication and on injurious insects. The
second meeting, in the evening, will be
held in some hall. It is likely that the
meeting at Kingston will assume the form
of a picnic in which the pupils of the
Consolidated School will participate.

NEW BRUNSWICK
APPLES IN ENGLAND

This week’s London steamer will take
1,085 barrels of apples loaded at this port
and will take a much larger quantity from
Halifax. The- varities mow being shipped
are the Russet, Nonpariel, Ben Davis and
other long keeping kinds and the price
now ruling in the English market is 21
shillings to 24 shillings a barrel for No. 1,
which leaves the shipper between $4 and
$5 per bamrel clear, and 50 to 75 cemts
less for No. 2 grade.

dered. 'So, even his flesh was part of Na-
ture too, and heeded tmivial pain, with no

He wrote two or three letters yet re-
maining, to friends, to his brother, the
Emperor of Austria. He penned words of
farewell, yet even as the tears welled in

hree
Tt was difficult,though,
with the candles spluttering there, in the

last letter, to his mother. He gazed at
the signature, of characters squarely form-
ed. He might.have written it yesterday,
It looked the same.
But the pen he had just dropped had

be! And he snatched it up again, and
wrote, scribbled, covered paper, fearing to

‘And over and over again he
told himself, “I have written my last. Yes,
my last!” and eteadfestly resisted the

was harder, than farewell to loved oties, he
nerved hi o end the small actions of
his daily existence. :

Maximilian had his life long been a
dreamer, ever gazing wide-éyed as a child

whether entrancing or dreadful. But the

philosophies. Often, as he lay awtiting
sleep, there was onme particular thought
that would bring:him quickly, stark, star-
ing awake. And this thought was, how
certtain things always come to pass. No
matter how far away, nor how very slow
their approach, making vague the hope or
horror of them, yet the actual, present
hour of their happening always struck at
last. There was the eve of the day when
he should be of age. Oh, but he had long-
ed for that day! He had longed until he
craftily suspeoted it mever would varrive.
And yet, despite those leaden-footed oxen,
the minutes, arrive it did, in very fact.
The eve of that day was a happy bed-
time; byt over his ardent reveries, over
the vista of future achievements, there
suddenly,. darkly loomed another thought,
a foretoken and clammy shroud, which
smote the young prince with trembling.
For would not the day of his death, how-
ever far away also, sometime be the pres-
ent, passing moment, as surely, just as
surely, as this anniversary of his birth?
Here was a terrifying glimpee of mortal-
ity.

When, not fifteen years later, Maxi-
milian opened his eyes in the black Capu-
chin cell, and comprehension grew on him
of the present day's meaning, he recalled
how the fantasy of a morning cf death had
first come to him. He was a bey, and he
was to go on a voyage. The boy had
awakened when there was scarcely light
as yet, and heard his mother at the door.
“It is time, dear.” She spoke low, not
liking to break his slumber. But in the
silence of all the world her voice was
clear, and very sweet, and the words stood
forth against his memory ever afterward.
He was to be gone from her for a time,
and this was in her mind as she called
him. The boy, though, could think of
nothing except that his little excursion
among new and strange adventures was to
begin, actually to begin. But then,’ quite

s hi -7
gt b T ‘a?u;mz':%;z CHARLOTTE COUNTY
) tion, had whisy 0
e e fime evistél yaoen, e FARMER DEAD FROM
HIS INJURIES

basely changed herself into a ‘hideous vam-

pire, and ehe muttered at him, in fright-

ful, raucous tones. Yet the hag's snails

were true promises. There was to come,| St. Stephen, April 20—(Special)—Ver-

surely, inexorably, 2 certain other eventful |non Turner, a prominent farmer at Bay
Side, who, while operating a gasoline wood
cutter and attempting-to adjust the ma-
chine with a peavy, sustained a bad frac-

season when the St. John River steamers
are just starting to run, if there had been
20,000 or 30,000 barrels of apples for them
to bring down from the farms along the
St. John River valley. It would have been
a source of profit to the farmer amd busi-
ness for the steamers.

It is the opinion of those in the trade
that in the near future a large portion of
apples grown in Ontario and New Brums-
wick will be required to go West, which
will seriously effect the supply required
by Europe and since it has been demon-
started within the paet few years that-
fruit raised on the St, John River bhas
no superior in flavor and color, an increas-
ing demand is expected.

Some very useful hints are given by
the department of agriculture to those
about to extend their orchards—such as—
avoid having oo many varieties, stick to
well established kinds rather tham ex-
periment on new fancy stock, see thab
the trees are planted not less than thirty
feet apart.

morn, and he would awake, and without
his mother’s calling him, he would know—
know—that it was time!

(To be continued.)

IMPOSING FUNERAL
OF DEAN PARTRIDGE

ture of the skull, died at Chipman Memor-
ial Hospital this afternoon.

The accident occurred four weeks ago
and that he lived so long has been much
of a wonder.

Dr. Atherton, of Fredericton, was pres-
ent on Wednesday when a second opera-
tion was performed to relieve a pressure
on the brain. The injured man has been
in a gomatose condition much of the time.

o
FREDERICTON, N. B., April 20 (spet{lal) /

The funeral of the late Rev. Dean Partridge; | Parish of Johnston Episcopal

took place at two o'clock this afternoon and Church.

was one of the largest seen here since 1896,
when the remains of Governor Fraser were
laid to rest. The body was removed from

The following have been chosen officers
of the Episcopal church, parish of John-
ston, for 1906:

Delegates to Synod—Charles I. Pearson
and Howard M. Leonard. Substitutes—
Charles F. Cody and George Cody.

Wardens—George Cody ~and Isaac R.

family ‘and clergy was conducted by }:huhop
Kingden, assisted by Rev. Sub-Dean Street.
The body, which was ehelosed in a casket of
cathedral

solid oak, lald in state in the 7

chancel from eleven to two o'clock, and was Pearson.

viewed by hundreds of people. The regular Vestrymen—John M. Pearson, A. H. G.

burial service, which commenced at two'| ymadenburg, Charles. Aleorn. ~ William
the bishop, as- P . T Al Pa T ,

sisted by Sub-Dean Street. Other clergymen CEATSON, A, L A eanson, James.Stewart,

present included Arch Deacons Forsythe Christopher Crawford, Robert Jeffery,

Canons Richardson, Newnham
Dr. Raymond,
Kuhring, Scovil, Hoyt, Daniel, Colston, Stews
art, Dibblee, Duffy, Murray, Dibblee, Flew-
elling and Cowle. The Diocese of Nova
Scotia and the Board of Governors of Kings
Archdeachon
rendered,

and Neales,
eric Leonard. Andrew Richardson.
Vestry clerk—A. H. G. Vradenburgh.

An English market letter records sales
of St. John bonds on the Londan market
during the week ended March yl 3t
John fours due in 193% at 9712,

The choir
and the hymns ‘‘Jesus

Ninetieth Psalms,
“The Saints of God,”

closed the service with the ‘‘nunc dimittus.” |
The official pall bearers were Rev. Canons‘ M
Richardson, Forsythe, Neales, Newnham, The GCeieorated .

Dibblee and Montgomery, but six sldesmen‘ English Cocoa.

of the Cathedral bore the casket from the,

church. The funeral cortege, which was a |
very lengthy one, was headed by the mem-
bers of Islington Lodge, Sons of England.
Next came the students and the faculty of
the U. N. B., then clergymen representing
other denominations. The bishop and clergy

An admirable food, with all

its natural qualities intact.

This excellent Cocoa main-

tains the system in robust

health, an1 enables it to resist

winter's extreme cold.

of the Church of England and a barouche

oontaining floral tributes, preceded ' the
The Most Nutritious

hearse. The chief mourners included only
the members of the deceased’s family and
and Economical.

People’s Society, the lieutenant-governor's
private secretary and A. D. C. and-the gen-
eral public in carriages and on foot. The
interment was made in St. Peter’s church-
yard, Springhill, the Bishop and Sub-Dean
Street conducting the service at the grave.

C. P. R. line stmr. Monteagle arrived at-
Hong Kong April 15 on her voyage around
the world. She left St. John January 28
and called at Cardiff and Durban. The total
distance travelled is nearly 18,500 miles.
She is to be placed on the route between
Vancouver and Japan.

~ MORE ORCHARDS

-

It would have been fortunate if at this.

James F. Roberts, A. Tilley Pearson, Fred- -




