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And' sure enough, tiioeevas Dlck
*" nzldw gith bovod hëAd, bis bande
e~utched to the. marne of bis once beauti-
fui mare. Her knees woro eut, and dust
and aweat bai. caked over ber sleek skia.
The mon at the- Inn erowded round him.
Iick did netsa k. His eyes vere clos-
ed, and em is coat aleeve the blood
$iokled. Tbey took bis foot from the.
Oblrrups and ho rollod from the borse's
back on- te tbe grouni.

"Brandy, Mary, quick!" sai the Inn-
kouper te orn* ef tbe maids. Ho poured
tiie cognac down Diok'ms throat.

"Wbtere's the horse M" be sai as ho
4Oaeed bis oyea.

The mare beard bis voice, and, pusii-
Ing ber beai through the. crowd, breath-
.ed upon bis face. He seized ber bridle
and kissed ber. As ho did se sbe tel
on her knees, and thon rolled aven on
ber aide with a *noan.

"0 G.d! Boas,"aid Dick, leaplng ta
his fent vitii nov lite, «"yen mustn't
glv. ln nov; the. vlotory la won. Fêtai'
nmsnewater, <i'v. ber brandy; wbere-la
thecamler? Oh, my Qod, they'll ]et my
beautlfu mare dl BkS muât not die!"

Ho knelt on the. <round beside ber and
took ber bond in bis arma.

"«It's halt-past six, Master Dick,"' aaid
tb. innkeeper as hco ofered hum the
bottie. "Take another drink of this
and get up te tth. Hall. We'll look af -
ton the mare."

The man rose te bis feet, half-blind-'

,y, clutching at him poeket. He walked
a few foot and thon turned. Tii. mare
rsised ber b..d looking atter hlm, and
whlnnied a fareweli. Thon ber head
dropped, aud Dick Blaine abrode te tth.
great HomseetfBiaine vith a sob.

"Madame," sali Dick BMaine, standing
in the llbrmry hait an heur later In the.
presence ofthtie Squire and bis daugbter,
"for tbf. service your fathor, inaa
moment et ezeiternent, pnomised me
your band. Yen know my people. My
fathen is Dick Blaine, the smith, but the
blond in bis veine lu as blue as yours.

Il have beon a seldier of fortune. For
what ho bas been pleased te cali my
bravery in the field, my Lord ot Dorset
obtained for me a commission la Ris
Majesty's Guards. 1 nov serve the
King as a special equerry, uinder my
Lord ef Dorset, wbe wil'be pleased te

veuche for me. T do net bold your
father te his hasty promise, but if, my 1

lady, the Ifeleiag voralap ofa man'a
Iieart jae ofvalue, lb in youua.'

DorOthY Blaine bad b.., standing,
wlit 'epu où the <round, blit now sbo
llfted tlem taohbsand heldont her hand.

«Y" kîowi" ah. aid, and there
v~ p~4e aa bumi it mn&led i h er

*oae faherbutem[se= wbat I

hed idtles vlat as alrondy yurs,
'th toog i s oud lt bave gone

Jwith IV'" and she quietly laid ber band
inl bis.

In the greenert and sweetest paddock
of Biaine, In -the. bollow, tiiere luaa
Imound. An frea fonce guards Il from
jmaraudlu' cottie, and riveted te the
rail , ai bronze plate with this inscrip-
tion:

Sacred to the Memory of
Beas.

She laid down ber lite for a friend.

The Frenchman's Story.
By Charlos Edwardeu.

M:TNapoleon Bouget suspicion that vo're not ranning smoothinl an obscure Eisat- in barneas,' 1 say to ber, «and l'il not
end club that waa mind what 1 do.' You see, it awes ber,
not supposed, by words 1k. that."1
the. police, to have I noticed my noigbbor the Frencbman
a% very good cbar- shrug bie shoulders unobtrusively. Then
acter. The curat. ho drank front bis glass.
ot St. Mark's-a4a The mon continued their remarks,
East-end ciiurci- vhioh vero really very absurd. The

toofr me there. That vill, at Frenchman and 1, littie by littie, 1.11
any rae fairly whitevash the into a sort of sympathnttio relationsbip

clbareputatiezi. As a matter of fact, unconscioualy. W. noddod to eaeh other
Il viLamn- Innocent enough little bouse- over the. various stupidities of - thse
the rebort of a number of toroigners illy Estenders. At length, feeling in-
vie b.d« 1dl moments on their banda, terested In my neighbor's face, which
«ud wliéed te broathe an atmosphere 1vas pathatie for ail its littie affecta-
ratier more tranqui or bracing (wbich- 1 tiens of tufted beard and waxed mous-j

ho dolighted to hear anYthing about.
bis personal hiatory tliat ho cared to,
tell me. F~or my ovn part, 1 added, 1
bail no parsonal hiatory, though I koped
tine would remedy "that defect..

"Perfeotly, olied the. Frencliman.
"Ido»oknow wy I tell you, il it

not ouly bocauso yoin have the sympa-
thetia face. But, bouides, 1 often, late
ini the. nght, feot a desire te sap.ak of
ber. It was1 a lesson she tauh me.
Mon Dieu, what a lemmon! And it <id
me no good; that is the bail part. it
only 111 me with regrets that serve no
purpose but to pain me. Perhs.ps it do
yu good, my friend, to hoar; and no 1
sapeak.»

M. Napoleon fleuget, there and then,
wbule wo walked up the long Mile End
Read together, told me the following
story, wbich I try and- give in hie own
words. Ho had been resident in London
ever since 1872. Naturally, therefore,
ho spoke very good Engliah, though
not quite the. English of an Eng1ishman.

I was only nineteon when I became
in love with my poor Susanne. Sh. was
the daughter of my concierge in a bouse
of the Rue des Martyrs that 1 uaed to
visit to dress the hair of- a madame who
vas very proud of ber appearance. 1
go to that bouse tbree timos every week
to dreas madame's bair, and four more
times to seo Susanne.

"I loved her and sh. loved me. lier

Captai» Scott, the explorer, and bis men, on board the. ship -Terra Nova 1tu the Ântarctie.

ever yeu pie...) than that provided tache, I begged hum te fil bis glass
by their domestia apartments. again at my expense.

The police are a respectable aasocia- ,"With pleasure, if you wish," he re-
tien ot mon; but their intelligence le pied, ,witii a neat bow.
often much at fault. I had already We conimented mutually on the
learned this in other directions. There- general talk, the bulk eoftth. observa-
fore, vhen a celestial-nosed young tions coming from me.
officer to vhom 1 ciianced te speak in Then those sillies with Wives, and
the neighboniiood et the club ventured idiculous nostruins for control ef thel,
te varn me about the. danger 1 rau by wives, separated; it was getting late,
froquenting the. place, ib was pretty and boyard eloyen o'clock I aIse made a
much as if h. dared me te visit it again. move.

1 vent there tiire bimes that very "I am» not married," I said jocosely.
veek, and it was on the. last of these "I'm fot a bit anxious about my home
occasions that I becamo pensonally life."
known to Napoleon Bouget. He and Tii. Frencbman looked at me narrow-
I vere sitting smoking at a. aide table, ]y, witl, somewhat contracted browa.
while three or four others ver. dis- "I shall accompany you," he said.
cussing a certain subject. This subject In the street he took my arm very
vas notiiing less than the. difficulties et gently. We hadn't gene far when he
matrimony. On. of the. greatest diffi- said:
culties seemed, in the. opinion ef the "My friend, you are yolIng, and 1
disputants (for tbey ver. really angry tbink 1 shaîl tell you o0fmyseif. you
with each otiier on other points), thie shall marry, yourself, onle day, and
due control of their vives se as te pre- perhaps-it is possible-corne te think
vent cause for jealousy. like those inîbeciles t.hat spoke in

"lIt la for this reason," said on.et there."1
biien, meut amusingly, thoughbcbe as "Net 1," 1 protested. "'if I thiîllht
serious, "that 1 don't mind having fiy 50 I'd never marry."1
rnotber-in-law in tbe bouse." "Oh. but yen cannot tell. Yoit are

"What rot!" said another. «'My way English, and possess the English Mind,
le this: 1i make it plain te My missus is it net se? But 1 sliai fatigue Vol],
that it's ber omn interest te keep and se-"
straight. 'Let me have any grounds for 1 begged bis pardon and sai I homT~

father and motiier did net disappreve.
I make my sixty francs the week at
only nietcen, and 1 do not spend my
sous, like seme others, lu roulette
cates or in drinking more than
is good for the. bealth. That
was the situation. There was notbing
te stand between us. And se we
marry, and 1 take Susanne te a charm-.
ing little apartment au troisieme, and
vo have eue littie blonde-iiaired baby,
and I know net hew more bappiness.
eould have ceaie to, us twe simple;«
loving and contented young Panisians
that we ver..

"That lu vhat it vas for three years,
my friend. Then a thing happe». There
cornes a young diable et an artist te
the. bouse, and hcococupy thie etage over
our apartment, and lie become in-,
fatuated wlth my poor Susanne, anid
his passion it is the conversation et the
entire house.

"He meet ber on the stairs viien she'
go with ber littIe basket te buy greens
in the Halles for our dinner, and h.
meet ber again viien she return, and ho
make ber compliments etfVthe kind that
aIl Paris girls lik. and se. ne harmi
in, and being a handseme diable and
with a geod manner, lb lu enly nature
to think tbat b. make an impression on1
mY poor Susanne's tender littie beart.

"Of, ail tus 1, being tii. husband, arn
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