s S

SN

EA
B

o

§
i
13

TP

" nor did he rise when an

€2

s e AR

e SEVWEERLY TRLE

s AN ey SNANZINMINATL, CMATIKILL L EYI0

- By Eugene

Copyright by Doubleday, Pl'g' & Co.

P. Lyle, Jr.

CHara x\n LL.—(Continued.)
In the long hall of the Palacio Municipal
at San Luis Potosi, before the old-fash-
joned desk there, sat an Indian. He was

" low and squat and pock-marked;and there

was an ugly scar, livid against ygllow,
across- the upper lip. He had a large
mouth, high cheek-bones, and swarthy
skin with a copperish tinge. He was a
pure-blooded Indian. At twelve he did not

know a word of Spanish. His race, the
Zapotecas of Oaxaca, had al but been
extinguished by the Conquest. Except for
the ungainly. black he wore—excepting,
too, his character he might have becn a
peon, or still the servant he once had
been. But the homely, heavy features of
his round head did not, n any sense,
repel. On the contrary, the countenance
was frank, though yet inscrutable. The
piercing black eyes were good eyes, and
indominable, like his muscled jaw. The
flat, square forehead made one aware of
intellect, and of force. So short
and thick, he Jlooked a eluggish
man, - but it was the phlegm of
a rock, the ca'm of strength, and
whatever the peril, almost inanimate.
His country called him Benemerito de Am-
erica, a title the ncblest and rarest in its
Spartan hint of oivic virtue. ’

The Indian’s desk was ittered with mes-
gages from the princes of the earth. Like
his expiring race, he had fought their or-
der, and they had made of him a wander-
ing fugitive. " But ncw they were implor-
ing him for one of their number, waose
surrendered sword that moment lay across
their petitions. Two of the letters, but
not from princes, he had read with deep
conmideration. One was from the Pres:-
Jdent of the United States, the other from
Victor Hugo. But these also he shoved
from him, though regretfully, and now -he
wag gazing out over the Plaza, the line of
his jaw as inflexible as ever.

But they were not many, the moments’
this man had to himself, and it was not
long before a gendarme in coarse blue,
serving as an orderly, disturbed him.

“Well, scow her in then,” he said,
frowning at the card laid on his desk,
unusually . beauti-
ful but very grave young woman entered
the room. . :

“At your orders, Senorita de—d’Aum-
erle. You come, I suppcse, to eave him?
—Bat,” he added ‘with the austerity of a
parent, “it is not difficult to imagine why
you are interested.”

“No, Senor Presidente,”
self quietly contradicted,
lency can not imagine.”

He looked up into a pair of honest gray
eyes. But her tone had already told him
enough. He rose to his feet in rugged
courtesy. The Indian was a wise man,
and he knew now that other men had
whispered falsely about one exquisite
Parisienne. ' :

“Pardon me, child,” he said gently. “No,
1 cannot imagine.”

Impulsively Jacqueline leaned over the
desk and gave Rim her hand. “Thank
you,” she :aid, in a voice that trembled
unexpectedly. From that moment, t0o0,
she abandozed -tact.cs. The wdas of
courts would avail . nothing _against the

he heard him-
“Your, Excel-

primitive straightforwardnes of the man

before her. It eeemed, moreover, good
and homely, to cast them acide. She tock
a seat near the window, since he remained
ot 'nd ng until ehe did, and waited. He
ghould speak first, and afterward, she
would agce_t. ' For there was nothing, sie
felt, thit she could say. O rare tongue
of woman, to so respect the leash of in-
tuitions!

As for Don Benito Juarez, he
meant to speak at all. But knowing her
now to be not what he had thought, he
spoke as he had nct to any plenipotentiary
of any crowned head.

“You are a Frenchwoman, eenorita,” he

n. “Tell me, your coming must be
explained by that?” A _

“Now,” said Jacqueline, smiling on him
cordially, “Your Exceilency’s imagination
js getting better.”

“And you wiuh to save ;Maximilian,” the
Presidente stated, rather than questioned,
“hecause be is a victim of France.”

“¢“Because he will be considered so.”

The old Roman smiled. “My dear young
Jady,” he said, “an answer to France is
ithe least of my obl gations. Yet you ex-
pect. it, and gsk for clemency, though I
deny all thefgreat nations?”

“Oh senor, what's the use?

o!” \

’ The keen black eyes regarded her quizz-
acally. “Do you know,” he said, “this i8
the second time I’ve heard that question
‘today? ; One 'of our American officers had
him put in command of the escort for
M:a.xﬁlhn’s two lawyers here, and now
1 believe he did it e.mply because he too
wanted to know, ‘What's the use? It
was anti-dlimax, and a wet blanket over
the fervid eloquence of the two lanvyens,
But mnevertheless, he hiy the one argu-
anent, /

Let him

“Yes, ye”!n -
“In a word, why not brush aside oy
eechduke? He's harmless, now he's in-

#ignificant? Why not take from him the
only dignity left, that of dying?”
“Of course, Senor Juarez. Of course!”
«And at the same time win bright re-
mown for oumselves, instead of what nwill
be called hamh cruelty?”

Surely!” -

.The smile vanished. The large mouth
closed tightly.

“No,” spoke the judge of iron. “He
dies! That is the truest mercy, a mercy
to those who might otherwise follow him
here. And we, senorita, we have already
suffered enough from o

“But the other two?’ plcaded Jacque-
line. “They are Mexicans.”

“They are that, por Dios, and they
make me proud of myjyrace. Miramon,
Mejia, they are the leaven. They redeem
Lopez, they redeem Marques, they redeem
ihe desertens who now eo largely form my
armies, who before had doserted me for
the Fren.h invasion. By the signal ex-
ample of thews two men to die tomorrow,
the world shall know that Mexicans® are
not all traitors. And as we grow, we
Mexicans, we may grow beyond t.e empty
loyalty of glowing Spanish words. Re-
membering such an example, we may come
{0 be, in our very hearts, breathing things
of honor. We have been shackled because
of infamy during the last century. Can
vou wondcr, then, that we use the treach-
erous weapon of the Conquistadores?—
But that's a art. The loyalty of Mira-
mon and Mejia has been loyalty to an in-
vader, a wrong their country wll not for-
give. But our oultured gentleman of
Europe, our vain fool who would regener-
ate the poor Indito, he will perhaps not
feel so ashamed of us, not when he has
two such companicns in death, and not
when he lcarns, thougl:rep}imfuﬂy, that the
rod of Mcxican justio: ‘pects neither im-
munity nor privilege of birth. There,
eenorita, I've had to talk more about this
one indvidual than about the hundreds
of others who have been punisaed for
much less than he.”

“But it must be tarrible to die, senor.

N . el ol

of
only a few days—""

“Would eufice for his escape?”

Jacqueline reddened guiltily. “No, to
prepare for his end,” she said.

The Presicen e smiled tolerantly. “Never
| fear,” he answered first her confusion,
| “our justice stands ccmmitted, and to
| wink at escape now would be cowardly.
! Yet, whether you meant it or not, you

lAnd he doesn’t realize, while & de.ay

| are right, and the execution stands post- |

| poned until the nineteenth. A doowmed
| man may learn much in three days to com-
fort him—on his way. Dut the criminal
of all is lacking.” i
“Marquez, you mean?”’
Louis Napoleon, and his wife.”
The order of pcstponement,
ly telcgraphed to Escobedo at Queretaro,
was known at once in San Las, and
caused a fury of excitement. For none
doubted but that it meant eventual ;ar-
don. The tender hehrted réjoiced. The
rabid ones muttered. The W}se shool
dubious heads. And even as Jacqueline

taro in the canvas-covered coach, another
caller was admitted roundly on the presi-
dent’s privacy, without as much as being
announced. - Juarez wonderel if his or-
derly had gone crazy, for the newcomer
thus cbsequiously presented looked to be
a species of ancient vagabond.

“Well, what is it?” the President asked,
frowning heavily. He was curiously irri-
tated. “Stay,” he interpceed, “thoee
dwsty, muddy- rags
green and red, that's not a- Republican
uniform "’ j

“Jt's of the Batallon del Emperador,”
replied the stranger, unabashed. :

“Bless me the saints! Well, well, well,
I suppose you, too, want to save your
Maximilian, But how dces it happen that
your’e not under guard yourself?”

For answer the old man came nearer.
He limped feebly, and the while he un-
buttoned his coarse red jacket. Juarez
watched him sluggishly, but with a hand
upon a revolver under the papers on his
desk. The sfranger, however, d.ew forth
nothing more sensational than five or six
square bits of parchm:nt. Yet these
aroused the President more than a weap-
on could have done. Tney were blank, ex-
cept at the bottom, and there the Presi-
dent read his own signature, ‘“‘Benito
Jaurez Libertady Reforma.”

“Your—Your Excellency remembers?”’

“How well!” The admission came in-
vo.untarily. Juarez was laboring under an
emotion that he could not at first con-
trol. He stared at his visitor in a new
wond:r. So gaunt, eo holiow, so utterly
insignificant! The President’s wonder
grew.

“You—you gained entrance here by one
of these slips?” he questioned sharpy.

he old man nodded. “And it was coun-
ersign.d by —”

“Si senor, by El Chaparrito. The slip
said, “Admit bearer at once.””’

“Then I cannot blame my orderly! But
who are you?”

_ “‘Anastasio Murguia,
Mercy.”

“Bien, Sefior Murguia, and now will
{you explain what no other messeng:r
| from our unknown friend has done?
| Who—who is Ei Chaparrito?”’

But, like the wretched messengers who
| had gone before, Anastasio Murguia only
shrugged his shoulde:s blanky. “Your

to serve Your

 Exceil.ncy does not know EI Chagar-.

(Tito?” he asked. ‘And yet you trusted
{him, a stranger, with your' signature?”
| - There was a crafty stress on his words.

“Ah, senor,” Juarez pacidly inquired,
“what if a chief magistrate did not know
when to trust? Your are to be informed,
thon, that one year ago last October, at
Chihuahua, I was saved from a French
flying column by an Indito. The poor
wretch had run across the desert with
nis warning, But he could prove noth-
ing. He conldn’t even tell who sent him,
except that it was a short gentleman, a
senor chaparro. Yet it was well for the
Republic that I took his wo:d and fled.
Later,. when I reached the Rio Grande,
and he wanted my signature to some
blank squares of parchment, which he
was to take back to his senor chaparro
—well, senor, I 'trusted again. That In-
dito in breech-clout obtained my auto-
graph some twenty times over.”

The President, however, might have
added that every R:publican officer was
advised first to test any warning on any
bit of parchment signed “Benito Juarez.”
Yet, as a matter of fact, there came to
be such magic in the name of El Chapar-
rito that the name of Juarez thereto was
only needed as a guarantee that the lesser
name was genuine,

“Now, then, Senor Emissary,” said the
President, “what danger hangs over our
Republic this time?”

“None, senor. I return the parchment
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squares left over. El—EI "Chaparrito ]ms‘
no more thoughts for the Republic. He‘
thinks,” and Murguia ground his knuck’es |
into the desk -top, “he thinks of no one,
of no one—except Maximilian! And he |
has never thought of aught else. The Re-‘
public? ' Bah, the Republic was only his |
tool, Senor Presidente. Only his tool, but |
the tool needed sharpening. They say |
that's the way with the guillotine, eh, |
S_nor Presidente?” i

. “But hombre—No, our unseen friend of |

! the Republic, our Chaparrito, would not |
aek for Maximilian’s pardon?”

{ ,“Pardon!”—It was fairly a cry of ‘Tage

|—“Yet you, Senor Presidente, you post-

| pone the excution! You mean to pardon
him!”

| “Indeed?”

| “Yes, I-I think so. But you shall not,

! S:mor Presidente. I come to, to—"

| “Now that's curious. Possibly I, too, |

am to be sharpened into a kind of guillo- |

| tine, eh, senor?”

| “All the others were,” Murguia return-

ied stubbornly. “That is, all except one.”
| ‘‘Ha, then El Chaparrito found one man
| who was in-orrputible?” :

“U’m. him aleo. But I was thinking of | “Y s. But stil Your Excel'ency is mis- jiege Patria, what of’

taken. El Chaparrito did not use money !

being open- | to win his agents. That, senor, is the un- ism-nd me better, and’

| safest way of all.” !

“You would tell me, senor, that Elj
‘I(_Ihaparrit,o had a eafe way?” |
| “Yes, and it was absolute. He awaken- |
'ed memory, the m mory, Senor Presi- |
dente, of wrongs. For example, there was
Your Excellency’s savior in breech-c out. |
He once lived in a fo est vilage down in |
the Huasteca. One n'ght Dupin came and |
burned the huts, and the Indito's family |
perished with other women and children |
there. That vilage alone gave the Cha-|
parrito many another messenger or spy,}
but m:mories left by the Empire were]

| plentiful enough everywhere, and cheap. | the escort of the two lawyers. Say that 1

i The Chaparrito simply d.afted them, that‘
{was all. But once his system faiied. Yet‘
| —well the man in that case was an Am-

tions to any rule, to any passion, But In |

the end he was safe enough too, though |

something else, that I can’t understand, |
;mad\e him so0.” |
| «And what did he do, this American?”
i “He took me to Escobedo.”

“And you?”

“I took Lopez. That same night Queres
taro fell.”

“You? Now—now to what particular
wrong in your case, 8enor, does the Re-
public stand thus indebted?”

Juarez put the question lightly, even
patronizingly. But his steadfast gaze had
not once left his gaunt and battered visi-
tor. But design, too, he had not asked a
second time who the Chaparrito was, be-
cause he saw, or fe't, that the old man
knew, though former emissaries from that
mysterious source had not known. And
Juarez meant to possess that secret. But
with his casuaj irony he never looked for
any such kind.ing of 10emory as tten flash-
ed deep in the cavernous sockets opposite
him. The eyes of the aged man glowed
and darkened, glowed and darkened, and
seemod the very breathing of some fam-
ished beast. It was a thing to startle
even Benito Juarez. who during manv.
many years had learned the meaning of
civil war. The President lcaped to his
feet, pointing a finger.

“You are,” he cried, “yes, you are the
Chaparrito—No?—Yes! Ha, I've struck,
I've struck!” i \

He had indeed. The colossal: guile and
intellect and will, the giant whom men in
awe' caled El Chaparrito, was only old,
withered Anastasio Murguia. But the,
astiite Juarez knew .that he was right.;
He knew it in that onz look of consum-
ing, conquering hate. He knew the giant
in that hate. The feeble flesh, Anastasio
Murguia, was an incident, Yet even &0,
only the President’s tenacity held him to
where his instinct had leapt. For under
discovery Mu:guia was changed to a hud-
dled, abject creature, stammering denial.
Yet it must be true, it must. The strang-
est, the most weird of contrasts in the
soul and body—yet it must, it was true!

And Murguia? He might have asked for
reward, and had it. But his was rankest
despair. His work. was not finished, his
goal not attained. And now his most po-
tent instrument of all, the Chaparrito,
was miserably jdentified in his own' self,
was taken from hm.

Juarez rose and touched his shoulder, |
“Come,” he said, “‘there’s much too much |
| tension here. Now then, sit down, so. Let |
me ses, you said your name was—yes, |
Murguia. But—why, Dios mio, that’s the|
| Huasteca miser: Well, well, well, and so |

that rich old hacendado who nsver,
gave even a fanega of corn
to Republic or French either, un'ess|

frightened into it? Bu. h mbre, we've had
big sums from the Chaparrito, and all un-
asked!” :

And yet must it still be true, yet must,
even this contrast accord.: El Chaparrito,
had indeed given munificently. But in each!
clee i. was to br dge a criss. As the shrewd- |
est general he knew a vital campaigy, and |
aided, if need be. But on a us:less one the |
Republic's soldiers might staive, might |
freeze, might bleed and die, without ever |
the most .niggardly eolace ever reaching'
them from El Chaparrito. Econcmy was,
applied to vengeance, and male it un-,
speakably grim.

“Once, though,” Juarez pursued
all but lost your Maximilian? I mean
fall when he etarted for ihe coast.
could have escaped to Europe.”

“I know,” said Murguia quietly, “but
I was near him. If he had not burned |
1ba-c]ex, 1 would have done it myseit.”

wd (il

“The justice which Your KExcellency has,
just postponed three days.”
| ®Diog mio, but our Chaparrito is a dan-|
gerous person! He’d have to be locked up |
if Maximilian were pardoned.’ |
i “But—but Your Excellency will not par-
| don him!” i
| *““To be sure, I had forgotien. I am fto
be given a memory. W.1?”

“Y.ur Excel.ency remembers, he remem-,
bers Zacatecas?” i
| “Last February? OCertainly [ do.
| mon came, but a warning from El Chapar-,
rito, from you, came first, and a last time
1 escaped. As it was, I was reportx] «op-|
| tured, and I sometimes wonder whas 27 ax-
| imilian would have dene had taas report|
! been true.”

[ “If 1 should tell you, sencr?”’

“Ah, that is beyonl even you, since Max-|
imil.an has never had ube cnance t5 de ide|
my fate.”
! “But he did decide, senor. He got woird|
that you were taken at Zacat.cis, and av
once he sent orders to Mirtmou as 10,
your treatmeni. But Miramon was aky
,ready defeat.d, already flee.ng to Queve-
taro.” i

“And the orders, the orders {r m Max- |
. imilian?”

“They never arrived.They were intar-
{ cepted. They—yes, here .hoy are, but be-
‘fore reading them, will You. Excellency |
promise to imagine himeelf in Moamons
| power?”

! " «] would naturally. Come, senor, hand
{ them over.” !

It made curious reading, that weather-|
blotched dispatoh. For Don UBemto Ju-
arez it was reading a  cmious as 1 man
may ever expeet to come by. In the hand-
writing of his prisouer, he ead s swn,
death sentence.

«Yeur—Your Excellency eees?” Mu guia |
stammered hungrily.

|
‘{ “H’m, ‘what, for example?” i

“*you |
last 1
He|

Mira-’

U

| seated himeelf near the window.

| this to his philosophy, that he need 1.0f

| obscurely.

“Why, that—that Maximilan wouid not
have pardoned?” ; |

“On the contrary, senor mio, thaf lsi
preci ly what the generous Maximilian did |
intend. Listen—Miramon was ‘o Jeday |
execution until His Majesty should pass
upon it "’ . !

No—no, Your Excellency, he would not |
have—" : . {

“0 ho, so you think you've missed your |
last stroke! You think that there is no.
memory for me in this dispatch! But don’t|
whine so, because, man, there is, there 1! |
It may not be the memory of my mFar_ld—i
ed death, but it is the memory of—in- |
tended insult. Oh, what a patrio, he must |
have thought me, this good, regenerating |
prince! He had already offe.ed to make |
me chief justice. But this time he would |
have saved me from his own Black De-!
crec. And I would have been touched by
his clemency? I would have accepted, t.h?.
grateful tears streaming from my eyes? |
And thus I would be regenerated? 1t
sounds beaut:ful. It sounds like the chiv-
alrcus Middl. Ages, whea there were Black l
Princes along with the Black Decrees. My!
liegelo-d he would have been, but my |
her?—Well, well,
woll, he has three days in wh.ch to unde:-!
to think of his own!
rege..erabion a litJde.” -

“Then,” cried Murgia, limping gtecfuily
toward him, “then there will be no par-
don?”

«1 see,” said Juarez, suddeniy cold and
very calm, "1 am now corrupted. 1 am
now sa.e, like the cthers. Take that cnair,
wait!”

Saying which the Preident left his desk,
clapped his hands for tne oudeily, and
‘Lo uhe
“(so to the diligence office
Ask for Colonel _l)ns-!
commands

orderly he said,
acrces the Plaza.
coll, the American officer who

wish to_see him here at once.”
When Driscoll appeared, Juarez put. to
him this question, “(olonel—T’ll say ‘Gen-|

you have on, that'er - i ep- | : o
s erican, and th.y are liable to be excep-| .. ‘fenever you decide to be a citizen |

reach Quere-}

among us—Cclonel, can you )
by ridiug all;

taro early tom.riow morning
night "’

“Not with my own horse, eir. He's get- !
tire «1d,and de eTves b tter.” |

“The . .4’ all right, senor. You will ¢ ke
any horse you wa.t. 1 have tecgapned
to stop the executicn, but there's been no
teply. You must therefore -see General
E-cobedo yourseif. Lok on my desz. 1o
you find a packet there?”

Nes.”

“Sealed? Well, break it o0pcu. Now
read the contents to my visttor nere.”

Driccoll unfclded a l.ng sheet of fools-
cap, anl bigan to T al. Murg 11 the walle
fidgeted in an agony, but listening fur-
ther, his limbs grew tense, and a hideous
joy cverspead his face.

“ Byt at eunrise of the nineteznth you
will execute the sentence alieady approv-
ed.} ” 3
The prisoners were not to be deceived
by fil.e hcpes. There would be no further
appeared. The last, the final decisi.n, had
been made.

“I have eigned it, 1 believe,

Colomel

Driscoll ?””
“Yes.”
“Then seal it again, and hurry! Good-
bye, sir, good-bye.” : »
When Driscoll was gone, the Benemeri-

to of America turned to the grianing by-
ena-ike old man who was Ris visttor, His
own dark featu.es were passionless,mpene-
trable.

“You observe, senor,”’ he said,
Justice does not
even a memory-

“that |
So let El Chaparrito add
boast again of an{infallible spur to civic

loyalty, for he will never nnd it, nor i.
And yet—there is patriotism.”

\ OHAPTER LIl%
Tn Articulo Mortis,

“The centuries are conspiratons against
the anity and majesty of the soul. . . .
Man cannot be happy e.md strong until he
Jives in the present.”—Emerson.

)

For Maximilian it was the eve of execu-
tion. The soul feels that there is much
to decide at such a time, but under the
nettling merciless Joad tae soul will either
flounder pitifully and decide nothing, else
lie numb and in a half death vainglorious- |
ly believe that it has decided everything.
So may the condemned be open-eyed or
bind. Or, a-cording o the _poLce re-‘
porter, be either coward or stoic. But 1t
really depends in large measure on wheth- |
er realization be dulled, or no. f

Maximilian had too late come to umder-‘I
stand that h's anocinted flesh was violable |
at all. Hedearned it only when the death
watoh was actually set on his each re-|
maining breath, And now he ‘was en|
capilla, in the, chapel of the doomed; he, |
Ferdinand Maximilian Joseph, Archduke
of Austria, Prince of Hungary and Bo-
hemia, Count of Hapeburg, Prince of Lor-|
raine, Em; eror of Mexico, even He! |

They had given him the tower room of
Queretaro’s old Capuchin church, and
against the wall was an improvised altar.
But the sacrament- waited. The tape 8 on
the snowwhite cleth were as yet unlight-
od. Instead the Most Serene Arohduke——-l
Emperor no longer—read from a'batter.ed<
volume of Univensal Histdry, waich, \_\‘dh’
a book’s queer vagaries, had strayed into
his cell. He read how Charles of England
had died, then he paused, blinking at the
two candles on the rough table. They !
were vague shapes, they - were horrors,
which he now hegan to see, as the visidns
of Truth o often are when hazily per-|
ceived. !

He bitterly

envied the unhappy Stuart,
who, before his palace window, among
Cavaliers' and Roundhexds, had died in
majesty, the bright central figure in a
tragedy of august magnitude. But fu_r the
Hapsburg how sord.d, how mean, it ail
would be! He coud gece already vhe gap-
ing, yellow faces, sympathetic ~ in their

stupidity. They would not rteally know
that a prince was dying. The very guard
| with - ehouldered hayonet outeide his
door was a deserter, and it was
this man, more than aught ~ else,
that gave him to chafe again-t
his ignoble lot. The tellow never utlere;i

mal-

a word, indzed; but he had a heavy, m?
ignant eye, and each time he pasced tae
Jarge inner window that opened on the
corr.dor he, would look mto the cell, as
though to locate his prisoner. Then Max-
imilian could feel the insclent, mooklpg
gleam up n himeelf, until for rage ne
clenched his fist. |

Thus the Most Serene Anchduke’s first
perce tion of calimity was not that royal
blood was to flow, but that it was to flow
Even the ancient raven curse,®
the curse of the Habicht which had given |
his House its very name, was ncw fusalled |
by un:lean buzzards. . e saw them ea.c-l:t‘s

day, perched on the neighboring roofs.

He sig ed and turnzd to his beok. Uni- |

versal History? Yes, but fcr hundreds |
and hundrods of yerrs that hi tory of nri]-l
lions and mill.ons of pecple was no more|
than the record of lis own little family |
grcup. Such a course «f reading for F-u;ch!1
a man held a terri le gandaur, and it |
must have been a unique sensafion of pri‘e!
that touc ed the golden-bearded, ultra-re-|
fined viking prince. A epoilt child he |
was, and though so cruelly reproved hy1
Life, he yet could learn no les on in the|
pa.&nz foo.note that he would add to|
that family record. lle could not sce that
the light which made tae printel char- |
actews co dazzling, yet disfried thewn By

| away, as he had a'ready twice before dur- |

| the etupid yellow faces, these no longer

require corrupting, NOT {why, more than another man?

' ment, and then was mercilessly ground in-

. of poriidge, which was the civil list.

i shame that may not be conceived. He was |

: His whole being was out of harmony with

could- not know that the commonest man{

DEAN PARTRIDGE DIED

of the millions

that Univernsal History by quite a differ- |

ent and a calmer light. But he was aware |
of the sentinel’s tread back of liim, and
aware too of the fellow's coarse, familiar
leer.

One consolation he might have had, and
this was the dignity of martyrdom. But|
no one, alas, seemed to regard him as a
martyr at all. He had begged that he |
alone ehould suffer. But the play at|
kn'ghtly genercsity was too shallow. For|
at the time Maximilian believed that he|
would not suffer in any case. Later,|
though, when he knew that he must die, |
then wi.h simple earnestness he had plead- |
ed for Miramon and Mejia, and forgot !
himsef altogether. But Juarez had hard- |
ly more than acknowledged the telegram, |
and now in the cell next him Miramon
waey confessing, and in the cell on his
other side Mejia waited. Each of these:
two men would leave a wife and child.

Someone knocked. “No, father, not
yeot,” Maximilian answered gently, al-|
though his mood was impatience. The ccn- |
fessor sighed in protest against the waste |
of preciovs time, but he did not move |
ing the might. Instead he came and stood
at the corridor window. His lips trembled |
pityingly. There was news, he said.

Maximilian pushed back the book, and |
was on his fcet. The priest meeting his
eager look, ehook his head =adly.

“It comes from—from Miramar.”

Maximilian fell back. One hand groped
out idvol ntaridy, as in appeal before a
blow. “News of Charlotte?” he asked
faintly.

Q.arlotte was dead, the priest told him.

During a long time, after the priest had
gone, bis head lay on his arms, hetween
the two candles.  He heard no more the
sentry challenges, nor sensed the menace |
in every elightcst sound cf the dark night |
outside. =~ There was wsomething elee.
“Death?’ At first he did not consciously
strive for an answer. But the question
kept fall ng, and falling again, as a lash.
The vulgar hands wh ch plied the scourge,

mattered. He felt the blows themseives,
only the blows.

She had died, the poor mdniac! She
had ‘died, a thing for the lowliest pity.
And this was true of the haughty child of
Orleans because she had wanted a throne.
Slowly her husbind raised tis head; and
staring at the wall, his tear-dimmed eyes
opened wider and wider. Because she bhad
wan'‘ed a throne? Because she had wanted
a dais above the meek and lowly, above
those who now pitied her! His eyes fell
on the Universal History—the family rec-
ord, and there grew in his eyes a look of
detestation. Groanifig suddenly, he buried
his head again in his arms.

At dawn he too was to die, and because
he too had craved a eceptre. Yet, and
yet, he had meant to be an instrument of
good. Bern of kings, anointed by the
Vicar of Christ, he had come as agent
from the Almighty. But God had failed
to sustain him, God had—again the blue
eyes faised, but dry now, and stark in ter-
ror. “Yes, yes, yes,” so his reeling eoul
cried to him, “there is a God! There is,
there is!” One charp breath, and the
mortal fear passed. In ghastly panic he
crept back from the brink, either of the
atheist’s despair or ‘of the madman’s
chacs. But the cost was heavy. Since
God did exist, and God yet had failed him,
then it was man’s Divine Right that must
be fale. He, only a man, had mistaken
his Destiny. Nay, had he a Destiny? Or
Here,
then, was the cost. To keep his hope of
Heaven, he stepped down among the mil-
lions and millions. His Divine Right,
crumbling under the grandeur of
partition among the millions, became for
himself the most infinitesimal of shares,
neither greater nor less than that of any
other human being. But glorified now by
the holy alchemy of Charity, the tiny
grain became divine indeed, and he beheld
it as a glowing spark, his own inalienable
chare in the rights of man. So, for a mo-
ment, the poet prince knew again his_old-
time exultation. Even Truth, he now per-
ceived, had her sublimities.

But the pall of horror fell agamn. ‘lo-
morrow he was to die, He was to die be-
cause his life long he had sought to rob
others of the tiny gra'n, of their God-
given dignity as men, and that too, even
as they werc awaking to its possession.

The vanity, the presumpiuous, inconsist-|

and millions might read |

ent vanity of it all! Under the dark med-
ineval cloak he " had planned enbghten-
ment, he, who had tried to rule without

i

parliament, without constitution! He|
would have  made a people Dbe-|
lieve in God’s injustice, in God’s

choice of a man like them to be'a demi-
god over them. Hence the blasphemots |
demigod had now to anewer to human
law. And it was meet and right. Purga-|
tory was beginning on the eve of his death. !

He, the torch of Progress! Maximilian
smiled scornfully on himself. He was ouly
a clod of grit caught in the world’s great
wheels. The foreign substance had
wrought a discordant screech for a mo-

to powder and thrust out of the bearungs.
He pondered on the first days of the
Family Group, when there was extenua-
tion; more, when there was necessity, for
a king. At any rate the monarch then
earned, or could earn, his pomp and state
by services actually rendered. And now?
The Hapsburg decided that there was not
a more contemptible paras.te on the body
politic.” The crowped head was simply
the fi.st among paupexs, He had his bowl

The docmed prince sank fo a depth ot

humanity’s puny infant. He had dawdled
among men centuries older than himselt.

the'un.i\'erse. Fate had held his soul tast
during those Dark Ages when he maght
have striven ncbly, and now had cast 1t
forth, an anachronism. ¥t was a soul mis-
placed in eternity. The dire realization
grew and grew, and with it the tragic
agony, until with a sudden and the bitter- |
est of cries he flung up his arms and tell !
heavily across the table, |

.“My life!” he moaned in pitious beg- |
ging for something he might not have.
“My life, to live my life over again!”

In the first light of morning Kscobedo |
came. The Republican general untolded
a paper, and began to read. But mrslmu‘;
of the death sentence, .it was reprieve. |
President Juarez had postponed execution |
for. thice days.

“Three days?’ Max'milian repeated,
wearily shaking his head. “If your KRe-
pubiic could give me -as many centuries,
but three days!—Three days, in which to
live my life!”

('f'o be continued.)

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have Always Bought

Bears the Mf———: :

Signature of Lsecz/ /

«Did that clairvoyant te’l you an¥ hing
true about your:zelt?"

«She cer a nly did. Before I'd been there
ten minutes she ftc1? me somebody was try-
ing to get my money."”’ |

““Was therc?”

“Yes, s wis —Alwaukes Sentinal.

WEDNESDAY MORNING

TFredericion, N. B., April 18—(Special)—'| tablished, which has since developed into

The Episcopal Church in New Brunswick
lost one of its ablest divines, and Freder-
icton a most popular and worthy citizen,
this morning, in the death of Rev. Dean
Partrid-ge, which occurred at the deanery
a% nine thirty o’clock.

Not only was he beloved by the church
pcople of the city, but no clergyman en-
joyad greater popularity with all denomin-
ations, and sorrow over his diocese is uni-
versal. The dean has not enjoyed good
health for more than a year, but his last
illness, which was due to an attack of

:jaun(licc. dated back a period of seven
i weekes,
‘of last week, and it bccame quite evident

He had a bad turn on Saturday

!to the attending physic.an that he had

only a few days to live.. He had another
serious turn vesterday afternoon, but dur-
ing the evening he rallied somewhat, only
temporarily, and £'r a time rested easy.

: At two o’clock this morning h2> lapsed
into unconsciow ness, and remained in that:
conlition until the end.

He is survived by a widow and family of
five sons and four daughters, viz: Mrs. W.
B. Bellis, Westfiell; Francs E. New
York; Mrs. Gilbert Ferrabee, Montreal;
Arthur and Aubrey of Rochester; Muricl,
Charlotte, Harold D., and Basil G., at
home. 4

During his residence here the Dean took
an active nterest in all ma ters pertain-
ing to the material and moral advance-
ment of the commun'ty. He was presi-
dent of the local branch of the Brother-
hood of St. Andrew, president of the S.
P. C. A., and was identified with reveral
church organizatizms. He was an abie and
schalarly preacher and an indefatigable
worker in the Master’s cause. He ranked
high 'as a musician, and a few years ago
was instrumental n‘n organizing. a choral
society here. In 1900 the Dean received
the honorary degree of LL.D., from the
University of New Brunswick.

One brother, Rev. John Partridge, is a
resident of California, and a brother and
sister live in England.

The funeral will be held Friday after-
noon, but in compliance with =
request made by the deceased, the

body will be interred in the parish burial
ground, Kingsclear. Services will be-con-
duoted at the cathedral, and it is expected
many clergy of the diocese will take part.

The following is a brief resuine of the
ministry of the late Dean Partridge. He
was born in Eagland and was educated
for the ministry at St. Augustine’s College,
Canterbury, from which training home
many earnest men have gone out to labor
as missionaries in various parts of the em-
pire. In 1868, when a comparatively young
man, Francis Partridge came to St. An-
drews, in this province, where he taught
the Grammar school, and also rendered
valuable assistance to the late Dr. Ket-
chum, as lay reader. His work at Cham-
cook and other outstations is still held in
remenrbrance, After his ordination as dea-
con in 1869, he held services at “City
Camp”—now McaAdim Junction, and other
places on the line of railway. He was a
fine musician, and during his stay in St.
Andrews filled the position of leader and
instructor of the choir of All Raints
Church. In 1870 he was ordained priest by
the late Bishop Medley.

In January, 1872, he became rector of
Rothesay and entered upon a singularly
successful career, in the course of whi¢h
he built up a strong congregation. A rec-
tory was provided and also the present St.
Paul’s church (by purchas -from the Pres-
byterians). A residential school was es-

1

l

the Rothesay Boys’ College. During the
ten years of his rectorate the work of Rev.
F. Partiidge was mater.ally heljed by the
hearty support of many excellent workers
among whom he found congenial friends.
He became e.cretary of the Diocesan
Synod in 1876 and was in 1879 appointed
a canon of Christ Church Cathedral by
Bishop Medley. The record of his faith-
ful work for ten yea's at Rothesy is pre-
served to some extent in the annual re-
ports prepared for the Diocesan Church
Society.

In the midst of Dis active parish and
synodical work the late Dean Partridge
found time for study. He took the degrees
of B. D. and D. D. at Kings College,
Windsor, and his reputation as a scholar
was well known throughout the Church in
Canada. In 1882 he went to Halfax (N.
S.). as rector of St. Georgz's church in
that city, where he remain:d for twelve
vears, He iwas appointed a canon of the
diccese of Nova Scotia and secretary of
the synod and was one of the most highly
ezicemed and influential of the clergy.

Tn 1894 he returned to New Brunswicl™
and has since then filled the important
position of Dean of the Cathedral at Fred-
ericton. He was a man pre-eminent for
his scholarly attainments, musical culture
and ability as a preacher. He was one
of the most influential members of the
gevern'ng bodies of th- church—not only
in the diocese, but in the Genzral Synod
‘of ‘Canada. To th> younger cle-gy of thg
diocese he was particularly kind and con-
siderate. On the 11th March last he
preached for the last time in this city in
Trinity church, having assisted at the or-
dination service held in the same church
the morning of the same day.

e

Who's Who for 1903 has the following
biographical sketch of the late Dean: :
Francis Partridge, D. D., Houn. D. C.
Land LL. D.; D. D. and D. C.. L. King's

College, Windsor, Nova Scotia; LL. D.
University of New Brunswick; Dean of

Christ Church Cathedral, Fredericton, N
B., since 18%4. Born at Dursley; Glouces-
tershire, 1846, son.of Charles and Cather-
ine Partridge; married in 1868 Louisa,
youngest daughter of John Gillet of® Bris-
tol, Educated at Lady Catherine Berke-
ley’s Grammar School, Wooton—under—
Edge, G'oucestershire and at St. Augus-
tine Co'lege, Canterbury; came to Can-
ada in 1868; appointed head master of
the grammar school, St. Andrew’s, N. B.2
ordained a deacon in 1869 and a priest
of the Anglican church in 1870 by the
late Bishop Medley, of Fredericton; rector
of Rothesay in 1872; Canon of Christ,
Church  Cathedral, Fredericton, 1879;
secretary of the Synod of Fredericton 1873-
1881, rector of St. George's, Halifax 1881;
secretary of the Synod of Nova Scotia
1884 to 1894, Canon of St. Luke’s Cathed-
ral, Halifax 1889; Lecturer in apologetics
in King’s College, Windsor 1886; examin-
ing chaplain to Bishop of Nova Scotia and
rural dean of Halifax 1889; examiner-in :
Hebrew and classics, King’s College, Wind-
sor, 1889; lecturer in Canon law since
1890; public orator, since 1891; examiner
for Divinity degrees of Provincial -Synod
of Canada since 1890; member of Pro-
vincial Synod of Canada since 1874; mem-
ber of General Synod since 189'2;‘exan1in-
ing chaphin to Bishop of Fredericton.

Dean Partridge pubushed various ser-
mons and lectures and a work on Hebrew
grammar without points. His - principal
recreation was music, and he wasithe com-
poser of many anthems, services = and
songs.

) BANGOR DREAM

PR,

Fantastic Story About Man
from St. John and Another
from Houlton.

(Bangor News.)

It was very late on Saturday night
when two men—one from St. John, the
other from Houlton—met in a residential
street somewhat less than 100 miles
from West Market Square. Fach in his
own little way had been “seeing life”
through the medium of a dingy back room
ornamented with a counter and a few
pitchers, and as a consequence had taken
ceveral long drinks of what he fondly
imagined to have been Golden Wedding
whiskey—or scmething—but what in real-
ity had been raw alcohol colored with a
little prune juice. Although perfect
strangers they embraced fondly for eev-
eral minutes and then sat down on the
sidewalk, which obligingly rese half-way
to meet them.

“Shay, m’ friend,” gaid the gentleman
from. St.' Jahn, after he had watched
{he Unitarian spire twist itself in two
and fly off into the sky at right angles,
which of course was an absurd sort of
thing for a church spire to do—lesh
have 'muzzer drink.”

“Your trveat?’ inquired the gentleman
from Houlton, a gleam of sound common
sense penetrating for a moment the fog
about bis brain.

«Shyrething,” returned the gentleman
from St. John, with dignity. “Why.” he
continued, turning to a residence nearby
—*hersh my house now!”

There, sure enough, was a very neat
sort of house, with a comfortable poreh
and the euggestion, somchow, of still
other comfort within. By a peculiar co-
Incidence its owner had recently taken a
position which required him to work
nights, and as he lived alone, the place
was deserted.

The two men rose, procceded up the
front eteps and over the comfortable
porch as steadily as circumstances allow-
ed, and hence through the front door—
which was opened by three such funny
Jittle demons, with cute little horns and

men into making rum shops of their
homes; and perhaps its true. But there
are limits to everything, even in a pro-
|hibition town.” The cat came up from
down cellar and rubbed confidently
against his legs. ‘“They might let other
people’s homes alone, kitten,” he added.

Then the speaker telephoned to the
police, and a stalwart patrolman took
away the gentleman from St. John and
the gentleman from Houlton.

PRINCE ARTHUR
PLAYS AT GOLF

¥

.
Ottawa, April 17—Prince Arthur of
Connaught today paid an interesting

vieit to Ottawa Golf Club. While there
he took part in an exciting foursome and
showed considerable cleverness in handl-
ing the golf stick. In the foursome the
Prince and Leveson Gower, controller ef
the governor general's househ¢ld, played
against Capt. Wyndham and Lady Sybil
Grey. After good work on both sides, the
prince’s eide was winner. !

After the game a pleasing little lunch-
eon was held. There was a dinner party
at Government House tonight after which,
the prince attended the Ruwwell Theatre.

Maine’s oldest high school society is the
Phi Rho of the Bath high, which celebrated
its 39th anniversary th s last week.

WHAT ABOUT
SPRING MEDICINE?

This is “HouseiCleaning” Time for the
System Which Needs Purifying and
Cleansing. |

i ¥
The inside of your body reqhires atten-

tion just the same as the outside.

A great accumulation -of effete matter.
poisons and wastes is clinging to the vary
ious organs, and must be moved off. »

Some gentle Jaxative and tonic must be
used.

The system must be relieved| of its bur-
den if you are to enjoy a happy, healthy
summer.

Paysicians who bave examined the for-

—

mula of Dr. Hamilton’s Mandrake and
Buttcrnug Pills say no medicine “could be

the oddest curled-up tails. Once in the |y ...

din'ng room they poured out two hearty

swoggles from a bott e of ‘Tobasco €auce. | 1y Familton's Pills, which |

“Bad stuff,’ said the gentleman from
8t. John, when he had drained his por-
tion. Per'a s he was thinking of some
other stuff which he had imbibed from a
white pitcher held conveniently near a
rinse.

“Very bad stuff,” said the gentleman

| from Houlton.

“Mid, very mild,” said the gentleman
from St. John.

“Just like pump water,” agreed the

gentleman from Houlton.
" And then, while the advance warnings
of the Easter stérm beat drearily against
the window panes, the two drifted slow-
ly away into a great cblivion.

When the owner of the property. re-
turned from wo k seve al lo rs after-
wards ne was annoyed and eur rised to
find two men whom he .didn’t know—

| and at the same time would almcst have

been willing to go on a witness stand and
cwear that he didn't want to know—
sleeping  soundly on. the dining room
table. “Well,” said he to nobody in par-
ticular, * I read somewhere that this

{Sturgis commission bawincss wew fewang

Whether ill or not, thousands rvely on
are truly
marvelous in preventing spl‘in.? and &um-
mer sickness. .

Begn Dr. Hamilton’s Pills without de-
lay. You'll feel stronger, (:?Lt heartier,
digest better, sleep better and gain more
in w ight.

Mr. Ed. Maynard, an old |resident of
New Westminster, B. C., |writes: “I
don’t say Dr. Hamilton’s Pills will cule
evervthng, but they made a quick job
of buil ing up my run-down system. I
had Kidney dicease and consfipation and
was wholly unfitted for woerk, Pains shot
through my limbs and lodged in my back.
Hea 'ache oft:n m:de me (‘.e-per\tev. I had
no : ppetite, an awful color and felt des-
pondent. Sometimes I was al little rheu-
maic. After a few days I began to mend
and kept up Dr. Hamilton’s Piils till I
wors testored toemy present itip-top con-
ditran :

Can you afford to miss thp benefit of
this marvel-workinz medicine? Thaink of
it. All dealens sell Dr. Hamilton’s Pills,
25¢, per box, or five boxes for §1.00.
mail from N, C. Polson & Co,, Hx\rfforri,
Conn,, U, 8. Ay aud Ningston, Ont,




