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: ITH a sudden movement young
i McColl caught the astonished Fifi
. by the hand and tugged her into

a run. The immediate Bois sat
up and extended a silk hatted, much-milli-
nered head in interest. Blase and in-
scrutable in its sunlight attitude of dis-
creetly cloaked froth and laughter dis-
sembled lees, it had seldom seen so frank
an exhibition of what. on the face of it,
appeared to be but reckless youthful
spirits. In her flight across the crowd the
frantically reluctant Fifi was terrorizing
§ ; the horses and un-nerving chauffeurs.|
¥ Down one of the shady avenues they scut-/
tled, the living stream back on the great
boulevard half halting to watch; ‘stmg in
the shadows to the pond, slackened, preci-
pitately filled an empty bench—and laugh-
ed. The dignity prickled guardian of the
peace, half impelled to pursuit, turned
back incolossal nonchalance; the monien-
tarily congested rank and file disentangled
itself into routine again, and in ome of the
showiest carriages a black eyed dame
straightened up and simpered to her white
polled consort: “Ah, la jeunesse, la jeun-
,essel”

MecColl sighed out his laughter and sat
up. He threw his arms along the back of
the seat and set out to propitiate the con-
cerned questioning which the wide eyes cf
= Fifi. put for her incapacitated veice.
el “Cheer up, Fifi,” he said. “No, I'm not
A crazy—ijust too full of myself today, that’s
all.” He looked up the avenue of trees to

the streaming throng. “It just struck me

,suddenly that -I'd like to show that aggre-

] gation of hypocritical veneer what it was
/ likﬁto feel decent—end show it.”

s ifi plucked at her hatpins and set out

g g to remodel her outraged hair.

o ‘% “Beyond doubt you succeeded,” she

koY gasped. “One would think I was of the

%’ / cirque from the—th—" /

% ( “The clip we struck? We were going

; ; .” He was laughing again.

E

tesse.” The new hat structure was pathet-
jcally ‘wobbly, and ‘she punched and patted
it to no avail. She dropped her tired arms
in disgust and turned on the seat. “Oh,
[ you are one big, black brute,” she .an-

; nounced.

"Young McColl patted a burlesque tune
: on his calf in bantering disregard of his
E unflattering reincarnation, while Fifi re-
! garded him with tenderly extenuating eyes,
¥ ; wishing to be resentful—wishing more to
i
3
=
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3 some.
. “Yes,” assented Fifi, doubtfully, “la vi-

Y

clasp him round the neck,and love him
better for the very frankness of his osten-
tatious youthhood.

His youth was an unreckoning floor of
sfbntaneity—volatile, effervescent; a lam-
B bent essence, restlessly fluid in its chafing

g retort of scarce more than boyish years.
Before Paris, it had been shot through
with every vivid -pleasure possible to his
own sweet will, ever merging toward ‘a
: rainbow tomorrow—futurity a rosy cipher.

2 ' But the last few months brought change~
i a cooling process tending to_hamper im-
5 pulse. His youthful force was still pulsat-
& ing and -uncertain, alive and restless, but
4 was partaking more of a quicksilver qual-
£ {ty—less brightly tinged and assuming a

" property of r~flecting shadows, and in kin-
k. dred colors. The last few months had

brought the shadows—moneyless, young
life colors die speedily down, and in Paris
rose color is the first hue to fade.

He stooped over and began flicking peb-
bles into the water, watching them dis-

appear.

b Suddenly he grew grave. It had been
| 4 like that—his life. He had never created
& more than the tiniest of little ripples in
the sea of circumstance, each to die out
and leave the face ot opportunity as un-
scathed from his attack as before; each lit-
tle upheaval, pregnant with enthusiasm for
a time, had pined languidly away for lack
of incentive and had been replaced by an-

other more in apepasing the restlessness
g “of youth rather than for any need of do-
ing. His present escapade had been the
craziest of the lot—but that was soon to
i
t

end. The powers in the McColl family had
come round to his way of thinking, osten-
sibly at Jleast, and yesterday the request
and ‘cash had come for his return. Next
week he sailed for old New York, for his
mother and sister, for hiz own familiar
friends—through with ¢ poverty  throttling
desire, through with ~ counting pawn
checks, through with tasteless masquerad-
ing— &

He caught Fifi's hand and sprang to his
feet. “Come on, Fifi, let’s go back,” he
said, eagerly. i

%‘Jhe girl pulled away her hand and took
réfuge behind a seat. “A thousand par
dons, Curlee,”” she said in mock regret,
“but not to run again.” For an hour-they
had been wandering erratically, on a crazy
course of his laying,c all over immediate
Paris, ending with the mad dash across
the Bois. His moods today were utterly
beyond = her—lead _ colored ~one moment,
frenziedly gay the next. --

McColl laughed at her. “No, Fifi, honor
bright. We’ll take the demurest' tram we
can find.” He lit a cigarette and they em-
erged from the wood and sought:a car.

They mounted to the roof of the tram,
from which they could see the shops, the
crowds—all the characteristic lights and
shades of the life which eddied and sivirl-
ed about them in endless variety.

Fifi openly lost herself in the shifting
scene. McColl covertly' gazed at the girl,

[ trying to. compute for the hundredth time

the value of the next few months without
her. His strong: gaze drew her eyes.;She
felt that she had surpriged ‘another dark
mood, perilously imminent, and smiled in
tender sympathy. ;

Impulsively he. seized the hand. beside
him, unabashed.

“Thief,” she whispered, to challenge his
gayety again.

“Sorceress,” he. said aloud. “Let’s walk.”

They sat, down at a cafe and McColl or-
dered peches a la Melba for Fifi and coffee
and cigarettes for himself. Fifi marvelled
at such unheard .of extravagance, but ate
her peaches with non-arithmetical enjoy-
ment, while . McColl. again on the -heights,
sipped  his coffee in similar appreciation
and, with -an. overdrawn. manner of .a.con-
juror, blew smoke rings on her pretty fin-
gers, one by one.

Then up and on again, and a little later
they were. wandering gayly along in the
direction - of the Seine. At Notre Dame
McColl stopped. A thought 'struck him
that he might not see. it all again for
some time. ' e

“Let’s go inside, Fifi,” he said.

They had started out in the Quarter,
where McColl had roomed ior a few mis-
erable weeks, so Fifi was not unprepared
for what she considered the remotest ex-
treme.

But the -treasure rooms were full of as-
siduous tourists, who were condescend-
ingly swamping their ecclesiastical guide
in floods of crutchless French and implac-
ably matching up relics with Baedeker
notes, as if zealous to prove the opulent
edifice niggardly -deficient. t

MeColl made an impatient movement.
“Come on, Fifi,” he said, in an undertone,
“let’s get out of here.” The 'happenings
of today were to form his last impres-
sions of Paris, and he refused to have
them mongrelled by associations of this
sort. They left the vestibule and made lor
the river. | e

“Les Americaines; n’est-oe-pas?”’ queri
ed Fifi, “Did you know them?”

“Know them? No.” answered McColl in
disgust. “They’re a party of Cookers.”

“Les chefs?” said the puzzled Fifi.'“Pas
possible!” Oh, English, according to this
boy at any rate, was utterly incompre-
hensible.

“No, Fifi, not that kind of cooks—al-
though they can make lovely hash out of
the tongue of your forefathers—these were
especially gifted. Let’s hang up.” Now
he was almost savage.

Long ago the girl’s quick perception had
told her that something was movingly
wrong with the man. All along it had

grown, upon her. somehow coming chill-

ingly closer to herself until it had become
restless, vague alarm and she longed for

and feared the solution.

They were crossing the Pont Neuf when
McColl stopped, and Fifi felt that the
time had come.

For a moment she stood gazing down at
the water in gloomy silence. Fifi, with
her ‘pretty -hair still showing the effects of
its recent tumbling, leaned her head on
her hands and regarded his clean lined
profile intently. *

Finally McColl spoke—musingly, as if to
the river—“Fifi,” he asked, with startling
irrelevance, “how old are you.”

The girl did not answer his question.
Instéad, she put her head on his arm and
drew his gaze to her face.

“Curlee,” she eaid, quietly, looking
gravely into his eyes, ‘“‘youn are vairy queer
today. Tell me what it is. I want to
know.”

The young -man caught her hand near-
est him with sudden impulse and, wrap-
ped in his' own, tucked it up under his
arm. :

“Oh, Fifi,” he said -unevenly, “I'm go-
ing to~leave Paris—going home. I sail for
New York Monday, and I'm all apart
about it.” Now that she knew he let elip
the whole. ““I didn’t say anything to you
and Pere Jean because somehow

couldn’t. I only knew yesterday, anyhow.
This living is not for me, Fifi. Instead of
a haloed martyr I've been a dithéring
fool and for some time have felt myself
merging. toward my own bright inherit-
ance once more. It has come—defaced.
I'm suffering to’ see my people and New
York and be right with myself again, but
at times there’s something that knocks
the joy out. There’s the whole of it.”

The girl was numb and sick with an
ominously presaging sense of loss. A re-
bellious crying out had at first rushed up
to the trembling barriers of her lips, but
she had crushed it back. He and Pere
Jean were all she had in the world, and
he had filled such a great place in her
isolated life that she was dumb with fear
before the yawning vacancy. This she
never had counted upon.

She felt that it would help him if she
could treat it lightly, if she could laugh at
it and get him to talk it all out. But she
couldn’t; the hurt was too great; and oh,
she needed help herself—bitterly. In the
whelming flood of her bewilderment she
vainly sought an issue, and the time for
speech went by.

McCéll was chilled and disappointed. He
had expected sympathy at least, perhaps
regret, possibly some stronger sign; he
was not prepared for silence.

He turned away brusquely. “Come on,
Fifii,” he said, “let’s go home.”

Coming back, aione, on his way across
the looming Place de la ‘Concorde, Mc-
Coll sought a secluded bench and = set
about to justify the tangle of his own in-
explicable unrest.

The homing fever had been strong in
him—Paris was all right, but it wasn’t
home—it wasn’t New York. The whole
circumstance of the past few months was
preposterous—he fiddling his living in a
Paris variety and without an extra suit
to' his back. It had been well enough so
long as it was fiddling vs. food; and inde-
pendence, incidentally his own way, had
condoned an empty stomach—when it +had
to. But honorable release had come and
the sudden desire for home had_laid com-
pelling hands on the structure: of lofty
self-atisfaction erected from contempla-
tion: of self-support, and his high ideals
had’ suddenly scaled dizzily down to ex-
cessively earthly considerations of re-es-
tablished clothes and baths and clubs and
the Great White Way.

That, for the first few hours—his very
soul had sung at the prospect. Then a
dun. colored thread had flashed through
the. bright fabric of , his anticipation at

2 the

consideration of Fifi. He would bz leav-
ing her. Well, probably Fifi wouldn’t

i girl almost from under the wheels of a
: motor car. He had taken her home; her
| father had wept on his neck and the girl

care—he’d be sorry if she dic. That would
complicate matters. If he took home with
him a French wife, and an actress at that,

McColl, Sr., would take up his bed and—
kill him with it.

But Fifi was the dearest thing within his
horizon, all right, and h: had gone for
her and raced all over Paris in the ex-
huberance of his delight. Here his spon-
taniety had been checked. Evidently Fifi
hadn’t cared, andghe was disappointed—
bitterly, -childishly disappointed, and,
somehow, New York was strangely
smirched of its alluring iridescence.

He tapped his shoe’with his stick and
went back over the last months.

Lt all began with his father—MecColl
senior had never understood him. When
he was barely out of college they had
come together over a matter of trifling
importance in itself, but portentous in ite
revelation of respective quirks of charac-
ter. He had run away to Europe, intimat-
ing to his father, via his mother, that he
would stay there until the paternal air
cleared. And his father had let him run
and had intimated to him, also via hie
mother, that with such a stock of—“ob-
stinacy” was his mother’s word—dafo-
foolishness, his father’s—Europe was a
good place for bim, and if he never came
back hef would try and bear it with pati-
ence cqntingent upon such an opportune
revelation of his akinife make up.
Young McColl had figuratively patted
his bulging pride on the back, and as-
sumed to hims:lf a spirit of “we’ll see.”

But McColl senior had sent no money—
extremely remiss, Lit perhaps to be ex-
pected from one so sublimely pig-headed
—and McColl junior's bump of reverence
had then dwindled te a dent. He'd get
along without help.

Ah, but that had been hard. His money
speedily melted and the old Shylock in
the rue Corneille got his clothes and ef-
fects to the very trunks. The situation
was serious.

Then had come Fifi, dear little Fifi, and
she had saved him. -

On the street one day he had dragged ai

tremblingly asked him to stay. They got
up a little feast in his honor—Pera Jean,
Fifi; and the Nonentity iho lived with
them. Afterward he had picked up a
violin and played the Moszkowski Melodie
and a Chopin nocturne. He had always
been half ashamed of this streak in him—
this impractical music. His mother had
called it Ainslee temperament—he had
been named Ainslee for her family, when
the temperament was in swaddling clothes
—his father termed it damned nonsense.

{ led the orchestra at the Folies and hence
| his engagement.

But Pere Jean was enraptured. Pere Jean

Fifi had played the varieties since a
child. Some day she was going to sing,
and sing well, but her voice had showed
signs of overwork and overstudy and the
Nonentity, himself a variety veteran,had
carafully trained her in a bicycle turn,and
this she was at present putting on at the
Folies.

To McColl, from the first, Fifi had been
a playmate—a companion in kind to his
yvouth.

MecColl glanced at the manoéuvring fig-
ure balancing on the wire. She was so
dainty and always so childish looking in
her costume. The smile didn’t count for
much—that went on with her make-up,
but there had always been for him a
strong suggestion of kindred youthful over-
flow that had made him want to take her
in his arms and hug her like a child.” To-
n!ght the feeling was as dominant but
different in appeal—elevated and dignified
by a strong desire of possessing and pro-
tecting. How irreconcilable was this life
to the girl. What a wretched business
was the whole ‘thing, anyway—he would
be glad to see the last of it.

Gradually, as he watched the poising fig-
ure, he grew uneasy—he knew not why.
Indefinably it grew upon him, having seen
the turn so many times, that Fifi was go-
ing through her evolutions with something
like an effort and the movements held
him with hypnotic command. Resolutely
he finally jerked away his eyes and glanc-
ed at the house—the act was making good
as was evidenced by the willing spasmo-
dic applause, and he struggled to shelve
his vague uneaginess as groundless. The

moves were drawing to an end and he
straightened up ip infinite relief.

Then his heart bounded within him. The
girl had seemed to make a wrongly com-
puted move. The ‘wheel vibrated on the
wire an instant, long enough for her eyes
to reach his, and then with a sickening
sweep, down came wheel and rider to the
boards. The actress instinct in mishaps
caused the girl to partly sit up in the
wreck of the wheel—a look.of cutting
agony wiped the ready smile from her face
and she fell back again in a lifeless heap.

Down in the orchestra a violin clattered
to the floor. The curtain siapped down,
but not before McColl had vaulted over
the footlights, dodged the great pole and
gathered the crumpled heap in his arms.

The hospital doors were hardly opened
the next morning before the emergency
ward had a visitor.

A respectful nurse listened to his in-
quiries.

“Le petite Balanciere?”’ she queried;
“mais oui; la voila. Mais prenez garde.”

Whatever he had been before, the boy
of this morning was in deadly earnest. He
strode to the cot indicated and knelt
down.

“Fifi”’ he said, in a voice husky with
feeling, “hurry up and get out of here. I
want vou; want you bad.”

The gray lines of suffering in the girl's
face seemed to relax and fade and her
eves filled with big tears.

She looked up at him and two pathetical-
lv tremulous hands fluttered up and patted
|the sides of her face. His own eyes grew
wet and he dropped his face in the pil<# o
lgw. °

“T put in the hell of ‘my life last night, |
Fifi,”” he went on a moment later, “and
you know why.” Fe wiped his eyes im-
patiently and continued, watching the ob-
literating joy grow :in her face. “I'm not
going to sail next week, nor the next, and
when 1 do go you're going with me.”

The girl was crying softly and MecColl
was holding her close. "

By and by she spoke again and MecColl
raised his face. She was smiling pitifully
despite her reassembling pain.

“But Pere Jean—and les varietes”—she
paused. i .

«“We'll take Pere Jean along with us if
he'll go,” MecColl said, “‘and as for the
varieties, vou'll have me instead; that will
give you all the variety you're looking
for. 5

Battleship Hero

a Tarcet and Her Control Mast
Shattered

=

Tondon, Dec. 4—According to all re-
ports of what ‘happened at the Hero ex-
periment, ‘her mast was shot away and|
her temporary control position was de- !

the trials will no doubt be kept secret, a |

which she underwent
day last, but very. com
were taken to.prevent

rersons from witnessing the firing and

stroyed. Although, therefore, details of | noting its results on the batlered vesscl. |
Irom the fact that the ship to be fived |
reply to the principal question must belat had been titted with a temporary con-
vigible to all who pass Kentish Knock on |trol station on her mast and that dummy
their way to the port of London. There figures werc pleced about her in stations
has been no mystery about the prepara- | which would be occunied by officers and
tion of this old armorclad for this trial, ! others controlling and directing the fight-.

ZULU CHIEF SURRENDERS

Dinizulu, tbe ‘‘Black Napoleon,’”
Gives Up to British Authorities

again rose in rebellion in 1878. During a
{ . 5
son of! the Zulu king, a warrant for his arrest

reconaissancz Prince lLouis, only

the former Emperor Napoleon 11L. who
nad entered the British army and was
serving in South Africa, was killed June |

Way out in the dim open before him a
horse went down with a clatter of steel
hoofs on the slippery asphalt, and he was
roused from himself. He hurriedly looked
at his watch. It was almost time for the

Without Resistance.

1 of that year by Zulus. General Wolse:
ley, Aug. 28, 1878, .crushingly defeated the

. E o . .| Zulu army at Ulundi and captured Cete-
Pietermaritzburg, Natal, Dec. 9.—Dini- wayo, who later was taken to FEngland,

zulu, the Zulu king, has surrendered to|where he was lionized. The British inj

. evening performance and he pulied himself

together and struck out across the river.

In his placs, McColl played the first of
the show in deadly indifference. Just
now he was disgusted with it all.

The man and woman came on in a turn
in which the man vapidly smashed a
mountain of crockery; the famous cafe
chanteuse sang-talked impersonations in
her usuél strident voice and with flourish-
ing black arms; a black faced turn of
much Frenched negro songs followed, and
then came Fifi. e

Fifi was always a favorite. The un-
stagey sweetness of her presence pulled
the hearts of her house to her always.
She spun round the stage in marvellous
evolutions, always with sheerest grace,
dismounted, smiled her thanks and retired
into the wings while the men arranged
her wire. -

McColl followed her with-his eyes. She
stepped just inside the cut work of foliage
at the back drop, and—her vivacity fell
from her like a garment. She turned and
looked down at him in the orchestra pit,
the brilliant life of her costume giving a
{violent lie to the utter dejection of her
face and figure.

McColl's eyes dropped to his music
sheet. Something was amiss and he did
not quite understand it. Absently, as he
played, his eyes wandered over the page;
his eye caught the orchestration name in
the upper left hand corner, “Marie Louise
Dubois”’—Fifi’s name, after an aristocratic
ancestress—and - in pencil the turn name
for the orchestra, “La Balanciere—Bicy-
clette, No. 5.” 1If his father had not been
taken ill the Folies might have lost its
flyer. But it was just as well, such a thing
was impossible from every side.

The final cue came. The orchestra slip-
ped into the flowing waltz rhythm and

kind. A magistrate was sent out from

against him with an armed force if he did |
not come in.

Dinizulu, son of the famous Cetewayo,
king of the warlike Zulus, has been' re-
ferrad to as the ‘“‘Black Napoleon,” be-
cause he was at one time exiled to the
Island of St. Helena by the British. Un-
like Cetewayo, who gave so much trouble
to the British authorities, Dinizulu is an
up-to-date monarch, from the South Afri-
can standpoint. He wears European cloth-
ing, instead of skins and feathers, and is
said to have been greatly impressed by

missionaries. At the close of the trouble-
some period of 1870-1880 the Zulus, under
King Cetewayo, became a grave danger to
the British colonies, and war followed.
On Jan. 22, 1870, the British army met
#ith disaster at Isandula. April 3 the
Zulus suffered a repulse at Gingolore, and

native warriors remained quiet. Cetewayo

end of 1883 and died the next year.
(stewayo was succeceded by his son

Dinizulu, who soon became hostile to the |
British and, aided by Boers, attempted
to form “the so-called New Republic, and
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day and Satur-
<te precautions
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ing of a ship and her guns, 1t was not
datticult to judge with some accuracy the
problera to be solved. The sdlution, too,
as already exnlaingd, hes been made mani-
fest by the destruction of the mast.

It ecems 1w that whatever immunity
the Japunc Lhad from such fire as was
directed upon them by the Russians, it
will not be well to reckon upon the same
good fortune in face of the fire of a moder-
alely eflicient fleet.

iqnently formal charges were made against

| was issued and a magistrate, Mr. Stuart,
| was intrusted with the task of taking °
| Dinizulu into custody. Zululand, now a
province of Natal. has a population of
about 200.000, and including Tongaland. an
‘area of about 10,500 square miles, well
|wooded and watered and having *€piendid
| facilities for stock raising. In the dis-
| tricts ncar the ocean cotton, sugar and

the autnorities without resistance of any | 1883, to end local difficulties between the sl e

| Zulu chiofs, restored Cetewayo to his rank c_otfep are grown. The province sends one
Wy i of king and kept him at Ekowe, more as a
herz :“tth = l“zzlrr«;;t for }(‘ils arrest and! ., tive than free. But Cetewayo had lost
pleparations s en made to proceed! yis prestige, was again deposcd before the

member to tha legisative council of Na-
tal and two to the legislative assembly.

Cage Against Mayor Burchell
Openg_.
Halifax. N. S., Dec. 10—(Special)—The
preliminary hearing in the case of the

extended his control to Santa Lucia Bay|King ve. Mayor Burchell, commenced to-
and Umlaluei. In 1886 the Bo2rs and ijit day in Sydney before Magistrate McLean.
ish arrived at an ‘understanding by which{j R Blackett, former anditor of the Do-

the New Republic was recognized, but it
was annexed to the South African Republic
in 1888, and Zululand proper wae declared
to be a British crown colony. Dinizulu
rose in insurrection in 1888, and was cap-
- : : . tured and exiled to St. Helena, but later
the teachings of American South African |}, \was sent back to his country, where he

seems to have sided with the more war

like of his subjec's and caused consider-
able trouble to th: British. His attitude
| is alleged to have bean the indirect cause
of the murder of a magistrate. Mr. Stani- | _—pyut he did it so awkwardl
bank, and several mounted police, in May, | slways does.”
e ; 1906, which was followed by an uprising, :
a British force besieged at Ekowe, the|yeydad by Chief Bambaata, as a protest
Zulu capital, was relieved. For a time the| against the collection of the poll tax. A
strong force of troops, mounted policg and
volunteers had to be sent against Bam-|
baata before the disturbance, for which

the Ethiopian church was partly blamed

1 was suppressad, with considerable loss of
lives. Bambaata was among the natives

killed.
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the house sat up.

or night.

red. Two -chiefs friendly to the British
ot | were killed and Dinizulu was held by the!
help | British to be responsible for the situation, | Glands. @fAllays Pain. M

which threatened to result in a wholesale
wprising of the ative warriors. Oomse, | e F- YOUNG, P.O.F, 188 Magfoun st Sorngfied,Masq
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Recently the Zulus and Natal natives
e been very restless and a number of {
hurders and other outrages have occuar-'

minion Coal Co., was the only witness
iunl the evidence did not disclose anything
Sensational. H. A. Lovett. acted for the
Coul company, and R. M. Langille for
Burchcil. The case was adjourned till
Kriday. :

HABITR OF PROPOSAL.

(From the Chicago Tribune).
Nan—*“Yes.. Harold proposec night
Fan—"He
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