
THE AMERICAN BARON.

"TUB BISOOVIBY OF A BODY OM TUB BlIOM OF
TUB LAJLM,^

length the brigands lost heart, and took to
flight. With a wild cheer the assaUants fol-
lowed iji jJBrsnit. But the fugitives took to
the forest, and were soon beyond the reach of
their pursuers in its familiar intricacies, and the
victors were summoned back by the sound of the
trumpet.

It was now daylight, and as the conquering
party emerged from the forest they showed the
unifonn of the Papal Zouaves ; while their lead-
er, who had shown himself so skillful in forest
warfare, proved to be no less a personage than
our friend the Baron. Led by hjm, the party ad-
vanced to the old stone house, and here, draw-
ing up his men in fhmt, their leader rushed in,
and searched every room. To his amazement
he found the house deserted, its only inmate
being that dead brigand whom Girasole had
mist^en for Hawbury. This discovery fiUed
the Baron whh consternation. He had ex-
pected to find the prisoners here, and his dis-may and gnefwere excessive. At first he could
not beheve in his ill luck; but another search
convinced him of it, and reduced him to a state
of perfect bewilderment.
But he was not one who could long remain

inactive. Fueling confident that the brigands
were scattered every where in headlong flight,
he sent his men out in difl-erent directions, into
the w«)d8 and along the shore, to see 16 they
could find any traces oftheiostones^ H«W-
self remained near the house, so as to diJect
the search most efficiently. After about an
hour they came back, one by one, without being
able to find many traces. .One had found an
empty coffin in a grave, another a woman's
hood, a third had found a scarf. All of these
h»d endeavored to foUow up these traces, but
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without result. Finally a man approached who
announced the discovery of a body on the shore
of the lake. After hini came a party who was
carrying the corpse for the inspection of their
captain.

The Baron went to look at it. The body
showed a great gap in the sknU. On ques-
tioning the men, he learned that they had found
It on ihe shore, at the bottom of a steep rock,
about half-way between the house and the place
where they had first emerged from the woods.
His head was lying pressed against a sharp
rock m such a way that it was evident that he
had faUen over the clifl; and had been instantly
killed. The Baron looked at the face, and refr-'

<lgnized the features of Girasole. ' He ordered
It to be taken away and laid in the empty grave
for future burial.

The Baron now became impatient. This
was not what he had bargained for at all. At
length he thought that they might h^axp fled,
and might now be concealed in the' v^oods
around

;
and together with this thought there

came to his mind an idea of an effective way to
reach them. The trumpeter could send forth
a blast which could be heard far and wide.
Bat what might, conld, would, or should the
trumpeter sound forth which should give the
concealed listeners a certainty that the sum-
mons came from friends and not from foes?
This the Baron puzzled over for some, time.
At length he solved this problem also, and tri-
umphantly. .

- There was one strain which the trumpeter
might sound that could not be mistaken. It
would at once convey to the concealed hearers
all the truth, and gently woo them home. It
would be at once a note of victory, a song of
joy, a call of love, a sound of peace, and an in-
vitation—"Wanderer, come home!"
Of course there was only one tune that, to

the mind of the Baron, was capable of doing

And of course that tune was " Yankee Doo-
dle."

Did the trumpeter know it?
Of course he did. ' >

Who does not know it ? -

All i^n know that tune. Man is bom with
an innate knowledge of the strain of " Yankee
Doodle." No one can remember when he first
earned it. The reason is because he never
learned it at all. It was bom in him."

So the trumpeter sounded it forth, and wild
and high and clear and far the sounds arose •

and it was "Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild
echoes flying; and answer, echoes, answer .

Yankee Doodle dyifig." ,
And while-the irumpWBoiradBdthrBlfra^

listened and listened, and walked up and down
and fretted and fumed and chafed, and I'm
afraid he swore a little too ; and at last he was
going to teU the trompeter to stop his infernal
noise, virhen, just at that moment, what should
he see ^1 of a sudden emerging from the woods
but three fif^nresl
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