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" The Missourian |
; By Eugene p. Lyle’ Jr. i:thc “black mist-shrouded = mountains be-l

L

CHAPTER XXXV1.—(Continued.)

The customary yelling and straining be-
gan, and men grunted as they heaved
against an axle. After a long seance of
such effort there came a sharp exclama-
tion, like an oath, and the confusion fell
{o a murmur of dismay. Someone jerk-
ed open the door, and Dupin’s grizzled
head appeared.

“Mademoiselle, T regret to have to an-
no‘\mée that a wheel ‘is dished in.”

Jacqueline’s gray eyes regarded him
quizzically., The sardonic old face spread
to a grin, but deftly readjusted itself to!
- the reguisite respair. i

Not a carriage except the wrecked ont
was in sight. Only the Tiger's whelps,
by the hundred, surrounded her.

“And the others? Her Majesty?”

“The others did the sensible thing.
They know that you will catch up with
them when they themselves are mired.’
Her Majesty, being ahead, is probably
still in ignorace of your. accident.”

“But the wheel ”

“If mademoiselle wishes it mended?”

“Is it so bad?”’

Dupin caught her expression. Tt will
take six hours,” he said mercilessly.

“Oh, dear!” eaid Jacqueline., !

“There’s a settler’s cabin a mile from
here. If you will accept my horse, and
“Mademoiselle Berthe can mount behind

”

“Poor Berthe,” sighed Jacqueiine. Buf

\xhe nodded eagerly.

—

CHAPTER XXXVIi.
The Lacking Coincidence.

. “Achilles absefft was Achilles still.’—
The Iliad.

Colonel Dupin helped first one and then
the other of his charges upon the same
horse and wrapped them about in the
same gaudy geerape till only two pair of
pretty eyes peeped forth at the rain. The
Vera Cruz highway clung to the moun-
tain side, but the Contra Guerillas took
a venturesome Lttle bridle path ,which
dropped abruptly down into he rich val-
ley of a thousand or more feet below.
Emerging from the dense tropical growth
of the highland, they beheld a vast emer-
ald checkerboard of cultivation, field after
field of sugar cane, and set in each bright
square 'a little housc of bamboo with a
roof of red piping. After the dreary black
gorges behind them, the light of the sun
seemed boxed in here under a leaden
ocover of cloud. Coming suddenly out of
the chill and mist, the two girls felt the
very rain gmatefully warm and the fra-
grant smells of the wet earth a thing of
comfort. As the beauty and the cheer of
it subtly gladdened her mood, Jacque-
Jine thought that here at any rate was
an adequate mise-en-scene for whatever
tremors might befall. :

There was onhe circumstance that al-
ready seemed a portent, and got on a per-
son’s mnerves like the stillness of nature
just before a Kansas cyclone. This was
the curious absence of all human life.
Except for the grimly expectant troop
around her, and the clanking of metal

face the little compartments had been
chiseled. They weve sparsely accoutred
with type and plentifully with cigar ashes.
As for a press, there was none. But a
form had been made up on a slab of
marble, and near by were a tiny hillock !
of ink, a roller and a mallet. The mysteri-

There was one now on file. Jacqueline
pulled it off, and contemplated a mina-|

printed on one side only,
read the Jlegend,

Cordova Colonist—Weekly Independent.”
“Is that a pun?”’ she wondered.

bﬁgandknqwshb&t Iwﬁ-hree"’djtohve‘

a garrison at Tampico.”

ows printer could at least take proois. | Wards.

ture ' American newepaper, of oue sheet, | window,
and no larger | and saw a t
than a magazine cover. At the top sheg the fields toward the house.
in German caps: The|as they came, waving machets and car-|
’ | bines,
i of Mexicans.

“But how many have ,you, really?”

But she saw not a man, not a& musket.
She saw-only the wet fields of cane, and
yond.

“Just the same,” the Frenchman assur-|
ed her pleasantly, “they are there, “full |

boo cabin tucked far away umder!five hundred of my little tribe. Doeei
the Tropic of Cancer. It was a! mademoiselle approve?”’

printer’s shop, after a fashion. The| “It looks like the curtain on ‘Fra Di-
case was a block of stone, in whoee sur- | 4i0l0" " she replied, shuddering. i

CHAPTER XXXVIlI.
The Missourfans.

“Men sententious of speech and quick|
of pistol practice.” —Major John N. Ed-|

An hour before nightfall the guerillas|
attacked, Jacqueline was standing at the|
when she heard a jubilant din|
awny troop, charging throtugh
They yelled!

ust Spouse came instead. She is in that

. ‘it is biblical. Since fate Thas
Dupin motioned her to the window. " e

1t is well, senor, for ven-
Tt is righteous, |

cabin now.
geance in kind is just.

“B-awy! Easy, boy. Of course. if |
we've gone and netted an empress,
ask ‘em to please take her back.
ain’t a woman's game.”

“(live up a queen’s ransom?”

Driscoll nodded cheerfully.

“I belicve, caballero,”
with awful dignity, ‘‘that T command!

here.”

This |

Driscoll looked at hiz Missourians re- | himself to
he| sulted her.
. laughed. “you might try it om, and see( over him,

the chase. “‘Well,”

turning from
how they take it.” !

Behind Jacqueline the door opened. She |
almost jumped, Of the hundreds likely|

ed only one. But ‘he mew comer was all
stranger., i
“Oh-ho. come a-visiting, eh?” |
The voice wag cordial, robust, \\'est,em.‘
“Missour-i!” she exclaimed involuntar-|
ily. i |
“Yes'm, (‘ooper county.”
She turned, won to friendliness, and be-|

held a man who, to use her mental ejac-{

flung him-
dog. She stood motionless,

thrown | loose leather
| and an old coat,

we’ll | indicate a uniform.

said the brigand expecting to see the Empress,

' anger, and 1

away instead, as one would a
and her face
was very white. She saw that he wore
“chaps,” a ,woolen shirt, |
with only stained shoul-|
der straps, green braid on dark blue, to!
His wet black hair|

wag curly. His brown eyes flashed whim-|

! sical contempt on the resplendent guer- |

rilla at his feet. He was the Coincidence; |
he was the Storm Centre. He turned, |
and he met |
His own darkened with a new

her eyes.

kick the
But a flood of memory swept
the memory of “what he had

seen at Cuernavaca. Not for her cou]d‘

he touch a fallen man. “

“Take him into the back room, twoi

i to enter there, her startled fancy pictur-| of you.” |

Red, ved to the meck, he was turning |
to follow, when he saw Berthe. !
“Miss Burt!’ he exclaimed. i
Heartily he shook hands with her. “It’s |

my first chance, you know, to mention |
what you did for me over a year ago.

heeding his anxiety to pass. “Pupin will
not even detain vou. He will judge you
Missouriens by himself. So, viola, he
frees Diavolo. He comes for me. And—and
you, monsicur?”

“Me? W’y, I'll wait for the boys at

Dupin’s camp, after he takes charge here.‘

Then we'll march.”

“And—you do not come back?” |

fﬁPetition Presented to Parliament Yes-

“No need to. Now will you pleize get
away from that door?” .

“Not «coming back!” she repeated. Could
the Coincidence be for naught after all?

where, in the.wide world,

nvoluntarily, he swung round, | Could not real life be for once as com- |
Mexican who had in-| placent as art? He was going, and when, | ™" ]
in all tume, | Jiminary proceedings in the House of Com-

might they ever meet again? And he waﬂi

going, like that! Except for her, he would

not even have spoken. |

But—if he were the man to hold her,! of private bills. One pet '

despite herself? If he were primal man of
primal nature, the demigod raptor who
seizes his mate? Yes, she would forgive
him—if only he were that man. lf, as
such he would buf hold her from her
duty, from her sacrifice, despite hersclf, u
—if—if—— And sg her daring fancy raced

But I sure appreciate having my life |

saved, you know that. Thire now you're | raced as desire and hope to outrun for-
BOL iy woiry e il i row. And why not? She could look him 1n

i t mess.
ger his LR €% | the eye with that honesty which pertains

It was the usual theatrical dash! ulation, was “of a leanness!”

We'll have it straightened out, just in|

Like savages, they thought

But now at least she could identify the | first to frighten their adversaries.

ghostly company of the valley, though |

the clue. A yoar ago one thousand hardy |
men had ridden

not its scribe. That word “Cordova” gave | like a hippodrome.”

“Won't you come and see, Berthe? It's|

She felt sorry for them.  The dulcet|
Under the leaves the

{we might of had things spruced up a

no time.” i

He stammered as he spoke, and when
he turned and left the roont, his bearing
war comstrained. Jacgueline’s eyes fol-
lowed him until the inner door closed be-
hind him. Then, with a half shrug, she

“Monsiewr——" and she paused.
“Boone, ma’am. Daniel, your most
obedient servant. TIf 1'd known—Sho’

,

bit. Are you the queen, maybe?”
The Jady’s laugh rang as clear as a bell.

into the capital from | cane grew thorns.

the north, Their leader was a fiery, blagk-
whiskered littlé man with a plume in his
hht and the buff mash of a brigadier gen- |
eral around his waist, They were the|
Miseourians, defamed as ‘‘Shelby’s horse |
thieves and judges of whiskey,”
as “The Old Brigade,”

respected under any name that the City |

only disband. Some took ship to hunt for |

to Japen and the Sandwich Islands, and |
a number joined a congenial regiment of
veterans, the Zouaves. But th

she remembered now, had been settlers, |
persuaded thereto by their countryman, |
Commeodore Maury, who was Imperial |
Commissioner of Immigration. Maury had
secured a grant of land near the town of
Cordova, within a hundred miles of Vera
Cruz. There were one-half million acres
of rich land, euitable for three Big C'®|
of southern countries, cotton, cane and |
coffee. But until now the strip had mnot |
been cultivated. The Church had held it|
fallow. Then the Republic had national- |
ized it; and the Empire was selling it to|
the Americans at $1.25 an acre. Thel
hopeful eettlement bore the name of Qar-|
lota,

So the cape-coat and those other things
were explained. She was denigd her co-
incidence. But as there was eo.uch of a
plot forward anyway, she ought to have
heen watisfied—as an artit, she ought.
She craved an ecstasy of peril or of terror,
not as the former dilettante of emotions,
but as the lotus eater who exacts forget-
fulness.

Meantime she read editorials, and got |
interested. The Colonist never advanced

it circulated with avidity over the valley.
Yloquence flowed eerene under mashed |
type and variegated fonts. The editor |
persisted in viewing the Empire and Re-
public as political parties, and the horrors |
of civil wanfare as incidents of an elec-,
toral campaign, He had congenial scope |
for his unpartisan and independent pen, |
advising with owl-like sagacity or abusing |
with peppery virulance, and either, for
either side, with blithe impartiality. At
times, though, the strained analogy be-
tween ballots and bullets evidently crack-

as the Contras rvode, she had no
token of a fellow creature. The first of
the plantations was deserted, and likewise
the next. But the house doors were open.
Nothing showed preparation for departure.
The riddle was uncanny. At the third
Jacqueline stated that she would go no
farther. She hated to
man’s field when the man himself was not
about' to express an opinion, and the
ruthless swath made by her escort through
the cane gave her shame, Besides, it was
100 much like wading, the way her skirts
brushed the long leaves and knocked off
glistening drops by myriads.

“The third cabin was*abandoned too, but
there were inducements within for any
houseless creature. A haminock was
hanging from corner-to cornmer in the
front room, probably ‘to thwart the fauna
of tropical stingers, and there was that
comfort unfamiliar to French women, a
rocking chair, before a most jmviting fire-
place, itself a luxury Ture in Mexico. The
{wo girls removed their cloaks, and set-
tled themselves to dry their shoes before
a roaring fire which the men lighted for
them. Then the Cossacks, including their
colonel, left on some stealthy business
without, and Jacqueline and Berthe avere
wlone. - v : i

Jacqueline tried the rocker, found it
good, and smoothed her skirts over her
Lnees to the warmth of the blaze. “We've
only to yawn at the flies, €h, ma cherie?”
said she.

““Not a thmg else, madame,” came 3a
cheery voice from the hammock.

Jacqueline was at once suspicivus. “You

absurd little mouse,” she said, “don’t 1|

understand that gaiety of yours! And

all_the while you are really trembling in|

fear of terrible bandits. For months now
vou grieve because you imagine that 1—
swell, that I am sad. But you'll not make
me hilarious, you won't; Berthe, as long
18 it’s ‘madame.’ Child, child, will you
not let me have my friend in you, I who
have nome, nor a mother or sister! There
uow, if I'm not to be—ah—pensive—re-
member ghere’s no ‘madame’ between thee
and me, dear!” .

The Bretonne's gentle eyes filled sud-
denly. Jacquelime had _before sought to
~hange their relations, ever since Berthe's

\ part in Driscoll's rescue from execution,
but she had always tried to bring it about
by playful bantering. Now, however,
Berthe was given to.see the utter lomeli-

¥ Less of an orphaned girl in one who for
all the rest of the world was the diedain-
iully independent little aristocrat, who
bad met the proffered intimacy of the
French empress with a sneer, who was the
-cold princess when among princess of the
Blood. The loyal child of simple Breton
folk sprang impulsively to the arm of the
rocker, and was herself clasped 1o less
mpulsively.

“Zut there,” said Jacqueline, laughing
rather brokenly, “were forgetting the
flies.” .

A bels over the fireplace caught her eye,
ang sne unexpectedly discovered that her
hreath had quickened. She stared fasci-
xated at the letters on the buckle. “C. 8.
A.’ she murmured. Then her startled
gize roved hurriedly over the walls. Tt
Tecame even frightened before a faded
gray cape<coat of the Confederate cavalry
and a Dbattered white gauntled sticking
from the pocket. Involuntarily, trembling
oolishly, she looked to see if there might
not be an old cob pipe also. There was
not, but the other familiar objects made
her imagination leap fearfully to what
might be. Both hope and dread will al-
ways override common sense, and convoy
imagination preforce. If he did life here
—.if they should meet! CouN such a co-
incidence happen, could it, outside the
neat ordering of a book or play?”’

She svrang to her feet and began in-
vestigating. She went awesomely as one
would tiptoe over a haunted house. In

the next room she came upon what was
w0 odd treasure trove for an isolated bam-

tramp down aj

! ed, and rather floored the editor.

“Why,” cried Jacquelne, “what an ani-

| mal disputams it ia!” She perceived an
ink bottle, and exclaimel, “Ah, more milk
| from the black cow!” Taking up a wad
| of copy paper, on which a future edi-
torial was already i, she read, and
1 quickly her amusement changed to a livel-
ier interest.

“Rumor goes,” she read under the cap-
tion,Ardentid Verba, “that Father Augus-
tine, political manager for the administra-
tion, vice Eloin, is soom to leave for Kur-

;0])6. He goes to have a pourparler with
I since the Fmpire no longer hopes to win

i over the moderate Mexicans. But the ob-l

| atinate thotgh Holy Father will negotiate
‘a concordat on one basis only, and that
is the return to the Mexican church’ of
all nationalized church lands.

“Men of the colony, attention now! We
each own something like three hundred
acres apiece of these lands. And we are
paying for them, we are cultivating them,

they are to be contiscated! Our
homes are to be taken from us! Alas,
we who are peaceful settlers, to think
that we were Trojans on a time!!!

e pluribus unum. Oh, for a leader! But
our incomparable chief of yore will not

of the South, peerless captain, just the

the starry
here!
only—-"
The matter stopped abruptly.
than that, by force of habit the ecribe
had ringed the fgures 327
They meant G18.°

If he, John

The editor

end his ha.angue. ;
. “A flea bite,” muse Jacqueline,
interrupt the penning of an Alexandrian

flea could have been, and what—-"

But there, she would ask herseli no
qu&tio}\ concerning the clitorially
tioned “John D. Driscoll.”

It was mid afternoon when Colonel Du-
pin, like a shaggy, dripping bear,
ad to the house and begged leave to dry
himeelf.” Standing before the fire, he re-
loaded his holster pistols, Taey ivere tre-
mendous, elegant uvtensils of French meake,
with a mnine-chambered cylinder, and a
second barrel underneath that carried a
rifle ball. Where wo prisoners were
taken on either side, the owner of such

fix on the cap.

“Our Fra Di-
me for drawing you

Her Majesty?’ she asked.
avolo should thank
of.”

so that it would play on the eylinder finst,
A rumbling chuckle came from the. deptbs
of his thoat.

“] should be honored with
selle’s approval,” he eaid, “for at court
mademoiselle is a guileful
casualties there may not be so-sanguinary,
but the strategic principle is the same.
Know, then, that Rodrigo Galan employs

tacked—"’

“But I see that we are, parableu”

“Of course,” and the Tiger unctuously
rubbed his hands in the blaze.
chance to trap him. Ile has only three
hundred men.”

“And you, monsieur?”’

“Qur mutual spy has tokl him that I
have less than two hundred men. The

the Pope. He will concede everytuling,]

dauntless heart for any forlorn hope under | ?
vault’ of heaven, if he were only | ¥1g,

| black soil was become clay red with lea-| Taken aback, Boone sought to correct his
! ther jackets. The Cossacks had fixed mistake. He saw that Berthe was seat-
sword-bayonets to their muskets, and; ed in the hammock. She. then, must be

honored | horses reared in air, pawing
and so feared and: ing frantically.
fairly buzzed and stared goggle-eyed. But | Others crashed hackward, their riders un-|
Ma_xxmilun,again refused their offers to | derneath,
enlist under his standard, end they could | them, unable

Kidd’s treasure in the Pacific, others went ! steel, curses and shrill neighing.

majority, | reeds.

! black cloak. It was faced with scarlet

beyond the proof-sheet stage, but s such l silk, and the charro elegance beneath was |
| black and resplendent.

I not of silver, but of gold. Good carbines

! himself,

{ murmured his'audience there.

and we have to defend them against both { straigtt upon the fray, they merged every-
guerrillas and contra-gueritlas. And now | where ,and made bigger and livelier the
new | bloteh of

we Fel| revolvers, and often ome would pause be-
low citizens, with us it’s a severe case of |

stir. Yet there was one, gallant cavalier | simply had to have vent.

D. Driecoll were! what fell -bo their hands, vet ever “‘Ith}
| tha: whirlwind of vim. |

More ‘i

underzath. ‘
had | the figure of one horsemen elowly grew |

known, then, %11t he wonld not return to | familiar.

“would | spurred round to find a hotterfield. Sud-

|
{

line. Now, I wonder who or what the @

i

men-| ¢

return- | Missourians bad

|
{

1

a weapon usually reserved the murderous ants were in flight.
slug for himseli, and the loading of that | vivor was in flight.
lower barrel became a sort of ghastly rite. | wheeled and confronted Don
Jacqueline shuddered as €he watched him | raised his sombrero effusively. !

t+ “How do you explain your desertion of | thought Jacqueljne. “But no, my—the—

The Tiger adjusted the double hammer | claimed, “it was you I ‘was to help here!”

|

| wait till dark to attack?
mademoi- | the orders, or—that is, the suggestion

warrior. The| senor, vou know who El Chaparrito is?”

i

a epy whom I own, body and soul. By time,
now Rodrigo has learned from this epy ! take his hints.
that the Imperial coach broke down, and | emperor we were to catch?”
that tonight Her Majesty rests—here. So!
you eee that she is not likely to be at- | “Your Chaparrito was either mistaken
i about the Emperor, or,” and he glanced

|

“It's my | woman.”

l}

were waiting on their knees, | the Empress.

Stung by the hidden barbs, the ﬁrst! “m downright sorry we went and cap-
and screech- | tured Your Majesty,” he began.
Many sank down again,. ‘“Her Tmperial Highness does not under-
and they were limp as the life ebbed.’ stand English,” Jacqueline explained.
Then to her surprise the man proceed-
and tbose behind plunged over ed in French. He was evidently greatly |
to stop. Soon it was a fear-| disturbed because Missouri ‘hospitality |
hoofs and| did not harmonize with war. “It was al

Then | blunder,” he apologized earnestly, “‘come:

the firing began,’ a woof of fine red' of our deciding just this morning to make|
threads through the warp of palegreen you Europeans vacate our continent. But|
The guerillas yet fought™ Tlleldon't let that worry Your Majesty. Here,
myth of their own heavier numbers kept| under my roof, the decision doesn’t hold,i
them from panic. Ragged fellows with{ at all!” . . i
their feet bare in the stirrups leaned over| Berthe lifted her head quickly. Tt was?
to slash at heads between the tasseiled yher second promotion in’ the social salei
stalks, They squirmed like snakes from|that day. She had trembled wheh the
under kicking horses, and fainting, got; door opened, for she knew that Rodrigo’s}
1 carbine to the shoulder at aim, and!side had triumphed. But this tall stranger
someway, pulled the trigger. Then they | hrought relief to one’s merves, and some-
were taken in the rear. One-half of the how she had watched him trustingly. He

ful jumble; men and ebeasts.

Contraforces, mounted, had waited, had was of the same race as Monsieur
waited \mder' the eapling growth of the| Driscoll, to whom also she had|
nearest foothill. Now they sprang from; once turned instinctively for ‘Telp.

cover, bloodthirsty whelps trailing the| But when the tremendous young fellow
Tiger. _ The guerrillas  could not turn addressed her with reverence due a queen,
back. To vetreat they must cleave  the | ghe felt only the respectful admiration due
way in fvoxzt, j'md they did, by sheer des-|a pretty young woman. It unexpectedly |
peration. Falling in .the mesh at ewvery ! awakened in her the knowledge that ehe |
step, they adt tl]hmst g:;.}ged the large open | was a pretty h){;;ung wmn:n; n:mil with a |
space aroun e cabin. | winsomeness t amazed a elighted
Then it was that Jacqueline got a view | Jacqueline, to say nothing of its eﬁgt on
4.»‘1'1 szl lltl,ptﬁ]rigo. b‘I;Ide V\::d supmic mf(‘)unt- ! ga;n;iﬁlt, she gently put him right as to her
ed, am 8 long y I e a gure | entity.
on the curveting charger. He frowned,| “It doesn’t matter,” Boone protested,
and his musbochios bristled fiercely, and]| stoutly, “you ought to be one!”
his ghouts of command were heavily omin- | The door opened again. It etruck the
ous. wind turned the folds of his| wall with an insolent bang, and in trode |
Don Rodrigo. Jacqueline noted who it |
was and indifferently seated herwelf in the |
rocking chair, with her back toward him.
The Mexican advanced to the centye of
the room. The brief twilight had fallem,
and the place wag in half light except
for the blazing logs. He stopped rigid |
these had come from that fabul- | and flung his scarlet-lined cloakpgack !;gel' |
ous theft of the bullion convoy. Amnd he!bhis shoulder.
had arrayed himself this rainy day to! “Where,” he demanded in the huge
dazzle @ princess of the Blood. So now he ' tones of a victorious general, “is the ty- |

All told, he was|
a very outbumst of glitter; breeches, jac-[
ket, sombrero, saddle, stirrups,and bridle;

for his vagabond Inditos, magnificence for

| pany.

| tle that he meant to reward his men with

wielded his sword with a conscious tlour-i
igh, glancing toward the window to sece|
if he yrere seen. - 1

“The poseur, never out of his role” |
“iow wul|
he enjoy running, I wonder?”’ .

But o her astonishment he did not dun, |
though Dupin was cutting closer and
closer through tangled bodies, eager to|
grapple with his old-time slippery foe.l
Don Rodrigo maised in his saddle, and
looked anxiously in all directions. Sud-|
denly his dark face lighted ,and wheeing |
round, he called to his men, and in his|
turn strove as furiously t~ reach the Tig
as the Tiger had striven to.reach him..
Jasqueline could not now tell which eide |
to feel sorry for. But she exulied in the
thrill of it, even as she wrung hes hands |
at sight of the red agony. !

Then something hapgaed, which even|
the Tiger, who knew ais_wsariare so w ul, |
had never known; whica got into even |
his dried and toughenad ma Tow Tt was '
the Rebel yell. It rose over a eudden
tHunderous Tush of hoof beats. And mext, |
as a puff of air, a herd of horsemen, a|
wild mud-spattering streak, :

surged past;
the house. On across the open, and|]

mad swarming. Some wore
slouch hats, others straw sombreros; and |
11 were ruddily burned. They fought with |

tween shots. to spit tobacco. They brought
to the battle one thing above all else, and
that was vim, vim unbounded, vim that

Jacqueline caught her breath. What
race of men were these? Exalted, quiver-
she watched them doing as workmen |

“The she |
cried . :
Through powder emoke and misty ra:in]

Missourians—of course!”

She caught fleeting glimpses of |

he darted into a melee, as he |

m, as !

denly her eyes widenad, and she pressed |
hand hard against her breast. i
“The comcidence!” she gasped, tremb- |
ling from head to foot. “It is the coin-:
idence!” |
Her nose flattened against the wet pane. |
She remembered how that general of the
told Charlotte about this |
man, for the Empress had asked. And |
the general had related how the troop had
dubbedshim the Storm Centre. ;
“And no wonder!” she breathed. “Mon
Dieu, how he enjoys it!—But, oh—he will
be killed—oh!” : i
Yet nothing of the kind happened. !
When she uncovered her eyes, his assail- |
Every Cossack sur-:
“The Sterm Centre |
Rodrigo, who |
“Rebellion makes .strange comrades,” |
chevalier—does not take his hand.”
Indeed Driscoll was looking the guer-
rilla over with little favor. “So,” he ex-
““And what better patriot, senor——"
“Never mind that. Why didn’t you
Weren’t those
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“But  whose . suggestion?  Perhaps,

“Haven’t the least idea, nor anyone
else, But it’s certain, Rod, that this is
vour first, experience of Shorty. Another
and you'll ‘have sense enough to
Now then, where’s the

smile was Satanie.

Fra Diavolo’s

toward the window, ‘‘or he deceived you
into helping me capture a beautiful young

“How? What—"

“f mean that His Cautious Majesty did
not come, however much EI Chaparrito
seemg to want him. But—"” and Rod-
1igo’s tone lowered heavily, “but his Aug-

| like a dry twig. Suddenly his spine bent

rant’s empress?”’

No one volunteered as to where the
tyrant’'s empress might be. The toe of
Jacqueline’s boot was indolently busy with |
the embers on'-the hearth. The heads of |
both girls were in shadow. !

Rodrigo’s furrowed brow creased more |
deeply. “Which of you is she?’ The
heavy syllables dropped one by one. He
stepped tentatively toward Berthe. Sol
did. Boone. |

“Stand aside, senor!”
“Can’t, dear brigand,” said Daniel. |

Then Berthe spoke. “Please, messieurs,” |

| ehe began, “Her Majesty is not—""

“It's only a maidservant,” Rodrigo ex™
claimed in chagrin. |
“Don’t make any difference,” swid |
Boone, “she’s come a-visiting.” i
“If, Seigneur Brigand,” spoke a clear:
voice, “vou had not interrupted Made-]
moiselle Berthe, you would stand inform- )
ed by pow that Her Majesty i not here. |
Will you deign to close the door?” :‘

Rodrigo knew. well those bell-like tones.

Forgetting the question of an empress, he!
drew nearer to the lady of the rocker. She
gave him no heed, but her profile against
the red glow wae very soft and beautiful.
His chagnin wanished. Here was a more
ravighing triumph.
_ “A vengeance in kind,” he muttered,
‘wetting his lips. ‘““Ha, he took nobody’s
wife, as to that; and his wife may go.
But in the matter of sweethearts—ah!”

Bending, he laid a hand caressingly on
her meck, against the tendrile.

At the touch ehe sprang to her feet,
and Boone leaped forward with his fist
drawn back. But both stopped. Her face
changed from fury ta pallor. Boone’s ex-
pressed approval.

The room had filled through the open
door with men and torehes, but the first
man among them had come as far as Rod-
rigo’s shoulder even as the insult occurred.
From behind, the maun’s arm had etraigh-
tened under Rodrigo’s chin, and twisting
to a Jever, was gradually forcing fack his
head. Rodrige groped for a knife, \but
half way to his waist the fingers clutched
vainly in a eharp spasm, and all involun-
tarily flew up and gripped at th€ vise un-
der his chin. Yet another ounce of pres-
sure, and it seemed his neck musl enap

limp. Muscles relaxed. The whole body
capitulated. Then the man behind stoop-
ed a little. and Rodrigo began to rise.
Nlowly at first, and next, as from a cata-
pult, the brigand shot backward over the
man’s shoulder and struck his length on
the floor. !

**No, mot that, bo_\’ﬂ."\sa.id the man. |
“Don’t kick him. Laugh et him, it hurts |
more.”

He spoke more particularly to one ‘“lall
Mose” Bledsoe oi Pike county whoe was
purple with indignation that a “saddle-
colored Greaser should dare lay hands on
a white woman.”

But there were also “Rube” Marmaduke
of Platte, “Mac” Crittenden of Nodaway,
the “Doc” of Benton, “Cal” Grinders
from the Ozarks, Clag of Corroll, and
Carroll of Clay, besides a ruddy sprink-
ling from the county of Jackson. Among
the lattér was “Old Brothers and Sis-
ters,” a plump little young man with!
cherubic eyes hehind round brass spec-
tacles, Clem Douglas had been ordained
iu the M. E. Church (South), and be-
came thereupon the Rev. Mr. Douglas.
“0ld Brothers and Sisters” was a theo-
logical degree of later acquirement, lov-
ingly bestowed by the Iron Brigade. But
in his more recent gospel of pistol prac-
tice, Clem Douglas was not a backslider.
He was simply all things Southern to all
men. Like the others in the cabin, his
hat was off, his muddy boots scraped;
and, like the others, he was not unaware
of the two girls.

“Rather showery out,” he observed,
genially, wiping the mist off his glasses,
and imagining weather a livelier topic
than battle. |

Jacqueline did not hear. Her eyes were!
still on the man who had disdained to
strike Rodrigo from behind, who had |

. instead of being executed at once.

sat down -and pensively resumed the

building of fiery mounds on the hearth.

CHAPIER XXXIX.
If a Kise Were All

“A man, a woman, a passion—what else
matters?”’—Sardou.

“Tall Mose” Bledsoe and the Rev. Mr.
Douglas conveyed Don Rodrigo to the back
room, and here Driscoll and Boone joined
them. They did not disarm the Mexican.
It did not occur to them that any man
would risk drawing a weapon in such com-
And as to Fra Diavolo they sur-
mised correctly. He sulked a little at first,
for there were sore tendons that ached.
But in the end he grew reasonable, and
his ' white teeth gleamed acquiescence to
all that the senores were pleased to fay.
He agreed to bivouac his men apart from
the Missourians and go his own way at
daybreak. The Contras were routed. The
Tiger had barely escaped. 'There was no
further need of combined forces. lndeed,
Don Rodrigo feared a night attack so lit-

H
{
1
|

many copitas qf aguardiente. Might he
send a barrel over to his esteemed allies?

Mose Bledsoe turned a pleading look on|
the parson, and to his surprise the Rev.
Mr. Douglas beamed tolerant benevolence.
“Why yes, my friend,” he himself eaid
to Don Rodrigo, “‘good liquor is always
acceptable, especially when eoldiers must
gleep on the wet ground.” %

The brigand was then allowed to depart,
#nd Old Brothers and Sisters explained.
It was best to let . Rodrigo send the
brandy, for theh one knew what to expect.
Otherwise the Christian brother and ras-
cal would hatch up eome other plot, and
any other plot might take them off their
guard,

When an hour later, Rodrigo did in fact
attack the presumably somnolent Amerl-
cans, more happened than either he or
they expeoted. A third was alo waiting
to strike for the sake of a woman. - He
was Dupin, who wanted nothing better
than the allies at each other's throat.
Crouching warily near, the Liger spréng
at both of them. In the rain and -the
black night, the three-cornered fight raged
like firecrackers under a -tin bucket. 'he
guerrillas, repulsed by the Americans,tied
upon the Contras, whereat the Americans
swept them both ‘back indiseriminately.
Instead of a lady, the Tiger carried off
Don Rodrigo, and was quite glad to carry
himself off. But Boone, scouting near, re-
ported that Rodrigo was held a priso %er
‘Lhis
meant something. It meant beyond any
doubt that they Mexican and the French-
man would combine, Rodrigo for his lfe,
Dupin to rescue Jacqueline.

The Missourians held council in Daniel’s
sanctum. To restore the captives to Dupin
had been Driscoll’s intention from the first.
Bui now it was a question of trading
them against Rodrigo. « Dupin must know
the American offer before he and Rodrigo
should attack. Driscoll proposed for hm-
self alone the errand to the Tiger’'s camp.

Rising to his feet, he left his protesting

friends without a word further. But he
had to pass through the front room first,
to get the cape coat hanging there. 1t
was, in fact, his own. The two girls were
seated before the fire, Jacqueline still in
revery, Berthe nervously agitated from
the late racket of battle. Daniel Boone
had laid before them a ranchman’s supper

| to woman, for she knew that the shame

he thought -of her was only to
the . evidence of what he 'had
seen, of what he had heard the
world say, and not—mno, not in fact.

And f6r the kindness of that fact she
thanked Providence. Then, daring to the
end, her insane hope for happiness gave
her to remember that there was a clergy-
man among these Americans, and to see
in that the ordering of fate.

But Reality “was still there, grim and
greater than either Providence or Art.
The man was waiting for her fo step
aside, and when she did, he would pass
through the door and out of her life. She
gazed, as for -the last time, on his stal-
wart shoulders, on his splendid head, the
head of -a young Greek, on his flushed
face, his mouth, and thoee obstinate little
waves of his hair, THow good he was, to
look upon—for her, that is! No, no, she
could not let him go.

(To be Continued.)

KINGSTON NEWS

Successful Ooncert to Aid Mao-
donald School Piano Fund--Dr.
Keith Seils Out His Practice to
Dr. King.

_ Kingston, March 23—0On Wednesday even-
ing the members of the St. John Glee Club
gave a delightful enteriainment in the pub-
lic hall. Standing room in the hall was at
a premium, and all present thoroughly en-
joyed and appreciated the different items on
the programme. Special mention must be
made of the banjo solo, Nearer My God to
Thee, by Geo. S. Hoyt, which was given as
an encore. On all sides were heard very
favorable comments on the excellence of the
music and the singing. The programme was
as follows:

Selection by bamjo and mandolin quar-
telte—Uncle Sammy.. .... ..eo oo o...
Messrs. Hoyt, Smith, Hoyt and Donaild.
Vocal solo—Starlight.. .... .. .. ..o o0
Bayard Stillwell.
Mandolin duet—Bashful Bachelor.. .. ....
Messrs. Hoyt and Smith.
Comic sketch—Mr, Stebbin’'s Faith.. .. ..
S. H. Riley.
Vocal solo—Sweet Adeline.. .. ....
Wm. Plummer.
Selection by quartette—Moonlight.. .. ....
Messrs. Hoyt, Smith, Hoyt and Donald.
Comic solo—Everybody Works But Father
Wm. Donald.
Banjo solo—Maud S. gallop.. .. .s .. ...
Geo. 8 t

. Hoyt.
Vocal solo—When the Bees Are in the
Hive., L, Sis it i s
Arthur Stilwell.
Selection by quartette—Yankee Gritis ...
God ,Save the King.

and from Jubilee Station. Although the
! mission fee was small the réceipts were $35.
the school piano fund. The teachers and
pupils of the school
the kindness and generosity of the boys and
thus publicly thank them.
their club prosper.

teatures will be a, laughable farce, Who is
Who. A ‘‘scarf drill”” by several young
ladies will be very pretty.

many other attractive items. It is expected

several selections.

Dr.. F. E. Keith, who has efficient!
the people of this section for several years,
will leave next week for Richmond, Indiana,
where he will resume the practice of his pro-
fession. Dr. S. S.
Gill, has taken Dr. Keith’s practice here.

ANOTHER BLOODY BATTLE
IN THE PHILIP

Manila, March 26—According to advices
received today, the recent fight at Mag-
taon,
and Pulajanes was the result of base
treachery on the part of the natives. As
a result of the fight thirty Pulajaneswere

with tropical garnishing, but it was un-
touched. Driscoll nodded, ecrossed the
room, took the coat from its nail, and

| gtarted for the outer door as he drew it

on. -

“Snubbing—an acquaintance,” spoke an
impersonal little voice, “is cheap.”

He stopped, waited.

“Of a gentleman, 1 reckon you'd say,
he interrupted uneasily. ‘“Maybe not, but
a ruffian’s got his instincts too. \Vhen
he’s afraid of hurting eomeone, he hides
himself.”

“f was mistaken,” she said gravely,with
that quaintest inflection of the kEnghsh he
had ever heard, “yes, mistaken. He mais
—but it is just that the complaint, You
hurt more by not epeaking.”

“But there’s nothing to say,” he talter-
ed. “I’'m just going to Old Tige's—to Lu-
pin’s camp, and get him to come here ior
you.”

“Monsieur, Monsieur, you fight for your
captives only—only to give them up?”

“That’s not the question. You.can over-
take the Empress yet. Dupin will—"

“But it is not that I want to overtake
empresses at all. I—Berthe, would you
mind cafrving back these supper things?
—1I,” she continued, when they were alone,
“have no wish to go back to Paris. L shall
return to the City.”

Again the liasion with Maxmihan, he
thought bitterly. And Chanlotte away! 1t
was. infamous, However, he had no right
to be concerned.

“Very well,” he eaid, *“then Dupin can
take you to the City, or wherever you
wish.” L
“Ma foi, what trouble to be rid of your
prisoners, monsicur, and after two battles
too!”

“That's got nothing to do with 1t.”

She meant, though, to have him coniess
that she had had a great deal to do with 1t.
She was taken with the self-cruel fancy
to lay bare and contemplate his love for
her, that she might feel more poignantly
the happiness she had lost. But he abrupt-
ly turned again to leave, and all else was
forgotten in terror.

“You go to that Tiger!” she cried. “Do
you not know that——" She darted be-

tween him dnd the door—“that he recog-| will he joined at Antigonish by Rev. Dr. |has
n, rector of St. Francis Xavier. The |

nizes no rules of war? He will shoot you,
he will, he will!”

Driscoll laughed.

“Qh, I'll be safe enough all right, thank
you. Dupin holds Rodrigo, we hold you.
So it's eimply an exchange of prisoners.
And he’ll not do anything to me, for tear
of what might happen to you here. You're
not a hostage, sure not, but as long as he
thinks so, I'll profit by it.”

“You are right,” ehe admitted, yet not

i 1
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killed and sixteen of the constabulary
I were killed or wounded.

A despatch received from Capt. Jones,
of the constabulary at Magtaon, says that
{on March 23 Governor Curry, Judge Lo-
| binger and Supt. of Schools Hoover arrived

there and camped over night near the!
i Pulajanes. The presence of the officials |

| was made known to the rebellious natives
{and their leader announced that he would

currender his force the next day. As a

result of this promise the Americans re-

turned to the town of Magtaon accom-
1p:miud hy Colonel Aguilar, a Pulajane
Pchief. The next day four chiefs of the
| Puljanes with over 100 men and 14 guna
'appeared at Magtaon and lined up in
! front of the constabulary barracks.
‘tween the barracks
i stood the group of American officials.

{  One of the chiefs expressed a wish that |
{his party be photographed in the act of | penton, Campbell

surrendering, and Supt. Hoover in® com-
pliance with the request, was adjusting
| his camera when the Pulajanes leader
|blew a whistle and gave an order to ad-
| vance, The entire party of natives there-
1\1[)011 rushed upon the American officials
! who escaped to Magtaon river and swam
{to the opposite bank. When the treach-
| ery of the natives was apparent the con-
| stabulary -immediately opened fire and a
'fierce fight eunsued in which the con
| stabulary gained a decisive victory, The
| Pulajanes were chased to the mountains
| but the pursuers Jost more guns than they
¢ captured. -
{  The American officials were
with the exception

STEANSHP OWNERS
JANST SORDAY LI

terday Objecting to It

Outawa. March %*(vﬁrﬁulﬂ)”'llm pr

mone, today consisted of the presentation
of petitions in favor of observ-
ance bill and the introduction of a number
-~ was present-
ed by the Montreal Shipping Federation
in opposition to the Sunday Observance
bill. :
‘lie house went into committee of sup-
ply taking up the estimates of the depart-
ment of justice. On an item of $77,000,
salaries and allowances to the Yukon Ter-
ritory, R. L. Borden aeked if any reduc-
tion could be made. Mr. Fitzpatrick re
plied that aiter a careful enquiry and 1e-
port of Judge Craig he was compelled to
say no. Mr. Foster questioned the vajue ©.
of a report from such an interested source.
Why had not eome person less interested
looked into the whole matter. .

Mr. Fitzpatricky wae of the opinion tihatg
an officer from the auditor general’s office
had made an inquiry, but was not sure.
He noticed that while the total -salaies
were $39,000 the allowgnces were $33,000.
He suggested that the'item should standy
over and this was agreed to.

Mr. Paterson’s estimates followed. On
an item of $1,214,000 for customs collec-
tion, Mr. Zimmerman, of Hamilton, gave
an ins‘ance of the rigid econcmy of the
department under 1ts present head. 1n
1897 the staff at Hamilton mumbered 34;
in 1905 it was 33, yet the revenue had in-
creased by §614,000. The receipts had more
than doubled, yet there was one man less
on the staff. :

A disoussion on the rate of taxation fol-
Jowed. Mr. Paterson said that the cue-
toms revenue of the dominion this year
would total $44,435,000. The customs tax-

| ation had been reduced from 18.28 pex
| eent. under - Conservative rule o 16.04 per

cent. less under Liberal rule. The conten-
tion of the Conservatives was that as the
amount of revenue colleoted was larger
under the Liberals than the Conservatives

| therefore the amount of taxation Wwas

greater. They did not take into econsider-
ation the increased volume of business.
Some of them argued that in caloulating
the rate of taxation free goods ehould be
eliminated.

All the customs estimates, except one
item, were passed and neanly all the post
affice items.

In asking to be relieved of the ope !
tions of the Sunday observance law the
ehipping federation of Montreal say that
Noah got seven days to build the ark. )

POLICE GUARDING SISTER

' OF BOY STOLEN AND

The young men were conveyed by van to er,

Of this the club donated more than $30 to,

May they and |

There will be

that several members of the Holder iamily.‘
the famous singers, will be present and give |

PINES | roe,
| ligir

Be- |
and the 1’ulajanes)l

later found !
of Governor Curry. !
He was last seen being chased by Pula-|,,q work on her staterooms is nearing

TAKEN TO AMHERST

. South ~Poftland, Me., March 22—
' Policemen Fowler has arranged to escort
| daily between her home in Hartford place
' and her school, Edita Savory, ten yeam
, of age, whose little brother was recently
kidnapped in Lynn (Mass.), and taken to
Amherst (N. 8.) It is alleged, by his
uncle. Mrs. Annie Lowe, the foster moth-
‘ today comsulted a Portland detective
" and arranged with him to render immed-
iate aswistance in case any attempt to get
possession of the child should be discov-

most heartily appreclate  ered.

L]
~ Charles Palmer, a boarder at Mrs.
| Lowe’s, has taken a great interest in the

Within' a few weeks the Kinlgt?torl school | child and has been on constant watch, “1f
will give a concert. One of the enjoyable ... ono atiempts to take her when [

'am around home he will have to reckon
with me,” said he. It is Mr. Palmer wieo
| claims to lave seen oun three different
nig.hs a man watching the house,

The child is extremely pretty and dis-

y served | plays a motherly’ care over two smaller

j children of a Loarder. She appears to be

| periectly contented with her home and-~

King, a graduate of Me-| evinces a pathetic fondness for her fostgn

mother. The home i a very unpreten-
i {ious, double-tenement house, much in
' need of repair and renovation. -
“We can’t afford luxuries,” said Mrs.
“but the child has had as good =
| ng as we in the four years she has
| been with us, and she will never want as
| long as I have a cent,

| “Perhaps they would give you a much

Samar, between the constabulary | potter home than we have.” Mrs, Lowe

remarked to the child today, when speak-

custody of her. -
“1 don’t want any better home,” the
child replied. *I want to wtay here with

you."”

BORDER SMUGGLERS
PLEAD GUILTY

Augusta, Me., March 24—Charged with the
misappropriation of the funds of the Hallo-
well post office, Denny K. Jewell, for eleven
years postmaster of that city, was arraigned
this afternoon before Commissioner Bur-
leigh. The complaint against Postmaster
Jewell was made by Wm. B. Robinson, a

post office inspector, who has been inves-
}tigating alleged discropancies in the accounte
of the Hallowell office. The specific charge
mentions in the warrant the embezzlement
of $375 worth of money orders. Jewell plead-
ed not guilty and waived examination,

Another case bhefore the commissioner this

| afternoon was that of Ames Lannigan, of
Fort Fairfield; Warren Jones, Fred Albert,
and Irving Cameron, of

i Houlton ,and Emery Henderson, of Hodgson.
All the respondents pleaded guilty to tfa®
charge of smuggling cigars across the Maine-
New Brunswick llne and they were held for
the United States circuit court at Portland
in bonds of $500.

i ~ River Steamer Plans,

! The Hampstead Steamship Company am
rushing along the work
their steamers Elaine and Hampstead, so
that the first opportunity. on the opening
of navigation on the river, they will oe
ready for their respective routes. On the
Llaine connections have been completed
with the new boiler and steam will be
turned on today.

The painting

throughout 1is complete

{janes and it is now believed he is hiding | completion. 1t is expected that within a

{in the dense brush in that locality.

Three hundred constabulary are now on!

{the trail of the fugitive
i searching for Governor Curry.
|

'CAPE BRETON PRIESTS

|
Y

natives and | repairing.

GOING ON LONG TOUR'}

| Father McInnis, of Reserve Mines, will leave
tomorrow for an extended trip abroid. They

| Thompso

| party will visit Rome, the Holy Land, Japan
| and China, returning by way of Vancouver

i about September 1.

Fathers McDonald and McInnis were both |
| presented with substantial purses by their |

parishioners today.

O. H. Horne Critically Ill,

. few days she will be out for trial trip.
The Hampstead is receiving a thorough
She will be  refurnished
throughout and will have new water
| tanks for flushing the bath rooms. The
| machinery has been piaced in first class
| condition and steam will also be turmed
on today in this boat. It is the intention
that the Hampstead will go as far as
| Watter's and Public landings until the

Sydney, N. 8., March 25—(Speciah)—Rev. Reach is clea B SR .
N MiDonald, bt Whitney Pier, and Rev. Reach is clear, after which she will re-

| sume her regular trips to the head of the
' Bellisle Bay. . The Hampstcad’s draught
been reduced to 5 feet 9 inches it
!is expected she will be able to continue
ion the Bellisle route irrespective of low

|
water.

l Auctioneer T. T. Lantalum on Saturday
{sold the J. H. Tonge property in Brittain
| street, to J. J. Porter for $2,200. He also
lsold on the Market Square 87 harrels of

Dorchester, N. B., March 26—(Special)—0. | : 5 o ,
e atae. well and tavcribly Lnown Nere. flour at $3.35 a barrel. Auctioneer F. i

is very critically ill with appendictis. The
femily pbmsiclan i3 in canstant

o
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i Potts sold the leasehold lot 147 Brusse\s
street, to James B. Gillespie for $878.

o S e (T

ing of the desire of relatives to get the -

of renovating /

T




