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CHAPTER XI.—(Continued.)

! “Have you told her your secret?’ she

oke in.

“Certainly not. I gave you my word,

\‘nd I shall keep it; but if I can save
her from the ruin that your are plunging
her into, I shall. That was no part of

our compact.”
“Why did she come here?”’

“] have no other reason to give then

that already given.”

“I know that it is not true. You could

not get a letter to her.”
1 smiled.
“You forget.

night.”

“What was that letter?” she flashed.
“You have already

more than a blank cartridge.

ou have only to utter a half-dozen words,
gnd my life wounld not be worth ten
I I know that. 1
ow I am completely in your power in
t respect, but not in that way.” And

inutes’ purchase.

waved my hand toward the letter.

She saf ﬁn_gering the letter strenously
pnd at length looked up and asked:

“Po your care for her, Guy?”’

“T'll tell you what you may be glad
ko hear. Last night, after you had gone in
ith Von Epstein, I found her alone and
tery miserable on the balcony. I begged
and her reply
was—she regarded it as an insult that I
should even speak to her, and forbade me
You have done
as making her de-

fper to let me help her;

gver to do so again.
go.ur part_well, so far

pise me is concerned.”

“But she came here to-day,” she retort-
d ' quickly.
’ "&mﬂd‘ not you have come had I

threatened you to reveal everything?”

“No, that is not. the reason,” she re-
“You are not
he man to use such a threat to any wom-

1 had
old her that she had no reason to fear

Elied, shaking her head.

an. She came to seek your help.”
“On my honor, no. Even

gour threats, she denounced me @8 & SpY.
I said.

and refused to believe a word

"You have done your work well in that
, I repeat, even without that last
nious attempt to blacken me in re-

gard to this Greek girl”

“] was mad with anger. I was jealous,

know. But I love you so0.”

2 “That letter!” I said, pointing at it
wificastly:. !
e Bhe tore it to ehreds .impnkivdy.

“You don’t think I meant it.

t out of giving an pense. o ;
: than I could have hoped, and| “Gerard Provost is dead, mademoiselle.
waited for her next move. It came soon.|and I am falsely supposed to have killed
After about a minute’s ghe | him.”
stopped in front of me. ‘T have af - “Dead?’
mp my mind, Guy. After what has bep-| Just a.whispered echo of the word fol-
pened here today, I ehall not feel sure lowed by a deep, deep breath of acute
of you until I am your wife. You can-| agony. Her body stiffened, and she sat

iic at omce.”

“Why not—except Von Epstein? ' It
.will complicate matters with him, won't

b1 iid

“This is more to.me than the cause
itself. Our marriage ¢hall take place al-
- gnost at once.” !

“Normiia again?” I
“‘Normia 'again,
must be s0.”

;/ “Very well. Just as you like,” I said

&

fightly. .
“Oh, don’t use that tome to me, sha

cried, with a very angry gesture. “] learned'it only after his death.

. “If 1 were to speak seriously and telt|had not seen him for months, and
‘wou all my thoughts about it, mm knew—""

: it dess/ I replied QML, “You were his enemy.” The words
.E the bantering tone: “Do you think | were as sharp as the glance was keen.

i lwe ehall make a success of K‘! How-| “In any bitter sense, no. We were not

“How?"*

“Do you think I will not protect you

now?”

_“Who is the girl?”

“She was Normis’s maid companion,
but we suspected her of treachery, a

she was sent away.”

“And Provost’s share in the mhte:i\:

“They were lovers. But at need
shall be driven away.”

“Well, 1 hope you won’t be jealous of

‘her, too,” 1 laughed.

| She made no reply, and in eilence we

| went down to her carriage.
As ehe settled herself in

lace this day week, Guy. I cannot wait ence?”’ Unmistakable suspicion was in
nger.” her voige.
“Very well. Any time you please,” I “It-appears he was scarcely kmown to

“un._swexed with a smile, as though it were
the best mews in the world, and I waved

my hand as she drove off.

fn truth, it was all the same to me
whether ahe said a week or a year. What
I had to do could be done in a week, and
then—well, therc would be no “then” for

me.

1 stood @ moment gazing after the car-
i thoughtfully, and then walked slow-
y back up the stairs to my rooms. Be-
fore I reached them some one came rum-

hing up after me in great haste.
. It was Vosbach.
' ‘“Provost!

¥oom.
“What is it?’ I asked as he reached me.
He was a little breathless, having run

He

up so quickly.

“Catarina!”’ he said, in a whisper.
was very excited.
| “Well, what about her?”

now.

ke]ow the turn in the stairway.

In another moment she would reach us,
and Vosbach would learn the reason why

1 was so unlike Gerard Provost,

And he could be trusted to spread the

news far and wide.

It was about as awkward a situation ae
I had yet had to face. Discosery secmed
knevitable, and how to avoid it baffled

fme.

CHAPTER XI1.

Catarina.

I stood staring helplesly at Vosbach as

1 listencd to Catarina’s approaching foot

steps, dand it was not until her hat was
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You yourself accused her
of having received a leter from me last

her answer
Fhat there was nothing of the sort. Try
Rt least to be reasomable. Tear up that
foolish letter. We both know that it is

0 If you
Eére in earnest in~a threat of that sort

you will. But it

her sént she
forward. “The marriage shall take

: Provost!” he called quickly.
' I waited for him by the door of the

! “She is here—coming up the staire
»
I listened, and heard some ome just

that my wits woke up.

the bedroom beyond.

asked.

(hat?”’
room as [ spoke.
said.
“I’'m not going to try.

and will see her in a moment.
yourself off.”

‘eheepishly.

be present.”
“(Go on, like a good fellow.

her waiting, or she’ll get wild.”

entered.

anticipation.

me in profound amazement.

flashing with intense feeling.

gence, resolution, and shrewdness;

beautiful face, when allowance was

abundant womanly sympathy.

: began. -

“Who are you, monsieur?”’

frankness.

I beg you to be seated

is Monsieur Provost?”
Vienna know I am not.

.| lip as I said this.

sympathy, I turned away.
Some minutes of i
lence followed.

her voice little more than a whisper.

know, only an assumed name.

eame, Guy Pershore.”
“You knew, then,
were betrothed?” Her lips faltered.

friends. That is all.”
“How did he die, monsieur?
where?”
“A little more than

very striking resemblance between us. I
had had a warning that in consequence
of certain political affairs I was in danger
of assassination. I returned to my rooms
one foggy evening, and found him dead in
my chair. He had been murdered; and
my belief is that the deed was done by
those who mistook him for me.” And

occurred.

him,” I said, in conclusion.
of my recital upon her.
syllable ring true and
ing of my sincerity.
believed me.

it at length to ask:
“And afterward?”’

in appearance.

change.”

lapsed again into thought.
“How came Gerard
rooms?”’ was the next question.

whereabouts in Vienna.”

ward, do you know them?”
“A Doctor Arnheim, a man
Yuldoff, and the third, Hammerstein.”
“l know them.”

you are?”
“Baroness Dolgoroff.”

eyes flashed with anger.
“And the Princess Normia?”

then Provost, playing a part.”
“The baroness told her- that,
sure.” Her lip curled. “You

able part, monsieur,” she said slowly.

wholly dishonorable.” :
“Tell me.”
“At present I cannot.
with this complete frankness

-| the truth.
that in any way.

already showing over the balustrade rail

1 grabbed Vosbach, pulled him into my
room, shut the door, and took him into

“What are you going to do, man?”’ he

“Have it out with her, but alone. We
don’'t want any witnesses. You'll see

She knocked at the door of the sitting-
“There she is. You can’t get away,” he

1 want you to
open the door to her, tell her I'm here,
Then take

He hung back a second, and laugh=d
“Of course I don’t want to

Don’t keep

I pushed him into the room, and he did
precisely as I had asked, and I heard
her pull a chair forward and sit down.
I allowed him time to get out of hearing,
and then, without in the least knowing
, | what I was going to do, I went in to her.
“At last, Gerard!” she exclaimed as I

For the instant she was misled by the
resemblance coupled with her confident
But recognition followed
directly, and she sprung up and stared 3t

. She was exceedingly handsome, even for
a Greek. Dark as night, with a rich olive
complexion, heavy, straight brows which
almost met, and long lashes fringing large
eyes, now wide and wonderfilled and

A glance told me she was no ordinary
woman. Ever feature spoke of intelhé
an
in the expression of her liquid eyes and
e| deed shall not go unpunished, however
for her present emotion, T read heart and

“] am aware that I have caused you a
very painful surprise, mademoiselle,” I

“I-am going to speak with perfect
I shall put my life in your
hands in doing so, but ‘you are ome ‘o
whom the truth must be revealed at any
cost. I have that to tell you which, I
fear, must give you inﬁ?’ite pain and grief.

“I don’t undemtand,’; she said. “Where

“I am supposed to be Gerard Provost,
and only you and one other person in
I urge you nerve
yourself to hear the worst, mademoiselle.”

Her hands clenched, and she bit her

“] am waiting, monsieur, in dire sus-
” -

staring out blankly before her with a
face as white .and set as marble. The
whole pose and manner were eloquent of
infinite anguish, and, moved to profound

intense pain-filled s
“Tell me, monsieur,” she said presently,
“Gerard Provost was, as perhaps you
He was
an Englishman, my cousin. His real name
was Geoffrey Pershore; mine is much the

that we—that we

And

a week ago, here
in Vienna., There was, as you will see, a

less I can discover the assassin, the ac-
complishment of my object will mean the
end of things for me.” i

“Your object has nothing to do with
that discovery?”

“Nothing.”

“You will kill yourself?”

“But for the object I
should not be alive today.”

She fixed her great eyes on me, nod-
| ded her head, and her features relaxed
into a smile as she said:

“Ah, you love, monsieur. -And it is
the princess. I, too, love her.”

It was more than disconcerting to
have my thoughts read, and I could not
wnolly repress my surprise. “I can say
only that my purpose is° my own sec-
ot

“Ah, monsieur, you need not be afraid
to tell me. I, too, have loved and have
sorrowed, and sympathy teaches heart to
read heart. You are either one of the
vilest men on earth, or one of the most
unfortunate. How shall I know which?”

“I have no proof to give you unless
you hold it proof that it is no longer
worth my while to lie to you. - I have
at most but a few days to live; I have
put my secret into pour hands, and by
telling you that I am not Provost, it
is in your power to shorten even those
few days. In that way .my purpose
would be thwarted, but. for no other
reason has death any terrors for me.”

“You would mot eeek this assassin,
then, even if the chance came to you?”’

“Would a poor devil of a ship-wreck-
ed sailor refuse to enter _ the lifeboat
that came to save him? But my case
is more hopeless than his. I dare not
let myself hope, lest I should go mad.”

She sat thinking intently. “You will
tell me this purpose of yours?’ she ask-
ed then. Her tone was sympathetic, even
solicitous.

Her reference to Normia decided my
reply.

“You have already guessed it,” said

\

spoke of I

“Ah, monsieur, from my heart I
grieve with you!” she cried with a sigh
and a gentle lifting of the hands in
sympathy.

Her expression changed on the ins-
tant. Her eyes flashed, she threw up
her head, and her face set with intense
strength of purpose.

“] am a Greek, monsieur, and we
Greeks wait to lament our dead until we
have avenged them. Rest assured  this

hopeless such a quest may appear to
you. Henceforth it will be the one pur-
pose of my life.”

“Would to Heaven I could see a way
to help you,” I cried.

“You are overquick to despair, mon-
sieur. Besides, you have other thoughts.
I shall have but one. I ghall not fail.
I have many means of finding out the
truth.”

“You will find what I have told you,
that all who know a murder has n
committed believe me to be the mur-
derer.”

“And best so, is it mot? The real
murderer will believe himself safe. You
will' help me in the search, for we have
a common bond in it?”

‘You have but to show me how.”

“You will continue to be known as
Monsieur Provost. I was to have con-
fronted you tonight at Herr Grundel-
hof’s, but of course now I shall not go.
He and his colleague, Baumstein, are
dangerous men, and if you go there to-
night you will be in danger.. They mean
harm to you. You know their object,
and it touches your purpose?”’

“Yes. Tt is to learn the details I am
going: tonight??:* 1 1o )

‘“Monsieur Provost was taken into the
scheme because at the time I was in the
service of the princess, and it was
‘thought that I could aid it. Even he
did not know how I loved that most un-
fortunate girl. It was because: I sought
to help her to escape that the baroness'
turned me away. That is a further
bond between us.” >

“I thank you for this, and for your
warning,” I said earnestly.

“] warn you because I believe all you
have told me, monsieur. A strong man
does not seek a woman’s pity, but her
sympathy she may offer, and her trust.

1| And my trust is yours\ absolutely, for

the princess’ sake. I would say to you,
my friend, put aside your despair; to-
gether we will find the man who has
put this blight on both our.lives. And
now tell me—I can bear it now that my
purpose is formed—all the facts, as you
know them, of Gerard’s death.”

“He was stabbed—I had forgotten—" I

broke off, as I remembered my posses-
sion of the knife. “I ‘have the weapon
with which the deed was committed.”

I got it and handed it to her. She
examined it without a tremor, looking
at it long and earnestly; but when she
turned her eyes to me I saw they were
shining with unnatural brightness.

“It is stained, monsier.”

“It is stained, madamoiselle.”

“It. is blood, monsieur?”’

“Yes, his blood, madamoiselle.”

She drew a deep breath.

“And having this you could despair
of tracing him! Monsieur! It is but
to find the owner of this!”

“To: me a hopeless search.”

“Ah, you are not a Greek!” she cried
excitedly. “And now the other ques-
tion—was there anything to indicate
the motive?”

“Nothing, except that, as I told you,
my life had been threatened.. That and
the fact that nothing had been taken.
It was not robbery.”

“I do not call that nothing,” she an-
swered, with a confident smile. “It
narrows the circle. I may take this?”
And she rose.

“Of course.”
“Have faith, monsieur, even as I
have confidence. And now, if I can

help you in regard to the ptincess, let
me. I can find out things.”
“If I need your help I will" certainly
come to you. Where can I find you?”
She told me.

“I pray Heaven you will succeed in|.

your quest,” I said.

Her face grew hard again, and she
replied in a tone of absolute conviction,
as she offered me her hand! “In a
cause like this, and with a motive such
as mine, a Greek never fails, monsieur.”

She held my hand a moment and
fixed her large luminous eyes upon me.

“We stand together in, the dark val-
ley of sorrow, my friend, but have cour-
age; together we will climb the pass
and find the light. Courage!”

I was almost staggered by the result
of the strange interview.

I had entered the room firmly convinced
that the crisis had come, and that a. few
hours, at most, would see the end of
Gerard Provost; and yet now here we
were, firm allies, and I was positively be-
ginning to hope, almost to: believe, that
what I had deemed the impossible would
be actually accomplished by her.

I Lad not been able to persuade myself
that any one could be brought to believe
my story of Provost's.death; and that of
all others this Greek girl should have been
able to perceive its truth, seemed little
short of a miracle. T

The fact . excited me intensely. I was
soon conscious of a complete change in
myself. - She had laid ‘the foundation of
hope, and I soon began to build all sorts
of fancy castles upon-it.

If she believed in my innocence, I in
turn had a strange trust in her capacity
to discover the truth. She had infécled
me with some of her own calm conviction
of success; and, as the hours of that
day slipped away, this'conviction strength-

_ened and my confidence rose.

The grim resolve to take my own life
weakened as hopé quickened the blood
in my veins. All my fighting instincts
began to reassert themselves.

‘I would make a desperate struggle to
retrieve my lost position in the world,
to wipe the stain from my name, and clear
myself from this infamous charge.

I would no longér ‘be the man who
was dead, but once more myself; .and I
would fight for that end, not with the
stubborn fatalism of déspair, but with the
live courage of confidence in myself and
the set resolve to win.*".

I was still Provost,”the spy, for the
time; but,a very diffefent Provost from
the swaggering swashbiickler I lyld shown
myself. I was no longer the man under
sentence of death. Fr oth and honor were
coming once again within réach, and I was
a man with a future.” 2

It was in this mood" I started for the
meeting with |Grundethof and his com-
pahions. There was considerable risk in
attending it,. but, althotigh I looked at the
risk differently now, T had to run it. In
no other way could I a‘]scertain the scheme
against Normia.

I knew well enough the reputation
which Grundelhof had in the Servian
army. He had been engaged in several
desperate affairs, and he was alike physi-
cally powerful, brave, and reckless. In ail
respects a man to be labeled dangerous.

I had seen in the short interview with
him on the preceding night that he. had
persuaded himself that I was a, coward,
and that he could ride roughshod over

‘note of my attitude. I was to act omly

‘of this affair?”

me. Before the night was out I shouldl
have to disabuse him on that point. While
he and others believed me to be a cow-
ard, I should be exposed to constant
menace and interference.

It was a great point in my favor that
he would act on this mistaken assumption;
and with such a man I should need all
the points I could find if I was not to
come. off badly. i

1 decided, therefore, to lay aside the!
swaggering manner for the time, and to
wait quietly and coolly until he gave me
such a chance as I sought.
tled me, and I crossed the room, nodding
to Vosbach, who approached me with a
look of concern, as if regretting that 1 had
come, and rapped Grundelhof smartly on
the shoulder.

“Where are your manners, Grundel-
hof?’ I asked roughly. ‘““You're the host,
you know.”

He sprang up with an oath.

“Are you drunk?” he cried fiercely.

Baumstein, a fellow with a cynical turn,
intervened to prevent a quarrel at that
early stage. He rose and made me a
mocking bow.

“(Gentlemen, ~bow—his majesty, King
Gerard Provost, is with us.” The rest
laughed at this.

But I did not let the laugh remain
with him. I flung my hat in his sneering
face.

“(Giood! Take his majesty’s hat—you.”

Baumstein flushed with anger and
raised his hand, as if to strike me, but

Grundelhof stopped him and caught his/:to agree upon plans. i
"tirow me over, I shall just refer the

arm.
“It's treason to strike your sovereign,
Baumstein,” he said, with a rasping laugh.
I turned away to the table and spoke
to Vosbach, who had stared in amaze-
ment at the little scene. The other two
remained whispering together.

“Why did you come, Provost?”’ he

whispered.

“My dear fellow, why ehould I stop
o

“Well, but what are you going to do?”

“What are we all going to do?”’

“You're so devilish strange. - I can’t
make you out.” /

“I’m going to be married tonight, am
I not? It's a serious venture. By .the
way, where’s Catarina? She told me she
was to be here.” 1 raised my voice for
the benefit of the othier two, and laughed.
“And where’s the priest?”

They came to the table then.

“Is your majesty ready to proceed- to |

I took my revolver with me, of course.
I calculated that I"should most probably |
nead it in self-deéfense. That was the key-

in my defense.
Strong in  this resorve, I entered the|’

room quietly, where'.I found four men

already assembled and waiting for me.

CHAPTER XIIL.

Freedom In Sight.

The room which I entered was a large,
equare apartment, very plainly furnished.
There was 'a small, oblong table placed
against the ‘wall -on the side opposite the
door, and at the far end of the room a
bay window, with a’seat running the full
length.

Grundelhof and Baumstein were sitting
there together, talking, and, Vosbach and
a fourth man I had not seen before,
whose name I afterward found out to be
Thalberg—a slight, iesignificant  fellow,
with a light mustache and a weak face
—sat close to the table.

It was obvious, of - course, that the two
first were those with whom I should have
to reckon. Vosbach had proclaimed him-
gelf on my side, and I regarded the fourth
man as of no particular account. He was
likely to side with the stronger party f
any trouble; R P |

Grundethégm ’ﬂi’s"cbmpanion, after a
side glance at' my entrance, took no
notice, going on with their conversation
as if I were beéneath contempt. This net-
business?” asked Grundelhof. ¢“If so,
we’ll take your report.”

“I think we had better first know ex-
actly where we stand. You two have
been whispering together for some time.
What have you settled ?””

“Mind your own business,” he retorted.

“It’s a pretty open guess that it is my
business. Do you intend to shut me out

“Where is the money you brought from
Belgrade?”’ he snapped.

“If your majeésty can bring your ex-
alted mind down to the conmsideration of
such an insignificant matter as money,”
put in Baumstein.

1 took no notice of either remark, and
lighted a cigar.

“Well?” said Grundelhof.

“Provost!” interposed Vosbach.

“If you are going to etand this sopt of

THE BACKGROUND OF GLORY |

went on to describe in detail what had
“] can now never free myself
‘from this terrible position until I find the
murderer and bring the crime home to

It wae impossible to judge of the effect
I spoke in &
calm, even tone, striving to make every

absolutely convine-
But not a muscle
of her face moved, not a single sign or
gesture did she give to show whether she

The silence was searching. She broke
“It was my death which was announced.

‘I was said to have died under an opera-
tion. He. was buried as Guy Pershore,

any one except Andreas Vosbach. I was
very ill for a week, and much changed
The fact of my being
Provost was generally accepted, and for
these reasons no one has yet detected the

Again she was silent for a long pause.
This time. she lifted her eyes and scanned
my face searchingly but without speaking
to visit your
“I did not guess that he even knew my
“And the three men who came after-
named
Then after another

pause: . “You say someone knows who

At this- reply, apparently quite unex-
pected, she looked up quickly, and her

“She believes me to be Gerard Provost.
In my own name I knew her before in
Belgrade, but she has been told I was

I am
and the
baroness have not played a very honor-

“Yet 1 have had a motive that is not

I have spoken
because
your relations with my unfortunate cou-
sin made it right that you should know
My motive does not concern
Let it suffice that, un-

1 (The Nation, London.)

In speaking of war we use a convention-
al language that conceals reality as suc-
cessfully  as any legal convention can.
Open a military history, such as Napier’s,
at almost any page, and you will find
Jome such sentence as this: “Nearly 60,

000 men and 80 guns were disposable for
offensive operations in the beginning of
June.” Take a received maxim of war.
such as Napoleon’s: “The strength of an
army, like the power in mechanics, is
estimated by multiplying the mass by the
rapidity;” or, “The first aim of every sys-
tem of operation should undoubtedly be
to destroy the active forces of the en-
emy.”  Read any text-book on strategy or
tactics, and you will find it entirely oc-
cupied with abstract and coloress terms—
semi-permanent positions,” attenuated
lines, objectives*of attack, lines of com-
munication, counter attacks, influence of
artillery, danger zone, effective fire, en-
filading fire, field of fire, concentration of
fire, and attacks driven home.

The third volume of the official history
of the Boer War, published last month
(Hurst & Blackett) is a good type of -mili-
tary writing—clear, brief. and accurate.
On its own'lines, it could hardly be bet-
ter done. It tells of various advances and
operations—the great advance to Pre-
toria, the operations in the Western
Transvaal, in the Orange River Colony,
and so on. We are shown columns ad-
vancing, divisions operating, frontal
movements, enveloping movements, clear-
ings, and pursuits, so many men, 80 many
gung, so many horses. With a good map
and little blue and red flags on pins one
could make quite a pretty and intelligible
picture of it, and criticise the obvious
mistakes of generals through all a sum
mer’s afternoon. It is admirably carried
out, full of interest, beside, to anyone
capable of delighting in the game of war.
Before the minds of those who were there
what a different picture rises as they
read those quiet pages—a picture no more
like the blue and red flags on pins than
a map is like a country!

One may read, for instance, that the
general made dispositions for a reconnais-
sance in force next day, and it is interest-
ing to move that little red flag an eighth
of an inch forward. But some of us re-
member that starlight morning, the rattle
of the chains as the guns went by, the

dull rumble of the wheels, the plodding
tramp of fours upon a soft road, the
checks, the grounding arms, the low

voices of men going into action, the first
streak of light that showed the

long

brown serpent winding over the hills, the
whirr of the first shell that went right
through a battery horse without bursting.
Or we read that “the hostile artillery
was not slow in development,” and bzhind
the words we see again the great white
puff of smoke from a hill-top, men falling
flat for shelter, the flare of blazing orange
in the middle of the street, the Kaf-
firs applauding as at Crystal Palace fire-
works, the front of the Scottish store sud-
denly blown out, making one remark how
jolly it was to see shops open again.
Many pages later we are told “the gen-
eral at 9 a. m. detailed a flying col-
umn to move out and make an effort to
intercept the routed enemy.” Move your
red flag again one-eighth of an inch, but
if you could only have seen that flying
column!—the faces pallid and hollow,every
bone visible through the skin, legs bent
on the march or at the halt like a broken-
kneed cab-horse’s, uniforms torn and
black, trousers patched with socks, feet
bare. The men clung to their rifles with
both arms or carried them as women caIry
babies. Every few 'minutes they halted
to rest. Every hundred yards one fell
down or dragged himsalf on all fours into
the rocks. The artillery horses that had
been kept alive struggled feebly up the
road, tugging at the chains. From every
side arose the stupefying. smell of horses
that had cheated the soup cauldrons by
starvation. As you passed a man, a faint
odor of perfumery told you he had been
enjoying condensed horse flavored with
hair oil in a hospital. Doubled together
with dysentery, twisted with rheumatism,
green with hunger, so the flying column
crawled out to intercept the routed enemy.
In May 44,000 men and 203 guns were
disposable for the advance to Pretoria,
and we read that “on the 27th the main
body crossed the Vaal.”” For a military
history that is quite sufficient. But the
words call up a vision of the ten miles of
loose sand over which the heavy guns and
supply waggons had to be dragged befor:
the river was reached, where the main
body crossed in just a line of print. Was
more suffering ever crowded into so short
a space? Ten yedrs’ bull-fighting in Spain
could not make up its sum. Sixteen oxen
went to a load, and twenty-two for the
big guns. Knee-deep in sand they plough-
ed their way, the wheels often hidden to
the axle. In front a Kaffir guided the
span, another held the ropes upon the
waggon, a third walked at the side with
an enormous raw-hide whip. All yelled
and ‘sereamed in the peculiar language
oxen best understand. If a waggon stuck,
all the Kaffirs around stood by with their
whips and lashed the living hides into
great lines and gashes. The oxen bellowed

and groaned, writhing backwards and for-
wards, trying in vain to tear themselves
from the yokes and the heavy chain which
runs down the centre of a span. Many
rolled over dead of pain and terror;
many lay down and let man do his worst.
These were shot or poleaxed, and others
took their places. But usually, when tor-
ture reached a certain pitch, the waggon
moved, the purpose of strategy was ac-
complished, and the main body crossed
the Vaal.

Since the beginning of wans it has been
the same. We talk easily. of Sennacherib’s
hosts and Persian invasions, of Alexander
on the Indus, Hannibal over the Alps, ot
Caesar in Gaul. We hear about hordes of
Huns and Goths and Tartars, Turkisi
conquests, Marlborough victories, Napo-
leonic campaigns. Vast bodies of men are
dimly seen moving like patches of cloud
upon the blue. Sometimes, as in Mr.

thing I’'m not,” I said to him. “Those, ;
two have been arranging some secret plan.
of their own, and before anything else.

is done they will have to tell us what it |
is.”

“Do you mean to dictate to us?”’ de-
manded Grundelhof, with an oath.

“Don’t be profane, Grundelhof.
quite shock me,” I snecered.

“The chief shock has to come yet.
Where is that money?”

“When I was in Belgrade I learned
things ahout you, Grundelhof, which led
me to know that all this talk of yours|
about money and my report are no more
than a bluff by which you wish to put
me out of this affair. You brought Vos-
bach into it because he could get me;
and you got me because you thought 1
could help, through Catarina. Now that
she is no longer in the princess’ service,
you want to get rid of me; and you and
Baumstein have been. planning todo the
thing in some other way. Until that’s
cleared up my lips are sealed.”

You

they are few and not easily found.

IN NEREPIS VALLEY

The Delights That Surround

the Wood Retreat of Wm.
Mcintosh and A. Gordon
Leavitt.

There may be more beautiful spots than

the Nerepis Valley and more delightful
retreats than Camp Nature, but if so

It

“I know you had the money given to
you,” he retorted.
“And at the same time you had a re-

port of what I

Now are you going to tell us what your

new plan is?”

“Are you going to hand it over?”

“I think that even your majesty—’
began Baumstein,

“We've had enough of that, and had
better be serious.
prepared to do my share in the work and

whole matter to

“You. infernal spy!” cried Grundelhof. |
Spy?’ 1 echoed, looking at him !

“Spy?

intently. “1f it

is something [ know about both of you:

that will deeply

and the baroness in regard to two such:
faithful and devoted followers as you—!
facts about your army

matters little what a man's object may
be, whether he is an earnzst student of
nature’s secrets or a fisherman or hunter '
he cannot do better than cultivate the.
acquaintance of William McIntosh and A.
Gordon Leavitt, the genial proprietors of
the camp. Any one who has ever been
there knows their hospitality and they
practice a kindness which they do not-
limit to human beings. The wild children
of the woods know them and it is delight-
. ful to see what a quick sympathy there
is between them. o e
The-country is an ideal one. Fron%»’&é,
top of West Mountain seven lakes may
be sezn each of which is filled with trout.
Each ravine hides a brook which in the
spring becomes 'a torrent where the best

had - done in Belgrade.

when I cut him shoi'. |
1 have come tonight
If you mean to

the Baroness Dolgoroff.”

comes to spying, there!

interest: both the prince

career, captain. :

You had better run straight with me.” | of fishing may be had by such as prefer to

He jumped to his feet, white with rage.
"+ “Tt's my opinion he means to steal the |

money and .carry
bluster,”. he
going to be set

lying spy like this. What do you say,

Baumstein ?”’

«T ghould think we can make his maj-

esty: talk and dis;

.ing and standing at the other man’s side.

“And .you, Tha

“I'm with you,” was the reply.

“And you, Vos

“Pprovost, I think you should explain.”
“You see, we're all agreed, Provost.
T'll give you a last chance to speak, and

gave trouble.”
It was now e

going to get the information. I wanted
as to their plans, but I made a further

attempt.
“T'll pay over

did they tell you had been given to me,

Grundelhof ?”

cried  fiercely.

(To be continued.)

! follow the streams. The country is a
wilderness and one can easily believe that
wild game may be found there plentifully
in season. Indeed in the summer time it
is not an uncommon occurrence to come
upen a moose or a deer there.
! No man should venture into this coun-
try without a guide. There is a perfect
labyrinth of roads which branch off in all
directions and bewilder the traveller.
Messrs. McIntosh and Leavitt, however,
have been over the ground so often that
it is quite familiar to them.. Mr. Mcln-
tosh has fished in most of the waters and
knows the likeliest spots for trout in each
with the best ways of getting to them and
he never returns with an empty basket.
It would not be easy to imagine a more
pleasant way of spending a vacation than
by staying at Camp Nature. No two days
need be alike. There is so much to be
seen and done and Messrs. McIntosh and
Leavitt are such delightful companions.
To them the wild woods contain more of
interest than can be found in the city.

it off with this infernal |
“I'm not
at defiance by a paltry,

gorge, too,”. he said, rie-

Iberg?”
bach?”

vident that I was mot

the money. How mich

KIERSTEAD

HIS OWN RECOGNIZANCE

The: Kiérstead assault case was conclud-

ed on Saturday

court and the defendant, Christopher W.
Kierstead, was found guilty and allowed
to go on his recognizance, to ‘appear ' for
sentence whenever wanted.

the evidence, Judge Ritchic; spoke of the
conflicting testimony but said that t}:e de-
fendant was éyidently guilty and adjudged

him guilty.
The argument

the morning and the court rose at 1.30. At
5 o’clock the judgment was delivered.

Judge Ritchie sai

story of the little girl in the case, Ger-

trude McNamara

that the story could be the product of

her imagination.

the alibi and said that, though the wit-
nesses were evidently trustworthy, yet
there was time for the defendant to have
visited the house and committed the of-
fence with which he was charged.

The case has occupied an entire month.
The lawyers were D. Mullin, K. C., who

prosecuted, and
appeared for the

What is better is that they can interest
others in what they study. They have
trained their eyes and ears to marvelous
acuteness. Very little escapes their ob-
sarvation. A sound almost imperceptible
to others holds a volume of meaning to
them. They find “books in the running
brooks, sermons i stone, and good in
everything.” sl

Th eenjoyment of the outing is complete
if Mrs. MeIntosh is included in the party.
She is a worthy helpmate of her hus-
band. Quiet and unassuming in her man-
ner she is gifted with a fine sense of hu-
mor. She is a .tireless walker and as
keen a fisher as any. In the camp she
presides with grace and hospitality. It is
no wonder that a man should regret leav-
ing such a gpot or look forward with keen
anticipation to a recurrence of his visﬁ.
There is everything there that is cal¢™
Jated to make one forget the round ot
city life and bring him into harmony with
nature., The air he breathes _ into his
lungs causes the heart to bea"%l quicker
and the whole body to glow wit new
ed energy. After a long tramp throug
the woods he feels able to eat anything
and the “official stew’”’ composed of po-
tatoes, beef and onions is a lordly dish.

Then after supper when 'the 'visitor is
smoking a pipe and watching the rabbits
and chipmunks come fearlessly to pick up
the pieces of bread thrown to them he
must be a misanthrope indeed if he does
not conclude that life is worth living.

FREE ON

afternoon in the police

In weighing

of counsel was given in

d that in considering the
, it was hardly possible

His Honor also spoke of

J. B. M. Baxter, who
defence.

SUPT. DOWNIE TALKS
OVER ACQUIRING MINTe
MINES WITH C.P. OFFICIALS

Montreal,

June 20.—William Downie,

Annual Meeting of N. B.
Druggista.

The annual meeting of the New Brun-
swick Pharmaceutical Association was |
held here Thursday morning. Addresses
were given by Geo. E. Gibbard, of Toron-
to, president of the Canadian Pharma-
ceutical Association and Mr. Jenner,
president of the Nova Scotia Association.

Mr. Gibhard urged that the provineial
body should affiliate with the society. It
was decided that the N. B. association
should join with the larger body, and E.
Clinton Brown and S. H. Hawker were |
appointed delegates to the next annua) |

superintendent of the Atlantic division of
the C. P. R., was in town yesterday on
his way to British Columbia. While in
Montreal he discussed with C. P. R. offi-
cials the question of securing certain
coal areas in Queens County in the vicin-
ity . of Minto, N. B., and operating them
for the C. P. R.- It is not stated as yet
which mines the C. P. R. has secured.

meeting at Toronto in September. 1

The officers were elected for the ensu-

ing year as follows:

President—W. R. Rodd. Sackville.
Vice-president—E. J. Mahoney.
Registrar—E. R. W. Ingraham.
Secretary—C. W. Wade.

Treasurer—P. J. Donohue.

These officers with the following mems-

JUDGE HAKINGTON AT
KING'S GARDEN PARTY

Montreal, June 21.—(Special.)—A . spe-
cial London cable says:

adians present at

bers forin the executive council:—Struan
Robertson, H. J. Dick, C. R. Wasson, E.
C. Brown, R. E. Coupe and M. V, Pad-
dock.

In the afternoon the members of the
association and the visitors were the |
guests of L. W. Barker at Long’s Lake,
where a very enjoyable time was spent. |

Mr. Gibbard is a brother of Thomas E./
Gibbard, of the Canadian Drug Co. Hefl

Among the Can- | was a Liberal candidate in Toronto in

the king's garden party

Hardy’s “Dynasts,” the invisible presence
of the countless thousands of massed hu-
manity makes itself felt indefinably.
Sometimes, as at the lifting of a fog, we
perceive the vanished armies of the past
vaguely running to and fro like hardly
perceptible insects on a leaf. We classify
the items, we group them into abstrac-
tions, and play their disposable forces like
a draught-board game. Strategy must be
studied that mankind- may fight again,
and military studies must be succinct.
The movements of men trying to kill each
other will still be operations, and the
killed and wounded still be totted up as
cacualties. But behind this veil of useful
words the “Spirit-of the Pities,” standing
beside the “Spirit of the Years,” realizes
that the background of all wars is the
same. There go the lines of animals,
dragging. and carrying, strained, tortured,
and slain for purposes they cannot con-
ceive; and there stand the living men, the
souls that are added up in columns of
“strengths and casualties.,”” "They are
hungry and thirsty; they are sick with
pain. At night their |little fires are
kindled, and they jest about the rations.
They sleep with their faces to the stars,
but before the stars are pale they arc
roused again and given hot drink and a
piece of bread to hearten them for the
work now coming. This life on earth is
their one sure ‘and -certain existence;
most of them like something or other,
some are in love with at least one woman, |
not a man among them wishes to be a
casualty before evening. But they are
going into action, the order to fall in
comes; they take a last gulp, utter a last
curse, snatch up the rifle, and hurry away
with the rest; for the strength of an
army, like the power in mechanics, is

estimated by multiplying the mass by thn: The *tMerry Widowk' hat has now cast a
+shadow over London.

rapidity.

after 1 o’clock, Mr. McLean was awakened

on Saturday were Lieut.-Governor and
Mrs. Dunemuir, Lieut.-Col. Prior, Justice
Graham and wife, Justice Hanington, Mr.
and Mrs. Fred Beardmore, Mrs. and Miss
Colly, Mr. and Mrs. Marpole, Miss Id-
dington, Mrs. and Miss W. Gooderham,
Miss Phyllis Hendrie, Mrs. and Miss
Plummer.

House and Barn at Milkish
Burned

Fanned by Thursday’s high wind, fire:
destroyed the house, barn and outbuild- ;
ings on the farm of Charles McLean, of?g
Milkish Ieland. So quickly did the flames |
spread that nothing was saved.

Mr. and Mrs. McLean, who are elderly;
people, were accustomed to have a nap at |
the noon hour, and on Thursday a little

by the crackling of the fire and had just
time to rouse his wife and assist her
from the burning house. .

Mr. McLean is well known in the north
end, and sympathy will be felt for him,
as it is understood he 'has no insurance.

per,
and J.
dated school took
17th places respectively. Mrs. Rutter, daugh-
ter of John Brittain,
valedictorian.
4th, Miss Brennan, of Summerside, 6th.

the recent elections in Ontario, but was

defeated. He is also editor of the Can-
adian Pharmaceutical Journal

»

MARITIME GIRLS

DID GREAT WORK AT
MACDONALD COLLEGE

St. Anne De Bellevue, Que., June 19—Tha
closing exercises of the MacDonald College
took place ‘on. Wednesday before a distin-
guished assembly.
ance left for home yesterday after spend-
ing a most profitable year.
upils trained at the Macdonald Consolidated
chools
were enrolled, one from Hillsboro consolidat-
ed school (P. E. L), and five from Kingston
(N. B.)

Miss Bevyer, Hillsboro, 2nd; Misses Sham-

The 185 girls in attend-
The Maritime

made a remarkable showing; six

Their standing is as follows:

Harrison, Carmichael, M. Flewwelling
Flewwelling from Kingston Consoli-
7th, 8th, 9th, 11th and

led her class and was
Miss Creelman of Truro, was

Government Pays City 828,000,

A telegram received from Hon. Wm.

The house was
forty vears olg
the hill top o
country. Tt w
Chapel Grove,

The best tea
exposura to ¢

bulk teas so offen 4

packets of the
tea fresh and
to the tea-cup.

A brick house,
outlast one built

he old family home, about

rlooking the surrounding

of public works,
the Mayor, Fri-

Pugsley, minister
by His Worship
day, stated that a cheque for the
amount paid by the city to G. S.
Mayes for cleaning up the wharves at
Sand Point had been sent forward. This
amount, some $28,000, was paid out by
the city on the understanding that the
government would re-imburse it.

and prettily situated on |

reen Somerville and
ps an old land mark.

cealed lead
0. give you

“alad
p the gardens

St. John Man Graduated at.
Montreal.

Montreal, June 21.—(Special.)—Among ."
those graduating from Montreal College’

on Saturday was Charles J.- Haley of St.
John.

*:\




