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“Wat—son|"

It was Bill Gavine, skipper of the
Hepvar, bellowing in a voice that made
Up in strength what it lacked in sweet-
ness.

Samuel Watson, ship-chandler, a
man short in stature and'in temper,
looked whence the sound came, and,
i1 response to Skipper Gavine's gesticu-
lations, he moved to that part of Ebs-
tuwn Quay where the Hepvar lay.

“What d'you want?" queried Watson.

“A word ‘with you. I hear you have
a good-looking daughter?”

“I_haven't said anylhing of the soet.
It wouldn't be modest, seeing she’s so
like her father.”

“Well, one statement
isn’t (rue.”

“Bul what's set

or the other

you on this tack?
You aren't thinking of marrying, ure
you? If you are, you'd better Jook else-
where for a bride. My Kale wouldn't
have you. You're young and handsome,
bul you aren’t amiable enough.”

“See, here, Walson, drop that fool
talk. It don't become wisdom just be-
cause you put on a solemn face, I'm
not thinking of you for a father-in-
law.”

“Then what did
for?”

“Come down to the cabin,” said the
skipper, curtly, leading the way. =

Watson followed, his every step plain-
ly expressing protest. soon the two
were scaled, each wilh a glass of rare
wine before him,

“You drink that,” said the skipper.
“I's_pleasant lo taste, just as what 1
bave to sauy will be pleasant to hear.”

Walson's surprise was visible in his
features.  But, since the skipper was
devoling himself to his liquor, Watson
bcttled his curiosity and did the same.
When they finished the skipper resum-
ed

you call me over

“I's about your daughter, Watson.,"

“You said that before,” relorted Wat-
BCn, f{rritably,

“And it's about my nephew.”

“Oh! Never heard of him before.”

“You'll hear plenty before you're mu-h

,older. Your daughter could tell you a
At if you asked. Harry Gavine is his
name. I've reared him since he was
nuile a liltle chap. - He met your daugh-
ter for the first time six weeks ago, but
already they have settled {he terms ot
6 life partnership to be signed in (he
church vestry- as soon as possible. Har-
ry wants to purchase old Gifford's
Ocean Breeze. Gifford's widow is look-
ing for a purchaser at two thousand
pcunds. ‘Harry has a thousand of his
own. I've promised lo help him, if
‘You'll do the same. Then the young
ones will settle down and live happy
ever after. So you see, Watson, you
#nd I will soon be relafions.”

“No we won't.”

“Oh, won't we? Why?"

“Because my daughter isn't going fo
marry your nephew. She'll get married
8ll right, But she isn't going lo le
Mrs. Harry Gavine.’

“She might be a great deal worse,”
Baid the skipper of {he Hepvar, “you
are playing the fool, Walson. Them
young folk have fallen over ears in love
wilthout asking your permission first.
Perhaps it was very wrong of them.
But it's a way young folk have, Now,
I know one of the couple, and 1 can
warn you he isn't a youngster to ne
bluffed on a matter like this by any-
bcdy. Ie has a bit of his uncle in him,
and if his uncle was going wooing to-
day—"

Waltson laughed derisively,

“What are you “hee-hawing' a(?” ask-
ed the skipper, rudely.

“Al the idea of you going wooing,
I's about as silly as the nolion that I'd
give your nephew my daughter.”

Bill had been striving to suppress his
anger. at this unexpected opposilion,
Now he abandoned the strife,

*See here, Watson, I don't want o
say anything derogatory ahout a lady—
and Miss Kale Watson may be a lady,
cven though you are her father—but |
don't see why my nephew should kotow
to you for your daughier, Aud, hang
me, I sha'n't allow him o, There's
betler fish swimming, | only need o
teli him what sort of a man he'd have
far a falher-in-law to frighten him out
of il."

“‘m glad we're agreeing,” said Wat-
son,, rising.  “Take it from moe, you've
Licard the last of this fairy tale. I'm
going home o falk to my girl, |f you
“want to know whal good hat will do
you'll find out hy asking vour precious
nephew in a day or (wa."

And Mr. Walson bounced up the coms-
panion way, leaving Skipper Gavine {q,
ponder over the surprises life contains,

“But, father.” said Kale Walsan,
“even if yvour friend, Skipper Gavine,
such a wicked person. )is relative may
not be.”

“Rubbish!  What do you expecl from
a nephew of Bill Gavine?”

“I expeet a ring to-moreaw. [ie
the size of my finger yuesterday ™

“Tell him to put his ring through his
NOSe, You aren't going o disgraee

* your [amily by bringing him inlo il.
A\um' relations are  honest. respeclabloe
peaple.  Whal qualities has Harry Ga-
vine got to commend him?”

“IUs difficult to tell you. because the
qualilies Tm¥~commend him most (o
me are qualilies he @oesnit-show when
ofthers are-present. T shouldn't like him
to—it would be embarrassing.”

Sanuel Walson fell that he

s

look

was be-

[lng chaffed, so he entrenched himself
behind his paper, and Kate went out
for a walk, :

Hall an hour later she stood with
Harry Gavine in a green lane amid that
privacy which lovers crave. Their con-
versation, heated o an unfilial degree,
ooncetned the action of their relatives.

“Let us cut the painter” Harry was
saying. “We are independent of (he
cld craft.”

But Kate shook her clever head.

“It would be wrong for me_to forsake
my father,” she said. “It would be bad
business, besides,” she added.

Then she started whispering.

Some evenings later Skipper Gavine
noticed a dainlily-dressed girl picking
her steps along* Ebslown Quay. _in
common wilh all men Bill believed he
had a perfect tasle in female beauty,
and he instantly set this fajp maid in
the highest class. He enviously won-
dered what lucky young fellow would
receive such a visitor,

“Good evening, Captain Gavine,” said
a soft, melliflous voice,

The young lady was looking at him
with eyes that made his own dazzle,

“Good evening, my dear,” he said, pe-
covering himself and his gallantry,
“Will you step aboard?”

“Thank you, I will, [ have come fur
and dared much {o-see you, but I feel
repaid already by the sight of your
kind face.”

For one delirious moment the skipper
teld the flatlerer's liny hand as she
leaped lightly on deck.

“Now, I wonder what queen has grac-
ed my ship?” he said.

“You'll be sorry when you find ouf.
In asking me on board you are faking
a viper to your breast.”

“My breast is quite ready to accom-
modate a viper so lovely."”

“But I am told you were speaking
unkindly of me. I am Kale Watson.”

Bill Gavine's confusion would have
roused pily in & heart much less ten-
der than Kate's, 5

“My ignorance,” he murmured. “No
™Man would say unkind things after see-
ing you."

“Then you won't do it

“N-ev-er]” .

She seemed satisfied by the emphasis.

“How is Harry?” she asked. “I haven’t
Seen him for three days—it scems years.”

“Well, my dear, you understand mat-
lers.  Your falher won't let you love
my nephew.  So, for spite, I told my
nephew that if he  didn't stop loving
you I'd cut him out of my will.”

“And he preferred money before me?”

“*Tisn't that, but he's a dutiful ne-
{'.'lnrw. Same as you are a duli{ul daugh-
or.

“I'm no such thing.”

“It don't look nice when a pretty girl's
disobedient,”

“But if you had heen robbed of your
sweetheart would you have taken it
lamb-like?”

“Course not,”

“No; I can guess
look that you wouldn't.
have come through fire
win the girl you loved,
men now-a-days aren't that sort.
Lroken-hearted with their tameness."”

She ostenlatiously dried an imaginary
lear. Her seeming emolion deceived
Skipper Gavine and dispelled his oppo-
silion,

“What did you come here for?” he
asked.

“To see if you'd help me.”

“What could I do?"

“Il's like this. My fallier has fright-
ened Harry out of courling me, so he
Las started courling  Widow Gilford;
not because he loves her, but because
she is the owner of the Ocean Breeze,
and he's determined to get possession
of it. It will now go round the town
hat I have been jilled. None of the
beys will want me because I'm second-
hand—Harry Gavine’s cast-off sweel-
heart. The girls will sympathize before
my face and laugh behind my back,
Now, if I had a sweetheart to put in
Harry's place, the laugh would be cn
my side.”

“D'you want me to look out a swéet-
heart for you?”

“N-o. 1 was wondering—it's an un-
ladylike suggeslion—but I was wonder-
ing if you would pretend to be my
Sweetheart for a litlle.  You aren't very
¢ld,” she continued, hurriedly, “and
yYou are so nice-looking and good-na-
tured that all the girls would be green
with envy. They would say I had made
a wise change, They would think I had
thrown aside Harry instead of Harry
throwing aside me. It .would save me
from” a lerrible ‘humiliation. Of course,
il you don't want o help me, just -ay
&G Jul, seeing you are responsible for
my pasilion. I think you might.” .

Though Skipper Gavine recognized
the extraordinary nature of the proposal
ke was nol averse to enjoying an agre-
able experience and at the same f{ime
hclping this maiden all forlorn.  With
a4 secrel prayer lhat somehow matters
would end- happily he assented.

Bul he promplly interviewed his ne-
phew,
| “I thought you'd show maore pluck,’
he said, reproachfully.

“Why. ‘lwas you that compelled me.
| Said you'd cut me out of your will if I
’dnln'l."
|
|
|

again?”

~

from your brave
You would
and waler to
The young
I'm

“I was bluffing: but s'pose I'd meant
(i'. Funey giving up a nice girl for love
maoney or fear o' her father.”

“I've had an interview wilh her fa-
ther. a very pleasant gentleman. Ile
was raspy at first, bul I promised not
‘o look at his danghter if he objected.
A father is entilled to obedience from
hie daughter. same as you expected and
received from me.” ;

| “Il's a parson you should have becn,

i I have a good mind to try on Miss Wat-

| son myself, just o save the family re-

‘pululmnf

Q

Bill walched closely %o see how his
nephew \\'2\1111 receive this firsl -hint of
the new stheme.

! “You've welcome,” Harry said, affably.
l“im going to court Widow Gifford my-
sell, so you won't dislurb me, Besjdes,

it would keep Miss Watson in our fam-
ily. She'd be my Auntie Kate then.”

Bill fancied his nephew stifled a laugh
as he uttered the last sentence, But,
no—his face was - quite solemn. So
old Bill Gavine actually began playing
at sweethearts with pretty Bate wat-
son.,

-‘The people at Ebstown couldn't un-

derstand it all, They said so with tire-
Scme reiteration. - Miss Watson had
transferred her affections from nephew
lc uncle; Harry Gavine was courting
cld Gifford's widow; Skipper Bill was
displaying all the foolish levily of a
young lover. Watson the chandier was
distracted by his daughter's wilfulness,
She had boldly announced her increas-
ing alfection for Skipper Gavine. With
surprising [requency she met and had
long, earnest conversations with the
bluff old sailor. Incredulous eyes not-
¢d the facls, venomous tongues com-
municaled them to old Walson. '

He fried the effect of slrongly-express-
el prohibitions. But he was surprised
o find that the strenglh of characler
upon which he prided himself was in-
herited in his daughter. [In her it cid
pot seem that admirable thing which
he imagined it {o be in himself. He
pieaded and prolesled in vain.

“I shall never get a sweelheart at 1]
if you go on like this,” said Kate. “You
objecled to my first swetheart and he
deserted me. Now I have got another
and you are objecling to him too, |
may as well resign myself to perpetual
spinslerhood. So long as Mr. Gavine
finds pleasure in my sociely I won't
forbid him, and no other body need
try.”

Watson {ried all the same. He
sought the “skipper of the Hepvar and
reasoned with him humbly. ‘1ue skip-
Ler poured contumely on the chand-
ler's meekness. Under the spell of hLis
renewed youth and {he prospect of
Kale Watson for his wife old Bill's head
was gelling light. He had given over
blaying, and had begun to make love
in carnest. He sent his sweetheart a
aaily presenl accompanied by a billet-
dcux, in which he declared his pas-
sion and invited her to name the happy
day.

And, though Miss Walson never re-
plied definitely, she was obviously not
displeased. Why should she be? Bill
asked himeell. He had once been [as-
cinaling among the girls. He felt his
power reviving, and, my word, why
should he notl wield it (o win so fair a
Lride? And so, as he poinledly refused
o sympathize with a father's grief or
lo recognize his own folly, the interview
with the chandler ended abruptly. And
the atmosphere was torrid for hours
therealter.

1.

Harry Gavine called regularly at Wi-
c¢ow Gilford's. He ‘had just quitted her
lhouse one night when a man overtook
lim, i

“Well, Harvy,” said Mr, Watson, ami-
ably, sidling up. “You and Widow Gil-
fcrd's good friends  now-a-days.” \

“Xos o That night you forbade me
seeing Kate any more 1 went in to .ce
the widow about the Ocean Breeze. I
found her a most charming person.
Belween You and me, Watson, I have
got. amazingly friendly wilh her. of
course, she has no father to say she
mustn't do this or that.”

Watson chose to ignore this pointed
thrust,

_“You're an _excellent young man,
Harry,” he said. “The way you've be-
haved in this hom'(»hreaking business
makes me admire you,”

“Thanks,” said Harry, blandly. “you
have my syvmpathy in  your f{roubles,
Lut I.don't sce we can do anything with
our [oolish relations.”

“I've been wondering il we couldn't,”
interrupled Walson, eagerly. “Kale
used to love you. I believe you could
win her back to yourself again if you
ried.”

“I dare say I could,
wouldn't have me for a son-in-law."”

“That was a joke, Harry. The way
you have respected my wishes convince
Ine you're the chap {o be my son-in-
law. My dear boy, I'd do and say any-
thing if you'd help me to stop that mis-
guided girl from marrying a man older
than her father.”

“But what could I do?”

“Chuck the widow and
Kkate again.”

“I might fall belween (wo stools. Kale
ight not ok al me, ghd the widow
unghl have me up for breach of prom-
ise,”

“You try on Kate, and 1'11 buy up the
widow,”

“But the widow has
and my heart's set on owning it.
only chance is in marrying her,”

“She's b& glad to sell {he ship.”

“Yes, for two thousand  pounds,
Where ain [ to get so much money?”

“I'd stand good for five hundred, «n
condition that you married Kale,”

Harry Gavine stood silent, making a
great show of hesitation and delibera-
tion.

“l see a, hea
loflily.

make up lo

the Ocean Brecze,
My

p of difliculties," he said
“I'll take some (ime to think
things over, Then I'll let you know.”

Wilh this cold comfort the chandler
had to be confent, But he went home
thirobbing with joy at the prospeet of
averting the calamily of a marriage pe-
lween his daughler and old Bil] Gavine,
With the same fecling arising from »
similar cause, Harry Gavine also hur-
ried home,

His uncle saf awaiting him.

“Halloa, uncle,” he said. “what's
wrong  You don't look a happy lover,

“All women. are queer,” said Bil).
gioomily, “but Watson's girl’s the queer-
Her moods change like lightning.
Ils exciting work lrying to understand
ker. At first she was sunshine every
lime and (verywhere. Now it's con-
<Mint thunder and squalls,  You woere
cule to sheer aff from her, Harry. But
it wasnt fair leliting in vour poor old
unele.  She has amazing ' nolions abaou!
honey, too. She seens to think I'm a

esl,

v

-~She says when we're may-
have a oouple of servanis
and a pony trep. To-night she has ad-
ded & motor-car. She's careless, (oo
about people'’s feelings when she jokes.
For instance, 1{o-night I said, joking
like, that she shouldn’t talk so confi-
dent, because I hadn't married her yet.
She” whips ‘out a packet of letters I've
been fool enough to wrife her and she
reads out the silliest bits of them. Then
she laughed hearty just to let mé hear
how ‘Loud laughter in court’ would
scund if I was up for breach of prom-
ise. She's not the girl I thought she
was at all.  She's making me quite
nervous.”

And RBill' sighed heavily.

“She used to be fond of you, Harry,"
he resumed, insinuatingly.

“Thal was befors you cut me out.”

“I'd be glad to stand aside for
again.”

“No use. Widow Gifford's my game.
I'm bent on being owner=of the Ocean
Breeze. I haven’l the money, but I can
get the ship for nolhing by taking over
the widow along with it.”

“I'll provide two-fifty if you take Kale
< my hands.” '

“It isn't much for lhe risk
Ing such a terrible girl.”

“I'll make it flve hundred,”
Bill.

“I'll think it over,” said Harry, yawn-
'ng ostentaliously and moving to his
bedroom. e

Within  twenty-four hours he gave
Mr. Walson and Skipper Gavine his de-
cision. He told each one privalely and
separately that his terms were £1,000,
'ake them or leave them. Each hesi-
laled and haggled a long time, but in
Ihe end each succumbed, leaving Harry
lo deal as he thought best with the ie-
licate matter he had taken in' hand.

His success was surprising. Within
o short time he had two glaringly-
slrained interviews with Miss Watson—
<ne in the presence of her father, an-
cther in the presence of Uncle Bill. The
young lady displayed an acegbity of
temper and treated Harry Gavine with
disdain that made each old man trem-
ble for the siccess of their scheme. But
Harry evidently exercised some ocenlt
iinfluence over her, for, though with
n:uch seeming reluctance, she ultimately
restored him to favor.

Relieved and rejoicing, Samuel Wai-
son and Bill Gavine resumed their ancj-
ent friendship, and in due season and
wilh due ceremonial the Gavine-Watson
wedding look place. The one-lime < p-
posing seniors were there, smiling ap-
proval and blessing, and the bride made
Uncle Bill her ally for life by sweetly
Kissing him cre she drove off on her
honeymoon,

IL was the morning after the wed-
cing, and the skipper was eagerly look-
g for the chandler on his usual walk
along Ebstown Quay.

“Come down the cabin, Watson,” hLe
said, when his [riend appeared. “My
husekeeper was- turning over an old
jackel of Harry's this morning when
this letler dropped out. Read if.”

The skipper poured out two glasses
of wine, while Walson read the fol-
lowing, in his daughter's handwriting:—

“My Darling Harry,—Your note de-
lights me. Our little plot is succeeding
beyond our wildest hopes. But don't
accept five hundred. Stick out for a
thousand from each. Don't budge an
inch and we'll get it, for they can both
well afford it. Their two (housand will
tuy the Ocean Breeze. Your one thou-
sund will make a nice nesl-egg for lhe
happy home we hope to sel up lo-
gether. Mrs. Gifford has played her part

millionaire,
ried she'll

you

of marry-

pleadad

but you said you §

/

|
|

splendidly, and is confident our scheme
will be crowned with complete success.
—Your loving bride-lo-be,
“KATE."
Walson laid the lefter down and look-
eJ desperately across at old Bill. Nei-
{her spoke. The . skipper handed :is
friend one glass, and, lifling the other,
suid, solemnly:—
“Joy to the happy pair.”
“The happy pair,” echoed the chand-
ler
The sentiment was diflicull o swai-
Icw: but with the aid of their wine thay
rianaged it.
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HE IIAS LIVED 111 YEARS,
Captain Diamond, of Berkeley, (‘.nl.,.is
Lively as Most Men of Fifty,

There are old men and old men, but
Capl. Goddard E. Diamond of Berkeley,
California, - who confesses coyly to 111
years, is an old man who is able to do
things.

Capt. Diamond looks like a man of 50,
He has to ascribe his longevity to some-
thing, of course; and his answer is
“abslemious living." For more than
eighty years he has eaten no meat, and
used neither tea nor coffee, Liquor and
lobacco he has never tasted in his life,

Ie eals freely of fish. eggs, cheese and
milk, but with these exceplions his diel
is vegelable. He avoids white flour, and
his slaples are bread and mush made
from fthe enlire wheat, oal and barley
micals, . He eals much fruif.

Hot water is his’ chief beverage, and
his dietary fad is the copious use of olive
oil. It must be real olive oil, however,

Capl. Diamond is not merely an old
man; he is one of the maost aclive men
in the community. lie practises daily
calisthenies. and has long served as a
trainer” in that course, feaching Younger
men to.fake on the youlhful agilily that
he has himself,

He is a skilful bizyele vider and a skil-
fai boxer as well. Nol half {he men of
half his age could last five raunds with
him within the roped ring.  [lis skin is
as clear. his eyes as hright. and his step
as clastic as (hose of the average: sound
and heallhy man of 50,

St

German: silver contains no silver, hul
s an alloy of copper, nickel and ,zine,
[ is harder than silver. The best pro-
portions of the alloy are 50 copper, 20
nekel, 20 zine, -
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WHAT TO SAY AND WHAT NOT TO
SAY.

Don't say: I know a party who will
bqy the lot ; say : I know a person who
will buy the Jot, Note.—“Party” is a
legal term, and should not be used in
th: sense of “person.” Don't say: [
would if I was her, or I would if I was
him ; say: I shoulq if I were she, or {
should if I were he. Note that “should”
in the first person is the correct form to
indicate simple  subjunctive futurity.
Note that “wepe” is correct, for the rea-
son (hat the subjunctive mode, and not
lhg indicative, is required. Don't say :
tis twently minutes to five; say: It is
twenty minutes of five, Note.—“Of,” and
not “to,” is required to show the proper
relation. Don't say : I expect that you
did; say: | Suppose that you did,
Note.—One cannot expect anything in
the past. Don't. say : I live in Yonkers,
or I live in Kenwood ; say: I live at
Yonkers, or I live at Kenwood. Note.—
One lives in New York or in Chicago,

ut at Yonkers or at Kenwood ; that is
one lives in a large city, bul at a small
place,

COMMON ERRORS OF THE CAREI;ESS
SPEAKER.

“He don’t” and “don't he.”

‘She don't” and “don’t she.”

#It don't” and “don't it.”

These errors are of common occur-
rence. and are generally made by per-
$ons who should know better,

The person who uses the expression
“I think he don't,” would be astonished
to hear the response “I beg to differ
with you, but I think he do.” If it {s
proper to say, “he don't,” it is certainly
equally proper to say “he do," for
“don’t” is the abbreviated form of “do
nel.” The conjugation runs, “I do not,”
“you do not,” “he does not," consequent-
ly the contracted forms are “I don't,”
“you don't,” “he doesn't." So lei us es-
chew “he don’t” in the future, and say
either “he does not,” or what is perfectly
permissible in easy utterance, “he
does'nt.”

Whenever 1 speak of this particular
error, the response that generally greets
my ears is “Isn't it strange (hat so many
well-educated people make that mistake?
It must be that when one uses that ex-
pression he don't think of what he is
saying. I never use it."

“It ain't” js another unpardonable
error. Il sometimes seems as il all other
mistakes might be overlooked If one
would refrain from “it don't” and
“it ain’t.” “Ain't” is a loose contractien
of “am not,"” bul not of “is not.”

“I am not,” “you are not,” *“he is
nol,"” is the proper conjugation, the con-
tracted forms being “I'm nol,” “you're
nol,” or “you aren't,” “he's not,” or “he
isn't," not “he ain't.”

Some persons who endeavor {o be cor-
rect eschew contractions altogether, but
there is no good reason why one should
nol use contractions if one will use the
proper ones. To refrain from using tAhem
has a tendency lo lend a pedantic air to
one’s speech. In dignified utterance be-
forc large assemblies one has less: li-
cense, but in conversational utterance,
conlractions are permissible.

-
ENGLISH CHURCH RELICS.
Dog Tongs, Gossip Bridies and Skins of
Danish Marauders.

Dog tongs are oaken pincers about
[our feet long that in the past were used .
by church sextons to pull dogs from
under pews. The dogs of the past fol-
lowed their masters to church and made
nuisances of themselves. If the sexton
Iried  {o eject lhemr, they hid under
benches or behind the pulpit, where
lhey could not bg reached. Henc(‘»lha
tongs, which yanked them forth squirm-
ing and growling with rage and disap»
pointinent.

Gossip bridles resemble a baseball-
mask. They locked on, and they wera
made of thin bars of iron, with a flat,
leal-shaped piece to enter the mouth and
hold the tongue motionless. The bridles
were made in two sizes, male and fe-
male. The female brid'e can readily ba
distinguished, the leai-shaped piece in
its case being very much larger and
slronger.

A number of old English churches, sayg
the New Orleans Times -Democrat, . pre.
serve proudly both dog tongs and gos-
sip bridles. The lourist, if he will, may
see this summer a pait of dog longs, tha
nippers studded wiih nail points, in Den.
bighshire’s  Gyllylliog Church and in
Hereford Cathedral. The Parish church
of  Walton-on-Thames _has a gossip
bridle, and so has Hampslall Church,
Stalfordshire,

Danish marauders used (o be flayed or
skinned alive in good old England, and
their hides were nailed to church doors.
Hadstock  Church and Copford Church,
both in Essex, have doors covered with
hides of Danes.

—F
THE ALWAYS-AILING KIND.

Friend—Why did vou pass thal man
as a good risk? I heard him tell yvou
had over len different kinds of
chronic diseascs,

Insurance Doclor-—Yes: bhul, you kn
those Kind of fellows never die.

The greatest ballle or modern limes
was that o Leipsic, fought on October
I6th. 1863,  Napoleon had 190.000 nien,
and the Allies no fewer than 290.000,
Yhe lotal loss of the {wo armies was

he

1 6,900 men,
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