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CHAPTER II.
‘Tough and sharp pointed, & wooden
. sword was no mamﬁcant weapon, wield-
ed by the thews and sinews of a Tribou~
Jot. Orouching like an animal;, #he,king’s
© buffoon sprang with beadlong fary, utter-
i ing hm, guttutal sounds that Ewakened
- miegivings regarding the ‘fate of s, too

. o

jent ‘entagomigt,  F % :
“Do not kill lim, Triboulet!” cried Ma-
. tot; alarmed lest the ‘duke’s fool should be
" glain outright. ‘“Remember he has jour-
neyed from:the court’ of Charles V.!”
“Charles; V.!” came through Triboulet’s
half closed teeth. “My ‘master’'s one-great
enemyl’ Sne R
“Hush!” muttered Villot. ~ “Our mas-
ter’s enemy is mow his dear friend!”
{“Friend!” eneered the other, but even
* as he thrust his sword tingled sharply in
& s hand and whisked magically out of his
‘ g!ip,dacribedac\min‘ﬁhenirandfell
‘gt a far end of the room. At the same
time e stinging blow descended smartly on
. ke dwarf's hump. Cobii
© “%Pardon me!” laughed the duke’s fool.
. #Being unused to such exrcise my blade
* fell by mistake lon your ‘back.”
" ¥t looks could have killed, Triboulet
“ swould have achievéd ‘his original purpose,
7 ‘bt after & vindictiver thoughfutile. glance
© his head-drooped despondently.’ To have
“eHeen thes hitmiliated before>those  wihom*
«~she-regarded -as his. vassals!. .What. jest.
_could restore him the prestige he had en-
; '}ioﬁiﬂ,"w‘baff play of words éfface the shame
of tHat public chastisement Had the been
the ‘Band of a foreign. fprl! And the mon-
srareh-womld e learn of: #t—ithe punish-
i ,',,lme,m;‘af the royal jester? As in a dream-
‘e Reard the hateful” vbites ‘of the. com-

. spenly this aversion for
L the A;im’a favorite fool. “But be seated,
gentle gir,”” he added to the stranger, *and

9+ ghare" otir: rough hospitality.”
<20 “Bough, certes!” commented the other
a8 he returned his blade to his belt. “And

¢ 481 eee no sbool!”’— - - - -
“There’s the throne!” returned Caillette
courteously. “Since, you have overcome

EE e e

rhigphceis

the dwaxf and the young ‘woman, the for-
) mer continuing to ~indictively upon
.. the usurper and the latter to all intents
... remnaining - oblivious of the ceremony of
" mstaWation.  Poised upon i i
" ““‘ghiist her fingers through the gilded bars
" of the cage that hung from the rafters and
w ! gently stroked the head of the mow com-
- gl bird

I

" Poor Jooko! Poor Joeko!” she mur-

I,
jve to her Tight caress. .
. “Your majesty’s wishes! Your majesty’s

. deocreg!”. exclagmedl, the monastic wit
“ “Hear,' hear!” roared anque'tﬂu e
;- “Silence!” commanded Marot. “His maj)-
- esty epeaks.”
=5 WPt toot, boot!” rang out the flour-

iphofntrmnpet,aokrionmeludntothe
o« The mew king in motely arose, heedless,
quvaawtim.ﬁspnpoabﬁ‘-

treasurer of the
at sleight

R
the’s more

‘5 3#] appoint you, Thorny,
exchequer, because you are quick
_of band,” he began.
[, %Good;”" laughed Marot. “An/
fingered

‘master- of prestidigitation!”. « - Sl
“You, Brusquet,” weént on the new mas-
. .ter of Fools’ hall, “T reward with the gov-
. ernpagnt of Guienne, for he who governs
= his-own house eo ill -ia- surely fitted for .
AMWO‘VW” S
..., «This i¥usi bothe.pettn‘toﬁeltnﬂew‘hwh
i dominated the luckless jester at home wag
: "Mﬁv‘édingoodpa?tl_aydl-Wetheh.p-
Jess bondman himself.
“You, Villot, are made admiral of the

" Yrillot smiled, thinking how Frangis had
bestowed

" but recently that office upon the
“impoverished “husband of pretty Mume.
.+ @Eataille, :

“Thanks, your majesty;’ he began, “but
if some post nearer home”’

“You are (to sail at oncel”

“But my wife’—

*'wWill remain at court!” announced the
' duke’s jester with grea decision.
. Villot made a wry face. The king in
. motely smiled significantly. “A gafe In-
ven, Villot! Besides, remember a eourt
" “ without ladies is like a epring without
flowers.” :
A movement resembling apprehension
swept through the eompany. The epigram
had been Francis’; the court, a flower bed
of xoses, Was in consequence a thorny maze
for a jester to tread. From her chair at
thefarendofhheromn’uhe young woman
looked at the newcomer for the first time
..aince his enthronement. Her fingers yet
played between the gilded bars; the pos-
_ture she had assumed set forth the pliant
grace of her figure. Above the others,
she ganced at him, ther hair_yery back
against” the golden cage; her arm,. very:
svhite, half unsheathed from the great
hanging sleeve.
 .¥ou are overbold,” she said, a peculiar
_» smile upon ther lips. :
“ " “Nay, 1 have spoken no treason, mis-
tress,” he retorted bifthely.

“Not by word of mouth, perhaps, but by
imputation.”

He raised his brows with a gesture of
wanton protest, while the face before him
douded. Her eyes held his; her little
teeth just gleamed betrween the crimson of
ther lips.

“] presume you consider Charles the
more fitting monarch?’ she continued.
Was it the disdain of her voice? Did
she challenge him to utter them?

“Tn truth,” the jester said carelessly,
“Charles builds fortresses, not pleasure
pelaces, and garrisons them with soldiers,

3 ”

‘/* 5
/She half smiled; her glance fell; her
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hand moved caressingly, the sleeve waving
beneath. o

“Poor' Jocko!
mured

Poor Jocko!” she muf-

[ Mriboulet’s glance beamed with delight.

| She was casting ‘her spell over his enemy.
“QOh,”” murmuned Triboulet, “if the king

Perhaps it was a breath of air, but the
tapestry depicting the misadventures of
Moiitus waved and moved. Triboulet, who
noted everything, saw this and suffered an
expression of triumph mémentarily to rest
upen his malignant, features. Had his
prayer been answered? “A spring without
flowers,” forsooth! - Dearly cherished the
august gardener his beautiful roses—great
roses, white roses, blossoms yet unopened !

Following his gaze, a significant light
‘appeared in the young woman’s eyes, while
her arm fell to her side.

“Now to see Presumption sue for par-
don,” she whispered to herself.

One by one the company, too, turned
in the direction Triboulet was looking. In
portraiture the classical buffoon grinned
and gibed at ‘them from the tapestry, and
even from his high station above the
clouds Jupiter, who had ejected the offend-
ing fool of the gods, looked less stern and
implacable.  An expectant hush fell upon
the assemblage when suddenly Jove and
Momus alike were unceremoniously thrust

before. the many hued curtain stood: a
man of stately and majestic mien—a-man

aternation, whose forbidding aspect. made
the very. stlence portentous and-terrifying.

jewelry and precious stones, he: remained
motionless, reganding the ‘motely “gather-
ing, while an ominous half smile played
about his features, He said: nothing, but
his ieserve was more sinister than:langu-
age. (Qapricious, cruel, was his faee; ‘in
his eyes shone covert enjoymernt of the
situation..

Would he never speak? With one hand
he stroked his beard; with the other he
toyed with the lace on his doublet.

“You were talking, children,” he said
finally, “before I came in.”

“If your majesty,” ventured Triboulet,
“has heard all, your majesty will mot blame
—us!” And he glanced malevolently to-
ward the duke’s jester, who, upon the
king’s abrupt entrance had descended from

the platform. o
Obeerying fthe . emblazoned arms  of
Charles V. upon- the dress of the ctilprit,

a faint Mook - of surprise -swept: Francis’
face. Did it recall that fatal day when on
‘the field of battle a rival banmer had
waved ever illusively, ever beyond his
reach? Now it shone before him as though
mocking his  friendship for his one time
powerful enemy, the only man the feared,
the emperor who had overthrown him.
The sinister smile of the king gave way
to sthoughtfulness.
“Who dg this knave?”’
length, firedly regarding
badge of his defeat. '
“A poor fool, sire!’ ’replied the kneel-
ing man. e
“Those arms embroidered on your dress,
what do they mean?” said the king short-

he asked at
the _ersfwhile

“The arms of my master’s master, your
majesty!” wag the overconfident answer.

“Who is your master?”’

“The Duke of Friedwald, sire, the be-
trothed of the Princess Louise.”

“And your purpose here?”

“My master sent me to bhe princess.
‘I misg thee, rogue,’ said he. ‘’Tis

A

“IWWha da thie kmane #?

proof of love to send thee, my merry com-
panion of the wine cup! But go! Nalture
hath formed thee to conjure sadness from
a lady’s face.” So I set out upon my peril-
ous journey, and, favored by fortune, am
safely arrived. I was e’en mow about to
repair to the princess, whom I trust, in

my humble way, to amuse.”

“And thou shalt!” said the king sig-
nificantly.

“Oh, your majesty!” with assumed mod-
esty. Tl

\“That is,” added Francis, “if it will
amuse her to see you hanged!”

«And if it did not amuse her, sire?”’
spoke up the newcomer, without a tremor
in his voice.

“What then?”’ asked the king.

«Jt would be a breach of hospitality to
hang me, the servant of the duke who is
servant of Charles V.!” he replied boldly.

Francis started. Like a menace shone
the arms of the great emperor. Vividly
he $ecalled his own humiliation, his long
captivity, and mistrusted the power of his
subtle, amiable friend-enemy. Friendship?

of wisdom had suggested the policy of
peace; the reins of expediency drove him,
autocrat or slave, to the dtctrines of lov-
ing “brotherhood. He turned bis gloomy
eyes upon the glowing countenance of
Triboulet. '

“What say you, fool?” :

“Your majesty,” ..answered the eager

iEtdeand as the folds fell: slowly back, |
whose appearance: caused deep seated con:.

Withy dress slashed and laced, ¥ich i

“|'young woman. Her eyes were alight with

‘ing light brightly illumined .a mediaeval

Sweeter was thatred. But the promptings’

dwarf, “could hang
hospitality.” % 1

“How do you.make that goed; Tribou-
let?” asked the monarch. s B

“The duke has given him to the prin-
cess.  The princess is a subject of your
majesty. .. The king of France has juris-
dietion over the. princess’ fool and stirely
can proceed in so small a matter as hang-
ing him.”

Francis bent a malignant look upon the
young man. Behind the dwarf stood the
jestress, now an earnest spectator of the
scene. :

“Thig newcomer’s stay with us prom-
ises to be brief, Caillette,” she whispered.

“Hark, you witch! He answers,” re-
turned the poet. .

“What can he say?’ she retorted, shrug-
ging her shoulders. “He is already con-
demned.”

“Are’ you - pleased, mistress = Just be-
cause the poor fellow stared at you over-
much.” :

“Oh,” ghe said insensibly, “it was writ-
ten he should hang himself. Now ‘we’ll
hear how Audacity parleys with Fate.”

«Jt would be no breach of hospitality,
sire, to hang the princess’ fool!” spoke
the condemned. man, with no sign of wan-
ing confidence, “yet it would seem to de-
preciate ‘the duke’s gift. Your majesty
should hang the one and spare the other.
"Pis a matter of logic,” he went on quick-
ly, “to point out where the duke’s gift
ends and the princess’ fool begins. A gift
is a gift until it is received. The princess
has not yet received the duke’s gift. There-
fore your majesty cannot hang me as the
princess’ fcol, mor would your majesty de-
sire to hang me as the duke’s gift.”

Impereeptibly the menarch’s mien- re-
laxed, for mext to a. contest wiJh blades
he liked the quick play of words:

“Answer him, Triboulet,” he said.

“Your majesty—your majesty’—stam-
mered the dwarf, and paused in despair,
his wits failing him at the critical june-
ture. i
“Fnough!” commanded the king stern-
ly, A ‘soind” " 'of ' suppressed merriment
even as he spoke stariled the gathering.
#Who ‘laaghed?” he ctied suddenly. “Was
it You, mistress?” fastening his eyes upon
the .young. womnan. .

Her head fell lower and lower like some
“ditvk ‘flower on a'&lender stem. From, out
of the veil of her mazy bair came a voice,
soft with beerhing humility. ¢ )
“5¢ft* might have been’ Jocko, ‘#ire,” . she-
said. “He sometimes laughs like that.” :

The king looked from the woman to the
bird, then.from the bird to the woman, a:
gieam of recollection in--his glance. i

“Humph!” *he ‘muttered. * “Is"this where
you serve your mistress! Look to it you
serve mnot yourself ill!”

&n snstant her eyes flashed upwards.

“My mistress is at prayer,” she answer-
ed, and looked down again as quickly.

“And you meanwhile prefer the drollery
of these madcaps to the attentions of our
courtiers?”’ said Francis, more gently”
“(lertes are you gypsy born?”’

Her hands clasped ‘tighter, but. she ans-
wered not, and he turned more sternly ‘to
the new king of the motley. “As for you,”
he continued, ‘for the -present the duké’s
gift is spared. But let the princess’ fool
look to himself. Remember, a guarded’
tongue instres a ripe old age, and even &
throne if Fools’ hall ‘is ‘frgught. with haz-
ard. Here, some of you, take this”—indi-
cating the sléeping Rabelais—“and throw
it, into ‘the horse pond. You see that tie.
does not drown. Your heads upon it!
*Tis to him France locks for Tearning.”.

He paused, glancing back at the kneel-
ing girl. “You, Mistress Who Seeks to.
Hide Her Face, teach:that parrot not te
laugh!” he added grimly. 5

"The tapestry waved. Mute the, motley,
throng . stared where the king had stood.
A light hand . touched Uhe’ apm’ of: the
duke’s fool, and, turning, he beheld the.

him without breach of

new fire. :

“In heavens’ name,”’ she exclaimed pas-
sionately, “let us leave. You have done
mischief enough. Follow me.”

“Where'er you will,” he responded -gal-
lantly.

CHAPTER TII

The sun and the breeze contended with
the mist imtrenched in 'the stronghold of
the valley. From the east the red orb
began its abtack; out of the west rode the
swift moving zephyrs, and, vanquished,
the wavering vapor stole off into thin air
or::hung -in - isolated  rwreaths wabove the
foliage on the hillside. Soon the conquer:

castle commanding the surrounding ' coun;
try; the victorious breeze rwhispered h&
ly-at its gloomy dasements. A gteat Nor-
man. structure, somber, austere, it was,
however, brightened with man modern
features that threatened gradually to sap
much of its ancient majesty. !

“Fill up the moat,” Francis had ordered.
| «’Tig barbatic! What lover would sigh
beneath walls thirty feet thick! And the
portcullis—away with it! Summon my
Ttalian pointers. to adorn.the rwalls. = We
may yet make habitable these legacies from
the savage, brutal past.”

So ‘the mighty walls, once set in a com-
parative wilderness, a tangle of thicket and
underbmsh, mow arose from garden, lawn
and . park, mwhere even the deer were no
longer shy, and the water, propelled by
artificial power, shot upward in jets.
| Sedted at a window which overlooked
| this eylvan aspect, modified if mot fash-
| ioned by man, a young woman with seem-
| ing comscientiousness told her beads. The
apartment, though richly furnished, was
in keeping with the devout character of
its fair mistress. A brush or aspersorium,
used for sprinkling holy water, was lean-
ing against the wall. Upon a table lay an
open pealter, with “its long hanging cover
and a ball at the extremity of the forel.
Behind two tall candiesticks stood an al-
tar itable which, being mnfolded, revealed
three compartments, each with a picture
painted by Andrea idel Sarto, the once
honlored guest of Francis.

The Princess Louise, cousin of Francis’
former queen, Claude, had been veared
with rigid sfrictness, = although provided
with various preceptors wiho had made her
more or less proficient in the profane let-
ters, as they were then called, latin,
Greek, theology and philosophy. The fame |
of her beauty had gone abroad; her wand |
had been often sought, but the obdurate
king had steadfastly refused to sanction
her betrothal until Charles, the emperor,
himself proposed a union between the fair
ward of the French monarch and one of
his mobles, the young Duke iof Friedwald.
To this Francis had assented, for he eal-
culated wpon thus drawing to his inter-
ests one of his. rival’'s most chivalrous
knights, while famseeing ‘Charles believed
he.icould mot only retain the duke, but add
o his own court the lovely and learned
ward of the king.

And in this comedy of aggrandizement
the puppets avere willing, as puppets must
| needs be. Indeed, the duke was seriously
enamored of the princess, whose, portrait
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importuned thesemperor 'to imtercede with
Frincis, knowing #at’ the only way to the |
lady’s ‘hand was Hi
} of him who aspized, to the mastery of all
Burope, i mot tthe;world,

prinicipality s ki€ most powerful of the
Austrian, provinees > he sought: 6 absorb
it fis Scheme for the unifiéation of all na-
| tions,offered mo demur to a request fraught
with advantage  tb-(imself;* Besides, cold
and’ ddlewtating-thétgh he*was, ‘the em-

p

the duke, who on one occasion, When
Charles had been sore beset by'the troops
of Solyman, had extricated his royal leader
from the alternative of ignominious cap-
ture or an untimely end. Accordingly, @
formal proposal, couched in language of
warm friendship to the king, was dispatch-
ed by the emperor.
some misgiving, arising from experience
with womankind, laid the matter before
Louise, ghe, to 'his surprise, proved her
devotion and loyalty by her entire sub-
missiveness, and ‘the
hand, generously ~vowed the wedding fes-
tivities should be worthy of her beauty, and
fealty, - : o

*. Was she thinking of that scene mow and
the many messages which had subseguen t-
ly passed betiveen her distant loven and
herself as the white fingens ceased. tip tell | :
the beads? Woas she questioning fate and

the future when the rosary fell from her
hand and the clinking of the great glass
beads on the hard floor aroused her from

a&

the room toward a low dressing ‘bable,
when lat ‘the same time one of the several
doore of the apartment opened, admitting
the jestress, Jacqueline, whose long, flow-
ing gown of dark green bore no diktinguish-
ing mark of the motley she. had assumed
the night before. The dreamy, almosb
lethargic, gaze of the princess rested for

a

maid who stood motionless before her.

awaits your pleasure rwithout,” said the
girl.

my hair.
king last might in Fools’ hall, beat Tri-

boulet, appointed knaves in jest o high
offices, and, had been hanged for his for-

Wi

neck by a slender device.”

exclaimed the princess.
sumptuous rogue

estry and heard it all—his appointment of
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“ivough the good offices

Charles, unwilling oiidisoblige one iwhose

B

eror entertained’ @ certaint affection for

of

‘When Francis, with

king, kissing her

reverie? Languidly she rose and: erossed |

moment upon the ardent eyes of the

N B, SATURDAY,

rogue nwho had swaggered
anid, made & farce of ‘the affairs of vhe na-
tion? His counténance seémed that of a

grace, his bearing in
proaching the princess,
edge of her
Quietly the maid withdrew to a corner of
the apartment, where she seated herself

Louise smiled and
maid as if to say, “Why, he’s a.model of
decorum?”’ but the girl continued regard-
ing the figures on
| different to the scene
«I hear, sirrah, but a.poor account of
your. behavior last night,” continued the
princess.
shall send you
.miand him to have you whipped. You have
| beeh here but overnight, yet how many
enemies have you made? The king, the
admiral and, last, but mot least, a certain
lady. Poor fool!
your

you are

DECEMBER 24, 1904

fair, handsome face, when approval gave
way %o $
Was this the impudent,

wonider. .
hot brained
in Fools’ hall

than a low-born scape-
congonanice as, ap-
he knelt mear the
garment.

courtier rather
sweeping ‘crimson

a low stool, her fingers idly playing

with the delicate carvings of a vase of sil-

containing water that had been bless-
and standing conveniently near the as-

persorium.

You come from.the Duke of Fried-

wald, fool?” said the mistress, recovering
from her surprise.

Yes, princess.””
looked toward the

the vase, seemingly in-
before her.

“You must have a care or 1
back to ‘the duke and com-

You may have saved
neck, but for how long? Fie, what
unt must I give of you to. your

Ah,-mm,” the answered quickly,

“you showyime now the tolly of it all.”

see,” she went on more gently,

e may do, since you are penitent.
ng may forgive, the admiral forget,
the lady she will meither forget mor
ive. TForbunately, I think she fears
disoblige me, and if I let it be known
an indispensable part of my house-
d’—: She paused thoughtfully. “Be-
es, she has a little secret she rwould

keep from the king. Yes, the secret will
save you!” And Louise smiled knowingly

one who, although most devouf, per-

haps bad missed @ faw paters.or credos in
listening to idle worldly: gossip. :
“Madam,” he said, raising his head,
“you ovenwhelm ime with your goodness.”’
“Oh, I like her mot; a: most - designing
creature,” veturned the lady - carclessly.
|“But yow inday rise. Hamd me that em-
broidery,” she added when he had obeyed.
| “How do I know the duke, my betrothed,
whom I hiave never seen, has mot sent you

réport wpor ‘my: ‘poor charms?  What, ﬁ

you rwere ‘only hi§ emissary ¥ - -

“Princess,” he answered, “I am but 2
£60]; no emissary. If I wvere’— 4

5&Welll?¥)' L §

She smiled indulgently at the open ad-
miration written so boldly mpon his face,
and, encouraged by her glance, he regard-
ed her swiftly, comprehensively—the masses

hair the fillet ill confined; eyes soff

lidded, dreamy as a summer’'s day; @ fig-
ure, pagan in generous proportions; a foot,
thowever, petite, Parisian, i i
beneath a robe, heavy, voluminous, vivid!

“If you were?”’ she suggested, passing
a golden (thread through the eloth she

d. :

“T. would write him -the miniature he'
has of you told but half the fruth.”

peeping

‘So you have-&een the minfature? It

‘{3ies carelesdly about, mo- doubt?” Yet her

tone was not one of displeasure. °
The duke frequently draws it from his

breast ito flook at it.” :

‘And- $o many handsbme rwomen in the

kingdom, too!” laughed the princess. “A
tiny; ‘paltry bit of vellum!”

Heu lips jcurled indulgently, as of a per-
son ‘sure of herself.. Did mot the fool's
glamce- pay her that-tribute ito nwhich  she
was not a stranger? Her lashes, suddenly
lifted, met ‘his fully and drove his look,
_grown overbold, to ‘cover. The princess

iled. - She might wéll believe the stories

about -him, yet was mot ill pleased. “Like
master; like man!’’ gays the proverb. She
continued te survey the graceful figure,
well poised 'head and handsome features

the jester.

“Tell me, sirrah,” she continued, “of the
duke. Straightforwardly or I'll leave unee

.

“The duke’s jester who arrived last night

'to
wif!

«Bid him enter. Stay! The fillet for
Seems he a merry fellow?”
he mimicked the

“«

“So - merry, madam,

ardness but that he marrowly saved his

“What, all that in so short a time!”
“A° most pre-
122

“H.
“The king, madam, was behind the tap-

can
handsome ?”
“He has mever been so considered!”
The princess’ needle remained suspended,
then viciously plunged into the golden
Cupid she was embroidering.
hath played with me,” she murmured.

distinguished appearing knigh'ts
emperor’s domains. Is he idark or Light?”

“Take it, and—send # tp the duke!”
the mercy of madam, the admiral’s
e! What is he like?”’

A fairly likely man!”
'Tis what one says of a man when one
say nothing else. (He is mot, them,

“The king

e represented him as ome of ithe most
jn the

Thony as treasurer, because he is apt at|she nvent on.
palming money; Brusquet, governor of| “Dark.”
Guienne, since he governs his own home ATall 2

so ill; and Villot, admiral of the fleet, that
he might sail away and leave his pretty
wife behind thim.”

the entire court. ere this,’ laughed the
lady. “Won’t Mme. d’Etaille be in a tem-
per! And the admiral when he hears of
it—on the hizh sma' The king was eaves-
dropping, you say, amd yet spared the jes-
ter? He must bear a charmed life.”

madam,-and boldly claimed privilege under
the poor cloak of hospitality.”

will be'mo lack of entertainment with this
knave mnder the same roof—too much en-

it back, and the figure of the jester paissed
the threshold, a figure o graceful and
well built the lady’s eyes, turning toward
him with mild joquiry, lingered with ap-
proval; . lingered ¢

“

“

“T’1l warrant me the story is known to

“«
<

“

“He dubbed himself the duke’s gift,

“Surely,” murmured the princess, “‘there

her

and

were upraised to &

jically.

“Rather shért.”

His eyes?” said the lady after an om-

inous pause.

Brown.” *

“His manners?’
“Those of a soldier.”

His speech?”

“That of one born to command.”

Command!” meturned the princess irom-
“Odious word!”
You, madam,” quickly = answered the

jester, ‘“he would serve.”

A moment her
coldly, proudly, and then
softened.

glance challenged his,
her features
The indolent look «rept into
eyes once more; the tension of her lips

tertainment, I fear me. Well, admit vue|relaxed.
bold fellow.” . : . “Command and serve!” flaughed the
Crossing to the door, the maid pushed | princess. ‘A paradox, if mot a paragon,

it seems! Not handsome, probably ugly!
A soldier, full of oaths; a blusterer, strong
in his cups! What @ list of qualifications!
Well,” with a sigh, “what must needs be
must be!  The emperor plays ithe rook.

POSSESS DIVINE POWER ?

Is But Little More Miraculous

THE DEAD BROUGHT BACK TO LIFE

Than Some of the Marvelous

Cures He Performs Without the Aid of Drastic Drugs,
Medicines or the Healing Agents Commonly Em-
ployed by the Medical Fraternity.

CURES THOSE A THOUSAND

Takes No Money for‘His Services,
and Teach Mankind a Secret

Rochester, Dec. 10—(Spécial Correspond-
ence)—Prof, Thomas F. "Adkin, a wealthy
resident of Rochester, N. Y., has truly
created a sensation among-the medical
fraternity. By some mysterious law of na-
ture he has done practically. everything
but bring dead to life, and doctors and
scientists who have witnessed his work
are looking -for him to do this next. In
fact, they have been so taken aback that
they would not now be surprised at any-
thing. They admit that all their remedies
and treatment are but toys and tinsel as
compared with the wonderful discovery of
this remarkable man. People say he pos-
sesses divine power. Many of- those who
have been cured by his mysterious power
Jook on him as agod. ButProf. Adkin
says: “No, I have no divine power. There
is nothing supernatural ‘about me. I have
simply discovered a secret law of nature

scientists for centuries- past.

as he is not actually dead and the yftal
crgans of the body have not been ff de-

I perfect my discovery a little mofe I
shall be able to'restore life to ‘any @ng
dying from drownipe : ;
which do not destro,

read what
I cured her
just the same as if been in my
office.” The wvisito
letters from patiend ong them that of
Mus. Phillips. The following extracts are
taken, word for word, from some of
letters. Mrs, Phillips writes:  “Wihet
first began ‘your treatment I had g™
in it at all, had tried so many

ferent “hospitals, with
soon got €o they di
told me they could gif nothing for me, and
that if I could f#l anything that could
do me any good for me to get it, for they
| had ‘done-everything they: eould. A suffer-

I.had ‘been bedfast for five years, unable
to stand up longer than ten mrinutes at a
time. 1f ever a woman suffered I did. I
could not e but on’one side. I ‘had two
lange bed sores that gave me a great deal
of trouble, and I suffered so much in other
ways. I had kidney trouble, catarrah of
the bladder and also gravel. T used to suf-
fer at times until T had spasms. 1 also
suffered from falling of the womb, ulcers
and chronie indigestion, and, of course, all
of these diseases left my nerves in a ter-
rible condition, when I finally wrote to
you, You have done for me what no one
else ever did. But my friends all say that
I have been raised from the dead. I was
nothing but skin and bones; now I am feel-
ing splendid. I say to every ome that if
they swould place their case in your hands
you will do the same for them. All they
need to do is to give you a trial.”

Miss Hattie L. Kelly, Seal Cove, Me:,
writes: “Words can hardly express the
gratitude I feel for what. your, treatment
has done for me. When I began taking
it T had given up hopes of ever being well.
The doctors said I had cénsumption and
couldn’t live long. Now, after taking the

Francis moves his pawn, my
The game, beyond the two wmoves,
naught to us. Perhaps we shall be sacri-
ficed, one or both! . Wihat of that, if it's

is

g a draw, or one of the players checkmates

the other’—

“But, princess,” cried the fool, “he loves
Passionately! Devoutedly!”
for a painted sem-
blanice!” said the lady, as, rising, she turn-
ed toward ‘the casement, the golden Qupid
falling from her lap to the floor.

“Nay,” he answered awiftly, “he has
but to see you, with the sunlight in your
hair, as I see you now! The pawn,madam,
would become a gueen, his queen! Wnat
would matter to him the game of Charles
or Francis? Let Charles grow greater or

you!
“A passing fancy

Francis emaller. His gain would - be—
you!”
She shook her head in soft dissent.

“Queen for how long?” she anawered gent-
ly. “As long as gentle Qlaude was queen
for Francis? As long as saintly Eleanor
held undisputed sway?” !

“Ag long as Eleamor is queen in the
hearts of her people!” he exclaimed pas-
sionately. ‘“As long as France is her
bridegroom!”

Deliberately she half turned, the coil of
gold falling over her shoulder. Near her
hand, white against the dark casement, a
blood red rose trembled at the entrance
of her chamber, and, grasping it lightly,

bery few cleans-
in which Sunlight

be used to advant.

Soap canj
age. l#fmakes the home bright
and clean. 18

Doctors and Scientists Unable to Explain the Wonderful Phenomena

' MILES AWAY THE
“SAME AS THOSE WHO CALL IN PERSON

Says His Mission [s to Heal Disease

_ Law of Nature Which Has Been
Ovetlooked by Docfors and Scientists for Centuries Past.

month’s treatment, I am almost well, and
I know that another month’s treatment
will entirely cure me. 1 have gained in
flesh wonderfully, and think there is mo
treatment on earth which can compare
with it. You may use this letter in any
way you choose, and hope it will be
the means of bringing others to you.”

L. A. Warren, Finey, Me., writes: “I
was afflicted with paralysis for over four
vears, and was treated by different mag-
petic healers, and other doctors, and got
no relief. I think your treatment is more
than you claim. They all say it was like
bringing the dead to life to be restored
to health in such a short time. I can not
praise you enough.”

Doctors have so

ht out and brought
& in the country to
g they might benefit
gone away convinced

which has been overlooked by doetors and L f

that any man’s life‘can be saved so 1g g‘

stroyed, and I further believe that; {gheny

ed from every: disease that fleshfis leir to:|
'he does heal those thousands of miles

poor self.

dhinvisible power or force
. ‘I'hey can not explain
Prof. Adkin is quite

althy. He li
istrocratic seqon of the city. He has a
cfhess interests, but devotes

oalings the sick.. He

ip to any one
you need to
Yiim. If you

e length of tigg
s 4N Bll you the
treatment for youpgfda

plaght. Prof. Adkin tg®s an intense de-

Rith healing or drugs. He
‘method is scientific in the high-
free, although scientists so far have
¥ utterly unable to comprehend it. One
ing s sure, and that is he has some
mysterious knowledge, agent or process by

which he restores health to people in the -

very last stages of usually fatal diseases.
Over twenty doctors have taken up the
study of his methods. 'Some are staying
right with him and daily witness the re-
markable cures he performs. Nearly every
train brings invalids to be healed, by his
power. He gets an enormous mail from
persons in .nearly all parts of - the globe.
The. most mysterious thing about his
whole worlki is his ability to heal &t a dis-
tance, but there is no lack of proof that

away the same as those who call person-
ally. fThis would seem to prove beyond
doubt that thought, will power or some
\mysterious, intangible force can be sent
through space the same as we are now
able to telegraph without wires; but how
this force takes hold and quickly rids the
body of material disease is totally inex-
plicable. In some cases Prof. Adkin sends
a peculiar magnetized food product in con-
centrated form, swhich, he claims immedi-
ately revitalizes the whole system. ‘What
his food product is, how he makes it or
charges it with magnetic fluid, is his secret.
Doctors and scientists are vainly puzzling
their brains trying to discover it. Those
who
may communicate with Prof. Adkin by
addressing him as follows: Thomas F.
Adkin, office 410 iL,, Rochester, N. Y. Rich
and poor alike receive the same courtesy.
He has an exteremely affable manner, but
is intensely earnest in everything he does.
Leading business men and bankers speak
very highly of him, and some say that he
has done more for the upbuilding of the
eity than any other man in Rochester.

che held it to her face as if its perfume
symbolized her thoughts.

“Is there so much constancy in the
world?” she asked musingly. ‘“Cam such
singleness of heart exist? Like this flower,
which would bloom and die at my win-
dow? A beld flower, though! Day by day,
has it been growing mnearer. Here,” she
added, breaking it from the stem and hold-
ing it to the jester.

“Madam!” he cried.

“Take it,” she laughed, “and—send it
to the duke!” Kneeling, he received ib.
“Thou art a fellow of infinite humor in-
deed. Equally at home in a lady’s boudoir
or a fools’ drinking bout. Come, Jaicque-
line, Queen Marguerite awaits our pres-
ence. She has a new chapter to read, but
whether amother installment of her tales
or a prayer for her Mirror of the Sinful
Soul I know not. As for you, sir’—with
a parting smile—"later we ghall walk in
the gatden. There you may await us.”

(To be continued)

SPORTING EVENTS

QURLING.
Yarmouth's New Rink.

. Dec. 21—The new rink of the
Curling Club has recently been

It is a sightly, substantial

Yling, 170x60 feet over all, with an ice
aflor of 140x50 feet. In one end of the build-
g there are club rooms which ‘are connect-
ed by folding doors with the promenade
around the ice floor. There is a gallery
over these rooms for spectators. The build-
ing is piped for gas and lighted with Auer
lights. ]

The club has a membership of ssme eight
of Yarmouth’s most prominent citizens.
S. Taylor is honorary president, ar’
,Cann is president.

Canada’'s Oldest Baptist

Dead.
Niagara Falls, Dec. 21.—(¢

Adams €leghorn, the oldest

ister in Canada, died here

ordained in 1841 and be

person to Teceive the

Falls.

-

are sick and would like to be healed

if




