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the Storm Centre. His real name is John D.
Driscoll, familiarly shortened to Din Driscoll.

At the close of the Civil War he finds him- A
self a lleutenant-colonel in General Joe| Maria de La Luz, his daughter.
Shelby’s brigade of Confederate daredevils,
by his comrades as emissary to the| Tiburcio blackmailer of the highway,scout
Emperor Maxmilian of Mexioo.

Jacqueline, who is the Marquise Jeanne Augustin Fischer, ‘‘the Fat Padre,’”’
d&’Aumerle, on & mission of high politics | gade priest of subtle parts. .
Napoleon III to the the Court of| Michael Ney, grandson of the ‘‘Bravest of| ‘““Old Brothers and Sisters,” *Tall Mose™’

Mexico. Bledsoe, of the County of Plke, and yet more

The Pedl?ple of the Story

. Colonel Dupin, the “‘Tiger of the Tropices,’”
Anastasio Murguis, a Mexican hacendado, | chlef of the Contra Guerillas,

who .acquires riches

Missourian, kmown in every fight as| Oharlotte of Orleans, the Empress

j Berthe, her maid. The

Maximilien, archduke of Austria, occupant | of the
of the New World threne created for him.

Rodrigo Galan, brigand and guerilla.
and “loyal Imperialist.”

the Brave.”

Madame La Marechale, his bride.

Marshal Bazaine, -commander-in-chief | of the

French Army of Occupation in Mexico. Benito Juarez, president of the Mezxican
i Republic. !

by running Federal| Miguel Lopez, colonel ot Dragoons, a fa-
blockades into Bouthern ports. He ie both vorite
a coward and a miser Monsieur Bloin, the Imperor's secretary.
Marquez, Miramon, Mejia, Mendez, 1mperi-
alist o
Regules Bscobedo, Republican officera.
Daniel Boone, first Scout among the Mis-
a rene- | sourlans, one-time editor and editor yet to

of the Emperor.

icers.

Missouri colonels.

UHATER 1.
A Wilful Maid Arzives Fpom France.

“I'll tell thee, it is the stubbornest
young fellow of France, full of ambition.”
—As You Like It.

Jacgueline was a gentlewoman of|
France. But there was usually migchief
in her handsome head, for all its queenly
poice. Just now, she was running away
jrom the ship. Captain and officers of
the Imperatrice Eugenie, ~Imperial red
pantaloons, gilt Imperial eagles, such
tokens of awe were yet not awful enough
to hold Jacqueline. So, with the humil-
ity of limp things in that sticky air, the
salors shoved closer in the emall boat
and made place for the adjustment of
crisp ekirts, With the lady went her
gentle little Breton maid, who trembled
with the trembling of every plank in those
norther-rocked waters. The high sun,just
showing himeelf after the late gale, was
sucking a gummy moisture out upon all
surfaces, and the perspiring men felt mean
and base before the starchy freshness of|
the two girls.

No one was pleased that Jacqueline wae
going, except Jacqueline herself. But she
was keen for it. She had been impervious
to their flustered anxiety, also to the
tributes to her importance betrayed there-
in. In vain they argued no fewer than
two emperors to diesuade her. She meant
to ‘have a walk cn the ehore and—a de-
mure Parisian shrug settled it.

Jacqueline rested a high-heeled boot on
e cail of rope and blithely hummed an old
song— ‘Mironton, mironton, mirontaine!”
©Oh, how she had wearied of bumping,
heaving, bumping! At fist she had en-
joyed the storm. It was a new kind of
play, and the mise-enscene was quite ade-
quate. But ennui had eurged in again
long before danger had surged out. And
now she considered that some later een-
sation was due her, just as eupper after
an evening of fasting. In such a way.
her life long, Jacqueline had sustained
existenca. Her nourishment was ever
tthe latest “frisson,” to use her own word.
She craved thrills of emotion, ecstatic
thrills. Naturally, then, three weeks of
ocean had fretted the restless lass as in-
tolerable, tyrannical.

During the norther’s blinding fury, the
liner of the Compagnie Trans-Atlantique
had groped widely out of her course, to
find herself off Tampico #hen the storm
abated. But the skipper saw in his ill-
luck a chance for fresh meat, and he de-
cided to communicate with the port be-
fore going on to Vera Cruz. And when
Jacquéline found that out, ehe decided to
communicate with the port too.

' Little enough harm in that, truly; if
only it were any one elee but Jacqueline.
In her case, though, all concerned would
have felt easier to keep her on board.
Then, when the ehip eailed, they were
sure to have her there. Otherwise, they
assuredly were not. For they knew well
her startling capacity for whims. But |
never, never, could they know the start-

ling next way a whim of hers might
m. Yet did she give herself the emall
of wheedling? Not ehe. The mys-,
tery of her august guardianship, of mno
less than two emperors, and the rasponsi-'
bility falling on captain, crew, red trous-.
ers, and gilt eagles—He bien, what themn?
Neither were they cunning with theiri
dark warnings of outlawxy.and wiolence.
Dreadfulest horrors might lurk in: the
motley Gulf town held by force against
bloodthirsty Mexicans:;* But croaking like
that only gave brighter promise of the
ecstatic shiver. 8o, parbleu, she went!

The brunt of anxiety fell on poor Ser-
geant Ney. Here was a young soldier
whom a month before Louis Napoleon had
rummoned to the Tuilegles, to charge him
j\’it‘h the Jady's safe retatn lo Maximil-
ian’s court in the City of Mexico, where
she was First Dame of Honor about the
Empress Charlotte. The dorder was not
a military one, else it7iipst have fallen
10 an officer of rank. It was not even
official.  But no doubt "3+ enfolded more
of weight for that very #éason. Napoleon
I1I. believed that in theignofficial, in lit-
tleness and dark gliding, lay the way to
govern a state. Michel Ney regarded his
task as a complete enigma. He had only
to see a ginl to the end of her journey.
He was a glow-thinking, even a mon-
thinking agent, but in a contingency he
could fight, still without thinking.

The girl under his escort, however, was
another eort of agent entirely. She was
the epirit of the enigma, the very per-
sonification of the Napoleonic ephinx.
She was the Imperial Secret flung a
thousand leagues, there to work iteelf out
alone in a new land of empire. Two
months ago Louis Napoleon had recalled
her from the Mexican court to her old
circle, to the Tuileries, to St. Cloud, to
Compiegne, and almost at once he had
sent her back again. This time she came
with the sphinx’s purpose.

Getting himself “into the small boat, Ney
stole a glance at the gray eyes opposite
him—for the moment they were gray,
as well as treacherously innocent and
pensive—and he reflected woefully that
she had quite too much spirit altogether
for an Egyptian dame of stome, She was
making it very hard for him. What ca-
price might not possess her while on
shore, and the ship to sail within a few
hours? It was not a predicament for
sabre play. And he made the mistake
of trying to wield his wits a little.

“I should take it as an honor, made-
maiselle,” he faltered, “I should, truly,
if you'd only believe that I would impose
my escort for the pleasure it gives me, as
well as—as well as—"

But she did not seem to notice that he
stumbled. Her eyes were intent on the
green water, which the oars transmuted
into eddying crystals. He would go on,
che knew, and Jay more exposed the place
where she meant to strike. She had
coquetted with him, old play fellow that
he was, for just a little during the voyage,
as with others too, for that matter. But
che had tired of it, as she had alo of the
chagrin of wives and ewecthearls on
board, or as «he had of Hugo's “Napoleon
Je Petit,” which ehe read purely out of
contrariness to the censorship laid on the
exiled poet. Michel Ney, however, and
ihis she noted carefully, now kept close
within hie soldier’s shell, He had that
unofficial duty to think on, which was
enough and over.

“__ag well as,” he finished desperate-
ly, “ag a duty to an authority over us
hoth. If yow would believe that, made-
moiselle?”

Then ehe struck. A word sufficed. “Oh,
Vonsienr the Sergeant!” she exclaimed.
Her tone was deprecating, but ehe lin-
gered wickedly on the title. The young

uniform. No other cut or dloth in the
whole imperial army of France was more

dashing than the sky-blue of a Chasseur

d'Afrique, but none of that filled Michcl'ﬂ‘ “Ave there guerrillas there?” she a:«kc” Jacqueline’s elbows were on the table ar}(l
eves. For him there were only thel pensively. { her chin on two finger tips, and she dis-

worsted stripes. He colored and winged.
“Forgive 1e,” she eaid meekly,
chould have maid, ‘Monsicur the Duke.'”
The Chasseur flushed like a boy. “Why

will you harp on what a grandfather|j. distaste at the rocking sa.l- Now she | divers natives manifested symptoms of go-

made me?’ he blurted out. “And what's
a duke——%"

“And a prince’—the Prince of Mos-
Lowa!” She courtesied from her slender
waist.

“Alag for my blunders,” she sighed,
“for it was more delicate after all to call
you sergeant. In that I bongratulate you
yourself, Michel.and never a grandfather.”

Ney frowned unhappily. “The first
Prince of Moskowa was dnce a sergeant,”
he murmured, “and why shouldn’t T, in
thiz new country—"

“Mironton, mironton. iairontaine,”, she
sang, and smiled on him.

His eyes flashed, and because of the

voice his heart quickened. He had heard |

of “this new country.” It was “ a gold

mine in a bed of roses,” but with a thorn |

to say nothing of a bayomet, for every
bud, and like many another young French-
man he hoped to win. renown in the ro-
mantic Mexican Empire, sprung like Min-
erva from the brain of his own emperor.
And now here was a girl humming the
war song of his fathers and of his race,
and flaunting his warrior’s ambition in it.

“My Serdgeant has gone to the wars,
Far off to war in Flanders,

He's a bold prince of commanders,
With a fame like Alexander’s—
‘Mironton, mironton, mirontaine!

o i . & .
“Mon Sergot s’en’ va t-en guerre—
Ne sais quand reviendra.
AMironton, mirontos, mirontaine!”

Having thus ousted the crusading hero
of the song, and put the slang for “ser-
geant” in his stead, Jacqueline leaned
back on the gunwale quite contented. She
fell to gazing on the transparent emerald
of the inshore, and plunged in her hand.
The soft, plump wrist turned baby pink
under the rifles. Of a sudden Berthe her
maid half ecreamed, whereat with a de-
lighted little gasp of fright, she jerked
out the hand. But she put it back again,
to tempt the watchful shark out there.

“My grandfather was only a duke,” she
mused aloud, very humbly. But she peep-
ed up at Ney in the most exasperating
manner. He could just see the gray eyes
behind the edge of lace that fell from the
slanting brim of her hat. He would not,
though, meet ¢he challenge. He kept to
sincerity as the safer ground.

“Like mine. mademoiselle, yours made

himself one, under Napoleon.” ;

“The great Napoleon,” she corrected
him gently.

Michael aszented with a sad little nod.
Then he raised his head bravely. “And
why not do things without a great Na-
poleon, and, after all, isn’t he a Napo-
leon, and one who—"

“Is Jucky enaugh to bear a mame that
means seven million votes. I should rath-
er be a ‘sergeant’ and congratulate none
byt myself on it, Monsieur the—Duke.”

Again, with the wisdom of a slow in-

telligence, the Chasseur held back from{

her subtleties. If only he might betray
her into frankness—a compliment she paid
to few men and to a woman never—then,
just possibly, he mighs make her tract-
able as to their prompt return to the
ship.

“Still. it is a name to rolly to,” he per-
sisted, acknowledging in spite of himself
the mhagic that had swayed the Old Guard.

For once she left the poor shark in
peace.

“A name, a name?” she repeated.

“Isn’t ‘France’ enough of a mame for
your rallying, monsieur?”

But the honest mood could not last. In
the same breath she hastemed on, “Yes,
yes, France, the beloved of us proud
grandchildren of original dukes. Of my-
self, sir, with a chateau in the Bourbon-
nais, whose floors are as well watered as
the vineyards outside. And your France
too, Michel, giving you only your clean
linen to disguise the sergeant and remind
us of the marshal of the First Empire.
Of course,” she added kindly, “there is
the bravery. I had forgotten that, O
grandson of the ‘brave des braves.” But
then?—Bonte divine, there’s no rank in
courage, mon ami! It’s not the epaulette
of a French uniform—it's the merest lin-
ing”

“And that,” the vouth cried doggedly,
“is still enough to—"

“To do things for France, eh petit
piou-piou?”’

“Helas! our France can't expect much
from me. But you, mademoiselle, you will
do things for her!” It was a spontaneous
tribute, just . that, without thought of
prying into the ‘secret of her mission.
“While 1,” he ended dismally, “can only
fight.”

“But you forget,” she answered gravely,
“that after all a woman can only give.”

That cynicism of life which had become
a part of the young girl was yet gaiety
itself. Youth and fhealth and beauty
would not have even ecynicism otherwise.
But mnow, as she spoke, the irony was
bitter, and worn, as of age. And behind
it was a woman’s reluctance before some
abhorred sacrifice. a sacrifice which would
entail the woman’s power to give.

Ney stared at her uncomprehendingly.
Here lay a clue to her mysterious errand
in Mexico. But he was not thinking of
her as the Napoleonic enigma personified.
It was of herself he thought, an enigma
apart. She was— a flower of France.
Yet many. many flowers blossom
there. She might be a grande dame of
nobility of wemanhood as well ag of fam-
ilv. Or again, she might e only an al-
luring, heartless witch, that helped to
make tempting. and darfinable, the bril-
liant Second Empire. But in any case,
Jacqueline was truly as dainty as a
flower.

“Jt has alreadw cost us enough to gain
this New World.” ventured the Chasseur,
waving a hand toward the desow.e sbor:
“and we made Maximilian emperor, but
now they say that, that he would—they
say so in Paris, mademoiseile—that he
would rob us of it.”

“Indeed, monsieur?’ There was wain
ing in the look she gave him.

“But,” he plunged on boldly. “our eol-
diers still hold it, that is, until scmecne
shall win it for us for our very owm. ab-
solutely. Ducal grandfathers -ieves did
more than that for France.’

“Where are you leading, Michel? Plowsa
take me with you.”

“To a question. Don’t you think ‘some-
one’ is risking a great deal for a little
walk on shore?”

Before she answered he knew {hat ehe
had seea through all his blundering wiles.

‘I{ out of Tampico especially—"

| “You should know. But they say, thal | posed herself placidly, as though this were
| the Maison Doree and Tout Paris saunter-
She was gazing toward the land. sandy | ing by. The town was beginning to

| and flat. Once she looked Y1tk with Jive- | stretch after its siesta. 'That is to eay,

! interrupted. : Iing to move in the course of _time.
“Jt would be fun traveiing aveland-- | “Look!” exclaimed Jacqueline. “Only
| and such excitement!” ' | give vourself the trouble to look!”
Ney's shoulders went up 'n despair. She was pointing to a man, of course.
“Oh. my poor guardian!” :he exclaimed | The Chasseur stirred uneasily. One could
contritely. “But why aren’t you a reader  never see to the end of Jacqueline’s slen-
of the poets? Then you would find some | der finger. “There, Berthe,” she cried,
thing to say to make me feel—sur=y.~ “it's Fra Diavolo, just strayed from- the
i “You say it then.” { Opera.”
“Why, for example, you mtgnt euil 231! The stranger she meant was talking
tie stored vengeance of heavea 1ight | darkly to ancther man in the door of the
| down on my ungrateful top.” | Cafe. If a Fra Diavolo, he was at reast
The soldier gazed at the unhgrac2ia top. | not disguised in his monk’s cowl, either
It was of burnished copper. A .eb-licus |because the April day was too hot or be-
lock was then blowing in the w2ad, and |cause he had never owned one. But he
there was a wide, rakish crown eof yice- |stood appareled in his banditti role, very
white straw. There was also a soré skin | picturesque and barbaric and malevolent.
of creamy satin, lips blood red, 4 veivet | And though he posed heavily, he yet had
patch near a dimple, and two gray oves that Satanic fascination which the beau-
| that danced behind the hat's fl.s cur-|tiful of the masculine and the sinister of
{ain. An ungrateful top, out of wul mercy! {the devil cammot help haying. His bat-
! | tered magnificence of a charro garb fitted
CHAPTER II. | well the diabolic character which Jacque-
i . ] | line assigned him. Spurs as bright as dol-
{ A Fra Diavolo in the Land of Roses. |lars jangled jon high russet heels. His
L& = ! brecches closed to the flesh like a glove,
. i e holder of | ., that his limbs were as sleek as some
The torpid sordid and sunbaked port of | Slossy forest animal’'s. The cloth was of
Tampico ga\;e little promise of al ht w! Robin-Hood green, ioxefl over in bright
| aabié end Tave and exotic e th::g iy | yellow leather. From hip to ankle undu-
| il oman’s osvelad Wil of ecs;tas 2 lated a seam of silver clasps. More silver,
Ther: ; J s y..{ in braided scrolls, adorned his jacket, and
| There was first the sand bar, which kept| T 2und the waist was a red
| ships from coming up the deep Panuco to ' St Y 2 ferred
| the town. Beyond therc were lagoons and | banda. Jacqueline would have preterre
L T 2 | the ends dangling, like a Neapolitan’s.
| swampe mottling the flat, dreary, moisture- - od. wore
| sodden, fever-scouraged land. There were The ranchero, for such hc appeared, WO
ao) 4 i il tuah Lind ~| two belts. One was a vibora, or seprcnﬁ,
| solemn pelicans, and su ind of gro . 0 2 g
| : " for carrying money: the other held his
i;:esque blrdha? “6: fmlyn%ne leg, 1:’}:;“:% | weapons, a long hunting knife and a Te-
1:.25. e:;:f ioorflarw;; ‘:nybzfl;ﬂha,d eve;,lvplver, each in a scabbard of stamped
< 6

1 . .

| : < VeT | Jeather embroidered with gold thread. His
| noticed. Suen an old fellow would outline | ‘ o E
 Limself against the yellow loneliness, hkelso(;m?;em avt‘?.scolmxfg(‘l g’g:":d e::;:' d'e';mg;’

i INED & s ploaopt s oy | a silver rope as thick as a garden hose,
;%n the end of his own hobbling crutch. | ®i oy 41 re's realism in tl et
arpons apd eharks and sword fiah, mon-‘ ties,” Jacqueline noted with an artist’s
critical eye. “See, there’s dry mud on

strous, sinister, moved slothfully in the

vieeid waters. From scrubby growth on ... > is brigh ; i
the banks a hundred or,a hundred thou- 2’; ;‘me:fldq};h:t mantsl(;l':sa,:sn??;‘i
joud oo W el rebuking | o1 Pl wager, and he's in the saddle
thevm\a,dcrs of their solitude. almost constantly too. My faith, our
Next, clusters of thatch roofs appeared, | F'ra Diavolo is exquisite!” :
{and in an hour the party from the lm-| The other of the two men was a’with-
’perat.nce Fugenie gained the wharf of the | ered, diminutive, gaunt and hollow old
{ port. The sailors managed to steer through | Mexican. He quailed like a frightened
| a tangle of shipping and dugout scows, the | miser before Fra Diavolo.
| latter heaped high with fruits and flowers| “The riek? Coming to this! town a
| of many colors, or hides or fish of many | risk!” Fra Diavolo was echoing the
| aromas. Before the small boat could touch ancient man. ‘‘Bah, Murgia, you would
| the worm-eaten quay, Jacqueline had pois- | haggle over a little risk as though it were
| ed herself on its edge, caught her skirts, | some poor Confederate’s last bale of cot-
iand hopped lightly over the stretch of ton. But I—por Dios, T get tired of the
| water yet remaining. Then she gazed mounta{m. And then I come to gm-
| curiously around on Mexico. pico. Yet you ask why I come? ien,
{  And Mexico was there in various forms| senor mio, this i& why.”. A gesture ex-
| to greet her, though in no form animated. | plained. Fra Diavolo unctuously rubbed
| Sluggish creatures under peaked sombreros | his thumb over his fingers. The meaming
{of muddied straw seemed to be growing | of, the gesture was, “Money!”
| against the foreground of wharf and dingy | old man recognized the pantomime
| warehouses, and fastened to the back- | and_ehivered. , He ehrank into his long
ground of sallow blazing streets and cal- | black coat as  though right willingly he
| low reflecting walls there were still the | would ehrink away altogether. Hie par-
same human barnacles. But no creature 511::;11& e?e!}ged even. to tspi;c-eh‘d« Hih};mri
| seemed e ove. ey all looked a | ®U ugitave voice into t ep! s
%pair;xe(;if a:rdt;n? of W{if‘;mg vegebarble! the voluminous coat and there clutched
and flesh and fish everywhere, which grew | it as a coin in a chest. Then he paid
so rank in life that in death their rotting it out as ’t’.hough 1t were a ool indeed.
could mnever keep pace. :‘}\;_“tn ”hihst;mmmd. o
= : No bute, e fierce ranchero growled;
OA lazy to'\vn stre@hed up a lazy ot thunderously. “Not one, Don Aa,ngastaﬂio,
n a hill farther up the river a fortress| . : 4 Sk )
il 1s e, ao haet 1 deviee o s | B0 R WD R
distubed T h the Tatil ditis wess Austrian tyrant’s heel, not while there‘I
- In the town the g8 yet breathes a patriot to scorn peril and
of warped timber, and a few of stome.| g 11 " on1o that he gets the sinews of
Parasitic tumors, like loathsome black| ./ > ge ;
ulcers, swelled abundantly on the roofs. " . : 1
Tioey "were the Duszards, the only forta of | monasing, brtal. e Aissiado twiteie|
life J’Jeld sacred. To clean up nature’s and | o4 and trembled before it. Under the tow-
man’s ependthrift killing was a blessed ser-| gring and prismatic ¥ra Diavolo he cow‘t
vice in Tampico. It saved exertion. ered, an insignificant figure. The unre-|
A strange region, by all odds! But @t| lieved black of his attire accorded with,
least one could walk thereon, and Jacque- | his meagre frame. It was secretive, mis- |
line thought it droll. An outlandish cor-|erly, A black stock covered a withered |
ner of the earth such as this was ome-| collar. A dingy, silk tile was tightly pack-|
thing never expericnced before. But 35| ed over a rusted black wig. Boots hid|
to that, the outlandish corner might have| their tops under the ekinte of his coat, |
said t'hf:, same about Jacqueline. Men|and the coat in ttm was partly concealed
stared. like dazed sheep on the astounding | under a black &b wl. But there was one
apparition of a lady. Some among them | incongruous item. Boots, coat, hat and
were entirely clothed, in sun-yellowed | all were crusted with brine. He had evi-
white. There was a mepchant or so, 3|dently passed throughs salty epray, had
coffee exporter or s0,a rafehero or 6o, and | hraved the deep, this shrinking old man
hacondados from the interior. But they|in frayed black. Just now his eyes, nor-
were all hard, typical, and often darkly|mally moist and avaricious, were parched
acowling, which seemed. an habitual ex-|dry by fear, as though a flame had passed
pression ir;f;pired by the thought of a for- ZI:er them. They might have rattled in
eign Hapsburg emperor so mighty and eir gaping sockets. Fear also helped
proud, far off in their capital. There was him clutch his voice, which he paid out
not an officer among them; mor, quite regardless of expense.
likely, a gentleman. Never a bit of red “You know, Don—"" But Fra Diayloo
ms .tr:v[‘h be ﬁeen lfrc_rm vatéhe garrison on the ‘S‘c{:wledl’mand”thlf x:na.met died on 1}.\5 lips.
. e nch invaders up there, with ou OW, e went on, “why you
pardonable taste, kept’toth&ugselves."nheir haven’t seen me for so long. It's the
policing ended with the smothering of re- blockade up there. It's closer than ever
volt. So against the stain of tainted man- | BOW. This time I waited many nights
Xind, the vision of delicate femininity con- | for a chance to run in, and as many more
trasted as a fleck of spotless white on a to run out again.” .
besmeared palette. But crows, scavengers, ﬂ;;-‘\;;‘;g"“ ;:queezed the p;)or devils a]l}
men, they were all so many ‘‘creatures” er for your weevily corn and
to Jacqueline—the setting of a very novel shoddy boots?”
scene, and she would not have had it Jacqueline, who could mot hear a word,
otherwise. told her companions wath a child's ex-
She turned to her maid, who shrank hesi- pectancy only to wait and they would see
tating in the boat. “Berthe, you pitiful Fra Diavolo eat up the poor little crow.
little ninny, are you coming? Then do, The crow, meantime, +was trying to
and do not forget the satchel.” For a|oust the notion that had alighted in the
promenade of an hour the inhabitants of brain of Fra Diavolo. “Of course I ought
two imperial courts must needs have a to ask the Confederates ‘higher prices as
satchel, filled, of _.course, with mys- the riske increase,” he eaid, then paused
el of ke toilet. The maid and shook his head and wig and hat like
obeyed, and followed her muistress| 2 mournful pendulum. “But how can I?
up the lazy ascending street. ‘They The South hardly grows any more cotton.

5 . 2 | It cannot pay high, and—"
passed through the Alameda of dense ¢yD-| . Day e = it
resses, an inky blot as on blaring manila | A ‘}11(11}‘%}'?5. m_tt T'E)yth aﬁ,:ﬂ-‘ (‘;“ﬁ_ gl
paper, while the ehade overhead was pro- | ‘—}‘iint t.l; Neresie (I’( s and cngeh
fane with jackdaws. The lady tripped on, | = -y
and into the street again. -Ney and a|
sailor hurried to overtake her. The other
gailors meantime went on their errand for |
fresh meat, but Michel had said to the|
steward in charge, *'If there should be any |
need, 1'll send this man to you. Then you ' ¢in, “man for your daughter, eh, Don
come, all of you, quick!” | Anastasio, though youwll deny that you
Jacqueline pushed cn her voyage of dis-| (oyld give her to any man? Bien, bonis-
covery, and her retinue trooped behind,} gimo [ am geing to prove myself an
single file, over the narrow, bm'@mg side- t‘h'gil;]e euitor. In another minute Your
\\'a.]k_s”ot patched flagstone. 'The word ) \ercy will be frightened enough to pay.
“Cafe” on a corner building caught her| Attention now!” ;
eve. It was a native fonda, overflowing| Ko saying he drew a reed whistle from
with straw-bottomed chairs and rusty iron| hig iackAet. 1t was no thicker than a pen-
tables half-way across the street, making| j], ‘and not half eo long.
carts and burros find their way round. Murguit gripped his arm. “My daugh-
Mexico’'s outward sings at least were be-| ter?” he cried. “It has been weeks since
ing done over into French. Hence the| J—but you must have seen her lately. Oh
dignity of ‘‘Cafe.” tell me, senor; there is no bad news of
“Here is Paris,” the explorer announced. | her?” He had forgotten the threatened
«And this is the Boulevard.” She scated |'extortion. His voice was open too, gener-
herself before one of the iron tables that| ous in its anxiety.
rocked on the egg-like cobblestones. She “Newe of her, yes. But it is vague
made Ney sit down also, and included | news. There's a mystery about your

“Senor, J—Your Mercy knows that I
always pay at—at the usual place—near
the forest.”

“You mean that you won't pay here,
because I am the one in danger here, and
not you? ‘Bien, you want a money-get-

f Think, if anything should happen to you,

Berthe and the sailor. An olive barefoot | daughter, Don Anastasio.”
boy took their order for black cotice.| But at this point Fra Diavolo dismissed

)

mystery and daughter both with an _ugly
grimace. Nor would le say another word,
for all the father's pleading. Instead, he
remembered the little Teed whistle in his
hand, and ewung round to blow upon it,
in epite of the palsied hand clutebing at
his arm. But in turmng, he Dbecame
aware of the amused Parisienne watching
him. His jaw fell, whereat Don Anas-
tasio's hand elipped from his arm, and
Don Anastasio himeelf began to slip away.

“Stop!” roared Fra Diavole. “No, go
ahead. Wait at the meson, though, until
I come. Wait until I give you your paes-
ports.”

Then he turned again to stare at the
girl who all unconsciously had wrought
the poor little crow’s releace.

CHAPTER 1II.
The Violent End of a Terrible Bandit.

“Come listen to 'me, you gallants so free,
All you that love mirth for to hear,
And T will tell you ¢f a bold outlaw.”
3 —Robin Hoed.

“Oh, oh, now he's coming to eat us!”
Jacqueline gasped. g

The fierce stranger, however, seemed
undecided. His brow furrowed, and for
the momeat he only stared. Jacqueline
peeped through the lashes curtaining her
eyes. She wanted to see his face, and
che saiv one of bold lines. The chin was
a hard right angle. The mouth was a
cruel line between heavily sensuous lips.
The nose was a eplendid line, and a very
assertive and insolent mnose altogether.
The forehead was rugged, with a free
curving sweep. Here there would have
been a certain nobility, only its slope was
just a hint too low. The skin was tawny.
The moustache was black ‘and oristling,
as was also the thick hair, which lay
back like grass before a1 breeze. The
shaggy eyebrows were 1’;1'arted by deep
clefts, the dark corrugatians of frowning.
One wondered if the man did not turn
the foreboding scowl on ard off by design.
But all these were matters that fitted in
with the other striking *oroperties,” and
Jacqueline was fairly well satisfied with
her Fra Diavolo. As she declared to her-
gelf, here was the very dramatic pres-
ence to mount upon a war charger!

Now when Jacqueline peeped—there was
gomething irresistible about it—the fur-
rows in the black-beetled brow smoothed
themeelves out, whether the stranger
meant them to or not. And a vague Te-
solve took ‘hold on Fim, and quickened
his breath. Her glance might have been
invitation—Tampico was mnot a drawing
room—but still he hesitated. There was
a certain hauteur in the set of the dem-
oigelle’s head, which outbalanced the mis-
chief in her eyes. He felt an indefinable
sevdrity in her tempting beauty, and this
was new to his philosophy of woman. But
as he drank in further details, his resolve
stiffened. That Grecian bend to her crisp
skirt was evidently an extreme from the
Rue de la Paix, foretelling the end of stu-|
pendous flounces. Then there was the|
#ilt to the large hat, and the veil falling |
to .the level of the eyes, and the disquiet-
ing charm of both. The wine-red lips had
a way of .smiling and curling at the same
time. And still again there was that line |
of the neck, from the shoulder up to
where it hid tunder the soft, old-gold  ten-
drils, and that line was a thing of beauty
and seductive mniystery. The dreadful
ranchero went down in humility before
ithe splendor of the tantalizing Parisienne.

Michel Ney leaned nearer OVer the
table. “In all conscience, mademoiselle,
your Fra Dikvolo is bizarre enough,” he
said, “but please don’t let us stir him up.

why Mexico, why France would—"

“You flatterer!” she mocked him. “Only
{wo empires to keep me out of a flirta-
tion? It's not enough, Michael.”

A shadow fell over him. “My apolo-
gies,” spoke a deep voice, “but the sen-
orita, she is going to the City, to the
Capital, perhaps?”’ _

The syllables fell one by one¢, distinct
and heavy. The Spanish was elaborately
ceremonious, but the accent was Mexican
and almost guttural.

“I’impertinent!” cried Ney, bounding
to his feet. No diffidence cloyed his man-
ner now. He was on familiar ground at
last, for the first time since fighting
Arabs in Algeria. He was supremely hap-
py too, and as mad as a Gaul can be.
“I’impertinent!” he repeated, coaxingly.

“Now dom’t be ridiculous, Michel,” said
Jacqueline. “‘He can't undexg;{and you.”

Moreover, the fame of the Chasseurs, of
those colossal heroes with - their terrible
sabres, of their legendary prowess in the
Crimea, in China, in Italy, in Africa.none
of it seemed to daunt the Mexican in the
least.

““How, little Soldier-Boy Blue?”’ he!
inquired with cumbrous pleasantry.

“Alag, senor,” said Jacqueline, “he’s|
quite a little brother to dragons.”

“What are you talking about?”’ Michel
demanded.

“I am keeping you from being eaten
up, young sire, but,” and Jacqueline’s
tone changed, ‘‘pray gve yourself the
trouble to be calm. He only means a
kindly offer of service, mo doubt, how-
ever strange that may seem to your deli-
cacy of breeding, Mansieur the Duke.”

Michel heaved a sigh and—sat down. He
was no longer on familiar ground. Then
Fra Diavolo proceeded to verify mademoi-
selle's judgment of him. Sombrero in
hand and with a pompuous courtliness,
he repeated his natural supposition that
the senorita was on her way to the City
(meaning the City of Mexico), and per-
haps to the court of His Glorious Ma-
jesty, Maximiliano. He offered himself,
therefore, in case he might have the feli-
city to be of use. This she need not con-
sider as personal, if it in any way of-
fended, but as an official courtesy, since
she saw in him an officer—an ofticer of

| your own account?

His Most Peace-loving Majesty's Contra
(tuerrillas. And thus to a conclusion, im-!
pressively, laboriously. |

Jacqueline was less delighted than at |
first. The dash and daredeviltry was |
somehow mnot quite sustained. But she
replied that he had surmised correctly,
and added that she was Mademoiselle |
d’Aumerle. |

He started at the name, and her eyes{
sparkled to note the effect. *“The Mar- |
quesa Juana de Aumerele!” he repeated. |

“Jeanne d’Aumerele, no other, sir,” she |
aseured him, but she watched him quizzi- |
cally, for she knew that another naine |
was hovering on his lips. |

“Surely not—" he began.

“gj senor,” and she smiled gcod humor-
edly, ' ©1 am—-‘Jacqueline.” ”

1t was a name that had sifted from the |
court down into distant plebian corners |
of the Mexican Empire, and it was ting-'
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ed—Jet us sav so at once—with the un-
pleasing hue of notoriety.

“His Ever Considerate Majesty Maxi-|
miliano would be furious if any harm.
should befall Your Ladyship,” Fra Dia-|
volo observed, “though,” he added to!
Liimself, “the empress would possibly sur-,
vive it.” i

Jacqueline looked at him eharply. But
in his deferential manner she could de-!
tect mo hint of a second meaning. Yet |
he had laid bare the kernel of the whole:
business that bore the name of Jacqueline. |
She betrayed no vexation. If this were |
her cross, she wag at least too haughtily
proud to evade it. For a passing iustant}
only she looked as she had in the small!
boat. when ehe had said that about the
mission of a woman being to give. The|
next moment, and the mood was gone. |
" With knowledge of her identity, the|

|
2q |

project-that was building in the stranger’s |
dark mind lcomed more and more danger-
ously venturesome. But as he gazed and
saw how pretty she was,-audacity march-
ed strong and he wavered no longer. And
when she thanked him, and added that
the ship was only waiting until she finish-
ed her coffee. he roused himself and drove |
with hard will to his purpose.

“Going on by water?”’ he protested.
“But Senorita de Aumerle, we are in the
season for northers. Look, those mean
another storm,” and he pointed overhead,
to harmless little cotton bunches of clouds
scurrying away to the horizon.

“Toh bien,” returned the senorita,“what
would you?”

He would, it appeared, that she go by |
land. He hoped that she did not consider!
his offer an empty politeness, tendered |
only in the expectation of its being re-
fused. He so contrived, however, that
that \was precisely the way his offer might
be interpreted, and in that he was deeper
than she imagined. She grew interested |
in the possibility of finishing her journey |
overland. He informed her that one could
travel a day westward on horseback to a
place called Valles, then take the City of
Mexico and Monterey stage, and reach the
City in two days, which was much shorter
than by way of the sea and Vera Cruz.

He spoke as dispassionately as a time
table. But he noted that she clothed his
skeleton data with a personal interest. |
And Ney also, who had caught the drift
of things, saw /mew mischief brewing in
her gray eyes.

“You really are mot thinking, mademoi-
sclle—" he interrupted. '

“And why not, pray?”’

“Why not? Why—uh—the bandits, of
course.”

Jacqueline turned to the stranger who
served as itinerary folder. Would he dis-
pose of the childish objection? He would.
But he wondered why the senor had not
mentioned one who was the most to be
feared of all bandits: in fact, the most
implacable of the rebels still battling
against His Truly Mexican Majesty. The
stranger paused expectantly, but as Ney
seemed to recognize mo particular outlaw.
from the description, he went on with a
deepening frown. “—and who is none
other than the Capitan Don Rodrigo
Galan.”

“Who's he?’ Ney inquired, willing
enough to have any scarecrow whatever
for Jacqueline. /

“Is it possible?—Your Merey dbes not
know?”

Ney pleaded that he had never been in
the country before.

‘ “But_surely,” the Mexican objected,
“Don Rodrigo is a  household word
throughout Europe

: “He has certainly been heard of in Mex-
ice,” said Jacqueline, whereat Fra Diavolo
mrngd to her gratefully. “But,” she add-
ed, “Monsieur Ney will now find in him
another objection to my journeying over-
land.” ! i

. The ardor of the bandit's eulogiet faltcr-
(_-d. “Phe seunor might indeed,” he con-
fessed, *‘only,” and here he hesitated like
a man contemplating suicide, “only, Don
Rodrigo has been—yes, he's been shot,
from ambush; and his band—yes, hix band
is scattered fcrever.” !

Having achieved the painful massacre.
Fra Diavolo traveled on more easily to as-
sure the eenorita that eince then the
country had been entirely pacified. Ney,
however, was not. How did they know
the storv was true? Amd if it vwas) he
was sorry. He would enjoy eeting the
terrible and provokingly deceased Mon- |
sieur Rodrigue, if only to teach him thuti
being terrible is not good manners. Diut,.
did they know for certain that the bandit
was dead?

“We do,” said the Mexican, again like a
reluctant suicide, “because 1 killed him
myself.”

“But how are we to know. sir.” Ney
persisted, “‘that you are so terrible on
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“AMy identification, you mean? Bueno,
it i¢ only just. Here, this may do,” and
the ranchero drew a paper from his money
belt and handed it to Jacqueline. The]
paper was an order addressed to one Cap- |
tain Maurel, who was to proceed with his |
company to the district of "Tampico |
and there to take and to shoot the
guerrillu  thief, Rodrigo Galan, and
all his band, who infested the district !
aforesaid, known as the Huasteca. 'The|
Captain Maurel would take note that this
Rodrigo Galan frequented the very city
of Tampico itself, with an impudence 10
be punished at all hazards. Signed: Du-!
pin, Colonel of His Majesty’s Contra Guer- |
rillas. |

“Colonel Dupin?’ Jacqueline repeated
with a wry mouth. !

Dupin, the Contra-Guerrilla chief, was a |
brave Frenchman. But the quality of hi|
mercy had made his name a shudder on|
the lips of all men, his own countrymen in-
cluded. \

“Yes.” said Fra Diavolo between his |
teeth, “Mi Coronel Dupin—the Tiger.”

“So he is called, I know,” said Jacque-
line. ‘*And you, it appears, are Captam
Maurel—Maurel, but that is French?”

“The way it is spelled on the paper.|
vet. But my Colonel, being French, made |
a mistake. He should have written it
‘Morel’.”

“No matter,” said Jacqueline, “for you !
are only a trite, conventional officer, atter |
all. But how muchs merrier it would be'
if you were—were—" and suddenly sthe |
leaned over the paper and placed an 1m-|
petuous finger on the bandit’s name. “So,” |
che continued wistfully, “there is no dan-!
ger. We ride, we take a stage. It Is!
tame. I say it is tame, monsieur!”’ |

Captain Maurel, or Morel, decided to
add that there was a trader who owned !

¢

| an hacienda in the interior, and that this‘x

trader was starting for his plantation the
very next morning; all of which was very
convenient, because the trader had extra
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horses, and he, Captain Morel, had a cer
tain influence with the trader. ‘I'he sen-
orita’s party could travel with his {riend’s
caravan as far as the stage.

“Voila!” cried Jacqueline. “It is ar-
ranged!” ;

“Diable. it is not!” Michel was on his
feet again

His waywzard charge Jooked him over re-
ficetively.. “Our Mars in his baby clqt}}es
again” éaid she, as a fond, despairing
mother with an incorrigible child.

The Mexican had shown himself hostile
and ready. But seeing Jacqueline’'s cool-
ness he melted out of his somewhat the-
atrical bristling, lest her sarcasm veer to-
ward himself.

The tempestuous Mars, however, was
bevond the range of ecorn. He kept one

| stubborn purpose before him. *We go

back to the ship,.or’—he took breath

where he meant to put a handsome oath—

“or—it’s a fight!”

“There, there,” said Jacqueline. . “Be-
sides. are you not to go with me just the
same?”’

Ney turned to the stranger. “I ask you
to withdraw, sir, both vourself and your
offers, because you're only meddling here.”

The intruder grew rigid straightway-
“I am mot one to take back an offer,” he
stated loftily. His voice was weighted to-
a heavier guttural, and in the deep stac-
catos harshly chopped off, and each” fall-
ing with a thud, there was a quality €0
ominous and deadly that even Jacqueline
had her doubts. But she would not admib
them, to herself least of all. “And I, Mon-
gieur Ney,” she said, “have decided to ac-
cept,” though she had mnot really, unmtil-
that very moment. -

Ney turned to the ons sailor with him.
“Run like fury!” he whispered. ‘“‘Bring
the others!” . ;

“Qh, very well,” said the Mexican.,

(To be centinued.)

IN THE LUMBER CAMP

Another Racy Letter from the
Loggers at McAllister's --- A
Great Debate.

To the Editor of The Telegraph:
Sir,—As you were kind enough to publish
my last letter I again make bold to trespast

on your valuable space. ‘The Big Fellow”’
bas not yet recovered his watch although he
has not given up hope. He said a few nights
ago that he would loose both ears rather
than give up the search.’‘“‘Gump” is in the’
usual good health and spirits, and is cultiva-
ting a lovely little scrubbing brush on hia
chin. We have a character here who is no-
ted for his pugilistic propensities. He is
known to the crew as the ‘‘Scout,” and the
name suits him very well, for his hair,which
has not been cut for some time, rem.nds
one of William Cody, better known as Buf-
falo Bill, the great scout and Indian figa.er.

Thero is a talent for story telliug and yarn
spinning in this crew that it would be hard
fo improve on. After supper is over, and
the dishes cleared away, each picks out the
most comforiable place he can find, pipes
are lit. and tho entertainment begins. And
let it be said that it is of such a nature as
to rival the famous Arabian Nights. The
tales told arc many‘and various. Sometimes
it is a reminiscence of wild oats sown im
vouth, sometimes a tale of adventure ,or per-
haps a tale of some battle fought and won
in the good old siyle without gloves.

We have some men who excel in theis
different Styles. For instance the ‘‘Pia
Jater” is a corker when it comes down to a
hunting experience. But for fiction of any
and every kind our Scotchman “‘takes the
bun.” It matters not whether it is riding
the bumpers'of a C. P. R. freight or flioat-
ing among the clouds in a balloon, Scotty
has been in it all.”

e had a sharp debate here a few mighta
ago!on the question: Does the earth rctate
on its axis or does the sun rotate round the
earth. There was quite a sharp discussion
for a while between three or four of the
crew, but no decision was aprived at as there
seemed to be a lack of convincing proof. It
was decided that until such proof could ba
found each was at liberty to enjoy his own
opinions.

We had a visit from Robin Redbreast yes-
terday. It may be that spring is here, buf
we would like to advise Robin to be careful
because appearances are deceitful.

Judging from the amount of mail matter
that goes out from and is delivered at this
camp there must be a decided increase in
the Dominion revenue this winter. There ara
some, we have reason to® believe, who are
writing with a purpose; indeed we heard one
fellow remark that this would be the last
winter he would sew on his own buttons.

ONE OF THE CREW.

Temiscouata, McAllister’s Camp, Quebeda

Jan. 24. :

GREENE AND GAYNOR STILL
HAVE PLENTY OF MONEY

Savannah, Ga., Jan. 30.—Since the re.
turn of Greene and Gaynor from their
long exile in Canada there has been much
speculation as to their financial condi~
tign. Their enforced retirement from
business and heavy expenditures seem not
to have brought the wolf to their doors.

treene and Gaynor, although in prison,
get their meals from a Jeading hotel. Capt.
Greene’s wife and her maid and Mrs.
(iaynor and her maid and.son live at the
hotel. {

An ofticial who has had close connec-
tion with the case since Capt. Carter

was brought before a court-martial, saidg

today that Gaynor now has more money
than Greenc—just the reverse of former
conditions. Greene, he figures, is worth
$250,000, while Gaynor has $1,000,000.
Should the defendants be found guilly,
the government would probably try Lo
collect $375.000 from each of them.

COounty Court Judgeship.

It is reported that a few days will bring
news of the retitement of Judge Wilkine
son. judge of the county courts of North-
umberland, Restigouche and Gloucester,
He was born on Feb. 11, 1826, and was
appointed to his present position, on
March 11, 1881. He has thus passed tie
age limit of 75 years and has been for
nearly twenty-five years a judge. As to
his successor H. F. MeLatchey, M. P. P.
for Restigouche; Warren C. Winslow,
Chatham; Robt. Murray, M. P. P. for
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Northumberland, and Dr. R. ¥. Quigley, .

who is a native of Newcastle,are mention-
ed.

The Judicature Act.

The proposed judicature act for the
province, covering the practice of both
the supreme court and the supreme court
in equity, is being printed and the work
is progressing at such a rate that the act
will be ready to be introduced at the
forthecoming session of the local legisla-
ture.

About 150 pages are already in pring
and it is expected that about 200 more
pages will complete the act. Geo. W.
Allen, K. C., of Fredericton, and W. H.
Trueman, of St. John, are the commig
sioners appointed by the government i
prepare the ack.




