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‘THE KING OF THE PARK.

CHAPTER T.
LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR.

POLICE "SERGEANT HARDY stood near the
Boylston Street entrance to the Fens, his back
toward the hundred and ﬁfteen acres of park
Jand which it was his duty to guard, his good-
natured face ovelspread by a-smile, ‘as he
watched a- young lady taking a blcycle lesson

~in a secluded walk on his left. -

The. young lady approached ﬁlle machine
held by her instructor as if. it were',a horse,
then: springing nimbly on it, her features be-

came rigid with anxiety as she found that her
“steed would neither go on nor stand still. *
~ Her heroic grapplings and wrestlings /with'

/it, lier wild gyrations to an e walk,

madly after her, were
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so ludicrous that the sergeant, although he
was well used- to such spectatles, was obliged
to turn away t(A)'COHCVe"tl the broad grin that
overspread his countenance.

“The next object of his attention~was a G'fr
don setter who was- gayly trotting into the -

park but who, on catching the sergeant’s eye,
at once changed his happy-go-lucky demeanor

for a guilty shambling gait.

* What are you doing here, Mr. Ormlstead’

dog" said the sergeant in a stern Voxce, as

he glanced at the animal’s collar. « Wheres
your escort? ” .

The setter 1mmed1ately prostrated hlmself on
the ground, but his humble attitude was belied

by the roduish don't-éare expression of the eyes

[

he rolled up at the guardian of the law.
The sergeant waved his band ‘at him. ¢ Get
home with you. You know. you can’t run

'loose here What would the ducks and the
~cats sav to ‘you; or rather, What would you

say to them?”
~ The dog was not 1eady to give. in. He

: extended the tip of a’very pink tongue, and .

Yy




]
4
{
i

LONG LIVE THE EMPEROL. 3

mée_kly licked the tip of the sergeant’s shiny
boot. '

“Np nonsense now, . said the man firmly.
“You can’t humbug me, and you understand
tlmt as well as a Christian. Run home with
you.' ' o

The dog sprang up, resumed his careless (ur,'
.md trotted calmly from tle park by the road-
way thm.ugh which he had come. ° )

The sergeant sauntered on. It was a charm-

“ing Septeinber morning. He met a few pedes-
trians and many nurses and children. Jt_was
yet rather early in the day for the carriage
people to be out.

A -succession of ano'ry childish bhllelxs made
\ him suddenly wheel 10und and: 1001\ in the
\(hrectlon from which ‘he had come. Two
nurses and two children stood by the stone
seats near the group of bronze figures erected
to the memory of John BO)Ie O'Reilly. ‘

The sergeant’ strolled slowly back to them.

~One of the nurses bent over a little girl who
was-sobbing violently, and was stamping her’
foot at a foreign-looking lad wiﬂn a pale face,

i
f | i
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who stood at a little distance from her. His

nurse, or ‘tttenda,nt for he was rather too old -

‘a child to. come entirely. under 1 nmsery ré-

gime, buppmted him by her presence, and would
have taken his hand in hers if he had not

drawn it from her. :

“ And sure you’ve hurt her this time with
your murderin’ - Frenchy temper,” exclaimed
the little girl’s nurse, looking away from her
sobbing charge at the silent boy. «It's a
batein’ you ought to have. Come now, tell us
what you were after a-doing to her?”

“He took me by the arm and the leg, and
he sweéped ‘the ground with me,’ cried the
little girl peepmo- at }nm from between her
fingers.

’

¢ Och, the young villain,”’ interrupted her
nurse, “and did you?” .

The boy shrugged his shoulders. -« Yes, it
is true; but afterwards I embraced her.” '

« By the soul-of love, but you’'re the queer
' boy,” responded the nurse warmly ; “and it’s
- the likes of you makes the men that thinks
they can drag us women round the earth by
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the hair of our heads, and then make it up with
m—I'm sorry for ye, me dear— Bad luck
to ye.” _ ’
« Hush now, Brldget, interposed the second

nurse, stepping nearer the boy. ‘_‘AWait till'you
"hear the rights of this. Tell us now, Master
Eugene, what did Virgie do to you?"

- The boy’s eyes flashed’; but he said quietly
.enough, * Would you have me a talebealel ?
~What would my grandfather say? Ask the
child " — and he pointed to the still sobbing
Vi ume with as grand an '111 as if he were really
the man that he felt himself to be.

1)

“ He h-h-hurt my pealings,” wailed Virgie
dismally. ; : _

“ Your pealings; it’s feelings you mean, rose.
of my heart,” said her nurse, drawing. the child
neatrer to her. ¢ Tell your good Bridget what
you did to the naughty boy.”

The little girl, for some. reason.or other; was
shy about confessing the 'pf()v\gcation that she

had given her playmate; but her nurse, whose
_curiosity had been aroused, was determined to
extract - a confession from her, and adroitly
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. ) .
made use of the presence of the sergeant, who-
Lhad by this time arrived on the scene.

«See, lovie dove,” she murmured in the

“child’s ear, *here’s a great big monster of a

policemany; and he’s looking at ye. Tell him

sharp.” : ' o
The little girl shuddered, hid her face in

her nurse’s breast, and whispered, «I ’sulted,

his remperor.”

*And you served him. right,” said Bridget.
«Lhe grasping old frog-eater. If I had a child
that ‘worshipped his bones, it’s shutting him
up in prison I'd be after doing till he learned
better sense,”. and she made a vindictive ges-
ture in Eugene’s direction.

- Her nurse’s championship restored courage

_to the breast of the little girl; and slipping .

from her knee, she jumped nimbly to the stone:
seat beside thiem, and stretched out both her

“tiny hands toward the noble. head carved above

her. . ' |
kf‘I"sﬁlted him,” she cried, tossing back her

curls: from her flushed rosy cheeks. “I made

a face at him like this,” and she screwed up
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her little. visage in a deteatable grimace, "andi :

I said, *Eugene, I hate your old remperor ; ’
then he sweeped me over the gxound.

‘A slight flush overspread the boy's pale face,
‘but he did not deny the accusation. ~ ~* N
« Well, now, Virgie Manning,” said the boy’s

nurse in a severe  manner, *that was real

you ought to be ashamed of yourself to taunt
a little boy that sets such stoxe by his empe-
ror. Look at here, officer,” :md she appealed
to the sergeant; ‘;you've often seen us in these
Fens.  This little boy,” and she pointed to
Eugene, *is French, and he’s got such a love
for foreign things that you can’s get it out of
him. He justs worships the emperor. I don’t
uorhd) know which one it was™ —

“His majesty, the great. Napoleon,” the
greatest emperor the world has ever seen.’
murmured the boy, lifting his. cap with an 4n-

* describable mingling of reverence and grace.

“He hasn’t any brothers or sisters or father
"« . or mother,” continued the nurse, “and his

grandfather’s nearly always away; and ever

mean in you. You're only a little girl, but E
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since he was a little fellow he  tells me he's

been used to taking his meals with the picture

-of this emperor propped against tle sugar-bowl;
‘and he declares’ that this statoo, or figger, or
‘whatever you call it, is like the photograph,
" and he just worships it; and if he sees any

one leaning against this 'slab, or throwing

_stones near it, it just makes him crazy: and

Virgie knows it, and she does it to tease him;

and it ain’t his fault if he struck her or what-
~ever he did,” and the girl threw a glancé of

defiance at the other nurse.

Ao

Fhe sergeant smiled amiably. Among hig

multifarious duties he was quite well accus-
tomed to being called on to act as arbiter in
disputes’ between young nursery-maids or be-
tween their charges; and being somewhat of a
philosopher, he. was well adapted for the office.

-The  first thing he uspally did_was to give

the parties engaged. in controversy time to get -

cool while he went off on a side issue; so he

-said, in a deliberate fashion, “According to my

humble opinion, if I was called upon suddenly

for} it, I should say that there isn’t much re-

< ~

4
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semblance between John Boyle O'Reilly and
the great Bonaparte. In the first place, O'Reilly
never used a razor on his upper lip; and I guess
the great Bonaparte did, judging by his pic-
tures. How do you get over that, son?” and
he du'ected his  attention to the small boy in a
paternal way. -

Eugene looked up adoringly at the bllel‘lt
face above them, and spoke in a choking voice.
«I"have ‘talked over the affair with Monsieur
my grandfather. He agrees with me that there
is a slight. resemblance. Perhaps after the
- noble” maftyr went to St. Helena he was not

allowed ‘the use of a razor. Those abominable
English”— = ‘ ,
His utterance failed him to such a degree
that the ,v:serlgeant stared curiously at him.
‘Was it possible that this small boy was shaken
with emotion over the sufferings of the ambi-
“tious and despotic arbiter of men’s “destinies
who was so long since dead? .

Yies, it was — the boy was in earnest. '

“Do you believe in my emperor? ” Le asked,
turning sei‘_iou'sly_ to the sergeant.

~
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.+ Well, I don’t know,” said the officer dryly.

<1 owe my allegiance, as T suppose you'd call

it, to our President, to the: Commonwealth of
Massachusetts, and to the ‘grgat American
Union. - However, 1 can say 1 believe -in Na-
poleon to ghis extent —I believe he lived.”
«If youf'insult; him,” said .the boy gravely,

“you are my enemy. I worship him. Long

live the emperor — his memory will never die;”

and his lips moved softly while he again lifted
his little cap from his head: '

‘The. sergeant said nothing, but glanced at
the two nurses, who had forgotten their dis-
pﬁte and were chatting amiably.

« Come, Master Eugene,” said bis nurse, “we
must be going.” ‘

The sergeant stepped back; and the little
girl, who had ' been: jealously watching him
while he talked to Eugene, took his place.
L«I'm sorry I made naughty faces at your

‘remperor,” she said poutingly. < Kiss me, Eu-

o "
gene.

The boy did not k-iSs’ her, and he made no

“apologies for his own condyct. “I pardon you,”
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he said calmly; and he dropped the pink tingers
that she extended to him. +Will you have
the kindness to promenade with your nurse? I
wish to talk to this gentleman —if I am per-
rhitted;”"and he turned to the sergézmt, who
was*fu;‘iously gnawing his mustache to keep
fx-om'ldughing at the boy’s grown-up air. _
© The two nurses and the little girl strolled
on ahead, while the sergeant and the 13())' fol-
lowed them. ‘ 4 .

Eugene had recovered his composure *“What
“admirable weather,” he said, dreamily wrntchmor
the fleecy clouds floating across the blue 51\)
“I am glad that my O‘r'mdfather says I am
_to stay out-of-doors all the tum, and not go.
to school.” . ‘

“Doesn’t your - grandfather believe in
schools ?”” asked the sergeant.

“No, Mr. ’Oﬁicer, not in the kind you have
Liere,” said the boy ivearily.. *This is what it
" was like —I had my breakfast, and went to a
hot room’ where boys "and girls sat in rows.
T bent over books for ‘an hour or two, then
there was a play-time for a few minutes only,
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after ‘it more study until lunch-time. A few

_htirr_ied mouthfuls of food I gbt at home. then

I was running back to the school. By half-
past three I was too languid to play, and would
try to get my lessons for the next day. My
Lhead would ache, and I.would go to bed. I

tell you,” and the.boy confronted his com- -

panion in sudden passion. *your schools are

infamous. :They should be abolished. I wish
I were an emperor, or your Mr. President. I

Would guillotine the school-teachers.”
“You're an odd one,” muttered the sergeant
to- himself. as he cast a side glance at the .slim,
elegant figure of the boy beside him. *With
your flashes of anger, and your quiet dull way
like an old man, you're like a queer combina-
tion lock. It isn't every one that can. pick
you open.” ) ‘ -

-

Aloud he said, «This is a free country, my"
boy : yet I fear _ydu'f'll get yourself into trouble
some day if you keep up your little amusement.
of sweeping up the ground with girls, and if

you propose to kill off our teachers. ' Why,
they’re the staff of the nation.” :

AR e e T e o
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“What I say may sound harsh for the in- .
stant,” said the boy mildly;, *“but reflect for a
litde. Is it not better for a few to suffer than
for many ! ?  Your schools must kill thousands
of chlldren If a few teachers were s%cnﬁced
many boys would be saved for military duty.
Otherwise they will waste their strengfh in
this imbecile of a life, or die, as I say.” '

“How do you suppose the teachers would
feel to be killed. off 7 asked the sergeant, hlS
broad dloulders shaking with laughter. B

Eugene made a compassionate gesture. “It
would not be pleasant for them. Perhaps one
could .alter the punishment to banishment for
life.” ‘

' «Why not a.llow them to stay at home, if
they promise to stop teaching, or to use shorter
hours?” . o

«“Because a ‘teacher-will always teach, even
as women and priests will alkvays intrigue,”
‘said Eugene firmly. My grandfather says so.”
" The sergeant turned his puzzled face up to
the poplars overhead. ¢ I've seen a good many
boys and girls in my.time, young Frenchman,”
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he observed slowly, *but I'm blest if I ever
"saw one \\i@th such’ twisted ideas as you've got.
Why, you \oufrht to be m‘tde over again. Ib it

your grand\ ather who. has blOllO‘ht you up
" «Yes, Mt. Officer.”

“ Who is \he, anyway?”

“He. is cdlled Monsieur le Comte Eugéne
Claude Louia{ Hernando de Vargas, formerly
se'igneux of the chéateau of “Chatillon-stir-Loir
in the depaxt rent ot~ Loir et—Cher in France;
and he is dea\ceuded from' the Spaniard Her-
nando de Vam\ms, who was ennobled-and made
‘a marshal_of Krance by the great. Napoleon.”

« Oh!” §aid the beweant “] see why you're
S0 stuffy, and where does your grandfather

" live in this democmtu, city of Boston®”

L Yonder, said the boy, with a wayve of his
hand toward the south. «We have but small
quarters. My grandfatherjs embarrassed in his
affairs. I Tay tell you as an official, though I
would nevér tell the schoolboys, that he was ’
sentenced to banishment for conspiring against
the abominable so-called republic of France.”

« Abominable and re_public,"’ repeated- the

I

ok
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sergeant remonstratingly 3 come, boy, that’s
not grateful. Do you forget that a republi-
‘van flag is waving over )ou at this plesent
momemnt?” =

~For you it is well,” said the boy earnestly.
“You are true to the past. You defied Eng-
land, . who would have made sl’neb of you..
Also. vou have had no emperor.” ,

= Did you ever hear of George \V'zelunvton
and. Abraham Lincoln?” asked the seweant
- = The names_ of those gentlemen are quite
, unkno“n to me,”’ said Eugene politely.

*You don't mean to say that you have never
heard of that \\’qndelful hatchet ?”

* Whose hatchet, Mr. Officer?”

“George Washington's.”

“A hatchet 1é a kind of sword, is 1t not"”

«“Oh, no, no; —it is a chopper; we cut up
wood and méai and anything with it. You’ve
heard that story smelv ” ‘

“ Posmbly' sir,”” said Eugene 1ndlfferent1y
“I do not remember that T -have.”

« Well, I/m dumb,” said the sergeant.. «I
didn’t think there was a child in the length

N

N
R
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and breadth of Ameriea that hadn’t heard

about that hatchet. Can you tell a lie, then,

as you don't know 'tbout Georwe Washing--

ton?”

“In genera ) said Eugene, in his gl'a\'e, old-
fashioned way, “I do not tell lies. At times,

< if I consider one better than the truth I tell

it “without scruple.”

:.a

¢« You don’t think it’s wrong. to lie?”

w No, sir; truth is often tiresome; there is -

tedium in it, my grandfather says. The great
emperor lied.”’

“I’Il bet anything on that,” sald ‘the ser-
geant grimly, “and he didn’t get any good by
it either, nor will you, my boy; but of that B
more anon, as Shakespeare says. I'll hdve to
talk to you some time about those two gentle-
men, as you call them, that you don’t know
about. Would you like me to do so?”

. % Yes, sir; I shduld be charmed.”

«I’ll back up Washington and Lincoln

against all the emperors that ever lived,” said

the sergeant. “There, now, don’t get huffy.”

«I am not vexed,” said Eugene quietly. «I
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am only about to ask you if you can tell me
the name of the first king of France.”

The sergeant knitted his brows. Louis,
wasn't it?” .

*XNo, Mr. Officer, it was Clovis. Can you
‘tell me why Saint Louis gained his name?

“ No," said the sergeant gruftly: * I'm not up-
in French history.”

“Have you ever heard of the fight at the ciz-
cus between Pepin the Little and the beasts?
asked Eugene softly and mischievously.

The sergeant laughed  good-naturedly.
“You've caught me, small boy. I don't know
any more of French history than you do of
American. * We'll ery quits. What street did
you say y?)u lived on?”” = »

‘-LoVejoy Street, number 29, suite -L—you _
will not proceed aguinst my grandfather?"

«No, indeed ; L just want to know where you
live. I thouo'ht Dby -the way you talk your
grandfather must have a mansion on Common— .
wealth Awvenue, at least.”

“No, he hasmot but the little girl who in-
sulted my emperor lives there.”

N
v
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= Do you ever, go to her house? ™
. +No,” said the boy carelessly. * Our nurses
are friends, and we promenade fcogether;/ T do
~not care for girls. I like men. May I count
you as-one of my friends, sir?”’ and stopping
himself quickly by sticking the heels of his
shoes in the groun'ii, Le made the sergeant a’
. low bm\ »

«I'm sure I'll be delighted,” s'ud the ser-
geant, grinning at Lim. {/

“And may I request, the. honor of your
name,” pursued the b(}v. . “My grandfather
will ask me ” —

“Stephen Hardy, at your service, sir — plain
Stephen Hardy, nd’lmu'shzlls not lords, not even
a captain in my string — only plam Yankee
sailors for glalldf’lthelb

b you belong to the dourgeoisie,” said
Eugeye, “or possiblj’ the peuple I.should be -
more pleased if you had the partzcule before
‘your name. De Hardy wonld be better.. How-
ever, in this country one must let that pass.
You are, nevertheless, not a peasant. One
can see that by youybeal'il:lg.” '
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“What's your grandfather’s business? " asked
the sergeant bluntly. ‘ _

. The boy blushed a furious erimson. “In-
'thib country he has no friends, no influence,
his property was taken away — at pxesent he
as»mtb a countl) man in”’— .

~+In teaching hench"’ asked the sergeant
kindly.

“Noj; we speak but few words of French,”
said the boy, and he looked as if another one.
of his fits of passion were about to come upon
him. “We uyse your language in order that
we may not be laughed at, as thé boys laugh
at me when I speak French.”

“ How long have you been in this country ? "
asked the sérgeant.

"¢ Six months, Mr. Officer.”

“Then you've got a pretty remaxkable hold'
of English for that time.” - *
- ~But I had an English nurse \\hen T was
a child, and an English tutor later on. \It
was’the custom among the noblesse.” '
-~ And what does your grandfather do?”
asked the sergeant, corhing back to his original
question with true Yankee pertinacity.

\
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“Pardon me, sir —1 will tell you another
day,” said the boy irritably. ¢ The words
stick in my throat. I have the honor to wish

N i8]

you good-morning'; and with another one of .
his sweeping bows, he swiftly and gracefully
left the sergeant, and hurried after the two
nurses and the little girl, who were making
- their way toward the wide expanse of meadows

“ and shrub-planted siopes at the farther end of
the Fens. .

The sergeant stared after Eugene, and talked -
aloud to himself, as he had a habit. of _doing.
“I don’t rightly make out that lad yet. We
haven’t got any like him in this country.
Haughty isn't 'the.word for him, and selfish )
“doesn’t come anywhere near his looking out

-~ for number one; yet there's something divert- -
ing about the little shaver, in spite of it _all.

" He's oldfashioned, like a child that’s been °
brought up with elderly people. - I'll 160k out
for him. He'll be zzoming. here again,” and "
the sergeant smiled to himself as he went on

. - - his rounds through' the park. T
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CHAPTER IL
KING BOOZY.

~ THE next morning, while Sergeant Hardy
was standing near the main entrance to the
Fens on Commonwealth A\'enué, he -was gla.d'
to see in“the-distance th;a figures of the two
nurses and their two charges.

Eugene, holdmcr himself as straight as a  dart,
was a little in advance of the othexa,' \\Iule
Virgie frisked around hun, first on one side
and then on the other, and occasionally pamed
to throw back a few words to the nurses, w ho»e
heads were nodding in busy conversation.

The sergeant was glad to see that AfEugene
looked happier than he had done thexl,ﬁay be-

fore. Indeed, he was comparatively cheerful’

this. morning; and when e got -near the ser-

- geant, his cap came off his head in a twinkling,

and he said gayly, « Good-xﬁomin’g, sir.”
“Bong zhoor, musso,” said ‘the sergeanit, in
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rather indifferent French. * You look as
pleased as if you'd got a freedom- suit.”

Edgene"s curiosity was piqued. Will you
explain, sir? ” he said prettily. “You mention
a phrase that I have never ﬁlet_ before.”

* Well,” said the sergeant, planting himself
in the middle of the pm‘ement, while the nurses
and the children stood round him in respectful

attention, “long ago; when I was a young man,
¢

1 lived in the country. "Every lad, when he

was twenty-one, used to get a suit of new
clothes, a dress-suit and a tall hat, which he
called a freedom suit. This suit was kept for
special occasions, like going to church, and fu-
nefals, and “weddings, and making ealls on our
lady friends. I can just see the young fellows
riding in from the farms on horseback, proud
as Punch, with their coat-tails tucked in their
pockets to keep them clean.”

“How droll!” said Eugene.

“ How (11011' 7 little '\ume lepeated afte1
him.

=T will “'Llly- with you. sir.” said the'bov
when the sergeant” tumed in the direction of

u
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the park. «“And I will walk wif you.” lisped

Virgie to Eufrene, attempting to take his hand.
= Not so,” he said deculedl\ ; and he held
both hands before him. It might occur to
vou to seize these flowers which I am carry-
ing. especially as. they are for the eniperor.”

The  sergeant’s eyes wandered® Buriouxly
from the tiny bunch of violets to the plain,
almost threadbare, suit of clothes that the boy
wore. Something told him that I:fugene's '
scanty savings were leroically devoted to per-
petuating the memory of his beloved emperor.

« Are yvou going to lay those before Joln
Boyle O’Ruilly,” he asked. «

Eugene bowed gravely. '

«Speakigg of monunients; there is one I ad-
mire,” saic the sergeant, jerking a thumb over
his shoulder; ¢“and I often think it shows
that @ woman' knows better how to dlesb K
man than a man does.”

“You lnve reason,” said Eucrene courteously ;
though he did not un({:lamnd in the least what
the serore'mt meant, and the sergeant knew he

did not. T
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“Look at it,” said the man to Lis young
companion ; and then they both turned around.
Against the blue sky rose alert and graceful
“the bronze figure of Leif Ericsson, the Nerse.
discoverer of America. ,One hand he held to
" his forehead. He was peering forward, as if.
his eager eyes were z{nxiou‘s to discover the

i

wonders of the new world. )

“Yes,” said the sergeant. *“it is a woman
that made that, and to my mind she mﬁdg a
man. I get tired of these heroes in petticoats,
sitting round on monuments. T never saw’ a
man in petticoats in my life, except a Clms-
tian brother; yet when 'm) one of our. fﬂmmu
men is going to be put up in stone-for us to
admire, the sculptor swaddles him round like
a- baby in long clothes ; though Boston isn't
as bad in this respect as some of our cities.”

“It*is @ thousand 'pities,” said Eugene- ab-

. Qentl}
o “ Why ‘don’t you leave thOse flowers with
Leif ?”" asked the sergeant jokingly. )

. R  Eugene immediately awaked out of his rev-
ery. “ No, no,” _he said; and he hurried on,
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with a disturbed face, and scarcely spoke until
they reached the bronze monument.

«Let ‘me put them up for you,” said the
sérgeant,'when Eugéne 'stood on tiptoe, and
tried to toss his violets near O'Reilly’s face.

The boy gave them up, and anxi‘ously watched
him as le deposited them on the stone ledge on
which the bust rested. , B .

«“T wish O’Reilly could see you,” said the
sergeant. Perhaps he does/ He was a pa-
triot, and I guess he would approve of your
devotion to your c’ountry.”

Eugene stood gazing up in rapt attention un-
til Virgie and the two nurses arrivéd; then he
sighed, and brought his eyes to the earth again.
. «I'fought you'd runned away and hid your-

“sef,” said little Virgie, shaking her curls and

“dancing up to Eugene, “Come play wif me; |
T'm all lonesome.” - o '

Eugene was about yielding passively to her
request, when he caught sight of a little head
‘peering at him from the underbrush near by. "

“ Ah, Jacobin! ” he said calmly, as he stooped *
and seized a stone, “away with thee.” .
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The stone was not thrown; for the sergeant
stepped forward, and seized him by the shoul-
der. «What do you see, boy?” he asl\ed

“A cat,” replied Eugene.

The sergeant . retained his hold of Euorene,

and sat him down on the stone seat. *Boy,”
he said firmly, * do you stone cats?”’

« Al\vays,” returned Eugene. ¢ The rep-.

tiles ! 4 -

“Why do you do . ‘t" ?

¢ Pos:lblv ” said the lad with shﬂ'ht sarcasm,
“you would also stone them if you lived where

‘we-do. At nmht my érandfqther retires worn
out bs his exertions dmﬁncr the day. He sleeps;

then he springs from lus bed, mm]\ened by a -

cry for help from a d owning child. It is a
“cat! He becomes angry ; he lifts the window,
and throws a morsel of| coal at’the. supposed
drowning one. He. again retires. He again
sleeps.. This time a womian" shrieks from a

burning house. He again hurls himself from -
the bed. Once more it is but a cat. He

throws two morsels of - coal and ensconces him-
self betweeu the blankets. In succession he is

K
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aroused by murderers, by burglars, by a chorus
of men’s voices. by a famous prima donna;
and all is produced by those wretches of cats.
He says that he has travelled in many lands,

‘and that he has heard the voices of many cats;

l)ut‘. for"mm'liciousness and range of tones these
liostbn cats eclipse all others.”

-~ %I wonder what your grandfather takes for
supper,”\said the sergeant sternly. *“ A man
that runSYdown eats and women and priests

a

ain’t fit to live, in my estimation.”

Eugene promptly raised a little cane that he

carried under his arm, and struck the sergeant
a smart blow across his legs. '

The sergeant in his amazemen? released his
hold of Eugeue's shoulder; and his nurse, step-
ping forward with a dismayed face,. interpoged
herself between the angry lad and his power-
ful opponent and - sud ¢ Run, Master Euoene,
run.’

| will not run,”’ said the boy haughtily.
“You, sir,” he went on, addressing the sergeant,
_ “shall .give me satlsfactlon for this some day.
I challenge you to fight a duel with me.” .
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All the annoyance died-out of the sergeant’s
face. “ You young swaggerer;” he said with
a short laugh, ‘“you've got a hard row to
hoe in this life. I'm sorry for you; but I

guess I'd no business to run down your grand-

- father. Come over here now; I want to show

vou something. You come too,” he added,

addressing the nurses and little Virgie, who

Jhad timidly retreated. when Eugene began to

get angry. , - R
Eugene somewhat sulkily accepted .his apol-
ogy, and they all followed him; while. the ser-
geant talked to- them over his vshoﬁuIder. and
led the way to a path near the Boylston-street

_ bridge. - R

_+Speaking of ‘cats,” he said. =1 want to in-
troduce you to one who is a prince; or rather
a king, among them, and ‘perhaps you won't
have qﬁite such a low opinion of the gentry.

* Stoop your heads now : the shrubbery is pretty.
dense here.” - ' o

The two nurses and the children gazed ad-

~miringly before them. They, were facing a

most snug . retreat.
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~ And sure, a fox might be happy there. if it
wasn't for the highway near by, said Bridget
enthusiastically,  * And what's-the baste that
lives “in this little wild wood home, ofﬁcer? N

The sergeant was holding back some branches
so that thev might see more plainly a tiny
wooden kennel heaped high with- dead leaves:

= It’s a king that lives here.”” he =aid: and
he lifted toward his auditors his face that was
red from stooping over the kennél.

* You didu’t know, French: boy.” and he ad-
dressed Eugene, ** hat there was a sovereign
over all this park land that rules as absolutely
as your emperor did.

~Is it possible that you speak of a cat” ”
saidd the boy contemptuously.

* Of nothing more nor less, of King Boozy,
monarch of this park, because he has got char-
acter enough to rule qver the other twenty
‘cats that live here.” .

Litde Virgie was charmed. Before Eugene
could reply. she dropped on her ‘hands and
knees. and crawled in reside the sergeaut.

“ Ol the httle aweet houale" she: cned pat-
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ting the tiny dwelling with both hands.
“« Who made it, mister? does the pussy sleep
‘in it?” ' ‘
“Yes, little one,” said the sergéant. <A
'gentleman connected with one of the Boston
theatres had this kennel made for the King.
of the park, who always sleeps in . it. His
. chum occupies - that barrel over there.” v
“And-is it another cat that is his chum?”

asked Bridget.

“Yes,” replied the sergeant. -+ There is
only one cat in the park that the king will
have to live “vith him; and Yhat is his chum,
Squirrel, and he has to mind his psand ¢'s 1
tell you, or Boozy would put him out. Whart
do you think of this for a cat’s home, young
sir?” and he addressed Eugene.

vT.ll’e boy backed out from the underbrush,
slightly curling his lip as he did so.- “T do
not admire the name of the animal,” he said
= coldly; “and why<take all that trouble for a

Scat?” ' o

The sergeant moppe

« )

his perspiring face

with his” handkerchief. +X will talk to you ‘

i
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a little about the king,” he said, *“and then

‘perhaps you will see.”’ _

The path upon which they had entered
ran” along by the low stone parapet of the
Boylston-street . -bridge. The sergea_i’it took
his station’ againgt the parapet, while his lis-
teners stood grouped about him in the mild
sunshine. | : .

* I believe,” said the sergeant, poiiiting up
te the bright blue sky above them, “in an
almighty Ruler of the universe that creates
all things, —men and women and horses and
dogs and cats.” '

»And so do I,” murmured Bridget,.crossing
herself. ¢ Praise be to his holy name.”

*And I believe,” continued the sergeant,
that this ahﬁighty Ruler does not despise
anything that he has made — not even a cat.”

Eugene smiled a little ironically, but said
“xm'thing.' S :

“Four years ago. went on the sergeant,

I was on duty in this park early ofe fine
sumyner morning. Down there nea#® Common-
“wealth Avenue T saw a black-and-white cat

S, ARy

+ 2 romtgmmns Y
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coming leisurely toward me. Every few steps
he took he would look over his shoulder.in
the direction of the houses, then he would
walk toward the park again. T have always,
heen fond of cats; so I said ¢ Good-morning’
to him as polite as you please. ¢ Meow.’
he said; and he looked pitifully up at me.
*What's the matter?’ I asked. ‘Are you go-
ing to the park to catch a mouse for your-
self this fine morning?’ *Meow, meow,’ he
said; and he meant, ‘Ai\'(y, no,” just as plain
as a creature could say it.  Then he tui'ned]
and walked back ‘in tlxe diréction he had
vcome, looking over his shoulder,v and beggmg
me to follow as plain as possible. I thought
I would go, for I knew something was wrong; -
and do you know that cat took me as straight
as a child would have done down to a fine
‘shut-up house. , I suspected what was the
matter; however, I rang the bell of the next
- house, and mquned

.“They had gone away and left the C’lt._
hadn’t they?” 1nte13ected: Eugene’s nuIse;

-« Yes,” said the sergeant grimly. ¢ That’s
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the figure of it. Muis. Grandlady. whose name
you nf)igl:l't know if 1 mentioned it, had taken
herself and her dear children and her dear
horses to the country : but the dear cat wus
_left to shift for himself. I was sorry for the
creature.  He went up on the front steps.
He went up on the back ones. e listened.

he pricked up his ears. He stared at me as

if to say, *Do vou really thiink they have left

me'_?’. And when I left Lhim he cried. For
threec weeks that cat hung about the house
listening for some one to come back. T got
the lady’s address. and wrote to her, but she
didn't answer; then I reasoned with the cat.
and said, “You had better come up to the
park.”  Finally he came. I never saw such

a- human-like ereature. Ile’'d never been ill-

used. and he could not seem to understand.

that any one would hurt him. He has' got

over that now all right. - Dogs chase him,

and boys stone him. and he’s a different cat.
He is shy of, strangers. and I don't think
he. would ‘go back to his old mistress if she
“came for him.” '
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“Isn’t he a good pussy now?” asked Vir-

1e.

ey

o Olb’}'es 1" said the sergeant, smiling; “ he
is good, but he is a little sharper than he
used to be. He has got to know the world;
and he believes that might is right, and he
lords it over the other cats in the park. He
thinks every one is down on him but me.
He has lost faith in human nature — you will
understand  that when you get to be a big
n\“l b
el w ould: like fo see that pussy, > said Vir-
gle wistfully. .

“‘I 1l call him up.” said. the sergeant, ¢ if

'youx nurses will %tand ‘hack. He hates wo-

men. "

“ Oeh, the old mscal" said -Bridget wrath-
fully. -

“You, see. it's tlns way,” and the sergeant

.spoke in‘an apologetlc tone of voice. ¢ Prob-

ably he was the kitchen cat and the cook’s
pet. because he ,isn't a fancy breed Iike those
parlor cats. When the cook cast him off he

- lost. his liking for women.”
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. «J] don’t want to see the old turncoat.”
said Bridget disdainfully. ¢ Come on, Virtue
Ann;” and she twitched herself to a little dis-
tance, leaving the two children with the ser-
geant.

“You want to see the km don’t you?”

‘the sergeant asked Eugene pon‘Ttedly..

The boy had been listening in a half-hearted
way; but at this questlon ‘he roused himself
and said, “tf"ltzpnly sir.’

The sewe(mt gave ‘a long, low whistle, and
presently there was a rustling heard behind
them, and a prosperous 100L1n<r white cat spotted
with black came, yawning and stretching him-
self, through the underbrush.

“ Good—mornmg, Boozy, said the-sergeant,
-

as the ammal with the appearance of the great-
est delight, sprang on the parapet of the bridge,

and purringly stretched hlmself out toward his
friend.

“He is very jealous, is Boozy,” said the ser-
geant kindly, rubbing the cat’s head. “Don’t
come any nearer, little miss. He deg’t like
to see strangers with me, and he is shy eof




36 THE KING OF THE PARK.

g™ everything now. He wouldn’t come near me

i for a while after the park uniform was changed
from gray to blue.” ‘

“Ile caresses you because you feed him,™
said Eugene, with a side.glance at the animal,
who had stretched himself on his back, and
was playfully bltmrr and pattlno' the’ sernre'mt
hand. :

“You don’t enter into the animal’s feelings
at all,” said the sergeant henevolently.- « You
don’t tlnnk that there is a little heart inside
that fuuy body — that it grew sick’ and sad

» when it was shut out from its home.”
“I do not comprehend in the least,” said -
Eugene in his most grown-up fashion. “A cat
cannot suffer.” , -
“ Perhaps, some day you. will understand,”
o said the sergeant kindly. ¢In-the meantime.
\ ' : let me tell you somethum that will prove to
"\' you that the cat doeb like me. Some - months
ago I was transferred to'the Pubhc Garden ;
\ . and "this ‘cat, that would not come out of these
\\ - l)u@hes for a btlanaex, not if he was to whistle
\ tlll doombda:y, braved the ncket of the streets,

N\
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aand. what was worse to lum._the people. and
went down there to find me.’

= The sweet little pussy!™ squealed Virgie.
# Mister Policeman. let me stroke him.”

. “Yes; but come gently,” said the sergeant.

Virgie, however, made”a delighted run. that
sent the cat flying into the underbrush.

The sergeant looked amused and went. on.
“T didn’t know what to make of it when I
looked down, and saw the Lum purring with

joy, and rubbing himself agamst my legs. [

said, ‘Boozy, go back to the Fens: this is no_

place for a cat. and mnyl)e I'll be sent there

by and by.”” s

- «Did he feturn?” asked Eugene.
"les, he came - straight back here ; and 1

begged for an exchange. and-here I found_ him

on the lookout for me when I was sent back.

Don'thfre_t, little miss; you can see the king an-

)

other day. I will try to call up his chum for =

vou,” and he whistled again. Boozy's chum,
however, did not come. .

“ He is probably hunting.” said the sergeant.
“He and Boozy between them keep this end
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of the park clean, and do godd service to the

city of Boston. They know all the holes of -

the mice and moles that would destroy the

plants, and many a morning bught and early

have T seen those two cats watching beside

them: They catch sﬁarrows too; smart isn't’

the word for them; and the other day Boozy

tackled an’ eel.” ‘

4 An eel, said Eucrene, \\ho was begmnmg

' _to get interested ; ‘“‘one of ‘those creatures par- -
.. allel to a snake that lives in the water?”

- The same,” said thé sergeant, chuckling.
“ The king got mad with the eel because he
wouldn't subsit quietly to being killed, but
wound himself tightly round his body. Boozy -
was surprised that the eel would .dare to meddle
with him, the king of the park; and he blt the
life out of him in two minutes.”

I have read,” said Eugene, - thdt cats dis-
like water.” o ‘

* They mostly do, said the sergeant “We
have an old thing, though, down below that"
~\comes in every morning as wet as a seal from

fishing.  But she doesn’_t" dare "t6 come up
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here. Boozy would box her ears, and send
her home. This part of the park belongs to
him and his ch‘um. He makes the other t\'velity
cats keep to their own end of it.” ‘ _

“ He is a naughty pussy to box the ears of
the other pussies,” said Virgie warmly. ‘

"« You. must remember, little miss, that human
‘beinigs liave been a bit rough on Boozy,” said
the sergeant’ with a mischievous twinkle in his
eye, “and he has learned some bad habits from.
them.”™ . _

* Does the cat live here in winter? ™ asked
Euo'cne :

“« O, yes! he doesn’t mind the. ch'mrre of
seasons.  We shovel about twenty feet of path
for him, and clear the snow from the parapet
~so he can lie in the sun. .Then I'm a little
particular ‘about his food — you haven't seen
his -dining-room;”” and he poilnted to a shel-
tered nook where sheets of brown paper over-
_spread the ground. « Come around any day
at 1.30, and you'll see I\uw Boozy at dinner.”

«We'll ¢ome | running and jumping fo see
_ the sweet pussy,” said Virgie. «I'll go ask




40 THE KING OF THE PALK.

Bridget not to forget me about it:” and she
" ran away in the direction of the nurses.

“ Where are these other cats that you speak
of 777 asked Eugene with affected indifference.

*“Ol! you're beginning to get interested, are
you.” said the sergeant. «I'll show them to
you some other day. I must go now, and. find
out what those fellows are doing in that boat
on the pond. Good-by, Boozy;™ and. waving
his hand to the cat. that he knew was staring
at him from some secluded- nook, he was about
to hurry away from the lad, when he remem-
bered something. and turned on his heel. “Be-
fore I go,” he said. *let me tell you. young=
boy, that I know what your grandfather does.”
_ +Did you presume to force inquiries.” said
the lad quickly. »when I assured you that I
should tell you myself?”

-« No; I did not. I happened to remember
that I had seen some one answering-to the
description of what I'd suppose you1r'.' grand-
father to be like in a: French jeweller’s shop
“on Washington Street. He mends watches,
doesn’t he?” '

L
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=~ Yes,” scarcely breathed the boy, with an
agonized blush.

~ 1 wouldn’t feel bad about it, if I were you,”

sald the sergeant compassionmately. = That's a
decent way of getting 2 ‘hvm‘g.“
-~ For you, yes,” said the boy mournfully :-

“for a de Vargas, no;”’ and dropping his young

head on his breast, Le walkedtaway.
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CHAPTER IIL
A C»HILD IN TROL"BLE.

THE sergeant had not seen Eugene for a

week; but although he had not seen him, he
. could not'get him out of his mind. -

As he sauntered about the park day after’
day, his vigilant eyes going hither and thither
$ 3 :

over roads and foot-paths to see. that no tres-

passers loitered in- them and defaced the grow-
; . ing trees, or launched boats without pewmission
: on the waterways, Eugene’s pale, th‘::gl%fm\
and rather unhappy face floated constantly be- \

* fore him. » . -

« It's queer, the interest I take-in him,” he

said to himself on the last day of the week.

| “’.I_t,v must bé because he spoke up so frank-like,

‘and asked me to be his friend. ‘He’s of a

different cut from any other lad I ever saw.
Guess T'll look him up after I get off to-day. -

I'd like to inquire about him, anvaaf; and

——
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there’s no one to ask here, for the litile mis_s
‘and her nurse have given up coming too. I

guess they’ve been promenading on the sunny
side of Commonwealth Avenue on aecount of
the wind in the Fens.”

E\en evening at six the sergeant went off
duty. - On that ev ening, instead of going home,
he bent his footatep; toward No. 20 Lovepv
Street. ‘

While turning a corner swiftly he ran into
a girl who was hurrying along awith her head
bent forward. ' ' _

It was Virtue Ann, Eugene’s nurse ; and on
seeing the sergeant, she threw up her head
with a quick éatching of her breath.

“«Did I frighten you?” asked the ‘sergeant.

¢ Oh, no, sir! " said Virtue Ann miserably.

“Then, what’s the matter with you?" le
asked in a puzzled voice. -

s .

« It's not you,” said \1rtue ‘Ann, bringing
her handkerchief out of her pocket, and roll-
ing it .into a little ball.

“What is it then””'

«It’s the httle boy — his mandf‘lthex s dead,
you know.”

.

fonarine Nt
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«Not the little French boy"é. grund‘fz_ltheri? "

“Yes, sir.” B

“I'm sdrry for this, > said the éergeant 8O-,
‘berly. * That’s why you haven’t come to the
Fens.” o

* Yes, sir.” , ‘

“And what's the boy .going to do?”

“Oh, oh! that’s what bothers'me;” and Virtue’
“Ann’s tears began to shower down like rain.
«It's an awful hard case. There “he sits day
after day in those little stuffy rooms, w\ait‘ihg‘
for a letter from France ; «and if what he wants
doesn’t - come something just too dreadful for
anjthing will happeén.” h

“Too dreadful !'” repeated the sergeant.
«“Come 'now, young woman,’ takg it easy, and
just stop” cerying, will you? There’s lots of
charitable people in this city, and orphans’
" homes and so on. He'll be all right.”

“Do you suppose he'd go into an' orphans’
home ?” said Virtue Ann, drying her eyes
and speakixig half indignantly. “You don't
know. him, sir.. He’s proud and shy, like a lit-
‘tle- old man. His grandfather made him just
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like hin’lbé'\lf Oh! he's got a lot to answer for.

He was a,\queex old man, and went peemw‘
about with those_ little eyes of his, just as if

_he was lookmg out: for wickedness in every-
- thing.” ' ' '
“Has the boy relatives in France?” asked
the beweant ' ’
* Yes; one rich grand- uncle on his mother $
side. It was to him Master Eugene wrote;

and how do you think he began his letter, sir?

He had no one else by him; so he read it to me,
and put it into English so I could understand.

It began this way, ¢ Robber, my grandfather.

is now dead; and I call vWpoen youto restore

to me, his rightful heir, the chatto’—is that .

the ﬁght word, sir?”

~ I guess so,” said the sergeant.

= Well, anyway,” continued Vnrtue Ann,
- Master Eugene laid down the law to him.

He wants him .to give up this big house, and .
the servants and some money, and if he does

not that little innocent. creature will — oh, dear,
dear!” “and she fell to catching her breath
again, and could not speak.

i

et s
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“ What will he do?” asked the sergeant
impatiently.

“It’s too miserable — I can't sa-y it,” replied
Virtue Ann. <« He'll make way with h1mself
the little dear.” ‘
 “Are you crazy?” .as‘kfed the sergeant.

“No, sir— no, sir. You don’t know that boy.
If you’d lived with him as I have yvou’d under-
stand him. He’s just as set in his way as a
man. Why, Le’s even told me how Tie’ll kill
himself; " and she wlxispered a few words in
the sergeant’s ear that x)iade him_ start back
and stare at her. |

“Do go see him,” said Virtue Ann. «He
took a kind' of -a fancy to you; I guess it must
have been your uniform®’

«“I.guess so,” said the sergeant. ¢ Where

are yow going?” /\

“To the corner grocery for some bread ajnd "

olives.” .+ -
“ Well, you go on then, and T'H call to §€

the child.” o .

« Tl hurry . back,” said Virtue Ann; and
she sped on/her way.-
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“The sergeant went quickly down the street
until he found No. 29. On arriving there. he
stepped inside the lobby; and after ringing the
bell marked 4, he put his ear to the tube be-
side it. S

Presently he heard in Eugene’s clear voice,
“Who i3 there? ” ' _
“Sergeant Hardy,” replied the man.

“Will you have the goodness to walk up?”
said Eugene; and as he spoke he pressed a
-spring that made the entrance door-fly open,
and enabled the sergeant to énter, and mount
the long flight of stairs.

~ At the top of the house he found himself in
, a narrow, uncarpeted hall, where a, door stood
wide open with Eugene. beside it.

“How do you d0?” said the boy’ gmvel;v,
extending his hand. . .

“I'm well,” saxd the eerveqnt “and I'm -
sorry to hear of vour trouble.”

Eucene bowed in -his unchildish fashion.
and led the way to a &m‘tll barely furnished
parlor. .

The seroeant put his helmﬂﬁ the table,
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and sat down by a window, from which an
extended view of distant hills éould be had
over the tops of far and near houses; while
Lu«ene seated himself opposite, and stretching
()ut his slender arms ‘md legs, tried hard to fill
the chair that had been a favorite one w1t-h his
dead (rmndf‘tthel.

His endeavor to look grave 'md manly. was

not successful. He only impressed the sergeant
as being curiously pitiful and pathetic; and the

words, ¢ Poor little'clnp," burst almost invol-

untarily from his lips. -

Eugene grew rather w hite; but he manaoed
to bow again, and-to say composedly, *Thank
you, Mr. Officer.” »

«When did your grandfather dle’ asked
the sergeant.

“Five days ago.”

“ And was it sudden?” :

‘«Extremely so. He came home from the
-town much fatigued, -He lay down on his

bed, rose up. once, and called in- a loud voice,

. “Eugene!’ T ran to him, but the breath had
left him.” '

Yy
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\\‘ "~ “You have written to your relatives?™ said
. the sergeant. ‘

*Yes,” replied Eugene.- 1 sent a letter to
my grand-uncle, who bought from the govern-

_ment the confiscated estate of my grandfather:

I' demanded money from him to enable me to

live.” If he sends it, all will be well. If
, T« Well, if not.” $aid the serceant. © there
: are plenty of people here who will look after’

you.” ' :
Eugene’s pale face flushed.  * Could T be-

come a pahper? No, Mr. Otticer. If T domnot
receive some of the rents from my grandfather’s
v o estate, I shall dispose of.in_\'self otherwise.” . ) ’ .
“How long since vou've been out doors? o

. asked the sergeant abruptly.
«Not since my grandfather died,” said -

1 o ) Eugene sadly. - I have not cared for it.” o : g
« Will you go home with me now and have

supper?” asked. the sergeant. «I would be . _
proud and happy to show yvou my wife.” ' 4
- Before ‘Eugene_could speak. a clapping of e
hands was heard. - _Virpqé -Ann- had - come . - O

‘ ) o’
. g

L TR
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quietly in, and had heard the sergeant’s pro-
posal. ¢ Yea;, Master Eugene, do go,™ she said
Joyfully. o '
Eugene hesitated. ~ “Do, please,” said Vir-
tue Ann coaxingly; “it will do you good.”
S¥ery ivell, sir, 1 akccept with alacrity your.
invit%tion,” said Eugene, slipping from his
chair, and bt'mdmc before -the sergeant. It
1s ‘necessary that I put on my velvet suit,” he
: “"(;nt on, with a slight sparkle in his eyes, and
h_ddress{irig Virtue Ann as he passed her.

“Yes, ves.,”" she replied; «“I will come and
get it down for you.’ ' '

In a few mlnutes she came hurr} ing back
to the sergeant. “I'm right glad you asked
_him.. sir. T heverwvaé _‘i1'1. stch 'a_ tight box in )
my life as to know what to do about this child.
You see, Tm a stranger here, as you might say,
for I've only been four months in the city;
and his grandfather didn’t seem to have any
friends, and T don’t know any one to go to, and
his money is most gone, and he's.such a queer
httle thing, and flies into a rage if I cross him;
and T don’t know. what to do, and T WlSh you'd
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advise him. I asked Bridget to talk to Mus.
Manning about him,— that’s the little girl’s
mother ; but she says the lady would clap him
into a school or some place with a lot of chil-
dren, where he’d be most crazy. I'll go see
Bridget again tonight. I wish I'd money to

keep the little dear with me, if he’d sfay. He's -
so sweet and elegant in his ways; but I'm only
a poor girl, and I'm getting. pretty near my.

- last dollar — oh, here he is! Good b\ ,.\Lxster

Eugene I'll edll for you at nine.
The sergeant and Eugene went slowly down

the staircase, and Virtue Ann stood watching

them until they were out of sight. Then she

-‘drew a long sigh, and went into the kitchen to

get somethmtr to eat. : ’
' Thé sergeant and Eufrene scarcely spoke as

.they went along the street The man was
silent because he was “ondermg “hat he could -~
do to help the boy beside him. _T}xe boy was

silent because, despite himself, a soft joy and
peace were stealing into his troubled heart, as

he once ‘more mmrrled thh his fellon-beuws, v

and bleathed the pure evening alr

"
4
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At last the sergeant stopped before a neat

“wooden house near the Fens. = This is my

home.” he said. _

Fugene brought back his eves from the dis-
tant horizon, and flashed @ quick.r appreciative
clance at the small house and the pretty gar-
den. o )

“Come in,” said the sergeant gruffly. My
wife will be getting the supper.”

Eugene saw no face looking out for them
between the ruffled window curtains.  All was
quiet and still, — the sergeant had evidently no

children ; and -the boy thoughtfully went into

the house, and hung up his cap on arrack in

the hall. _

“T1l not put vou in the. parlor.,” said the
sergeant.  “Let’s go find the missis ;7 and’ he
stalked out toward the kitchen at the back of
the house. . o

Eugelne followed him curicusly, and with
some hesitation. '

“TIsn’t that a picture?” said the sergeant.

‘He had pushed open the kitchen ddqr; and

Eugene, looking in, saw a small, exquisitely

% .







s .
. Lo
. o - .
. ‘ N
i 3 E . .
~ .
- " -
N - L .
: N Rach N c.
. ‘ . N ‘ . :
. .
-, . .
. « .
. . . -
. . . .
o ~ i -
. i . ' . s . .
. . . . . . .
. . . . . .
. . c .




4 CHILD IN TROUBLE. - 53

- clean room, with pictures on the walis. and
white curtairs at the windows, and a woman
cooking something over a gas-stove.

C¢ Well, wi_fe,”vsaid the sergeant agreeably,
“I've brought a visitor home to-night: he’s
the little French boy I told you about. He-
has had a great misfortune, —his grandfather
is dead; ".and lLe gently pushed Eugene for-
~ward. ‘ A

- The wom.an‘_misedv her head slightly; and
Eugene saw that she had a fresh face, 'rather
}011110‘81 tlmn the ser geant’s, -clear blue eves,
-and 4 quantity of soft white hair.

,"Stephen, ” she said, in a spoiled, almost
childish voice, * how could vou? there’s only
- stew enough - for twoy and vou know I don’t
hke boys.” : . (
e Yes, ves, I know,” he said gdod-natufe?]ly. .
« Here’s the boy ; just look round and teil Lim

: S0 yourself '

\Irs. Hardy did turn around in the twin-

+ kligg of an eye, the uplifted spoon in her hand.

. “How do you do?” she said quickly. =T did-
n’t see you —don’t mind what I.say. T have
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just a little prejudice against boys, because they
tease my (.dtb

“And this boy lns a llttle prejudice against

you on two scores,” said the sergeant, chuck-

ling amiably. : o
“ What are t]xe') 7 %Led Mrs. Hardy.
“I'll tell you later on.” xaid the sergeant
Mis.. }Lud) laughed softly, and bent her

'\\:hite head over the stove: w hile her husband

pointed to a rocking-chair drawn up- by one -

of the windows, and hospitably mvxted Eugene

to sit down on it.

Eugene, however, would not seat himself
while his hostess was standma and contented

himself with leaning against it.

“somethmg so attractive and unique in her ap--

~ The sergeant excused himself, and went
away to change his uniform ; while Mrs. Hardy,
between ‘the intervals of stirring the dish on

the stove, looked. curiously at Eucrene over her,

shoulder.
. She was dressed all in white; and thexe avas

peamnce, in- her fresh face and her snowy
hair, that the boy had drﬂiculty in keepmg'

}nmcelf from staxmo at her.
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“So your grs mdfather 1s dead eile said in
a low voice, as if she were talkmg to herself.
“You must. feel badly about it, :though yvou -
are only a boyv.” o

Eugene, without- knowing \vhy,' felt himself
growing sorry for her hecause she was sorry
fox him. o e

*One must suffer in this W011d he said
patrenizingly. It is fate.” o -
~ “You are young to have found that out.”
'said the woman quietly. ~ Then, before he
could answer her, she said, Do you like
oyster stew?” h

I shall eat with pleasure anything that
you prepare, :imadam,” said the boy courté-
ously: “and, indeed, that is one of my, favor- ‘
“ite dishes — allow me to assist you;™ and he
hurried forwaxd to help. het in. carrying the -
dish to the near dmmo-mom.

“Did you hear me say that there would
not be enough oysters for three?’” asked Mrs.
Hdrdy, ﬁtmo her brlcrht; blue eyes on the”
boy’s face. = = :

“ No, madam,” he sald \v1tlmut hesitation.
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*But you must have —you were close by.”

Eugene tried not to smile,” but lLe could

not help it. - " o
“You are tellmo a stoxv in order to save
my feelings, aren’t you?" 'she said brusquely.
Eugene shrugged his shoulders. ¢ A story
- — well; scarcely that.” '

It is better to hurt my feelings,” she said.

gravely, “thai to say what is not true. I
spoke too quickly about the oysters._ Here
is cold meat and. a salad —we shall have
enough. I suppose you like oil in your
salad.” ' '

s

41 do, madam.”

“TI've mnoticed French people " do. "My hus-

band takes sugar and vinegar on his:. Now

1 will get ‘the chocolate. and we c,,an sit do“n
as soon as Stephen comes.” = . :
“ \Vh}, you and my wife are getting. on fa-

mously,” said the sergeant, rubbmg hn, hands

as he entered the room.
Eugene lqokedv at him. . His appearance
was quite changed. He was nowldg‘essed in
~a suit of dark brown clothes, and he ‘wc‘).'re a
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red nccktie, and lad a white flower in his
buttonhole. ‘ . »

~ This boy is not like other bO)a, “said
Mrs. Hardy calmly; “he is a gentleman.”

»So you like him,” said the 'éerﬂezmt teas-

ingly. “.A pity it is that he can’t like )ou
“Why can't he like me?” said Mrs. Hardy,

sitting: down behind the chocolate and milk
pitchers, and motioning Eugene to sit beside
her. - ) o ‘

“ Because you are two things that he
doesn’t care for.”

* What are they?”

“You are a woman and a former school-
“teacher.” '

“ Den't you like \\omen"”. abl\ed Mirs.
ILud) of Eugene.

_ “ Madam,” he sajd gallantly,- « the . world |

would De a drealy place without your charm-
mg sex.” : oos
« And school-teachers" o
« Oh! I detest them, he said frankly,

“ thh but’ few exceptions ;° and he bowed

0. hex.
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“Do you always talk like this?” asked
Mrs. Hardy with undisguised curiosity.

Eugene smiled at lier. He knew th'tt he
talked like a grown-up man. T

< Don’t tease the ‘boy,” said the sergeant.
“He isn't a prig, anyway. Do you know,”
he went on, addressing Eugene, ‘that I'm
very fond of niy wife ?” o

«“You do " not surprise me,” said Eugene

with his lips; and in his heart he thought,
-« What astonishing candor! 1 never met such .

people.” - - o
¢ Her father . used to be worth hxs welght

“in gold,” said the sergeant.. “ He owned a

ﬂou1 mill. - Then he failed and died; and my

w1fe, like a brave girl, taught and supported

her§elf till I married :hér. I guess she’ll

“never do that again, though. She has got a

rich#ld aunt that is going to leave her some

' money some da), S0 she will be prov1ded for
- ‘whatever happens to me.’
«1 congratulate you,” sald Eugene to his

hostess.

“1 hope )om grand-uncle mIL do as square .

E
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a thing by you.us her aunt is doing by her,”
said the sergeant. ¢ \Ve've got it down.in
black and white.”

Eugene’s face grew so pale tlmt \Ih. Hardy
shook her head at her husband.. Then she
pressed the bO) "to eat various tlllll“’b that
she laid oh his plate.

“Your hair is just like a pile of snow

_to-night,” said the sergeant, affectionately re-

.

garding the top of hiy wife’s head. Do
you know, bo_y, some people 'ue mischievous

.enough to ask .if that hair has been’ - turned

white on account of my. sins? " and he
laughed uproariously. * What do you tell
them, Bess? ™ S ' ‘

“I tell them no,” she said, shaking her
head. “We all turn. gm} in our family when’
we're forty.” - : L

«It gives. you the appearance of being in

grande toilette,” said Eugene, who had: reeovered
‘his composure. One could imagine you just

bteppmg into your carriage to attend a ball.”
Mrs. Hardy looked pleased, and hauded him
a huge slice of cake.
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The Hardys did not spend a very long time
at the table: and when supper was over the
sergeant withdrew to the garden to smoke,
while Eugene—begged to assist his hostess in
carrying the dishes to the’ kitchen.

“Do you really want to do it?’" she said

earnestly ;- “or 1s—rt—orr1'v—yom—pn-hteness that

makes you ask? No, don't answer quickly 5

take a minute to think.” _
~ Out: through ‘the open window Eugene could

~ see the little garden flooded \Vfﬁfelectric ‘1igh‘t
-from the near street, and the sergeant- saunter-

ing about it with a pipe in his mouth.

~ “7You had rather be with lum, had you not? 9
- said Mrs.- ‘Hardy.

T had,” replied Eugene, the w oxds slipping

out of “his mouth before he could recall them.,

¢ Then, run away,” said -Mrs. ardy; “it is

» good for boys to be in the open air as much

as possible, a.nd. I am i1sedl to washing my

dishes myself. . That china belonged: to my

: : . . .
- mother, and was very expensive. and you might

let it fall: and then, perhaps you would spot
5our velvet suit.”
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Eugene went (iut‘-of-d(l)ors:A and while walk-
ing about the moist garden paths, he followed
the. seweanta duectwn: with regard to picking
" a number of the s“eet tlemuloub flowers to
take home with him. ‘ : --
< Wlhat games can you, play? " asked the
sergeant as his eye ran over the pledmm sym-
mcnv nf Eugene’s figure. g

« I, can fence and dam,e, " said Eu mene. «and

ride passably : also I am fond of nahmg. and T

.can run well at the <rame one calls * prisoner’s
base* in this country.” 'b

o Good -but what have you done here ? Do
vou play base-ball and crickét or foot-ball 2™

*'Not as yet, " said the boy sadly. but proudly ;

“ we cin afford nothing.”

* We must see to that if )ou stay in Boston,”
Sﬂ.ld the sergeant. You'll not make yourself
a man if you don't have mdnlv exercise.  Why,

here’s Dodo coming lome, and old ToddIeQ

with her:”

Eugene lifted ‘up his eyes and smiled in
amusement at two rather decxelut cats that
were chmbmg~the garden fence.” - o

a
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“ These are our house cats,” said the ser-
geant, * promoted from the park to home: ser-
vice on account of old age: Come in, pussies,
and have some supper.” = - ’

The tortoiseshell pair  before entemm the
house walked purringly _around  the \cl"cdllt.
and rubbed: themselves .m.umt his legs.

s It's . wonderful what affection the creatures

hive,” he said musingly,”as he took his pipe
from his momh. and looked down at them.

.“Don’t you like dumb animals. hov?”

“I had a pony in France that I rather cared
f()l, said Et ugene, “and .l like lllllltlll"‘-d(""b
mlpexfectlv well.”] . ’

“ But you don’t undehmnd dumb creatures,

said the sergeant. **Ican tell by the way that

jou speak that you den't. There’s a whole

book of knowledge shut up from you. boy.

Some da\"per]mpc it will be opened. and you'll
~‘enjoy life more fmm knowing that ‘there are
more live things to enjoy it and-to like you |

than you have had "any suspicion of. Let’s

:go in-now. I guess the missis has gat things

tidied.”
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Mus. Hardy was standing on the - porch. look-

inglike a girl with her slim figure and ‘white
ﬂ‘()\\ n.
- Would you like to phv some rr'uneb " she
asked lier guest: aoftl\‘ A

He showed a pohte pleasure at the proposal.
and durm'v the next two hours Mrs. Hardy
initiated him into the Liysteries of some Amer-

ican panlm amusements that he had never be:

fore heard of. -

When Vume \nn came for }um, his cheeks.
avere flushed and his face h.tpp‘. He looked
hke a different boy from ‘the little careworn

'ueatme tlm.t h: ul arrived there a few hours

-e&(nhex.

« Thank- vou ]\1]](“\. maam.” said * Virtue
Ahm in'.a low’ voice to Mis. Il;u'(l‘y; “you've

done an angel’s deed- in comforting hinm. I'm

little Lul * and she \wlwl heavily:
All the evening \Ih. [Tardy had been re-
garding the. Loy with a curious intentness of

gaze. -At Virtue Ann’s words her eves again.

wandered to Eugene » and she said wistfully,

ERLIN Y TR T W
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“Do you say that he is quite alone in the
world, quite, quite alone? " ‘

“Yes; except his old grand-uncle in France,”
said Virtue Ann with a sniff. « He'll not do
anything for him, I .mis_doubt. I've heard the

grandfather talking about him; and I guess

~ he’s no better than a skinflint, and” — but here

Virtue Ann was obliged to break off abruptly,
for Eugene came forward to take leave of his
hostess. " \ _

~ Mis.” Hardy listened with ‘a smile ‘on her

. P o
-face to his well-bred assurances that he had

had & pleasant visit. L .
* “You were critivising us all the time.” she
said keenly; and when Eugene. in discompo-

sure, could do nothing but gaze helplessly at

* her, she bent down suddenly and kissed him.

“ N-eiver mind, little 1ad.” she said, * I know
that this has been a change for you: Good-
night, good-night ;" and long aftet her husband
went into the house, she stood in the doorway,
her eyes wan(,ierix.lg down the street that Virtue

- Ann and her young charge had taken to go
L.

" home.
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Virtue Ann had been quite impressed by the .

cosiness and pretty furnishings of the little
cottage, and by the mifigled dignity and oddn)
of the aemcam wife.

“She was like an old pu,tuxe w L{h that white

" hair,” she murmured to l_xeraelt; “and yet there's

no nonsense about her. I guess she’s a good

‘housekeeper too, for everything was as neat as

wax.  What a good home that would be for
Master Eugene ! ’" and she sighed as sher glanced
at the quiet lad beside her. '

Sergeaint Hardy was® tired that night. and

went to bed as soon as Lurrene had left his

“house.  About one o ‘clock he was awakened

by the sound of suppressed sobbing; and start-

ing up in bed, he dimly saw his wife standm«n

by the window. o
* What’s the mattér, Bess ? 7 he asked

‘sleepily.

She lifted her wlute head that she had laid

wake you? - I'm sorry.  It's nothing — go to
sleep again.” =~ . '
- People don’t get up out of bed in the mld-

o

- against thé window-pane.. “O btep-hen. did I -
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b : e ' : :
i dle of the night to go lean up against win-
4
dows and stare out into the dark for’ nothmﬂ.
i
W, he said in a matter-of-fact way. ¢« What's

wrong with you, Bess?” . ‘
“Qtephen, she said in a nepressed voice.
“in all the )ealb that we've been married
AR : . you've “often heard me say how ghd I am
B ' that I've never had a ehild.”
“Often, Bess.” .
<« How <r1ad—-how delmhted I am,” she
went on quietly, though he knew by ler tones
that- she was trembling like a leaf, *that we
: h'ave;n()t had to. launch &liother little child
. into this world of care zuul trouble; it's such
_ S a sad world for children.

-

«1 know, I know,” he said..trying not to
<. yawn as he listened to her.

1 - “ Theyre such a worryi when they're grow-
ing up,” she continued simowfully- “they get.
ill; and" you have to fﬂbb over. them in the
t ' ' daytime, and they call 30u out of your warm
' btd at night.”
. : «Of course they do,” he responded w l‘hev re
¥ ' ' : alwa.xs ble:mno' like Lxmbs after their parents.”

ComSaART T

et SN



.A CHILD IN TLOUBLE. 6y

= And mothers get dragged down aud worn

out: and then, when the little tl:ings grow old’

énough to be a comfort, théy go away from
vou out-into the worlll, or else vou die and
leave them, and almost break y.nur']mart in the
coing, ‘because you thil_;k other people won't
he as tender with them- as }’6;1 have been.”
= Naturally,” growled the sergeant. - A
body wonld~ almost think you lad been

through' the ‘experience.”

*»There are too many children in the-
world.” said his wife vehemently. - Iear me -

say again, Stephen. that T'm glad. glad. ylad,
that T have never had any;” and she sank out

) . . ! . .
of his sight into a seat in a dark corner. and

~covered her face with her hands.

“You're so glad,” said her husband kindly.

and yet a little ‘ironically, *that you're cry-

“ing vour eyes out about it.”

B . ] - A e B . -
*Let me alone. Stephen.” she said passion-

ately'; “let me ery. You have always been
kind and indwulgent with me. and let ‘me have

my.own way: and I have got selfish, and look

“out always for.my own comfart.”

4
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*Oh never mind. nc\e min(l Bess.”™ he

said consolingly. = Get into 1»0(1 again; yvou'll

take cold.” . -

“No; no!” she exclimed.

unselfish for once. Let me imagine

the next room tlm~= is a little sick child. that
it may call me at anv minute. that I must he
if her

wl»lmm as

heart would break, she drew her

over her head like a veil. wid curléd- herself

up miserably on the low seat. - L

The s‘erge'ufxtlon’ked in .her direetion chi-
".passimlat’ely_ and with resignation. ~1'd ery
with you. Bess, if I could.

“but I can't. Tl get up and make a hot

*drink for you, thmwh. if you. hke. e

* N6, no; T don’t- want a liot dlmk she

.
.o

moarned.
“I O'I(e\s rn just let }nu alone

like to. make ‘\'ouraelw_'éa mlbemble

smneti’mes, " he_said philosophically ; ; #ind lay-,

ing his head down on the plllow he was soon
asleep‘ ' ’

B

“Let me "he

that in -

You )

R
white hair

" he sajd drowsily, -

X
i

v-‘rA:.;."m»: -
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old to go out unattended, thourrh it is not
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' THE REST OF THE CATS.

EtGeNE had faithfully promised the sergeant
that .he would o for a walk. in thc'pm'k the

next morning. and there the sergeant accord.

' 1nrrl\' met lnm at eleven o'cldck.

’

"~ The- bm “was strolling along the muthenp
part, of the Fens: and as he halted near the

\0%513 bridge. the sergeant caught - up \nlh

hm1. .

Good mornmf1r " he said cheerily. = \\'Iu-r«’s

'Vour nursé thh the good name’ tn-d.u

“ Good-mommrr said Eugene with a Inight

look at him. *Virtue Ann had sweeping to

do: and she says that T am now sufliciently

the cust,om to do so in- m\' countn' until one

',“ older”™™ . "3 Lo

“You're big enbugh to go alone.” said the

sergeant. * We_ think lere that it makes a.

A

cor
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~mollyeoddle uf a boy to have some one at Lis

lieels \\.mhmu‘ him all the time. Have you o
paid vour respects to John O° lwlll‘ this morn:

. PR . . N
g

= : . - >

:1 , . . “No: I have jnst arrived from home. 1
: T : shall go there later.” o
= No news from France vet T \111:1)0»&*‘ R o
= Oh, no! it'is not time.” , g ‘
“ Well. you'll hav ¢ to wait.  There's nothing
like p’mcmc in this life.  Don’t you want to
come down this path with me. and see the rest
| of my colony of cats?- Thix is ‘where they
f live.” . - ’
"I = It will  give T me gr’o:it ‘ pleasure.” - =aid ,
Eugene. o . ‘ g L
i The sergeant turned abruptly from the Foad '
. to a shady path leading to a duck-pond. Sta- L,
5 , tinnin(r'liimSelf midway in*it, he <’?ave‘a whistle
i- .that Lurrene noticed was' quite «hffcrent from .
- . - his call, for- King ]muzv . )
4o ’ The boy stood aside; and presently he saw g
— little gray heads peeping cautiously from De-
- - tween the leaves, and heard a number of timid -
. _ Voices ‘giving. tentative mews of welcome. -
i ) .,
! : ¢ .; - L A
: ’ ' Tergloe
! .
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oIt isn't feeding-iime,” “said thc Kcl('emt"

>

«when it is they just tumble over “each other

to frct to me.—and the) xc i httle afraid uf_

you." ” : : , N "

Lugen drew étill farther back' and “then
the eats came fast enough.— young and old.

gay and sober ones, purring cohtentedly and

waving their tails, as they circled in and out
about the sergeant, and j Jmnpeo up to rub them-
selves against him.

- ) v
- Ihose are swter\' " said the sergeant, in-

dicating, two young  gray pussies who were

_ wall\nm &hout ‘with tails. held pmu«llv aloft;

~“and that is the old mother, thc queen of

N

the rr.mrr ' he added, Lumhm(r ut an austere

\I.tlte\e cat who w m»cufhnor the ears of a ]ut-

ten* »she makes them stand muml

Eugene fuldressed a complimentary remark
to the \Iftltese cat, who stared at him suspi- -
cxouxlv from eyes that looked like ‘white eur--

rants in the strong light of the sun.
*You can’t deceive her.” said the sergeant.

. as the cat tumed away fronr Eugeune S0 join

the band about t,helr patron. » She k.xow» you

=
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“don’t like her.  You can fool a human being

quick’nr than you can; an animal 5 and an
animal won't lie as often as a human being,
though they will do it somethues. You needn’t
try to catch them, little one, > he.went on, ad-
dressing” a chikd who came suddenly racing
down a‘ path; “they won’t let any one but
the park police lay. a hand 6_11 them.”

Every cat had disappeared at the advent of
the child, and with a disappointed face she

went back the way she had come.

* Would you like to see. the cats™ wmter be(l-
fellows? said the sergeant, addressmg Lu-
gene. - ‘ S

“ ahould like it 1‘em'ul\.tb1) well,” said the

boy : and he followed the sérgeant to the duck-

pond. -

On arriving there the semeant gave-a third
variety of whistle. and a host of glossy crea-

tures rushed ashore, quacking and gabbling re-

proachfully at their friend, who -stood merely
looking at them without offelmrr them food.
“They're annoyed with ‘me,” he sm_d. and

he laughed. as the ducks one and all. struck
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5

’ - the ground sLarpiy with their beaks, and turn- - -
/ug their backs on him filed into the pond. *
: “You greedy things.” he went on ; * your |
thoughts don’t get 'much hlghc, than  good
living, thaugh you're pretty kind-to the cats
in winter. Do you know ducks and cats all
sleep together after it gets cold?”
“ Really!” ejacul:»te(l \Iiilgene. = Is, that a
possible thing?” T ‘
. T“Yes,” said the :extremnt. * they »leep
bO‘{es ﬁlled \vxth hay. My wife says it is
csweet’ to see the ducklings A‘an‘d “kittens ) o
brought up together. She has a very kind T
heart for ammala. has ‘my - wife.” '
. «T can wel imagine that \Ixs. Ilaul) is
, ., - always kin . said Lu"‘cnc v ) _
The serfeant gl.uu «ed at him sharpb The. .~
. 'boy spoke n the tones of ordinary polltenc«, o ‘
‘not w*ume by any méans. A
' Do you l\eep no pigeons ?” . Eugene went
00 on. '
/’iea, a few * said the sergeant. a
e C And whete is the place that. they- ll\e.

the pc Jeomuer, as-one_says in I*mnce" ”:

~a .
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»In the top of the duck-house. I‘hey have
no house of their own.”' _
- vIn I'ra.uce nearly every country ]}01]50 Lias
a pq/eomner, saxd Lug{ene. . S /.
“We'll ges one here in time,” said the ser-
geant.. “Now, if you want to inspect the rest
of my menagerie, let us go back to the bridge.”
- “ What have you there? " asked Eugene as
L ~ they paced slowly up the path.
. - “A flock of t\\jenty-oa:xeA geese;'l See, there
~they are out.on. the marshes. Hello, they're’
o I‘xii(’i‘km a quarrel with the {\'iltl geese.” =

.-

B

"« Have you wild ones also?
0« A few only. Hear how thev re sure}mmg -
What tempers ! . Tl \\]natk, and pelhaps 'l

c'ttch their attention.” . « ‘ AN
P -~ The sergeant ,\\lll_btlcd iii: vain.  The wind .o

: R was_blowing ovér the’ marshes, and the geese™
were too- much engaged -in  theit dispute to
lLieed his voice’ that’ only xeached theém famtlv

s ~ _“'lhe) remind me of the. pratne fowl out B

f e West,” sald the sexcreaut ¢+ They, were mw}m

n . ~ fond of “dan€ing réund each other, but they

o . <alw1vs wound up \\uh a row. .1 Now; I haven't -

- : N ot
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- anything more to’show you this morning. I

believe I'll walk up B«iv\'lstm.l_'\St;'ect way with

vou a bit. Come over some feeding-time -to

- sed these creatures. They're more i'r‘xtcrcs'ling

7 then. . Don't bring your' nurse. tlmlwh. down
.

‘here.  These cats just hate' women.”

*For the same reason tlmt the king’ does

‘asked Eugene. o d

"lw, they've mostly been ‘turned out‘of-

_ doors b) women, and the3 don't. forget it. ‘I m

s ¢ somry it's so, for T am fond of women ‘myself;
i but ‘uum.tla, and C'l.ts e\pecmll). don’t forget

. an m]ury' that is, " the most of them dou't.

" They're very like us. some forgive and some

don’t; and they'ré just as filH'of contradictions

_as we are. Some of them w111 ‘put up \\nh

- things from the few people they like Dest that
. .. they won’t put up with from a ;tl'uwex. "For
- instance, a ‘dog wvill let hlb master cuff him
round, when he'd blte a stnuwer t}mt \mul«l

-lay a finger on }um. Th').ta ]ust the w*u we
are witll our owu families. ’VI) wife. “and 1

“will take tlnugs from each otlnex t}nt ‘we
wouldn’t from o{hexj peopte. By the _vwa),
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there are some fiue bu\’s cumm" 'x]mw that I'd
like to ‘introduce vou to. Do vou see them?
That is a grand fellow thdt one with the foot-
ball. under his mm.

Elmene shrank back. and made a gesture of
dissent. e _

“You'll like them,” said the sergeant ear-
nestly : and before Eugene could speak he had .
addressed the bovs, who halted before him:

o \\e are crmnrr to run races on the lono"
path. said ong.of them!

" “You ought to cut over the ground like a
North Daknm-hck rabbit,”> vud the sex«eant
turnmo' to Eugene. ' -

- Thie French lad tried to spele\ but could not.
He had so long been ent off. from the society
of other boys that getting _amm_xg them again
was like ‘taking a plunge into a cold ‘bath:
However, one boy, ta whom the sergeant nodded

‘in a significant way. took Eugene under his -
. proteétlon, and w1th unconcealed delight the

sergeant stood watdnng the round dozen “of
them kick up their heels. and scamper over the

level road toward their racing-ground.




"mfe. "'\'tephen, I want that boy.™

THE REST OF THE CATS. T

Eugene. to the sergeant’s pride. kept u
> . bs ;

with the best of them. > Te is long and lean,

just like a gl.'é.\-'hmnul."t muttered the man as
he went contentedly ‘on his. tour of inspection
through the park; ¢ but he looks a little under-
fed. T wish he could get some of Bess's Toast
beef occasionally.”™ '

When the ~emmnt w ent home to his dinner

at one o'clock. he told lhis wife #bout weeting
Eugene. ' .
I glad you sént Lim to play.” she said.
- IIh nurse has been here, and we were talk-
ing about him. It s a shanie_ to lave the child
S0 like an old man.’ .

“Yes; it is,” said the sergeant absently.
* What have’ you got for- (lmnex. Bess? I'm
fe‘ufnll) hungry, and I .~mcll mmethnm rrood

»Steak and onions and apple-pie,” said his -

“You want that boy ! " said her husb.md m

a dazed manner. W hat do vou memi ?’

= Just exactly what T say.” she _l'eplied with

great composure. “I want him to come here.

His nurse has heard of a good situation. and

s
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it is too bad to keep her on there living with

him when they have so little money.”
Her husband sat down to the table, and
began to carve: the steak. Bess.” he said

remonstratingly, *you couldn’t get him here

— that little thoroughbred, proud fellow. e

looks down on us.”
“ Why does  he look down on us? ™ asked
Ml'é_. Hardy.
“Well, T guess he thinks we don’t belong
to the. aristocracy.” A '

“Aren’t you as good a man as there is in
this city ?” asked Mrs. Hardy earnestly.

&1 shWdn’t wonder if T am,” said the ser-.

geant with great complaceney.  “though I

m}ightabe' better than, I am. But, Bess, you

don’t understand.” \
4TI understand this much,” she said. ¢ Here

is a lonely child in a Dbig city, without a soul

but a poor ignorant nurse to look after him..

If you take Tim by for%,/ and put him some-

where where he doesn’t want to go, he'll pine
to death. _If we can coax him here, and make

him happy till somethipg is ,arranged g

e
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= That's all very fine.” said the sergeant;
«T se¢c what youre after. Bess. You've taken
a great fancy to that bov\'.‘ You'll get him here,

“and fall to I)ettil.lg him ; then; when he's sent

for to go to France. you’ll break your heart.”

« I don” it believe he will ever be sent fox.
said Mrs. II ardy calmly.

The sergeant laid aside his kmfe and fork,
and brought his hand down on the table. “Now
und»erstz;nd. Bess, once or alle Ij'm not going;
to bring up other people’s children. If T had
a_son of my own it would be differert. How

do wé know how tlus little s]nvqr will tlun

out? His head is cmmnwd full of .untmns, .

“and he thinks no more of tclhnﬁ' a./ge tﬁlx 1
-do of telling the truth.”

: /
“Some one has to bring hinr up,” said Mrs.

Hardy ; “and he only tells stories out of polite-

ness. He will get over it.”

[y

“T told you before that he different from

us.”" said the sergeant irritably. * Don't-tease; —

Bess.™”

“No, T won’t, Stepheu, -she s'ud quxetly-

« perhaps you ‘are 1‘1g]1t, onl)

\_\‘-




her husband. -¢ You're nog, crying, are )ou

,la,st me for a lmm time.” 4

. are. lots of rich people - m tlis. mt‘v that- would

,to the becrarars in the’s streets. It’s the shabby o %l >
, o

.ot near enoucrh ‘to pity —not that I approve . .. b
. of encouramng -begging ‘he added 111 an of‘ﬁ-' ‘i o E 1
cml‘ manner.. : f“’ e T o ST
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- . . . C:/'y
“Only what? 7 asked her h;l-sband/. . ,
“ Only I'm lonely Tere all da§ without you.” . !

she said in a law voice.

“Will you give me a cup of tea?” asked

.

“he - went on suspiciously. : R T

“ No, Stephen; I cried enourvh last night to

“You don t usually have acr ying-spell oftenez )

- than ;once in six weeks,” lie remarked with )

'a’ssumed chcelfulnexs. “1 guess some one
will look out for that bov I daresay there.

adopt him. 1f they l\new “lnt/a grand family{
he comes of. .. - : _

s Rich- people aren’t as l\u/d As poor ones, -
Stephen, you know that.” ’ : .
" “Yegf I do,” he said: wmm'l')‘:‘ «r notlce/kt - \ .

isn’t the best-dressed people thiat give m@;ela

woman that takes out her purse when- she
passes. some poor - wretch; -She’s been vtlxere,‘ ) .
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“It must be terrible not to have enough to
eat,” §‘ud Mrs. Hardy with a shuddex
.The sergeant shuddered too. = Bess,” he
said, *it's easy enough to say tlnt, but not:
©. one person in a million can feel Most
people haven't the slightest idea \\'lmt starva-
tion is. I've told you about my getting lost -
out West on ‘the plains. All the man went
- out of me two days after we dte our last bite
.of food. I was, nothmnr but a beast. ‘A could
have eaten you if you ‘had been there. The
"pain aud the sickness and the dreams of food
were awful, and for weeks after we weré found
I could digest ounly the si#nples't»things. Do. .
you suppose that bé/y,ever goes humgry ?”

“ Meat is rathefexpensive.iu Boston,” said
Mrs. Hardy: - «I think by what. the girl says
>the} don t <ret much of that.” R

The sergeant ﬁmslled “his dmner in silence;

j and in silence heW)ucl;led 611 h&’s—lwlt and tQ/’tk
‘his helmet and wen to ﬂle/front door.~ Then
~ he came back again. - - o

“r‘Be», he said rrmﬁiv. ~you said h\t mrrht

what a good lausb.md Id been o you" o

PR
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: "
 Yes, Stephen.” she replied ; * 'md I say ~14;,
again. now and. ’th“t)b. a.nd :I" don’t care Who

" hears me.”

-

* Well.-you've been a frood w1fe to me.”. h¢

returned : “and I don't care \\ho lxemb me say.

it t'lthel. Get that boy here if you h]\e.—;
maybe it is a good move. We're always hav-
ing to do things in the dark in this life, and
then some way or other light shines on us;
but Bess™ —and he 11e.sitated, and looked at.
her from under drooping eyelids as, shyly as
if he were a boy himself.

She went up quickly to him, and laid a hand
on his broad chest. *T know what you want

“ to say. Stephen. you are jealous: you are afraid

I'll 'thin_k more of that little boy than I do of
you.’ - .
« That's about the ﬁwuxe of it,” he replied.

« Aren’t you ashamed of }ourself?” she said,
¢ not only to mention such a thing to me, but
to dare to think it to yourself. You a big,
strong than to be jealous of that little delicate "

“lad. You know ]ust as well as I do why I like

lnm.

=
“
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The sergeant’s face cleared. * You like him.
for the same reason that you like the cats,” he

sgik—"¢ He's| been east out, and he hasn’t any

. I .
¢ne to take anNnterest in him. Well, pet him
; ave him here if you can get

. co -
;7 and the sergeant

hil;l,_ I don serenely

back to

kissed her, andithén wended "his way
the pagk. .

R

s s s
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.CHAPTER V. o
. \ .
- ' .
MRS. HARDY MAKES A CALL.

Ix the middle of that same afternoon, Bﬁd‘
rret and Virtue Ann wexg- 51tt1n(r in thc lat-
ter's lutche’n, .xlkmw volubly. T

«And ‘ture tll"\.tb bo» pl’tce‘,i’ Bx'rdfret -

was saying. “You'd do well to ]ump at. the. .
i |

chance, Virtue Ann. Loul girls kept, and-

you only to do part of the up-stairs \VOlk

and it's lucky you 'ue\ ,
© “But the child,” said Virtue. Ann uneasily:
« Troth, and ltb a pity aboui him,” said

Budcret- “ but. to look" Oht for- number one is ’

the game to-dmy "You can *t jie to your apron-

on )ou o v

o

"« No, I ¢an’t,” s-ﬂd Virtue-- Ann; “I knew

‘T'm standing in’ my own hfrht yet ‘there’s
something witchy about the little fellow. . I.

wake up in the night and think about hlm,
and -vow I’ll never leave hlm

. &

®

.
t
-
‘
- ;,_.“-:-«www«--

,strm% a child that h‘tsn t a Ohost of a clalm O

e imaniy T
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1mwctun(r ve
are,” said Bridget with a light laugh.  Faith,
I'd shake him off in the winking of an eye.

=And in the morning it's

It's .theAcitv that'll look after him, since his
glandf"sthex was an infidel, and they hav en't a
Och'!

and Bridget.\\'mnfd up

clain: on the- hol} chuldx
boy ! “Virtue Ann '™

her remarks with a ‘squeal of dismay; for. .

murder, me

Eugene stood in the doorway, his bl%k plex-
cmnr eves fixed’ se\/exelv on her- face.4

‘He did not epeal\ to her. but turned to Lis
ﬁ'\ntue Ann,/

nurse.
peh-et_mtingj voice, *Js it true that you wish ’

he asked in a sad.

to leave me?” . S e

« Master Engene,” stammered the girl. =T

-thought you were on the sofa .asleep. being
tired from your walk in the p’ll‘k this morning;  *
Im sure I never dleamed——lf Ira t]murr]'t

you were’ a\vake I'd have shut the door.” S

“Have you a situation Qﬂexed to mu 2>

_ asked Euorene coldu' . >

Lrmmmmpasiie s

(X}

“Yes, .she . hasy mtelposed Budcret‘ “and

.that is the txuth of the matter ; and you' ‘11 be
a ovood boy, s1r, now: won t §ou 27

N .

’ - -

ro
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Eugene still paid no attention to her: and
\'irtuue Amn went on, « I'll not leave you,
Master Eugene, don't you be afeard of it.
I'm just talking to while away the timé.”

~ ¢ Where is it that you wish to go?” asked
Eugene. S

- *It's to Brookline.” interposed Bridget. -
- “To a fine house, where she’ll get lots of

wages, and maybe find a nice home for you,

me boy, if youll be a good. peaceable lad,

and let her go quietlike and aisy.”
“When are youorequii‘ed to be there?”

~ pursued Eugene.

* Never, Master Eugene,” said Virtue Ann

'h_ys.te'rically. “I'm not.going. It's only talk.”

“ And it’s to-morrow morning her new mis-
““tress would like to have hglg,"-said Bridget;
“for in the evening she gives a grand dinner-
pa'rty(, and they’ll be glad of extra help for the .

waiting.”
“ How much do I owe®you. Virtue Ann?""
asked Eugene. - S

)

said the girl *wildly.
«“Oh! I don't know \,\"l(lfy_brought_us‘ into this

“ Nothing. nothing.’

[

g
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serape. Bridget, I_' \\bh you'd hdd your’

-tongue .
The ])0) took . out his little - pursé, and
opened it. There was not much money in it.

He turned over a few silver pieces with the

tips of his slim, aristocratic fingers, and his "

white face grew whiter. Still he said firmly.
“It will be necessary te sell the furniture. I
will awrange for it.” You may leave me in

the morning, Virtue Aun;™ and he withdizw

as softl - as- he had come.

“The little 1mp1dent thing,” said ;ﬁridgct

- ~,
wnthfull) “ He niver once cast a glance at

.y

me.

-« He'll never speak to you ‘m%iil,” smd \ -

tue Ann’ mournfu113, “nor to me eltlxel. after
I leave him. I know him; he's the most un-
forgiving little mortal that ever drew breath.

.Oh! T wish I ‘h'tdn’t offended him;” and she A
put her apron up to her face and bewm to cry.

o« Oh, whisht ! said Bridget impatiently.
o J ust you le‘ne him here ;. some ‘one w 111 take

care of him.”

«Oh, I-can't, I can’t!” said Virtue Ann.

> -
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“ He's all alone in the world. He don’t. know
any. one lhere. or care for any -one, unless it's
that police sertreant 1 guess Il], go see him
right away.” :

S Hist!” said Bndoet “ there sa rmg at the
lwll : go see who it is.”

-Virtae Ann sprang up, dned her tears. 'mdg

hurried into the little hall.  Mis. Hardy’s voice
was asking through the tube if she mmlnt
come up. .+ Certfunly, certamlv ma'am.” said

Virtue Ann joyfully : and when a few minutes
after bhe looked over the stair- mlhntr and saw

Mrs. Hardy's white head, crowned by a b]g
black hat. appearing. she exclaimed, «I'm Jllbt
tlckled to death to see you, mia’am. W ould
vou. and she lowered her voice to a myste-

rious “hlspel, mind coming to the kitchen -
for a minute? Master Euoene in the pal]OI, :

and T \xant to tell vou somethmo
- Mrs. Hardv nodded her head, and without

»Qpeal\mg fdllowed the girl to the kitchen, and -

- stood lonkmg in a puzzled way at Budget

~ whom she had not’ seen before. = -
Vlrtue Ann qulcklygxplamed the sﬂ:uat&on

of .1ff'm\ to her. / L

N

=+
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Mrs, Hardy listened 'ltte'htiwl\ fmd when =
Y irtue “Ann finished speaking, she mxd ~Will '
~ you take me to the boy? I have just come to
ask him to visit us as long as he likes.”

Virtue ‘Ann was almost beside herself with
relxef “You've the .best heart in the 'world,(
ma'am,’ " she said enthusmstxcmll} “This is the
most pleasurable thing that could Inppen to
him. Oh, I'm out of my senses for joy ! and
_ she seized Mrs. Hardy's hand in ler own.
o The sercreant wife smiled at her; then she
o axked ag’un, somew}nt 1mp1t1entlv w here Eu-

gene was., ' ; . T " 4

o Hele, ma’am,” said Virtue Ann; and she

. threw open. the door of the small plulm.

~ Mis. Hardy's. face changed qu1cl\lv - The
boy sat by the table/, his young head bent over .

" . a piece of paper, on which he was laboriously ~ - = . .7

Writi’ﬁg figures. . She -knéw ‘that Lis childish .

- head was throbbing with the vain effort’ to find

A *' ‘some.way by which he could mcxfeaae the sum i_//‘;,

- of money that he had on lnnd.« , /' o

~’"”Poor httle one! and vain t't’sk bewend his

= . L years, she thou(rht pmf’ally' but she/iestxamed »

o i e s . et ol bt b Yt ¥
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3

herself from any open expression of sympathy,

‘for she knew that he would not' appreciate
it = :

He got up slowly when he saw her, and of-
fered lier lis seat; -and with a shar p pang at her
he‘ut she Jhoticed the curious f"tCllltV and un-
childishness witlt which he put his own troable .
from himy and| waited courteously to hear the .
object of her visit.- ;

“T have come.to see \jxou, she began ab- -

‘sentls, then she p'tused (‘ould this indeed

be the same little boy that her lusband had
seen sc'xmpemm merrily over the ans onl)

tlmt mommo- ?

R Dld you win arry “of the" races to-day"" k

_ she smd 1nelev'mtl)

Som¢ color came into Eugene’s face, and
madé him look like a delicate bit of porceLun. -
“I did,” he said eaoexl} “1I -amused myself
very imuchs and T am “invited té go = again - to-.
morrow—lf — if other matters wxll permit; ” and
" he grew gmve again. '

“What do" you . mean -by other matters" v
a.sked Mrs. Hard; S
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» My servant wishes to leave me,” said

Eurrexg, -1 shall dismiss her in the morn-

m\b‘”' : o ;

™, »

\I; ‘Hardy did not kuow whether to laugh

or t& cry. She certainly took a \tmuwe mte1-7

e>t"m this boy. ¢ And what will 3011 do,”

- casdked, o 'tftel the frul goes away?’
e Ishall remfun hexe, " said Eugene, *¢ until

nn' letter 'urlves from France.” - oo
“ But ‘you cannot stay alone.”
+Why not, madim? ™

-« Who ever heard of such a thing?” she

said; *you are a mere child. You cannof.
Who will cook’ for )0u‘7" ' .

«There. are cafés and bake-houses near by,”

said Eugerne calmly.- - : “
- Mrs. Hardy stretched an 'lppealm(r black-
gloved hand to him. “Come to us,” she

- .said. “I am here to-day to ask you t() make
us a.long visit. - \I} husband ]oms with me

in this lllVlt‘lthll.
“You are most kmd most sagacious,” said
Eufrene slowly ;- “hut it is 1mpossxb1e

‘“Why is it ;mpos:tble.

N -
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»What demand ]1(1\0 I on you? " he said
civilly, yet haughtily. {

“Every one that is in tl’ouble has a claim to
hospitality,” said _Mlb. H.ml} warmly. « We
have to help each other in this world. We
could not go on if we did not.”

*And what is your inmgination about my

trouble ?” he asked.

Mrs. Hardy had offended the ploud little
lad, but she did not stop to choose her next

words. “ Your trouble is that you are old
befoxe your tlme, she said ‘hurriedly. “ You
are just like a graybeard. Only the bitter in
¢ life seems to be left for you. Come to me,
and let me make you a child agnin;”_énd she

" seized one of his slim hands in hers.
To. her distress, nay, her horror, the boy
drew back from her with a ‘slight sneer.

"« Madam,” ‘he said icily, “my grandfather

often said to me, ¢ Distrust women ; you may

have the happiness to amuse them for a tinte,

but later on they will throw you aside. - I

have not great age mybelf but so far I think

he has reason.”

~
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“And do you think that I only want to
amuse myself in taking care of you?” gasped
Mrs. Hardy. o ' A
~ «Why not?” and Eugene elevated his
eyebrows.  «JIt is either that. or you wish to

establish a claim on me, so that I may share
“omy fortune with you.”

“Your fortune !’ -ejaculated Mus. H‘ardy;

~+vou have none.”

“You k;m\v that I expect one,” said Eugene
in a condeacendm«r ‘manner. ‘

o lhen, vou don’t think I came: here to-dav
just out of the kindness of my heart — that

I am willing to take care of you, and Jreat .

you just as if you were my own little boy,
simply from love.” o

Eugene shrugged his shouldexs. “No; why

should you? I have no right to this.”

9

«“Oh, .you naucrht),,nauvhtv boy' said

- Mus. Haxcfg\gushmo ba,ck Ter chmr and au-

grily confxontuNxm. “1 never heard any

one talk like you m my life. T don’t know
‘what your grandfather could have been think-
“ing of to bring you up like this. You are

T —

v a e
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not like the Bostén bad boy at all; you are
much worse. I wouldn’t have you in my

"

house ;7 and the little woman flung herself

" out of the room.

Virtue Ann and Bridget' could not detain

her. She fairly ran home; and, throwing her- -

self on a sofa, she mourned in silence and
alone until- her husband came in for his sup-

per. Then, she gav‘e him an account of her

visit. .

The sergeant laughed until he grew 'p'urplg
in the face. * Bess,” he said. “ you want an

" adopted mother youxSelf. You're not used to

managing children. . You mustn't flf into- a
temper so quickly.” o
¢ He was so agginvating," sobbed Mrs. Hardy.
“Of course ; but think of/the way he’s been
brought “up. Why, ‘he’s just like a hunted

animal now, The weakest thing will turn at

the last. Have you ever seen f: rat in a cor-
ner? He’ll fix his teeth in the blo'oest stick
you can poke at him.” .

“Don’t—don’t compare that prince of a boy

with a rat,” said his wife dolefully.
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« There. now.’ pursued the bel"eﬂht. “you're -

not’ mad with him. You won't let any one
¢

abuse hln’l' but yourself. You still want him,

I'see: so he has got to come here —and any-

Wy, law and order must be preserved. - Even .

- the cats in the park understand thiat. What ' ;
.. do you “think T found the king doing just o
’ now? "

F ~© “FEdonut l\how sighed Mrs. Hardy in an ' -1

o o absent-mmdef way; ' ’

g ,  «Well, I came across Squirrel, King Boozy's -

i , ‘ chum, sitting on a stump, badly mauled. fHe"

%

was by turns polishing himself off with his o ;

. tongue, and watching the king, who was lick-
ing a strange cat. Another strange cat, that
had already been \\:lnipped. wis running away, » o
and I figured the matter dut this way. Squir- o

rel ‘had been attacked by the two strangers
“and as soon as he cnuld get away, he had
brought the mer up, who was punishing them

b
s
3

thorounhl) R L /
S ¢ 1 don’ t see what the cats have to do with -
the boy.” said Mrs. Hardy. -~~~ - B

. «They have a good deal. Don’t. you see
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o

that Boozy is an old head now; he was dis-

ciplining the young strangers that had inter-
fered with Squirrel. Now, this French lad ‘is
young — a goad bit younger than you and me.

Of course he’s disagreeable. Who wouldn't

be, brought up as lLe has been? Parents and
guardians have to liek young ones‘into shape.

Now, you get the supper ready, and I'll have -

the boyvher_e'in'a jiﬂ’y: ﬂ.nd you can punish
him any way that you like. I guess it will

“be with kindness:” and with a soothing pat

on her head her husband left her..

;
]
H
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CHAPTER VI

‘EUGENE IS ARRESTED.

“BRIDGET had gone home. Virtue Ann was
putting on the table the bread and chocolate

that was to compose Eugene's frugal meal,

and the hoy himself was sitting in a dull fash-
ion by the window in so deep a"revery that

_he. did not hear the door-bell ring, and did =
not seé Sergeant Hardy come into the room. -

. He only started, and looked up when the
words, “At your service, sir,” uttered in deep
voice, fell upon his ear. '

At them lhe roused himself, and rose to his

feet; but the sergeant neither bowed nor -of-
fered to shake hands with him in a-friendly

- way as he usually did. His only greeting be- -
" sides the words that he had spoken was a mil-
“itary salute. Then he stood stiffly against the

wall as if waiting for something. :

.« Will you sit down?” asked Eugene.:

Dz A AT gt
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~the belgeant , : ‘
“ Will. you mention Jthem,” asked Eugene

o~
* Against orders,” said the sergeant. “T've
-come to arrest you.” . ™ ‘
-« To . arrest me,” rgpeated Eugene wonder-
ingly; « \\hat is it that I have done?” ,3

¢ Warrant for arrest! on’ ‘mo ch'unres, a_i'd

otV

T.

.

frigidly, and yet pohtelv for he had great’ re-
-spect for any oune in' authority.

» “First charge,” said the sergeant abruptl),’
. “disdainful | déspicability of my wife's affec-

*“tions; second charge, murderous 'md malicious

desmns against your owil precious and pecu-
~ Tliar self i

F,uorene did not know the meaning. of des-

/plcabxllt\“ shut he saw. the mischievous ohttex

in “the seld‘efmtb eye, and he buspected that
there was a joke somewhere. “Suppose I re-

fuse to go,” he said with much calmness and:

o

deliberation:

“T'd pick up your little French figure, and

put it. under my arm, and you’d be in jail in
‘no time,” said the sergeant.
“So I am to go to prison,” said' Eugene.

) = s

o
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ver. He had penet-mtxon
_ that the man had come
there . with the\ determination of taking him

u\vay, and he khew’ ﬂa\a't he mlght as \\»(?Il o
(yield first-as last~- '

«T surrender,” he, said grandly: “may I ask

‘y_ou; Mr. Officer, until when I am to be in

prison? "7 -

~

«Six weeks,” said the sergeant promptly.

« Will you show me the warrant for my.

arrest?” said Eugene.
The sergeant hesitated, then he thrust his
hand into  his pocket, and drew out a httle

-wet handkerchief.

«I found my wife crying when T went

home,” he <said. * She was offended anil _an--» ,
noyed. Itook this littlé muslin rag away from :

her, and ‘gave her my big ¢ mooshawr’ )Oll call

it, don’t 3011”

“No.” ald Eucrene. “it \nll be a lettre de
cachet in this case. Virtue Ann,” he went om,

I
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addressing the maid who stood gaping at them
~inthe doorway, »will yqu put together in a

bag some things for me. It is necessary that

- T accompany this gentleman to —you- did not
. _mention ‘he. name. of the prison,” and he
_turned to the sergeant. V

“To the Bastille,” said the sergeant, grin-
ning delightedly at the opportunity of showing:
a little i{nowledge of French history. A

“To the Bastille,” repeated Eugene. “So
be it.  As a prisoner has no longer rights, will
you arrange for the furniture of these rooms
to be sold, and some money paid to my ser-
vant?”’ - . ' 4

““Yes, sir,” said the sergeant again saluting

- him. .- . . -

.Eugene went toAg desk in the corner of the
room, and took out some photographs and
private papers, also a min‘iatqre. portrait of his
grandfather, which he put into a black bag
that irtue Ann brouglit in and laid on the
table. ' o _

At last he announced himself ready; and
the sergeant. who lad stood by the door during
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the preparations made for departure, stepped
forward, and took the bag in his hand.
Virtue A
her .apron, while Eugeue looked at her with

I

an unmovedd face.

began to fidget -miserably with

'“I can’t let you go, plett_} httle dear,” she
said at las A bt'mdmor in fromt of him, ‘and af-
fectionatel smoothing his ahouldel with. her
rough hand. - .

w1 beof that )ou “will compo»e yourself,”
said Eugene umllv“ _

¢ Aren/t you aouv to le.ue me ? 7 eried Vir-

~tue Ann|wildly.  * You little cold, cold fish.”

<« Why should I be sorry 7 said Eum,ne,‘ K

holding [back his head; * you have been false
to me.”! ‘

<« False! oh, de'lr, now ]ust hear }um, said

‘Virtue(Ann. * Well, you've orot to let’ nl_e"

kiss you  anyway; -you bad-hearted little

I

-thing ;[ and she ‘stroked his black. glossy

' he‘td, and pressed lier lips to his forehead in
a motherly way. ' .

/J
Eu ene m"tde a shoht O'rmnce, and drew

hxr_usef away from her, while the sexgeant -

.
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looked ~on with an amused smile, and mat: "

tered, “I'd like to know what it is about
that child that makes the women crazy. It

must- be out -of sheer, clear contrariness, be-

cause he doesn’t like them. or “else it’s his
- fascinating mzmnersi He isn’t imnd«‘ome —_

not a bit lnndsomel t}}i\ll I am; come on,

~young sir,” .md he bemm “to maxch -down-
A

stairs. A : : . B

“ Before: we .get in- the street,” he -said,
‘pausing in the lobbv “give me 3our pzuole,

_ sir, that you. won't try to escape.”

Eugene hesitated to give it.

“You couldn’t go far,” said the sergeant,

- «for I'd be sure to catch you.”

“Very well,)" said the boy; “‘I )1e1d to the
inevitable. I will not try to escape ulml a
-letter comes from France.” _ .

« All ‘right, musaoo, l'epliiad the éergeant;
and he tmmped on. t. e ~

Eugene was hungry and tned and inwardly
disheartened, though he ‘kept a calm exterior,
and he was well pledséd to arrive in front of

~ the sergeant’s house..

~
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“] guess we'll excyse your attte,ndan’ée‘at‘ '

- the public table of the jail this evenihg," said

the sergeant cheerfully. « Walk rightZalong -

this way to your cell, sir.”

Eilgenq followed him down the llallt-ﬁ?ifl‘
little - bedroom at the “back of the h()usg.' It
~was furnished in pale colors, and a pretty -

white bed stood in the middle -of it. . The

window whs open, and a bic bowl of flowers
N L=l

. was pla_c_ed' on a small _table beside the bed.

'

[

~“You're to have solitary imprisonment till
to-morrow morning,” said the sergeant tryving
_C;’Vto speak -sternly. “Your jiiler will bring
“’you some- supper presently. She’s’a woman,
so you will treat her. ]Iill'l]l(-)l!i(ﬂl:\'l.\'."._V

| Eugene, still holding his cap in his hand.
’ went ;ihd stood by one of the open windows.
He was not grateful to the .sergeant for in- -
ti'oducing him to so charming a prisen.” e .

was filled w‘ith4-a blind, wild anger at the
fate, as he called it, that had laid ]_1im' under

an obligation to these strangers whom he- re-
garded as below himself in the social scale;
and he was all the more angry because, child -

i :

{ .

:‘:i{" .

1

\
S a¢ b o et e



 impassive face. : "

104 THE KING OF THE PARK.

-though he was, he had the acuteness to re-
flect that in the natural course of things his ‘
dissatisfaction would passv away. The more .’
he thought about it the more angry he be-
“came; and yet. so greaffeontrol was he able
to exert over his feelincrb‘w'\"hen he was dis- -
posed to do so, that- lmrle a traceof his:in-
ward disquiet and 1ebelhol\r appeaPed on. his

“Good-night, .hi)ris'one_r,” said -the sergeant
'Lbrul;ﬂy' “I'm g(}ing now. .Pleasant dreams

to \oa.
“ Good—nmht ]mlel.’ said Eugene in a're-

pxesbed \oxce; *some da,v I will thank you,

but not yet.”
~ The sememt-aluu«ged his bload ‘shoulders
and walked out to' the dmmtr-xoom.
“I 3¢k, he said. laughing softly to hlmaelf
as he \mtched Lis wife flying around thé room
. a pink_spot on each cheek, “I've trapped your
fine- fOremn bird for 3ou. Tame him now if
you cam _ R
“I'll tame him,” sai‘d _Mrs.lHardy', tossing

. her ‘ﬂuﬂ'y _white hea&;' 'fu;df 's!l'e ‘went_on. with
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14
her occupation of loading a tm\' with dainties
-for the young prisoner.

« He’ 11 see his rrla.ndfathel to-mfrht sure, and -

all his anceatorb, said “the semednt grum-
blmgly, as his eyes wandered over. the tray,

“if he eats all that. What are you thinking
of, Bess,—rich plum-pudding and candy for

a child this time of day.” »
“1 thought perhaps he would like to look

at them,” S'ﬁd Mrs. Hardy; “and there are

. plenty of substantial things. See this corn
bread and ‘chicken, and these \efret"mbleb
“ But he- mayn’t pick them out.”
- ¢« Oh, yes, he will! he is a sensible boy at

heart,” said Muvs.- Hardy ; and she fairly ran-

from the room and down the hall with the tray.
Eﬁoene opened the " dloor, when she called to
him, and at the’ sight. of his palhd face she
almost dropped the tray.
In silence he- cleared the mble for her to
'lest it on. In silence she put it down and

gazed at him. At last she .Szli(t._‘ uex-vously,V I
: .phough't you’d rather have your supper vin._}_lf:re B
alone than to come to the table with us.”

L ,
Lo
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s Thank you for your benevoleuce, he-s‘ud
inclining his head. b

Mrs. Hardy twisted her face like a cluld
about to ery.  * Let me help you unpack } yéur

b(m ”

she said hastily. * The supper thums
won't ‘get cold/fm a few mmutea
Eucrene opened the bag, and she shook out

the cloth@e as cmefull) as if they had belomred

~ to a child of ‘ber own. Then she showed lnm
some hooks behind a curtain where he could-

hang them. <«And there is the bath-room,”
she went on, opehinor the hall door. ¢ Perhaps
you will lxke to take a warm bath b) and by.
I will put some fresh towels in for you. Now
I shall leave. you alone, and not bother you

Auntil the mommor Good-night ; and she ~

looked at him w1btfull)

. Eugene opened the door for iler, and stood '

in pohte weariness beside “it. - Then one by
one big tea¥s began-to roll dqwn his cheeks.
He did not- know- Whv ‘they came there, " and ’
h¢ made no effort to brush them away..

“Do you remembex your mother?” asked
Mis. erdy softl) : ' o

.

A
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¢ No, madam ; bhe dled when I was an in-

ﬂf‘mt

- And have you never lnd a woman to love
vou and call you her child, and tuck you in

your little bed at night?” asked Mrs. Hardy.

1 have always had a bonne. @ nurse.” siid
Eugene —“ many of them; but my gu}}\ldmther
is the only mother I have had.”

"« And'is there no one in .t-'l'le-wor‘ld that
you-love now —mno one that you cling to?”

“I have the memory of my grandfather and

~of his Majesty the emperor.”

“You're the queerest little boy I ever saw.
You are something like the Chinese. They
worship their ancestors.” '

. Possibly,” said .Eu'gene with a doubtful
glance, as if he quésti(_)ned the truth of her
statement.

« And’ you really- dont care for any one,”
said Mrs. Hardy. "Xou must excuse my cu-

riosity ; but I never S'IW man, \voman, or.child

“like you.

1 must* care for my\elf said Eugene sol- .

' emnl)
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“1 ]\now what is the matter \\'1th you.

trouble your great emperor suffered from. -Il¢

*hadn’t much falth in human lmtule, and he

despised- women.’
“ The great emperor was but a man,” said
Eugene stiffly. ' ’ '

_ said Mrs. Hardy triumphantly. ¢ It's ]uat the

«

“He was. ‘concentrated selﬁahnes:, said Mrs.

Hmd). “] am selfish, my husband is. every-
body is; but Napoleon was worse than we are.
But why do you cry?” for the tears were

still rolling down Eucreneb cheekb ‘in a slow

and sober procession.  #
He dabbed at his face with hl:. lmndkexclnef

T will tell you,” he said earnestly. ¢ Since
you have been speaking, I Lave been looking
out that window toward the park where your
homeless cats livee. I did not- comprehend
about them tlie other day; now ‘my soil en-
_ters the cats’ bodies, as we might say, aid I

feel the dismay that must fill them when they

" have lost their homes and their protectors. - It .
“is horrible. One becomes filled - With anguish

é.nd-bewilderment.' Where shall one turn? ”

~

T
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“Do )ou kuow\\hnt that feehng is that
makes you, as you supyose, cry for the ca,ts””
lasked Mrs. Hardy’ thh great. oentleness

While Eugene pwused‘ to fxame a reply, she
ivent on, “It is bympathjf You are becrmnmg
to undex\tfmd, and }ou: are on the high road
th’lt leads away from aelﬁbhne& Usually we
be(rm with the hum"m: famlly and descend to
the ammalb You ar? going backward. Your

,plt) for the cats makgs you see in them some-

thmtr more than me

e hany creatures crawl-
ing over the crloun, as you styled them the
other da) ' - ‘
“J see in them uﬁ‘exmo' bemoxs,, said Eu-
gene intensely. * [[heir bxtuat%on is like mine.’
He stopped abrupfly, afid leaned his head on -
the arm that he Had stretched out aomnst the
wall ] “L; :
* When my husband was a lad he. 'disliked
‘Llllmdlb and *f cruel to them;’ s'ud WIrs
H‘ud) *“Then he had a serious illness. Two-
kittens that his .." other owned used to- s1_t»on'

7dtch him affectionately. ~ He

: and now he has the kindest-
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heart for dumb animals, and.also for meff and
vomen, of ai:y man I.know. Now I will
leave you, for youare tired. ‘_Grood;xviight, dear
boy. God bless you;” and she.went quietly
away, and left him alone as. she l\nqw he

’

.
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- CHAPTER VIL

~

THE SERGEANT- TALKS OF WAR AND OTHER

THINGS. _;-f

THE next morning Eugene was'ill. | He was

not a very strong boy, and he had had more
excitement and mental anxiety dum}o the. last

few da)b than his slender frame and sensitive.
“soul cnuld thhat'md

For some -days he was oblxoed to keep his
bed, where he was fa1t11fully waited on by the
keepers of his pretty prison.

Mrs. Hardy was the clnd jailer; and althoufrh

he uttered onI) pohte conventional expressions
of gratltude that she knew did not come from

}na heart, she felt sure thatj she w ould m ‘time

“win her wa y into ‘his stubborn 'Lﬂ‘e(,tl()]lb.
_“The ‘great thing is to keep my temper
with him,” she said to her husband one day ;

" “he js so ptovokmo sometimeés, without mean-
. ing to})e s0.”

: °
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« All boys are,” said the sergeant consol-

ingly, “and most men and women too. for

~that matter. ~Nobody can keep their temper

all the time. Accordin'g'to my doctrine, you

lose it just s seldom as you can; and when
.you do, don’t kick up a fuss about it, but-

just- do some little , thing that léﬁs people
know you're sorry, and then ,take a fresh
sheet and start over again.” .

“When I speak sharply to bLim, I think it
my duty to apologize.” said Ms. Hardy. -
7« Now, Bess, none of ‘t_lmt," said her hus-
band, if you don’t want to get priggish. I
know you. Youw're (_}uick and ‘sensitive,. and
you think you've. got o say ¢ forgive me.

every time you look the .wrong wziy. That

~boy will despise you if you keep runiing to

him with-apologies. I used to know a fellow
-out West, '\Vasl'n-llollse Billy “we. called him,"
because he was. foréver scrubbing himself —

" well, that chap was so self-righteoﬁs that . K

every time he played a mean trick on any
one; he’d go trotting after lim with a ¢for-
‘give me’ dropping from his lips.” He got
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knocked down one time for apologizing to a
half-breed that wasn’t used to it. Then he

had to explain; and the half-breed swore at’

him, and said he didn’t want any of his half-
_cooked words. If he wags sorry, let him act
it.  Deeds, not words, were what he \van_ted.

The rest of us were very glad; for Wash-_

house Billy Lad get into.the bad habit of

treatifg us all as mean as pickpockets, be- -

cause he was always ready to jump from his

low trick to his high one, and we were so -

" dumfounded ' by: his prig religion ;that we
hadn’t ‘the spirit. to knock him down as the

~ halfbreed did. If the boy provokes you, he

deserves a snub.” :
«“He - isn’t - provoking,” said Mrs. Hardy

‘warmly, “except occasionally.” He’s ‘the sweet--

est boy,_”‘Stephen, and he is gding to make a
fine man I am sure; and he .asks the quaint-

est questions while he lies in bed with his big |

black eyes following me rou‘nd*‘the room.””.
" «Is he getting up to-day?” s
“Yes; he will be out in a few minutes.”

The. sergeant went on with his dinner, and

N
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did not ‘look up “until Lurrene came iiito the’

room.  *How are you?” he said. “I haven’t

_put on your cap, and come.to the park w1th’ s

seen )ou before to-day. Don t you :want to

me?”

-1 will go w vith pleabure, replied Eugene.'
Before he “could get.to the hall.- Mrs. Haidy

had run there, and had brought. his cap,
which she" dropped liﬂhtl;y on.his ¥ead.

Eucrene lifted it off ; then, as if-to apolomze,

‘to her for not donning ‘it until he reached

°

the door, he bent ovef her hand; and lift'in‘g.
it to his lips, kissed it without speaking.

‘It was the first caress he had given her,
and her face flushed with p]'easuro as she stood
looking after him. +He has such pretty for-
eign ways,” she murmured. = «1I wish he
would love me.” » .

“It is agreeable to be able to walk out

“once ‘inoxe.” said Eugene, drawing a long

breath, as- he sauntexed slowly along by the

~ side of the sergeant.

The man looked down at him in a kln(h\'

fashion, « *Youll be- all rlght now,” he sald. ‘

e e
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“and you must spend a lot of time outside.

Why, here’s the km«r'commo to meet us; we
must be late to-day.”

The cat turned, and walked by the side of '
the sergeant, occasmnalb sniffing at tln, paper

p.ncels he carried in his hand. :
. “Will you have the kindness to stop f01 a
minute 27 asked Eugene suddenly.
« What's the matter? ” said the ~eme'mt
The boy pointed to the bust of John Boyle
O'Reilly that they were approaching. «Some
one has put fresh flowers there,” he said ex-
citedly. “I have been ill :md detained fxom
doing it. Who is it? " '
« My wife and your jailer. * She knm\” about

“your liking for the emperox and O I\elllv. and

she comes here w1th a bouquet every morning
before you’re up.” '
~ «Does she do thlSltO please me?”
« For no other reason that T know of.” -
Euoene was silent for a short time as if he

were working out some problem— Then- he
said earnestly, « Have yeu ‘ever found her

deceitful 2’

A AR DR R AR O

.
crm T TN N B Aol A

s




116 THE RING op THE PARK. -

“Not as yet.” sal(l the sergeant cheelfull\'
< Of course we never know. how folks may
- turn out.”™ ' '

&

«No; one ‘never does,” “said Eugene with a e
:mh : ' - L
¢ Generally speakum we turn out as we be:
gin,” said the man. “ There's a fine opening- ‘
for a sermon. my bo\. only Im not- good at"
preacling. . You'll h‘tve to dlaw your own
conclusions.”

Eugene gave lnm a long and scrutinizing
look : then he bmd,_\\ ith-a compa&mnate glance
a"c Kin;* Iioozv who \vas'fnmewincr C()zl'r{illgly"
aboitt the bags. *Suppose we proceed.” )

T All right. my boy » *and the sergeant walked
mmblv on until the:\ reached the cats’ dlmncr-
room under the shrubbery, where he spread
on the ground a sheet of brown paper. -and
emntled on it a medlev of chicken and beef o
bones.. -Then drawing a tin can fxom among '
the leaves, he ﬁlled it with milk from a-bottle
_in his pocket.: A a ' 4

King_ Boozy mewed to his chum Qqum'el
and the two cats crouched down beside their

o KOV e
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featal l)mud, and damtll) proceeded to-eat up
even thing. - . )

~ Do you do this every day? ™ asked Iiug;elxe. ‘
"+ Every day as 1e<rulzu‘ as- the sun.

.
i U e AT A Drr i A A A e TR R0 DA RSSO

“Jt is a thou"}‘tfulnea\ on the p.ut of the
city to prowide for homeless beasts.” B

“The ecity! bless.,you,'my boy. Lhe city ¢
doesn’t do it.”  ~ ' S »

«Do you supply this food )oumelf"_ asked.
“Eugene in surprise. .

“Yes, young sir; why not?” o

¢« For cats, for vermin, or what I was for-
merly accustomed to ¢all vermin?” contmued :
the boy in pollte astonishment. : ’

“Vermin must live,” said the. serﬂe:uft. ;
¢ Brute vermin protect the hunmn vermin.. If. o
I had t.lme I'd tell' you some of the uses of
_cats; buful hmen t, and I guess ‘vou'd get,
borgd if I ]ml Let us go down to the Tower

e iy s FE

cat-house. I ha\e sote more food in this other
bag.” o L o

“Unless you are < fich man,” said Eugene ,
as they entered a- shady path, * I think that"’ : 1
the city should feed the cats that serve it.” '
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«The 'city might if it was asked,” said the

- sergeant good-n_aturedly'; “but I'd like to seé
myself sending in-a requisition for cats’ meat.
It only costs a few dollaurs’a week to feed
them.” = 3 "

- Eugene murmured an almost indistinet re-

. ply, and fell into a brd\\'ll study that lasted

until they reached the second calony of cats.

“You musn’t walk any farther,” said the

sergeant, after he had scattered the second

supply of food on' the ground, and the cats
~had - come scampering and ‘cuffing each other
aside to reach it. *Come into the. office and
- rest. I have to wait here a while.”

Eugene went with him into a little wooden

- . building, and .sat down by the window where

he could watch the animals outside. " Their
coats are- very thick,” .he said musingly, or
is it that they are sticking out- their hairs?”

“No ; their coats are really heavy. They-

get that way after they have lived out-doors
for some time.) -

“ Have these animals all been cast out by
some one?” - ' '
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“Every man Jack of them,” said the ser-

geant; “cast out, or frightened out, or scolded

out, or kicked out. They come m‘ewihg’ and
cringing to this park, most of them scared
out of their lives, only here and ‘there a bold
one.” » .

« Unfortunates,” said Eurrene bxtterlv “it
wotld be better for, them to die.”

« They think 1t;\more fun_ to live and have
a good time. They don’t mind dependence.
Bless you, we've all got to be looked after.
Where would I be if I hadn't my wife to
take care of me? what would she do without
me?.”

“ Have no thou'ght for her,” said Eugene-
"magnificently. ¢ If misfortune befalls you, I"

shall take her under my protection.”
The sergeant stared hard at the cats, and
tned not to{ smile. :
« After m) fortune comes flom France, I

“shall remember )ou, Lmd Eugene. ‘
"« Thank vou,” replied~the sergeant de-

murely. W"\Ll) Iask you whether you mtend
remaining in t}ns country" ”

gy e =t oe
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5 . “Yes;, I shall not live under that villan-
! ous republic. - My grand;uncle will send me -
not t.hé whole, he is too a,varicious for that,
but a part:of the fortune that rightfully be-
‘lontrs to me. I shall'go to a military school,
_of- which I am assured there are good ones .

in_this countly then, “hen I becoméa man,
the repubhc of Fr ance \\111 plOb’lbI)y be . no
more. . We shall have our empire and I
shall return, and take service under the Bona-
partes.” s '

- “You are quite sure that )our grand-uncle
will sénd yot some money?? -~

225 o s 11

At this remark*Eugene turned such a startled
face ‘toward his companion that the latter,
ﬁndmg that he had surprised the boy out of
his usual composure, made haste to change

the subject of conversation. _ : ‘
- “So you .want to. be a soldier.” he said.
“Yess it is the only plofessxon for a gen- : : H

~——tleman.” g :
~ «Napoleon made a pretty big thmg of war,”
said the sergeant. :
“Oh! an enormous thing. I .should like to
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be a second .\'upolcbn;" and Eugene's eyes
sparkled. ’ :

“] don't take much- stock in war,” said -
the sergeant.

* Do you mean that you would not fight?”

“\o I mean I don't like it.”

“You do not—;how very extxaordmal) :

Hnw does -it ‘happen ?”

Cw Because I've been in it.”

“You have seen active service, have been
in éhé'acreinellts.' exclaimed Eugene “Obh!
why ‘did- you mot tell me?” _

“It never occurred to me,” said the ser-
geant; ‘“and unlike most men I'm not fond
of talking of it.” ' '

“¥our rank,” said Eu«ene fe\elnhlx, “and
the country you fought in, will' you not tell
me?”

« Rank, drummer—boy;-éountrj‘. my own na-
tive land and its' last war; enemies, brother-
men. Boy, I don’t like war.” '

~«“Why not, oh, why not?” d
4T tell you presentl; You tell me first
' What )oux idea of war. is.’ :
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~ We have a picture of my great-grandfather
in white huzzar uniform,” said Eugene entl_m—
siastically. “He is nmgmﬁ_cel_l.t. In the hall
of our chiteau in France hangs also a painting

of my great-great-grandfather, mounted on his’

charger Austerlitz. He waves his arm in the

air; he encourages his men. They are” about

to charge the enemy. He reminds them that.

they titrht'for their country, their empero’r——
oh! it makes one’s blood stir to look at it.”
«That’s mostly the picture OlltbldeI‘S draw,
said the sergeant mildly. ¢« They always fancy
handsome officers, stainless uniforms, a lot of
enemies waiting somewhere to be- eut” down
like sheep. It's all glory and ‘paint and a lot
of big figures in hjstories and newspapers.
But there's another side to it after’” you've
been in a battle. In the ﬁlst place, I should-
. say war is a dirty thing.”
“ A dirty thing,” said Eugene Wondermorl}
“ What is that for an epithet?”.
«It's a suitable one,” ‘replied the sercreant
coolly. «Inthe first place, war is dxrty; in the
second, 1ts low ; and in the third, it’s needless.”
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“«I do not understand you:" and Eugene
made a gesture expressive of slight contempt.

“Look here,” said the ‘sergeant, dld('ﬂ'lll"‘

R
o
e

L

his- ch.m up to the table, and bringing a Iead_ .

pencil from a drawer.. “sHere on this side of

the table imagine gray ‘men. imagine blue

there. They haven’t one -earthly thing against
J M o %o

each other, but they’ve got to rend and tear.

e\mch other’s ‘mortal- bodies -to ple(l\\e the
'mdependence ~of*the Union. The subject of
their dlsputg is a grand ene; a glorious one;
_and if there wasn’t any other way. ta settle it
they'd liave to whack each other, and heat the
- lifet out” of e’tch other’s bodies,- but there is
another way.’ o . '

“ Wars must take phce, said Eurrene firmly.
# My grandiather asserts it.” .

“Your grandfather is — that is, you are mis-
taken. Wars don’t need to take place. In
the late one in this country, when we were all
seething hotheads, why didn't we apply to
foreign countries to settle our dispute?”

« Arbitration — ah'! that is not for orentle-
sald the boy proudl)

men,’
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‘The sergean’ﬁ&xikd. “Lad,” he said, « j'ou'x'e
“just like all the, yest of growing things. You
have- got to learn for yourself.  You won't
take a leaf out of any other body’s book. Do
“you believe me when_ I say th.u: if you were
to enlist to-day, and go on the field to-morrow,
that your little. body would quiver and shake,
" and you'd want to turn tail and run, like.

. one of thoxe cats, when _ you heard the big

guns ?’ ,
' “ T would never run.”. _

.« Possibly you" rﬁight not,” said the sefgeant
amjably. “I'm not going to say that all men
" do, though I believe most ‘men want to. - Well,
we'll say you've got through the first engage-
ment, and have a nice undangerous wound in

the fleshy part of your leg. . You'd admne o

the battlefield, wouldn’t you, and the agony of -
men and Jorses heaped -up, and you'd go to
" thé ‘hospital and -see-the wounded, and smell
the sickéning smells. and enjoy .yourself ? ’
"« A’ soldier must look on: blood.” ‘

N

‘es, he must,— tears 'a’ndblood ~Why, |-
_ad, if all the women 1f'hat lost husbands and-. -
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fathers and lovers cowld hover over a battle-

field, there would be a crood sharp shower like-

rain on it.” _
It is necessary for women to cry,” re-
marked Eugene. : BRI

“Yes: that's true. 1 guess men would be

" a little better ‘to shed tears now and again.

- Well. lad, I hope no woman will ever have to -

~cry because your body has been- made a target
of. I hope. too, that you'll never be stood up
and have an awful moment when \ou wonder

what in the name of common-sense you. have .

done, or your ‘ancestors have. done, that you
shouldn’'t be allowed to live out this life, which

is tricky- anyway, but should be set™up for a

plaything, not for butchers, but for decent

human beings, that haven't the faintes§ bit of

spite against yeu. - But good gracious, I'm-

preaching a sermon, which ‘is always against
my principles.” - : '

“I like to ﬁalk ‘of wal. said Euo'ene' it
makes me feel warm. You h'we of comse read

of Napoleon and his glorlous campaigns ?7

The ‘sergeant nodded. Eugene had turned .
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- his _back to the \\me\\, and sat. confrouting
him with flaming cheeks.  He had forgotten -
‘the very existence of the cats. '

“ He was the greatest soldier the world hds
ever seen,” pursued the lad. . .

~ Well. gmnted Le was.” said’ the sergeant,
“what did he get out of it?"

« Glory, honol, victory, and 1cputat10n fm
France.”

“And a lonelv prison \nthout a razor to
“shave his upper lip. according to you.” said the
“sergeant, thouvh I think you are mthel hard
son England in tlnt ' .

“ At the last, \’es. said Eunrene, - but his
career up to that wax magniticent.” -

I don’t see the magnificenee of it.” said the
sergeant. ¢ He set all Europe by the ears; he

'-stirr_ed_np“"tlre kings and emperors; he turned

" things topsy-turvy, and in the end left France

1no betfer than he found her. His ambition
was too big for-his little body. He should have
v,stopped half way in his course.”
«You do not underbtand bald‘Eugene. im-
- patxenth |

«

)

~




THE SERGEANT TALKS OF WAR. 127

“«And he strewed dead Frenchmen all over
Europe.”™ said the sergeant, “and not one-half
of them knew what the) were fighting about.
W hat do you think of the retreat from Mos-
~cow. my boy ?7 e o
eA splend‘id’ failure. But the emperor did
not know all things. How could he tell what
was oromo' to be?” :

“T'll come back to - mv startlno’-pomt said

~ the. sergeant. I believe - were put on this

etuthﬂ—-cdta and dogs and beasts and men —

" to be happy. Any one or anythmg that lifts

his hand against his brother throws the whole

world out of tune. A man that kills anybody -

«or any creature without cause is a murderer —
I don’t care who he is that does it; and that’s
the sum of the whole thing, according to me,
and I'm not going to say another word. You
run home like a good lad or the wife will be
getting: worned about ¥ ou. \Ve 11 talk of these
things another time.” B

. . <
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'CHAPTER VIIL.
THE KING TO THE BESCUE.‘

- Ox a yellow, dreamy day of late autumn,
while the sergeant was strolling through the
Fens, he came suddenly upon ligtle Virgie

Manning and her nurse. < R
- «Hello, little miss!” said the s‘eggeant. “1 -
haven’t seen you for a long time; but ‘where

did you get those flowers? They look hLe

some of the park. rrolden rod.”

My

“Yes,” said Virgie in her h,df lisping vome,

« they are your flowers, Mr. Pohceman
- . “But you musn’t pick the p_ark ﬁoweré,"’
said the beweant o : -
«“And sure I told her tlnt mxself ™ said
- B;'idget;' '« Now, missy, you see ‘what hap-
pens to naughty girls. Are’ you going to
take- her to. pnson, Mr. Officer?” .~ . 7
' Vx-rgle laughed " gleefully.” She was not at -

all afi;aid' of the serg_eént.

e
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«No, not this time,” he said.
“ Mr.- Policennn,” said Virgie, *one time

long "ago weren’t you a weeny boy ?”

“Yes, I was.” - : , S

“Did you love the pretty flowerses?” -

“Yes, ['did.” -

“And you Imked them,” said Vlrg&e, "aml
naughty big men scolded you?”

“No, they didn't; I lived in the country.”

- Then, you mustn’t scold me,” said Virgie

gayly. «O Bl'i(ldetY there is a big, big fly-

' "f\\lth blue wingses. You stand still like a°

mt:usre while T catch 11:, ‘cause if you runned

you might starkle it;
"« And is the -French boy still ‘making his.

and she darted away.

‘home with you, sxr" asked Bridget curi- -
ouwsly. - - : ’ S
o Yes, he is still with us.” . -

“ And he_ doesn’t hear from his ba.d old .
uncle in ance, Virtue Aun,_ tellsc ne.”

*No; he hasn’tas yet,’f said tlle.sergéanf.‘

“ And it’s a great comfort to V'irtn;l'xe'AAnh
that you’ve shielded him,” contulued Brid-
tret, “otherwtse bhe d have cold. comfxm in- the

»-
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good place she’s' found for herself. * Virtue
Ann,’ said T, <if you despise your luck. this
time, ‘you'll. be guilty of the sin of onpru-
dency. Make seven crosses, and let the boy
go, and you'll find you're in the right of it.”

“ The boy is always glﬁd to see her,” said
the sergeant absentl) « Hello, Boozy, what's
the matter? ™ - ' .

“ And ,suré that’s a queer cat,” said Brid-
get, e)m« the black-and-white animal Who was _‘ h
mewing excitedly, and walking up and down
at a little distance from them."

" «He wants to show me somethmo' and
badly too,” said the sergeant, ‘“or he wogldn t
come 'so near a woman. Go on, Boozy, I'll
Afollow.” - . i}

At this moment little Vngxe came running
up crying, *The na.uorlxty fly flewed away.
" He, wouldn’t play wif me. Oh! there's the
sweet pussy;” and she precipitated herself
toward Boozy. 4 .

The king was'in great dlstreas. He sprang -
nimbly from side to side, waving his _tail
' angnly in' the air as lxe trled to elude the

BES
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little girl's caresses, and at the. same time
keep - the attention of the sergeant fixed on

“I understand you. Boozy.” said'the ser-
geant. . +Walk on, and I'll come. Look here,
little girl, you stop chasing hin}./ will }'ou;
and take my band? We'll see/ what he's

leading us. to.” . -

* Perhaps he has some little kittens to bllOW

us,” aumre;ted Virgie.

“ 1'0 the king isn’t fond of kittens. Prob-
ably it’s a mole or a mouse he's ‘caught, or
perhaps his chum is in trouble. Onc day he
was caught in a. wire fence, and Boozy came
for me to set him free. Can you' trot along
a little faster, he seems to be in a hurry 27

“Yes,” said the child, hopping and skipping

along by his- sxde. her blue eves wandering to

and fro ‘across the broad avenue. *Where's

Elwene?” she asked suddenly. "Virgie hasn’t

seen him fm lots and lots of tmw

“He’s in ‘the park somewhere.” said the

-sergeant. *“He spends a great deal of time
“here. He has taken .a great faney to Boozy,

°
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and sits for hours watcl{ing him. I guess the

cat teaches him a good many lessons.”
“The king is a good  pussy,” r'emm;ked

«» Virgie sagely.

* He is not pelfect but /he is about as (roml
as a cat can be.,” said: he companion.

- Virgie stopped to pick dp some shining peb-
bles from-the mound but the sexrre'mt hurried

“her on. -+ Make hﬁste, little girl, if 3011 want

to come with me. There's something queer
about the king’s actions. See how le is run-
ning.’

Virgie trotted along beaxde him again, and
her nurse quickened her footsteps so that she
might lxeep up with t]xe two ﬁmneb ahead of

her. ° o {

«“Good gracious!"” e\cLumed the seweant,
suddenly dxoppmrr the child's h'md and scram-

bh-ncr down a slope beside them ;*just look at -

that ‘boy.” _
" «The boy! and sure there’s no boy to be
seen,” said Brldoret who had heard his exclama-

tion, and paused in surprise at the top of the -

little InlL and looked about her. =
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Just below them was a marshy, sédgy pond.

A few ducks were dabbling in the mud at one

end of it, and at, the other end SOmethi'xi-‘_’g.brown.
and iudistihct was moving in a slow and con-
fused way among the rushes. -

“I guess it's Eugene,” cued httle Virgie,

" tearfully "claspino her -tiny "hands. I guess

he runned and frowed hisself in the “atel
_“.IIUbh, lovie,” said her nurse, puttmtr hex
arm around her. “There isn’t much water
here, it’s mostly .mud, nor any boy for that
matter. Watclr and see what the quare,thiug

The indistinct figure kept going to and fro,

_slightly -disturbing the’ rushe;, while the ser-

geant rushed back and forth over the encuduw
firm ground as if looking for sometlung. -

«And sure he’s- crazy,” muttered” Bridget.
Then she tried to hush Virgie, who was (,nmtr ,
apprehensively.

“Do you see a rope any Where up theze 2
shouted the sergeant. «I had one here this -
morning. Some rascal must have taken it:"

Bridget ran about a little among ‘the under-
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“brush.  ~No, sir.” she called back; * there's
K

~not a shadow of a-rope nor a bit of a plank

" here.”

Tl‘xei;./,:,l'll/huvc to go in myself.” said the

sergeant in a disgusted voice. **Eugene, can’t

" yvou walk out? -Come this way. You can see
me, can't you? "’ ’ )

«Oh, the blessed saints presarve us!” cried
Bridget, * that quare<xound thing is the head
of the boy ; and it’s mud he is — and there’s an

: :u'm.sticking out —and now he's almost. gone.”
Little Virgie gaveé a shriek. s Eugene was in-

. o ) -
deed sinking;more deeply into the marsh that

would soon close its lips over him if he should"

fall down. The sergeant made one brief ex-
clamation, and snatching off his coat and his
helmet threw them on the ground.  Then he

waded in to the spot where Eugene had been

staggering abouf, and stretching out an arm he

drew Linfout toward the dry ground.
“May I be forgiven - for -laughing,” said
Bridaet, -clutching” Virgie by the -hand, and

hurrying down the grassy bank, “but I nivver

-saw such a soight in my life—and sure the
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‘boy is bxown from the t p of his head to the '

sole of his foot. Mr. Oﬁl er, he hasn’t famted
has he?” .

“ He's half choked wit
slime.” said  the sergéant

the mud and the

" your handkerchief, will you? "
ITe was bending wver Eugene, whom he had
and skilfully he

leaned his head

g
laid éh). the ground. Rapidl
kxped/.thc boy's face, and
with leaves from a shrub near by.

'« Take, plc:wu take my lltt ¢ hankershniff.”
aapbd Virgie, extending & microxcopic bit of
cambric.. . | '

T(rple‘be hel the sergeant.

eyes with it; then he said, * «(an you speak

‘now, boy?”
Eugene struggled to a.sitting posture, and
stared solemnly from under sticky eyelashes
~at them..
‘Bridget tried not to laugh; but she was not
used to controlling herself, and
~been a’ little fr_ighténed. She

little squeal, then she became hysterical, and

laughed. and cried in the same breath.

dryly. * Lend me-

‘iped Eugene’s

she had also
ocan with a-

3
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“eIf ye's could onI) se€ )oluselves, she -
- said  spasmodically ; “¢so gumnted up, like

two alligators. I ask -yer pardon humbl;, -but

it’s too ludicrous that ye are — and . that boy’

that’s always like a picture, so nate and clane!

and yerself,- Mr. Officer, that wears. the fine
uniform — sure, you're worse than the men in

_the subway with the clay trousers.™

The sergeant smiled grimly. <I.don’t won-

“der }ou’re amused,” he said. *Tell me, Eu-
'gene, how you got into this pickle.”

The bo; cleaned - two of his fingers on the

.gmsb, and fook a th remnant of earth from -

his mouith. &It was my cap that 1 was after,”
he sa;d. “4The wind; blew it among the- rushes
I went to get it.on what I thought was a

point of green grass. It was soft mud be-

neath. I went im to my. anLles, a.nd I could

. with_ difficulty draw my feet out. Then I
walked the wrong way, and fell into a deep. ‘
~hole. When I rose, I found myself in to my

waist, and bewildered and sinking.” .
“ Why did you not stind still and call for

help?”  asked the sergeant. « There are al-
- ways people about.”

e AR T T T
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~1 should ha\e felt like a. coward.” said ‘
Eugene, proudly holding up his mud plasteled‘ ’

: head

«] don't think it would ‘have been as cow- .
ardly to call for'assistance as to.drop down
there and srhother tg death,” said the ser cre'mt

“1 thouorht of t]Ze empexox, said ,Eugem.
“‘_Why do you duck your _he.md‘.’ " he once
asked a’‘soldier who -bexit to avoid a round

~_shot. <If your fate is not there you might

as well stand up strai&ht‘ If it is there, it
will find you though you burv )ombelf one
hundred feet in the earth.”

“All very ﬁne. > said the sergeant; ‘but at

~ the same time, Napoleon wasn't the man to

stick in a mud-hole while he had a good
voice in his body that would help him out. -
Come, boy, we had bettér make our way home
if you feel up to it, and get rid of these clothes
before the mud dries on, us.”

« And it’s home we’ll have to be gomg too,”

_ said Brldget in a disapproving voice.  She

had not been able to keep her warm-hearted

little charge from embracing her muddy: play-

S
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mate, and Virgies red cloak was in conse-
quence disfigured by a number of dark streaks.
-« I wish to hug the good pussy,” -said.Vir-

“gie, drawing back as she caught sight of King

Bbdiy, v{hG sat on the bridge z-nbm'e,,wzitchixig'
them. .

The sergeant laholled « Boozy. hates dirt
and disorder. . He did his share of the work,
then retired to watch us. Was he . wnh )ou,
boy, wheén your cap blew off?”

“Yes,” said Eugene; he was -following
me as [ w alked to and fro on the path.

And w}xen he saw you were stuck, he
came for me,’ sald the sergeant. ¢ He is the
moxt knownw cat I ever saw. Hello, here's
a cart comm« just in crood time to gne us a

“lift. -You look_ fagged out, Eugene.» Give me

your h'an?'vnow jump in.” R
* Good-by, dear- Eugene,” called Virgie.l'

“If you don’t play in the naughty mud any

more, Virgie won't” frow stones at your rem-

i1}

" peror;” and she thx'ew kxsws to hlm untll he

was out of sight.
. “The missis will be astonished to see us,”

e .
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said . the  sergeant, as they jogged along in

the cart,” but she’ll have us cleaned up in
no time. .Boy,” and ‘he looked slyly at
Eugene, “you didn't like cats much when
you came to us. - Would you ‘mind telling
me your pri_vai;e opinion of them now?” '

A smile flitted over Eugene’s weary, dirty

face. ~“ A human being could have done no

more for me this morning than the king did,”
he said simply. ‘
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Sy

. CHAPTER IX. .

~ MONSIEUR LE CURE ARRIVES.

THE sergeant usually spent his’ ev‘eningsu

at home. All day long he was on his feet;

~-and it was a pleasure to’ him when he came -
in at night to settle himself in a comfortable -

armchair, after he-had his supper, and devote

himselfrto some mterestmg book until bedtime.
He often read aloud to his wife, who sat
and sewed beude ‘him ; and ‘one evening; after
he had been xe'tdmtr for some time, he- laid ‘
his book face downwald on the small table

before hlm, and said, “Where is the ‘boy?”
Mrs. Hardy dlopped her work, and moved
_aside the lamp that partly hid her husband’s

face -from Her. «“He is m hlsr-,_froom, she~

said.

~«He usually listens to me, bald ‘e ser-
‘geant; “he isn’t mopmg, is he, or offended '

-

:'-:;. at an)thmg"”, e R
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< Oh, no! he never does thab'no‘vf,“ rlz.u.lghed .
Mrs. Hardy. * He.is as cheerful as possible..

“ Queer, isn't it,” said the >eweant “how
any one gets used to dn\thmo‘" Does he ever
speak to you about hearmg from France?”

“Not nowAhe used to when he. first came.
He thinks of it, though.” o

“ How do you know ?

¢ Oh! I'can tell. I understand him so well.”
' “*How long. is it since he came hexe"’}

“ Five weeks last Wednesday.”

“It doesn t seem as long as that, said the ‘
sergeant thouohtfull\ - \

«“The - time passes more quickly with a
child in the house,” observed his wife.
"1 believe it does.. I'm ot sorry we took
“him, Bess.” ’ - » '

“I know’ you are not, Stephen I ‘would
send him away if I thought you were.”

Her husband sent hex an affectionate ﬂla')ce,
but made no remark for some time. ~Then he .
~said, * What aresyou doing ?”
“Darning a- pillow-case ; it is nrentmnr old.”
K Wh) don t )ou buy some new ones?”

K~

T
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“I must ec,onomlze no“,, she waid.’ “It
takes more to keep us since the boy came.”
" «But you will have plenty by and by.”

“We haven't it yet. Stepheu. One can't
count on the futule ' '

«] believe it is a pleasure to you,” " he said
under his bre'tth

His ‘wife cau«rht the word pleasure, and s'ud

"¢ What~ did you bd), Stephen" b

| behe\e you. like to scnmp 3our~elf for'

any one you like.” :

b"Of course I do,” she said lalltrlni'x'xv “and
tossing hér‘w'hite head. '« I ‘should onlv be
half ‘a “onmn if T didin'e.”

“Heis a h‘md.»ome Lul isn't he" ” said the-

k2

bexgeantA .o

e Indeed- he is. Ever\’ one looks at ]liln in’

‘the- street. Wasn’t it a joke that old Mrs.
Purdy should think . he was our boy? 1 shall
- never fmget the way Eugene looked at her

when she fell on his necl\ and mud he “as’

the image of his father.” -
«She is getting old and stupld said the

o

'.,sergeant mdhlcently “cand foxaets tlnngs '

°
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Hello, here’s our young man.” as Eugene came
«inietlv into the room. * What hn‘ve.'you been
(lnm« son?” .

=T wis re'\dm« ,said_- Fugene: that iy,”
he added hesitatingly, as he met Mrs. Hardy’s
serutinizing glance. “I was looking bc) ond

my history lesson for. to-morrow.”

Hardy - quictly. ~1If you were only reading,

you were not studying. I don’t care to have
hnn le.lm lessons in the evemno' > she said in

Can ‘explanatory tone to her husband “because

1t tires }nm

-+ No ¢hild should study in the evening,
said the sergeant gruffly.

“Your first statement is true,” said‘ Mrs.

«T wished to. find out- what ‘Washington did-

when he became a*man,” said Eugene.

2 You lnke to xea.d about the father of tlns’ ‘

“country, don't’ you?” /‘ml\ed Mrs. Hardy.

I do. I'admire him. He was a grea,t -

AR

nmn, said the boy. / )
* Greater than aj»oleon" ” inqulred the ser-
--geant mxschtevonvlv. R

. Mrs. Hardv trent]\ pushed his - foot undex

~
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the table when she saw Eufrené’* disturbed
face, but the. sero'ea.nt Would not recall his
« luestlou.

- «No, no, not greater,” said the boy at length,
“notgreater; I cannot forget my emperor;.
but Genéral Washington was better. He loved

more his-fellow-men.” _
¢ Bravo ! said the sergeant; * you‘lla make
a first-class citizen of the United. States vet.”
« Never,” 'said“’ Eu\%ii:e abruptly.
The sergeant and
“at him. . :
T shall be a Frenchman always,” said Eu-
gene \ehementl; ] may never see m\; coun-
try agains it I love her — I would die for

her; " and lLe mew deathl\ pale, as ln, alw .ws

'dxd when he was ‘mtich moved. _
* “That's right,” said the sergeant. > The

‘wife looked earnestly

- - world wants more bové like you. A-lwé.ys

_stand up for your own country, but be chari-
table to others. France is a wide word, my
bog, but there's a wider.”

" “You mean America?”™

“No; I mean the world.”
" ’ ’ ‘\.
. - ) x'_ 1 \\
. 4
S :
‘ ’ . e l
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R - . :
T like America.” said Eugene: =~ but I de-
~test England.” o
“There’s where you're wrong,” said the ser-

geant. *If I hated England, I should feel

like a child hating m3 mother. - They're a
, mamuhcent nation over there; thou«h some-

‘times they provoke us, and sometimes we pro-

voke thenm. However, they’ll stand more g

goading from us than they will from any other
people on the face of the earth. Just_ you
make a note of that, niy boy. You'll find it's

_-true some d.x}, and then you “111 apprecxatc
them.” '

“Possibly,” said Eugenéj_; “in the day thatv

T tolerate the republic in France.”
¢ Queelf little lad,” said the sergeant, affec-
tionately laying a hand on Eugene's smooth

head. “You can 't look ahead and see youmelf '

a tolerant man ?”

: Eugene rarely let a question go unanswerea .
. He had been brought up to repl) to every re-
mark a,ddressed to him; but seeing be had some

d\mculty in answering this, the sergeant went
‘on.” «I can. You have a fa.xr stfut tnward

L
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making a first-class, — what is it they call
those people that are at home among all na-

~ tions,—oh, yes, a cosmopohte Wlfe, suppow

I go on with rﬁy readmg"”

“Yes, do,” she replied, as the-sergeant again
took up his book.

Eugene sat down at a little distance from
him, and listened qttentxveI) to a tale of far-

~away Africa. Mrs. Hardy listened, too, for a
‘short time; then she laéfd down her work and
. gazed attentively, first " 1f““the boy on the sofa,
and. then at her huabfmd beside her. Some-
Athmg stirred softly in her heart as “she looked

»

at these two bemrrs,—her husband and. her
adopted son.  For. them she felt thdt she couldd

‘endure any, ha:dshxp, any ' privation. I'f the

occasion should arise, she felt that she could

even hy down her life for them. :
«T used to think that I was happy, /but Inam', o

* happier .now,” she murmured. .« My loye for
" my husband makes me love the boy more, and

my Iowe for the boy makea me love my husband _
more.’ Lo : . .

Eugene. as. 1f aware that her attentlon was o
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concentrated on him, began to fidget.in a sensi-

tive way. then he got up and moved to a chair

next her. She took his hand in hers, and the
- boy leaned his head against her shoulder while
he}agaiﬁ listened to the reading.
At last the sergeaiit put down . t.l‘le ! bpok.
» Wife,” he said, *it is half-past nine.”
«I will go to bed.” said Engene. rising 1m-
'medntel\./ * Good-night, Mrs. Ilaxdv' ,
e Good-mn-ht my: dear- boy,” shelsald, mf

o

son.”

A cuwrious look came over the boy's face. He’

colored, looked confused. and she thought flxa't
- his parted lips were forming the word mother.”
: ‘when suddenl\"/her two “cats, who were uauaﬂv
taken with a spmt of mischief about bedtime,:
4spranrr at her Workbagket. and by upaemno' it
diverted herutttentlon from Eugene.

He laughed in-the merry way that he had.
" learned since coming to her house; and at’ once

‘he and the sergeant and the cats enmwwl n}{“

a frolic, and by turns chased each other and
_the spools of-thread that went rollmg all over.
the ﬁoor. o

N
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Mrs. Hardy th‘ul‘ looking at them with a

~smile on her face \\hen. in the midst of theu

.

fun, thev heard a lum at the door-bell.

-Euwene jumped_up. *Allow me to open the

door,” he said in his pretty. courteous way 'z and——— {

Mis. H:ud) stood aside to let him pass.

The parlor door-remmued open; dnd to her
surprise she heard from the hal 1L, first an eager
exélamation from Eugene. then a succession of

'mpxd French sentences.

“Who is there? *said tlle sercreant. turn-
mfr ]lla red face tOW’lI'd her o

B c'mnot mnn'me \\Y "ut Eufrene is brmg-
" .ing tlie person in.”

At that ‘minte the boy- appeared . in .the
doorway, ubhenug in a tall. very for¢ign-look-
ing, brown-faced man. clad in a black cassock.

“The boy's cheeks vere 1,»1:12ing, and his eyes
were excited. * Mrs. Hardy.” hLe said in_a

-, repressed voice, “permit me .to present to,

you n}nnsiéur le culé Déjoux of Chatillon-
sur-Loir. T have told him in the hall that it

‘is with you that I have found lefufre. Enter,

" monsieur.”

»

'

I
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-The sergeant flashed a quick glance at his
wife. How would'bhe stand this? The priest -

. probabl
 France. To his Tek

ef she was perfectly calm,
,t“houglr clearly surprised. She looked withot
consternation ‘into the grave, kindly, ah
childish face of the stranger. ‘

The bewwnt pxeSbed forward, and sh(mk .
hands with his caller’; then won_.dermg that
his cassock should be so handsome, and his -

boots so clumsy, and his bare, ungloved hands

so brown, he pomted to a chair, and begged

him to be .seated.

The curé bowed: once more|in a pa.temal'
manner, and sxt.tmg down, looked at Eugene,‘
who stood at his elbow with glittering eyes

that scarcely moved from his face.

“You are 'here, I take it, [from the boy's

grand-uncle,” -said  "the sergeant, coming di-
rectly to the object of his caller’s visit.

The priest. did not. understand - a ‘word of
what he said. —He spréad out his hands{ﬂn'en
turned to Eugene, who ha

by his slde.

L

- came to take her darling back m"

at last ceased to.
hover about him, and had dropped on a stool "
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« Monsieur ‘understands English,” :saidz. the
boy. *if you will spéak_sloxv;13'..» Ié_it not so?”
o The priest smiled, and sho'(ved a good - set
" of white teeth, IR Yes,” he said in a stum-.

bling voice. V‘my vairy slow.” :
T You — have — come - for —‘?“:gene, I

suppose,” |said the sergeant spasmodically.
. | eomplelmud parjaztemen};, 1eturned the
- priest. It ees true, I come to seek heem.”,
«“ It is getting late now,” said Ars. Ha\.rdy
“with a glauce at the clock, ¢and FAigene“\.vill‘

"be too much¥'fati011e(1 to sleep. Suppose we put:
off our business convel“satlon till the mornmg, ,
. and talk of other things.” i
'The priest: turned his gentle face toward
" his hostess. He had not understood what she
Coosaide ot g
o B Eugene put her sentences into- liquid F rench -
‘  for himj and he made a gesture “of assent,
4nd said in la.bonoub Enﬂxah, “ ’\I'tdame has
. - right.” o _
- R «Ah, x-lo,""said E’ﬁgene_;. “ I__:cQuid.—ne% s}eep""
) - :1" ~With Mrs.” Hardy’s permi’ssion‘,"let‘ us talk a =
' “~Jong, Jeng time. Tell- me of France, dear

,
i
)

. N e
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monsieur le curé. Are you still in the little
village. below the, éhz’iteau [ _
LR “Bteel there, excep’ when I voyage' in

"

- Amérique, ‘said the priest in peaceful amuse--
ment. * Nevair have 1 voyage before.” _
r' © . TwAnd my uncle received my letter " osald
Elwene ’ o .« .
“ He dee& " said the priest seriously. : :
. And he showed it to you?™ s

o No, noi he deed not that.” s
- «Did he tell you what T had. wutten’”
~asked Eugene. o
“No, my chile.”
“ He was angry, for etample ?” -
D« Well angry, leetle. one., Thou deed write -
\ wrong, ees it not?”

“ Posmbly I did,” 'said Eugene with a shluor o

'Havd_) found ‘her susplcmn verifie ~the
boy had had i
about the -letter t]nt he had “ntten to llla
,' gr'md-uncle v

“ Thy onkel has man} cheeldren, said the

cure 'mnablv o

; \ . . : B
/ P
o . ..
I \
X .
. '
/ . ! . L .

of - his shoulders, and for the first tlme \In/
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“1Ie has but'a son and a daughter,” re-

joined Eugene hastily. o

~ “ But ,the che‘elld"re'n’sl cheeldren,”” said the

priest, “expanding “his hands. «Many they

are, like the birds of the .feelds.” A
« Therefore,” said Mrs. Hardy slowly, «he

cannot do much for Eugene. Is that what

_ you wish to say?” , ' '

~« Pardon, maddn'le." said the curé.
Eugene expl‘uned ‘what she meant, and the

priest assented b} a 1)1of0und boy

- But he has sent ae-rioney;” said Eugene,

frowning ~stightly. * Much money, has he
not, monsieur le curé?.”

The cuié.shook his head. «“He has sent .

me —not money. Monsieur thy onkel wishes,”
and .he directed "his remark to \Irs. Hardy,

- “that thees dear boy return to hees country.”

“Pause a moment, monsieur le curé,” said
Eugene urgently, “and. ‘pardon, me, "Mrs.

~ Hardy, though it.-is mot civil to speak a lan-’

guage you do not understand, but I cannot

” and then ensued a brief colloquy be-
tween them in French
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.

The boy’'s’ {aqé grew paler and paler,. and

his. manner quieter, as they proceeded, while
the curé became flushed and eloquent.
“ Eugene is suffering, -poor lad. I wonder

what the priest is saying,” m-urmured' ;\IVI'S}.,_

Hardy. .
At last the conversation was over. . The-ex-
ples.' nof | hope and animation that had illu-

mmed the boy’s couritenance ‘when he greeted
the. curé had all died ‘away. He was wmp_o:;ed
now, and almost sullen. ,
~All is over,” -he said with a despanmw
gesture; “my uncle' renounces. me:”
The cmé who. was llstenmfr eagerlv to hml,
umwht the word * renounce.”

"Eugene, ‘he interposed gravely, * thou de-

~ceivest also thyself’ and ‘thy iriends. Willst

thou explain 2™ : '
Eugene turned to the Hardys, and said in a

dull voice, “ My orrand-uncle oﬂ’ers me a pit-

" tance which I do not receive ‘unless I go to .

Prance—not to live with him,” bxttexly, “ah,
no, but thh monsieur the culé
o “Tt seems to- me . from whaa I hawe heard

o
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you say,” mxinrked the sergeant, = that you '
would not care to-take up your abode. with

your uncle.”

w1 \\ould never live  with him,” said Eu-

- gene pmudl) ; “yet he bllOlLl(l offer to have -
me inhabit the chateau which should be-

mine.” .

“«Would you not like to live with this
gentleman ? zysked Mprs.. Hal'd)" in a -tense

" voice.

/

o

Iaurrene tumed his 1)1111—str1cke11 f'lce toward

her.  When the curé had first appeared, the
lad had iminediately assumed a’patronizing air
toward the two people who had been as adopted
parents to him. Now, however, his pride was
all gone. His grand expectations from his

7uncle were not to be realized. He felt lmn-

self to be a poor, despised box

)

o W “hat does it matter “llethel I like 1t or
Z ' .he said with- a blttex smlle. “I am’
o

)

obhged to go. to France.- T must live with this

good man, but I fearthat I shall be a torment _
/% to him. However, some day I shall revenge

myself on my uncle. .I shall study it.”
my Y, - -1 tudy 1t.
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‘o Eugenef’ said Mrs. Hardy suddenly, = you
must go to bed; you are not yourself.,
““You will spend t_he night with us, -will
you’ not?” said the “sergeant _hospit.;tbly. to
their visitor.” '
Tlle priest said that it would be *too mmh

‘pleasure,” that he had * conveyed ™ Lis travel-

ling-bag "to a near hotel. and that Le was SOTTY:

to have ¢« deranged ™ them. by coming so late,

but hé had been detained by a seau,h for Eu-

gene in his old quarters. o

“That doesn’t matter,” said the sergeant;
“better late than-never. I'll go with you
and get _:‘\your big, and we can put you up
here.” .

The pnest overwhelmed hxm Wlth tlnnka,«

and svhile the sergeant went. for his- hat: he
looked about the. pleasant room, and said ap-

preciatively, “Ah, but you are “ell COSSU
hele. ’ .

«'What does he mean" " asked Mrs. Hml\.‘

“It is like a be‘m in a soft pod.” said Eu-
gene. - “ One uses the word in France. “This.’
“house is indeed a palace compared with the °

1]
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" house of the poor curé,” he went on. after the

priest” hiad uttered a cheelful au’ revoir and
had dlmppuued with the semc.mt

“What is his house like?” asked \Ils
Hardy curmusl) _ ’ _

“ Chatillon-sur-Loir is a small vﬂlage." Te-
plied Eu«ehe.l “There is a-broad green in
the centrg of it: On one side noa tlna'tclneil
cottage: lives the curé with old Jeanne - his
servant. He has’only a_few pieces:of furni- -
ture.v “He duinks but, f-ittle ‘wine, mostly water
or I‘II‘I.HOW tea; and he eats black breall; for
the white is dear. ‘¢ wears air old cotton -
cassock 3 the one tixat.lle has on.is probably & .

. gift-from my grand.aunt, who is pious.. And

lie glves away’ evu'\thmg even the wood for
his stove. - He goes fronf his cntt.me to the
chiipel 'whele he oﬁicmtes lm’gélts the pe'ts'mts
“pwho are btllpld Hé' saunters *to” and fro" oni
the .green, readmrv his brev mry' or the Figaro. .
- Oh, it'is a clmmmw existence!” -

“Mrs. Hardy suppressed asmile.. “You, wo&ld
be less unhappy wrth us;” she smd

Eugene looked at her. qulcl\l) .




= |
t‘vo‘vswrt: L'E CURE ARRIVES. 157

s Why not stay \\nh us ? " she murmured
‘(i:ll‘('ﬂ:s‘i‘ll"l\' Yuu l\llo\\ that *we love vou,
and would (,Oll\l(lcl vou our child if you \\nuld
let ws.” = Lo

“ Oh. no, no! ™ saild Eugene. raising his hands

as if he were putting some temptation - from

him. Do not niention this. for it is among

tlw nnpnwxblv things.’ O

“ Good-night.” she: ~.ml abruptly: and she
kissed him tenderly, and then pushéd him from
her.. = Go, get into ymir ii}llc bed. but  re-
meimber this when you aré fretting thcrc
thiig there is always one heart open to von,
one 'lmme ready for you. Whether \m‘x frn to
l-n.mw or stay here I sh.lll al\\.n\ 1|ml\ ‘nupon
you as my boi.” . :

‘Eugene paused. Then he seized her hand,

'uul pressed it \\.mnl\ to his ]lps hefore he

rushed from the room. There were tears on

the hand when he dmppe(v‘l'i‘t. and Mrs. Hardy

sat”looking at it ste:u]fnst]y until her husband |

B came in.

T just shppe«l the m"mwer inito his room,-
Ress.” he said.”  I'knew everything was ready
. g . " . o A

. Co . 3 s
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for him, and I thought I wouldn't bnther'

bringing luiu in here again ; for we goll\\ who
have to «et up early want to get to bed eml)
What's the matter? You're not worrying, are
L ’ : : N
you® -~

¢« No, Stephen; it seems to 'me I shall never
worry again.’” N

* Well. you're a queer little woman.”™ he re-

joined. = You \\'()i‘i‘\' when I don’t expect it,

and when I do, you don t.”

“'lhelea nntlnnw to \\mrv ibout in this

‘case”” she said. ~ . - 4

“Fhat’s odd.: I tlmutrht vou'd be struck .111
of a’.heap. I nearly was w hen l t(ml\ in-the
situation.” : L SR

“Do you suppow ,tlmt child is goum l».uk‘
to France : :

"‘l guess “Sn. It looks 11]\6 1t I've had
o're'tt t.tlk with the priest. When T get lmn
'11(mc I éan understand.-his lmrro ‘better. I got
out of him some infor mation about t,lw de V ‘u-"
gas. e ac]\nowledges that they’re a proud,
ugl\‘-tempeled kind of a f.umlv' and the young
ones-in it are % upsettlng and unm'uncreable ‘
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as the old ones, which isn’t usual among French.
children. The grand-uncle is furious with this
boy. “He'll not have an éasy time in 'Fl;;u'we,
The old man won't have the hoy live iix the
chitteau because he has the, name of being un-
manageable, and he would talk his Bnn:ipn_rti,sm,
which isn’t fashionable - in “the ric_iglﬂmrhqu.
Bess, whatis' the difference between the old
nollesse and the new?” o '

«I'don’t know exactly. We'll have to read
about France, Stephen.”

«The priest says that the de Vargas belong
to the new. He S3yS . if the boy was willing it -
‘would be far better for him to remain in t]n\'
country, for he will be sure to get himself into
' .tmuble in I‘mnce but he knows he won 't stay
" .here, so he is planning to take him back and
“keep an eye on him. He says lLe’ll try to
squeeze money enough out of the grand-uncle -
to send him away to sulmnl: What are ypu
smiling about? ™ ‘ -

- Stepben, » said Mis. H(ud) rrentl).' but de-

cidedly, * that boy belongs to us. He will live
and die im this country.™ Nt
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"

« Are you crazy. Bess” ‘
~~ «No, I'm not. They may take him away,
but he’ll come back. 1 doubt if lxe even con-
sents to 1e1ve this c1t\’ .

The sergeant -was surprised, ¢ You are -a
funny little woman,™ Je said shortly. = \;leat

- | “makes ';you say that?7 S K

- Because he loves us.” she ‘said triumph-.
antly. I never was sure of-it till this even-
ing., There's no one that hé likes in F rance. '
He' will stay where his heart is. or if He goes -

away he will come lﬂcl\ to us.” - -
Te -‘Ma)be you're right, and . maybe ~you're
* . wrong,” said'the sergeant. sagely.. * Time will
tell ; but I nueas he’ll go to Fr'mce and get
“used to it.”
1
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.

CHAPTER X.
A, PROPOSAL OF. .\l'ARRIAGE.

THE sergeant was intensely amused and.in-
terested” in the French priest: He obtained a

few days’ legwve from his duties, and dccupied

~himself in showing ‘his guest. the sights of an

-

“’Amenc'm city. The 'ilinocmco, the childish-

ness, 'md the curiosity of his comp'ﬂnon, agd

~.above all, the attention that he attracted, pro-
vided the sergeant with the most agrecable

 sensation that he had lad for many a day.

Eugené sometmxes accompamed them, oftener,

- he did not. He was no longer cheerful and

,:, contenfed, but hful fullen"into the reserved,

. quiet, almost sullen state in which ‘he had been
~“when Mrs. Hardy first knew liini, and instead
- of mingling freely with the little family, he
. preferred to be left alone i his xoom, whexe

he ‘sat qmusmg by the Tour,

Occasmnally he mused }umself as thc (,Lums

a
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" <

of hospitality-asserted themselves in his n)’;tnd

and he politely endeavored to entertais the.

priest- by conversations about French mdttel\.é
To these conversations the \el(re.mt lent a moxt

attentive ear.  He had an immense cunoxxtv on

“the \ll‘)J((t of foreign countries rand the pre- .

mcmu\' remarks of I ugene with regard to the -

luuls«lnt vote, the political clubs, and the rural
“life of the nobility i Francg, with the almost
infantile responses Int the'cme to the bn\s
questions and’ unf.n]mm.\bk ple]udxcea. formed
- subjec ts on \\lndx he w ould remember to inform
]mn\clf ﬁ'f[cx 1hex were gone.
Tt had been detinitely settled that Euoene
Jand the_priest were to leave mton at the end
nf the week. and sail across the sea to France. -
Mrs. Hardy rarely spoke of the boy's de-
parture : but when she did, the reference was
mmlu (]ItCXfll“\',-d,ll(l as if she evpected that
e would rei ally @o. In the me'mtlme. when
she cotld’ spare a few ]mms f10m her househdld
dutles. she busied herself with making prepa--
rations for ‘his journey by adding to his mther
sc.mt\' w'wdmbe. Ell"‘elle w ent shoppmg w1ﬂl

.
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her “}uh, the selgeant and thc pnest were en- _

rf'we(l in xlglht-seemn' S ) e .
*+ Late in the afternoon - of the day precednw
“the one on which thev»\wele to lmue, Eufrmev
. " took thé euré aaule and lequestul his™ com-
pam(mshxp while he, made. .I,Cl,“. of xmpm‘t.mu,. o
eIt is to see the father of the Tittle Vi nme
he s.ud-to \Ira. ILu dv who Was st-unhpg near. -

- “Oh, }es I understand s]u:_ix‘;ﬁ«b' = you
\_vxsh to say good-by to your.small play mate.”
‘ Fuo'ene did nnt wish to say goodby to }ll\_
, smdll plavnmte. IIo“e\er. le did not t,\-'
. pLun this to Mrs. H.ud\, but slmpl\" .l\c _
C her 'm inscrutable look from his deep bl ack
e\'e&. and \vall\ed out. of the- rnom w 1t]| ahe.

«

prlest. . v' e, . e B
Tt was a dark, chllly afternoon, :m(l the -
. priest’ b}nvered slightly inside ]us black ‘chs- .
_sock as they wended their way to\\.nd the . ,
- broad and .f(whmnabh, avente. \\]wre \n«rw s - o
) pa.rents lwed. .H@ W'ls notAaculsfmneJ to \Ilt T ‘
. piercing wmd,s in. sunn} France: and he, mu-.
mured softlv to himself, "Le cltmat de Loz-r«. -

et—C’ker est” doux et temperé'
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Mr. Mamning, Virgie's father.. quite un-
aware of the visitors on their way to, see him.
}xad Jjust come home from }lh office. 'mfl s:lt,

in his wife's room tqlkum to her. and wait-

ing for’ dinner to be annousiced. when a maid

" kihocked at the door, and said that a priest

and' a boy wanted o see him. He alanced.
S]lal‘l)'l\"at her; and asked. = What are their
names ‘ : . o
-1 fornrct sir,” ehe said hesitatingly. T]l.c)"
were queet '->(»1111(1i1|g and foreign.™

I cannot see. trem,” said M. \I'ummo'

_ settlmrr ]unl\&f’-}).wk comfortably in }ns ch.m

« They are probably begging.”

The m'ud went- down-stairs to a snmll re-

cept-xon-mom, and gave the strangers Mr.
Manning’s message. ‘

xS i{etnrn to your master. and say that I
request an interview with him “on the sub]ect
of busmess,.' said Eugene firmly.: ‘ .
The maid felt the strange power that the
lad exerted on all those who came in contact'
with ‘him; and~ throwing htm a clance of
Yelled : adlmrat}op,_ she ‘again went. ul);s_talrs. )

-
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“Tell the boy that I talk business in my

. office,” said Mr. Manning shortly; “Let him

go there in the,morning.”

~ Eugene \vas-}not daunted by this message.
“ chedt carefuily‘ my words,” he said to the
amused maid ; and his eyes flamed. as he

" looked at her. “To-morrow I shall be on my
/'\'vuy to France. I have now -a last chance
to see the &htiennn of this house. If he

refuses, he may regret his loss.” - |

The maid once more bent. her foot»teps'

v to“md the st'urca.se, and ~on the way met
Bridget, with whom she had a whxspeled ml-
~loquy. .
-« Its the little French bov, sir, v, that pl.w
~ with Mlss Vlrgxe,‘ she said on returning to ]
‘Mr. Manning. I T
“Is 1t?__j said the o-entlema.n with a laugh.”
“He .is g"ommtn get on.in the world, who-
_ever he is;” and he hurried down-stairs. '
The- priest and Eun'ene rose and bowed pro-

* foundly at the entrance of ‘the. little. short,
"sh'u'p business man. His gray eyes took in
. their- peeuljarities at oné glance ; .t}ie‘xx',’SOixlle-

b
.
-
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what flattered by their obeisances, he re-
‘<pondcd by a nod "of his head, and mntloned
them to be seated.
“You know my- small dauﬁhtex " he asked,
addressing Elmene : )
«8ir, I have the honor of romping with
her at times.” said the boy solemuly.

- Indeed! ™ replied Mr. Manning with \equal
solemnity : then with a quick. brisk movement
of his hand he brushed back the hair from his
. forehead. 111}(1 looked out of the window.

Eugene, 6\'e1'c6111e by the knowledge of the
importance’, ‘of his mission, neither smiled nor

‘tued to make himself agreeable in any \\a)
"to this br usque man, but-waited in sober pa:
tience for a suﬂluent time to elapse bhefore
“the proper moment arrived to approach the
_object bf his visit. ‘

«Tt is a raw day.” Mr. Manning said at
last. addlessmcr the priest.

A law?d'w was something quite bevond
the curé’s ken; so he made no attempt to Te-
 ply to the remark: but: bowed agleeably and
kept silence.
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“T hope that mademoiselle your daughter
is well,” said Eugene after a long pause.

. 'Fllrgll 11

*She is, thank you.” said Mr. Manning ;
then lhe, too. relapsed into silence.
) «] am conie,” said Eugene at last, seeing
that the gentleman was politely vet stub- .
bornly resolved not to enter into couversation
. - with him, « su'ppnrtéd by my friend mdnsieur
' le curé of Cll{lti“OIITSllX“LOiI:, to demand the
hand of -mademoiselle your daughter in iuu’r,— -
" riage.” o J
Mr. Manning was a man who had attained
to great self-possession: but at F,ucrenes as-
tonishing request, he was agaii obliged o> - o

stroke his hair vigorously, and once mm?/l;a,u » x

out of the window. = . . . e - .

Eugene contemphted him me'mv(‘hilé iu‘_‘ - r

# ' gleat satisfaction. ~This compmed man of busi- E

: ‘ness would make an excellent father-in-law. _ =
\ “May I f:sk," said Mr. Manning at length, -
abruptly bringing his attention once moi:e' to -

beat upon his guest, \vhether this is for im-— -

: " mediate or future marriage ? o &
. «For the future,”. said Lu«ene qulcl\b . E:

\ T

. -

: ?
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“How old are you?” asked/fhe gentleman.
“1 am thirteeﬁ; but I will be fpurt-eén on
my next birthday,” replied the lad.
~ Well, ‘now, don’t you think,” -$aid Mr.
Manning in an almost coaxing tone of voice.
" that you are rather(youﬁg yet to consider
" so important a question as the choosing of
vour future wife?” )

“Exceedingly voung,” said Eugene 'in an
tal bl o

% : \pmt that is' quite unusual, yet it suits me; for
. | - T'am leaving this country, perhaps not to re-

“turn for many years, thelefm'e I becr )ou “to
grant me your best. attentlon.

- a‘

S

- was' almost fowettm«r 11L/lus interest in Fl]-
"aene What I\md ‘of a man was this \\lm

s st

“after he Bad 'tttamed to- years of matuut},
- suffered - a child to go about: mkmg[ nmself
ER ~ ridiculous?-. - ..
. The ecuré, bhasfully unconscious . of this
‘ thought, and not undelstandmor a Word of

~ : ot

- equully reasonable voice. - «I am taking %

" .~ Mr. Manning staled at the cuxe, w hom The

N o , what he s*ud or of what Eugene said, S'lt gaz-’
' ~ ing tra.nqmlly out through the door of the,

Iaad
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reucptlon -room at the magnificence of two par-. /
loxa across the hall. He, a poor priest. had™ '
never i)eeu in so handsome a house in his life.- . ES
The stone chateau eof the de \;u»gns, which,
. was large, bare;, and comfortless, could not be
~ compared With this maiision.  As a young
1111}1)1‘,"‘ he had gone from  the cottage of his .-
peasant father and mother to a scmin:u'};, and
from thence to Paris for a few xnontlx&_whbre
he lived the life of a student. He lad seen
the exterior of "fine h'ote1§ and palaces, but
~Jlever ]nd his -feet trodden such velvéty car- 5
:petb never had his linibs’ prebscd auch /soft R ;f
fumltule, never had he beey . lecel\ ed as a vis- . fE
itor in the home ofsuch a one as_this small - o ‘f"
amiable gentleman, who was probably a mer- '
chant prince in this strange“new country, and ? 3
_;\)tho'télk’éd to his young friend. with "brevity, - . . " ;

.and yet without the “smallest. tincture of ’ \,

, haughtinesst 7 ' [ . .

‘ The . curé_beamed jtmwl’)h -~ at \Ix M.mmﬁ’(r : : . 2
and not a suspicion of envy found lod(rmum

g _,rm his genﬂe breast. He' was delmhted to se¢

a man in po:qe»ldn of .s0 nmch luxury. , I - * .

5 . o ) &
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-

felicitate you, sir,” he murmured when \Ir.
\men«r briefly - asked him \\h'].t relatlon he

““bore to Eugene.

*Ile cannot understand you, sir,” interposed

Eugene, *unless: you speak French or slow

-American.”

Mr. Manning made a gesture that signifi-
cantly commended the curé to the pleasant

company of his own thoughts. Ike was not

the man to talk “slow American’ when a. few

in hand.

“So you wish me to seriously consider your
proposal, little boy,” he said, again confronting
Eugene. -

“I do, sir.”

“Well, tl-bnen, give me your reasons for break-

- quick sentences would dispose of the business

_ mrr tluouOh the cuatom of this countr;, wlnch_

I buppose you know is not to: arrange marnages :

until the contractm l){lltleb are of dge.’
“When t]xev u:uzﬂl) m-nnrre “them for them—
selve * con-tmued I]lwene. .

Mr.” \Iannmo was, etcesmvely 'Lmused. “l

Poe,

- see you Lnow all about it,” e s'ud P
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“This is my. excuse for- breaking through

your habits.” said Eugene earnestly. I am

noble; you are not.  You might desire to .

have me for a son-in-law fome day when I

am no longer here. for I go to France to-
morrow.”” '

“ Couldn’t I write you a letter?” asked M.

Manning. _ ,
“ By ‘the time of a few years I might form
other arrangements ; therefore, while I am here,

where there are 'so few nobles, is it not better

to secure me for, mademoiselle your daughter?
. v, : -
% Suppose mademoiselle my - daughter didn't
wish to marry you when-she grew up?™

«Qh! but she would,” said Fugene in oreat
. o be)

surprise.  ** Well-bred ladies are always ar-

ranged for in marriage in France, and they
enjoy it. It would not be neeessary to #hform

. her until the time.”

‘here.” - /

“T know you fix these things in a different
way in France,” said Mr.. Manning with __é‘x-

traordinary seriousness; ¢ but-hpo_n my word,
I don’t like to be the first to start the custom

/
|
{
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“T am sure there would .be no regret.in the
case, said Eugene warmly. +As little girls -
are concerned. Mademoiselle Virgie is one of
the healthiest and.the ‘best-tempered. A suit-
able” dowry being attached to her, she “will
have the benefit of my beaw. nom, as one says
in France. And will she not rqmce to be
madame la comtesse?'”

- She will be too sepslble a girl to hang her
Ilappiliess on a title, I hope,” said Mr. M:inning;
“and- though you seem a decent enough boy
now, you may grow up to be a scamp.”

Eugene’s little straight back grew more rigid
than before. «I am’ a de Vargas,” he said

with an expregsion of proud and conscious
N

superiority.  *There are no scamps in our

family.” - . : i

Mu. \I‘ummor twisted his’ lips to conceal the

inward laughter that was consuming him.

-« Granted that vou are .not going. to be a
A v . o

scamp, how will you earn your bread?

“ By my sword.”

“ But theye doesn £ seem to be much use for
swords nowadays. The sentiment of to-day is

v
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.

against’ war ; and I would rather have a whole
.son-iﬁ-law, not one that s.o_mébody is g(jingAto
carve to pieces.”” ¥ ‘
« But the ¢ army must be maintained. I sh’xll
be an,oﬁ”]ce_r, and hold myself remdy for war.”
~Oh! Isee. Well. to come back to my star t-
ing-peint, I don’t like this plan. It’s too one-

sided. — too” sure for’ you, too risky for my © -

d’xurrhter '

“ Are not Amerlc'm girls; equ'zl to French
“gitls who do this?”

“Yes, I daresay; but I prefer an American

husband for my - child. I-know that French
people look out for money.. You won't let
your army officers marry without gé:t_tirig a cer-
_tain amount with a wife, I h,gwe heard; but
somehow or other the thing does not commend
itself to me.” I don’t believe in marrying for
money.”’ ‘ '

“But we do not do that,” exclaimed Eugene.
< Oh! you are nshly mistaken. A Frenchman ~

does not marry to obtain gold. It is to protect
his wife. Some money is »neces@m-y to be M-

- sured to her; it is rarely enough to maintain -

o

e
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a carriage and a table. All women like the,
, zti‘l'nx1rreixlcnt—(‘)Lherwiseg why- would mothefs
marry their daughters if hey thennclves have
been unhappy ?” _
- ¢TI tell you what I'il do,” said Mr. Manning
with prodigious gravity. - © As I'have: told you,
I don’t like to be the first to launch this new-
fangled thing in America. 1 bgzlic've I would
be. mobbed if I started to go down town among
people who knew I had promised my baby girl
in' marriage to a strange boy tliat I had only
‘seen once in my life; but you go round and‘
visit some of the other business men® of this
city, and if you can get them to give their
consent to let this custom have a fair trial here,
I will sign a paper that will conimit‘my daugh-
ter to an engagement to you.” AN

Eugene’s face fell. “There will not be
time,” he said in a pained voice, “as we leave
t’ci-morrow I hoped that a writing could he

made out’ to-day.”

«“] am not prepart?& to go that length,” said
M. M.mumg-demdedlg‘. “You see you have
sprung this thing on me.  You will be coming .
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~ to America again — leave it till then, and we'll
talk it over. Ilello. boy, you're not going to
. faint, are you?” - o
vael'y vestige of color had left Euééne's
_ face. He was not able to analyze his own feel-
ings. but deep down~in his heart there was a
profound and blank regret that he was to leave
America.  He had hoped that a definite agree- -
‘ment could be made with the fzytl)él'_ of little
Virgie. which would give an excuse for a return
to the city where he had lately experienced the
' 6x;ly happy days of his life. If there was to
be .no agreement,.thére could be no returi.
- «No, I never faint,” he said; and a sudden;
reserve came over him. . = I have only to apolo-
,gize for this intrusions and leave you. Mon-
“sieur le curé, may I request you to go?”
“Sit down, boy, sit dovn,” said his host
kindly. “I want to ask you some questions .
about yourself.” ‘ '
- Eugene resumed his seat, and with the air
of a complaisant though vsuﬂfering- martyr re-
sponded to the questions put to him.
Something about hLis coldly courteous an-

o

B
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swers excited the keenest intérest in his inter- /
rogator. “Seec here, my lad,” he said at last, .
“I want you fo stay to dinner this evening and "
meet my wife. Don’t say a word to her on the
subject of our conversation. T wish that to be
a secret between you and -me; for to tell the .
* truth, you would only be laughed at if it were
—to get out. Will you stay ?- "md you, sir? " and
he addressed the curé. '

Eugene at first lecmled in spmt from this
proposal; but e felt himself bound to conv ey
the invitation to the curé; and the delight of
the good man at the honor was so ettxa\ag
gant and unbounded that " the bo; glaceftl»ll}
‘yielded and consented to. Stay, only stipulat-
ing that a message be sent to the Hardys, -
who were expecting them to return t6 par-
take of their supper. ’ ’

«T will send my man up, sald Mr. Man-
ning. -« Will you excuse me while T gne_
him the message, and notify my wife that you
are’ here ?” L :
~ Eugene sat stxﬁiy in hlS seat He_ looked

_ neither to the right nor to. .the ( left, and he
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madg only monosyllabic replies to the:admir-:
ing sentences rippling from the mouth of the o
curd. - - .
When Mr: Manning re-entered the room
- escorting- his wife, ‘E'ugene’s face brightened
~_somewhat. With a grace and a composure
s “that clmk'med' the lady, he rose and stood .
aside, while monsieur le curé almost prostrated. -
" himself before her. Then lie. too, made an in-
flexion of his slender, supple body, and gazed
R from under his black, drooping eyelashes -at
the pretty mother of his desired fiancée.
He had never seen her before, and she had
“never seen him. « Virgie talks a great desl
about you,” she said. “Thank vou.. no, I will

: not take a‘ehair Dinner-is just about to be
announced. Why, you are ever 50 much older -
than Virgie. I thought you were quite a

» young boy.” :
> -, Mr. Manning laughed quletly to . himself.
o 7‘-"_',,11 He was apparently' carrying on commumca—
. °  tions with the curé in dumb show, but i m 1eal-
' " ity he was listening to his wife®s coxlvernmon ’
v . . with Eugene. h /~
- /
// .
- /J M- //
< / i
St . '
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«] do not feel .young,” said Eugene so-

berly, walking beside the lady eout to the
- brilliant- splendor jof the dining-room; *at

times it seems to mé_ that I have lived my ]
whole life.” " _ o L~
-Mis. ~Manning .was a plump, phlegmatic
woman, :and by no means sensitive ; yet at
the boy’s mvolunt(u} e\plebslon of mward
suffering and mental experiences beyond his -

years, a sympathetici-thrill passed over her,

and With an expression. of . pity,. she showed

him his place at the table.

-Eugene caught this, e\plessxonr and in deep
irritation lowered ]ns eves to his plate. “Why
C - is it,” he ;g‘eﬂeg'@d bitterly, ¢ that since - I
' came ameong these Americans T catch their

candid ways — I reveal everything? I eyé‘n

think in their .lanyguage. I will begin to- re-
form- at once, now that I am to return to my
" own country;” and a_ reform he immédiatély
began according to his own standard. It was

,easier for him to be composed and reserved

at this table than at the Hardys. Heé sat up

\}ery straight in his chair, and in an“aidroit'

.
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- . .
and deligate manner parried Mrs. Manning’s
rather curious -questions abolut, ‘his mode of
hfe\smce his ‘grandfather’s de"zth

Rather to her own. sur prise, as their conver-
sation progressed, Mrs. Manning found that

.. - .- A e
“she -was telling the boy far more about her-

self than he was telling 11er about himself.

~For one thing, she-confessed to him her long-

.ing %o to Euroﬁe; and Eugene said, “Tt is
our ¥y fortune that vou'have not vet visited
us.  May- we not look . forward to -the ple'ts-

ure of soon seeing you in France?”

“1 want to go to Europe next summer and ~

take Virgie,” she said.

“May I express the wish that you will honor
Chdtlllon-sm Loir with a visit?” a\

«T should like to see . somethmrr of real
French life ever so much,” said Mrs. Manning ;
«“and Virgie would be delighted to look  you

« Then we shall live in the _hope of seeing
you,” said Eugene sweetly, and with a side
" glance ‘at the curé, who, in blissful -uncon-

”’

é»”sci-ousness of the fact that visitors were being

vi S “.
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invited under leis humble roof, was taking his
soup with some- IlOlbe, and in a st'ue of uttex.
beatification. R

~ As course '1fte1 course was served, Eugene,
~who six months before would have been en-
_chanted by the display of riches about him.
became more and more unhappy. He pre-
sérved his coxj1posure;, but it was at the expense
of his nerves. Mrs. Manning’s voice often
sounded distant and hollow in his ears; and
once or twice he roused himself. with a start, to

find that a servant stood at his elbow vainly

stnvmo' to attract his attention..

"What was the matter with him? He was
surrounded with things in which he took de-
".light;' and in this fine house with these rich
people he should feel perfectly at home, yet
his dull and inappreciative eye wandered care-"
lessly over the costly dinner-service and the
display of ex'quisite flowers.  The servants
moving noié‘elessly about wearied him; aid the
lights,;soft as they Were,’made his eyes smart
with unshed tears; while Mrs. Manning’s satin’
dress, dainty’a.s it was, had less beauty in his ’

B
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sio'ht‘ than the plain white cotton g(}wn of the.

sem&mts wife.

She was thinking about hxm now, that kind
woman in the eottage by the Fens. Probably
she was just drawing her chair upAto' the fire
in the cosey parlor, and was taking from .hLer
workbasket one of the fine new garments that
she was making for him.

Perhaps she was murmuring softly to her
husband, « How I miss that boy!™

- “What will she do when I am gone? " thought
Eugene in sudden terror. Something seémed
to gripe his heart, and -he could have cried out
in ‘his ._dAistress;< vet he controlled himself, and
replied in a quiet, clear voice to a' questifn
that Mrs. Mzmnmcr was asking him.

“Yes, madam, I will thank- }ou for some
preserved ginger. I am fond of it, and it is
some time since I have eaten of it.”

The curé ate . long and w1th an admir-q.blé )

appetite, and shortly_after dinner showed an

amiable inclinati(}t}.to retire into a corner. of

one of the parlors where a few luxurépub arm:
_chairs stood in inv 1t1n0 solitude.

/
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. “Suppose I were to try one Of these fau-
" tewils,” he said-in a jocular way to Eugen:; .
and dropping into one, he buried his face in a
“newspaper which Mr. Manning handed him,

and over whose, pages, which were almost

’wwholly‘unintélligible_ to him, he was soon doz-
" -ing ‘gently. o o )

Mr. Manning politely ignored his presence ; .
and, being chiefly in/terested in Eugene, he,
quite unintentionally, kept the lad on the rack
for some time by.-asking him further questions
about himself and his plans for the future.

The boy could not evade his sharp business-
“like inquiries as he had done those of his

wife. He endured them with the best grace
possible, only growing a little white in the
‘effort to control himselﬁ As soon as Mis.
Manning’s return from the nursery, where she
had been to see her <hild, gave Eugene an
excuse for -leaving, he rose gracefully, and:

“looked toward the curé. - -
« What, going already ? " said Mr. Manning.’

« Mamma, can't this boy say good-by”te ‘you"f-/f' '
little daughter? He thinks a great deal of/

. . / L
- : . 0 o . .
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her;” and his eyeS‘gleamed mi.schxe'\'ously as
they rested on Eugene.

. (‘eltaml), said Mrs. Manning. T As a
. general thing I don’t like: her to be disturbed
after she .goes to bed, but we will make -an
exception in favor.of lier playfellow.™

« Come alonig, then,” said Mr. Manning ; and
he ran up-stairs more nimbiy than Eugene;,
and waited for lni.‘ni at the top of the staircase.

“ Here we dle‘y” he said- briskly ; and- he
opeued the door fof a dimly .ligllted‘ room.

‘¢ Are you .L\leep. pet"

% No, papa,” said Virgic sleepily: dnd FEu-
gene saw her pretty head rising from a crih.

L .

“ Where is nurse? "’ asked Mr. Manning, ad-

vancing .to the.crib.
5 ’ . ) .

“ Gone down-stairs, cross old thing.,” said
‘Virgie. . ¢ lase you brought your little girl
a present, papa?’” . ' )

©© «No,” said her father with a laugh. “1-5
have brought a boy that wants-to say good-by

to you. e is going uway.';Do you knew

A who it is?” Col

e

S Course I do,”. baxd Vume, who was. cleally
N ’
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in a bad temper; “it’s that cross boy Eugene.
Is he going to his old remperor?”

Eugene felt as if he were suffocating. He
had always fancied that he did not like this
little American " girl, that Le only endured

‘her; and he had considered it a great conde-

scension on his part that he should include her

n the childish stroke of diplomacy by which
he proposed to make- the way clear for a re-

turn to America. Now he saw that he had
been mistaken. He . loved the small child
next to Mrs. Hardy and the sergeant, and her
indifference cut him to the heart.

« Little one,” he said resentfully, as he
stepped nearer, “ you may never see me again.’b’

«Then Virgie will be glad,” said the child,
pouting out her lips at him N onée~ you

ground \nth me.’ ’

P
Mr. Manning was convulged with amuse-

sweeped the

ment at the calmly vindictive attitude of his

youthful daughter, and waxted attentively- for
Eugene’s next sentence.
«“ Shall I send you a. present flom ance"

he asked at la.st
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~*No; Virgie hates French dolls.”

e Across the sea,™ said'Eugene mournfully,
“I shall soon forget you; for I shall have
boys to play with and you are but a girl.”

_ “ When you go ’way, Eugene,” replied Vir-
gie in a cool and impassive manner, “I'll frow
all the stones in the park at the remperor.”

This shaft did not_excite -his anger as she
 thought it would; so she continued, cautiously«
feeling her Way, for she was afraid of him
when he lost his temper. “An’ maybe I'll kill |
the king, an’ the other pussies, an’ the mister
policeman, an’ maybe I'll comie an’ kill you.”

Her sweet and 51113 defiance did not " pro-
voke the bov, and she lwshed her chiddish
‘imagination “for another t nun_t. I Virgie
~had-a gun,” she murmured. “a big, big gun, I
. guess she’d shoot you now.” '

Eucrene ‘smiled mdlv, and yet ]llb eves were
full of tears. Was he going to cry before this
child and the man whe was silently reaardmrr
him? The thought filled him with dismay ;
and he turngd on his heel and 1bruptly~r"went
, toward the door. ’
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~Oh, ohi!” squedled Vi nme dismally, « the

! plett_y kutton ‘come back, T want to see-

°

them ! _
Her volatlle, chxld}sh fanc; had been: taken

* with the glitter _of some  new ‘buttons. on

Eugene’s coat; and hastily wiping his. eyes, he-

- returned to her, and before Mr. Manning could

prevent him, he had mllantlv twisted a but-

_ ton from- ltb place, and put it m the child’s
~ -hand.

“« Thz;hk'}lbd, Eugene, just'_dréffully,” she -
said in.delight; and she sprang up ‘in her-crib,

“clasping ler new treasure firmly in one land,

while she extended the other toward lim.
“ Good-by,. Virgie won’t hurt the remperor; '

v

here’s a present for you;” and she caught up.
a legless, armless doll l)mtr on her dainty
pillow. - Ve ‘ ’

Euoene went to her, and she stuffed 1t in

Dis pocket Then she yawned sleepily, put ber ’

* pink lips to his ear, and murmured, “Good-by, .
Eﬁg‘ene, be.a good girl;” and dropping down

on her . plllow was asleep _before the) had
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S  Ten minutes later Eugene and the priest L
“were walkiﬁg quietly up the avenue in.the
direction of the Hardys' house, and Mr. Man- R
ning and his wife sat talking together with
amused faces. - '

“Wliat do you make of ‘that boy ? ™ he
asked. = ' )

«1 don’t make much of him,” she replied.
“ He seems a polite little. eynic.”" .

«“He is more than that.” said Mr. Manning
sagely. “If he were sgoing to stay in this.
country, I would do sdmetbing for him.”

i

o
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CHAPTER XI.
THAT X\'Q)iA;\I.

Mas. H’AR’DYvwwas afraid that Eugene was
going to be ill. Seweral times while giving

" her an account of his visit to the Mannings

he relapsed into long, troubled silences.

As soon as he had - finished his recital she
sent him to bed, and shortly afterwards she
came and stoed over him with a medicine bottle
in her hand: ‘ k , :

He asked no questions; and after quickly

,

- taking what she gave him, he kissed her hand,

and closing his eyes, fell into a troubled sleep. ‘
In the ‘morning he seemed more cheerful, but
he still acted like a bey in a dream; and the

- sergeant muttered, That lad doesn’t hear more

than half of what is said to him. He's in a
dead worry about this business of going away.
Now I must' have a few last words with 'the
priest. Come out into the garden, Lﬂ§soo;_ it’s
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a fine ‘morning:” and he took his gueét out-
of-doors. ‘
“ Now, look her e, sir,” he said firmly, and he B

“seized a button on the priest’s cassock, *this

. 15 your last day in Boston; and I want to tell _

: you before you take that boy to France, that + -,
you're to consider yourself as free us air to'send - -
him back at any time it suits you and him, for
I guess his m‘md'-uncle isn t going to mtexfexe ,
much with hin.”

The curé lx.udl) understood a w01d of what

“ the sewe‘mt said, and the worthy man dxd not-
- expect that he would. The sergeant had for-

mulated a system about conversing with the

“curé. The first time he uttered sentences hé

rattled them off in any way just to 'Lcc.uston}

the foxelcruex to the sound of the words. The- :
_ next time he repeftted them' slowly, the third =~ T
" time more blO\Vl), and with a liberal illustra-

tion of gestures in order to make his meaning

.‘entuely plain. . " b

" Therefore, when the curé had. he.nd a tuo of
these sentences, accompanied by a faraway

fling of his host’s hand to denote France, a
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nearer one for Boston, and a comprehensive

- sweep through the air to indicate freedom of-

action, he understood perfectly, and nodded his
aéquieScellcé and approval of the plan. - A
- Bu"c I think he weel not return,” he said.
“You don't kiow anything about it,” said
sthe sergeant. *He is a queer lad: and like
most young fellows, and some old ones, he does

what you don’t think he will do, and“what you ; -’

think he will do, he won't.”

6 I’ardon,”‘ said the curé:

“I can’t make you see that.” said the selcefmt
~decidedly, « because there isn't any scope for.
gestures, so we’ll let it pass. Now, I want to
tell you that I have a vne'st-egg, and my wife

“has expectations, or rather a surety from a rich -

aunt, so the boy -wouldn't suffer. if hevca,'me

-~ back. We could educwte huu like a 0ent1e-.

man.” . : . B .
« Eggs,” exclaimed the ctré in delight, as a
- familiar word broke upon his ear in"the first

utterance of a senténce. Hens lay -eggs.”

“Yes,” said the sergeant, hens and eggs go

,-together; but.good- glamops, ),01} ve got me off

{

o
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-the track, and if T go to explain my meaning

to you, you 1 get all tangled up in a chlcken-

umg I‘m(ret it. MSL00.

8

“wForget eggs; no. T 1ememh'ue. suid the
curé lepxmuhfull\. T - .
“T guess I'll have to dlSpOst, ut that!” ‘ni(lr
the sergeant desperatély. « What' did T want
" to use the old exp;-eSSion for?” Hens are useful
creatures ;" and to expedite miatters he began to
ﬂmp his arms "and cluck, and. then brought his
~ hanids near the ground to measure off the di-
" mensions of a hen of respectable appearance.
“Eggs are nrood for eatmg,’ said‘ the curé
amiably. o
“Yes, fine.” said the sergeant; and he drew
a handful of .silver from his pocket. Do
you see that ?” 7 ‘
“Yes, yes.”
« \’Ione) —good stuff to have — well, T've
a lot of it — heaps;” “"and he began ‘to “build
“an airy pyramid on t,he,ﬂ ground.  * Savings,
“you know, and a little *T had left me by my

parents — enough to educate a boy.” - ®
«Yes, I comprehend,” ‘said - the- curd.” de-
. {’ . - e ot to . .

; .
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\
lmhted be)ond measure ‘Lt hls own keenness ;.
“you sell eggs, you make money. One does
it in France. One sells all things.” - :
«All right,” said the ‘sergeant philosophi-
cally. « Have me sell eggs or anything you -
llI\e. ‘the money is thexe, any wa\'“md the bov
. is welcome to it. Hello, here he sa.v Come
“ here, lad, and’ dash tfng,oﬁ' to )0111 protector.
You are now in Amuuﬂ, you start for France
in a few hours; you may st‘u there six weeks, .
or, six months, or six - }ed.lb, or all your life ; ;
but unless you hear from\ us that we Thave
forgotten ‘you . or changed our minds. you're
af:diberty to comé bere and live ix/fiih us at
any time. Do you understancg _that?“
B “I: do,” said Eugene ; "‘an(’l'I thank you.™
. While he was talkuw to the curé, the ser-
,ge'mt swhed he'u'll), and  went muntexmo'
" down the walk to the frate, and’ out tlxlouoln
“it to- the pall\.‘_ He was not as sanguine as
his wife about Eugene’s reluctance to 'lea've
thern, and. he .could not bear-to_remain at
home on this . the: last day of hlS §tay with
them. :

-
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When he returncd for dinner in the middle
of the day he exerted himself to be chee~rfi1‘1";
but he disappeared immediately afterward, and
d1d not come back until late in the afternoon,
“in time to t'ﬂ\e Furrene and the priest to che .
~train.

All da) lonfr Eugene " had folln“ed \'Irb.
Hardy about the house, waiting on her in a
‘quiet and unobtrusive way, but saying very
little. He. did not understand "her; but she
understood him perfectly, ,and shé saw that
"as yet there was no ﬂugging in his resolve to
go to France. '

He wondered that this woman, who pro-
fessed to love him so much and who ecried so
easily, had_liot vet, as far as he had known,
- shed a tear over his departure. She did not
‘ even break down when they reached the sta-
tion, and saw before them the long line of -
‘cars“on which he was to be whirled away
from- her. gl S

Eugene shuddered at_tlie sight, and clung/'_‘

conv_ulswely to her -Wand. Mm
you ought not to go?” sl ted quietly.

.




- J ‘

194 THE KING OF THE PARK.

2

~No, no, baxd the boy in a tortuled voice.
«1 only feel it hox(mble to/«o yet it is for,
the best, and 1t is dut) I shall come back .
some day.” .

“ Wife,” said the sergeant mexombl; “it
is time for them to_get on board the traih.
Goodb\, son.”

- Good -by,” said Eugene. shakmg handb with
him: “you have: been good to me. I thank
you —and lere his voice failed him, and he
groped' blindly for )Irs.'Hardy. ‘
~ When he felt, her arms around~ him, " he
whispered three words in her ear— the words
she had longed to hear, and that he had never
given her until now. '

T love you,” he breatheil with -his eagel
lips against her' cheek; and then he added
- with- a hemtbmken sigh, «if I were not a
beggar I should have stayed with you'; but
I am proud” —here he broke off, and with-

_out ‘lobkincr -at her aoraih, rushed 'into " the
car and took his seat:

The curé followed him slowly and , cau-
tlously, put m one of his capacxous pockets the
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checks and tickets that the sergeant handed
to him ; then the conductor sllqui:e(l, the erowd
of people stepped back, and the train moved
off. '

Eugene remained motionless and silent in

-his corner of the seat. Ie did not speak un-

til they reached the F‘atll, River station. and .

there he contented himself with monosyllabic

“replies to the curé’s remarks.

Upon arriving on the. steamer the curé:
» : ~ . S e

" sauntered wonderingly about, taking in the.

details of the life on board this floating pal-
ace. He would want to describe it accurately
upon reaching home, for he knew that the
peasants’ of Chatillonsur-Loir were capable of

taking in accounts of greater wonders than.

these.

Eugene had gone immediately. to bed. After -

an hour or two the curé followed him. Be-
fore turning into his berth far the night, he
looked at the one above him. .The boy lay
with his arm over his face. Probably he had
been_asle‘ep' for some time. o

Being tired, and having a mind at peace ’
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with himself. and the world, the l)i'{est slept

soundl_y and happl.l) until - shortly after day--
break. Tlien le got up; and after gazing

through Lis small window at the red ball of

‘the sun, he rajsed his eyes to the upper berth -
where he supposed Eugene was' still sleeping.

To 'his ‘surprise and distress the lad was
crouched 'in a cerner, his limbs convulsed, his -
face rigid, and his- hands’ twhtly chsped in
the bedclothes.

“ITow now, little one—mt thou hawno' a
fit?” exclaimed the  priest in his own -lan-
guage. “Let me dash some ‘water in thy
face. ~ Ol, this is pitiful!” "

" Eugene stretched out his hand in a forbid-
ding way, but did not reply to him. ‘

“Thou art having a spasm.” said the p}jiqét.
«] am sure' of it. Let me ‘seek a doctor.
‘Oh! what is the matter \Vlth*‘theef’ s

“Tt is that woman.”. gasped I‘uoene. “Oh
T cannot endure it.” '

“ A woman'”

1epeated the 1mest mspectmg
the narrow dlmensmns of their room in great

amazement' ¢ there la no woman “here.”

o

~3
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«It is that woman yonder, ‘r,;r'xonsieuﬂr Te
| ‘curé,” said Eugene respectfully, and yéfi with,
restrained anger; * there is “but one womain .

that I consider —the one who has been so
peerless for me. Oh! I wish to-see her. I
wish to see her;’ and he flung hmmelf about .
his berth in a p:uoxvsm of regret and passion.
~«Poor little one,” said the priest, * hast thou
been suﬁeri"ng all through the long night?7
“I have not slept,” said Eugene miserably.
) "‘I have sat up and thought of many things.
1 wish to go back. I cannot endure this.”
“I will be a mother to thee, saxd the

priest’ soothlno'lv, “and thou canst write to :

- that good woman.’ ) ‘
- She will not care for letters,” exclaimed

Eugene. < She Wlshes me, and I wish her.

When I lie down at night she wishes me happy
dreams.. I did not know that.I-cared for it
until last night when she was not here. I
must go back to her. T shaR go back ;™ and.
‘he survey ed his companion ::Sopeu deﬁance
"The prlest was puzzled. DObt_thOll desire
to remain always in this country?” he said.

- L . T .
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“Yes.” Eugene rétur_ned with sadden cool-
ness. ~If that woman should die, possibly I
might return to France. While she lives I
'\\_f"ili stay with her.”

“ Thou art an obstinate child,” muttered the
“curé to himself, « anerI_bMed Neither
the church wnor the world restrains the de

Vargas. T hé\v are unruly, like the wild boars.”
Then he said aloud — \Vhat dost thou pro-

pose.to do?” . S #
“To return now,” cried Eugene, flinging up °
- his head, “now, monsieur le curé. With your .

. permission T will go back — T will say to her

I am sorry for the -disturbances I have made

you. In future T shall try to he more peace-
ful.” o

L My life will be less lively without thee,”
observed the curé: thoughtfully; and were I

alone concerned_ thou wouldst fréely have RUNZRE

consent to lemam, but’ thy rrl.m(l-uncle

o Tell lum, T said Fuﬂene with l)ent blO\\b_

“and flashing eyes, “tell him. that "hé h‘ls no
authority over me. That T refuse the meagre

sum -that he. would dole out to me. In. th.is.
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_ cbunfry I will learn how to- subport myself ;

yet also tell him that since I love that woman
I hate him less.”

“ Thou art a fiery lad,” murmured the curé

- with 1'esi<rnati('>n. «If thy grand-uncle' were
“a de Vwror% I Would need to soften that mes-

sage.” " - e : “
“ Have I your pemussxon to return 2’ 'ysked‘
‘Eugene urgently. ’
«“ Thou hast. Of ‘whitt use v«ould ‘it be to
withhold it?™" said the curé frankly.
.« Of no use,” replied the boy -with a relieved
gesture ;  for. this;r"norning I find myself capa-

ble of running away. As soon as we arrive

“in New York I will eave you;” and a bright

smile stole Q'ver his face. .

"The curé seized lis. black hat, and went for
a ‘stroll on the -deck, where he was a few
mmutes later joined by a new Eufrene, a
happv contented boy, who seized his hand and .

“begged formveneqs for the determmed manner

in- which he had just 'mddxessed him. _
“ Droll little lad,” said the prlest “«T won-
der what thy hfe wﬂl be? T say to thee as
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that good man said }estexda\, thou }nst a
friend in me away in France. \Iv wttacre
door will always be open to thee.

Llwene préssed one of the curés. lnndb in

both-of his, while tears. stood i in hiseyes, Then

the hoy was eating and dlmkmo in a dainty,

~ half-famished ‘way. the cwé cast fxequent and

“they went below to have bxeal\fast and while | -

curious O'I'mws at him. A transformation ])ad.

certainly becn effected in ﬂu, lad' He was no

longer  buried in l_mhnppy,lese_ne.; His face

>

was glowing; and Le looked often and fear-
lessly at his companion, and smiled, as if some
of the affection that he felt for his adopted

mother was. shed - npon every one that had

come within the uxcle of Ler influence.
When they steamed into \e\v York }Lub(n,
the curé gazed about bim in wonder “md ad-
miration.. " Eugene, plunved in:a Jd,evhcwus
revery, took no notice of the lofty buidings,

"the crowded. wharves, and ‘the maze 'Qf' ship-

ping, but stood close to the curé, and stared
dn'ectly in front of hlm in mtense abstractxon

- of mind.
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- After they landed, they had several riours of
tiresome quest, — first in search of the steamer
“that was to take the curé to Havre. then to find

a. railway station from which Eugene could

~be sent back to Boston. The-dreamy boy and
the foreign man were directed and informed,
and redirected and reinformed ; and some hours

elapsed -before the curé had deposited his bag.

on the steamer, and had finally and repeatedly
been assured that the trains from the station in

which he was then standing certainly did run’

to Boston, and certainly would carry the boy
there as speedily as-steam could take him.

“Go in, little one —into the carriage and
take thy seat,” said the curé in an agony of
excitement. ¢ Oh never did I see such a phce
as.this city. M) head spins ; it is worse ‘than
Paris ! ”

« will go in,” said Eugene ; “ but first your

blessing, . monsieur le curé; for I no longer
" hate the priesthood, and say if you W1ll that
~you do not blame me.’

‘1

The curé suddenly became calm ;An an- N

gelic smlle overspread his face ; and as Eugene
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drew his cap from his head, the man laid his -
“hands on his s$mooth dark hair, and slowly

~

pmnounced a blessing. .

“ Au nom de Diew.” Eugen@ mmmmed after
him ; then he flubg lumself in the curé’s arms,
and embraced him leartily.

“ We shall” meet amm, little one,” smd the
curé, “ we sliall meet again;” 'md the last object

that.the boy’s eyes rested on as lis-train pulled

slowly out of the A_station';was. the tall black
figure of the priest standing a little back from
the crowd, his black hat in his hand, his finger

pointing solemnly up“ ard fmm the noise and
“babel of the ecity.

Euo'ene sat very qulet an(l btlll in his seat N

His heart was sore at the partjcr from the | cule, .

which was like’ the snapping’of the last Tink

that bqund him to his native land; and yet

it was si'novin'ov like a bird at_ the Aprospect of
his speédy reunion with his- fostel-palents He
“closed his happv eyes; and-in a very few
lmunutes he had fallen sound asleep, with a
fmile on -his face that made -every P&SSGI-]))
“'look at him-in amusement

S
v



THAT WOMAN. ©203
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The: curé knew that Eugene, who had at

different times in his life spent, mml/;\'{ months
in Paris, would be quite able to lock out for
himself .on 1eaclxm<r the city that had heeu his
home for so mam‘ menths. - He “nuhL have
been more convinced of this had he seen the”’

’ adroit way in which the boy \hpped between

/

the throng of people when he reached. Boston. -

He took a shert cut to the street corner where
he wduld find ., car, and in a very short timé
his eve singled out the desired one from a- num- -
ber that were approaching. He sprang on it,

and \\% borne - swiftly away from -the stleets '

toward the large pmk which had become ‘the
dearest spot. on earth to him. .-

Soon he saw against ‘the ‘western sky the
tall stmmht poplam of the Bovl%ton-stleet en-
trance; and springing ‘from the car as it \tnpped
on a corner; he ran, for he was too much. agi-
tated to _\ifalk, in the direction of ‘tlievcottz‘lge,.

w Al, that woman, that woman.” he. kept re- '
peating -to himself; « but she will be g-l/ag,to/»

/
/

"ﬁ'\fEELe were no

‘

o>
®
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- «She is dbxent, he \ald “ But I ‘will not

grieve, for she will return.”

He hurried up the gfrden-path, and tried to-
turn the handle of the front door. Ah it is

locked — the back one also, 1 suppose ;™ and

\he trotted cheerfully to the rear of the house:-

“They are away,” he said, when he found

‘he could not gain entrance there: “and some
boys would be afraid. I shall not be: and he

lifted his face up proudlv to the overcast skv,

" «not even if they stay -all night. T will-look
_mt_o my charming room;"é and he -shaded his
eyes” with his~hands, and peered into one of.

the back rooms on the ground floor. Then
he tried to raise the window with his hand.
“V\h\. it is open. he said delmhtedl*; “I

| -can get in. Why. &id thdt woman leave open .
: thls wmdow" 7

Euoene ‘craw ied m \valked through the

hause beekmg matc]1e< and ho'htmo' the gas =
'evervwhere he Went to make the rooms cheer-
Cful” for the return of the ﬁexceant and hlb

wife.- Howevel, _t_hey did nét appear, though
_'seven'”,Qféloek'«"‘ch'rne. 't}len_' éight, and finally

4
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-nipe. ‘Only the two cats came home, spring-

ing in through the open window, and greeting
him with demure expressions of pleasure. _
‘The” boy fed and caressed them; and then,

" followed by the pair who were in a state of
_silentsatisfaction, he sat down by his window,

and resting his elbows on the window-sill,

Jooked. gut across the garden into the street.

ardys had- no near

_neighbers;and only at rare intervals did any- ..

one pnss. yet Engene was not afraid.

*1 am happy — happy,” he murmured, preﬁs-

ing lm face against the toxtoxseshe]l fur of one -
of the cats. I cannot be lonely unless’ she

-stays a long, long time. Probably they are to

remain all. night. It must be a visit to the -

aunt. Come in, pussy. I must close the win-

dow, for it is cold.”
The cat, however, did not wish Ium to close
it. With symptoms of great excitement she

_ rubbed- herself . back and’ forth ‘\(rmnst his
“arms, and .abféd as if she were tr)mg to at-

tract his. attention to the other cat. who had

T«pxunrf boldly out on one of the ﬂowex beds.

Sawes

s
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 Eugene placed one hand ‘on the window-
sill, and jumped out after her. « What is the
matter, Dodo? " he said: ' S
_ The night was very dark, and it had begun
- to rain. The electric light, howe\'ér, shone
on this part of the garden, and he could see a
small dark creature moving slowly along the
fence. ‘ '

“That must be one of the park cats.” said
Eugene — “ not the king, for there is no white
on it. Why, it is lis chum. What are you
“doing here, Squirrel, and why do you move so
slowly 27 = . ¢

-~ With asharp almost human cry of pain, the
little dark animal ,diopped from the fence to
~ the ground; h '

“ What is wrong with you?” said Eugene

as he ':\\'alk,_ed'along beside him. -
The cat paused an instant to give him a
look of ,recognit-idn, then, with a piteous mew,
~ continued ‘his journey to the house. On reach-
ing I‘lugene’s‘ window' the animal lifted his
head beseechingly. ‘ ' ‘
«Thou. wishest to go in, small park ecat,”

L3
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- said Faigene, dropping into French: * well,
X spring for it. I permit thee, though it is late
~ . for-a call” '

~The cat g'athered  his limbs together, and,

. with something between a mew of gratitude
and a wail of pain, managed to attain to the
window-ledge.

. \\Vhy, thou axt, bleeding,” said Eugene in
dixmay, as he noticed red drops on the light
wood. ‘*Unfortuimt‘e animal, have the dogs
been at thee?’’ and he hurried in after the
cat, and bent over him as he lay on the floor
exhausted by his journey to the house.

The cat did not resent the touch- of his-
gentle fingers; and Eugene soon '

iscovered
the extent of his injuries, and made :

bandage
t0 ‘hold together the torn skin. T

rediately,
. however, on being released, Squirrgl signified
his wish to leave the room.- Eugpne opened

the door, and followed him out ghrough: t_he'
" "haH to Mrs. Hardy’s room. _—

“Is not this devotion!” exclaithed the boy,
~ throwing out his hands with a

esture of ad- .
miration. “Sick and wounded,

and appar- N
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ently about to die, the faithful creature would
be in the homie of his mistress. Poor pussy,
I gompassionate .thee ;" and slipping off ]”\1
.1eI\et the boy .laid it on the bed, and lifted
the cat on. it. . .

» «Thy mlbtxeeaL is away. I do not knoi\'
\\hen she will return,” he said, leaning over
t,he suffennfr créature, and speakma'in ex-

quisitely soft and sympathetic tones; *but if —

she were here she would stroke thy mangled
fur, and say kiudlv, ¢ Courage, li'ttlle' cat, thy

. . sufferings will_soon be over: > and- for her sake .
I put my hafid on th\' head. and T will sit l)_) —
thee till thou art no more. Pelllaps, though,

thou wouldst like some milk ;" and he ran

quickly to the I\Itchen, and bmutrht back some
cream in a saucer.
The dying cat refused to take it; so “the
boy smeared some on his lips, and then con-
I ~‘tinued his' compassionate sentences. ‘Occasion-

~" ally, in response to his lemaxkb to t_he effect

that death overtakes all, that there is but one
lot for king, pauper, or dumb beast, the animal
would return ‘a plaintive mew. At last the -
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unfortunate Squirrel’s sufferings were over.
He gave one gasp, like a dying child, then
lay qmte still. o

«] cannot cry, little cat.”” said Eugene
softly, wrapping the coat axound hlm, and
tiptoeing his way back to his room; “but I,
nevertheless, grieve for thee. Now what iy
to be" dqne‘.’ That dear woman evidently does -
not réfum to-mght; " and he shivered, and
glanced over his shoulder. I am not afmxd

" and yet the house is desolate.”

For..some time he stood with 111:. head on

his breast, then he raised it with a sudden .

air of decision. «I will go ‘to see tlie king.
He, too, will be sorrowing on account of the
absence of his friend.”

He bhuttoned round. him. a warm overcoat.
put out the light in his room. and shit in it

© the two old cats ‘'who had been mewing dix-
‘mally* about him. ever. since their. suffering
comrade had arrived. Then, carrying the

body of the unlucky Squirrel in his arms, he

wended his way to the park.

King Boozv was watclunor and not. sleep-
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ing.  All through the evening lie ‘had. been

wandering to and.fro under the trees, await-

_ing the arrival of the absent Squirrel  before

he could go to sleep. _On account'of the
darkness and rain of the night not many per-

sons passed through the. park; and of ‘those =
‘who took the walk under the poplars not one

suspected the eager scrutiny of the pair “of

‘eves belonging to the little animal c¢rouching

beneath the leaves — not one but Eugene.-’

He kiew that the cat was there, and whistled
" softly to him.

The king was at his- side in an instant,
and there was no need for Eugene to tell him
what had happened. - He knew at once, and
in dumb sorrow trotted beside the boy to his
home in the underbrush.

“There le is, Boozy,” said Eugene, laying
the cat carefully on the ground, and spread- -

ing open the coat. "I thought it better for'

thee .to know.. Thou ;w]t not _cry? ,No,fdaatr/”‘
is" a good, sensible cat.”

The king crept close to Lis dead friend, and

_ examme_d him closely and- aﬂ'e_ctxonately, paus-
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ing every few minutes to 1001\ up at Luﬂene
as if to say, “ Will he not revive?” .

The boy bent over lnm in the daxknebx
¢ Nq, Boozy,” he said, ¢thou canst not blmg
“him . back. Poor littlé cat, h§ has lived his
day, and dogs or cruel boys have killed hLim.
Andi,now I mist return to the house, for it is
chilly here, but ﬁrstl'l,‘must géll thee sqme--
“thing ;7 and h‘eA caught the creature to him® in .
a tumult of aﬁecti()n. ~Listen, till 'I tell ‘thee
" back a new boy. I do not know what bas
caubed ‘the change in me; but my leart feels
no longer hard and cold, but seft, quite soft,
like thy fur. T do not believe all that. these
grown people tell me; but I believe many-
things, and I think that- hmmo lived ]01]0‘61\
'they may know a little more than I do. I
must be patlent and learn; and that woman,
that woman — T love her, and she shall be my
. mother! Ah, Boozy,” and the boy sprang -to
his feet, and lifted his cap reverently from his.
Ahefid'“l. shall be a son to her. I shall stay
in’ thlb new, free countxy as_long as she lives.
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She sinys that T must not -hate England, and T
will not hate it. She says that T must endure

tfi’:e republic in France, and T will do that. ’

If she will guide me 1 will follow -ler, -now

that' I know that women are good and do nig
deceive. My beloved grandfather did not un-

derstand. He did not know the sergeant’s
Cowifeo, Au revoir, little cat: I must go back to
the _house' lest she possibly arrive and find me
absent. Wilt thou come tith. me?” .

‘No, the cit did*not wish to_accompany him:
Updn being released-from Eugene’s arms he
crépt to -the coat, and the last_giillll)se that
the boy had of him' as he reluctantly awent
away was of the king sitting in- dignified §01"—
row beside tl}"e body of hjs friend. .
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* CHAPTER XIIL

THE RETURN.

Ox the evening that Eugene left Boston, -

-Mrs. Hardy had received .a telegram announ- - -
cing"the serious illness of her aunt; and accom-
panied by her h_'us'band she had at once left
her home to go and see ler. They were away

a day and two nights, and early on the morn- .

»

ing of the next day they returned home.
Lo Théy were a very quiet coq'pl-eo'as they drgw"
" near the cottage. It seems as if we had.
been to a funeral,” s;iid the sergeant lugubri-
- -ously, *“though it looks‘ now as if your aunt
might get well. I. wish that you had never ,
seen that boy, Bess. We have orb’f to miss him |
tremendously -about the house.”

¢

<

=

“I believe you feel worse about his going
away than I do,” said Mrs: Hardy. «I know
I just know, Stephen, that he will come back
He 1snt ﬁtted for that narrow French hfe,

N

L 12 e
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-and you know he has been brought up to de-
~ spise priests. Now, if he had been going to a
city like this, or to any one that:liked him ” —

*“Oh! helll get used to it,” said the serO‘eant
“and boys forget.” - oo . ‘
»Some boys do— Eugene ‘won't;” said Mrs.
Hardy. «I know him bettex tln.m )ou do,
_Stephen.” ' .
While thev were talking, ‘their cab stopped.
in front of their 6wn ‘door. The sergeant got
out first, and taking a key from his pocket he
‘inserted’ it in the lock. After he.had swuhg
open ‘the door, and let his wife pass in, _hé‘
sauntered around the. garden; carrying on a,
half-growling soliloquy with himself. He was
slightly out of temper, and he did not know
what Be—W'a;xtecl. : . o N
The-clouds of the night-had all blown a§vay,
and the morning was bright and c}ieerful, The
frost that for some days had held the garden-
.beds in-its grasp had relaxed, and ‘they were
now soft and muddy. - :
-« Hello,” said tlie sergeant, suddenly paus-
'iﬁg in his walk, “some young rascal has been
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tramping over this marigold-bed by Eugene's

window—just about the size of his foot too..
Why, what's that?” and he wrinkled his eye-

brows as his eyes fell on the blood-stains on the
sill. ¢« There’s something iwrong here. I'll
investigate. If I'm not a bad guesser some
one has been getting in this window. I told

Bess she ought not to leave it open; but she

would do it, and she didn’t expect the boy
to come back either. Just a woman's foolish-
ness.’

He strode quietly up to the window, and
tried to look in. The blind was down so he

" could not do it; therefore he put his hands on -

the sash, and softly raised it.
More ‘softly than he had raised it he put .it

. down, and his amazed and discontented expres-
“sion vanished instantaneously. His lips formed
themselves into an exclamation of surprise ; and
‘uttering a long, Tow whistle, he nimbly picked

his way over the muddy paths back to the front
of the house. . ) o
« Hello, Bess dear,” he said, saluting her with

an ‘affectionate tap on the shoulder as she

,. ‘
O -
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whisked into view with a duster in her hand,
“youre' the prettiest' woﬁmx I ever saw.”
- «Stephen, are you crazy2” she. said rather
pettishly ; “and why didn’t you wipe your feet?
You are tracking up my clean hall.”
““You're out of sorts, Bess; y'ou find the
house lonely without the boy.” .
She hung her head without speakmg She
had started’ out with .the intention of beanng
her loss bravely while it should last, and she
‘was not yet willing to give in. ’
«I'm hungry,” said the sergeant unexpect-

~ edly; “can’t I have some more breakfast?”

~-In a trice her white head was held up again.

"‘ Why, Stephen, you had )our bleakfast at the
railway station.” )

«“ Well, suppose I dld—can t T’ have some
more ?” ' ‘

o Oh' cert*m‘ily, if you wish it,” she retumed
eymg him in a<kind of uneasy sulprlse;,f‘ but
you ate so much.” : ‘

“It’s pretty hard 1f a man can’t have all he
" wants to -eat- in his own: house, said . the ser-
: geant, and then he bega.n to smg,

~n, -
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“ [ can't get "em up,

. . . I can’t get ’em up; -
I can’t get 'em up in the morning.

I can’t.get "em up,

I can’t get 'em up,

1 can’t get 'em up at all.’”

Mrs. Hardy btdl‘ed at hun. She did not in the.
least uriderstand this apdden. ]oculauty of mood.
The\ sergeant, nothing daunted by her expres-
sion, allowed his spirits to rise higlier and =~ = . B
'higher,‘;‘and continued, — -
“~’l.'\he cainain’s }V@i‘se* Llian the s.é:?jeaii;; . L

The sergeant’s worse than the corpral; o ) ' ¥

THe corp’ral’s werse than ‘the private;
But the major’s the worsy of all.”

e St‘ephé‘n,'." said Mrs. Hardy - tearfully, « I' o ' b
dou t think it’s kind of you to sing that.” ' ' ;
- \Vhy not, ‘my dear? wh; not‘7
* Because — you know why.”
"~ Because I used to sing it every morning
. when the’ boy was here. - Well, I just want
to remmd you of him, to Leep you from for-
~ getting, as it \wele. You think he is coming .
~back, don’t you?” : o
V"._fv‘;Xg-_e-,s, 7 and :he reluctam,ly uttered the
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T - ) v

ord ; * but, 0 Stephen! I don’t want to

wait” T _ .
“It isn’t necessary. Yowsha'n’t wait,” vocif- -
erated the sergeant, roaming about the room.

Mrs. Hardy was just abdut to lose her com-

posure, and throw herself miserably into a

Wy

»meal that he had dennnded

chair; but at his words a puzzled. almost fear-
ful, expression came over her f(tw and in
txemulous haste she hwried te ‘the. pantry,
and busied herself in- preparing the- extx“a. .

i

“His gnndfathel died in a lunatic asylum,”

‘she murmured. as her shaking \hand “dropped

tea instead of coffee into "the coffee-pot «“Is
it possible that lis mind is getting affected ?
He sha’n’t be worried into it, anyway, * she
went onu, bla\el) da\luu(r aside a tear; ; and
her ﬁl]O'el'b f’mlv flew, -as she cut slices' of
cold meat and butnexed bOlllc rolls. ~ ¢« He -
shall lmve what he wants.™ ,

In a very few minutes the bemeant was -

. bldden to. seat himself befme his second break-

fast. «Now call the bO), he exchmxed “as

“you always do befme we get be'lted 7

7
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«“ My dear -husband, let us not refer to -

him,” said Mrs. Hardy -_\’eryélowly and sooth-
vingly; “don’t you know he is not here?”

“Let’s go through the form, anyway,” said
‘ the'sergeaxlt, smiting the table until the dishes
rattled. “Let’s go through with ‘it’/ for the
sake of old times and the times that are to
comé&;” and leaping up he took lher hand in
his, and jogged merrily down the hall.

“I’'ll go with you, ‘Stephen,” .said” his wife,
with . quiet ' yet inereasing uneasiness; ¢ but
“don’t h}irry, there’s plenty of. time.”

" % Yes, ‘there’s' plexity. of time,” \yhispered
hex"A ht‘lsbzind, and ‘t(.)' her further. anxiety ‘he

became mysterious and subdued; ¢hush, now, -

if he was here we might wake him;” and he"

tiptoed cautiously into the room.

Mrs. Hardy kept close to ‘his side. her

- troubled attention riveted on him, until she

stumbled over a -pair of muddy boots. .
Then she lifted up her eyes. There on the

bick of a chair was a coat with brass but-

"to’n~s, and there inl;the white bed was a sleep--

ing boy.
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A With a cry like that of a motherbird kept

from her young she flew to the bed, and the
" released and misunderstood setrgeant now ‘left

to his o‘w'n devices capered cl-umsily about the
room. . :
When Eugene waked from sleep, and saw

- the white head and eager face of his adopted
-mother bending over him, his first drowsy ex-

L. . .
clamations were in French; then he  broke

~into English. « Mrs. Hardy;”, he cried, “1
was dreaming of you;’ >‘and he. raised himself, -

and threw his arms algund,her. neck.

- The sergeaglf heard his wife’s exclamatioﬁ; ,'
«My treasure! I knew you would come back.”
And he also heai'd'~Eugene’s clear, ringing
sentence, « Mother ! mother' I have not said ‘
it befare, except to the Iunv of the park, but
I will call you.that now to ‘all the world!”
At this latter assurance "the’ sergeant’s ca-.
pering ceaeed ‘and he walked soberly to the

“window.

« Bother these woinen, they are always cry =
1ng,” he observed with what he meant to be’
.an mﬁmty of pity and mdulgence Then he
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drew. his Handkerchief from his pocket, and
' gentb touched up the corniers of his eyes. A
minute 1ater he was ]ust about to turn around,
when he found it necessary to go throuvlL the

same operation -again. For a number of times
“his handkerchief went from his pocket to his *

eyes, until he said with impatiénce, “I don’t
care if they do see me;” and,ma_rché_d to the
bed. o : _

«Son,” he remarked, “I am glad to see
you back.” - :

Eugene was sitting up in the bed, lookmg
sllmm_er,/ﬂ;an ever in his white nightgown.
“Will you take me for your child?” he asked
wistfully. «If you will, though I am but a
‘pauper, I shall feel like a. prince.”

“ \V}e’lltake_ you,” said the sergeant, winking
rapidly, « prince or pauper -or whatever you
like to be.”

«1 was never happy until I came to you,”

' ~said Eugene; “and I shall never be happy_

“away from you —1I feel that.”

“Boy,” said the sergeant, “it-isn’t your fault .

that you were a b1t ‘cantankerous. . - You were
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brought up wrong. T wonder the Lord léts

some people have children. They don’t know

- how to tr'un em, and yet it's a hard thmcr to
do. I hear a lot of talk nowadays about the
perfectlblhty of human nature, but I don'’t fee

" much of it in my pro'féssimi. Show me a baby
-boy, and I say there’s a bad one. Show me a
baby girl, and I say there’s one not quite so

- bad. They’ve got to be drilled. Before I got

" to be as good even as I am now, my old father

had to wallop me, and my mother had to pray
and cry over me without ceasing. -We're. born

ba.d-—thzﬁ’s my doctrine; and we’ re put here to
" improve. our natures, so that we’ may be fit to

live in another world by and by.”

“T like those words,” said Eugen'e. thought- .
fully; “and I believe them now, though once

T would not ha.we thou0rht there was truth in
' them.” _ : '
-+ «I-guess they’re sound,” said the sergeant;
 “and though, we're not. pexfect wife and I
we' 11 try to teach you a few good thmgs
~«Oh! I have so .much to tell you,” said Eu-
: gene, kissing. Mrs. Haxdy s hands, and foldmg
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them to His breast, «so much. It seems a year
smce I left. I must telk you of New York,
.m<l how the poor curé ‘was disturbed.”

“ Get up and. dxes», said the sern'e'mt O and

‘come’ outside and talk to us. There’s s,ome

breakfast for’ you there. I looked out for

that,” and putting  his Jarm - around his wxfes

waist he drew her from the room. =
~Tve just fifteen mmutesbefore I go to

the park,” - he cried, “I hope the little fellow .

will hurry.”

“ He will,” said Ms. Hardy. « Oh thank :

God that we have him back again!”
« There's a lot of comfort in children,” said

. the sergeant, “if 3ou take them the right
way; and 1 often wonder what the state of*’

mind of real parents is like when a body can

get 'so ‘fond of children that dont belong to..
him.- Bess, we'll try to bring that bairn up.

in the right way, and when we're gone we

. won't feel that we've left no /one behind- us
- in’.the world.” ’

i e -
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It is )et rather early in the day to predlct
Eugene’s future, as he has only been a few
" months with the Hardys.

He is still a pale; elegant lad with courteous
manners, and he enjoys to the full the country -
life that the Hardys are now llving; for the
aunt. died soon after his retuljrl, anc_l left to his
adopted parents a comfortable house situated
some miles out of Boston. : B

The sergeant lias resigned from the police
force, and the city cares for the cats; though
every week. the Sei‘geen.t and Eugene ride in,..
the former on a stately chestnut horse, and the
latter on a beautiful pony, to pay a visit to the -
park, where they are eagerly~ W elcomed by'
the kmcr and: hxwub]ects A

On these Week‘l§ \'1srt:s Euoene often calls on
the Manmnge a;gés raﬁtuxousl) welcomed by. -
Virgie; but: whfe'@r he jgoes there or not, he A
never fails to. seef the,“&spot where the bust Qf,,f—,—"
- John Boyle O‘ﬁefﬂy looks toward the cify.. - ’
- He always remains before it for ‘a. long time.
His chlldlsh Iove for his emperor will never die”
away ; but it is broa.denmo' now, and he is' tak-
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ing into his affections the heroes of his adopted

country.
The sergeant invariably takes lum a round
of the public buildings and monuments of the
city. Eugene’s face flashes as he follows 'the

sergeant’s lead, and reins in his black pony near

the colossal statue of \Va.shmoton on his horse,
or gazes at the noble, manly Lincoln standing
over the freed -slave. He. loves .also tvlyle Sol-
diers’ and Sailors’ Monument on the Common,
- where his favorite figure is the Fedeml in-
fantryman standing at ease.’ -

The sergeant likes best the ﬁgure of peace on
this monument, — the woman bearing the olive-
branch, and having her eyes toward the South.

One day not long ago, when they were stand-

ing before this monument, Eugene said, “’I may
1ot .bé a soldier when I ani.grown up; but if

t}us country should need me, .1 will serve it
) il T die.”

- That’s. right, > observed the sex'&eant' «if

. you are a o'ood honest citizen, respecting your- |
R self and the ncrhts of others, and trying to keep -
"2 clearrxgcord, you'll be doing as good service

'

&
o




236 THE KING OF TIIE PARK.

in the world as if you were running about with

a sword .or a gun in your’ hand to plck a

- quarrel.” e

“But suppose one ]ust had to ﬁcrht > sald the
bo)’_ilﬁgs_tb::is_gppose_one—ee&}d—mt-wrﬁ"‘
of it.” : {

“Get out of it, rret out of it,” said the ser-

- geant with a chuckle, “and always get out of

it; but if you can’t, and just have to ﬁorht
as you say, then fight w ell
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