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CHAPTER in.
THE BAl'K OP THE DEMIJOHN.

row down at the river house

TI1E more noise than fight, so
as results seemed to Indi-

cate. It was all about a small
dame Jeanne of fine brandy which an
Indian of the name of Long Ilalr had
seized and run off with at the height of
the carousal. He must have been so-

berer thnn his pursuers or naturally
fleeter, for not one of jthem could catch

' hlln or cren keep long la eight of bliri.
Some pistols were emptied while the
toco was on, and two or three of the
men swore roundly to having seen Long
Hair Jump sldewlse and stagger, aa It
ono of the phots had taken effect But,
although the moon was shining, he
some way disappeared, they could not
understand Just how, far down beside
the river below tho fort and tlio church.
It wna not an uncommon thing for an

Indian to steal what he wanted, and in
most cases light punishment followed
conviction, but It was' felt to be a cap-

ital offense for on, Indian or anybody
else to rape a demijohn of fine brandy,
especially .oiio sent as a present by a
friend 'In New Orleans to Lieutenant
Governor Abbott, who-- had until

been the tomnmndunt of the
post. Every man at tho river house
recognized and resented the enormity
of Long Hair's crime; and each was for
tho moment ready to be his judge and
Ids executioner. He had broken at
once every rule of frontier etiquette and
cv.ery bond, of sympathy. Nor was
Long Hair Ignorant of the danger in-

volved tu bis daring" enterprise. He
had beforehand carefully and stolidly
weighed the conditions, nnd true to his
Indian nature had concluded that a lit-
tle wicker covered bottle of brandy
was well worth the risk of his life. So
lie had put himself in condition for a
great race by slipping out and getting
rid of his weapons and all surplus
weight' of clothes. ,

This (ncldcnt brought the drinking
bout at the river houso to a sudden
end, but nothing further ennio of it
that night and no record of it would bo
found In these pages but for the fact
that Long Hnlr afterward became- an
important character In tho stirring
historical drama which had old Vln
ccuncs for its" center of energy.

Itene de Rouvlllo probably felt him-

self in bad luck when he arrived ttt the
river houso Just too Into to share in
tho liquor or to join In chasing the
bold thief. He Untuned with Interest,
however, to the story of Long Hair's
capture of the comhinmlant's demljohi
nnd could not refrain from saying tlui'
if lie. had bean present there woiih
have, bjjon a quite different result

''I would, hnvci sjiot him before h
got to Hint ijoor' ha said, drawing hi
heavy fllittlgck pistol and golw

.through. tho' motions of one aiming
"quickly and. firing. Indeed, so vigor
ously in earnest was he with the pan

$omluie that he actually did fire, until
ten(lohallnf course--j tho ball buryln
Itself In tho doorjamb.

Ho was laughed at by' those pin-se-

for being more excited than (hey
tho whole thing. One 01

them, a leathery faced nnd grizzled oti
'sinner, leered at him contemptuous!
and said in queer Frenuh, with n

gurious nccoiit caught from long use
'of backwoods English;
k "Listen how the boy brags! Y(
might think to hear .Itene talk thut

, 'he actually-amounte- toa bl&Wle;'
(j This pcrsoiuigjpjwas known o every
soul In Vlnconnes as Onclc Jazon, and
When Onelu Jason spoke tho whole
town folt bound to listen.

"An' how well too." hr
adijQd, with an Intolerable wink.
tJAlnied at the door and' hit the post
Certainly Long Hair would have bee
In great danger! Oh, yes, he'd 'avc
killed Loug Hulr at tho first shot
Wouldn't he thoughl"
y "All right. Onclo Jazon," said Rone
laughing ami blowing tho smoko out
of his pistol. " 'Twas you, all tho same.

who let Long Hair trot off with the
governor's brandy; not I. If you couli
haTO hit even a doorpost it might brfve
Been better."
?? Onclo Jaion took off his cap and
'looked down Into It In a way he bad
whon about to say something final,

f "Vontrebleul I did not shoot nt Long

Hair at all," bo said, speaking slowly.
?jbocausov tho scoundrel was unarmed.
He didn't have on even a knife, and he
T

yas bavin enough to do dodgin' the
bullets that the rest of 'em were
Slumping at 'Im without any conipll-Bient- s

from me to bother im more."
5 "Well," Reno' replied, turning awpy
with a latfgh, if I'd been scalied by
the Indians as you have I don't thluk
there would be any particular reason
why I should wait for an Indian thief
Co go and arm himself , before I ac-

cepted htm as a target."
Onele Jason lifted hand Involuntar-

ily and rubbed bis scalpless crown;

than ho chuckled with a grotesque
grimace aa If tb$ recollection of hav-

ing hlsbid skinned were the funniest
tiling lUWBwapw, ,,.. ... ..

Wtiiiircyuu've whi as many m
aa dneJtfJawnuas," remarked a by,
--i.liiUTifa, ivnu'll I'not be SO

unnr forbljaMU;!
dSMfc'" .I'UHSi.. " Wm
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"Especially after yo've took flfty-ntn- e

scalps to pay for yer one," added OucJo
Jazon, replacing his cap over the hair-
less nrea of his crown.

The men who had been chasing Long
llalr presently came straggling back
with their stories each had n distinct
otfjf-o- f how the fugitive escaped. They
ty&re wild looking follows, most of
twin somewhat Intoxicated, all pro-
fusely liberal with their stock of ple
turesque profanity. They represented
the roughest element of the well nigh
lawless post. ,

"I'm positive that he's wounded,"
said ono. "Jacques nnd I shot nt him
together, so that our pistols sounded
just as if only one had been tired-ba- ng!

that way and he leaped side-
ways for all the world like a bird
with n broken leg. I thought he'd fall;
but vc! he ran fastcr'u ever, and all at
once ho was gone Just disappeared."
, "Well, tomorrow we'll get him," said
another. "You and I and Jacques,

.we'll take up his trail, the thief, and
follow him till we find him. He can't
get off so ensy."

"I don't know so well about that,"
said another. "It's Loug Ilalr, you must
remember, and Long Hair is no com-
mon buck that Just anybody can find
asleep. You know what Long Hair Is.
Nobody's ever got even with Mm yot
That's so, ain't, it? Just ask Oncle
JnVon, If you don't believe Itl"

The noxt morning Long Hnlr was
tracked to tho river's edge. Ho had
been wounded, but whether seriously
or not could only be conjectured. A
sprluklo of blood, here and there quite
n dash of It, reddened tho grass nnd
clumps of weeds he had run through,
and ended close to the water, Into
which It looked as If he had plunged
with a view to batlllng pursuit. In-

deed pursuit was battled. No further
trace could bo found by which to fol-

low tho cunning fugitive. Some of tho
men consoled themselves by saying,
without believing, that Loug Hair
was probably lying drowned nt tho bot-

tom of tho river.
"Pns du tout," observed Oncle Jazon,

his short pipe askew far over in the
corner of his mouth; "not a bit of It is
that Indian drowned. He's Jes' as
live as n fat cat this minute, and ni
druuk as tho devil. He'll get somo o'
yer scalps yet after he'a guzzled all
that brandy and slep' a week."

It finally transpired that Onclo Jazon
was partly right nnd partly wrong
Long Hnlr was alive, oven as a fat
cat perhaps, but not drunk, for In 'try-

ing to swim with tho rotund llttlo
domo Joanne under his nVm ho lost
hold of It nnd it went to tho bottom
of tho Wabash, whero it may bo lying
at this moment patiently waiting for
somo ono to fish It out of Its bed deep
In tho sand and mud and break tho
ancient wax from Its neck I

Reno do Honvtlie, after tho chaso of
Long Hair had been glveu over, went
to toll Father Rerct what had hap-

pened, and, finding tho priest's hut
empty, turned into tho path leading to
the Rousslllon place, which was at tho
head of a uarrow street laid out in a
direction at right angles to the river's
course. He passed two or three dlmln-utiv- o

cabins, all as much alike as bee-

hives.
As Reno passed along ho spoke with

a gay French freedom to the dames
and lasses who chanced to bo visible-Hi- s

air would bo regarded as violently
brigandish In our day. Wo might
even go so far as to think his whole
appearance comical. Ills Jaunty cap,

wth a tall (hat wagged aa he walltud,
Ids short trousers and leggings of buck-

skin nnd his loose shlrtllko tunic, drawn
In at tho wulst with a broad bolt, gave
his strong figure Just the dash of wild-ncs- s

suited to tho armament with
which It was weighted. A hoavy gun
lay In the hollow of his shoulder, un-

der which hung nil otter skin bullet
pouch with Ua clirur powder horn and
white lwne charger Tn his belt w ro
two huge flintlock plsjoli and a long
easo knife. j .

"Ron Jour. Stile. Adrlonne." be cheerily
called," waring bis free hand in greet-
ing to a sniull, dark lass standing on
the stop of n veranda and indoloutly
swinging n broom. "Comment allez-vou- s

au Jourd'hul?"
"J'ni'porte tree blen, merd," M'sler.'

Rene," was tho quick reapduao. "Bt
vous'r"

"Ob, I'm as lively as a cricket"
"Going
"No. Jutt up hero a little way Just

on business -- up to M'slen' Rousslllon's
for a moment"

"Yea," tit girl responded In u tone
Indicative of sonwyjJjR very like
spleon, "Yes, undoubtedly, MWoii' di
Ronrlilc. Your business thero skeins
quite pressing of late. I have noticed
your Industrious application to that
business."

"Ta-tu- , little one," be wheedled, low-

ering bis vok. "You musti't, go i

making bugbears oat of nothing."
"Bugbear:" she Morted. "You go

on about- - ywr baslwss. aad I'M a.twt
to mine' and " flirted Into ttt bo

Rone laughed under liU breath, stand
i a BMHtt as If expertta hr t
come out flfltn, but she did not a4
bo reetirad bis walk elujjtez softly:

"Bllt if ivat vfrmmtb vriaU Uflo, ma btifo ptms"
9. u.' i1 ..v ' 4'W- -
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Batten to one be was not thinking o'
Mile. Adrienne Uourcler. 'His Uihw
however, must have boon nbsorbluglv
occupied, for In.tbe straight, open wn
ho met Kntheiffleret and did uol
htm until hocumedienrbumpliiifitltntiHi
theold UiU, who stepped nfJde wit I

astonishing agility and srtlds i

"Dleu vou4" benlsse. tnon filfc but
what is your rent hurry? Vfair can
you be going In such happy uftawT'

Rene did not stop to parley with th
priest. . II u bsd la .his tulnd wtyt 1:

ivas nolng'to-sn- y when Alice .ulQ h
ihould be alone toctlter. It ftu
pretty srn'ech. lie thoiiKht ttnlottd i"

very thrllllitc; Uttle speech by th4p
it stirred tils own nerve centers (J '
connctl It brer.

Mili(. Rousslllon met him nt tho dec
In not n very good humor.

"I aille. Allw hureT' he vwiturwl t.
dfiiAnil,'

"Alice"? No, sHi not lieret atie"-nev-

here Juit when I want her nios'
Via It plcbols et la grlve (ace th"
wowlpecker nnd the rollui enllng th

Hi-- lifted his hetid and ylnret.

cherries, eating everj' one of them, nisi
that girl running off somewhere Instead
of staying here and picking them," she
railed In answer to tho young nmn's
polite Inquiry. "I haven't seen her
these four hours, neither her nor that
rascally hunchback, Jean. They're up
to somo mischief, I'll be bounUl"

MmK ItoutHllon puffed nudlhly be
tweon phrases, but she suddouly be
cunie very mild when rblloved of her
tirade. '

"linls outMr," hIib nddd In n pleas
ant tone, "come In and toll me the
news."

Rone's clhnppolutinent rushetl Into
his fa iv, but ho umiiiiKCtl to laugh II

aside. .
'Tather Rurst has Just been tulllni:

mu," said Mum. Rousslllon, "that oui
frleiid Long Ilalr made some trouble
last hbjtht. Huw about It?"

Itene told her what he knew iflld
addetl that I.nug Ilalr would probably
uover be seen again,

"He was shot, no doubt of It." he
went on, "and Is now being nibbled by
llsh and tin ties. We trucked him by
his blood to whero he Jumped Into (he
Wabash. He never came out."

Strangely enough, It happened that
nt tho very time of this chat between
Mine. Rourtslllon and Reno, Alice was
bandaging Long Hair's Wounded leg
with strips of hor upron. It was under
some willows which overhung the bunk
of u narrow mid shallow lagoou or
slougli, whluh In thofo days extended
a mile or two hack Into tho country
on tho fartliur side of tho rivor. Alice
and, Jean went over In a pirogue to see
if tho water) lilies, haunting a pond
there, wore yet beginning to bloom.
They lauded at a convenient sot Home
distance up the little lagoon, miulo the
boat fast by dragging Its prow high
ashore, and were on the point of setting
out across a neck of wet grassy land
to the iond, when a deep grunt, uot
unlikutbQt of a self satisfied pig, at-

tracted them to the' ;wlllows, whero
they '. discovered Long Hair, badly
wounded, weltering In somo black mud.

Ills biding plueo was cunningly
chosen, suvo thut tho mire troubled
him. letting blm down by slow degrees,
and throntonliig to engulf him bodily;
and hetwns now too weak to extricate,
himself. Ho lifted his head and glared.
Ills fuce was grimy, bis hair mutted
with mud. Alice, although brave
enough and quite accustomed to start
ling existences, uttered a cry when
she saw those snaky eyes glistening so
savagwly am Id the shadows. Rut Jean
was quick to recognize Long Hair. Ha
had often iweu hliu about town, a flguro
not to bo forgotten.

"They've leti hunting blm ovary-wheru- ,"

be said In u half whisper to
Alice, clutching the skirt of hr dress,
"It's Loug Hair, the Indian who stole
tho brandy. I know him."

Alice reoUd a jweo or two.

"I4's no baek ami tell Via," Jean
added, still whtspsrinfc. They want to
kill hun; Onck Jason said so. Corn?
onH

H gave Imn dri a Jttrk, but sbo
dldnot 90f ""' further baek. Khc
wastleokftm st (Fie blood oozing from u
wound In tbt Indian's Isg.

"He Is shot; It Is hurt. JwH4 we
must help blio." she jrMtly saliL

tor mlf miitrol, yet still pul
"We mutt, gt blm eut of Itmt bad
pile"

Jmu aKbt AlkVs merciful spirit
with sympathetic retuUnaM ajofl

bawl UMUMdlttte wIMIb!ihi to ubl
fif- -

It vw a illtttcult UilMg to 4, but
there ws a will im1 of ttpui awty,
Tbey bud Liriven wit, wUtfe tly jmt
wlMaMM to tusks a atft&lNfC nldtv ou
JbtHUb WWIo ttkry wer'dgltbl
may sooKt rneumr wamu ne--i

Hair, who understood French n little,
and nt last they got hold of hi arms,
tugged, rested, tugged again nisd ftnaUj

managed to help blm to a dry place.
Mill under the willows, where he could
He more nt eas., Jean carried water
In his cap with which they washed the
wound and tlte stolid savage face.
Then Alice tore up her cotton apron, In
which she had hoped to boar home n
load of lilies, and with the strips bound
the wound very neatly. It took n loiiK
time, during which the. Indian remained
sllont nnd apparently quite Indifferent.

Long Half was a man of suporlor
physique, tall, straight, with tho mus-

cles of n Vuleom and while he lay
Stretched on the ground, half clad and
motionless, he would have been n
grand model for n heroic flguro In
bronze. Yet from every lluonmcnt
thore came n strange repelling lnflu
ence. like that from a snake. Alice folt
almost unbearable disgust while doing
her merciful task, but sho bravely per-

severed until It was finished.
It was now late In the afternoon nnd

the stui would be setting before they
could reach homo.

"We must hurry back, Jenn," Allco
said, turning to depart. "It will bo'

nil we can do to reach tho other side
In daylight. I'm thliiklug that they'l
bo out hunting for us, too, If we don't
move rljtht lively. Come."

She gave the Indian another glanco
when sho hml taken but a step. Ho
grunted and held up something In his
band something that shouo with n
dull yellow light. It was a small.
oval, gold luckot which she had al
ways worn In her bosom. Hho sprang
nnd snatched It from his palm.

"Thanh you," sho exclaimed, smiling
gratefully. "I am so glad you found
It."

The chain by which tho locket had
hung was broken, doubtless by some
movement while dragging Long Hnlr
out or tho mud, nnd tho ltd had
sprung open, exposing a miniature por-

trait of Alice painted whou she wns a
little child, probably not two years old.
It was a sweet baby fuco, archly
bright, almost surrounded with a fluff
of golden lmlr. The neck nnd upper
Hue of the plump shoulders, with a
traeo of richly delicate lace nud a
string of pwrKguve somehow a sug-

gestion of pstillin dnliitlnuss,
I.oug Hnlr looked keenly Into Altco's

eyes when she Rtoaped to take the
locket rrom.Rta hand, but said nothing.

She and .! m now hurried away, and,
so vigorously did thoy paddle their
pirogue, that the sky .was yet red In
tho west when they reached homo nnd
duly received their expected scolding
from Mine. Rousslllon.

Alloc! sealed Jean's lips as to their
adventure, for she had made up her
mind' to save Long Hnlr If possible,
and she felt sure jhat the only way to
do It would bo to trJst no one but
I'nthur Rerot.

It turned nut that Lung Hair's wound
wns neither te broken bone nor a tilt
artery- - The llesh of Ills leg, midway
between the hip and the knee, was
pierced. Tlw hullot hud Isired a noot
hole clean tiirumh. Father Reret took
the case In hand and with no little
surgical skill proceeded to set tho big
Indian upon his feet ngnln. Tho affair
had to m cleverly managed. Food,
medicines and clothing wore surrepti-
tiously borne mros.1 the river, n bed of
grass was kept fresh umjsr Long Hair's
back, his wouud was regularly dressed
nnd Dually his weapons- - u tomnhawk.
n knife, a strong bow and a quiver of
arrows which ho had hidden on the
night or his bold thaft, wore brought to
blm.

"Now go snd sin no more," said good
Father Rorct, but ho well knew thnt bis
words wore mere puffs of arllculnto
wind In the ear of tho grim and sllont
savage, who limped away with an air
of stntoly dignity Into tho wilderness.

A load fell from AHco'a mind when
Futlior Rerot lnform6d her of Long
Hair's recovery and departure, Pay
nnd night the dread lest some of the
inou should find out Ills hiding place
and bill him had depressed and worried
her. Loug Hair's Imperturbablo calm-
ness, bis stolid, Immobile conntonanco.
tho mystorlous reptilian glebni of his
shifty black eyes and tho soulless ex-

pression always lurking In them kept
a fascinating bold on tho girl's momory.
They blended curiously with the Im-

pressions left by the romances sho bad
read in M. Rousslllon'a mildewed books.

Iong Har was not a young tnm'j, but
It would bavolieeu Impossible e

near bis age. His form and face situ
ply showed long ajporlenco and im-

measurable vigor Allco remembered
with a shuddering sensation' the look
bo gave hor whou she. took tho locket
from bis band. It was of but a sew
ond's duration, yet It seemed to search
e'very nook of ber Itelng wltb Its tubtl$
power.

CIIAPTKR IV. ;

tub yinsr wayoh or vjsocwnb.
ARROTT probably

GOVERNORmuch us beard of tho
qf French brandy

sent to blm by bis Creole friend
In New Orleans. Ho bad b4en gone
from Vluccimes several months when
the battenu arrived, having been re- -'

called to Detroit by tlw RrlUnb au-

thorities, and be never rcturiwd. Mean-

time the little post with Its quaint cob.
Ins and Its dilapidated blockhouse, coll-- '
rd Fort Hackvllle, lay sunning drowsily
by tho river In a blissful state of help
leuneM from tho military point of
vjew. Thre was no garrison, tho two
or three pieces of artillery, abandoned
atul exposed, gathered rust and cob
webs, while the ptekels of the stockade.

"5 GaanaS
!,',
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Die ana atiea ancestry. He was ncn
and In a measure educated; moreover,
the successful man's patent of leader
ship, a commanding figure nnd ft suave
manner, came always to bis asslstanco
when a crisis presented itself. He trad,
ed "shrewdly, much oils own jnO&,
but invariably with tho excellent ro-

sult that tho man, whito of Indian,
with whom he did business folt him-

self especially favored in tho transac-
tion. Uy the excrclso of firmness, pru-

dence, vnst assumption, florid eloquoncs
and n kindly liberality ho' hod greatly
endeared himself to tho people, bo that
In tho absence of a military command-
er ho cHmc naturally to bo regarded at
the chief f tho town, nVstcu' lo malre.

He returned from his extended trad
Ing expedition about tho middle of
July, bringing, as was hia invarlabla
rule, n gift for Allco. This tlmo it was
a Small, thin disk of whlto flint, with
a nolo in tie) center through which a
beaded cord of sinew was looped. 'Iho
edgo of tho disk was beautifully notch-
ed ntid tho wbolo surfneo polished so
that it shone llko glass, wnllo tho
beads, made of very small segments of
porctiplno quills, wcro variously dyed,
making a curiously gaudy show of
colors.

"Thero now, ma chcrle, Is something
worth ttfty times Its weight in gold,"
said M. Rousslllon when be presented
thd necklace to his foster daughter
with pardonablo oolf satisfaction. "It
Is h sacred charm string given mo by
nb old heathen who would soil his soul
for a pint of cheap rum. Ho solomnly
Informed mo thnt whoever woro It
could not by any possibility bo killed
by an enemy."

Allco kissed M. Rousslllon.
"It's so curious nnd beautiful," she

said, holding It up nnd drawing tho
variegated string through hdr fingers.
Then with her mischievous laugh sho
added; "And I'm glnd It Is so powerful
against one's enemy. I'll wear It when
over I go where Adrlonno Uourcler is.
See If I don'tl"

"In alio 'your enemy? What's up be
tween you nnd In potlto Adrlcnuo,
eh?" M. Rousslllon lluhtlr derannded
"Yon wero nlwnya tho (test o'f good
friends, I thought. Wlmt'n happened?"

"Oh, wo nro good friends," said
Allco quickly, "vory good friends, in
deed; I was but chatting."

"Good frlonds, but enemies; that's
bow It la with women. Who's tho
young man that's caused tho coolncsd?
I could guess, maybe!" Ho laughed
and winked knowingly. "May I bO no

bold as to nnmd blm nt n vonturoT '
"Yes, If you'll bo sura to mention M

Reno do Rouvlllo," she gnyly nnswered.
"Who but ho could work Adrlonno up
Into n perfect green mist of Jealousy?"

"Ho would need nn accomplice, I

should Imagtuo; n young lady of some
benuty and a good deal of heartless-ness.- "

"Llko whom, for examplo?" And she
tossed her bright bend. "Not me, I nm
sure."

"Fob I Like every pretty maiden in
tho whole' world, mu petlto coquotto.
They're all nllko as ihmh, cruel uh blue-Jay- s

and as tiwect us apple blossoms,"
He stroked her hair clumsily with his
lurgu hand, as n heavy and roughly
fond mail Is apt to do, adding in an al-

most serious tuno:
"Rut my llttlo girl Is butter than most

of theni-'-n- ot n foolish mischief maker,
I hoiK."

Allco was putting ber bend through
tho string of beads and lotting thti
translucent whlto disk fall Into bur
bosom.

"It's tlmo to change tho subject,"
said sho. "Toll mo what you hnvo
seen whllu away. I wish 1 could go
far off and sou things, llavo you been
to Detroit, Quebec. Montrcul?"

"Yes, I'vo been to all, a long, haii)
journey, but reasonably profitable. You
shall hnvo n goodly dot when you get
married, my child."

"And did you attend any parties or
balls?" sho Inquired quickly, Ignoring
his concluding remark. "Toll mo about
thorn. 1 want to know what you paW
n tho great townn-- ln tho Una bouse
bow tho Indies' looked, how they ac-

tedwhat thoy said tho dresses they
woro how"

"CloII You will split my ears, child,
Can't you fill my pipe and bring It to
mo with n coal tin? Thou I'll try to
tell you what I can," bo cried, assum-
ing a humorously rsslgued ulr. "Per-
haps If I smoko I can remember ev-

erything."
Allco gladly ran to do what was

asked. Meantime Jean wns out on
tho gallery blowing a flute thut M.
Rousslllon had brought him from
Quebec. ,

The pipe well filled and lighted ap-

parently did have tho effect to steady
and encourage M. RotiMlllon's mem-
ory, or. If not bis memory, tlwn bU Im-

agination, which wns of that fervid
und liberal sort common to natives of
tho Midi and which has been exquisite-
ly depicted by tho lato Alphonse Dad-de- t

In Tnrtnrln and llompnrd. He
leaned far buck In n strong chair, with
his masidve legs stretched nt full length,
and guzed at tho roof poles while he
talked.

In tho first place, be bad Jiot been in
Qvelec or Montreal during Ids absence
from home Most of tho tlmo hu bad
spent dhqioMujc of pelts and furs at De-

troit nnd In extending bis trading re-

lations with otlwr osts, but what mat-

tered n trifling wnut of facts when bis
meridional faftw ouee Ikhjbii to warn)
up? A mjmttsrliig of social knowledge,
gained at first baud In, bis youthful
day In France while bo was a student
whotw parents fondly expected bltli to
conquer the world, came to bis aid, and,
besides, be bad saturated himself all

"" u" Information touching the
,lfe u,1(1 manners1; morals and gayotlea

lb- - wrftw of that mn.S!W far

off ocean called society.
Altec was absolutely charmed. She

sat on a low wooden stool and gased in
to Gaspard Rouflsllfou'a face wl&Cttctv
Ing eyes la which burned that rich and
ndlnnt aomothlng we, call a passionate

soul. She drank In bis flamboyant
Btrcnjm of words with a thirst which
pothing but experience could ever

jucncb. Ho felt hor sll'wai applaaM
and the admiring Involuntary absorp- -

, ft(ou thnt possessed his Wife. Xbe con
sciousness oi nis elementary magnet
lsui augmented tho flow Qf bl Juno de-
scriptions, and ho went on and on until
tho arrival of Father Bcnrt put an end
to It Kit.

The priest,' heating of &L Rotusllloa'a
rctttrp, had coiuo to Inquire about eoms
friend's living at Detroit Ho took
luncheon with tho family, enjoying tho
downright refreshing collation of broil-
ed birds, onions, meal cakes and clarot,
Hiding wltb a dish of blackberries bnd
cream.

M. Rousslllon seized tho first oppor-
tunity to resume his successful romanc-
ing und presently In tho midst of tbt
monl begnn to tell Father Beret about
what bo bad seen In Quebec.

"By the yay," bo said, wltb expan-
sive eusualness In his voice, "I culled
upon your old tlmo friend and coad-
jutor, Father Sebastian, wbllo up
thgre. A noblo old man. Ho aent you
a thousand good messages. Was
mightily delighted when I told blm
how, happy nnd bale you haro always

iltfc vat ab$outtlu ctarmsd,
been here. Ah, you should have aeon
his dear old eyes full of loving tear.
Ho would walk a hundred mtloa to see
you, ho mild, but nuvor exported to in
this world, Blessings, blessing Aipon
dear Father Beret w'ua what be mur-
mured hi my ear when wo wero port-
ing. Uu aays that e will nover loavo
Quebec uuttl bo goes to bis homo
nbovo qbt"

Tho woy In which M. Rousslllou
closed hi llttlo speech, his large eyua
upturned, his bugo bands clasped In
front of hUu, was Very effective.

"I am updor many obligations, my
sou," sold Father Berot, "for what you
lull me. It wns good of you to remem-
ber my (fear old friend and go to bin)
for bis ovlng messages to uw. I am
vory, vory thankful. Help mo to an-

other drop of wine, pleaio."
Now the extraordinary feature ot tbo

altuutlou was that Fotbor Buret bad
known positively for nearly five years
that Father Sebastian was dead and
burled.

"Ah, yes," M. Rousslllon coutlnued,
pouring tbo claret with ono band and
niaktng n J'lous gesturo wltb tbo other.
"Thu dour old man lores you and prays
for yon. His voice quavoru whenever
bo speaks of yqu."

"Doubtless hu madq his old Joke to
you about the birthmark: on my about
dcr," said Fatber Beret after a mo-

ment of apparently thoughtful alienee.
"Hit tnay unvu said something about It
In a playful way, ehT',

"True, true;, why, yea, he urcJy oteai
tlonvd tbo same," assented M. Rous
allien, his face qssuuiutf an oxprwslon
pf confused memory, "It Was some
tblnf sly and humorous, I mind, but It
Just escnipos my recollection. A- - right
Jolly old boy Is Father Hobaatluo, In-
deed vory amusing at tlrnoa."

"At Uiues, ytis," .said Fatber Beret,
who bad no birthmark on his ubou)dr
and had never bad one Uiere or n any
other part of bis person,

"How stranger' Allco remarked, "I,
too, have a mark on my shoulder a
pink spot, Just llko a small, five petuted
flower. We must be, of kin to each
otbqr, Fatber Beret"

The priest laughed.
'It pur marks are alike, that would

be come evidence of kinship," bo said.
"Rut what sliapa Is yours, father?"
"I'vo nevpr wen it" he rospoudod,
"Nover seen Itl Why?"
"Well, It's absolutely Invisible," and

bo chuckled heartily, meantime glaue-In- g

shrewdly at M, Rousslllon out of
the tall of bis eye,

"It's on the back of bis shoulder,"
quickly spoke up M, Rousslllon, "and
you know priests never uso looking
glaiscrt. Tbo mark U quite Invisible
therefore so far as Fstbor Beret Is con
corned!"

"You never fold toe of your birth-
mark before, my daughter," said Fa
thor Beret, turning to Alice wltb sud-

den Interest "It may some day bn
good fortune to you,"

"Why so, fatberr
"It your family name t really Tart

ton, as you suppose from the Inscrip-
tion on your locket the birthmark, tid-

ing of such singular shape, would preb-abl- y

Identify you It l said that item,
marks ruu regularly In families, Wltb
he miniature acd the distinguishing

birthmark you.havn enousli to make a
strong case should you oaco, flad
kGt Turleton fBinUr"


