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BOOK I

THE DUEL AT AJAOCIO.

CHAPTER L
WAITING,

“Yes, I rather imagine this is_the exact
t,” says Mr. Burton H. Barnes, of
ew York, to the venerable host of the
very old and vory diln’zidncd listle inn that
stands ou tlie shores of the Gulf of Ajaccio,
wear where the Bastin road turms imland,
sad, following up the Gravona torrent,
fvet through tfn orauge and citron groves
of the fertile Campolore and then over hills
eovered with the vine and olive, is lost in
the chestuut woods that hide the lewer
slopes of the great Monte del Oro.

ﬁothhg can be in more vivid and strik-

contrast than the man aad his surround.
ings; the light civilization of an exponent of
New York fushion of the year 1882 stands
face to fuce with the barbarie romance of
(he old Corkican scene and the medimval
picturesqueness of the native costume of the
old inn-keener, who curiously asks, in his
southern patois, irnoring the French in
which Mr. Barnes has addressed him, ““The
spot for what, Signor?”

““The spot where there is going to be a
first-cluss duel this morning, as soon as
shere is light enough to kill.’

“To kill what?"

“Euch other!  Don’t you knew what a
duel is?’ Here Mr. Barnes gives a short
dissertation on the code of homor, illustrat-
ing his French with vigorous pantomimic
aetion,

“Ah!a kind of vendetta,” says the old
man, brightening.

“Yex, a civilized vendetta.  You kanow
what that is, 1've no doubt.”

“My father, the fisherman, foll in one,”
says the Corsican, moedily; “he was drown-
ed.’

‘*And the man who killed your father,”
asks the American, with some interest.

“Was drowned also. I am the son of my
father. My futher's slayer was the last of
their uccursed family, so new I sleep in
ence. \Vould the gentleman like break.
ast!” and trado overcomes his romance.

“Yes; place a table fer me, Mateo—I
think that's what you call yourself—out
here on the portico. Give me a flask of
your best chianti, some fruit, and somethin
to eat, if you've got amything mot atuff
with chestnuts. I'll make myself comfort-
able till the time comes.”

“Kggs?’ triumphantly suggests the host,

“Yes. [ggs don't taste of chestnuts.”

As Muteo goes in to attend to his order,
Mr. Barnes mutters to himself, ‘‘Always
best to take things easy till it's time te
sot,” and sinking lazily upen the most
comfortable stool he can find, gazes medita-
tively over the exquisite sceme that the
early morning light is just making distinet-
ly beautiful. -

The peortico of the inn faces the bay, and
is only separated from its terpid rlppiu by
a few feet of shingle and rocks that run eut
into the hlue water. This is now just
brightening in the morning sun, rising over
she white peaks of the Corsiean meuntains,
that, as usual, in spring, are shrouded in
misse. Far out to sea, the lateen sails of
fishing Loats look like sea-gulls’ wings; in
the harbor a score or so feluocasand speron-
ares from Sardinia and Bicily are hardly
moving under the lazy breeze, while the
dark low hull of an English gun-beat,
which has put inte Ajaccio to purchase
seme supplies of poultry and fruit for her
officers’ mess, is giving out from her shory
funnel a black cloud of amoke that indicates
that she will soon be under way for Alex-

andria to asei:t at Arabi Pasha's downfall,

Mr. Barnes looks gloomily at her as he
says to himself, ‘““Wish that beggar would
sail before her time; it would }mrhups save
me making u fool of myself.” 'Then rolling
8 eigarette, he turns, and looking inland up
the Bustia roud, continues: ‘‘No sign of
Marinw yet, 1 sent the courier for her at
ten o'clock last night. If Corsican horse-
flesh can do it, she should be here in time.
But Corsican horseflesh is at best only polo-
pony horseflesh; the roads are slow, and
(looking at his watch) it is seven o'clock
now. If T can’t stop these fellows making
fools of themselves, and anything happens
to him, Heaven pity her! it's a hard
world.”

With u sigh, Mr. Barnes goes off into a
brown study, meditating what a fool he has
beem to come to Corsica, moutffon shooting,
when he might just as well have been shoot-
ing some otiner wild animal, em some other
pert of the carth’s surface.

Mr. Barnes {4 net & typioal New Yorker,

At first sight he ia always suspected of be-
ing what 18 now contemptuously ocalled a
dude; but if his dress from its elaboration,
sonest to the point of affectation, might
make an observer suppose him one, his
beariug wud manner would in a very short
titne 1oovo that he was also a man, and a
man who know and understood both the
worlt and himself pretty thoroughly. Mr.
Burnes' occupation m the twe Ly-eight
vears of his life has been killing time, Be-
ing brsaed with on ainple fortune, he has
never wornod his own living; though he
onc ehiv o ought te have a profession,
an Wl siczegy 1l he discovered that
the deat!s rate of the world was ten & year
to every pructiciug physician; whereupon,
glad of the excuse, Mr. Barnes said he
would ‘ot Lis tou men live, and refused to
take ont i« diploma.  Being compelled to
kil time, ho Lus mostly killed it by killing
wild unimals. A crack shot of the New
York Rifle Club, he has once or twice saved
un Irternational match by literally having
no relver ut thie critical mowment when it
waus vbsoluvely necessury to shoot a bull's
eye to win; consequently, before dangerous
game, eapecinlly vigers, vir. Barnes is very
deudly,

Not averse to the chese in any form, he
would gludly have hunted in the preserves
of Bolgravia and Fifth Avenue, for he had
ithe sntree to both English and American
[society, but he despised a long flirtasion
with its imporcoptitlo advances and cal-

ulated maneuvres, which he stigmatized
‘“Snaring canary birds and net true
ort,”

Too languid to dance in a ball-room, he
ould climb the Rocky Mountains to kiil a
E-_horn; cunsuquently, when over a game

7 of Baccarat at a Parisian club, & padsing

«qusiutance, Count Musso Danells, a Cor-
:531?.‘.“?'“\1&3 him to visit his estates on the
islund for the purpose of killing mouffion,
Mr. Barnes accepted, snd within the three

' ing the we meet him, Lad
:'h:o.tk:i L;?dm:'nﬂ!on“h’e desired, travelled

coneryl the island, but had missed
:A::"-,\x \;vh:: .hro u':a mest ourious about—a

vendetta in actual progwess, and was at
Ajaccio, en route for Frauce, when he be-
came engaged in the morning adveature
that now occupies him, not on his own ac-
count, but for the sake of a young lady he
had met in the interior of the island.

The next estate to that of his host in the
fair valley of the Gravona, below the far
spreading chestnut and besch woods of Bo-
coguane, was one belonging to a family in
whose veins flows tho blood most honored
and most loved in Corsica, that of the old-
time gatriot and liberator, Puqunlo.l’aoli,
and the young lady was ome of the iast of
that ancient name.

Count Musso Danella was the guardian of
both the girl and her brother,—their father
having died while they were children,—and
had invited Barnes to visit, with him, his

oung ward who had just returned from an
{tuliu.n boarding school, in drder to meet
ber brother, a young naval officer in the
service of the French Republic, expected
home from a three years’ cruise.

“‘She will return to schoel no more; they
write that they will not have her back,”
suys the Count as they rode nr the avenue
of olive trees, toward the low, Corsican
house.

“Indeed! Why?” asks Baraes.

*‘Per Bacco! she is too Corsican for them;
she loves liberty too well. She ran away
from school to hear Gerster sing in Florence
one night, and threatened her paiating mas-
ter with an unknown vengeance if he dared
to desecrate with daubs from his no-school
medern Italian brush, a painting she had just
finished. The Italian sent her picture unal-
tered to me with his complaint; I sent Mar-
ina’s picture to the Salon,and when it receiv-
ed an honorable mention, I threw the Ital-
ian's complaint in the fire!”

‘A picture from a girl receive mention at
the Paris Salon?!” Mr. Barnes gasps in un-
belief.

“I think it was as much the subject, as
the treatment, secured its success; for with
true girlish vanity she had p.inué herself,”
laughs the Couns, as they enter the house.
THe next instant Barnes sees the original
and then only wonders that the copy, it
half & likeness, did not gain the gold medal
of the year.

As she rises to receive them, the girl
drapes her modern Parisian dress about her,
like some old Grecian robe, and outlines a
form perfect as her face, which is of the
most buwildoring, dazsling, Southern
beauty, animated by a soul, that, shining
through it with chmsing ilutncy of ex-

ression, makes i\ indescribable. To love

or would have been to love, perhups,
within the hour a Juliet and Madonna; and,
perchance, in one dread moment of her life,
a Lady Macbeth—all strangely beautiful
and each Marina Paoli,

Barnes, whose descriptive adjectives are
limited, called her ‘‘a stunmer,” and was
right as regards his own sensations, for she
simply appalled him, not perhaps when he
tirst saw her—but afterwards.

As she comes towards them with a smile
of welcome, the Count grolumin‘ on his
guardianship is about to kiss her lips;—the
smile changes to a flash of hauteur as she
coldly says: ‘“I've grown older now—my
hand, please.”’

While the man of the world with his
forty years of Parisian life that cost him
fitty, smiling behind his white teeth bends
over her fingers, Barnes suddenly thinks
that Musso loves her; and that the young
girl with her sex’s imstinct has placed a
rampyrt between his passion and herself.

As Mr. Barnes is introduced, her smile
is baek again; she exclaims, ‘‘An Ameri-
can! a freeman! you can kiss muy hand also!”

“You like republicans?”’

‘I hate tyrants and despise slaves. I
should only bow %o a Ruasian or a Turk,
but an American—it is different!”

“I'm glad I'm am American,” says Mr.
Barnes, kissing her hand; and that kiss
gave him interest emough in her life to
make him turn out of his way, on the day
we first see him, to do her a service.

They ure friends at once. The girl sings
him a strain or two from an opera, accom-

nying herself on a mandolin. Then, frem
talian music, she turns to that of her own
island, and.chants soeme old mative ballads
which are all Lamenti relating to the ven-
detta—for 1n Corsica there are no other
local rongs. This leads to her explaining
to Mr. Barnes what the vendetta really is;
that it is considered a sacred duty te
avenge one of the family whe falls by aa-
other's hand; that the ‘‘Rimbecco” is & re-
Frouah which is speken or sung to him who
orgets the wrongs of kindred, and a Cor-
sican who did not listen to it would be for-
ever despised. With this, she chants a
Rimbecoo with a wild pathos that shows,

though educated in the civilization ot the
continent, Marina Paeli is still in spirit a
Corsican,

With some curiosisy he asks her whether

there has ever been a vendetta in her fam-

J i
‘‘Not for three genmerations,” says the
irl, ‘‘but it always comes in the third, and
that is ours. 'There are only three of us—
old Tomasso, who serves me so faithfully
and who is my foster-father and would
avenge my wrongs as his own; myself, and
Antonio, my brother” (her eyes take an ex-
ectant look), ‘‘the unly one of my blood I
Ku.ve to lose, whose letter I shall soon re-
ceive telling me when I shall place my kiss
upen him. Ah! [ hear horses’ heefs!

ia Madre! if 1t is he!”

Her face brightens with a great joy and
she darts out into the pertico. After a
pause the Count says: ‘‘Would you like to
see the picture of the Parisian Salon?”’

He draws aside a curtain, disclosing a
canvas thut as Barnes throws the lamp-
light en it, develops inte a portrait of Ma-
rina im the cestume of a Corsican peasant
with its brilliantly colored mafidile and
shorv skirt, that give to her graceful figure
even additional charms; but her face has a
dreamy expression, as if her soul was far
away from her body, and her eyes look in-
tensoly strained, seeking some one that
comes not. The lu]tt;t,ude is one of expect-
ant  passion, nderneath is wri
“WAh MING I ritten,

““Ah, waiting for her lover! I -
stand!” laughs Barnes, s

"Nol. Waiting for her brother—he iy the
only being Marina loves, The to children
grew up, as it were, in each other's arms;
until three years ago, their lives were one—.
and now lh_a awaits his coming like an ex-

tant bride. There iy no room in her
eart for any other love!” remarked Musso
mo;dnly.

The words have hardly left hi
Marina enters like one {nupiro;lm:‘goh:g
she cries, *‘his letter! my Antonio's letm’l”
and she kisses it. “Heo will be in Corsica

morrew, and the next day,” (a sigh of
m.h ) “‘with me! I have sent old To-
mlo light fires of good omen on. the
allls, 8o that our shepherds on the higher
ranges of del Ore may know their master is
unnillg. and come to give him welcome.
Lo wear that dress when next I see
m, " she points to the picture, ‘‘He,
“wmo best a8 one of his own people!” |

e had better go,” whispers Danella to

our Amorican. *‘She will now think only
k:r l;rothor. "
they take their leave, the nt asks
lorltho bunch of white 'l:.'unl &uon the
gl.x; wears. But she plucks them from hee
om and thruste them iwto the haands ef
the astonished Barnes, Danella scowls

threateningly a the yousg man, Marime
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.-w‘ George don’t manufacture

! Th
such girls 1n rmﬁ’ Avenue!” says Mr.

Barnes.

“No! Civilization would stuat the growth
of such a heart. Marina has the two great
native ions—love of country and love
of family; but there are none like her, not
even in Corsica. While her brother lives
she will love no other man.”

“‘But if she should?" suggests laughingly
the American.

“Not while I live!” cries the Corscian
with a muttered oath and'a sudden sinister
contraction of his face that vells Barnes his
secret. ‘‘But you take the road to Ajaccio,
snd it leaves mine here.” On which the
twe men part with many a kindly farewell,
for, thongh Barnes despises a man who can-
not keep his temper, and the Count has the
ruonl of the lower regions, they have

ave been good comrades for their three

weeks' shooting and have bagged much

me; which makes all sportamen feel kind-
to ene anmother.

As Barnes rides down the beautiful val-
ley that is watered by the white rapids of
the Gravona rushing towards the sea, he
smells the perfume of the lavrel flowers and
sees the fires of welcome lighted upon the
hills, and knows that any kindness done to
the brother will make the sister his friend;
and, though his common-sense forbids him
to love a velcano, he would do much to gain
her esteem.

The next evening he is in Ajaccio; and,
thoughtful of his m e to Antonio,
lou’on into the local Club, which with the
traditional hoapitality of all Corsicas, is
open to foreigners, thinking to find him.

There are but few visitors at that mest

wiet of all quiet clubs, The Circle of
jacoio, and Barnes at first thinks there
are none; but seon angry voices come teo
him from the next room, followed by a
couple of good round home-made Anglo-
Saxon eaths that no foreigner could imi-
tate.

Glancing in, he sees two French officers,
and an English one, who evidently belongs
to some British man-of-war in the harber,
as he wears the naval uniform eof that
country.

The matter of their dispute is the Eg{p-
tian question, which up to this time makes
ver d blood bgtween the two countries;
Andy; in 1882, before the bombardment of
Alexandria, was the cause of even more
decided and bitter teeling than now. The
controversy has been brought about by an
extremely clever cartoon in the London
Punch, tglt is lying on the table of the
club. This picture represeats a gigantic
palm tree laden with Kgyptian cocoanuts,
that France, in the costume of a
Fremch officer, is shaking so0o that
the fruit will fall right into the
OTI and capacious jluvs of the British lion,
who is reclining lagily beneath its branches.

As Mr. Barnes looks im, the climax is
reached by dhe French officer calling the
Englishman a liar, and the mext instant
getting knocked dawn for his trouble.

The Frenchman gathers himself together,
which takes some little time; as the blow
was straight from the shoulder, rises and is
about to spring at his epponent, when his
comrade stops him, saying ‘‘Not now!”

The assaulted man restrains himself,
bows and presents his card, in the eagerniss
of the moment drdwing twe from his case.
The Englishman takes one, leaviag the
other on the table, and then says, ‘‘You
must excuse my giving my card in return.”

“A brave man!” thinks Barnes. ‘e
has courage enough to refuse a duel.”

“And you are an Enmglish officer!” says
the Frenchman, with a sneer.

“And it 1s because I am an English offi-
cer that I refuse. To send or accept a chal-
lenge is uguinat the orders ef the British
Admiralty.”

“Not quite so brave ap I thought hirs;
he fears the British Admiralty,” mutters
Barnes,

“Ah! you dare mnot!” says the French-
man. ‘“‘You are only fit to fight Egyp-
tians.”

“I am very well able te murder you if
{'eu wish it,” replies the Englishman, ‘‘and

you put it on the ground of courage, I'l
hce both you and a court-martial togeth-
er.’

A meeting 18 arranged for the next mera-
ing,at eight sharp, at the little inn by the
shore, called Il Pescatori, for the English-
man’s ship sails at nine. Then the men
leave the club, the Fremch officer remark-
ing, “Demain! a la mort!”

i‘hil affair would net have interested Mr.
Barnes greatly; he had omce looked en 3
duel’ between cow-boys in Texas, and had
seen enough bloed shed at that meeting be-
tween those vagabonds of the wilderness te
make him wili never to see another; Jbut,
happening a few minutes afterward to stroll
inte the reom where the dispnte had taken
place, he picked up the card from the table,
After one hasty *lunue at it, and thea an-
other to be absolutely sure, he went hur-
riedly out into the street, and, tem minutes
after, a Corsican boy, instructed to ride tor
his life, was spurring wildly into the dark-
ness up the Bastia road with a despatch for
Musso Danella.

The next morning Mr. Barmes hurried te
the inn of Il Pescatori for the sake of the
girl he had seen waiting so expectantly the
coming of her brother; for the card he had
picked up in the Ajaccio Club was,

L R R I I R I S e Ssccsnsee
.

M. AxTom10 PaoLl,
Sous Licutenant
Marine Francais, :

CHAPTER II.
COMING,

Mr. Barnes divides his time on the little
balcony of the inn where we first meet him,
between alternately gazing impatiently up
the Bastian road for the dust of moving
horses, glancing at his watch and lookin
at the Knglish gun-boat, in hopes she wi

sail; all the time industrizusly smoking
cigarettes. He is interrupted while rolling
the third of these little sosthors of Luman
nature, by the return et Mateo with his
breakfast.

“‘Put it on that table there!”
"Siﬁnor, this is the shady side of the bal-
coni, says the innkeeper,
““But the other has the view! That's the
ticket! Now those fellows can’t come here
and kill each other, by any chance, without
my getting my eye on them! That's better
chianti than I thought you had in the
island.” Sciing this, Mr. Barnes proceeds
to m:iko his breakfast with a very tolerable
appetite.

ateo mxiouul? waits near him and at

last asks eagerly, ‘Do you think these men
who are to kill each other will come soon ?”

“Yes; but what does that matter to you?”

“They might want some breakfast also.
They ringht hungry betore they kill each

“Ah ! that's what interests you,” laughs
Mr. Baraes. “You oaly look at the dullo

 other.’

R e
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and arrangiog vhei fruit. . P

“Yes; oncs, between- cow-boys in Texas.
They killed each other in ten seconds. It
will suit me very well never to view an-
-ather.” o E

I should have liked to have seen it ; it
must huve been grand ¥’ mumbles the old
man.

But the recollections of the most terrible
sight of his life makes Mr. Barnes anxious
about his present episode. He rises and
again looks up the road coming from the
interior—not even a dust cloud—not a sign
of her.

““If Marina comes, her brother can’t fi }5t,
if he has any feeling for her. 1 couldn’t
with such a sister as that. I'd take no
chances of leaving her alone in the world,”
he half mutters.

Rolling another cigarette, he is about to
sit down again, when as he turns toward
the \uur,&ge sees a boat rowed by a couple
of stout native fishermen rapidly round one
of the points of rocks that outline the little
bay. A moment after, her bow, driven by
a vigarous stroke or two, is wellup on the
shelving beach. In her stern sits the Eng-
lish officer of the night before, accompanied
by another, who is §obbt,leu his second.

“The beggars are shead of her,” Mr.
Barnes mutters. “I’ll have to do what I
can myself. Anyhow it's best to see the
Englishman first.”

As the two officers land and look along
the beluch, and then up :t the inn, ap-
parently expecting to see their antagonist
s wild thought ‘ﬂuhu through rnes
brain; Marina’s brother is not yet here :
why mot present himself as the brother’s
representative, offer an apology from him te
she Englishmun, and send him back to his
ship, which has already hoisted in her
boats, and is evidently about to leave the
harbor. A grim smile passes across his
face at this novel idea, but, even as he
glances about to see that the Corsican is
not yet near emough to prevent his plan
suoceeding,he rejects it as & trick unworthy
of him, feeling certain that if Marina ever
discovered he had juggled with what she
would consider her ther’s honor, she
would doubtless hage him for such imper-
tinent interterence.

The next instant he has taken his line,
and impatiently touim away Lis half-
smoked cigarette, he calls out, ‘I say, you
chaps down there ! Come up here and have
some breakfast with me ! I haven's seen an
English face for a month ! I'm Barnes of
New York !”

The two British officers start in astonish-
ment at the familiarity of his address, and
one of them, the principal of the affair, after
a shert pause, says, taking off his cap, and
bowing in almest meck politeness, ‘‘Much
obliged for your kind imvitation, but we
are not hungry, and are here on an affair ot
business, Mister Barnes, of New York !”

The other, a more morose creature, mut-
ters to himself, ‘‘Curse the infernal impu-
dence of Barnes, of New York,” dur-?
this, taking out of the beat a couple o
ominous looking packages.

They think I'm a fool itates Barnes,
of New York, and shat's half the negotia-
tien. An acknowledged jdiet can generally
drive a better btr.;m than a wise man ;
peopleare not on their gnard against his
wisdom. That makes a great deal of what
is commonly called ‘‘Foel’s luck.”

Mr. Barnes, o# New York, has the pe-
culiar faculty of always leaving as a first
impressien; the fact that he is an utter #n-
becile, .though on further acquaintance
nr‘t peeple think they have made a mis-
ta

A mement after he shouts in reply,
“That's the business I want to see you
about. Come up aud have a glass of wine
with me in the shade ! That'll be better
than my going down to you. That shingle
belew, now the sun is en it, weuld roast a
shrimp.”

The two officers hold an wndertone ocon-
sultation, and then ascead the half-decayed
little wooden stairway that leads from the
shore to theins. They are both young
men. One, the principal of the affair, is
probably about thirty years of age, and
wears the full dress uniform of a lieutenant
in Hor Majesty’s navy: the other who is
but little over twenty, thas of a midship-
man in the same service. They are both
fenenlly very much the same sort of fel-
ows who fought under Nelsen, and are de-
scribed by Captain Marryatt, with the ad-
dition of a century’s advamoce in refinement.
The man of the night béfore,is fair, reason-
ably tall, and apparently amiable; the
other, darker, shorter, and more inelined te
be punctilliously bloedthirsty, as seconds
in affairs of honor gemerally are. He has
rather a bull-dog coumtenance, and, with
the recklessness of youth, is apparently de-
termined his principal shall nn'gl pow"er.

Arrived on the listle balceny, the latter
advances with quarter-deck decision tow-
ards Mr. Barmes, who has taken another
fruitless glance up the Bastia road, and
speaks to the point.

‘“You say you want to see us on this af-
fair—what affair?”

“His affair of honer—he’s come here to
to fight? Hasn’t he?” replies the American,
indieating the principal by his glance.

“With whom?” inquires the second, di-
plomatically.

“With Monsieur Paoli, sous lieutenant in
the French navy!” says Mr. Barnes.

“Ah! you came then as a friend of the
Frenchman?’

“Ne! I am here on my own hook!”

“Then by what right——!" The English-
man is drawing himself up hnu;htily.

“I am a friend of his sister’s!” interrupts
the Americas.

“His sister!” ejaculates the second in
surprise. The Englishmen looked at each
other, and the principal turns away with a
soft look in his eyes.

His second does not regard the matter in
the same light, as he smeers, ‘‘Ah, breakers
ahead! I guess you're his muster’s lover, and
perhaps are spoons enough on the sister to
take the sister's brother’s place!”

“I am not ms on the sister, but if 1
did not take the sister’s brother’s place in
front of you, sir, you would not like it. I
am Barnes, of New York!” The Amerioan
finds it difficult to keep his temper.

This peculiar repetition of ‘“Barnes, of
New York,” evidently sets his hearer to
thinking, for he ludx.nlr exclaims, ‘‘Net

Barnes, of New York? the celebrated rifie
shot, whe won the Intermgtiona o_ﬁ-hnd
cup, and whose shooting with the pistol in
Parisastonished the Frencheys so much, the
Times said?”’

“That's my name!” The answer is nei-
ther modest nor logical, but it is true, for
Barnes' skill with all kinds of fire-arms has
made his name celebrated the world over.

“Then, you're the man who can drive
tacks, split cards and hit swinging bullets?”’
Both the Britons look at him with much
rugoot. For a man to be admired in Eng-
land has only to beat everybody else at
some sport vhat calls for nerve and pluck;
and Mr. Barnes, in the ghooting gallery, or
before the butts in the open fields, is, te
use an Americanism, ‘‘on top of the heap.”

“No! Idon’t care te stand before you,”
seys the second. “I'd like to have ome
miore chance of England; as 1 will,
in spite of those brutes of Egyptians, thi

and all that; bus before your pis
ki speoch has i, 1 o marely
Speec! no fear in it, it is m
& statement of faet,
h“Buﬁ wWe must &3 1‘:1“' ?tt:: nickly,”
goes on. ‘‘The (be poings to
-boat) “will sail in half an hour.
renchman must be in min-

be here in ten
utes or we return to ourship.” - -
- “Then let me give you some wide: it

;—M “EI-.!« the gemtlemen!”

-shells from.. before Mis quess |
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makes human mituie mere kindly

e this is being dome, Barnes goes

of the inn, and sakes anether leng g
A
ean gee mo gign o is X )
morning light: after a time ks is al
thers is a little cloud of rising dust d
two hills some miles distant. If that is slbe,
it will be fifteen minutes before Marind
comes. As he turns away, two . figures:in
French uniform are rapidly approaching
l:i:ln :long the ro‘:.d that oomes from Aj ;
and he knows that tho the sister

be too late, the brothe:':m be ‘ﬁ ti-:e'.
Retrrning to the Englishmen again, he
quietly says: ‘1 know the interference of
an outsider in such a matter as this is un-
usual, aad may be impertinent, but before
you ﬁ‘h the man I want te tell you of his
sister.” :

After a moment’s pause, the principal
now for the first time speaks. His veice, in
contrast to his seoond’s, is fall of 4
his manner cultured, as he says: *‘His
ter? What can any man’s sf h.v:, te £
with a miserable affair of this kind?
voice softens on the word sister, while the
other, his second, turns his eyes seaward,
:. xdf looking towards his home in old Fng-

‘A great deal,”is the reply. ‘‘Have you
no sister?”

““Yes, a dear one!” says the sailor. ‘‘Bu¢
my sister in this matter takes her chance of
losing a brother, and his sister must do the
same. For God’s sake den’t talk to me of
home and sisters, and all that, at suth a
moment as this!”’ .

As he hastily drinks down a glass of wine
to conceal an emotion thas does him honor,
Barnes now knows that, it he makes no mis-
take, his point is won.

“I won’t talk te you of your sister; I'Nl
only speak to you of his.” And he gives
them, in a few words, a description of the
old Corsicanhome on the slepe of the moun-
tain; of the young and beautiful girl he has
seen only the other day; her romantic tem-

rmaent that has but one_passios, her love

or her brother; the only one of her blood

upon earth; and her expectatiem of that
very day meeting him om his return from
long foreigm service.

‘““‘After what I have told you,” Barnes
concludes, ‘‘will you be the man to prevent
that meeting?”’

The question is put straight, and is ane-
wered squarely. ‘“Ged forbid! Not if I
ean avoid it!”

‘“You can avoid it!”

‘““How?”

By making an apolo‘,y!”

This is answered wit ual squareness
and more force by tha leoaa. “Im d—d
if he shall! I won’t let him!”

Mr. Barnes wonders how he got on to the
quarterdeck, and more, why he was select-
ed by ene who is evidently a gentleman,
to support him in an affair of this delicate
asture.

But the principsl ilkr:;l:tl his second,
saying, ‘“You have emlisted my sympathy
for the yo ing lady you deserib:, but her
brether is adndavul oﬂur.u, .l;c moh Your

eal would do equ well to oom-
:,ndh; officer to prevemt his going imto
action; and how de yeu suppese hiz com-
manding officer w émswer you !
Besides, I did not the beggar; I
don’t wan’t to kill him; I Suly waat to pro-
ot myself.”

“And if he pops as d, m
shedl pop at him!" h):L ht:-hea{d, 4 13
is now becoming excited.

Barnes pays no atteation te ~ - ~agk,
but waits till he oatchesthe e: . .. the -
cipal, then looking him in the )
says, ‘‘Very well, if he youl”

‘‘There’ll be one less for the
Egyptians to shoot sb!”’

““And if you kill him?” Mz. Burnes.

I have told you Mﬂ"oﬁ't want to
kill him. Idon’t mind taking my chanee
of life or death en the quarter-deek
with the rest in actien, fheugh want 20
private blood-stains wWpen me; but a mea,
with these foreign ochaps, eut here, ﬁ
uphold the henor of the British sailor
that flag!” He poh.tl to the beautiful em-
sign of his country, floa from the
o, the distant ;ul-buﬁt,‘ that wi’creg
seen, the world over, means protectien for
the Anglo-Saxen race. ‘‘Bitwated as I aifa,
would you apelegize?” he asked.

“Yes, if I were in the wremg!” says Mr.
Barnes.

‘“‘But I am not in the ; at leagt not
more 80 than the other. 'ﬁ?f miserpble af-
fair all came about frem & picture :‘r;‘:&
intended to make men laugh, not murle
each other.”

‘“‘Ah, yes, political cartoons, when witi
make one side lan.ﬁ, and the other s
uva?; I wender how w murders Puach
and Puck have produced?

Tiie young naval officer is now laughi
at the rem:cinbrameoe of the picture. IR
was so awfully jolly, you see. The lazy
British lion -ha! ha! was eating all the
fruit the French monkey was ghaking dowa
to him”—and he now descri
his companion, whe bursts jmte a loud guft
aw and says, ‘A deuced mouthful 4
will be for the lien; I wondeér how we cha
’ll like the dish, who have #o do the u'uncE
ing for the lion!”

Mr. Barnes takes anether loek up the
Bastia road; the dust cloud has left the hills
and is now coming across the plain along
the lianks of the Gravomna; it is a little
larger, consequently mearer. But the two
French officers are within three minutes’
walk of the inn. He catghes his man’s eye
and now strikes fer the last sime, saying,
“For some political eause, it hardly mat-
ters what new, you get ito a dispute that
Wwas not persomal.”

“Not till Be called me a liar !

“For which you knecked him down ;
you've had the best of the affair so far,” in-
sinuates the mediater.

“You sce a man hps to do somethi
when a man calls him that; he can’t sw
low such a name; I eu”t, anyway !” re-
joins the Englishman.

“Yes,” says Mr. Barnes diplomati
“I should not like to have one on
a liar ; he might be telling $he truth, yon
Enow ; I should have knegked hin ’
toe, but having knocked down I o2&
met care to kil him.”

([ T'0 be continued, |

“MARY LOUISE

the <ut te

Blvinf recently purchased the steamer Mary
:g::n:,' am in t:l po-mondbo for family excur-
reasonable rates t
season. This bright little m‘ltnmor bl:lmbm Prl:l:\.i‘lllz
mmgdmuwl‘lﬂg a style abreast with the
!mnildplumnotm e

CINCINNATI, ©.
U.S. A

|Everything for the Garden,

OUR STOCK OF
FLOWER AND VEGETABLE SEED§

is now complete, Remember we are direct importers from the largest
seed growers in England and France, and can give you advantages in
price and quality.

OUR MANGOLD, CARROT AND TURNIP

have long been known to the public, and this year they are better thap
ever, Market gardeners will find our seeds the best, and our prices
are right.

B. GREGORY,

Corner Kent and William Streets,

HoeHmAN & Co.,
WATCHMAKERS, ENCRAVERS.

We would remind our castomers that we are constantly replenishing our stock in all its de.
partments, and they will always find something new and in the latest patterns and styles,
Give usa and you will be surprised to find how cheaply we cam fit you oat. Looking
will incur no obligation to purchase. Look and welcome.

Our stock consists of WATCHES, CLOCKS, JEWELRY, FANCY GOODS, TOYS, SPEC.
TAULES, ete. All kinds of Watches. Clocks and Jewelry Cleaned, Repaired, Repolished,
Gilded, etc. Our reputation as good Watchmekers is weil known, and we refer you to ai]
our customers. Prices as low as consistent with good workmanship and according to the work
done. You can be told the cost wher you leaye the job
‘When you need anything in our line, try us you cennot do better,

HUGHAN & CO,,

Next door to the Ontario Bank,

FARMERS, ATTENTION.

Having secured the Agency st Victoria Road for the MASSEY and HARRIS Companies, I
am prepared to supply Farmers with the best

Farm Implements at Prices and Terms which Cant be Beaten

A tull stock of Repairs always on hand. I will also keep on hand Organs, Sewing Machines,
Washing Machines, etc. Ineurance effected in the best English companies. I am also agent
for the ssle of monuments and headstones, both marble and granite,

Call and see me before purchasing elsewhere.

JOS, V. STAFLES, Victoria Road.
Victoria Road, Nov. 4th, 1891, —7-26

_We’m Noet Dead Yet!

And we are still pleasing the public with our

LARDINE - MACHINE - CIL!

The famous heavy Bodied Oil for all Machinery. Those who use it
once use it always.

McCOLL’S RENOWNED CYLINDER OIL

has no equal for Eagine Cylinders. Give it a trial and see for your-
self. Beware of imitations of Lardine, Made only by

McCOLL BROS. & CO., Toronto.

For sale by JOSEPH HEARD, Fenelon Falls, and J, P. RYLEY, Lindsay.
May 18th, 1892 —36-26,

FTOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Msakers.

Call and see our stock. No trouble to show it.

ANDERSON, NUGENT & CC.

City Harness Shop, Lindsay.

JAMES LITTLE, -

Having extended m: business, the last move being to purchase from MR, JAMES LOvA.L hir entire ste
and the good will of his business, who now nﬁm.mm to give all my old customers, and asmas
on

PROPRIETOR:

new ones as favers me with thelr patronage,sa in all orders with which I ma£ be entrusted,

My Stock of Harness, Collars, Whips, Trunks and Valises

is large, well selected, guaranteed, and cheaper than any plsce in town. Hand made collars s specialt.

Remember that all my work is finished by experienced wor none other employed. This is money we!

invested. All I ask is an | onolmy!tockmdmwm&oonvincedth-hitiethelnguttochoou

from, best workmanship, an Klou really che:lpor than any place in town. My expenses being lower

therefore I give my customers the benefit. Gem eman, g‘hooin your orders at once and don’t miss thir
rtunity. Repairing promptly done. Don't forget the place. Give me a call,

JAMES LITTLE.

Lindeay, Dec. 12th, 1888!-1619,

e,

Binder - Twine.

Having contracted for a carload of the leading brands of

PURE MANILLA, SISAL: AND
FLAX BINDER TWINE,

We are in a position to farnish

BLUE RIBBON, RED CAP, CROWN.
SILVER COMPOSITE

and other brands at close prices.

A full stock will be kept on hand during the season, Orders
solicited.

HOGG BROS,

June 15th, 1892 —1598,
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