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PLOW POINTS sand a full
line of general repairs con-

stantly kept on hand here.

Also a Number of Horses for Saie

JOAN CLARK

DURHAM,

For —.

Ointment, go to

S. P. SAUNDERS

The Harnessmaker,

DO YOU
WANT ?

Blankets, Flannels, Yarns,
Tweeds, Ready-made Clothing,
Prints, Cottons, Flannelettes,
Men’s Hats, Caps, Boys’ Hats.
Caps, Underwear, Fresh Gro-
ceries of all kinds, etc.

If So

Call and examine the
goods and find out prices

L

S. SCOTT’S.

N. B.—Goods delivered twice a

~ day to all parts of the Town.
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«<he? “Who? Twhat story goes with
these roses?”

“None.” sald Cecil, with the same In-
flection of annoyance in his voice.
“None whatever. A generous thought-
fulness for our common pecessities as
soldiers”—

«OQuf!™ Interrupted Cigarette before
his phrase was one-third finished. “The

. stalled mare will Dot g0 with the wild
| coursers. An aristocrat may live with

us. but he will always cHng to his old
order. This is the story that runs with
the roses. Miladi was languidly inso-
lent over some Ivory chessmen, and

. Corporal Victor thought it divine be-

cause lanzuor and insolence are the
twin gods of the noblesse. Miladi.
knowing mo gods but those two, wor

| ships them and sends to the soldiers of

Irapee, as the sort of sacritice her gods
love, fruits and wines that day after
day are set on lher table 1o hi touched,

if tasted at all, with a buttertly’s sip,

and Corporal Vietor finds this a char-

| ity sublime—to give what costs noth-
' inz and scatter a few erumbs out from

the profusion of a life of waste and in-
dulzence! And I say that it my chil-
dren are of my fashion of thinking
they will chpke like dogs dying of
thirst rather than slake their throats
with alms cast to them as if they were
beggars!”

With which Cigarette lit her pipe and
hurried away. Her wrath was hot and
her heart Leavy svithin her. She had
«iven up her whole fete day to wait on
the anzuish and to spothe the solitude
of his friend Ilyving dying there, amd her
reward had been to bear bhim speak of
iz arictocrat’s donations. that cost

er nothive but the trouble of a few

orts of command 1o ber household, as
veoret they were the saintly charities
gf wone aneel from heaven. In that
corld have shot him dead
s F writ et a =eceind’s thought.
her, said
was 1o to sight
o oof the oreat desolate
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At ven do not knpow the livtle one
worth 2 study. 1 painted

et vears oo There was pot a pic-
tore in Phie 2ien that winter that was
gopent like 1t Well, she
will dis, 1 dare sav, sowme bricht day
or nrother ar the bhead of a regiment,
with some desperate bartle turned by
the valos of her charge and the sight
cf the torn tricolor apheld in her little
DR,
for. Why not? There will always be
a mitlion of commonplace women ready

B - pw gy
izer INtGre

L to kesp op the decorous traditions of

thoeir sex and sit in safety over their
nevelies by the side of their bearths.
Ope little ligness here and there in 2
ceperntion canre! do overmuch harm.”
Cecil was gilent.  Cizarette was
elarming now—a fairy story set into
livine: motion. a fantastic little Sre-
Wore Unt of a0 extravagsanza, with the
fmpudores of a boy harlequin and the
witechine kittenhocd of a zirl's Leanty.

But when this vouth that made it all

| fair should Lave passed, when taere
| should bLe left in its stead only shame-

- lessness,

hardihood, viee., weariness,

 those who found the preitiest jest in
I . | her
Machine Oil, Harness Oi!, |

Axle Grease and Hool

 which no colden. careless stream oi

now would be the first to cast
aside with an oath the charred.
wrecked rocket stick of a life from

many colored fires of cogquette caprices
would rise and enchant them then.

“Who is it that sent these?" asked
Leon Ramon later on as his hands still
wandered amongz the flowers. For the
moment ne was at peace; the ice and
the hours of quietade had calmed him.

Cecil told him again.

“What does Cigarette know of her?”
he pursued.

“Nothing, except, I believe, she knew
that Mme. Corona accepted my chess
carvings.”

“Ah, I thought the Jittle one was jeal-
ous, Yictor.”

“Jealous? Pshaw! Of whom?”

“Of any one you admire, especially
of this grande dame.”

“Absurd,” said Cecil, with a sense of
annoyance. “Cigarette is far too bold
a little trooper te have any thoughts of
those follies, and as for this grande
dame, as you call her, I shall in every
likelihood never see her again unless
when the word is given to ‘carry
swords’ or ‘lances’ at the general's sa-
lute, where she reins her horse beside
M. le Marechal's at a review, as I have
done this morning.”

The keen ear of the sick man caught
fhe inflection of an impatience, of a
mortification, in the tone that the
speaker himself was unconscious of.
“Cigarette is right,” said Ramon, with
a slizht sméle. “Your heart is with
your old order. Well, keep your his-
tory as you have always done, if you
will, What my friend was matters
nothing. I know well what he s and
how true a friend. As for miladi, she
will be best out of your path, Victor.
Women! God, they are so fatall Do
you know what brought me here? No?
As little as I know what brought you,
though we have been close comrades
all these years. Well, it was she! 1
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wasa an artist. [ bad no mouey.
few friends. but 1 had youth, 1 had
ambition. 1 had, 1 think, genius tiil sl
killed it. I loved my art with a zreat
love, and I was happy. Happy—until
she looked at mé.,” he pursued. while
his volice grew in feverish haste over
the words. “Why would she not let
me he? She had them all in ler zold-
en nets—nobles and princes aml poets
and soldiers: she swept them in
far and wide. She had ber empire.
Why must she seek out 1 man who Liad
but his art and his youth and ste:d
these? It was the first year | ton:led
triumph that 1 saw her. They bezan
for the first time to speak of me. It
was the litile painting of Cigzarette
as a child of the army that did it. Al
God. 1 thought myself already so fa-
mous! Well, she sent for me to take
hor pieture, and I went. [ went. a 1d 1
painted her as Cleopatra—by ber wisi.
AbL. it was a face for Cleopatra, the
eves that burn your youth dead, the
lips that kiss §your honor Lslind !
Through month on month my picture
orew, and my passion grew with it
fanned by her hand. She knew that
never wonld a man paint her beaudy
like one who gave his soul for the
price of success. Then came my re-

vord, Whon tho picture wos done, Ler | : :
yard. 0 s : L ered of any import to the universe.

fancy had chadzed. A light scorn, a
carcless lavsh., a touch of her fan on
my cheek. Could 1 not understand?
Was 1 still such a child? Must 1 be
Lbroken more harshly in to learn to
~ive place? That was all. and at last
her lackey pushed me back with his
wand from her gates! She had killed
me. She had struck my genius dead.
What of that? She had her Dbeauty
oternal in the picture she needed, and
thie whole city rangz with ber lovelinees
as they looked on my work. 1 have

never painted again. I came bhere.
\What of that? An artist the less,
then. the world did not care. A life

(L3 ]

the less soon, she will not care either!

Then as the words emnded a greal
wave of blood beat back his breath and
burst from the pent up torture of his
striving lungs and stained red the dark
and silken masses of his beard. His
comrade held him upward in his arms
and shouted loud for help. The great
luminous eyes of the French soldier
looked up at him through their mist
with the deep. fond gratitude that
beams in the eves of a dog as it drops
down to die, knowing one touch and
one voice to the last.

“You deo-not forsake,” he murmured
hrokenly, while his voice ebbed faint-
Iy away as the stream of his life flowed

- faster and faster out. *It is over now
' —s0 best! If only I could have seen
' ¥France once more—France”— Then a

| deep sigh quivered through his lips.

' his hand strove to close on the bhand of
' his comrade, and his head feil, resting

‘en the flushed blossoms of the rese
v budds of ['rovence.

He was dead.

*® % w = ]

An hour later Cecil left the hospital,
gseeine and hearing nothing of the gay
rior of the town about him. though the

| folds of many colored silk amd bunting
Moorish |
streets, and the whole of the populace

fluttered across the narrow
was swarming through them with the
vivacious enjorment of Paris mingling
with the stately picturesque life of
Arab habit and cestom. In Leon Ra-
mon he had found a man whom he had
loved and who bhad loved him. And

now that the one lay «dead a heavy,

other. Passing one of the cafes, a fa-
vorite resort of the oflicers of his own
resiment, he saw Cigarette. Her tunic
skirt was full of bonbons and crackers
that she was flinging down among the
erowd while she sang, stopping every

sanoe of wit with them that made her
hearers seream with langhter, while
behind her was a throng of young of-
ficers drinking champagne, eating ices
amd smokine. echoins her songs and
ner satires with  enibusiastic
snd stamps of their spurred Loot heels.
As he slanced upward she looked liter-
ally in a blaze of luminance. and the
~ild, mellow tones of her voice ringiug
ott sounded like a mockery of that dy-
ing bed beside which they had both =0
lite stood together.

“She has the playfulness of the
voung leopard, and the cruelty,” he

L

thoucht, with a sense of disgust. for-
getting that she did not know what
be knew and that if Cigarette bad
waited to laugh until death had passed
by she would have never laughed all
her life through in the battalions of
Afriea.

She saw him as he went Dbeneath
her balcony, and she sang all the
louder, she flung her sweetmeat mis-
giles with the reckless force of a
Roman carnivalist, she launched bolts
of tenfold more audacious raillery at
the delighted mob below. Cigarette
was a good soldier when she was
wounded:; she wound her scarf round
the nerve that ached and only laughed
“the cayer.

And he did her that injustice which
the best among us are apt to do to
those whom we do not feel interest
enough in to study with that closeness
which can alone give comprehension
of the intricate and complex rebus, s0
faintly sketched, so marvelously in-
volved, of human nature.

He thought her a little leopard in
' her vivacious play and her inborn

1 haa .

fete, and Cigarette was sparkling over .
the whole of the town like a humming
bird or a firefly—here, there and every-

where. She played through more than
half the night the agile, bounding,
graceful play of the young leopard to
which he had likened her and with a
guick punishment from her velvet

| gheathed talons Iif any durst offend

her. Then when the dawn was nigh,
leopardlike, the little one sougit bher
den.

“The chateau of Cigarette” was 8
standing jest of the army. for none
was ever allowed 1o follow her thither
or to behold the interior of her fortress,

-and one overventurous spahis. scaling

the ramparts. bad been rewarded with

g0 hot a deluge of lentil soup from a

boiling casserole poured on his head

. from sbove that he had beaten a hasty

- struck.

weary sense of loneliness rested on the |

now and then to exchanze some pas- |

'loss of flesh they need

and ignominicus retreat. “The chateau
of Cigaretre” was peither more nor less
than a couple of garrets high in the
air in an old Moourish bhouse in 2an old
Moorish court. decaved, silent, poverty
Up a long and winding rick-
ety stair Cigarette appiroached her cas-
tle and opencd Ler door. There was a
dim oil wick buruing. The garret was
large and as ciean as a palace could
be. Its occupants were various and
all sound aslecp except one. who,
rough and hard and small and three
legezed, limped up to ber and rubbed a
little bullet head against her lovingly.
“Bouffarick, little DBouffariek,” re-
turned Cigarette caressingly in a whis-

per, and Bouflarick, content, limped |

back to a nest of hay, being a little
wiry doz that had lost a leg in one of
the famous battles of Oran and lain in
its dead master's breast through three
days and nights on the field. Cigarette,
shading the lamp with one bhand, glane-
ed round on ber family. They had all
histories—bhi<tories in the French army,
which was the only history she consid-

There was a raven perched high. by
name Vole-qui-Veut. IIe was a noted
character among the zonaves and had
made many a campaign riding on his
owner's bayenet. IHe loved a combat
and was specialiy famed for screaming
“Tue, tue. tuel” all over 4 Lattlefield.

—

Cigeerette glanecd round on her Tamily.
He very oray pow, and the
sounave s bones had long bisached con
thier o e of the dosert.

There wias o biz white eat curled in
a Lall tiar bad been the darling ef o

Wils

The walking sick, what
a crowd of them there are:
Persons who are thin and
weak but not sick enough
to go to bed.

« Chronic cases” that’s
what the doctors call them,
which in common English

 means—long sickness.

To stop the continued

Scott’s Emulsion. For the
feeling of weakness they
ne=d Scott’s Emulsion.

It makes new flesh ana
gives new life to the weak
system. |

Scott’s Emulsion gets
thin and weak persons out
of the rut. It makes new,
rich blood, strengthens the |
nerves and gives appetite |
for ordinary food. |

Scott’s Emulsion can be |
taken as long as sickness
lasts and do good all the

There’s new strength
and flesh in every dose.

We will be glad
to send you a few
doses free.

Be sure that this picture ia
the form of a label is on the

SR e
SCOTT & BOWNE,

Chemists,
Toronto, Ontario.

50c. and $1; all druggists.

the Tringlo was picked off by a fiying

. shot.

There were little Bouffarick and three
other brother dogs of equal celebrity,
one in especial, that had been brought
from Chalons, in defiance of the regula-
tions, inside the drum of his regiment
and had been wounded a dozen times,
always seeking the hottest heat of the
gkirmish. And there was, besides these,
gleeping serenely on a straw palliasse,
a very old man with a snowy beard
and a head fit for Gerome to give to an
Abraham. :

A very old man—one who had been
a conscript in tl:» hands of young
Froace and marel»d from his Pyre-
nean village to the hattle tramp of the
“M:arseillaise” and charged with the
children of Paris : ross the plains of
Genwappes, who l:.1 known the pas-
sage of the Alps .ad iifted the long
curls from the di: brow of Desaix
at X larengo and se: ' in the sultrv noon-
day dust of & giorious summer the

ord march into !'aris, while the peo-
ple laughed and wept with joy, surg-
ing like the mighty sea around one
pale, frail form, so young by years, s0
absolute by genius.

A very old man, long broken with
poverty, with pain, with bereavement,
with extreme old age, alone save for
the Little Friend of the Flagz. who for
four years bad kept bhim on the pro-
ceeds of her wine trade in this Moorish
attie, tending him herself when in
town, taking beed that he should want
cor nothinzz when she was campaign-
ine., In her sight the surviver of the
army of Italy was sacred; sacred the
¢wes which, when full of light, had
seen the sun glitter on the breastplates
of the Lunssars of Murat, the dragoons
of LKelleiman, the cuirassiers of Mil-
hand: sacred the hand which, when
nervous with yeuth, bad borne the
siandard of the republic wvictorious
acainst the gathered Teuton in the
Thermopyie of Champagne; sacred the
ears which, when quick to hear, had
heard the thunder of Arcola, of Lodi
of Llivoli and, alkove even the {cmpesg
of war, the clear velee of Napoleon.

Cigarette had a religion cf her own
and followed it more closeiy than most
{ﬁtil}lts foliow other creeds.

e —

CHAPTER X.

"FARLY that morning when the
| snowy cloud of pigeons was
=4 circling down to take its daily
B qlms from Cigarette where
her bricht brown face looked out
from the lattice hole Ceeil, with svine
of the roush riders of his regiment,
was sent far into the interior to
bring in a string of celts, bouglht of a
friendly desert tribe and destined to be
shipped te France, for the Imperial
Haras. The mission took two days.
Early on the third day they returaed
with the string of wild voungZ horses,
that it had taken not a little exertion
and address to conduet successfully
through the country into Algiers. Cha-
teauroy was himself present when the
colts were taken into the stal:le vard,
and himself inquired, without the me-
divm of any third person, the whole
details of the sale and of the rransit
It was impossille, with all his inelina-
tion. to find any fault either with tie
exceution of the errand or with ihe
brief, respeetful answers by which the
corporal replied te his rapid and im-
perious Cross questionings; lwenee the
inspection passed off peaceably.  AS
the marquis turned on bis heel. how-
ever, he paused a moment

“Yictor:

#“\[v commander?’

“] have not forgotten your i
with those ivory toys. but the prin-
cess horsclf has deigned to solicit that
it shall be passed over unpunished.
1o eannot, of course, yield to your un-
pertinent reguest to remain giso un-
paid for ihem. 1 charzed myself with
the fulfllment of her wishes. Yofl de-
corve the lash, but since miladi herseil
is lenient encugh to pardon you you
are to take this instead. Hold your
Band, sir™

Ceeil put out bis hand. He expected
to receive a heavy blow from his com-
mander's =aber that possibly might
break the wrist. These little trifles
were common in Afriea.

lnstead o hapdful of napoleons was
laid on bhis open palm. Chatespiey
krew the gzld would sting more thad
thie blow.

For the moment Cecil had but one Im-
pulse—to dash the pieces in the givers
face, In time to restrain the impaise
Lbe caught sicht of the wild, eager La
tred gleaming in the eyes of Nuake, ¢f
Petit Picpon, or a score of otlhers wie
loved him and cursed their colonel amd

|
nEoienee

Cwould at one signal from him have
. sheathed their swords in the mizhty

frame of the marquis, though thev
should have been shot down the nRexl
moment themselves for the wmurder
The warning of Cigarette came to bis
memory. His hand clasped the gZold
He zave the salute calmly as Chatesu
roy swung himself away, and. his hour
of liber:ivy being come, he went slowly

- out of the great court, with the Lzt nd-%

ful of napoleons thrust in the folds of
his sash.

Rather unconsciously than by bre
meditation his steps turned 1hroi
the streets that led to his old familsr
liaunt. the As du Pigque, and. dropin:

time. .

' down on a bencih under the awniiz
- he asked for a draft of water. [f wus
. brought him at once, the hostess. 3
| quick. brown, little woman from [P'aris
' ywhom the lovers of Eugene Sue called
! Rigelette, adding of her own accord a
' lump of ice and a slice or two of lemon.
f_ for wiich she vivaciously refused pay-

. ment. though generosity was by no

e Il_means ber cardinal virtne. He did not

' look at the newspapers she offered
- him. Lut sat gazing out from the tawny
. awning. like the sail of 2 Neapolitap
' felucca, down the checkered shadows
. and the many colored masses of the

| alley. He was thinking of the nano-

a7 =

 little, crooked, rambling, semibarbaric .

Poor man! He can’t help it.
He bilious. He needs a
liver pill—Ayer‘s Pills.

hey act directly on the liver,
cure biliousness.  §SArroes

Want your moustache or beard
a beautiful brownorrichblack? Use

BUCKINGHAN'S DYE

E.F. HALL &k ©0., W

leons In his saszh and bf the promise
he had pledged to Cigaret::». That he
would Leep it be was reseolved. Yer a
weariness, a bitternes<, e had never
known in th: excitement of aective
service eame 02 him, brought by this
stine of insult from the fair hand of an
aristocral.

There was absolutely no hope pos-
gible in his future., The uttermost that
could ever come to him would be a
erade something higher in the army
that now enrolled him—the gift of the
cross or a post in the bureau. Al-
gerine warfare was not like the cam-
paign of the armies of Italy or the
Rhine, and there was no Napoleon
here to discern with unerring omnis-
cience a leader's genius under the uni-
form of a common trooper. The heavy
folds of a Bedouin’s haik, brushing the
papers off the bench, broke the thread
of his musings. As he stooped for
them, he saw that one was an English
journal some weeks old.. His own
name canght his eve—the name buried

g0 utterly, whose utterance In the
sheik’s tent had struck him like a dag-
ger's thrust:

THE ROYALLIEU SUCCESSION.

We regret to learn that the Right Hon. Viscount
Royallicu, who so lately succeeded to the family
title on his father's death, has expired at Men-
tone, whither his health had induced him to go
some months previous. The late lord was unmar-
ried. His next brother was, it will be remems-
bered, many vyears ago xilled on a southern rail-
way. The title, therefore, mow falls to the third
and only remaining son, the Hon. Berkeley Cecil,
who, having lately inherited considerable prop-
ertics from a distant relative, will, we believe,
revive all the old glories of this peerage, which
have, from a variety of causes, lost somewhat of
their ancient brilliancy.

Cecil sat quite still, as he had sat
lookinz down on the record of his

father's death when Cizarette had
railied him with her zay chaiicnge
amon= the Moresco ruins. IHis face

fiushed hotly under the warm golden
hue of the deser: Lironze, then lest all
color as suddenly, till it was as pale
as any of the ivery he carved. Iie,

l )\

He laid on the table the gold.

a common soldier in the Alzerian cav-
alry, knew that by every law of tirth-
richt be was now a neer of Liu =land.

The vagabond ihrongs — Moorish,
Frank, nezro, Celon—paused as they
pushed their way over he  uneven

road and siared 2t him vacantly where
he stood. There was something in his
attitude. in his look. which swept over
thein. seeine none of them, in the eazer
Wi of his bead. in the exeited fire In
his eyves. that arrested all {rom the
dul'est muleteer pladding on with his
string of patient brasts 1o the most vol-
atile French =irl nuzhing on her way.
He did not note them, hear them,
think of them. He remembered noih-
ine save that be, and he alone, was 1he
vizhtful lord of Reyallieu. Holding
the journal elinched close in his haad,
he went swiftly threugh the masses of
the people out amd away, he little not-
ed where. till he had foreed his read
beyond the gates, beyond the town. Lie-
yond all reach of its dust and its bhab-
ble and its dizcord, and was alone in
the farther culskiris.

Reaching the Leizhts, he stood atill
involuntarily and looked down olce
more on the words that told him of his
birthright. He was Viscount Roval-
licu as surely as any of his fathers had
been so before him aad was dead for-
ever in the world's belief. He must
live and grow old and perish by shet
or steel. by sickness or by age, with
his name and his rights buried and his
years passed as a private soldier of
France. There was a passionate re-
volt. a bitter heartsickness on him.
All the old freedom and peace and lux-
ury and pleasure of the life he had left
so lonz allured him with a terrible
temptation. The honors of the rank
that be should now have filled were not
what be remembered. What he longed
for with an agcnized desire was 10
stand once more stainless among his
equals. to reach once more the liberty
of unchallenged, unfettered life, to re-
turn once more to those who held him

_but as a dishonored memory, 4s one

whom violent death had well snatched
from the shame of a criminal career.
“But who would believe me now?”
he thought “Besides, this makes Do
difference. If three words spoken
would reinstate ::o. I could not speak
them at that ccst. The beginning per-
haps was folly. but fer sheer justicel
gsake .there is po drawiag D3f 0
Let him enjoy it. God knowsg '

-grudee him It”




