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"} an important part in the story, we could

httlo things hke thls that makd ydu f
& platonic friendship for a gu'l
thing will.

“I’ve ‘been thinking of a t1tl$ fq r onﬁ
story,” she cried. ‘“What ¢hall we call it

“'You must name it,” I said, “‘t}mf;
part of your share of the labor.”, |

“Veéry well, then, let us call it “T'wa
Friends.'”

“That’s a capltal idea. Now foi' th
plot.”

The plot was a hard thing éo dettle;
The story must have some element
lend color to it. Love of coursed w
barred out, and friendship must take i
place; but how, and what incidents
make use of in order to portray if hap!
pily, was an extremely knotty and diffi
cult gquestion. One thing we fixed pon
There must be a noble sacrifice on th
part of oune or both of our character, é
But of what nature and circumstances 1
shruld be we could not determine,

“Do you think,” I inquired tent@ti
ly, “that such a friendship could rige sug
perior even to love?’s

“You see, I can’t speak from experiy
ence, and novelists always set love on
pedestal above the other emotions:" '

‘ «True! But this other story of o
must not be formed on the theories o
other writers. We must originat;e it e
tirely.” '

“] don't see how. N elther oﬁ us
in love or has ever been to my knowi-
edge.”

“Nor to mine,” I returned hastlly pemé
haps because on this point a shadow d]

a doubt had crept over me. ‘

But on due reflection I determiln
that I had answered with perfect frd
ness, No, I was not in love with lsi
Harwood by any means. I admired: hq;
very much, it was true, and I fancied thq.i
she rather-liked me. I had seen & good
deal of her in the mountains during. ths
past summer, and once or twice the {ad
had entered my head that she was mug
nicer that most girls gnd that 1 liked ﬁp
be with her. That was all. W'hcy,
had not seen her a dozen times since she
returned to the town.

Having thus disposed of the t1r1ﬂmg
doubt which assailed my eonscience)’l
turned to Katharine, who had been bus
planning meanwhile. i

“There is only one way to, do it,” aﬁp
cried. i

“And that?”

“One of us must fall in love.”
I confess the idea staggered me at

‘ered breath enough to ask:

““Which of us?”’ 4

“Well,” said Katharine thoughtfu]lyy
1 think you better. The consequnehces
are 8o much less apt to be dangergus fqr
a man.’
* «Here, 1 don’t know about that. Suﬁ-
pose I were really to fall in love and gét
married?”

“Just so. What of it? You must g t
married some time.”

want to jump into ouy of hand,in th’o
manner you suggest.”

“You goose! You need not fall head
over ears in love; a mild case of imagi-

nary love will answer the purpose.®

“Sufipose it should catise our ﬂriend-
ship to break up?”

“Oh, consistency, thou art a jewe
Then how about our theory of platoni
affection?’ said Katharine, With '
twinkle in her blue eyes.

“True enough!” I replied. “I'lil tgy
it. I'll fall in love with Miss Ha.rwocsd
immediately.”

“Oh, no, not with her, surely, §he 15
80 insipid and foolish.” B

Now I did not think Miss Harwaod m—

sipid or foolish at all, and Katharind's

criticism nettled me somewhat, 80 th&t
A I wered rather stiffly that I sup

llow Imght choose for himself Who%n
he was to fall in love with. !

free to fall in love with a wooden Indg&?l
if you wish.”

Whereupon we walked in silence fqr
some time, while the plot of our
made very little progress. ,

Insipid and foolish indeed! I tried ‘
recall any instance of these qualities £
Miss Harwood, but could not, -I only
remembered that she had very large
eyes and @ very pretty mouth, with. the
whitest of teeth. She was rather pet;l%
and a clinging sort of a girl. At le
that was my mannish definition of i:n
woman who drew forth the chivalri¢ in
stincts of a man. I thought of the long
- drives we had had,together durmg the
summer and how-much I had enjoy
talking fo hér, Although she eeldo
said much she seemed to graspmy ide
lookmg up to me the while with her
eyes in a confiding and trustful mannel.
“Oh, no,” I thought, “she is anythin
but insipid,” Whereupon Kathariné

“When you have finished thi
Elsie perhaps you will condescend to te?
turn to our story.”

“Of course, my dear Katharine, yotBl
really must pardon the absentminded-
ness of one who is 8o deeply in love.”

We both. laughed at this, and the

| laugh made things a little better' be-j
lot|
ef%jn

tween us. We agreed that our
.inust form itself naturally, and the
incident ‘must be the falling in lovié of
the hero with another girl.

sacrifice we had determined must play

,not very well determine what it shonld
be,

Miss Merry suggestéd that the hero
 should give ip his sweetheart so as to
prolong his friendship with his platgnic
 friend. I reminded her that she ad

ht. ‘Wiiwn shem we eoxtxmence
Y’ou know we . must k our|-

Just expressed the idea that love or
riage would not interfere with suoh s
friendship.

.“But then his wife would probably be
jealous,” said Katharine, “Theclmioe!
are ten to one that she would be an
norant, empty headed little fook” .

This reply of Katharine’s angered 3
I scarcely knew why. 1 felt in hetr e-
scription of our. hero’s i i

any% :

i .

4
eﬁ I

“T don’t know,” hesitated Miss Nerryg |

; mined to stay as long as I, and as our

“But marrzage is a thing a fellow don‘t :

“Certa.m;ly, said Katharine, “yod a.#o,

As for the| |

eqx what ono wonm call aa ntolloctas] girl,

We walked in silence for some time,
il jand finally I gavé utterance to the opin-
\-ion that I did not think a man would
igive up his mlstxess under the circum-

§ istances.

. “If thereis auch & thing as a friend-
‘ahxp euch as we have in mind, it must
survive all ba:m’iers It must be far
\above any such petty considerations as
i| ljealousy.” ‘
“I am sure ng qne said asnything about
jealousy,” Kathatine said rather pettish-
“Pm afraid ,that you flatter younr-
lf »”
“Oh, no! I dnm?t mean anything like
that,” I answered hastily. *‘But .here
twe are at your, door and we have made

ery little progréss. When shall we

ave our next seancer”’

“Can you come tomorrow evening?”
| ““Yes, and we w1ll begin the story
%hen ”

But ‘the next e%renmg came and the
tory was not begun. Icalled and found
Williams, a man J never cared for, talk-

ng to Katharine, Williams was deter-

tory was, of course, not mentioned, 1
had to leave without making another
yngagement.,

i I went away in vathar an angry mood,

ays Beemed fto me too familiar with

atharine, and annoyed because I fan-

tied that Katharine herself had treated
me somewhat coldly. Williams had
alled on Katharine pretty frequently
. Suppose' she were to marry

‘ Why not? I disliked him per-
¢onally, but I found upon sober reflec-
lion that Lknew of absolutely nothing

gamst the Deu. : Other people liked

Esgnsted with Williams, who had al-

f good family, well off, and, I remems-
pered with distingt d1ssatlsfactwn, he
was rema.rka.bly gooll looking. There
was no reason in the world why Katha-
ine should not mairy him if' she choge,
gven though I did not like him. At all
epputs, I thought I would speak to her

bout bim and see what she thought of

| I never doubted but she would tell
10 her sentiments in regard to him, so

great had our confidence in each other
en ever since childhood.
I called on Miss Harwood the next
lay. She received me very graciously,
d I spenta very delightful half hour
ith her.

| Unconsciously, however, I began to

cpmpare her with Katharine’s descrip-
ion of ““an empty headed little fool.”

very charming. . Hér words were few,
bt cavefully ch(osen, and that which
they expressed was' simple and to the
But.I went{ away with & new
idea bom into my brain, which grew
shpur by hour until ¥ arrived at the con-
01‘ sion that I did not, nor could I ever,
3 e Elsie Harwood as & man should
ve his wife, |
ASldé by side 'with ‘this thought & com-
panion idea evolved itself almost uncon-
E%?;usly. Indistinct and insignificant at
, it gradually assumed a magnitude
nd importance until it mastered my
whole being, and then I knew that 1
cquld love but one woman—she who
ghared with me our so called platonio
endship, and my literary collabora-

In the meantime our story had made

| nq progress at all, Ihad onlyseen Kath-

| was always with some one—frequently

:%ne in various public places and she

illiams, They seemed very friendly

d each other. Indeed, I thought
at{times that I conld detect love glances
oxchanged between them. I sighed ¢o
niyself as I thought of the old days of
friendship and tlie happy confidence
niich we had repoged in each othen
Alas,” I thought, ‘4t is all over and

poor little story will never be writ-

, I fear.”

t last one dayl called and found her
né. Neither of us spoke of the story
first, but different things entirely for-
ign to it. Finally I asked her about
Williams—whether s‘he cared for him or
not.

must have askaed the question in an
pleasant manner, for I could see that
ghe was hurt. For séveral minutes she
mdde me no answer.

1 do not see why you should ask me
that question,” she said slowly, with her
-| ey¢s fixed upon the flgor.

I have a perfect right,” I.answered.
“Iiwant to know whether or not our

e]d fripndship is to come to an end.”

K It need never .come to an end under

"I do not beheve it,” I cried. “Katha-
, if you marry that man, we can
neyer be friends again. Tell me, do
yot care for him?”
" Katharine laughed, and as I hate to
be laughed at I grew angry.

“What about our: theory that we are
going to express im our story?” she
asgked.

. #Oh, hang the steﬁl This is real life,
and I am in eamest Do you love Dick

i Wi, iams?”

she marry you "
{atharine laughed aga.m, snd my an-
vanished. I suddenly realized that
had been makm e of me.

1 ve. There is omly one way that we
ever finish our story. Shall we col-

lq rate for good?”
wAnd she said, “Yes,” and we did.
one sunshmy spring day we wrote
" tlns little story together, which is to
?. prove that platonic affection does not
f! And when we Had nearly arrived
at the end Katharine said, “How shall
wei finish . it?” and I said, “Like this,"”
brughi gbackaslarpo;kethebrownhalr
go n Ker forehead 'to kiss it.—Yankee
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| THE FLA(;} OF PI

On ‘the northeastem shore of Lake
Champlam is & long sandy beach. In-
la.nd from tlnsF stretches the dreary ex-
pa.ﬁse of a taﬁparack swamp. One af-
ternoon early ih Qctober the only living
things plainly ih sight along this beach
weregeveral smyl} sandpipers that daint-
fly tiptoed over the sand and a tall blue |
heron wading fin| shallow water. But
when one 'loo closely, as did Plover !
Pierre, one no ted a bunch of bushes

stuck into theisand so as to form what |
hunters term a u&ﬁlmd The blue heron,

keeping a w ieye on the misplaced
bushes, may haye thought it thus called
because only:k Htless creatures would
think a lace "so‘ suspicious looking de-
void of f '

As Plover Pt rre scanned the beach
he discovered 4 man lying behind the "
bushes of the |blind. This man was a -
stalwart, bronzed fellow, perhaps thirty -
years old: he
of the United States army and wore long -
leather boots, and ‘as he lay stretched on

his side a shotg

of his arm. Just now the leutenant was
yawning. The scene was a stupidly '
peaceful one; all things were quiet and

sleepy —too much o to please the young -
He l%dge for a flock of plover |

officer.
to flutter by and relieve the monotony.

“If somethi ig doesn’t turn up pretty
soon,” he thoufht, Il stalk my friend,
the blue heron
follow keeps ah eye on me, for all his
marching alonf in{such an unconscious
and dignified | mapner. He's the only
bird bigger than |my thumb that I've_
seen for an hodr. 'Why, 8o fur as spo:rt
goes, | might ¢ r be ‘at the barracks |
drilling recruj ts.
gueer bird.”

He had see Pierre |
emerged fromithe shadow of the eve:

greens and sv,%]d pon the sand. The
sde

P over Pierre,

boy did not y strangers; so he
moved along each to investigate
this ome. assed by the little

sandpipers ti npe as if making low

courtesies to a, fnend and the blué heron :

it usdally asstimed. Perhaps the bird
believed that
absurd structyre callled a blind.

But for onceithe heron was mistaken.
Pierre did not disturb the blind, but
crawled behin
dier. At first the
this long fellow in Dlue clothes and brass
buttons, thoug
friendly. Pie
court at Quebé;
was addresse
boy decided to
instance, ,

“Monseigneur, are you a Yankee?”

The soldier ;‘nodded and Pierre re-
sumed: i ’

“So am |. '-376 have moved, and now
weo live one mile south of the line be-
tween Canada hnd Vermont.
am a Yankee Uy a whole mile,”

” replied the other, **and
in your case ng one can say & mmile’s not
better than a tniss. You wouldn't like
to miss being 8 Yankee, would you?™

“No, indeed,/monseigneur, |am proud
to be a Yankep.
Yankees were ialways friends, and it is
good to belong to the Unitdd States.

looked at him gth less haughtiness than

once beenin alaw
, where the high official
as monse1gmeur The
e this title in the present

Since we are both Yankees, we should

be friends. s it not so?”

“Of courseitiis.” Thesoldier laughed, -

got up, and made room “for Pierre.

“Come, what'l you have? Here's some

ale, and here’s 2 cigar.”

Plover Pterre‘\ shook his head. *‘Jules'
says liquor is pnly good to put outa
cigar. | want neither.”

“Why. this Jules must be B perfect '
stoic.”

“Oh, no; Jul¢s is my friend, and he !
lives quite nearius. He too has moved
to Vermont."” ;

“And [ imagine you're great playfel-
lows,” suggested the lieutenant.

*““Well, not ghite that, monseigneur.
He teaches mo and knows mmany sto- !
ries. You see Ehe is old. He was my |
father's clerk, tand he has white hair
standing up all over his head. My
father, " gaid Pierre proudly, **was a no--
tary and:knew!all things. Jules says
my father was quite old when he mar-
ried the mother! Then he died and she
married Jean Bburdo, He is strong and !
can work on thd farm, but he likes bet-
ter to be idle.” | The boy was rattling '
on, when he remiembered that Jules said
people should not talk too much of their |
own affairs. Aldusky red crept into his !
swarthy face. ‘‘But it tires you to hear
all this. Do you come from the bar-
racks across thelake, where they teach
new soldiers?”

His new acquémtance smiled assent.

“Jules says it is a shame for United
States people to {fight each other, but 1
like wars. | shdnld go if it were not for |
that.” .

As Pierre said *‘that,” he looked at
domething which should have matched
the sturdy leg ¢urled up beneath him,
but was only a piecaof wood fastened !
to a very short btump of leg. Besides
the woaden leg, Pierre carried two yel-
low crutches

for legs which gave
\f Plover Pierre. The
goldier’s eyes seayched the bogom of the
lake as théugh much interested in watch-
ing a distant flock of plover.

Pierre’s face brighfened a4 he con-

tinued: “Although 1 can't wa.lk well, 1
ride better,than most boys. Iimight be
a horse soldier, and sol fight Jnst a8 hard
for my countryjas other people.
Will you drill mé to be a soldier?”

Theman in blue shifted his eyee from
the imaginary flock: of plover and looked
at Pierre. “Wh&, vou’re too: young.
You can't{be mare thdn ten y old.”

“Not s6; I anitwelve and ow well
how to sh?ot." .

The officer seemed|to be pOndering
Pierre's scddmrly&dva‘ntsges. He mut-
tered to lnmself, ‘1 wish. i fellows

ad on the blue uniform '

n rested in the hollow '

thpugh I believe the old ,

But hello! there's a'

came to destroy the .

it tp chat with the sol-.
y was half afraid of :

his{face was kind and

You see, ]

The French and the '

 Perhiaps it was fthese

The

ta.ke me back to "lattsburg barracks.”
to bring him on board. He threw & few

himself and was rowed away.

THe government boat flew two flags~
a large one at the bow and a smaller.at
the stern. When the lieutenant got on
| board he pulled down the from the
| stern, and getting into the skiff again

was rowed back to the shore. Pierre
| was still standing on the sand.
i The officer gravely handed the colors
' to the boy. ‘‘Uncle Sam presents these
| to a valued citizen, Never forget that
| you are a Yankee,”

Pierre, being such a new citizen, did
not quite understand the reference to
Uncle Sam. But his heart gave a throb
of pride, and he reverently took the col-
! ored silk into his grimy hands,

As he hopped back through the swamp
road leading to the fields beyond, he
thought: “Now | am really a Yankee.
The tall man would not give me the flag
! if he had any doubt about it.”

When he reached the log house it was
| growing dusk. The fat twins, his half
gisters, were rolling over the floor, and
" Mme. Bourdo busied herseif in getting
"supper. The stout Cghadian woman
still showed some traces of her comely
| girlhood. Jean Bourdo’s heavy figure
lounged by thé stove, a grievous obstacle
both to his wife and the tumbling twins.

#Jean Bourdo,” said Pierre, ‘““would
you not like to be a soldier!"

“A good question! And if I'went to
the war, who would earn bread for you
to eat?” '

“Jules says that if my father’s money
| had been well managed it would sapport

all.”
Jean turned angrily, ‘*‘Jules iscrazy!

! And as for your father, Pierre Beaudrie,
| he did so much burrowing intoold books
| that be had no time to plow the land or
collect fees from the clients.” ,

The woman stopped him. *‘The no-
tary made a good husband, though he
was old enough. fo be my father. In his
| time 1 lived like a lady.” ‘

Pierre had hidden the flag under his
jacket, and now he climbed the ladder
to the loft and put the silk beneath his
- pillow. He returned to the lower room,
! the' family had supper and Jean, light-
ing his pipe. said:

‘‘Pierre, go you to bed. I have com-
pany tonight, and tomorrow you must
- be up early to help the thrashers,”
Plover Pierre kept, nearly as early
: hours as the plovers themselves. To-
- night, moreover, he was willing to be

alone, for he had plenty to think about.

He pulled himself up the ladder as nim-

bly as could mvost boys who bhad two
- legs. After admiring the bright flag he

carefully laid it away among his few
~ belongings and soon was in bed.

Visions of war and soldiers filled his
excited brain. The friendly officer ceased
to be an awe inspiring monseigneur;
now he was merely a good comrade, and
they were fighting for the same beloved
country. Pierre himself, bestride a gal-
lant white charger and holding aloft the
emblematic flag. led ranks of horsenfen
" to victory.

The restless boy, tossed by such fan-
cies, must have lain awake for a long
time, when he was recalled to himself
- by hearing a door open and some one
enter the room below. Again and again
visitors arrived, until there must bave
- been ten men assembled in the lonely
cabin.

. 80 many visitors were unusual, and

. Plerre, at first without meaning to turn
- eavesdropper, heard enough of their talk
to rouse his suspicions, Getting quietly
' out of bed he put his eye to a crack in
the floor and listened.

The men had arranged thexr business
' and were about to leave. When they
had all risen, one of them spoke to Jean.
Bourdo:

“Remember, Bourdo, how it is set-
‘tled. We are-to meet here tomorrow
a.fternoon at 5—twenty men, armed a.-nd
on good horses, You, in what disguise
| you please, are to ride with us, gunide us

. to St. Albans by the shortest road and

point out the village banks. We will do

 the rest. For doing this you are to re-

' ceive $100. If there seems danger of
' your being implicated, you can cross the

line into Canada, and we will make

good all your losses.”

Bourdo was satisfied and the men
went out.

Plover Pierre, listening overhead,
' trembled with excitement. He felt sure
this ‘'was a plot against his new Yankee
. land—a plot ‘which. might compel him to

, return to Canada. He comprehended
that there was trouble ahead for 8t.
! Albans, and that the people must be
. warned. §Indeed, he had heard the con-
spiring of those desperate and irrespon-
| gible men, who in 1864, under no author-
ity fromn Richmond or any government,
planned to sweep down from Canada,’
| surprise the village of 8t. Albans, Vt.,
. axid rob its banks.
The boy crept noiselessly back to bed,
! but it was long before he slept. When
be did, the flag, the officer, the conspir-
ators a.nd the fated banks pushed their
benign and hateful infiuences into his
dreams.

All the next morning Pierre was busy
helping the thrashers. Jean wouldhave
kept him at work during the afternoon
as well, but at 4 o'clock the boy con-
trived to escape from the barn, 8lip-

.ping away to the house he got his flag
from the loft where he had left it.

l

ing St. Albans before the men whe were
to leave at 5 could ,reach there. Lame

fifteen miles in time. ‘Bonrdo, he knew,
would take the young br8wn mare, their

her in the stable.

Jules, their neighbor, had a hQrse. To
be sure 1t was old and somewhat stzﬂ

the. horse. - But moments were preaous,

10 ne | anid. thex;e,was no tnne for- exphnutiom. e

AR

a1

aoldier got- npand uhooktho"llnd; i
“Here's the govemment ‘boat, oonm to ,
A swnall skiff put out from the launch | &!
shore birds into the skiff, stepped in

He tried to think of some way.of warn-{
as he was, it was unposslble to walk the |

only horse. Even now he was grooming |
Pierre was dlmost in

| despair, when he remémbered that old ) ¢he dfficer,

was; ﬁued mﬁfx Joyo enthu;:asm
per psa travesty on his vision of |
t:oops.
ion was. & respo
orkmg for the
‘ed to distinguish.
pushed the -

ket. Now he took it nt an
ut hun like an oﬁice}-s 8a8
qe& le at the few farmhonses
stared at this apparition.
trsﬁveled what seemed to’
nee, he got into a count

ible one, and |
cﬁuse | I}n wlnch

, After he |

- 'where

t‘he}'e were no farmhouses. The land |

mhﬂly, rough and used for pastm-age
s

mee had no watch, btit ‘he thonght
it thust be nearly 6 o’clock. This could
otz‘be the main road tq St. Albans. He
}'iu\sbed high hillsand looked about, but
he could see no village spu'es. W}nle
vf(atchmg from one of these hills he
fa.rato the westward a body of ho:
chutering along a smooth road.
f, Iitxerre 8 heart sank within him. These
efe the raiders, and he was too late.
gn opportunity had comq, and he had
tiuled! Discouraged and ;limp in body,
he .rode sadly down to ithe highway

'hére he had seen the horsemen, and
oliowed it back toward his home.

As the raiders dashed' through fhe
outsklrts of St. Albans the people stared
m asto:mshment at the cavalcade of
wild looking men carrying carbines,
a.nd with pistols stuck in their belts,
Ji ean Bourdo, dressed as an Indian chief,
all (his dull wits sharpered by excite-
n}ent led them on. !

b ey rode into the m:xdst of the town.
Th villagers, unconscious of danger,
did; not molest them. Bpurdo pointed
oﬁt the different banks; these had closed
for' the day to the public, but the book-
keepers were still at their desks., The
raiders overpowered them, broke open
the; safes’ and took what money they
could hastily gather.

I.ti half an hour they were galloping
away, firing their pistols &8 they went.
Oné citizen who appeared at his door-
step was shot and killed.. But most of

"the} bullets were fired lugh: i’ the air,

They soon passed the last house, and
rapidly moved northward over the same

roag which Pierre had taken on his re-
turn home.

J ules old horse was growmg more ‘

and' more lame, It was unshod, and
thm long journey had made its feet ten-
der~ Pierre did not like to urge it too
mnéh and so had to be satisfied with a
slow trot. The night would now have
been quite dark had not a crescent moon
shed an uncertain light on the brown
fields and lingered about the bright silk
whith hung from the shoulder of a
sma.il boy perched on a tall, gray horse.

Dark patches-of woodland bordered
the foadmand when Pierre was passing
one of these, which he thought not far
fromi home, he heard a clattering of
hoofs behind him. He did mnot expect

the raiders to return so soon, buf he
thodght it must be they. The boy
fearéd to let Bourdo see him.

A .‘wood road led into the bushes, and
Pierre. riding into- this- dark recess,
haltéd some twenty yards from the road
to le% the horsemen pass. His horse was
hidden by shadows: but the little moon
slid down between the evergreensand 1it
up the gay colors of the ﬂa.g

The raiders were riding recklesaly,
singing and shouting. They were hilari-
ous mth success. Two young fellows
bronght up the rear of the galloping
colnmn. A startled owl flapped over
their heads, and one aimed his carbine
at thé slowly moving bird.

“Jun if we’d no orders not to fire I'd |-

bring down that fellow.”

«If- | wanted to shoot,” réturned Jim.,
“Td &take orders from no man. Hello!
look into this path. Don’t that look like
the. tﬁmg they call a flag up here?’ He
stopped his horse, raised @ rifle and
fized.

'fhe two resumed their gallop and
ca ht up with the main body. Ths
captam 1doked back angrily, but did not
stop to remonstrate. Already the sharp
ear. of Jean Bourdo had caught the
sound of pursuing horses, They were
only two miles from the Canada line
when a troop of horsemen appeared on,
thebrow of a hill a short distanoe be- |
hind them. .,

Thé Tobbers put spur to then- horses; |-

thujbetter animals responded, but some
d not, and their riders were over-

" taken, made prisoners and, part of the
morjey recovered, The beﬂ:er mounted |

mer} escaped into Canada.. They, too,
werp finally captured and most of the
booty returned to the banks,

Jean Bourdo left the raiders before

they Wwere ovei'taken, and no one sus-
htlls connection with ’the «“St. A.l-
 faid.”

16 next morning Jules surprised
to find his gray horse, more lame than
mmal; waiting ‘at the stableé door. The
old ¢clerk went to the Bourdo hounse. to
ask Pjerre if he knew anything about it
The| boy was missing. J es thought
his abgence and the travel- orn condi-
tion!of the horse,were in some way con-
nect’ed He returned to his|stable, and
with patient care followed back the
track of the shoeless hoofs.

Slowly he traced the horsb
he vga.s ed tothe swampbem ethe

Here he found flag Y, eqnall
eoldé 4nd both plerced by a rifle bullet.
Inithe evéning & friend qu'olled into

the hehtenant’s narters at the recruit-
ing station. ere’s news,” he an-
nounc@d- “Rou hs from Canada
robbed the St. Albans banks. One vil- :
ls;gex;ltvas kﬂle&d and this &o g s boy
cr WIR, in a

P}% ﬁﬁ the' I?eart was_fo
road Ey which - the ralde

Al énppled boy with a fls

6 eve: ,..n

erre| grew axczted :
6 small figure on the gaun tgray horse |..

& 4t the head|
but the boslrlgm satisfied: {

along the ‘
& long|

ath tﬂl ,
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have |

and shot -
. near the | |
‘. turnedto
iagl” cned f'jf o,
‘ He - threw-away bis: cigar, | g
; gnt% ﬁﬁe next day hewasm :
butnjxt was better than nothing, - ‘He| 1T 168 8
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