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P
KING OF THE MILL-

One summer evening after supper Mon-
sieur La Rose the village notary, came out
upcn the veranda of the hotel Castor, his
hat in bis band Lis smoothly sbaven face
ruddy end pleasact to look upon. Brabon,
the drummer, who came up from Montreal
to Saint Pyx cccesionally on busincss sat
smokirg quietly in a chair that was tilted
against the wall,

‘Good evening,’ said M. La Rose.

‘Good evening, mcnsieur le rotaire,’
answered Brabcn indolently.

Then there followed a little spell of si
ence that was intensified by the dictant
clatter of cow bells,

Pre:ently there appcared i the street bo-
fore the hotel a sort of living fan'asy—a
gingularly, deirfaced old man who strode
slowly pest. clad in a locse robe of many
colers. His eyes bad the unmistskeable,
restless lock of the daft. On bis head wasa
¢ ‘own of buttons—brase, silver, bone, pearl

resumably sewn together on cardboard
avd makirg up a headgear of remarkable
brilliancy. Bebind him walked a grey-
baired, gra; -y d womsn in orCinary garb.
Her look was clesr ard steady, her de-
meanor in (very way sane. Yet, though
it was plain to tee she wasa ccromonplace,
rustic weman, thcre was something august
in her carriage, unaccounte bly ro, perbaps,
but as natural as the :tudied pose of the
other was “onstrained end urnatural.
eyes were sct fairly vpon the fantas‘ical
figure before her with a meek, patient
look, and an evident interest bevond his
ludicrous powp precccupation.

It was not turprising then to the nctary
that this spparition, emphis’z d in the
moagic atmosphere of he summer twilight,
should have made Brabon to cry out with
astonishment :

Allos! Whet is this, monsieur ? I bave
been in Sa'nt Pyx many times tefore, but,
I declere, this is new !’

‘A viry pathetiz affairit is, Bracon’
said the notary, taking a chair snd look-
ng at bis watch, to be assured be bad
time to tell the tale bafore going for his
customary evening chat with M. Le Cure
in the presbytery rose garden.

*Tte:e is a tale

‘Well, as you will—a history, nothing
absorbing, but very bumen. Old Ceraire
Moisson, & man with a large family—a
thrit'y, sober God fearing man—once
owned the mill by the River of Argels—’

*Yes, I see it from here : the squ.t white
building near the cl:s'er of willows yonder.’

‘Exac'ly. Well he was a msn with a
considerable family. I ssid, ¢id I not?
And when tte epidemic of smalipox oc-
curred in the village—thet w:s many yeers
ago, monsieur—poor Mcisson’s family was
a't: cked, and one atter arother his wite
and children passed away, snd be himself,
indeed, till there was only leit bis son Zep-
brin, whom jou saw go by a moment
since—'’

*I¢t left bim so—the smallpcx ¥’

‘No. He was nct at lome when the
epidemic occurred ; be was at college. He
managed to put by enough slver to edu-
cate the lac—tte trigh'est of bis lrood—
and M LeCure al: ¢ contributed, for he hzd
hopes that Zepbrir woild become a priest.’

| with their grists he received them with the

| fiets of his dependents

Her |

| o'clock.

“Then, I presume, the shock of this great
calamity unbalanced the young man’s
mind.’

“That may be preity true, monsieur,
though for a long time after the sffair he
was thought to be perfectly sound mentally.
Well, Zephrin was obliged to leave college
acd take up the business of the mill—a
homely task it must have bcen for one who
bad but just tasted the sweets of knowledge
Then every dusty timber of the mill must
have seemed to him like a ghost of tte
bappy days when the place was brimming
with Jaughter and grod cheer.

*He was not liked by the villagers on ac-
count of his silent and arrog-nt manner;
he was unlike any miller who had ever
been known. Wh n the inhabitarts cams

grand air of a seigneur of the old days wlto
amid his court'y entourage, received the
‘I’s like that al- |

|
ways,’ grumbled the crones ; ‘poor parents |
fi'l their children’s minds wih foolish ‘
notions of greatness! Poor old Cesaire |
bimself—rest his bones—was not like this |
peacock. Ce aire knew bis place bon |
vieux ! A miller is a miller, it his head be |
crammed with latin or flour dust.’ x

‘Every one pitied Z -phrin of course on |
account of his great bereavi ment* and the |
butiness of the mill suffered no serious re-
trogression in consequ nce of his gingular
demesnor. This excluriveness. this bau-
teur, however, was t k n ligh'ly by the
young !olks of the vil'a_e, and often a sum-
mer evening like this one, for ins‘ance,
they passcd by the mill crying up at 7 'pb-
rin. wto invariatably pored over his books
in the little dormer window: ‘Bebold,
the king of the mill!' Then, with gestures
of mock giavi'y, ‘Think of his mighty
empire of rats !’

“(Quite so, said Brabon; ‘th'y taunted
him in‘o insani'y with thcir gibes. The
crown ! the robes ! [ see now how they came !

‘Indire tly these taunts msy have affect-
ed his mind, monseur. His curious at-
tire and mien are obvicusly euggestive ot
the tact ; but it is my opinion his sad de-
rangs ment is only partly due to them.

*Night after night the little dorm°r win-
dow of the mill wes lighted till dawn, yet
the earliest comer did not fail to find
Zephrn up and about. No one
could understard, for not anoth-r light
save the miller’s migkt be found in all Saint
Pyx, not ¢ven at the presbytery, after 10
At lergth the tongues of the
gossips began to wag. It went abroad
that he was closeted each night with the
old m n—ths evil oze—debating upon th:
sals ot bis soul f r riches and power to
sstisty his sinful pride. Again, others said
it was not Z ‘pbrin’s light at all, but only
the glowing of the ghosts of his family, who
came to ert rain him. I:deed, taken all
in all the miller had become a fearsome
in ividual and the neighborhood of the
mill was a place to be shunned after dark,
urless one tad no fear in bis heart. If by
unfortunate concurén e of sorceries a per-
son should chance to meeta firfly while
passing the mill, no plunging of steel into
wood might save Lim from :h2 evil spirits.
Even to bless himselt and u'ter a pious in-
vocation, perhaps, might not avail !

‘In the mi’s: ot Zepbrin's ill repu’e a

singular thiog occurred. He was knowa to

bave fallen into convervsation with a custom-
er. It was this way ; Colette Blon came of-
ten to tke mill with the irist ot her mother,
a poor widow with thirteen children, of
whom Colette was the eldest. One day
when she came a'ong down the dendelion-
dotted pathway leading to the mill, with
ber mother's grist in a bag upon her head,
Zophrin watched ber with much interest.
It common report may be believed she
was certainly, in those days, a picture not
to be blinked at casually. Shg had the figure
of a nymph, and a face, for a'l it was com-
monplace at points, sometiing unusuaily
fine for a villager. But the step the cir-

riage, it remains to ths day, as we have |

seen, mons eur—dignified, distinguished,
majestic. At first glance i* is #aid, there
was some remarkable resemblacce between
Coletteand Zephrin—and who can tell!
[t may have some vague suggestion of con-
geniality—some thin ray, ¢s from ore die-
tant plant to another, which inspir.dihe
miller’s interest.

‘When at length she arrived at the door

| of the mill and deposited ber burden be-

side ir, said be:

¢ *You hive a meaning step, petite, and a
pretty one.’

¢ *True ? questiored Colette, with some-
thing finely scoraful on her eloqu-nt lips.

| She was piqued, let us believe, since he hid

rot noti:ed her pretty face, for, thouzh 2
women may be conscious of her subtlest
orace and charm, homage to the feature is
the thing—the real joy. Jsn’t it so, Bra-
bon? ‘Well said the miller, ‘I dou’t
not there is more in your mind than the
mere grinding of yonder grist, eh ?’

¢ «It is—my mind pow,’ she said. ‘It
was my step'ately.

«+]f is the mind which regulates the
step, p'tite. I always watc the step when
I would krow the mind,’ he r2«ponded.

‘Now, there is much in these fragments
which reveal the clearn s3 of Z:phrin’s
mind at that ge iod, and also the real char-
acter of the man and the beat of his spirit.
You see, it was the gesture, the carri-ge.
the aspect, that interested him most. Why?
We shall see. Thou h Colefte, it may b=
presumed, did not real'z: the true s'guifi
cance of his words, she remembered them
—every one—and repeated them to her
mothker, who, in turn, told c¢verytbing to
the cure, Linglois, from whom I have tha
story. The girl confesred also to her
mother that she was much surprised, re-
gardirg the ill-reputed miller. *Monsieu
Moisson— Zephrin,’ she d clared, ‘was not
at all a weird man, but on the contrary,
veiy sensible and g ol natured. Yet ber
mother warned ber she must be wary ; such
fine qualitizs often screened the worst souls
Col: tte, however, maintsined stohdly thit
not a word of the village gossip was true.
‘Indeed,’ said sbe, ‘they say almost as
naughty things of me, because they think
[ am proud, and, you know, mamma, [ am
not proud nor wicked. So every time
Colette fe‘ched the grist to the mill she re-
turned radiant and full of praise of the
miller. At length one day said be to her,
so she reported : ‘Colette, I am goirg to
ask vou something.’

‘If it is one thing, I know what my
answer will be,” she responds with much
piquancy.

*Well, if I should ask you to marry me?”

¢« “Then I shonld answer, *‘No !’

¢« *‘Why,’ says the miller, his heart sink-
ing to his boots, no doubt ; but, rising
again very quickly when he catches the
twinkle of mischiet in her eycs.

¢ ‘Because a common miller never could
win my heart,’ says she, ccquettishly, yet
with something truly dramatic in her pose.
“That is only for a great man.’

‘A seigneur ' venturcd the miller.

¢ ‘Higher.

¢« A governor ¥’

¢ *Nay, bigher.’

‘A prace? .

¢ ‘Even higher.’

¢ <A king ¥’

*Yes, o king,” And then a'ter a pretty
pause ; ‘And that is thou, my dear king ot
the mill '}

‘Now he draws her hands across the door
of the mill and kisses hr fair head that 1s
fallen against bis breast—and ttat s all
Let us suppose they simp'y looked out in a
dream across the little river of Angele, to
the pleasant d.isied meadows and green
fields about here.

‘Well) says Z2phrin to her, very grave-
ly, and wi'h a new, strange look in his eyes,
a look tkat frightens h r not a little, ‘they
call m2 in coutempt ‘The King of the
Mill,” but they shall bow beiore me yet, as
before a king. And indeed I shall weer
the robes ot a king, whi h I am getting by
rote « very night where they see my lamp
burning m the dormer window. Iein!
They shall sit bk rats, the ra’s whose em-
peror they say I am now, wtile 1 hold them
in my spell with t*e brave lines ot Mokere !
ot Correille! of Ricine!”

*The good s#int Atn protcct us! Who
are tbey 8)1?' cries Col-tte, now much per-
turbed. Bat the mi lcr continues withcut
noticing the interruption.

¢And I shall come to you then with my
triumphs, my fine roval robes of purple and
gold ermne; with my glorious jewelled
crown. And I shall klss your band in
homage to your b-auty and lay these
laurels. these triumphs, at your feet, my
queen ? my Colette I’

‘Just then appears a farmer with his
grist, and the happy, frightened girl fli's
away l'ke a star led bird.

‘Bon Di u!' said Braton.
stage has its vagary.

*Yes,’ said the notary, bowing his head,
as before some great mystery. ‘At the
college entertainments, while strutting
through the plays of 1h2se great masters, in
the littie hall with its smill etage and crude
scenery, before the common village audi-
ences, he first heard the siren voice ot art.
And it is a siren’s voice to tome you know,
Brabon. ‘Ena, bien! What is the differ-
ence 7 He is playing a role now—how
heroic a role ! —’

‘But about Colette P’ interrupted Brason,
with some impitience, The gentle centi-
mentality of the notsry escaped to an ex-
tent the bluff, practical drummer.

‘A%, there is the role !—the role of
beauty and distinction ! Toink ot it ! All
along she his believed in him vaguely.
From tke day be had frightened her
with his strange talk, reemingly so ir-
reverent to her happiness, her poor
small mind was filled with visions ol
mysterious greitness are joys to be in the
futare—much as sre our vi:ions of the lite
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to come. He asked her to wait. She
must never be the wife of a common mill-
er, but of a great man—a man whom the
whole wor d applaudad.—And s> she is
waiting, frusting, loving, belicving in him
infinitely ; and, even when reason is falling
into decay—see tte devotion! Eich day,
all these years, ste goes to the miil and at-
tencs upon him, parforming the household
du'ies, conducting the busivess of the mill,
detailing the work and ipstructing the men
hired to do the milling. Thus has she
cared for him, as no one would care for a
child, and, in all save the matter of this
vagary, he is otedient to her slightest
whim’

Brabon tou hed the notary’s arm.

‘See! They come again!

Once more the bizare figure stroce past,
followed by the woman. They had walked
to the church, where Colette was making a
novena tor 7 :phrin’s recovery.

To look upon the rotary one would sup-
pose en angel passed, but there was on tke
tace ot the drummer only a look of per-
plexed incredulity.

When they were gone # little way the
notary arose, looked at his watch and mzde
as to set forth, but Bradon detained him

*Oae word, monsieu. Th¢y are morriel

now ?’
‘O4 no! That could not be,’ ke ac-
swered, with something like a sigh,

*Taey are still courting, and lcoking tor-
ward to a day of greatness, and making
ready for the wedding. Mon Dien Bra-
bon? That is love, ¢h?—Joseph Nevin
Doyle.

HISTORICAL CEYPTOGRAMS.

Eftorts of Varlous People to Communicate

Messages in & Sccret Manner,

The discovery of the key of the secret
message sent by the conspirators in the
Tranevial previous to the Jameson raid,
and the «flect it might bave in the trials,
h's led James Payn to tell about oter
fimous cryptograms in the erucle in the
London Illu:trated News.s

. exactly alike.
| writing a m2ssage the first lctter on the first

One of the earliest methyds of secret
writing was to shave the head of the mes-
s ng r and wri‘e the message on the sci !
After the hair had grown the messenger
was sent to his destination, where the hair
was again removed and the message brought
to light.

Tae Spartans wound a strip of paper
around a staff, wrote lengthwise the stafl,
and when removed the message on the
paper could not be read until it was wound
on another staff ths same shape and sz as
the first cne. Charles I was beheaded

through the evidence afforded by crypto-
grams that were too simple. Sympatketic
ink bas been much used, but it has always
been dargerous.

Mr. Payn says that the only thoronghly
undeciph rible eryptogram 1s the simplest.
To u-e it the two persons must have books
Any book will do. In

page is a, the first on the second is b, and
so on. The second message will begin
where the fi-st leaves off in the book.

LIKE SUFFERERS ONLY KNOW,

R. Scriver, Carpenter, of Hastings, was &
Great sufterer from Kidney Disease—
sSoun'h American Kidney Cure Effect.
ed a Qulck Cure—]Itisa Specific
Remedy for a Specific Disease—
it Dissolves and Eradi-
cates All Solid Matter
From the System -

Is Sate and Per-
manent.

For many years I have been troubled
with kidney disease, necestitating the
taking ot much in the way of remedies.
Two years ago they became so bad that
I bad to seek the a’d of a physcian. My urine
wis more like blood thin anyth'ng else, and
was very painful. Just at that time I be-
gan using South Am-rican Kidney Cure.
It gave me immediate relief, and from that
time till now I bave had no difliculty. I
can safely and honestly recommend this
great remedy to all persons suffering from
kidney trouble. .
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