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Napoleon ° $ 
Io 

By a Well-Known New York Author. e 

CHAPTER XVIIIL.—Continwed: 

As Smith talked and she listened he 

was startled to see her evince a feeling 
he had ‘never noted before. It is said 
that the eat never loves his master or 
mistress only as it receives favors at 

their hands, It purs at the warm fire- 
side and snuggles down to the soft 

cushion, but unsheatbes its claws at a 
rough touck, even from a loved hand. 
So the years of tender care often breed 
a semblance of love, which is oniy grati- 
tude for a softly cushioned life. I'he 
eyes of Aimee grew luminous, and. her 
little hand fell into his broad palm as 
he told of his wealth. Her head grew 
erect as he told her what gold would do, 
and. she whispered: i 
“Napoleon, my brave captain, I; too, 

am the heir of such broad acres as you 
describe. I, too, have a chateau where 
the long halls echo to the footfalls ‘of an 
army, of sryants, and on the walls are 
the pictures of the race to which I be- 
long—the Beauharinais of the royal 
blood of- Brinvilliers of a line of dukes. 
But I have been wronged and a false 
relative ‘has usurped my right. Your 
gold shall add luster to a grand old 
name,” and she arose and walked the 
floor with rapid strides. 
“All that love can do, all that gold 

can buy, shall be cast at your feet, for, 
Aimee, I worship you, my child,” said 
Smith"in a constrained voice; but as he 
spoke a pained look came. over his face, 
and ‘he put his hand to his head. and 
groaned with anguish. . 
Aimee stopped in her rapid walk, and 

looked at him in astonishment. 
“It is my old wound,” said he. 

“When I am excited the pang comes 
and I forget myself.” 
Strangely she gazed upon him, and 

thought of the fierce questioning of her : 
love in the old abbey. As she pondered, : 
a knock came to the aoor, and, spinging . 
to his feet, Smith drew her to his breast 
acd tried to imprint a kiss upon: her 
lips. She pushed ' him back and 
thoughtfully walked away. An orderly ° 
came into the room and said: 
“Captain Smith, the General would 

see you instantly at his office.” 
“I will ‘go with you now,’ said our 

hero, as he donned his cap and buckled 
on his sword. ‘At the General's osfice 
an unwonted commotion was: found" . 
Orderlies' coming = in. and going out; 
mounted men waiting in the street; 
Trochu himself was ‘pacing the tioor, is- 
suing orders to a clerk who wrote them 
down and transmitted ‘them. 
“Leave us alone for a moment,” said | 

the General, and in an instant the office : 
was cleared’ of all but Ze and Smith, 
who stood with hig eap in his hand, 
“How is. your . wound?’ asked the : 

General kindly, PEI 
.-; “Healing rapidly,” answered Smith. 

“Are you: i 
few hours?’ ‘the General as 
“Fora week if netessar; 

said Smith, ; 
“To-morrow morning Paris will bel sur- | 
rendered,” said the General. 
“You do not mean it!” cried Smith, 

drift In upen our stores and armament 
in disarray. . A naticn must have the re: 
spect of its coxquerors even in the hour : 
of defeat. ‘We must hold our lines until 
the en 3 of truce ines dn er oad 
assist in maintaining order; I am going 
to sacrifice good men in order to main- 
tain order and decency in our downfall. 
Dare'I sy to many I am about to sur- 
render? No. I tell yon, my friend, apd 
France will honor your name and the | 
names of your comrades wo: fall, for 1 
send you. out to fight a losing battle. | 
I give you orders to conduct it out to 
the German lines on the St. Denis road, | 
and then fight until annhilated or night 
falls. I kiss you a good-bye, my brave 
comrade, and if we weet not on earth, 
may we meel in Heaven!” 
Smith made no answer, but took the 

order from the nand of Trochu and 

© te which Smith carried 
the deadly order was one that had re- 
mained loyal to a man during the seige 
of Paris. lt was an organization which 
had among its officers legends of terrible 
deeds ‘at Magneta and Sebastopol. 
Many of the men were grey-mustached, 
and had the swing in marching which 
fifteen or twenty years of experience 
gives. They bad lived the best years 
of their lives under the knapsack and a 
tent. Their racks were full, for they 
bad been the main dependence of 'L'ro- 
chu in his terrible experience in Paris. 
Every pieee clanged to the ground as one 
Diece as they ordered arms, and when 
they swung them to their Slioyidery ft 
was as if a long serpent had turned 'Lis 
scales to the sun. Smith whispered to 
the commanding officer for a momen 
he gave him the order. 
change color or trem 

~ wheeled the column a ony 
Fed in a ringing tone: 5 
es y men. we are the forlorn 
On us rests the honor of Krance iw 
she droops in death. Not many of ga | 
will come. back, but I wish to save >" 
many lives as possible. Now hear me: | 

‘ ‘We shall take the German's first line. 
If we can spike a few cannon, geodi 
We shall lie d 4 in the ork 54 

3 from other forts, 

od, b 
of war, “Beware the pal 

who fights;” he will dio hat he will not 
Ww 8 

of them | 

o 

« dismounted and torn apart. 

tosit in the saddle; for a - Frys ag 
i { out and‘ with muel military pomp. the 

commanders. have ‘met to arrange. {vr 

“Fix bayonets!” rang out, and then, 
“Forward, double-quick—march!” and 
the mad rush came, 
A soldier never seems to fall in love 

with a picture of a battle. He knows 
it can never be put on canvas. Lie 
without doubt regards it very: much as 
a thrush would regard his song written 
out in notes in a music book. i 
There are a thonsand things occurring 

at once. The cannons are blooming; tie 
man at your side is stumbling forwara 
dead, and his musket flying from his 
hand; you are clambering over a bank 
of earth, and your feet are in the face 
of a dead man; you are yelling at the 
top. of your voice," . you: do. 
LER AR RAG al a bd ‘all ab 
you. For a moment you are one in a 
compact -line, ‘and ‘in alother moment 
you ape one of a group of a half-dozen, 
and the noise grows less, for you have 
shot or. driven away the gunners from 
the guns, ‘and you see no enemy to fire 
at, and you stop and wipe the sweat 
and grime from your face and #ook 
around. You have captured the enemy's 
works. You look back over the path 
you have trod, and it is spotted with 
hideous hummocks of dead or writhing 
bodbes.: “At your feet are several ip 
the uniform of the enemy. One 'tes 
across the trail of the eannon; he has 
a:swab in his hand yet. In tront of 
the limber ‘chest ‘lie’ two more as they 
fell when about to hand ammunition. 
You feel sad, but—boom! they nave 
turned the guns on you from the right 
and Jeéft, "A shell buries itself in, the 
vantl and then explodes hertibly wiln 
dirt and dead bodies, and a living one 

; borne on its force high into the air. 
i “Lie down!” calls an’ inferior officer— 
the one, who commanded in the charge 
is dead. i 
Now they have our range, and every 

shell drops among us, and: the guns are 
‘A limber 

chest is ‘struck by a shell, and you all 
leap over the works to the escampment 
to escape the explosion. The enemy 

'! see the effect of their fire, and now be: 
bind us rises a long gray line and gradu: 
ally draws uear, They are going to ty 
to retake the works, The artillery 
ceases; they do not wish to shell their 
own men. The officer says again :’ 
“Men; we cannot retreat | Save your 

fire, and stay on the works.” 
Thus far Napoleon Smith told me of 

the battle: then a bursting shell. tore 
; off his scalp on one side; he whirled 
around once, and grasped at the air— 
fell, and all was dark. The forlorn 
hope had done its work. . 

CHAPTER. XIX. 
- Now is the cup'of France's humnilia- 
tion full! The white flag has been sent 

the capitulation. Long did Paris argue 
meriéan © and plead against the (Germans entering 

| ‘the city. 
Tro = ' of iher forts; take the 
Ww ri fil Gea 
yh | and guidons with the eagles, but for the 

‘sake of mercy and Heaven,do not make 
i a Roman triumph of it by entering the 
| ‘eity. But all the indemnity money to 

“I wish T might be able to joke abont ! 
it, my “friend. To-morrow. Paris falls. | 
It is determined, but there is much to ; 
be done. A diversion must be created i 
to conceal our distress while we prepare | 

- for the last scene in the.drama. We: 
dare not lie supine and let tne enemy 

ake all the rich ‘armament 
{ long’ rows: of 

stacked muskets and count up the Hags 

be paid in millions’ and billions of francs, 
all ‘the’ glory of captured ' thousands, 

ill be as nothing to Germany if sie 
may not march her hosts of victorious 
troops down the avenues and boule- 

;. vards ‘and humiliate proud France in 
the dust. She ‘would drag the Mremeh 
Qencealin cit le odio Wheels if she 
ared,for she has ‘been storing up wrath 

against the day of wrath for half a @n- 
tury. Germany nes that she ‘can- 
not balance the books“unless she blare 
with trumpets and bands in the streets 
of the French capital,” as did. the little 
corporal ‘once in Berlin , and. Vienna. 
How certainly the wanton, insults of 
that victorious army.of Napoleon come 
back mow, even to. the shame of: dis- 
mantled: palaees, half-burned houses,and 
works of ‘art trampled in’ the streets! 
But what a’ strange ‘silence prevades 

the German ranks as they pass in 
through the dreary streets! No songs 
roll down the 'square-cut platoons and 
sections. of =the infantry. - The heavy 
horses of the cavalry seem to step with 
rhythmic: regularity, -as.if they were 
only a part of a vast military machine, 
The German postillions of the artillery 
sit like statues on their ‘horses, and 
evince no curiosity as they enter the 
city for which they have fought so 
long, and on the [fmber chests and cais- 
sons sit with’ folded arms .the statue- 
like cannoneers,as motionless. as wooden 
men. What is this army? It is incarn- 
ate. It is the lesson that all nations 
must learn now—that battles must be 
wom, not’ by dash or surprise, but by 
perfection in = obedience. What can 
courage or dash do with a stone wasl? 
Just battle itself into fragments against 
it, that is all. ’ 

nd so the almost endless line with 
sedate and rhythmic motion, and ‘Paris 
gazes out of hungry and malevolent 
eyes upon her conquerors. “ As they turn 
‘with fan-like wheel ng; they 

ar the d © 

“ex n° of 
sts. They ‘are 

against a blank wall and shot by the 
ational Guard,” the aide answers. 
hing ‘8 sneer on Tips the Prince 

8 fiery material is quenched in death 
the safer will be his conquest. He | cares nothing for that, but we do, and 
we will go down where we hear the 

musketry and see ‘the st 
~sight.’ There is little of law, but much 

| of revenge in these closing scenes, of the 

prison, They are the Reds who clutched the ‘throat of Paris and choked ‘her 
down while she was in the throes of a 
mortal combat & foreign foe, It 

‘blood and anarchy, and 
hands are against it. 'Imese 

men who sing ‘in 
this pandemon of’ surrender and 
triumph’ and blood, They sing in hoarse 
tones .that come by late hours, h 
wines, and evil passions. 'I'hey are 
now tin Fe a long line against 
a blank and the firing party take. 

their Baskets, every alternate one con- 
d every alternate § a ‘bu an 

one a blank cartridge. No soldier k 
whether he shoots a fellow-morta or iet 

| It is one of th ose shifts which Satan 
n man or an evil. ‘I'his 

; the human | 
‘ts and h 

a his 
thoughtfully along. ~The more of. 

8 another squad from the | 

urried per 

away. Several of these Reds were found 
stirs at the graveside, and lived to‘min-. A 

waits he curls his mustache and watches 
a group of French prisvners turned loose 
that morning from the field hospitals 
of the Germans. A few of them turn 
into the square and: lean on ‘their 
crutches to. watch the exeentions. One 
of them is a small officer whose uniform 
is torn and muddy, He bas no hat, for: 
his head is swathed in bandages. Hvi- 
dently he has had a cut from the sabre 
of an artillerist, for it comes down and 
involves ome cheek in'a bandage 
Here comes an old gentleman, ‘evi- 
Here comes an old gentleman, evi- 

dently, for he has white hair, and his 
face wrinkles with a sneer as he picks 
his way over the stones to see a batch 
of the canaille shot. It will relieve a 
picture he always carries in his’ mem- 
ory, of tumbrils filled with the aristro- 
crats, and they were consigned to ihe 
guillotine in the Plate de Greve. And 
now, as the old gentleman smiles in 
anticipation of feasting his eyes on the 
death of the hated lower orders, we 
can recognize him. Ah! it is the Mar- 
quis. Larue. Yes. and yonder, with a 
slim cane in his hand and the head of 
it at his mouth, stands the grinning 
Victorien, son. He trips circularly 
forward on weak legs and smilingly 
says : i 

. “My dear a, you are here for. the 
atterpiece gr a play of the Siege of 

The Marquis smiles grimly and waits. 
Why, this is to be a matinee of our 
friends, it seems, for yonder is Sturgis. 
A great change has taken place in his 
appearance, but it is he. He is cleanly 

aven, and dressed in a 'half-military 
suit of superfine blue cloth; on his head 
a beautiful silk hat. The Marquis recog: 

him with a scowl,and then contem- 
plates his changed appearance . with 
curiosity, Evidently dealers in = soap 

have a lucrative business,” he thinks, 
but says nothing. 
Here they come, another desperate 

gang of cut-throats, singing a song of 
the Commune. Now the play will, go 
on, but a commotion attracts yall eyes 
to the Marquis Larue. ‘I'ne little 
French officer with the bandaged ‘heads 
leaps at the throat of the Marquis and 
cries in shrill tones: : 

“'Sieze nim ! It is the traitor Marquis 
Larue! 1 have been a prisoner with 
the Germans, and I have seen him in 
communication. with the Crown Prince, 
For Heaven's sake, Colonel, sieze the 
traitor!’ { 
"What is this about?’ says the officer 

in enarge of the, executions. 
“It is th Marquis Larue. Curse him, 

he has sold us to the enemy!” cried the 
wounded officer. 

“I have heard of him. 1s this the 
Marquis Larue?” he asks. 
“he wil not deny it. See! he struggles 

to get away. Ah, mouchard, /H would 
you?” the little: man cries as he, chokes 
bim down. 
“Who are you?’ says the Colonel, us 

he looks at the struggling officer ching- 
ing to the Marquis.” g 
*I‘am Lieutenant Boh of the Guards. 

I have been jin the German hospital, 
wounded in the bead, and detirious. ‘Ah, 
yillain, you shall not escape me!” and he 
clung hike a monkey to the pale and 

; writhing old Marquis. 
‘In the pay of the (Germans, was 

he?’ said the Colonel, with a scowl 
“Search him now—tear open his pock- |. 

ets?’ cried the breathless Lieutenant. 

viet, p 
what is this? A 
“trenchments—lines of Kigures—nuniber 
of pieces of artilléry. “And here ‘a 'safe- 
conduct from the German officers! A 
scowl. of hate shadows the Colonel's 
face. The soldiers have their muskets, 
and stand at order arms, waiting. 
“Put him wit the Communists!” says 

the Colonel white with wrath. 
“You dage not!” shrieked the Marquis. 

“Hyen now the Germans are in the city. 
Curse you; let me gol” 
“Put him with the Communists!’ says 

the Colonel again. Be 
They ‘pick up the writhing form and 

hurry him across the square’and drop 
him among the scowling canaille whom’ 
he hates. They 
laugh, and ery: oo de : 
“Ah, we have with us good company 

—one of the men with spurs who ride 
ore the toilers. Good! he will die with 
ui wi x 

‘But now the ape-like Victorien springs 
forward, Is it to defend, to support, 
the white-haired, breathless old ‘man? 
No; he cries as he breaks from the 
il dl 
- “The ‘papers, papa—the papers. from 
the Prince! The papers for the estate 
at Brinvilliers!” .. 
“Readyl’— 
“Come back, fool! they are going to 

fire,” cries the ‘crowd. : 
“Ah but, papa, give me the papers 

you have in the pocket-book”— : 

Cad Bath Te do 08. Hay 3 ; or lie down. 8 } 
look this way do you see?” cries the 
crcwd— » i 
“Fire!” : : ; 
The smoke clears away, and amid 

the ‘tangled mass of Communists. lies 
an ‘old man with one hand’ yet in his 
breast, “where "he sought for the docu- 
ments the son demanded—and across his 
legs, as he: fell, was seen the dapper 
form: of the son in a posture of ‘pain. 
wit: his hands over his face. Lhe 
carts rattle up and take their loads. A 
sedate officer rides ‘into the 
square to .inquire into the executions, 
‘but. they hei J ‘over, The Colonel forms 

embrace him—they 

ith an eager liand the: Colonel : : a tossed 

et-books, glasses—and now © 
A map! A line of en- | 
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Two Issuss & Week, the First 
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Thus Giving the News to 

All Subscribers While 

“It "1s Fresh and 
Timely. 

* 

Go to Your Post Office Twice 

a Week Henceforth for 

"Your Favorite Fam- 
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. With the opening of the 
New Year a radical change 
will be made in the publi- 
cation of the WEEKLY SUN; 

a change that we feel sure 
will be heartily appreciated 
by all subscribers, 
Commencing January Ist 

1898, the WEEKLY SUN 

andthe 2nd part onWedn 
day, January 5th—and this 
new departure will be ¢on- 
tinued throughout the 

year. By this plan read: 
ers of the WEEKLY SUN 
will receive the advantage 

of the best news service 

time Provinces. 
- The WEEKLY SUN fear- 
lesély invites comparison 
with any of its contempor- 
aries. Itis a newspaper, 
first, last and all the time. 

It prides itself onitsaccur- 
acy and truthfulness. Its 
columns are clean, pure 

and free from sensational- 
ism, containing no matter 

that may not be presented 
biocd | t0 the Family Circle, 

| the number of its visits, |. 

ea|and to call twice a week si 

Brunswick, Nova Scotia 

and Prince Edward Island. 
oposes to double 

Instead of but once a week 

| By issuing the WEEKLY | 

| days and Wednesdays, its 
subseribers will be placed 
as near as possilile on a 
Se Se 

level with the city readers 

{news of the world as fresh 
| from the telegraphic wires 

ever attempted in the Mari- | 

| welcome visitor once a: 
<| week In thousands of | coun 
{homes throughout ' New 

bs furnished with the 

as the the mail arrange 

ments of the country will 
permit. or 

This great step in ad- 
vance in the news service 
of the WEEKLY SUN will 
not be accompanied by any 

advance in price. On the 

contrary the management 

have decided to make a 

startling reduction in the 

annual subseription, and to 

offer the WEEKLY SUN to 

Subscribers who pay. in ad- 
| vance at a discount of 25 
per cent 
“Henceforth the WEEKLY | 
SUN will be conducted on 

a strictly cash basis, and 

subseribers who are in ar- 
rears can take advantage 
of this unparalleled offer by 
squaring their bills and re- 

mitting 75cts. for the new | 

year. 

SIR CHARLES TUPPER. 

Manitoba and ‘the Northwest, as well 
as the agricultural pomtion of British 
Columbia. Now I am glad ‘to see thal 
the government is engaged In revis- 
ing the mining regulations applicable 
to the Yukon. I .bedeve the world 
would be searched in vain for any 
proposals so monstrous as those which: 
were previously promulgated, and no 
greater ‘injury could be inflicted om 
the country than an attempt to carry 
them out.” 
Sir Charles takes a hopeful view of 

the outcome of the campaign for good 
provincial government which is being 
urged in Manitoba. 
“I Lave no doubt whatever,” he 

said, “that the mpext general election 
will result in the Hon.. Hugh John 

A ST, HELENA EXILE. 
A Black Napoleon Held Captive by 

the British, 

His. Ancestor Enilated the Great Corsican— 
The Empire He Created keli Be- 

fore the Same Power. 

ai
t 

He Talks About the Prospects of ‘the y ric 

~ Canadian West—New Min- 
ing Regulations, 

He is Glad that They are Being Revised— 

People Dissatisfied With the Premier's 
"+ Broken Promises. 

- 
’ 

ATTA 
OMTMAWA, Jom.  14-—Sir 

crossed the ocean four times, Ty 
sided at a number of importa 
ings, has taken an active part 
moting extensive projects for 

has drawn upon bis resources of em- 
ergy and endurance in a manner which 
would have taxed the strength of 

end hearty as if he had heen : 
& holiday. Sir Charles go Sy 

Charles continued, "has been a most 
interesting one. All my investigations 
into the question have sgtisfied me 
that it is impossible to over-estimate 

Columbia, and that taken in conjunc- 
tion with the attention drawn to the 
Canadian Yukon, will result in a great. 
influx of population to Canada, much | 
of which will, mo doubt, remain mn | 
the country. The demand for pro- 
ducts of Manitoba and the Northwest 

opening of the Crows Nest Pass road, 

to blot out the Zulu power. 

son, Dinfzulu. Dinizuln was conquer- 
ed, ‘and now he has been sent to St 
Helena to end his days on the spot 
where the man whose example caused 

empire died. 

given to mining ddyshoperstl in Brit- | 20 
Bars 
0 

pour into the country, with 

the building up of the black kings


