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The lady turned and saw a young officer whose In a few minutes, they were at a cabstand. 

2L&2S' n0f halp ** Wake ° 1aVOr~ Monsieur, «™0' relume us one more H| able impression. fnunr Hnua )ha kindness t0 occomDanv us 1 KM 

what must I do? They are destroyingTny^H ■-—/jgkjM 

l 
The officer instantly placed 
himself opposite them. They 
proceeded in silence for 
some time. Then the elder 
lady spoke to her companion 

Finally they reached Versailles. 
Thonk you for your generous 
assistance. We shall not forget it. 
Will you tell us your name? 
rvl j I am Count Jff 
[Jfin HBI de Chorny. 

m 
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I fear our poor companion 
ml j 
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Two days after the cardinal's visit, Jeanne de ta 
Motte, who was interested in the mysterious 
science of mesmerism, which was fashionable 
in Paris at that time, arrived at Dr. Mesmerb 

5/?e was admitted into a targe n 
the patients were seated roun 
them was o young woman who 
first effects of the treatment. 

Perhaps he can reveal to i 
Identity of the two ladies 
“Vc visited me. -ijg - 

As she constantly threw back 
her head, all around could 
see her face perfectly. Many 

astonishment. Jeanne deta 
Motte gazed at her earnestly. 
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| The Queen moved to the door. Jeanne turned from the 

spectacle and, going near 
fhe door, found herself face 
to face with two todies. She 
saw instont'y that the elder 
of the two was the real Oueen, 
and that, the woman on the 
chair was only someone who 
remarkably resembled her. 

I am agitated by the danger 
your majesty is incurring here 
Pray come away. There is not 

[Your majesty 
I is running a 

I will have the honor to tell your 
majesty whenever you will grant 

consider. 
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When Jeanne de la Molte 
reached her lodging after 
leaving Dr Mesmer's house, 
tire found a man waiting at 
her door frith a note fratn 
Cardinal de Rohan. 

She re-entered, the carriage. 
Ten minutes sufficed to bring 
her to the entrance Of a 
pretty house completely 
hidden by trees. She was 
led to the dining room, 
where she tourp the cardinal 
waiting for her. H&,Wi4he$ me togo where 

t messenger will conducti 

if is o greot step forward toward your 
ne. There only remains one thing—to 
penetrate Versoilles. 
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Count de Cagliostro 
bought a thousand accomplice? Who 

commissioned 
this infamy? J 

neighborhood about this fellow, 
mode of escape, I thought, by 

A servant ran to fetch help, but they had time 
to tight a 'fire and were throwing the tost of 
the articles in when the guard appeared. 

rejoice that you were here. Now let us bur: 
all the papers that he has in his shop. 
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[Infamous! I ph/et. Meanwhile, in Versailles, 
the King sat in his study, 
where he was joined by his 
brother. Count de Provence. accusers must draw 

truth is Madame de 
Fortunately, she is n( Have you seen this! 

pamphlet, sire? J 

Jeanne understood immediate 
had need of her and knew . Madame, have the goodness to tell the King 

exactly what passed the other day at Monsie 
Mesmer's. We want nothing but the simple 
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Stifling his emotion, he steppe 
down into the pork and hid 
behind a dump of trees. He 

approached muffled up in 

I might fi 
before her 





everything, it } 

He eat down and wrole a tetter full of ardent 
phrases of bye, which he gave to Jeanne. On 
her way home, Jeanne gave way to her 
reflections. 

vitness against her was Oti 
sought out immediately. 

in great danger. Our little trick has 
tund out. Unfortunately, impersonating 
een is treason. I advise you to fly 

either the cardinal or the Queen, when 
they find out about the necklace, ever 
turn against me while I hold in my 
hands such proof of a scandalous 
secret? No, they will let me go off 
quietly with my fortune in diamonds. 
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That evening, Chorny, obedient 
to the Queen's commands, 
waited for her in the park. 

He fell her breath on h 
tips. She gave him her 



&
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rightful story being spread1 
abroad by your majesty's 

Charny fell other feet and 
kissed her hands. At that 
moment, the door opened 
and the King entered. 

Charny was about to speak, 
but the Queen forestalled 

Ah, Monsieur, de Charny! 
To kneel before the wife of 
another is a theft. When the 
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I Charny breathed again, and the King's , Monsieur 
\became calmer The Queen hesitated, trying 
| to think of something probable to-say. 

Charny buried his face in 
his hands. The Queen couid 
hardly support herse/fr 

remained oione 
despairing. Charny wishes to marry 

is in a convent. It is 
Andree de Taverney. 
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Who Knows? 
A short story by Guy de Maupassant 

SYNOPSIS: The narrator returned home one 
night to see all his fine antique furniture 
gallop off by itself, piece by piece, down the 
drive of his house. He told no one what he had 
seen. After traveling for several months to 
restore his health, he went to Rouen, an 
old town in northern France. There, while 
looking at second-hand furniture stores, he 
was horrified to find all his furniture in 
one crowded shop. 

PART ' 

In the center of a large room stood a 
man, very short and very fat, and ugly be¬ 
sides. He had a sparse, dirty, yellow beard, 
and not a single hair on his head. The dome 
of his bald head looked like a small moon 
In this huge room piled high with old 
furniture. 

After some bargaining, I bought three 
chairs that were really mine. They were to 
be delivered next morning. Then I left the 
shop. I went straight to the Police Station, 
where I told the story of the theft of my 
furniture and the discovery I had just made. 

“I'll have the man arrested and ques¬ 
tioned at once," the inspector said. "Come 
back in two hours.” 

“Excellent, Inspector! I’m more than 
grateful to you." I told him. 

Two hours later I was back at the Police 
Station. “Well sir,” the officer said when 
he saw me, “we haven't got your friend.” 

“Do you mean...?” A feeling of faintness 
came over me. “But...you have found the 
house?” I asked. 

“Oh, yes! And it will. be guarded, of 
course, until he returns. But he has dis¬ 
appeared.” 

“Disappeared?” 
“Yes. His neighbor next door, an odd, 

old hag, hasn’t seen him this evening and 
can't give any information about him. We 
shall have to wait until tomorrow.” • 

I slept badly, with nightmares every time 
I dozed off. Because I didn’t want to seem 
especially eager, I waited next morning until 
ten o'clock before going to the Police Sta¬ 
tion. The dealer had not come back. His 
shop was still closed. 

The inspector said to me; “I've taken all 
the necessary steps. We’ll go to the shop 
together and have it opened.” 

We drove to the place. When I went in, 
I saw neither my cabinet nor my armchairs, 
nor my tables —not a single one of all the 
things from my house, although the evening 
before I could not budge without running 
into something of mine. 

The chief inspector looked at me sus¬ 
piciously at first.1 

“Well, I must say, Inspector, the disap¬ 
pearance of my furniture fits in oddly with 
that of the dealer,” I said. 

He smiled. "You're right! You shouldn't 
have paid for your stuff yesterday. That 
gave him the clue. Don't be alarmed, sir, I 
Shalt leave no stone unturned. The thief 
won’t escape us for long, now that we’ve 
got his hide-out.” 

My heart was beating so violently that 
I thought it would burst. 

CONTINUED IN THE NEXT ISSUE 
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WM& Ceraties 

A short story by Stephen Crane 

SYNOPSIS: Jack Potter, the marshall of the 
Texas town of Yellow Sky, was returning 
home with his new bride from San Antonio. 
He hoped to avoid meeting his friends be¬ 
cause he was embarrassed to introduce 
them to his wife. Meanwhile, his old enemy, 
Scratchy Wilson, was out drunk again, look¬ 
ing for a fight 

PART IV 
Potter and his bride walked sheepishly 

and with speed. 
“Next corner, dear," he said finally. 
They put forth the efforts of a pair walk¬ 

ing bowed against a strong wind. Potter was 
about to raise a finger to point the first 
appearance of the new home when, as they 
circled the corner, they came face to face 
with a man in a maroon-colored shirt, who 
was feverishly pushing cartridges into a 
large revolver. Upon the instant, the man 
dropped his revolver to the ground and, 
like lightning, whipped another from its 
holster. The second weapon was aimed , at 
the bridegroom's chest. 

There was a silence. The two men faced 
each other at a distance of three paces. He 
of the revolver smiled with a new and 
quiet ferocity. 

“Tried to sneak up on me,” he said. 
"Tried to sneak up on me!” As Potter made 
a slight movement, the man thrust his re¬ 
volver venomously forward. "No; don’t you 
do it, Jack Potter. Don't you move an eye¬ 
lash. The time has come for me to settle 
with you, and I'm going to do it my own 

Potter looked at his enemy. "I ain’t got 
a gun on me, Scratchy,” he said. “Honest, 
I ain’t. You know I fight when it comes to 
fighting, Scratchy Wilson; but I ain’t got a 
gun on me. You'll have to do all the shootin’ 
yourself." 

His enemy's face went 

forward and lashed his weapon to and fro 
before Potter’s chest. “Don't you tell me 
you ain’t got no gun on you, you whelp. 
There ain't a man in Texas ever seen you 
without no gun. Don’t take me for no kid.” 

“I ain't takin’ you for no kid,” answered 
Potter. His heels had not moved an inch 
backward. “I’m takin' you for a fool. I tell 
you I ain’t got a gun and I ain’t. If you’re 
goin’ to shoot me up, you better begin now; 
you'll never get a chance like this again.” 

So much enforced reasoning had told on 
Wilson’s rage; he was calmer. “If you ain’t 
got a gun, why ain't you got a gun?" he 
sneered. “Been to Sunday school?” 

“I ain't got a gun because I’ve just come 
from San Anton’ with my wife. I’m married,” 
said Potter. “And if I'd thought there was 
going to be any galoots like you prowling 
around when I brought my wife home, I'd 
had a gun, and don't you forget it.” 

"Married!” said Scratchy, not at all com¬ 
prehending. 

“Yes, married. I’m married,” said Potter, 
distinctly. 

"Married?" said Scratchy. Seemingly for 

at the other man’s side. “No!" he said. He 
moved a pace backward, and his arm, with 
his revolver, dropped to his side. “Is this 
the lady?” he asked. 

“Yes; this is the lady,” answered Potter. 
There was another period of silence. 
“Well,” said Wilson at last, slowly, “I 

.s’pose it’s all off now." 
“It’s all off if you say so, Scratchy. You 

know I didn't make the trouble.” Potter 
lifted his valise. 

“Well, I ’low it’s off. Jack,” said Wilson. 
He was looking at the ground. “Married!" 
He picked up his starboard revolver, and 
placing both weapons in .their holsters, he 
went away. His feet made funnel-shaped 
tracks in the heavy sand. 

THE END 
livid. He stepped 



Men of Action 
CAUPOLICAN 

In 1540, after Francisco Pizarro had conquered the 
Incas in Peru, Pedro de Valdivia led a Spanish and 
Indlad invasion force into southern Chile. To get 
there, they had to cross the Atacama Desert in the 
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Valdivia, determined to de(eoi 
Aroucanians, marched against I 
villages. gr- 

settlements 

settlemer. 

One day, an Indian offered to betray 
Caupoiican to the Spaniards. 
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