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there with her eyes apparently closed. 
Sir Andrew was immediately behind her 
and on her right was the table 
the five-armed candelabra upon it. 
fore her mental vision there was abso­
lutely nothing but Armand’s face, 
rnand, whose life was in the most immi­
nent danger, and who seemed to /be look­
ing at her from a background upon which 
were dimly painted tl>e seething crowd 
of Paris, the bare wt^lls of the Tribunal 
of Public Safety, /With Foucquier-Tin- 
ville, the Public Prosecutor, demanding 
Armand’s life in t'he name of the people 
of France, and the lurid guillotine with 
its stained knife waging for another ■< ic- 
tim . . . Armand 1 . . .
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For one moment there was dead sile ic® 
in the little boudoir, 
brilliant ball-room, the sweet notes of 
the gavotte, the frou-frou of rich dresses, 
the talk and laughter of a large and 
merry crowd, came as a strange, weird 
accompaniment to the drama which was 
being enacted here.

Sir Andrew had not uttered another 
Then it was that that extra
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sense became potent in Marguerite Blake-
N:\\

I She could not see, for her eyesa ney.
were closed ; she could not hear,, for the 
noise from the ball-room drowned the
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soft rustle of that momentous scrap of 
paper ; nevertheless she knew—as if slie 
had both seen and heard—that Sir 
Andrew was even now holding the paper 
to the flame of one of the candles.

At the exact moment that it began to 
catch fire, she opened her eyes, raised 
her" hand, and, with two dainty fingers, 
had taken the burning scrap of "paper 
from t'he young man’s hand. Then she 
blew out the flame, and held the paper 
to her nostril with perfect unconcern.

“How thoughtful of you, Sir Andrew," 
she said gaily, "surely ’twas your grand­
mother who taught you that the smell 
of burnt paper was a sovereign remedy 
against giddiness."

She sighed with satisfaction, holding 
the paper tightly between her jewelled 
fingers ; that talisman which perhaps 
would save her brother Armand’s life
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1 E i111 JS McLeod s FLOUR is the highest grade blended 

flour you can buy—Milled from the finest of Ontario winter 
wheat and Manitoba spring wheat—for bread and pastry, 
baking it is unexcelled.

for pastry

ss
1 H§§§1 a-v..-nI1 ni 11 Sir Andrew was staring at her, too 

dazed for the moment to realize what 
had actually happened ;
taken so completely by surprise, that he 
seemed quite unable to grasp t'he fact
that the slip of paper, which she held
in her dainty hand, was one perhaps on
which the life of his comrade might de­
pend.

Marguerite burst into a long, merry 
peal of laughter.

“Why do you stare at me like that ?” 
she said playfully, 
much better ; your remedy has proved 
most effectual, 
rightfully cool.” she added, with the same 
perfect composure, “and the sound of the 
gavotte from the ball-room is fascinat­
ing and soothing.”

She was prattling on in the most un­
concerned and pleasant way, whilst Sir 
Andrew, in an agony of mind, was rack­
ing his brains as to the quickest method 
he could employ, to get that bit of 
paper out of that beautiful woman’s 
hand.
tuous thoughts rushed through his mind: 
he suddenly remembered her nationality, 
and worst of all, recollected that horri­
ble tale anent the Marquis de St. Cyr, 
which in TOngland no one had credited, 
for the sake of Sir Percy, as well as 
for her own.

“What ?

i1 <1 McLeod’s FLOUR requires less shortening 
and less water in bread baking—the result being 
in ldwer cost in the making of pastry, and less 
evaporation in the bread.
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1 n1 ^ McLeod’s FLOUR is the product of a 
perfected milling science and miller-man skill— 
the acme of uniformity in high quality—the flour 
that never disappoints because McLEOD’S 
FLOUR IS ALWAYS RIGHT.
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who was there only :
Just, who bad passed her childhood, her 
early youth, in the protecting arms of 
her brother Armand.

Marguerite St

I LONDON FENCE Instinctively, vague and tumul-

She had forgotten 
everything else—her rank, her dignity, 
her secret enthusiasms—everything 
that Armand stood in peril of his life, 
and tlhat there,

Sold direct to the farmer. Freight paid to any steam railroad 
station in old Ontario, south of North Bay.

The Old Reliable High-grade Steel Wire, the quality that 
London Coiled Wire famo 

Guaranteed to be first-class in

save

not twenty feet away 
small boudoir whichfrom her, in the 

■was quite deserted, in the very hands of 
Sir Andrew Ffoulkes, might be the talis­
man which would save her brother’s life.

made
us.• : - Still dreaming and staring?” 

she said, with a merry laugh, “you are 
most ungallant, Sir Andrew ;
I come to think of it, you seemed more 
startled than pleased when

Ievery respect.
and now

1 OKs. 30
Barely another thirty seconds had

elapsed between the moment when 
Hastings slipped the mysterious “some­
thing” into Sir Andrew’s hand, and the 
one when she, in her turn, reached the 
deserted boudoir.

cents 
penrod

Lord
you saw me 

I do believe, after all, thatjust now. 
it was not concern for my health, nor 
yet a remedy taught you by your grand­
mother that

Sir Andrew was stand­
ing with his back to her and close to 
table upon which stood a massive silver 
candelabra.

caused you to burn this 
. I vow it must

All No. 9 High-grade Steel Wire.
First-class fencing never before at 

these prices.
For a short time only and cash 

with order.

Write for complete price list of 
Fence, Gates, and Fence Ma­
terial. Dept. M.

The London Fence Machine Co.
London, Ont.

ORDER AT ONCE AND AVOID THE RUSH.

tiny scrap of paper. . 
have been-’••*!HI vour lady love’s last cruel 
epistle you were trying to destroy. Now 
confess !” she added, 
up the scrap of paper, “does this contain 
her final cringe, or a last appeal to kiss 
and make friends \V’

“ Whichever it *is, 
said Sir Andrew, who was gradually re-

“this little

A slip of paper was in his
hand, and he was in the 
perusing its contents.

very act of
playfully, holding

Unperceived, her soft clinging robe
making not the slightest sound upon the 
heavy carpet, not daring to breathe 
til she had

LIMITED

m Lady Blakenev,”accomplished her purpose,
Marguerite slipped close behind him.

tiny note he had been rending, was only, 
apparently, just in time to support her. 

1 ,ndy
asked with much concern.

“ No, no, nothing—” 
quickly. * A chair—: i u k ■ 

he sank into a chair 
and thro wine : • 

closed her ex es.
“’1 hero ! ” she murin': i !

Covering his self-possession, 
note is undoubtedly mine, and 

Not Caring, whether his action 
that would he styled ill-bred Towards a 
lady, the young man had made a bold

‘the giddiness is 
not heed

At that moment he looked round passing off. . 
me. Sir Andrew ; I 

I already feel better.”
At momenta like

saw her ; she uttered a groan, passed In - 
hand across her forehead, and murmured 
faintly

Do
assure you"You a re ill, Lk.k.-rey ?” 

“’Lot me. 
ii. i ’-erupted

he was one

there is
psychologists actually 

n-that there is in us a sense which has 
absolutely nothing to do » ith the other 
l,v,‘ : '< is not that we

nodoubt— and“T'he heat in the room was terrible.
I felt so faint. . Ah ! .”

She tottered almost as if she would 
fall, and Sir Andrew, quickly recovering 
himself, and crumpling in his hand the

assert for the note; but Marguerite’s 
thoughts flew quicker than his 
actions, under

mè-û
t o own; hert ahl.\ precsr.re of this intense ex- 

swifter and
see, it is not ci foment, 
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that we hear 
all three at

or touch, yet 
: once.

more sure, 
she took a 

and knocked over

we seem to 
M argu erite was tall and strong ; 

quick step backwards
d
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