
The Money Master

bo h of his were in the bosom of heaven, having
followed his five brothers, all of whom had died in
infancy, to his good fortune, for otherwise his estatewould now be only one-sixth of what it was. Buthe could imagine a parting with some sweet daughter
of France, and he added another verse to the thrill-ing of the heart of Casimir Delavigne:

"Beloved Isaure,

Her hand makes sign

—

No more, no more.
To rest in mine.

vierge Marie,
Pour mot priez Dieul

Adieu, dear land,
Isaure, adieu!"

As he mu5 mured with limpid eye the last words,he saw m the forecastle not far from him a girl look-
ing at him. There was unmistakable sadness in her
glance of interest. In truth she was thinking of
just such a man as Jean Jacques, whom she could
never see any more, for he had paid with his life
the penalty of the conspiracy in which her father
standing now behind her on the leaky Antoine, hadbeen a tool, and an evil tool. Here in Jean Jacqueswas the same ruddy brown face, black restless eyeand young, silken brown beard. Also there was an
air of certainty and universal comprehension, and
though assertion and vanity were apparent, therewas no self-consciousness. The girl's dead and gone
conspirator had not the same honesty of face thesame curve of the ideal in the broad forehead' thesame poetry of rich wavy brown hair, the same good-


