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The Guest of Quesnay

Percy on his way back to the inn before she wished
him to go, it would be because he had killed me.

We were near the end of the lane when the neigh
of a horse sounded sonorously from the road be-

yond.

Mr. Percy came running up swiftly and darted
by us.

"Who's that.?" he called loudly. "Who's that in

the cart yonder.'' "

I set my lantern on the ground close to the
wall, and at the same moment a horse and cart

drew up on the road at the end of the lane, showing
against the starlight. It was P^re Baudry's best

horse, a stout gray, that would easily enough make
Trouville by daylight. A woman's figure and a man's
(the latter that of P^re Baudry himself) could be

made out dimly on the seat of the cart.

"Who is it, I say.?" shouted our excited friend.

" What kind of a game d'ye think y're puttin' up
on me here.? "

He set his hand on the side of the cart < \

sprang upon the hub of the wheel. A glance at v.

occupants satisfied him.

" Mrs. Harman !
" he yelled. " Mrs. Harman !

"
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