soap.
a‘:’-’snd:&‘- ;
re &5 5o soap as good.

Dasmy’s Letter. . -
aav)’s father, who, is & farmer
k-grower, took several ear-losds: of
, reared on his own farm, to- Chicago
re he sold them to the gneat pork-pack-
irm of Armour & Compagy. While
hicsgo Danny’s father received the fol-
ng letter from the litils : .
Jere papa : Did you see Mr. Armor
the big-fat hog with the black tale sad

The way he Suid it.

he Cleveland Plain Deaier tells a story
how that there is sometimes a great
in the way of puttivg anything: ‘E
rstand that you eaid my eldest
shter was as homely as & mud fence,
essor.” You are quite mistaken,
sm. What [ seid was that your es-
ed child reminded me of s mixture of
 firma* and squa pura combined ina
tical boundary line.’ ' ‘Ob, is that all ?
 with us on Sundsy professor.’

: The Ghvls wWomes hoig.-byix.
t & recent festival in Germany 8 Bér-
potball: club was besten by a; woman’s
ball club of Hamburg. <The game was
er interesting on account of the fear- 4
charges of the girls, who.charged the :
) without flnching. The latter broke 4
n under the vehement charge..and the -
burg girls carried off-the palm. - s

S ———————V U

The rower of Kl)quemad, =~~~ | ;
Dakota lsywer was _mitly drrested
tealing wood, but such was the power X
s eloquence that be ml‘doﬁtbp‘jﬂy' be- y
 that he was only walking in his slee
thonght that he was p i dm&z
lgdnn ot his first wife —New York
5 Oue erdd 70 i
[stters are getting 5o confured that you
tell what ng:un'u politin;_l Iiiu'.ip’hy

nicns. e us ;
es, you can. Selett some political 5
ing at random and see whatber be says. el
' & brilliaat success,or & dismal tal-

L

D
xperience may be a g¥od tescher, but
is & very slow one: :when we have
)t her lessons we are

ES and

daily diet. |

ned with | salt,
Lleai}lk. ‘llll::‘: e 50
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tested, aghast at my own pr s

~—gurely you were more t
me when I was bere laet sutumn. You
did not send me away so abruptly.’

down ; the sweet mouth grew grave; neg-
ing the catfor a moment, she said:

“Iodeed, I am not now ungracious to
you, Movsieur. Toe visitor 1 am «xpect-
g is Fatber LaGarne, the Blick Abbe
himselt. 'Aud be comes to see, not me, [
assure you, but an Eoglish officer wkom he
expects to capture heré this morning. He
does not guese tha. I am warned and look
for his coming.’

*Then,’ I cried joyously, ‘there is a little
timse for me - betorg be comes. I promise
you 1 will make my adieus in——’

:Il at this l(hu ”‘i' l;dd:nly excited.
Sbhe eprarg up (greatly cffending the cat),
laid t%u!' g- . g ‘énb bands upon my
scarlet coatsleeve, and lifted at last to my
face her wonderful eyes. Such eyes,—for
a yesr now I bad been carryiog their d.ep
light in my heart of hearts. y were ot
the darkest brown,’—not hezel, and not
velvety, but with lurking lights of amber-
green and  etherially crystallne, like the
water of a deep woodlsnd pool.. Now they
seemed to blacken with urmistakible fear
" *Oh.’ she implored, ‘go ! Go st once, if
you bave any care for me. Go, for my
sake " And she pusbed me toward the
dobr. ‘Go through the house. I have
Jet you stay too long. 1 feel them coming.
Go out throngh the sheds, and down
through the spruce woods,— quick, quick !’

But as I yielded to her terror,—a terror
which thrilled me witn joy, being a terror
for me—she checked herselt, her face
whitened to the lips, ber hands dropped to
her sides.

It is too late !’ she said faintly, her
glance going past my thoulder and out
acroes the fields. ‘There they go, five of
them, into the spruce woods.’

I followed her glance with, I contess,
some uneasmness, and a vast remorse for
baving brought this troutle upon her by
my obetinacy., She turned and looked
through the screen: of bop vines which
shaded the spacious porch.

“And here comes the Bleck Abbe,’ she
whispered, her hand going up to ber breast
l" she leaned hopelessly against tte pil-
ar.

I laid my hand on my sword, much per-
plexed at the snarl I bad got myselt into.
But in & moment Claire recovered her
wits.

‘Right here ! Right behind the dcor !’
she exclaiimed. ‘And I will tie it back
with this old string as if it had been tied
back for ages. Ivsthe only place they
won’s lock!”

The outer door of the hall opened back
against the wing of the house, leaving a
space scant enough into which Islipped. A
moment more and her nimble fingers bad the
door tied carelessly to the wall, leaving an
inch-wide crack tbrough which I could

peer torth upon the sbaded porch and the | ™!

sunlit world of Acadia beyond. I saw
Claire reseat berself with the composure
of coolest indolence in her Indisn. wicker-
chair and - congiliate the black-and-white
cat back to hep lap o
I saw tbe biack Abbe a tall, sinister form
jin Ins shaliby sautane, -triding up the yel-
T,E/ brown road between the but-
p-golden meadows. He came slowly,
with & secure delibcration which seemed
to ssy, ‘He isin the trap. He cannot
wniggle out at any corner. There is no
nced to harry.’ -
‘This look of confidence on the grim
ieat’s face was the thing that first brought
cme to me the gravity ot my peril. Kor
the first time 1 fo!t that here, on this fair
morning of'the’ Acadian summer, un-
der the foof and before the ""03. ot
sman I Jdved, 1 was in tru.h only too
. ‘to lose my hie ingloriously to s priest
:p&‘dnn‘e:. :
* Shame, more than fear, I think, bu

]
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indeed. Yot.—lecn‘dmm’n-{

pri Farther, I fe
Claire. I felt that she had taken
threads' of fate into her own white
and that it was no busivess of
ine to snsil the pat:ern she nad set herselt

weave.
All this I thought rapidly. At the same
time the shising, tender-colored world
which I saw s0 wividly through the e-ack
between door and wall cut itselt deep into
my memory, as things scem in a crisis are
wont to do.

e
i
:

i

It was- ridiculous to think that this

. | throat of mine was in Ceadly j-optrdyj

that my lite pow hung upon the wit an
resources of & girl

*She can do it, if ever there was a woman
who could,’ ssid I1to myself as I watched
the beaautiful, firia, composed face, lighting
pow wi:h-a smile of courteous welcome as
LyGarne's beavy step creaked au'ocratically
of the . 'Good morning, Faiher
Le Garne I the stid civilly, rising to greet
bim.- “My father bas gome over to Piz-

A quid, but T look for his return within the

bour. P’.ease be seated.’ . .

*I bave not come to see your good father,
my child,’ replied a peculiar rasping voice,
not i , but with a too scamt cere-
monry, w| made me itch to teach him
manners. The next moment the owner of
the harsh voice csme closély into my line
of view as he stepped owr beside the
chair wheiein Claive bad been sitting. He

out between the hop vines.

With interest and repulsion I noted the
strong, fanatie, bitter lines of his face,
the long snd deep jaw, the picrcing light
eyes, pinched narrowly into the root of the
nose, the bigh-peaked, narrow sku 1, whose
tonsure seemed to me (be had removed his
hat) the mark of its struggle to climb clear
of the prickly irritation of its stiff hair.

*There would be time for him to secure
Biding-place,’ said he thoughtiully. *Tell
me, my dsughter, hus be retired to the cel-
lar. or to the attic?’ .The deepening in-
solence of his tone maddened me.-

‘What do ycu wmean, Father LaGarne P
asked Claire very coldly, seating berself
on a benh that s:ood where it would best
obstract any chance disturbance of my
hiding place. :

The Black Abbe {urned and gave her a
long, penetrating look. full of irony.

*I chance to know, my child,’ said he
with dangerous smoothness, his voice soft
ening to a marvel, ‘that Captain Marsh is
in tbis house. I want him.’

*You have been misinformed,’ answered
Claire, curtly positive.

“My own eyes informed me of his com-
ing, my daughter,’ continued tie priest in
tonts now soit as silk. ‘And I have taken
sofficient p ion that be should 1ot go
away.”

sAs ] have already said, you are mis-

wi b shame.

I had much sdo to bold my-
self in check at this sign of distress.
L

In went the ing feet, and for an in-
stant longer I beard on the wide hall
floor. Bat the priest fsiled to do as she
expected be remained beside her on the

*I will wait here and explain to your fa-
ther whe n he comes.’

i you set those animals to descrate our
bouse.’ cried Claire, her teeth shutting
viciously between every other word, ‘you
would at least, if you had ever been a gen-
:ll; n;,u. go with and see what they

Isaw her unervouely j-rking her bhand-
kerchief to and fro between her slim fia-
gers. Sbe was b:ffl :d and trembling.

‘Don’t be alarmed for your gew gaws!
sneered LaGarne, still too aogry to amuse
himeelf by aflecting good bumor. ‘It is
only your lover they are after.’

At this gratuitous insolence she did not
seem even angry, at which I was profound
ly astonished-

- 1 had been on the point of stepping forth
to whip the cur with my scabbard, but per-
ceiving that she was no mere moved
to smile coolly upon bim, tapping ber liitle
white moccasins on the hop-vine trellis, I
hought better of it. If she did not ‘feel
t insulted it were mere presumption
on my part to interfere. Was L to teach
ber she had received an_ insult P I qugch-
berei cre

twixt this faher and daughbter, thought to
set the one against the other by his suggest-
ion) ‘My followers saw him enter the
houss. It has been closely surrounded ever
since. There is no escaps. He
is within, s surely as it I
now saw him there with these eyes,—
which have seen the undoing of many an-
other Eoglishdog. Tue outbuildings have
been searched, the bouse bas be<n search-
ed, attic to cellar. In vain. Oone room
has not been searched,—your daughter’s
chamber. The dooris locked. She re-
fuses me the key. I call upon you, Denys
de la Marie, in the name ot France and of
the church, bid the girl give up the key,—
deliver up the shaking wretch she hides!

‘I have given him my word of honmor,
{-ther,’ interrapted Claire, ‘that there is
no man in the house. I give it now to
you Will you shame me before this low
fellow, who disgraces his gown and tom-
sure P’

‘Sarely your word is enough for me,
Claire,’ answered Do la Mare. ‘If you say
it, there is no m:n there. That'sall. But
as for you Father LiGarne, you have pre-

ed my wrath in d

lmked a sweet delight.

. It was not till long afterward,—so dull
was I.—I understood the matter. She
bad feared that § might break out, avenge
the rudeness, and ruin all. Therefore she
bad put the curb on ber gall.d pride and
seemed to take no offeuse.

‘You reassure me most marvelouly,
Monsieur !’ she murmured, aud turned
upon him a glance of mirth so genuine
and 20 inexpli:cable that he glared at her
'i‘h ¥, A A, fn h h h].

m
shapeless narrow brows, He did not like
to be puzzled. .- This giil; ‘with her unac-
1 ﬁ?nnuble variations ‘of temper, puzzled

m.
I saw him redden a brickly color in the
wrinkles of his rough-hewn jsw. Bat he
spoke not & word. He simply eyed her,
sceking to disconcert her—and she.—she
grew but the more gayly at ease under the
glance which, as I had heard, was wont to
mske all Acadis tremble.

Presently be shifted this noprofitable ex-
ercise of his eyes and grew intent upon the
doorway whence he expected his savages
to drag me with no more delay. I saw
Claire give & quick glance out through the
hop leaves and turn ver face at once ba.k
toward her antagonist. Whatshe bad eeen
pll:inly gave her satisfaction. I looked
alsn, .

Up from the red St. Croix, striding hast-
ily through the buitercup meadows, came
the tall torm of Denys de la Mare. He came
with an anxious air upon his tace, as if one
wbo sees someihiog amiss. Perhaps he had

ked the savages lurkiug about.

taken, Father LaGarne,’ repeated Made-
moiselle, 1ising, and with a plain imitation
in her attitude that her visitor might con-
sider himself dismissed.

The visitor igrored both her attitude
and her denial. He turned upon ber, tow-
ering in dsrk suthority. ‘Tell me
where he is hiding,’ he commanded, no
longer smooth of speech or accen'.

But upon Mademoisello de la Mare bis
air of command was wasted.

“You forget, Monsecur,’ she retorted
scornfally, ‘that you are not talkiog to
one ot your flock or to s girl of the vil-

e.

The priest’s eyes contracted angrily.
Hitherto be bad seemed to take a dra-
matic interest in the matter, varying bis
tones, and acting and speaking for the
effect, and pleasiog himseit with the game.
Ncw he was himself.

¢] have no time to waste in parley with a
chit of & girl,’ ha snspped. ‘My men
will find him.’ And, ata guttural word
which I knew not, there came to my ear
the light padding of moccasined fect upon
the porch. Claire sprang mto the door-

8y
"Horbid you or your followers to enter
my father's house in his ab.ence !’ she ex-
claimed with firmness, but with & certain
tremor in her voice asit she had a fear
which she could not quoite control.

+Stand aside, girl,’ he ordered curtly.

“You shall answer to ay father for this,
Monsieur,’ she cried. [ noted and began
to understand the cunning assumption of
terror behind the brave words. ‘Excellent,
Oh, wise and ready wit " I muprmured to
myself. S
*Oa, you can_safely leave Monsieur de
la Mare to me !’ retorted the Abbe with an
unpleasant laugh. :
*I bave told you, Mousieur, that there is
no one there. There is no one there I’ she
repeated, and ber voice was now pleading
almost to tears.. i L
“Girls bave lied bifore this to shield
their lovera!’ was the brutal - answer.
‘Come, stand uid;..)hnt you be l:;:}i' It,o.a’
' ‘How dare you gaeped, P

in into the chair M?" d see her.

m was averted from my ]
but I conld see one little ear and the sweet

Just now came the running of furtive feet
from within, snd LaGarce broke out with
lngrl in‘errogatories in Micwac, from
which 1 gathered, not without reason, that
the savapes had failed to find me. There
were low replies, strange mixture of the
h;nh and mucical, as tllnt lnggu;go is, :lnd
the priest turned sharply to Mademoiselle.

2 ‘P y

*There is one chamber locked,’ said he.
‘Give me the k.y’

‘Pardon me, Father LaGarne,’ she an-
swered very sweetly, but with a sort of
exultation in her voice, ‘but you surely
cannot ask a young girl to throw open her
private chamber to tbis rabble. This is
my own room. I took occasion to lock it
some hours ago lor reasons quite per-
sonal.’

Having, ss he imagioed, his quarry now
mirked down where there could be no
wistake, LaGarne recovered his composure
aod lost sonte haste.

‘I doubt not, my dsughter that your rea-
son s quite onal,’—he spoke in an
indulgent tone,—‘and looks well in a red
coat. But, indeed, it was not some hours
ago that you locked bim in, - since it was
not one hour back that he passed up this
way from the village. It was little cour:-

and subjsct & maiden's refuge to such dis-
olosure. But the King's service respects
not ladies’ chambers. Giveme the key,
child, or I must torce the door. T

gamo is up I’ = .
. The words were scarce ont of his mouth
when, with a little cry, Claire sprang for-
ward and clutched her father’s arms.

‘Father I' she panted, ‘this base priest
insults me. He says I'have & msn locked
up in my room. And she sobbed a little.
The strain had been I
now she shifted it to t.m tathey's shoulders.

# There was silence {or ».second, and very
greatly I desired to see the face of Denys
dela llm, which was not within the scant
of my view. ' His ‘voice when he
spoke wis stern encugh. - :
‘I beg you to expisin yourself, Father
LaGarne ! was all bo said. Bat I gatbered
that, bowever intimate bad been'th_ gs two,

they were like to be divided now.

ecus of him to seek such a place for hiding |

d grossly in sending your red scum
throvgh my house witzout my authority.
It served nothing but your own vainglor-
ious and tyrannous pride. The King’s ser-
vice could safely bave awaited my return
from the willage, if, as you ssy, you had
your prey fairly trapped.’

‘Pish!" said the priest. *‘What I want
of you now, Denys de la Mare, is that door
opened. We can argue the point of cere-
mony afterward.’

There was a weighty pause. I felt for
ths high spirited Frenchman, forced to
bold himselt in check lest he bring peril on
bis child. In a second or two he answer-
ed, bat not to the priest.

‘Dear heart,” said he tenderly, ‘this
fellow must have his wasy. Thou caunst
not rest under his insinua‘icn. Hwe lie
must be tbrust back into his throat. Go
thou with him alone, open the door, open
every box and cupboard, shake out for him
your cloaks and kir.l»s. After all, he1s a
priest,—of a kind. But if one of his red-
skins goes with you I'li run that one
through with my sword.’

LaGarne laughed, but seemed satisfied.
To é“ his way was enough for him.

*Go on, mistress. I tollow you!' said
he. And I saw that at least he lacked not
coursge.

For some minutes there was silence sive
for De la Mare's impatient drummiog on the
porch post an s taint s:ufling of mocca-
sins in the ball, where, us I interred, the
savages awaited a sigual from their leader.
Then the red skins came out, descended the
steps, and gathered in a solid planted group
over and against a bed of blossoming phlox
where I could well see them aund learn to
pray for deliverance from so murderous a

crew.

Close after them, and heeding them just
8o much se it they bad been a puff of dust
blown before her, came Clsire, seating her-
self once more in her wicker chair by the
vines.

L]

The picture gave me & strange sense of
security, there—while my life clung on the
thinnest edge of hazired, th: veil between
this world and the next reduced to the
thickaess of a painted door.

L.Garne came lingeringly, and I cursed
him with unrcasonable voxation because
he cams not whers I could see his disap-
pointed face.

«It is unbelievable !’ he muttered. ‘The
room is empty. Were it in France, now,
1'd swear there was & ceecret cupboard
wherein she'd bestowed him. But what
need of such contrivances in Acadia P It
(looks as if be hid escaped us, and
by your face you're glad of it, Denys de la
nim ! He flashed out in sudden fary, *1’ll
search yet once more !’ :

I heard De la Mare spriog into his door-
way.

‘By God,’ be cried, ‘you cross not this
thruinld agein. You've had your way.
Your insolence has gone uapunished. Now
go you.’

‘I go when I please.—and come when I
plesse,’ retorted the &:ﬂiut. snd in the col-
ossal egotism of his tones there was yet a
muthm# which said he was not going to
force a final quarrel, at least on the mo-
ment. ‘I wili not search again,—not be-
cause you forbid me, but because [ see it is
idle. But I tell you, Denys de la Mare,

did I stall think the chit here had the dog

concealed within, 1'd bura your house
about y our ears rather than he shonld es-
cape. You, and such as you, need a lesson,
ié ﬁl’l would be kept true to King and

L]
De ia Mare took a stride forward, snd on

the ed‘fe of the steps the Black Abbe tura-

ed an him. :
*It is you who need & lesson,’ cried the

T A
‘My hand itches sorely to 1.y this ¥éabbard
at oot your ears I
‘Yonder are ten reasons why you should
not,’ retorted the priest, with a scorchirg
cslm. *And there are a score more reasons

o truly believe he
would of kicked the tonsured bully down
the steps and tsken asy consequences with
good will. But he mightily held bimself
m hndl o i

‘It is a proper way to serve your causs,
surely,” hs said with aecnn:. bit*erness
and a certain sorrow in his voice, ‘to drive
iato the arms of Eogland the few houest
gentlemen of Acacis whose bearts yet hold
true to Kiog Louis. To the Englisb, for-
sooth we are compelled to turn for protec--
tion from a mad priest and a pack of red-
skins, who pretend to serve France. You,
Francois L1Garne, well called the Black
Abbe, are the curse of this land.’

‘Fool,’ ratorted L1Garne with easy con-
tempt, ‘you to prate to me of taking
retuge with the Eoglish. What have I to
de but send the Governor a hint through
my tools in Halifax, of the part you played
80 zealously three years ago. at—-

But at this moment | foresaw complica-
tions. My mind for once worked on the
instant.

‘Hold I" I shouted, ln&pmg the string
and swinging the door with & mighty slam
as I strode forth  “1'il hear po segreis I

My sword was naked in my right band.
I bad had it ready this long time, you may
be sure. With my leit 1 drew & pistol
o man a1t e, T gl & polit

was all in , I di it point
blank at LaGarne. 7
. That miscresnt lesped, however, ot the
lifting of my arm, else had he sorely ‘de-
frauded an bonest gallows; and my shot
tetched down a vermilion taced sivege who
was bapp:ly ia renge.  As wmy black frock-
ed enemy jumped, Da la Mare was at my
side on the instant, his sword drawn.

‘Within; get within I’ bhe: shouted to
Claire ; tut she, picking up my empty pis-
tol, cooly but swittly procceded to reload
it

The uv:&u were brave enmough, but
somewbat taken aback by my appearance
and the death of their fellow. Ever spar-
ing of their own skins, and seeing us two
well armed and desperate, they ‘mimbly
withdrew out of pistol-shot to tske counsel.

*They give us time, Mousieur,’ muttered
De In Mare, his long, dark face working
with the fever of the fight. ‘The guns!
Tae guns, Claire ! They're both loaded !

But as sbe sprang to obey I stayed her
with my left hand. I had looked down
toward the red St. Croix. I had seen
something.

.
‘No need !" said I, striving to keep ‘ths
exultation from my voice. ‘Look! and I
strode out upon the steps where my scarlet

cost shone in the sun, and waved my sword
above my Lead and shouted at the top of

my lungs:

‘Eogland! This wsy! This way.
Double !’

Uf from the waterside came a squad of
English infantry on the run.

LaGarne saw, and, gathering up his sou-
tane, ran too, with more speed than priest-
ly decorum. He koew there was a rope at
Halitex itching hotly for his neck. His fol-
lowers seemed to drop into the grass, so
instantly they vanished, stooping and glid-
ing like snakes.

I turned to my as'onished hosts. Claire
bad reseat«d herself in the wicker cheir,—
but the black and white cat, «flended by
the clap ot my pistol, had gone. Dala
Mara stocd beside me, leani on his
nake dsword, interrogation in hi grave
eyes,—and a vague spprebension which I
speedily set at rest.

1 h:14 out my band to him.

‘Thsok you with all my he rt, Mon-
sieur,’ said I with fervor, ‘for your most
loyal backing !

*I was committed ! Bat I have more to
thank you for, Captain Marsh !’

1 waved tbis aside.

‘This is wy command coming,’ said I.
‘It was nigh coming too late. One of my
reasons for calling this morning, Monsieur
was to esk your advice asto where they
bad best be quartered in Piz’'quid. Under
the circumstances——’

‘Uader the circumstances, I beg that
they be quartered here and on my tensuts,’
be interrupted eagerly, ‘unless there be
any other in the country who needs yoi »
protection more. And what was your
other reason, Monsieur P’
I hemtated. Should IP Could I dare
at that :ucky momeant P I looked at Claire.
Her great ¢y.s met mine with an instan’s
flaming glance of imperious prohibition. I
dared not.
‘Not—not just now I I stammered, snd-
denly disheartened. ‘By and by, when we
bave better occasion, Monsieur, I will beg
you to listen to me.’
‘At your pleasure, Monsieur,’ he answ-
ered, yith a courtesy which I oould not
but note had warmth in it.
I ventured to look sgain at Claire, but
could not catch ber eye. She had thrust
torward one little foot and was very in-
tently studying the beadwork on her moc-
casin. I took courage at seeing a flarh
slowlv steal over her wonderiul ace. f
Then I turned, my heart swelling with
sudden triumph, and my squad halted be-
steps. Very pleasantly their

Acidian gentleman, his voice trembling.

fore the
hyud-mhdu&qaﬁum,nﬁu,
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