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“Thowh ум lie enly м Eagtiahman ’ 

mit (Un, iMtamiilatinlj Ішії, the 
hlaak aad «Міг fl with the їм o( her 
Шве heeds# ma гадай’—“tboagb jn вів 
NT m fadUnw. ted tech i «tepid ом 
НеШакумага wovih

■Web » jeot «hot the 
■BOB will get lor yewr 

Qeobee it yon do not go away at

МвІМіЦ вПг,’I pleaded. *1 bare 
Meet arrived, and there ie to mwh — 
■uéy-Ивме I Mat to eay.—ud 
ivm kas'aBfar heyand my toadeat e*- 
taliaa {.rated me by thia opportunity,

■My hand itches «rely to 1 у lhi« teabbaid 
at out}

‘Yonder aie tea reasons why ум should 
not,’ retorted the priest, with a seorotirg 
calm. ‘And there are a score mare 
like it in the woods reader.’

My heart was hot withi 
d Fiel> ears!*J BY THE THICKNESS OF A DOOR.f

URPRJSE.”

fate* in the least time '

: 3іЩ
I 5 Щ

thin See BY CHARLES O D. ROBERTS. far thio 
, oos.pt Ut d і» iirighteous indignation. Had it 

net been tor Claire, I truly believe bn 
billy down 

the steps and taken aay conacquinces with 
good will. Bat ho ssigbtily held ЬіамеИ 
m hand.

‘It is a proper way to serve year canes, 
sorely,’ he Slid with accusing biVerneis 
aad a certain Borrow in his voice, ‘to drive 
ieto toe arms ol England the lew honest 
gentlemen ot Acad і і whose hearts yet hold 
true to King Louis. To the English, for
sooth m are compelled to turn tor protec
tion from a mad priest and a pack of red
skins, who pretend to serve France. You, 
Francois LiGaroe, well called the Black 
Abbe, are the curse of this land.’

^sfltbsdht rimply

і as kogas if Ücost 15.
eng, a, good, j

m I had maeh ado to hold my
self in check at this sign ot distress.
wih ‘ft is aoon told my friend Г responded 

the Blank Abbe coolly ‘Less than an hour 
hack there came to this house, presumably 
to sea year daughter in your absence, an 
English t fficer from Halifax, ом Captain 
Marsh.’ ( Fba priest being a fanatic, with 

nature and

tie thing swiftly, with at l*ast the satis! lo
tion at feeling ere Hell that 1 had rid the 
Acadian land of its greatest curse. To kill 
the Black Abbe would be a public service 
indeed. Yet,—I cow'd not stain an sword 
OB an unarmed prient. Further, I feared 
to involve Claire. I felt that she had taken 
the threads of fate into her own white 
gagers, and that it was no business ot 
тім to snarl the pat era she nsd set herself

All this I thought rapidly. At the 
tiase the shining, tender-colon d world 
which I saw so vividly through the e-sck 
between door and wall cot it sell deep into 
my memory, as things seam in a criais are

4would of kicked the’it , ■
IP

s'icf.no
la went the padding feet.1 

longer I heard them on 
flior. Bat the priest failed to done she 
expected he remained beside heron the 
porch.

‘I will wait here and explain to your fa
ther who he 

‘If you set those animal, to deaerate our 
bourn.’ cried Claire, her teeth shutting 
viciously between every other word, ‘you 
would at learnt, if you had ever been a gen
til min, go with them aad see what they

and for an in- 
the wide hullurprise. k -і m great knowledge of 1 

no understanding of the comradeship 
twixt this fa lter and daughter, thought to 
set the one against the other br his suggest
ion 1 ‘My followers saw him enter the 
house. It has been closely surrounded evar 
•in ou. There is no escape. He
is within.

Ï
defirma mockery ot my plead- 

їм it flection, ‘it ie your absence just now 
that 1 especially covet.’

‘Yen are expeetmg 
eastern Wat m my voice.

•Yes, Monsieur,’ she answered, her eyes

► la. •
lasted that ever ready hoick. Dette, 
empt, hatred was in every fees. Sal- 
silence wee the only greeting. Thaw
----- --------t— At a signal the flags
і swung tree, aad at the name maweat 
band atrwtk up "Garry Owen.' A.

ГI cried, a
I

it Ias surely as
now saw him there with " these eyes,— 
which have seen the undoing ot many an
other Eoglith dog. The outbuildings have 
been wart had, the bourn has be- n search
ed, attic to cellar. In vain. One room 
has not been searched,—your daughter’s 
chamber. The door is locked. She re
fuse. me tbs key. I call upon you, Denys 
de la Marie, in the name ot France and ot 
the church, bid the girl give up the key 
deliver up the .baking wretch .be hides Г 

‘I have given him my word of honor, 
f• ther,’ inletrupted Claire, ‘that there is 
no man in the honae. I give it now to 

before this low

xpaatinj^at’, a doTI. p’ainly.•Monomat later the mob 
throng, 

ierain the ranks,

a I saw her nervously j-rhing her hand
kerchief to and fro between her etim Ga
gers. She

•Don’t be alarmed for your gew gawa !’ 
nd LaGirno, still too angry to amuw 

himself by a fleeting good humor. ‘It ie 
only your lover they are alter.’

At thia gratuitous insolence she did not 
even angry, at which I was profound 

ly astonished-
I had been on the point of stepping forth 

to whip the car with my scabbard, but per- 
wiring that she was no snore moved than 
to smile coolly upon him, tapping her tittle 
white moooaaina on the hop-vine trellis, I 
thought better of it. If she did not feel 

to tee your good father, herself insulted it were mere presumption 
my child,’ replied a peculiar rasping voice, on my part to interfere. Was l to teach 

• • ‘ly, but with a too scant cere- her she had received an insult P I quench- 
ch made me itch to teach him ed my wrath in wonder, wherein there 
The next moment the owner of linked a sweet delight, 

the harsh voice сіте closely into my line It was not till long afterward,—so dull 
of view as he stepped omr beside the wa. І,—I understood the matter. She 
chair wheieinGlebe had been sitting. He had feared that I might breakout, avenge 
peered out between the hop vines. the rudeness, and nun all. Therefore she

With interest and repulsion I noted the had pot the curb on her gall.d pnde and 
strong, laaatio. bitttr lines ot bis face, seemrd to take no eflenee. 
the long and deep j.w, the purring tight ‘You nassure me most matvelonily, 
eyes, pinched narrowly into the root o! ihe Monsieur 1’ she murmured, and turned 
nose, the high-peaked, narrowskol, whose upon him a glance of mirth so genuine 
tonsure seemed to me (he bad removed his and to inexplicable that he glared at her 
hat) the mark of its struggle to climb clear with unaftected wonder from beneath his 
of the prickly irritation of its «lift hiir. shapeless narrow brows. He did not like

‘There would be time for him to secure tobepuzaled. Thiagiil, with her unac- 
tidiog-plaoe,’ said he thoughtfully. ‘Tell countable variation# of temper, puzzled 
me, my daughter, h.s be retired to the cel- him.
1er or to the attio P’ The deepening in
solence ol his tone maddened me.

‘What do you mean. Father LiGame P 
asked Claire very coldly, sealing herself 
on a hem h that siood where it would beat 
obstruct any chance disturbance of my 
hiding place.

The Black Abbe turned and gave her a 
long, penetrating look, lull ot iiony.

‘I chance to know, my child,’ said he 
with dangerous smoothness,.his voice soft 
ening to a marvel, ‘that Captain Mai ah it 
in this house. I want him.’

■You h.ve been misinformed,’ answered 
Claire, curtly positive.

‘My own eyes informed me ot hi. com- »“"• 
ing, my daughter,’ continued the. priest in 
ton. в now soit a. silk. 'And I have taken 
sufficient precaution that he shnuld tot go
sway.’

•As I have already said, you are mis
taken, Father LaGarne,’ repeated Made
moiselle, siting, and wiih a plain imitation 
in htr attitude that her visitor might con
sider him.elt dismissed.

The visitor igiored both her attitude 
and her denial- He turned upon her, tow- 
ering in dark authority. ‘Tell me 
where he is hiding,’ he commanded, no 
longer smooth of speech or accent.

But upon Mademoiselle da la Mare his 
air ot command was wasted.

‘You

wont to do.Madamassolls.’ mid I. my heart 
•Bel I bm coai’far, in the hope 
word with yoa ; and I cannot quietly yield 
up that dear occasion to another man. 
Who it it that thrusts me from you P' I 
demanded with quick wrath. There was 
the faintest suggestion of » smile at the 
corners et her lips.

‘I don’t remember to base given ум 
aav right to nek such questions I’ she mid 
thought!. Ily rather thaa unkindly.

the-* ‘Fool,’ retorted LsGarne with easy oon- 
pt. ‘yon to urate to me ot taking 

reloge with the English. What have I to 
do but send the Governor n hint through 
my tools in Halifax, of tbs part yon played
so zealously three years ago at-----

Bat et this moment 1 foresaw eestpliea-

I■ at a bifflid and trembling. ti». It was ridietdona to think that this 
thioat of mine was in deadly j-operdy; 
that my life no" bang open the w.t and 

of a girl
•She ena dp it, if ever them w»e a woman 

who could,’ mid I to mvself as I watched 
enntilal, firm, composed І есе, lighting 
wi h'e made el courteous welcome m 

LiGame's heavy step cranked nn'ocralically 
eh the platform. Good morning. Father 
Le Game P she «.id civilly, rising to greet 
him. ‘My lather has gone over to Pis.- 
quid, hut I look far hii return within the 
hoar. P.eaw be mated.’

‘I have Mt

eye» ns
wflagv

SMB a wild mah back to their 
to, aad thaa, index, with food 
d cheer, the popalatmn of Little bd-

theira

tiens. My mind tor once worked no the 
instant.

‘Hold Г I shouted, snapping the string 
and swinging the door with » mighty slam 
as 1 strode lorth ‘I’d hoar no Secrets P

My sword was naked in my right hand. 
I hid had it ready thia long time, yoa may 
he anre. With my left 1 drew n pistol 
from my belt, end knowing that now the 
fat wm ell in the fire, I discharged it print 
blank nt LnGtrne.

That misera lit leiped, however, at the 
lilting ot my arm, else had ha sorely de- 
Innded an honest gallons ; and my shot 
fetched down » vermilion laced tirage who 
wm happdr in ringe. A. my black truck
ed enemy jumped. Da Is Mare was at my 
•ids on the mitant, his sword drawn.

‘Within; get within V he shouted to 
Claire ; tut she, picking op my empty pis
tol, cooly but swiltly proceeded to reload

I,- - I
-

that ought knit over the I
4barn established around it, sad sno

od ■ convincing its 
>d is thé her than water.’ L.: 
at water was a drink in ‘

bare that yon Will yoa shama 
fallow, who disgraces his gown and ton
sure f’

‘Sorely year word is enough lor me, 
Claire,’ answered Da la Mere, 'll you my 
it, there is m mu there. That’s all. Bet 
m for yon Father LiGerne, yon here pre
sumed grossly in sending yonr red scum 
through my bouse without my nuthori'y. 
It served nothing hot yonr own vainglor
ious and tyrannous pride. The King’s ser
vice could safely have awaited my return 
from the village, il, as yon ssy, yon had 
yonr prey fairly trapped.’

‘Fish." mid the prieet. ‘What I want 
of yon now, Denys de la Mire, is that door 
opened. We can argue the point of cere
mony afterward.’

There wm a weighty panse. I felt for 
the high spirited Frenchman, forced to 
hold himsell in check lest he bring peril on 
his child. In a second or two he answer
ed, hot not to the priest.

‘Dear heart,’ said he tenderly, ‘this 
fellow mult hive hie wiv. Thou esnst 
not rest nnder his iosiona'itn. lire lie 
must be thrust back into his throat. Go 
than with him clone, open the door, open 
every box and cupboard, shake out for him 
year cloaks and kir l»a. After all, be is a 
priest,—of a kind. But it one ol his red
skins goes with yon I'll ran that one 
through with my sword.’

LsGarne laughed, but seemed satisfied. 
To get his way wm enough for him.

•Go en, mistress. I follow you!' said 
he. And I saw that nt least he licked not

dug! ■Bat,—rarely you were more gracious to 
me when I was here last a 
did not send

. You
Deawr'a latter. . 

y’s father, whe m e 
k-grower, took several 
і. reared on has own form, ta Chicago 
re he «eld themlothegsnat potk-pack- 
Srm of Armour * Company. While 
hi os go Danny’s father received the ki
ng letter from the tittle boy :
1ère papa : Did yen see M 
the big lot bog with the block tale ami 
i’c be think it wm a boaster P I wee 
y to me the hogs leave the farm nod 
most of nil.

ему so abruptly.’
The brand white eyelids remained cast 

down ; the sweet month grew grave ; neg
lecting the 

‘Indeed, I
yon. Monsieur. Toe visitor 1 
icg is Father LnGtrne, the Bltck Abbe 
himsell. And he comes to see, not me, I 
assure yen, bat an English officer whom he 
expects to capture here this morning. He 
does not (ness thaï I am warned and look 
for his coming."

•Then.’ I cried joyously, ‘there it a little 
time tor me before be comm. 1 promise
you 1 will make any adieus in----- ’

Bat nt this she grew suddenly excited. 
She sptnrg up (greatly tftending the cat), 
laid both appealing little hands upon my 
scarlet ooetsletvr, and lifted at last to my 
face her wondeiful eyes. Such eyes,—for 
a year now I had been carrying their d.ep 
light in my heart of heart». They were ot 
the darkest brown,'—not hixel, and not 
velvety, but with lurking lights ol amber- 
grten and etherielly cryetall-ne, tike the 
water ot a deep woodland pool. Now they 
seemed to blscktn with or mistskable fear 

•Oh ’ she implored, "go ! Goat once, il 
you have any care lor me. Go, for my 
sake !' And she pushed me toward the 
dodr. ‘Go through the house. I have 
let yon stay too long. 1 leel them coming. 
Go out through the sheds, and down 
through the spruce woods,— quick, quick Г 

But as I yielded to bar terror, 
which thrilled me with joy, being • terror 
tor me—she checked herself, her lace 
whitened to the tips, her hands dropped to 
her aides.

‘It is too late !’ she said faintly, her 
glnnce going past ту i boulder and ont 
acrose the fields. ‘There they go, five ol 
them, into the spruce woods.’

1 followed her glance with, I contées, 
some uneasiness, and a vast remorse for 
having brought thia trouble upon htr by 
my obstinacy. She turned nod looked 
through the screen of hep vines which 
shaded the spacious porch.

‘Aad here cornea the Black Abbe,’ she 
whispered, her hand going up to her breast 
as she leaned hope lut sly against tte pil-

not
<a# топу, wlnt, nhe mid :eat tor n 

am not now nogramons to 
ixpect-Ш

r. Armor «

it.
The savages were brava enough, bat 

somewhat taken aback by my appearance 
and the death of their fellow. Ever spar
ing ol their own skins, and seeing us two 
will nrmid and desperate, they nimbly 
withdrew out of pistol-shot to take counsel.

•They give us time. Monsieur,’ muttered 
Du la Mare, bis long, dark face working 
wil b the lever of the fight. ‘The guns ! 
Toe gnns, Claire ! They’re both loaded !

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

I
Your loving aon

‘Danny.’ I
5

Tbe way he Md It.
he Cleveland Plain Denier tells a story 
how that there is sometimes a great 
in the му of putting anything: ‘I 
Ireland that yen mid my eldest 
[hier wm m homely as a mad fence, 
essor.’ Yon are quite mistaken, 
am. What I said was that yonr ra
ted child reminded me of e mixture of 
і firms end aqua pure combined in a 
lical boundary lion.’ ‘Oh, is that all ft 
t with nt on Sunday professor.’

The uiils ttWsrt bcuy-brc-y-
t a recent festival in Germany $ Ber- 
sotbell tlnb was beaten by»: 
ball dob of Hamburg. The game wm 
er interesting on account of the fear- 
charge» ot the girls, who charged the 
і without flinching. The letter broke 
n under the vehement charge, and the 
iburg girls carried off the palm.

ТІ» Гопг or Kl iqasaoÜ. '/ *'. '
Dakota laywer wm rewntly arrested 
tenting wood, hut su eh ms the power 
л eloquence that he made the jiffy be- 
that he was only walking in his sleep 

thought that he was placing flowers on 
grave ol his first wife —Now York

' "
I saw him redden n hrickly color in the 

wrinkles ot his roogh-hewn j aw. But he 
spoke not a word. He simply eyed her, 
seeking to disconcert her—and she.—she 
grew bat the more geyly nt earn nnder the 
glance which, as 1 had heard, was wont to 
make all Acadia tremble 

Presently he shilled this unprofitable ex
ercise ol his eyes and grew intent npon the 
doorway whence he txpected his ravages 
lo drag me with no more delay. I saw 
Claire give a quick glnnce out through the 
hop leaves and turn tier lace at once bn.k 
toward her antagonist. Whit she had seen 
plainly gave her satisfaction. I looked

%
‘No need !' mid I, striving to keep ther 

exaltation from my voice. ■ Look !’ and I 
strode out npon the eteps where my scarlet 
cost shone in the enn, and waved my «word 
above my heed and ehonted nt the top of 
my longe :

•England ! This way I 
Double !'

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

LaGarne saw, and, gathering up his sou
tane, ran too, with mere speed than priest
ly decorum He knew there wss a rope nt 
Halifax itching hotly lor his neck. Hit fol
lowers seemed to drop into the grue, so 
instantly they vanished, stooping and glid
ing like snakes.

I turned to my ae’oniihed host». Claire 
had reeenti d herself in the wicker chair,— 
bnt the black and white cat, iHanded by 
'he clap ol my pistol, had gone. De la 
Msre etood beside me, leiniog on his 
nuke deword, interrogation in his

1
-

:courage.
For some minâtes there wu silence sive 

for Da fa Mere s impatient dramming on the 
porch post ant e faint Buffing of mocca
sins in the hall, where, aa 1 interred, lhe 
savagei awaited a signal from iheir leader. 
Then the red skins сіте out, descended the 
•tope, end gathered in a solid planted group 
over end against a bed of blossoming phlox 
where I conld well see them and learn to 
pray for deliverance from eo murderous e 
crew.

Close after them, and heeding them jast 
•o much te il they had been a puff of dost 
blown before her, came Cleire, seating her
self once more in her wicker chair by ihe 
vines.

Л
terrorh. This way.Up from the red St. Croix, striding hast

ily through the buttercup meadows, came 
the fall term cl Denye de la Mare. He came 
with an anxious air npon his face, as if one 
who sees something amies. Perhaps he had 
marked the ravages larking about.

Just now came the running of furtive leet 
from within, and LaGarne broke ont will 
angry interrogatories in Miemac, from 
which 1 gathered, not without reason, that 
the ravages had tailed to find me. There 
wire low replies, strange mixture of the 
harsh and mmicnl, as that language is, and 
the priest tuned sharply to Mademoiselle.

: 41.
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■Id. 'There is one chamber locked,’ said he. 
‘Give me the к у ’

‘Pardon me, Father LaGarne,’ she an
swered very sweetly, hot with » sort ot 
exaltation in her voice, • bnt you surely 
esnnot ask a young girl to throw open her 
private chamber to tbit rabble. This is 
my own room. I took occasion to look it 
some hours ago lor reasons quite per
sonal.’

Having, pa he imagined, his quarry now 
mirked down where there could be no 
mistake, LaGarne recovered hi» composure 
and lost soute haste.

*1 doubt not, my daughter that your rea
son it quite person»!,’—he spoke in an 
indulgent tone,—‘end looks will in n red 
ooat. Bnt, indeed, it was not some boars 
ego that yon looked him in, einoe it was 
not one hour back that he passed np this 
way from ihe village. It wm tittle court
eous ol him to seek such a place 1er hiding 
and subject a maiden’s reloge to snob dis
closure. But the King’s service respects 
not Indies’ chambers. Give me the key, 
child, or I must toroe the door. The 
gome is up I’

The words were scarce ont of hit month 
when, with » little cry, Claire sprang for
ward and clutched her ihtbei’s irms.

‘Father 1’ she pentad, ‘this base priest 
insults me. He myt I have » min looked 
up in my room. And aba sobbed a tittle. 
The strain hsd been long aid terrible, end 
now the shifted it to her faihsi’t shoulders.

The picture gave me a strange sense ol 
security, there—while my life clung on the 
thinnest edge ol hazired, tbs veil between 
this world and the next reduced to the 
thickness ol a painted door.

LiGarne came lingeringly, and I cursed 
him with turn aiounbie v xition because 
he came not where I could see his disap
pointed face.

‘It is unbelievable P he muttered. ‘The 
room is empty. Were it in France, now. 
I’d swear there wie a recret cupboard 
wherein she'd bestowed him. But what 
need of such contrivances in Acadia P It 
looks at if he hid escaped us, and 
by yonr face you’re glsd of it. Deny» de fa 
Mare P He fluked out in sadden fury, ‘I’ll 
seeroh yet once more !’

I heard De la Mare spring into hit door-

grave
eyes,—and a vague apprehension which I 
speedily set at rest.

1 ti M out my hind to him.
‘Thsnk yon with all my he rt. Mon

sieur,’ slid I with tervor, ‘for your moat 
loyal backing P

‘I was committed ! But I have more to 
thank you lor. Captain Marah !'

1 waved tbia «side.
‘Thia ia my command coming,’ said I. 

‘It was nigh coming too late. One ol my 
reaiona lor celling tbit morning, Monsieur 
was to ask your advice at to where they 
had beat be qosrtered in Piz'quid. Under
the circumstances----- ’

•Under the circumstances, I hrg that 
they be quartered here and on my tenants,’ 
he interrupted eagerly, ‘unless there be 
eny other in the country who needs roi r 
protection more. And what wu yonr 
other reason, Monsieur P’

I hesitated. Should I P Could I due 
at that :ucky moment P I looked at Claire 
Her great ty s met mine with an instant's 
fl losing glance of imperious prohibition. I 
dared not.

‘Not—not just now P I stammered, sud
denly disheartened. ‘By and by, when we 
hove better occasion. Monsieur, I will bag 
yon to listen to am.’

•At year pleasure. Moniteur,’ he answ
ered, gith a courtesy which I could not 
hot note had warmth in it.

I ventured to look again at Claire, bnt 
could not notch her eye. She hsd thrust 
forward ом tittle foot and wu vary in
tently studying the handwork on her moc
casin. I took courage at earing a flash 
slowlv steel over her wosderlnl face.

Then I turned, my hurt swelling with 
sudden triumph, and my squad halted be
fore the steps. Very pleasantly their 
bayonets muled as they name to пившім.

VMonsieur,’ she retorted
scornfnlly, "that yon are not talking to 
one ot your flock or to s girl of the vil-

1 1One IVitf '■■> ”f 1 1er.
litters are getting so cpnfn'ed that you 
і tell what a man’s political him' is Ity 
pi Die ns.’
es, yon can. Select some political 
ting at random end see whether he »;t 
•s a brilliant suoems; or ( dismil fad-

iperienoe may be s good teacher, tint 
ia .a very slow one 1 token toe have 
it her lessons wn nra

I laid my hand on my sword, much per
plexed nt the sntrl I had got mtsell into. 
But in a moment Claire recovered her 
wits.

У
lege.

The priest’s eyes contracted angrily.
Hitherto he bad seemed to take a dra
matic interest in the matter, varying his 
tones, and acting and speaking lor the 
effect, and pleasing himsell with the game.
New he was himiill.

■1 have no time to waste in parley with » 
chit of a girl,’ ha snapped. ‘My men 
will find him.’ And, at a guttural word 
which 1 knew not, there esme to my ear 
the light padding of moocmined feet npon 
the porch. Claire sprang into the door
way.

•1 forbid yon or yonr followers to enter 
my father's house ia bis ab.enoe !’ she ex
claimed with firmness, but witn a certain 
tremor in her voice *> it she had a fear 
which aha could not quite control,

•Stand aiide, girl,’ he ordered cnrtly.
‘Yon shall answer to my father lor this,

Monsieur,’ she cried, t noted and began 
to understand the conning aainmption of 
terror behind the brave words. ‘Excellent,
Ob, wise and ready wit I’ I murmured to 
myself. ... .

-Oa, you osn lately leave Monsieur da 
fa Mare to me Г retorted the Abbe with an 
unpleasant laugh.

■I bare told you, Monaienr, (hit there is 
no oae there. Tnere is no one there I’ she 
ra^. and bm voice was new pleading

•Girla have tied bifore thia tp shield greatly I desired to see the face of Deny* 
.their lovera !’ was the brutal answer, de fa Mare, which was not within the «cant 
‘Come, stand aside, le it you be mide to.’ нишв ot my new. Hu voice when hi

rondure of her neck. They were crimson they ware like to be divided now.

I‘Right here ! Right behind the door !’ 
she exclaimed. ‘And 1 will tie it back 
with thia old string aa if it had been tied 
beck for ages. Ii’s the only place they 
won’t lock !’

The enter door ol the hall opened back 
against the wing ot the house, leaving a 
epsce ecaot enough into wtich I «lipped. A 
moment more end her nimble finger» had the 
door tied carelessly to the wall, leaving aa 
inch-wide crack through which I conld 
peer lorth opto the shaded porch and the 
•unlit world of Aeedia beyond. I mw 
Claire reseat ht reel! with the composure 
ot oooleet indolence in her Indian wicker- 
cheir and conciliate the black-and-white 
cat back to hey lap

I mw the black Abbe a tall, sinister form 
m his shabby soutane, striding up the yel- 

t> A brown road between the basking bot- 
fcrcup-golden meadows. На сіте slowly, 
with a meure deliberation which eeemed 
to my, ’He is in the trap. Ha cannot 
wriggle out nt any corner. There is no 
need to harry.’

This look of confidence on the grim 
priest's face wm the thing that first hrongbt 
heme to me the «rarity ol my peril. For 
the first time 1 felt that hare, on this fair 
morning ol'the'green Acadian summer, un
der the roof ebd before the very eyes ot 
the woman Ildvpd, I was in tru.h only too 
litosÇ to loan my Ufa inglorionsly to a priest 
a&t a peek ot savages-
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-way.
‘By God,’ he cried, ‘you cross not this 

ihreabold again. You’ve bad your way 
Yonr insolence has gone unpunished. Now 
go you.’

T go when I please.—end come when I 
please,’ retorted the priest, end in the col
ossal egotism ol bis tones there vu yet a 
something which said he was not going to 
force a final quarrel, nt least on tie mo
ment. ’I will not search again,—not be
cause you forbid me, but became I eee it is 
idle. Bnt I tell yon. Deny» da fa Mare, 
did I still think the chit here had the dog 
concealed within, I’d born your house 
about yonr ears rather than he ahenld es
cape. Yen, and such m yen, need a lemon, 
ii Acadia would be kejit true to King and 
Church.’
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daily diet, fife
I ■ 4seed with в little salt, щшґШ 

tie milk. 1 became sebacBbs 
much ef «freer these WWitd 
iring in the regions of the •
"asSBiSL^Vp'arf^ISil
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lev The physicians faffiSl*to h 
none of the many remedies lb 
my good. At last a friend pr 
rilh a bottle of Dr. Ayer's 8am 
before I bad used «half m

1
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Jtided change for the «««•• * -

ty and able to eat anything that caw у 
ilea. It would be impossible to say xr 
inch in ptatSe of Dr. Ayer's Barsapa*i-йігаьм, Meridian* Misa» . vi

@sm

De la Mare took a «hide forward, and on 
the edge ot the step* the Black Abba turn
ed ana faced him.

•It it yoa who need a lesson,’ cried the 
Aoidisn gentlemen, his veine trembling.

Shame, more than fear, I think, burned 
within mml stood mevehse in my pre- 
c .ribus hiiiog-plaoe. I had a fisrea im
paire to stop ont, with bare award, end and
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