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and copper earefully dinted to per-
suade the ÎfliocClit tourist that it was
reýally ' ld. The people conversed in
fiat Vlcnish, but ehanged to a mon-
grel Fr)encli and sometiines to brokeit

Egihwhen we approached. But
we wercn 't going to waste t he Iovely
mnoriig barg--aining with them, and
the etelier ývas keen to set up for
work *4Why don 't you climb the tower
while 1 lay the grouînd for my etch-
mlg." she suggested. "You miglit
write a poem about il, " she added mna-
liciously, ''Lon,-felow did.">

1 started Up the dark stairs, which
wound higher and higlier, tilt my
brain began to reel. What was the
poem? Ah, yes, "Excelsior." More
turns-would 1, too, be found, haif
buried by a faithful hound, or would
I fail to the bottom ?

SUnpleasant sounds of fat French
breathing suddenly warned me that
someone was behind. 11e was gaining
on me. Soon he would cluteh me, if
T did not make my presence known.
What eould 1 say I Ail my French
had left me. I could not even remem-
ber a sensible word of English, but


