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frowned vHth « wnJth of brown hair and •• iih« stood np R07
ruuld not nntfraln the Joyful rry that Murved to IiIm llpit. At the
fry the iflrl turned, the brown ey dllat4>d with nnrprtRe, and her
lIpH and rheokH went white then iierame erlmiion m Mhe extended
her arniM and cried. "My Brare, Oh I .My BraTe!"

Koy Mpranir forward and t«ok VIvette In hU armn and thU
time there wait none to May them nay for Hhe who Miood between
wan In her frrave with an owl In tItW red stamped on her breaMt.

Lnrlen rame softly op the ittalni. Haw the loTern on bendod
knee* before the portrait, cloied the door gently and relurnod to
the Cafe.

And there they are lirlnff today, at Cafe Nt. Barb; Ylvette,
Donald and Lurlen; VIvette'N loyal hiart knowing only one regret,
that her twin itUter had died a traitor to France; Donald's only
reirret the ore that "Hnnchy-Boy" conid not be with him, and
Lnelen nonv* at all for the burrow of the mole would become 1^

happy home and the day would come when children would play
about hlt« kneen while the happy parentn were busy with the pat-
rons of his gift to them, The t'afe St Barb, Roe de U XInette,
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