
547A Plot within a Plot.

The sight of that fur, calmed, but did not 
the contra,,, it seemed but to nerve he, courage. She rose,

ihi^'”-r.definitively a combat à l'outrance. It is 
to be destroyed.”

“‘War to the

t

is simplified. It is
now a war of extermination. They or we are

” said the Frenchman.

now

“ Yes : I like that better : 
knife ’—that is my motto.barely two hours hence—you remember 

and it must be deci-“This night then; .
What I told you?—battle will be delivered,

understandreplied he. «If these
people corne, ,e ma, do something. But there „ another

if the prisoners will consent to escape.
mon ami ! I have changeutawe W*U‘ n0* longer assist them, 

very glad to escape, if they can, tQ escape. Look to it,
On the contrary, not one mus rPVene-e ”need of them al! for m, revenge^ ^

We will make them-,
“ Bah,

Adolphe. I have
“But, Marie, still I do not

ensure the exposé we wish to avoid. him a Lady Mac-
“ You are obtuse, bel arm ; and sne nxe

“ I tell you, I do not comprehend your 
his eyes shifted uneasily beneath her smurf» ^
I fling my tongue to the dogs. a ui gleam of a tigress’ 

The girl bent towards lam, an m behind her hand one
flashing eyes, and bared tee , 
word into his ear.

drift in the least;” and 
« I—in short, 

Marie ?”

he recoiled.Hardened as he was, even
No! That is too horrible. Besides, it is altogether too

“ No ;
uncertain.”

“ You must make it certain ; 
tunate conjunction of circumstances ^

looking up gloomily.
“ And now : ” resumed he, ,

blundered all through the piece.

” she insisted. “ The same for- 
will never occur again. We

“ where is that precious grandfather
I will shoot

of yours ? He has „
him like a mangy hound, if he fail me now.
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