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here now, he meant It. M. Etienne 
believed lie meant it.

"Monsieur,” he answered, “1 hare 
shilly-shallied long; but I am planted 
squarely at last with my father on tue 
kmg's side. You put your interesting 
nephew into my father’s house to kill 
him; I shall not sign myself with the 
League.”

the panels of the "wainscot, suddenly 
she flung it wide.

“You are not so small as I,” she 
chuckled, "yet I think you can make 
shift to get through. You, monsieur 
lantern-bearer, go first.”

I doubled myself up and scrambled 
through. The old lady, gathering her 
petticoats daintily, followed me with­
out difficulty, but M. Etienne was put "lu that case,” returned Mayenne, 
to some trouble to bow his tall head perhaps, we might each continue on 
low 'enough. We stood at the top of ..way.”
a flight of stone steps descending into Lv*, a * m.v heart, monsieur.’ 
blackness. The old lady unhesitating- . “*cl* drew back against the wall to 
ly tripped down before us. *et tUe other pass, with a wary eye for

At the foot of the stairs was a vault- aa??f,ra’ . Tben Etienne, laughing 
ed stone passage, slippery with lichen, ? e’ b'u. watching Mayenne like a 
the dampness hanging vibrant with jya*’,:8t8,rt^d to jt° *?y- Ihe duke, see- 
our tread. We went on till it seemed t?f 'o°k, suddenly raised his hands 
we had traversed the width of Paris; h‘a head, holding them there while
and I wondered who were sleeping and “Cousin1 Chü ”
feasting and scheming and loving over , .2>Ut8, **>, hsnald JS-tienne,
our heads. M. Etienne said at length: au„. 1n!?T.h.n*».,

“Mordieu! I hope this snake-hole -^Ven" Go^ have^eveMn S5’ 
does not empty us out somewhere, I ..j th k monsieur • You makeshould not greatly mind the Seine.” me immortuk” ’ monsieur* Xou make 

■*t V*is very moment M. Etienne “I have no need to make you witty, 
clutched my arm, jerking me to a halt. ,M. de Mayenne, when you have sub- 
I bounded backward, trying In the mitted to the king, as you will one of 
blackness to discern a precipice yaw- these days, I shall have as delightful 
lng at my feet. “Look!” he cried In a a kinsman as heart of man could wish, 
low, tense voice. I perceived, far £e- You and I will yet drink a loving-cup 
fore us In the gloom, a point of light, together. Till that happy hour, X am 
which, as we watched It, grew bigger your good enemy. Fare you well, mou- 
and bigger, till It became, an approach- sieur.”
ing lantern. He bowed ; the duke, half laughing

“This is like to be awkward," mur- despite a considerable ire, returned ihe 
mured M. Etienne: obesiance with all pomp. M. Etiénne

The man carrying the light came on took me by the arm and departed, 
with Arm, hëtvy tread; naturally he Mayenne stood still for a space; theu 
did not see us as soon as we saw hjm. we heard his retreating footsteps; and 
I thought him alone, but it was hard to the glimmer of hie light slowly faded 
tell In this dark, echoy place. away.

He might easily have approached . wasn t necessary to tell him the 
within touch of my sad clothing with- do?_L “ bolted, M. Etienne, muttered, 
out becoming aware of me, but M. ",e hurried along now without pre- 
Etienne’s azure and white caught the ?aatlon’ knowing that the floor which 
lantern rays a rod away. The new- bad suPP°rted Mayenne would support 

’comer stopped short, holding up the .,5>e consequence, was that we 
light between us and his face. We fb/„™ yiikaR?‘nhr»«i,
could make nothing of him. save that caps I pickeTmyâlf up once, and'
he.."aa a.*8Ç.voice ran headlong up the stairs, to hit my 

Who Is It. he demanded, his voice crown on the ceiling and reel back ou 
ringing out loud and steady. Is it j£. Etienne, sweeping him off his feet, 
y°w F™?u? , . .. , . so that we rolled in a struggling heap

M. Etienne hooked his scabbard in ’on the atones of the passage. And for 
place, and went forward Into the clear the minute the- --place was no longer 
circle of light. dark; I saw more lightning than ever

“Nq. M. de Mayenne; it is Etienne flashed in the Hue Çoupejarrets. 
de Mar.” “Are you hurt, Felix?” cried M.

"Ventre bleu!” Mayenne ejaculated, Etienne, the first to disentangle himself, 
chaglng his lantern with .comical" alac- “No,” I said, groaning; “but I bang- 
rity to his left hand and whipping out ed my head. She did not say it was a 
his sword. My master's came bare, trap-door.”
too, at that. Th’ey confronted each We ascended the istkirs a second time 
other in silence, till Mayenne’s ever- —this time most cautiously on our 
increasing astonishment forced the cry hands and knees. Above us, at the 
from him": end, we could feel, with upleaping. of

“How the devil come you here?" spirit; A wooden ceiling-
"Evidently by way of M. Keren's “ fh, I have a cord !” he exclaimed, 

house," M. Etienne answered. Mayenne h if»
still stared in thick anytzenemt; after Wtmostcp^rtingtltAllng somewhere
a moment my master added: "I must ii ____ .u.i vr Pnrrtii <o nnt WU6tu6r fitly D)Ark6u it bUt- 118,in Justice say that M. Ferou Is not heard ste^s overhead, and a noise ns of
f-war !:hat 1 am u^!ng H?la paaf.a®. ' a chest being pulled about, and theu 
•a- WithJÎ?tame Ms wife supping with the_trap was lifted. We climbed oui 
the Archbishop of Lyons into a silk-mercer’s shop. *

M. Etienne leaned his shoulder "Faith, my man,”. said M. Etienne to 
against the wall, - smiling pleasantly, the little bourgeois who had opened to 
and waiting for' the duke to make the us> ««j ajj1 glad to see you appear so 
next move." Mayenne kept a nonpluss- promptly.”
ed silence. The situation was .indeed 1 He looked at us, somewhat troubled 
somewhat awkward. He could not ^ alarmed.
come forward without encountering an ; ÿy y tiiùst have met—” he suggested 
agile opponyti, whose exceeding skill with hesitancy.
with the sword was probably known .-Tes," said M. Etienne; “btit he did 
to him. He could not. turn tall, had hls not object. We are, of course, of the 
dignity allowed the course, without ex- initiated ”
posing himself tp”he spitted. He was , “ot-course, of course,” the little fél­
in, the predicament of the goat on the assented, with a,f«u>ny assumption

miaîüaS? iBOMOWWtoK a» abqut R. “Not every 
’ 1 thto\-$ban bewilderment haa the werefc of the. sassage.
« Thft Ferou. «TVcned later, was dne. wéll, I can «ÿself a luAy man. 

of h‘3 right-hangmen, years-long sup- .T„ vmlghty tew mercers have,a duke 
porter Mayenne had as soon expected ^ thelr shop a8 often aa L- 
to meet a lion In the tunnel as to meet We looked curiously about ua. The
a out afain, up<Ln ,ua’ shop- was low and dim, with piles of
wlff « Jto^^ve certal»^ ttat a ^ to rol„ on the shelves, and other 
great _prlnces question must be an- gtuffg lylng l00ge on thé counter be- 
swered. ._ fore ua as If-the man had Just been

ni p,|__p „hnw measuring them—gorgeous brocades I dont ask, said MBtnne, how -ana 8atln< Above us, a bell on the 
t happens that M. le Dub 1* walking rafter 8tm qulvered. 

through this rat-hole. Not- » I feel that Is the bell of the trap,"
d sposed to make any explanation to p’roprletor said, following our
ÛIÎSi „ x. ... • ■ " giâritie. “Customers do not know where

Very well, then, s^id Mayenne, lt rjpgs from. And It I am not at 11b- 
“Our swords If yvnjLte^renày, w»l ;erty’t^0peh I drop my brass yardstick
m^e0:detsrrs ret-ro:
ed M. Etienne, "as it Is evident that 1 wlvtota a Ifttfe un-
the closeness of these walls wlH incoh- M..^lenne again a little un-
venience your Qraee more than It wlH . a.,^ey tol<J me 80niething else I had

ly laid. Mayenne parched hiB lantern t»>e nassword ‘.‘FdT <he Cause.” on a projecting stone. “Fo™king,"'1he shopkeeper made
On guard, sir, he, answered. tnetnnt drawimr in the air

The silence was profound. Mayenne c and the nu-had no companion following him. He ^ciVa.tu™ a let># C a”d tbe "U 
was alone withy his sword. He was m„lcrf__ th« 
not now head of the state, but only a „ shonkeeoer had felt
man with a ord, sliding .o^oslte any doubts of -this well-dressed gal-
he°me^^nk D̂0 hSt' l“ey VaniBhed
i^p^dt^r^Æi  ̂ tato

^rce^^e^mbor^T Tbe man took hi, candle to light

truth but a poor machine, his great us„™ tne tr„.lh1. mnn„
corpulance making him clumsy and , “Perhaps lt would not trouble mon-
scant of breath. He must have known ate"‘°aaya me °Ver there?

BWBBi — BBBB .. BBWPjB .. eÿèd hiB supple antagonist, what suggested, pointing
One of us was in love, mie; M. Etienne, protected somewhat ping with his Grace of Lyons. And the end would be. Yet he merely said: ^'rit“nnI®1,‘ gtill it would dd

and the other wore a sword for the nm in the embrasure of: a doorway, held at the servants arc one and, all gone to “On guard, monsieur." . confidence In me. Still, t
time, and all the power of Mayénne bay with his good left arm a pair of mass, leaving madame grand’mere to M. Etienne did not raise his weapon. h rT f d m 11
daunted us not. / attackers. These were in the dress of shift for herself. No, no, my good I retreated a pace, that I may not be ho™2uiclJy 1 ilL", ...n,

We came at length within bow-shot gentlemen, and wore masks as if their friends; you may knock till you drop,Jin the way of his jump, should May- M ,*,? 
of the Hotel- de Lorraine, where M- cheeks blushed (well they might) ior but you won’t get in. enne spring on hlm. M. Etienne said Ji1°n *t< M; Ek' iltii.nt h™,
Etienne was willing to abate somewhat the deeds of their hands. The attacking party was indeed liam- slowly . Continue to be vigilant tonight, my —
his swagger. We left the Rue St. An- (A broad window in the Hotel de Lm- mering energetically on the door, shout- de Mavenne this encounter Was fIlend' ^er® la a“0thf,r.,?anK„O
toine, creeping around behind the rame was flung open; a man leaned farming to us to open, to deny them at our „„„„ '1 ^ Followed by the little bourgeois
house through a narrow and twist ng out with a torch. The bright glare in peril. The eyes of the old lady Sk- with thanks and adleua, we walked out into
alley—it was pitch-black, but he knew our faces bewildered our gloom accus- tered with new delight at every rap any wish to cross swords with you- the sweet open air. As soon as his
thè way well—into aHittle street, dim- tomed eyes; I could-hot see wliat I was "X fancy they «111 think twice before ,1!,, ,q,J. 1 0 a p ^a‘ door was shut again, we took to our
lighted from the windows of the houses about, and rammed my point against they batter down M. Keren's door! Ma ; stul intend.to becomeyour cousin, he8l8. nor stopped running till we had 
upon it. It was only a few rods long, my Spaniard's hilt,,snapping my ulade. foi! 1 fancy they are a little mystmed \■mU8t respectfully beg to be released put kalf a "dozen streets between us
running from the open square in front The sudden impact sent him stumb- at finding you sanctuaried ia tli s *rom *”e obligation or fighting you. and the mouth of the tunnel. Then we
of the hotel to the nei work of unpaved ling back a pace, and SI. Etienne, who, house. Was it not my Lord Mayenne’s A man knowing himself overmatched wa]leed aiong jn breatless silence,
alleys behind. On the farther side I with the quick eye of the born fencer, jackal, Francois de Erie?” cannot -refuse combat. He may, even presently M. Etienne cried out:
stood a row of high-gabled houses, saw everything, cried to me, "Here!" "Yes; and Marc Latour.” as Mayenne had, done, think himself «Death of my life! Had I fought
their doors opening directly on the I darted back into Ihe doorway be- “I thought I knew them," she cried compelled to offer It. But if he In- there ln y,e burrow I should have
pavement; on this side was but one big side him. His two assailants finding tn evident pride at her sharpness “It "lsts on forcing battle with a reluctant char,ged tj,e history of France!”
pile, the Hotel de .Lorraine. The wall that they gained nothing by their joint wa8 dark, and they were masked and adversary, he must be a hothead in-
was broken by few wfudows, "most of attack, but rather hampered each my eyee are 0jdr but I knew them' deed- And Mayenne was no hothead. (To be continued.)
them dark; this was sot the gay side other, one dropped back to watch his And which of the ladles is IF'” He stood hesitant, feeling that he was
of the house. The overhanging turret comrade, the cleverer .swordsman. This He do n0 le8s tha M made ridiculous in accepting the dem­
on the low second storey, under which was decidedly a man pf talent, but he savjour - encÿ and should be still more rtdlcul-
M. Etienne halted; was as dark as the was shorter in the arm than my mas- «Ah Well,’’. she said with a little »ua to refuse lt. He half lifted his
rest, nor though the casement was ter and had the disadvantage of stand- sl h «j too" once—but that is » inn, sword, only to lower It again, till at 
open Wide, could we tell whether any- mg on the ground, whereas M. Eii- rrh„„ , at *® a long his eood" sense came to bis reliefin the room. We could hear enne was up one step. He could not asT°" JbeP t”,nkled m l laulh
nothing but the breeze crackling in the force home any of his shrewd-planned ^r0'LrShh„tl ?’as ”ot .much given f * ’ . . ,, „
silken curtains. _ thrusts; nor could he drive M. Etienne tp sighing. That Is a long time ago,” M. de Mar, It appears that, after all,

ont of his coign -to where in the open she repeated briskly, “and now they some explanations are necessary. You
the two could make short work of him. think I am too old to do aught but tell think that in declining to fight you put
The rapiers clashed, and parted and ray heads and wait for death. But I me in your debt. Possibly you are
twisted about each other and flew like to have a hand in the game." right. But if’you expect that in grat-
a part again; and then before I could “I will pome to take a hand "with you itude I shall hand over Lorance de
see who was touched the attacker fell an>’ time, madame," M. Etienne assur- Montlue, you were never more mis-
to his knees, with M.' Etienne's swdrd ed her. “I like the way you play.” taken. Never, while I live, shall she
in his breast. 1 She broke Into shrill, delighted laugh- marry Into the king’s camp.

M. Etienne wrenched the blade out; ter. Now, monsieur, that we understand
the m-ounded man sank backward, his «rn warant you do! And I don’t eacl> other, I \ abide by your decision 
mask-stnng breaking He was the one mean to do the thing 'by halves No- whether we fight or not. 
whom I had tliougbt him—Francois de j shalf save you, hide and hair n* For an answer, M. Etienne put up

qn îrind mv lad as in lift *>._ i" * his blade. The Duke of Mayenne, sa-M. Etienne was res^y for the second from the hook." ’ th Iantern luting with his, did the like,
gentleman, but neither lie nor the sol- , , . . . "Mor " he «.m “vnn stood off from
dier attacked. The torch-bearer lu I did as she bade me, and we fellow- HrL for three
the window, with a çhout, waved his ed her down the passage like spaniels. ^r8 k A? lî^ih last May you re- 

toward the square. A mob of She was so entirely equal to the sit- ^d'DOTnt-ii^k’to join ul I do mt 
armed men hurled itself around the cor- uation that we .made no protests and often ask a man twice but I ask you .ner, a pikeman with lowered point in asked nc ^estlons^Atthe end of the g ^“e Le^gue^tonigh't, Ynd

hall she paused, opening neither the merrv Lorance tomorrow'» was not combat; ti was butch- door on the right, nor the door on the Nc7 map could hâve spoken
,M. Etienne, with a little moan, left, but passing her hand up one of franker grace.'I believe then, I he­
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younger BY BERTHA RUNKLEbrothers and two

’s trouble dated from the 
hen he was a very tittle boy, 
■’ mother sent him to the mar- 
a beefsteak.

him. He did not slip from his càp.ors’ 
fingers between the room and the 
street. He was deposited in the big 
black coach that had aroused my won­
der. Louis cracked his whip and off 
they rumbled.

I laughed all the way back to the 
Hotel St. Quentin.

(Continued.) mad resolve to fare forth alone; to beg he went on again, and as he sang his 
him to stop it. But 1 remembered how "voice rang fuller: 
blameworthy I myself had held the
equery for interfering with M. Etienne, Of my love the guerdon true, 
and 1 made up my mind that no word ’T Is my bosom's only guest, 
of cavil at my lord should ever pass This I say, her eyes are blue.
vUrheelVS. aCrOSS the C°Urt at Still ; to me't Is bright of hue 

Jt. Etienne was standing in the door-

l igo, he said, without a change of Sweeter than when gat'-.pred new NT
countenance, “get Felix a rapier, which 'T was the sign her love contest. "
he can use prettily enough. “I cthmot This I say, her eyes are blue. ___. .,
take him out tonight unarmed." °n Guard- Monsieur”

Vigo hesitated a moment, saluted He stopped again âinf stood gazing We found oiirselves in a narrow 
and went. _ - up into .the window, hut whether he .paàqlled passageway. , lighted by a

“Monsieur,” . 1 cried out, “you meant saw something or. heard something 1 flickering oil-lamp peudenf. from a 
all the time - to take mei" could not tell.. .Apparently he was bob bracket. Confrontirtg us iva's our pre-

He gazed down ou my heated visage sure himself, for- presently, a little server—a little old lady in Mack vel- 
and laughed and laughed. ' tremulous, he added Ihe four verses: vet, leaning back in chuckling triumph

“Felix,” he gasped, "you had your L " ' against the shot bolts,
sport over, there at the inn. But. 1 Aa~esîktti0V 2? ’?*; * ' She "was very small and very old.
have seen nothing this summer as fan- * 1 Her figure was bent and shrunken, a
uy as your face.” This'Tu pitiful little bag of bones in;, a rich

Vigo caqte back with a sword and ..........! ............,,. dress; her hair was as white, as her
baldric for me, and a hoîse-pistol be- He doffed his hat mlisliine- hank the ruff: her skin as yellow and ; dry as sides, but.M. Etienne would no> let, hair-fto» Ala brow; ’a^L wafted, eager, parchment, furrowed with a thousand 
me have tU - • hopeful. There whs a ' little stir in the wrinkles; but her black eyes-sparkled

Circumstances are such, Vigo, that room ' fliat one thought, was not the like, a. girl s. ,
I want no ■ poisy weapons. wind ' I did not mean to-' let my nightin-

The equerÿ regarded him with a - .. „ . , gale's throat W slit,” she cried in - atroubled cotint^nsnee. „J«had* 'ee?5 “n6oPscl”usly -half-way volte - quavering! like a young
“I wish 1 khew,; monsieur, whether I the street to him in the ardor of -ny : cLîIH’s. “I have listened- to your sing- 

do right to fet you go.’* s‘Srt,e4 inS many, a night, mopsiéur; I was
“We will not discuss that, an it j£“y dPjy,w ™ 'vv?« Rind tohight to find the nightingale

please you:” , ning round the dorner beh.nd me. One gack When I saw ihat crew
“I do not, monsieur. I have no right glance « as enough, two abreast, swords ragll at ynu_ j gaid j wouId save you if 

to curtail M. lé Cotiite’s liberties. But ‘Jir'afid. they da- T only you would put your back to m.v
I let you go with a heavy heart.” "Ftieïnf w?Pt ‘door. Monsieur,’ you are a young man

-He looked after ns with foreboding and shouting to M. Etienne. Bnt even pf intelligence." 
eyes as we went out of the great gate, ®s l ^calloL an answering "I am a younk man of amazing good
nl°ne, with not so much as a linkboy. -ha i y’1 dJ5f_®p P 8Î| fortune, madame,” M. Etienne replied,
Bnt if his .heart was heavy, our hearts f?afde b t ont of th darkness and with hig i,andsome bow, sheathing 
were light. We paced along as merrily al . ..... Ills wet blade. "1 owe you, a debt of
as though to a- (east. M. Etienne hung M. Etienne, with h'S extraordinary gratitude which js"«l':repaid in the. base 
his lute over his neck and strummed it; quickness, had got the lute off his eoin of bringing trouble to.this house.”
and wheneyer we passed under a win- neck, and now, for want, of a better “Not at all—not at all!” she pro-
dow whence, leaned a pretty head, he use of . it, thing it- at. the héad of hi< tested «1th animation. “No one is 
sang snatches of love-songs. We were nearest assailant, who-received it' full Hkely to molest this house. It is the 
alone in tire -dark streets of a" histile in the face, stopped, hesitated a mo- 'dweiling of M. Ferou.” 
city, bound fe* the house of a mightv ment, and ran back the way lie had -«of the Sixteen?" 
foe; and one of us was wounded and come. But three fo«, remained, with -Qf the Sixteen,", she nodded, her
one a tyro. Yet we laughed as we the whole Hotel de Lorraine beh.nd s;Mewd face agleam with mischief. *Tn
went; for . there was Lucas. languishing ' them. ,1 ■ tritih, if my son «-ere within, you were
m prison, and- here were we, free as We put our backs to; the wall and set little likely to find harborage here, 
air, steering ; our course for mademoi- to. The remainihg^jSjraniard engaged But, as it is, he and his wife are sup-

------ '---------------------—

lifted his eyes for the first time from 
his assailant to the turret window, ln 
the same instant I felt the door be­
hind us give. Throning my whole 
weight upon it,. Izseized M. Etienne 
and pulled him over the threshold. 
Some one inside slammed the door to, 
just as the Spaniard hurled himself 
against it.

“The name of Etienne de Mar «111 
do,” the captain- returned; "'«-e have no 
fancy for aliases at the Bastile.”

“It is a plot!” cried Lucas.
, “It is a warrant; that is all I know 
about it.” ’ .

“But I am not Comte de Mar,” Lu­
cas repeated.

His uneasy conscience had numbed 
his wits. In his dread of a plot hé had 

" ; done little to dissipate an error. But 
now he pulled himself together; error 
or intention, he would act as if lie 
knew it must be an error.

‘(My captain, you have made a mis­
take likely to cost you your shoulder- 
straps. I tell you I am not Mar; the 
landlord, «-ho knows him well, tells 
you I am not Mar. Ask those who 
know M. de Mar; ask these inn people.
They will one and all tell you I am 
not he. Ask that boy there; even he 
dares not say to my face, that I am."

His eyes met mine, and I could see 
that, even in the moment of challenging 
me, he repented. He believed that I 
«-ould give the fié. But the dragoon, 
who «’as bending over him, relieving 
him of his s«-drd-belt, spared me the 
necessity.

“Captain, you need give yourself no 
uneasiness; this is the Comte right 
enough. I live in the Quartier Sjyi- 
rais, and I have seen this gentleman a 
score of times riding with M. de St.
Quentin.”

Lucas, at this unexpected testimony, face- ablaze, “if 
looked so taken aback that the captain dirt------ ”
burst out laughing. -, “As chalk and cheese,” I said. "No

Yes, - my dear monsieur, it is a one seeing you both could possibly mis^ 
little hard for Mr- de Mayenne’s take you for two of the same race, 
nephew—you are a nephew, are you IBut there was nothing in his catalogue 
not?—to explain how he comes to ride that did not fit him. It mentioned, to 
with the Duc de St. Quentin.” he sure, the right arm in a sling; his

It was awkward to explain. Lucas, was not, ' but he had his wrist ban­
knowing well that there was no future daged. I think he cut himself last 
for him who betrayed thé Generalia- night when he was after me and 1
simo s secrets, cried ont angrily: flung the door in his face, for after-

"He lies! I never rode ont with M. ward he held his hand behind his back, 
de St. Quentin.” At any rate, there was the bandage;

Oh, come now. Really you waste that was enough to satisfy the cap- 
a great deal of breath,” the captain tain.”
said. “I regret the cruel necessity of “And they took him off?”
arresting you, M. de Mar; but there is “Truly. They gagged him because
nothing gained by blustering about it. he protested so much, and lugged him 
I usually know what I am about.” off.” .

“You do not know! Non de dieu, “To the Bastille?” he demanded, as 
you do not know. Felix Bronx, speak if he could scarcely realize the event, 
up there. If you have told him behind “To the Bastille. In a big traveling 
my back that I am Etienne de Mar, 1 coach, between thç officer and h s 
defy you to say it to my face.” men. He may- be there by this time.”

“I know nothing about it, mes- ■ 'He looked -, at me as if he were still 
sieurs. I repeated my little ref rani., not quite able to belièye the thing. 
“Monsieur captain, remember, if you “ft is true, monsieur. If 1 were in- 
please, I never saw him till yesterday; venting it I could not invent anything 
he may be Paul de Lorraine for all I better; tmt it ia true.” x 
know. But he did not call himself “Certes, ÿoü could nqiK invent any- 
that yesterday.” thing better! Mor ‘ anything half - so

•You hell-hound! Lucas cried. good., If ever there was a case the
“Go tell Louis to drive tip to the biter bit—r—” fie - broke . qff ! laughing.- 

cabaret door, Gaspard,” bade the cap- “Monafeqr, you , kabw-isiitf hslf ihdw 
tain. funny it- was, - Had you seen tlic-r

Lucas gazed at liim as If to tear, oht faces—thé inore !Ltifc»’$?mwore• Se was 
of him the truth of the matter. L think' not Gdmte «le MaY, ' fhé,:«iar<S the ofltcef he was still a prey tb suspicion of ' à w«Æhe wasrK'; ; . : 
plot in this, and H paralyzed -hie ‘ïÿélyti yot£ hatÉ i 
tongue. He so reeked with intrigue, this morning 'jro|P4t 

■ that he smelled one wherever lip went, motévwlthout 
i He was muéh too clever to believe ,,on a stupid

bî- w. -&i, uaNfcr' 4i«Hpas,,«
spare, yottrsélf your lies, Blé whètej' been " «^rested for f»»»!W^Mer?”

you. "I- go as ÿour prisoner, “He won't stay arrhbted long—more's 
ns Paul of Lorraine, son of the pity."

"i“ "Nor T iald'refctWillly ; “but they
may keep him overnight.’*, ,

’’Aye, he may be out of mischief 
overnight. I am happy to say that my 
face is known at the Bastille.”

“Nor his, I tike it. I thought from 
what I heard last night that he had 
never been in. Paris save fbr a while 
in tlie spring, when he hiy perdu. At 
the Bastille they may kno«- nothing of 
the existence of a Paul de Lorra’ne. 
But, monsieur, If Miyenne has broken 
.his word already, if they are arresting 
yon on this trumped-up charge, you 
must get out of the gales tott'ght."

“Impossible,” he answered, smiling;
“I have an engagement in Paris.”

“But monsieur may not keep it. He 
must go to St. Denie."

“I must go nowhere but to the Hotel

for it politely,” she had said, 
ho had arrived at the 
• being chilly, the door 
So Bobby, mindful of his 

. had knocked and then wait- 
a rod-faced man, wearing a 

iron, had opened the door., 
n, my mother wants to buy 
rak here," he said, 
living through the butcher’s 
ighter. Bobby had thereafter 
Mid implored them 
1 to the shops, 
bby’s birthday was at hand 
in a boy is six years old 
birthday comes on the Fourth 
it is time to stiffen up his

shop
was

XIX.

To the Hotel de Lorraine
I found M. Étienne sitting on the 

steps before the house. He had doffed 
his rusty black for u suit of azure and 
silver; his sword and podiard were 
heavy with silver chasings. His blue 
hat, its «-hite plume piuned in a silver 
buckle, ’ lay on the stone beside him. 
.He had discarded his sling and was en­
gaged in tuning a lute. c

Évidently he was struck by some 
change in my appearance; for hé asked 
at once:

“What has happened, FélixT’
-.-Such a' lark!” I cried.
“What! did old Menard share the 

crowns with you for your trouble?”
' “No; he pocketed., tivem all. That 
was not it.’.’

I was so choked, with laughter as to 
make it hard work to explain what was 
it, while his first bewilderment changed 
to an amazed interest, which in its 
turn gave «-ay, not to delight, but to" 
distress.

“Mordieu !" he cried, starting up, his 
I resemble that

\
1

not to

»r
I'!himself said ho. , . would

fireworks—at least the firo- 
Tho rest of the fireworks 

ing out by father in the at-

is right, Bobby.” said mo­
iling encouragingly. “There 
r twenty-fivo cent piece for 
luy them with.” 
if by, with a quaking heart, 
rardly calm, took his way to 
go drug store, where they al- 
groccricb and fireworks. 
me Bobby walked in, but ho 
long time in front of the 
before any one paid the 
attention to him.
young man with a conde- 

manner looked at him lang- 
i said, "Well, sir, what do

-

i rehearsed speech flew to 
i. All the way down ho had 
saying: m\
iy-five œnts worth of fire 
if you please."
7 he stuttered something, of 
clerk only understood the 

ackers. Nodding carelessly, 
to weigh—what do you

, with horror-stricken
him)
k the bundle and rushed up 
t as fast as he could fly. At 
!» he paused and look at the 
t which he had often fished : 
h a bursting heart, he threw 
is far as he could, 
s a i fourth of July dinner 
fish from that dunce that 
now enough to buy the right 
rackers, ” he cried, then he 
on, unaware that the young 
had heard him. 
was at homo a few dreadful 
before the other children

6" /

\\1 \?

1
,

pigvf-
Bobby,-" hé'eaîd.ün-'tt cér- 
in- "You are the very chip 
r. I want to have, a regu- 
ihioned Fourth to-morrow ; 
Ise, you know."

t!
imay | 

clew of 
bat I go
Her.ty. Duke of Guise.

He said it with a certain superb? 
ness: bnt the young captain, bourgeois 
of the bourgeois, did not mean to let 
himself he put down.by any sprig of the 
noblesse.

‘Ortainly, if it is any comfort t6 
you,” he retorted. “But you are very 
dull, monsieur, not t<r be aware that 
your identity is known perfectly to 
others- besides your lackey here and 
toy man.. I did not come to arrest you 
without a minute description ' of you 
from M. de Beliu himself.”

“Ventre bleu!” Lucas shouted. “I 
wrote thé description. I myself lodged 
information against Mar. I came hire 
to make sure yon took him. Carry me 
before Belin; he will know me.”

I trembled lest the officer could no:i 
but see that the man spoke truth. But Lorraine. 
I had no need to fear; there is a com­
bination of stupidity and vanity which 
nothing can move.

“I have, no orders to take you to M. 
de Belin,” lie returned calmly. “So 
you wrote the description

• • y ? ' ' A

y knew. And he knew al- 
nty-fivo cents worth of 
Ise was now feeding the 
mill stream.

go down with me to help 
things?" continued the

■i-
lvIt mi i ?

i

lould and. would, although 
was not tn it. 
vas by the time they reach- 
ire. By that time bo had 
that the minister, who ho 

«fore regarded as a walking 
and a born orator, had 

Bicted as he.
lobby," said the minister, 
ddenly called on to tell my 
he seminary about a great' 
it I had attended, and I i 
m the bishop went up In 
et and began to pulp!’ ” 
fcby had laughed at this he 
w did you ever get over ,

ling at it, Bobby, and not i 
ring laughed at now and. 
1 the minister, 
it his ease now and in fine 
tered- the drug store again 
lung man waited on, them, 
th the air of an adept, sc­
ie lot of the right Jcfnd of 
yith Unlimited powers of

J ■ 1I
>

.

“Why?eïoôk yon, Felix; it is tbe 
safest spot for me in all Paris; it is 
the last place where they will ‘ look for 
me. Besides, now that they think me 
behind bars, they will not .be looking 
for me at all. I shall be as safe as the 
hottest Leaguer in the camp.”

“But in the hotel------ ”
“Be comforted ; I shall not enter the 

hotel. There is a limit to my madness. 
No; T shall go softly around to a (win­
dow in the side street under which I 
have often stood in the old days. She 
used to contrive to be in her chamber 
after supper.”

“But, monsieur, how long is it since 
you «-ere there last?”

r
“

you wrote the description, did you? 
Perhaps you will deny that it fits you?”

He read the paper.
“ ‘Charles-Andre-Etienne-Marie de St. 

Quentin, Comte de Mar. Age, threc- 
and-twenty ; figure, tall and slender; 
was dressed yesterday in black with a 
plain falling band; carries his right 
arm in a sling------”

“Is my arm in a sling?” Lucas de­
manded.

“No, in a handcuff,” the captain 
laughed, at the same moment that his 
dragoon exclaimed : "His right wrist 
is bandaged, though.”

“That, is nothing! ft is a . mere 
scratch. did it myself by accident*” 
Lucas slWMted, striving with his ham­
pered left! Band to pull the folds apart 
to show it. But he could not, and fell 
silent, xftde-eyed, like one «-ho sees the 
net of fate dia.wiug iff about him. The 
captain went pn, reading from his little 
paper:

’Fair hair, ^ray eyes, acqulfine nose’ 
—I suppose you will still tell us, mon­
sieur, that you are not the man ?”
I “I am not be. The Comte de Mar 
and I are nothing alike. We are both 
young, tall, yes; but that_is all. He is 
slashed1 all up the forearm; my wrist 
is but scratched With a' knife-edge. He 
has yellow hair; mine is brown. His 
eyes------■”

m
Ur

' e

I"We Climbed Out Into a Silk-Mercer’s Shop.”
■I

ln the direction

“I think it must be two months. I 
had little heart for it after my father 
j^r- So. you see, no one *»ill be en the 
'-lookodt for tie tonight.” ’ ‘ /
: ‘^Keither wfll medemtiaelle,”.'-! made 
!my point.

• “I hope she may,” he answered. “She 
well know t- must see her tonii-lit. And 
I think she'will be at jth4e :jrjndow.”

The reasoning seémed satisfactory 
to him. And I thought ofe wet blan­
ket m the house was enough.

“Very well, monsieur. I am ready 
for anything, you propose.”

“Then I propose sapper.”
Afterwards we played shovel-board, I 

risking the pistoles mademoiselle had 
given me. I won five more, for he paid 
little heed to «-hat-he was about, but 
was ever figdeting over to tlie window to 
see ‘if it «’as dark enough. to start. At 

it did. length, when it «ras still bèt«-een dog
I, who had heard M. Etienne de- and wolf, he announced that he would 

scribed twenty times, had - yesterday delay no longer.
mistaken Lucas for him; the ' same “Very well, monsieur, I said with 
items served for both. It was the more all alacrity, 
remarkable because they actually looked “But you are not to come, 
no more alike than chalk and cheese. “Monsieur.
Lucas, had set down his catalogue with- . “Certainly not. I must -go alone to- 
out a thought that he was drawing his Bight.”
own picture. If ever hunter was , “But, monsieur; you -Will need me. 
caught in his own gin. Lucas was! You will need some one to watch the 

“You-Jie!” be cried furiously. “You whiIe you 8peak w,th “ademoi-
whZ U£\fn°vmri”r’ Y°U He’ ** ’T can have no listener tonight,” he 
whole pack of you! replied, immovably. ,

Gag him, Ravelle, the captain **Büt I will not listen, monsieur;
commanded, with an angry flush.. j shall stand out of ear-shot. But you

“I demand to be taken before M. de must have" some one to give you «-arn- 
(Belin!” Lucas shouted. ing should the guard set on you.”

The next moment the soldier had ."V;rVr,a“af,e mJr a?uir8’’’,*he
twisted a handkerchief about his retorted haughtily, I **lre neither 
mo„th your advice uor your company.

™ , . , . , “Monsieur!" I cried, almost in tears.
■Beady?” the captain asked of Gas- “Enough!” he bade sharply. “Go

pard, who had come back just in time end me yig0 •>
to aid in the throttfing. "Olove on, j went like one ill whose face the The music paused, and I turned from
tnen' doors of heaven had shut. my watch of the shadowy figures cross-

He led the way out, the two dra- Vigo came at on#e from the guard- ing" the square, in instant alarm lestt the van. 
toons following with their prisoner, room at my -summons. It was on -toy something was wrong. But whatever This
And this time Lucas’ fertile wits failed tongue to tell him of M. le Comte’s startled him ceased, for in a moment ery.
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“It is plain to me, monsieur,” the of­

ficer interrupted, “that the description 
fits you in every particular.” And so

V |- i

Salmon’s
Grand SI Lager Sweep

Li
1> one was

“Take your station at the corner 
there,” tie bade, “and shout if they 
seem to be coming for us. But I think 
we shall not be molested. My fingers 

stiff they «111 hardly recognize -3!
of prey (a monstroua
)»' .
ng right down toward

1 mwsmsaa. _ ■peppupi
my hand on the strings.”

I went to my post, and he began 
singing, scarce loud, epough for any but 
his lady above to mark him:

LIMITED TO $10.000.

Drawn in presence. of the Public under 
the supervision of the Press on

th filled with fright at 
■bio sight,
quite know what to do. 

his perch—left his

f Patrept blossom ever grew
Once she loosened from her breast. 

Thid I say, her eyes are blue.
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the lurch,
d as fast as he could, 
n caught up—on Bugg he

I guess Bugg "Will be

From her breast the rose she drew. 
Dole for me, her servant meat, 

Fairest b'oesom ever grew.
Event at Doncaster, England, Wednesday, 

September 12, 1906.
arm' 182 ENTRIES 182 PRIZES :

Divided u Usual.
Results published la Dally Papers of 

September 12.
with a

i:

’ É■WV

—
- , ....

........................................ —■ee eseesm

m

iT -bM.

sa
sK

ss
i'J

SB
Ba

ai
B

.. .
^^

m
w

bb
si

bë

9 v

?


