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She was Bcratchinz the bock of her head with her knittin.-
needles. "No, I know it not. ... Bat porhap, Pied-dc':
nez.

. .
Say, then, Pied-de-ncz ! " 8l,o gent her voice

hcro,Piod-de.nc35-aChAtcanJ?o7fl/;
. . . Ah. he docs not

?or h?JW '"

'^^r^^'fBieur.iocanso I gavo'him n^U,in"g
for liw ba<?. . . . Tftis, ho still goes !

"

*

•; Pifd-dc-ncz you cull hi,n ? Who is ho, by-the-by ?

"

A chcmineau, M'sicur Ah, ho is gone quiteOnly a chem.nean, M'sicur. A now one, u poor 3 onV.Sometimes he is very droll, liko M'sicur."
"Good heavens above!" Dick Stewart sat npri-htvery suddenly. 'Am lever droll? Like m., do yon mw?"

tramps-liko M'sieur. But M'sieur is not a chcmineau^r a pedlar
;
though M'sieur carries a pack, it L u ttiopack, however—perhaps only linen ?

" « u mwt
" And brashes."

"Brushes, yes," she said. " M'sicur will have very finebrushes I have seen very fine brushes at Limoges. iS^sicurswell dressed. M'sieur is a gentilhomme. M'sieur Kfthe hiffh gentry, one sees that plain. Is it not so ? "

nnnnah «?f '
^ »™ */™'<^ '^ »«" .^ick Stewart said, simplyenough "If several lazy generations make it so. I belon-

M
*^o »"f»o"8/ace of the Faldalaldocs. But I can't holotha Madame. I wanted to be born somebody else, but

•Bicn sfir," she said, with a fine democratic pity

nn«.
,?®^^™^5'''''' generations, and some very unfortunate

kTAf n^° r^ ^^^7- ^°^ '^^^ Madame beholds the
last of us, tramping like any turnpike sailor—what you callany chemineau. And Madame wonders ichi/ I tramn ?

"

yes, indeed she did, she said, still smiling.
'

Madame, the explanation is easy : it is the better tosearch
; I am searching for treasure."

*i. vfff'"''®-'
Searching for treasure ! The knitting fell tothe little woman's lap, and she also dropped sevenil st>che=L

Treasure! Her eyes sparkled with comprehension, for
trcasure-hunting is almost a mania with the Limousin folk


