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CANADA,.00ing for these weapons, but I considered 

that I would not be away long, and 
that there was likelihood of my re

in these solitudes. So

trying to deduce a meaning from her 
strange speeches and conduct, which I 
finally pùt down to the capriciousness 
of woman. I could understand the feel
ing that she ought to part from a man 
who loved her and whom her religion 
forbade her to love in return; but why 
she should seem pleased at the appar
ent lukewarmness of my friendship for 
La Tournolre, whom slie was willing to 
accept as her guide, I could not guess. 
Since she intended! to part from me, 
never to see me again, what mattered 
it to her whether or not I was the in
timate of a proscribed ruffian ? Tet 
she seemed glad to hear that I was not, 
but this might be only seeming. I 
might not have read her face and tone 
aright. Her inquiries might have been 
due to curiosity alone. So I thought 
no more of them, and gave up my mind 
instead to planning how she might be 
made to ignore the difference between 
our religions, and to revoke the edict 
banishing me from her side. It would 
be necessary that she should be willing 
to remain at Maury, with a guard com
posed of some of my men, while I, giv
ing a pretext for delaying the flight 
and for the absence of myself and the 
most of my company, should attempt 
the delivery of her fathqc f»om the 
chateau of Fleurler. It was jny hope 
though I dated not yet breathe it, that 
I might bring her father and my com
pany back to Maury, and that all of us 
then might then proceed to Gulenne.

My mediations were interrupted by 
the return of Blaise from Maury, 
where he had found all well and the 
men there joyous at the prospect of 
soon rejoining the army in Gulenne. A 
part of the ocmpany was absent on a 
foraging raid, 
chambers were rapidly being made 
habitable for Mlle, de Varion, whom 
Blaise had announced to the men as a 
distinguished refugee.

When supper was ready in the 
kitchen, I sent Jeannotte to summon 
her mistress. Mademoiselle came down 
from her chamber, her sweet face be
tokening a brave attempt to bear up 
under the many woes that crushed her 
—the condition of her father, her own 
exile, the peril in which she stood of 
the governor’s reconsidering her order 
and sending to make her a prisoner, 
the .seeming necessity of exchanging 
my guidance for that of a stranger 
who had been painted to her in repul
sive colors, and the other unhappy ele
ments of her situation.

“It is strange that the boy Pierre has 
not returned,” I said while we sat at 
table.

Mademoiselle reddened. It then oc
curred to me that, in her abstration, 
she had not even noticed his absence, 
and that now it came on her as a new 
trouble.

tenance, and she answered sadly:
"Ah. monsieur, when you shall have 

truly known me!”
“Have I not known you a whole 

day?” I asked. “I wonder that life had 
any relish for'me before yesterday. It 
seems as if I had known you always, 
though the joy that your presence 
gives me will always be fresh and novel. 
Ah, mademoiselle, If you knew what 
sweetness suddenly filled the world at 
my first sight of you!”

I took her hand in mine. She made 
a weak effort to withdraw it; I tight
ened my hold; she let it remain. Then 
she tufned her blue eyes up to mine 
with a look of infinite trust and yield
ing, so that I felt that, rapid as had 
been my own yielding to the charm of 
her beauty and her gentleness, she had 
as speedily acknowledged in me the 
man by whonri her heart might be com
manded.

As we sat thus, the gypsy within, 
who had been for some time aimlessly 
strumming his Instrument, began to 
sing. The words of his song came to 
us subdued, but distinct:
“The sparkle of my lady’s eyes—

Ah, sight that is the fairest !
The look of love that in them lies—

Ah, thrill that is the rarest!
Oh, comrades mine, go roam the earth, 

Tou’ll find In all your roving 
That all its other Joys are worth 

Not half the Joys of loving!”
“Ah, mademoiselle," I whispered, 

"before yesterday those words would 
have meant nothing to me!”

She made no answer, but closed her 
eyes, as if to shut out every thought 
but consciousness of that moment.

And now the gypsy, in an air and 
voice expressive of sadness, as he had 
before been expressive of rapture, sang 
a second stanza:
“But, ah, the price we have to pay 

For joys that have their* season! 
And, oh, the sadness of the day 

When woman shows her treason !
Her look of love is but a mask 

For plots that she is weaving,
Alas, for those who fondly bask 

In smiles that are deceiving!”

the disclosure of the truth.
It was thereupon arranged that we 

should stay at Godeau’s inn until the 
next morning. Mademoiselle’s port
manteaus were carried to the upper 
chamber, which was a mere loft, but 
preferable to the kitchen, 
after eating, she went to rest. Blaise 
then departed to direct the desired pre
parations at Maury, with orders to re
turn to the inn before nightfall. 
Jeannette and the two boys remained 
in the kitchen to hear the music of 
the two gypsies, a man and a girl. 
Having nothing better to do, I took my 
seat on the bench outside the inn and 
sat musing.

Late in the afternoon, I heard the 
light step of mademoiselle on 
threshold. On seeing me, she stopped, 
as if it were I whom she had come out 
to seek, 
bench, 
for a
ground, while on her face was a look 
of trouble. Suddenly she lifted her
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I continued on my way toward a knoll 
where I expected to get a good view 
of the road, and thus, should Pierre be 
returning on the road, spare myself the 
labor of plunging into the wood’s 
depths and listening for the footsteps 
of his horse or of himself.
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I had walked several minutes in the 
increasing darkness, when there came 
to my ears, from the shades at the 
right, the sound of a human snore. 
Had the boy fatigued himself in trying 
to find the way, and fallen asleep with
out knowledge of his nearness to the 
inn?

“Pierre!” I called. There was no

tty Hayenbuch Wyman

theDuring the rest of that night her slum
bers were more faithfully guarded, al
though they were not theatened again.

CHAPTER X.
A Disappearance.

The next morning we resumed our

Vol. 36.answer.
I Called again. Again there was no 

reply, but the snoring ceased. A third 
time I called. My call was unheeded.

I turned into the wilds, and forced 
my way through dense undergrowth. 
At a short distance from the road, I. 
came on traces of the passage of some 
one else. Following these, I arrived 
at last at a small open space, where 
the absence of vegetation seémed due 
to some natural cause. Sufficient of 
the day’s failing light reached the 
clearing to show me the figures of four 
men on the ground before me, three of 
them stretched in slumber, the fourth 
sitting up. The last held a huge two- 
haded sword over his shoulder, ready 
to strike. The threatening attitude of 
this giant made me take mechanically 
a step backward, and feel for my 
sword. Alas, I was unarmed!

“So, my venturesome laçkeÿ, we 
meet again!” came a sarcastic voice 
from the left, and someone darted be
tween me and the four men, facing me 
with a drawn sword.

It was the Vicomte de Berquin, and 
a triumphant smile was on his face.

Moved by the thought that made
moiselle’s safety depended on me, I 
was npt ashamed, being unarmed, to 
turn about for immediate flight. But 
I had no sooner shown my back to M. 
de Berquin than I found myself face 
to face with the scowling Barbe- 
mouche, who stood motionless, the 
point of his sword not many inches 
from my breast.

I rose and offered her the 
She sat down in silence, and 

moment her eyes rested on the
-

TRAGEDY IN NI

(CHAPTER IX._(Continued.) ; way southward. The weather was glance to mine and spoke abruptly, as
• clear and fine, yet Mlle, de Varion ! jf forcing herself to broach a subject 

By this time clouds had arisen, and ; geeme(j more heavy at heart than she | on which she would rather have been 
the moonlight was frequently obscured. ; had been on the preceding day. This sllent.
I had waited about half an hour, when 
again the sound of breaking leaves and 
sticks warned me that living beings 
were approaching through the woods.
At last I made out the four figures of 
De Berquin’s hirelings as they cauti
ously paused at the edge of the open 

Apparently assured by the 
silence that their presence was unsus
pected, they came on to the inn. In a 
moment of moonlight I perceived, also, 
the figure of De Berquin, who stood at 
the border of the woods watching the 
proceedings of his varlets. Even as I 
looked, he withdrew into the shadow.
At the same time a heavy mass of 
clouds cast darkness over the place.

Ml

“Monsieur," she said, “I suppose that 
the Sieur de la Tournolre, whom we 
are so soon to meet, is a very dear 
friend of yours!”

“A very close friend,” I replied, with 
an inward smile. “And yet he has got 

But though I did not tell her, i me jnto so much trouble that I might
fairly consider him an enemy.”

“I must confess,” said she, “that I 
have he?rd little of him but evil.”

“It is natural that the Catholics in 
Berry should find nothing good to say 
of him,” I replied. “Tet it is true that 
he is far from perfect—a subtle rascal, 
who dons disguises and masquerades 
as other than he is, a leader of night 
birds, and sometimes a trubulent roy- 
sterer.”

could not be attributed to any appre
hension of further annoyance from De 
Berquin, for, as her talk showed, she 
believed that he would not again trou
ble her after his having cut so poor a 
figure with his attempt at an intended 
rescue.
I had good reason to believe that we 
were not yet done with him. The fail
ure of his attempt, with regard to 
mademoiselle, whether or not that at
tempt had been dictated by Montignac, 
would not make him abandon the more 
important mission concerning 
Sieurde la Tournoire. Therefore, I was 
likely to encounter him again, and 
probably nearer Maury, and, as it was 
my intention that mademoiselle should 
remain under my protection until after 
my venture in behalf of her father, it 
was probable that she, toe. would see 
more of her erstwhile pursuer. I would 
allow events to dictate precautions 
against the discovery of my hiding 
place by De Berquin, agairst his inter
ference with my intended attempt to 
deliver M. de Varion, and against his 
molesting Mlle, de Varion during my 
absence from her on that attempt. I 
might have killed De Berquin when I 
disarmed him on the previous night, 
but I did not wish to make him, in the 
least, an object of mademoiselle’s pity, 
and, moreover, I was curious to see 
what means he would adopt toward 
hunting me down and betraying me.

Not only the dejection of Mlle, de 
Varion made our ride a melancholy 
one, despite the radiance of the au- j 
tumn morning. Blaise, repentant of j 
his over-indulgence, and still feeling i 
the humiliation of the easy capture 
made of him by four scurry knaves, 

was impossible for them to make out had taken refuge in one of these moods 
my features. I met then- sham assault of pious reflection which he attribut- 
with much greater vigor than De Ber- ed to maternal influence. Piqued at 
quin had led them to expect from him. this reticence, the maid, Jeannotte, 
This they might have been moved to maintained a sulky silence. The two 
resist in earnest but for the fear of boys, devoted to their mistress, now 
losing their pay, which De Berquin, in j faithfully reflected her sad and uneasy 
order to secure himself against treach- demeanor, 
ery on their part, would certainly have 
represented as being, not on his person, 
but somewhere awaiting his call Thus 
deterred from making a sufficient de
fence against my sword-play, and as 
mademoiselle, awakened by the noise, 
had hastened to her door and 'was

ir;
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“Unpleasant person!” repeated Bar- I without a sound, fell I
demouche, astonished at my audacity I chair and table fallinl
“You dog, do you speak in such tenm The audience for a j
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So he was under the delusion alst hoax, and applaudej
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tance, but the phystcl 
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after it became possil 
ment which followed! 
121 east 12th street.

Immediately after tl 
pointed the revolver il 
the stage and then si 
towards the audience! 
ed to cover his retrea 
was

But I could descry the black forms of 
the four rascals huddled together at 
the door of the inn, which the fore
most cautiously opened. A moment 
later they had all entered the kitchen.

I glided rapidly through the darkness 
after them, and took my stand just 

-within the door, where any one at
tempting to pass out must encounter 
me. The four rascals were now at the 
inner door leading to the room of made
moiselle.

"I have been told,” she said, "that he 
treacherously killed a man * in Paris 
and deserted from the French Guards."

“As for the kiling,” I replied, “there 
was no treachery or unfairness on his 
part; and if he deserted from the 
King’s French Guard, it was when the 
King had consented to give him up to I thought of Mile. d’Arency, but not 
the Duke of Guise, whom the weak forxlong, for suddenly Mlle, de Varion 
King, then as now, hated as much as started up, as if awakened from a

dream, and looked at me with an ex
pression of unspeakable distress of 
mind.

FBUIT-A-TIVES UNITED

feared.”
“Stand off, rascals!" I cried, assum

ing the tone of De Berquin. In the 
same moment, I gently punctured the 
back of the nearest rascal with my 
sword. >

She gave a heavy sigh and went on, 
“La Tournoire is a brave man, of
course?”

"He is a man,” I said, “who expects 
to meet death as he meets life, cheer
fully, not hoping too much, not fearing 
anything.”

“And this hiding place of his,” she 
said, in a very low voice, again drop
ping her glance to the ground. “Tell 
me of it.”

I gave her a description of the ruin
ed chateau of Maury.

"But,” she said, “Is not the place 
•easily accessible to the troops of the 
governor?”

“The troops of the garrison at Clo- 
chonne have not yet found the way to 
it,” I replied. “The chateau was aban
doned twenty years ago. Its master is 
an adventurer in the new world, if he 
is not dead. Its very existence has 
been forgotten, for the land pertaining 
to it is of no value. The soliders from 
Clochonne could find it only by scour
ing this almost impenetrable wilder
ness.”

“Is there, then, no road leading to 
it?” she asked.

“This road leads hither from Clo
chonne, and on southward across the 
mountain. There are the remains of a 
by-road leading from here westward 
to the chateau, and ending there. But 
this by-road, almost entirely recovered 
by the forest, is known only to La 
Tournoire and his friends. A better 
way for the governor’s soldiers to find 
La Tournoire’s stronghold, If they but 
knew, would be to take the road along 
the river from Clochonne to Narjec, 
and to turn up the hill at the throne
shaped rock, half-way between those 
towns.
Maury, hidden by dense woods and 
thickets.”

CHAPTER XI.
How the Hero Gave His Word and 

Kept It. 
reflected, 

lack a weapon,”
Berquin, humorously. shall pres
ently give you mine, point first.”

As I was still facing Barbemouche, I 
imagined the point of the Vicomte’s 
sword entering my back, and I will 
confess that I shivered.

“And I mine,” growled Barbemouche. 
“Though you are a lackey and I a 
gentleman, yet, by the grandmother of 
Beelzebub, I am glad to see you!”

"Indeed!” said I, whose only hope 
wag to gain time for thought. “This is 
a heartier welcome than a stranger 
might expect.”

De Berquin laughed. Barbemouche 
said, “You are no stranger.”

"Then you know me ?” said I. "Who 
am I?”

“You are the answer to a prayer,” 
said Barbemouche, with an ugly grin. 
“You thought you fooled us finely last 
night, and that when you had made a 
hole in my body you had done with 
me. Rut I got a look at you after the 
mistake was discovered, and I vowed 
the Virgin a dozen candles in return 
for another meeting with you. And 
now she has sent you to me.”

And he looked at me with such ju
bilant vindictiveness that I turned and 
faced De Berquin, saying:

“Monsieur le Vicomte, I have made 
up my mind that your visage is more 
pleasant to look on than that of your 
friend.”

By this time the other three rascals 
on the ground had been awakened by 
the tall fellow, and the four had taken 
up their weapons and placed them
selves at the four sides of the open 
space, so that I could not make a bolt 
in any direction. All the circum
stances that made my life at that time 
doubly precious rushed into my mind. 
On it depended the safety of Mlle, de 
Varion, the rescue of her father, the 
expeditious return of my brave com
pany to our Henri’s side, and certain 
valuable interests of our Henri’s cause. 
I wHl confess that it was for its use 
to mademoiselle, rather 
its use to our Henri, 
most valued, at that 
the life which 
chance of my speedily losing. In 
De Berquin, and in Barbemouche as 
well, vengeance cried for my immedi
ate death. Moreover, my death would 
remove the chief obstacle to De Ber
quin’s having his will concerning Mile, 
de Varion. For an instant, I thought 
he might let me live that I might tell 
him her whereabouts, but I perceived 
that my presence was indication to 
him that she was near at hand. He 
could now rely on himself to find her. 
The opportunity of removing me from 
his way was not to be risked by delay. 
It was true that I might obtain respite 
by announcing myself as the Sieur de 
la Tournoire, for he would wish to pre
sent me alive to the governor, if he 
could do so. The governor and the 
Duke of Guise would desire to season 
their revenge on me.with torture, and 
to attempt the forcing from me of 
secrets of our party. But to make my
self known as Da Tournoire was but to 
defer my death. The life that I might 
thus prolong could not be of any fur
ther service to mademoiselle or to 
Henri of Navarre. Still, I might so 
gain time. I might escape ; my men 
might rescue me. So, at a last re
source, I would save my life by dis
closing myself; but I woulil defer this 
disclosure until the last possible in
stant. De Berquin and Barbemouche 
were evidently in for amuseing them
selves awhile at my expense. They 
would prolong matters for their own 
pleasure and my own further humilia
tion. Meanwhile, an unexpected means 
of eluding them might arise.

As for their presence there, I have 
always accounted for it on this suppo
sition: That, after their defeat on the 
previous night, they had reunited in 
the woods, hidden - hemselves where 
they might observe our departure from 
the inn in the morning, followed us at 
a distance into the mountain forest, 
lost our track, and finally, knowing 
neither of Godeau’s inn nor of their 
nearness to the road, dismounted and 
sought afoot an open space in which 
to pass the night. Their horses were 
probably not far away.

“Ha!” laughed De Berquin, in an
swer to my words and movement. “So 
you don’t share Barbemouche’s own 
opinion of his beauty?”

“Oh, monsieur!” she cried. “You 
must leave me! I must never see you 
agan. Go, go—or let me go at once!”

“Mademoiselle!” I cried, astonished.
“I beg you, make no objections, ask 

no questions! Only go! It is a crime, 
an infamy, for me to have listened 
while you spoke as you spoke a while 
ago! I ought not to have accepted your 
protection! Go, monsieur, and have 
no more to do with the most miserable 
woman in France!”

She started to go Info the inn, but I 
caught her by the hand and detained 
her. i

I stood still and 
“YouSurprised at what they took for the 

premature advent of their master, the 
fellows turned and stood for a moment 
undecided. But by thrusting my sword 
among them I enabled them to make 
up their minds. They could but blind
ly obey their instructions, and so they 
came toward me with a feeble pre
tence of attack. In the darkness it

said M. de

“Pardon me for speaking of it in 
such a way as to frighten you,” I said. 
“There is no cause for alarm. Not 
finding me on the road, he may have 
turned into the woods to look for me, 
and so have lost his way. He would 
surely be able to find the road again.”

not come to any 
harm,” replied mademoiselle, in a low 
voice that seemed forced, as if she 
were concealing the fears tha,t she 
fleally felt.

Jeannotte cast a sympathetic look at 
her mistress.

“Shall I go and look for him?” asked 
Hugo, showing in his face his anxiety 
for his comrade.

“You would lose yourself, also,” I 
said. “Mademoiselle, I shall go, for I 
know all the hillocks and points of 
vantage from which he may be seen.”

“Nay,, monsieur, do not give yourself 
the trouble, I pray you.”

But I rose from the table to show 
that I was determined, and said:

“Blaise, I leave you as guard. Re
member last night.”

“I am not likely to forget,” he growl
ed, dropping his eyes before the sharp 
glance of Jeannette’s, 
need have no fears.”

“But, monsieur,” said mademoiselle. 
She was about to continue, but her eye 
met Jeannette’s, and in the face of the 
maid was an expression as ,lf coun
selling silence, 
no more, but she followed me to the 
door, and stood on the threshold.

“Monsieur,” she said, “Jf you do not 
find him within a few minutes, I 
treat that you will not put yourself to 
further discomfort. See, it is already 
nearly dark. If he be lost In the woods 
for the night, he can 
way hither to-morrow.

“I shall not seek long, mademoiselle, 
for the reason that I would not be 
long away from you.”

At that moment, feeling under 
foot something different from leaves or 
earth, I stooped 
mademoiselle’s gloves, which she had 
dropped, probably, on first entering the 
inn. Remaining in my kneeling pos
ture and looking up at her sweet, sad 
face, I said:

“Whatever may come in the future, 
mademoiselle, circumstance has made 
me your faithful chevalier for a day. 
Will you not give me some badge of 
service that I may wear forever in 
memory of that sweet, though sorrow
ful day?”

“Keep what you have in your hand,” 
she replied, in a low voice, and point
ed to her glove.

I rose and fastened the glove on my 
hat, and said:

“They shall find it on me when I am 
dead, mademoiselle.” 
to go in search of Pierre.

“I shall go to my room now,” she 
said, “and so, good night, monsieur."

I turned, and made to take her hand 
that I might kiss it, but she drew it 
away, and then, standing In the 
threshold, she raised it as one does in 
bestowing a benedicite, and said:

“God watch you through the night, 
monsieur.”

"And you forever, mademoiselle," 
said I, but she had gone. For a mo
ment I stood looking up at her cham
ber window, thinking how it had come 
over me again, as in the days of my 
youth, the longing to be near one wo
man.

“Mademoiselle," I said, gently, “the 
difference in our religions need not for
bid such words between us as I have 
spoken. I can understand how you re
gard it as in insuperable barrier, but 
it is really a slight one, easily re
moved, as it has been in many notable 
cases.”

“Monsieur," she replied, resolutely, 
shaking her head, “I say again, we 
must part. k I am not to be urged or 
persuaded. LThe greatest kindness you 
can do me is to go, or let me go, with
out more words.”

“But, mademoiselle,” I interposed, 
"it will be very difficult for you to 
continue your flight across the border 
without a guide. Not to speak of the 
danger from men, there is the chance 
of losing your way.”

“The Sieur de la Tournoire will not 
refuse me his guidance,” she said, in 
a voice that seemed forced to an un
wonted hardness.

“Then you will discard my protec
tion, and accept his, a stranger’s?”

“Yes, because he is a stranger—thank 
God!”

“I trust he will

“Look, 
of having
to draw her attention, “yonder is the 
chateau of Clochonne. Beyond that, 
and to the right, are the mountains for 
which we are bound. It is there that 
I shall introduce to you the Sieur de 
la Tournoire.”

niademoiselle!” said I, glad 
fotrnd objects toward which 

ier atteitt

looking on, the four adventurers soon 
considered that their pretence of battle 
had lasted long enough. A howl of 
pain from Barbemouche, evoked by a 
wound in the groin, was the signal for 
their general flight. As I still stood in 
the doorway to bar all exit there, they 
sought other ways of egress. The slim 
Jacques ran past mademoiselle into 
her room and bolted through the win
dow. Barbemouche managed to go 
through the rear of the window of the 
kitchen, and the fat Antoine tried to 
follow him, but succeeded only as to 
his head, arms and shoulders. Squeez
ed tightly into the opening, he remain
ed an irresistible temptation to the 
point of my sword, and at every thrust 
he beat the air with his legs and 
shrieked piteously. The tall Francois, 
in attempting to reach this window at 
one stride, had stumbled against the 
bodies of the terified inn keeper and 
his wife, and he now labored, vainly, 
to release his leg from the grasp of the 
old woman, who clung to it with the 
strength of desperation.

I took mademoiselle by the hand and 
led her out into the air. Here we were 
joined by Hugo and Pierre, who had 
run around from the shed at the noise. 
I was just about to answer her look 
of bewilderment and inquiry, when 
there came a loud cry:

“Stand off, rascals!”
And on rushed De Berquin from the 

woods, making a great flourish with 
his sword as he came. In the dark
ness, seeing mademoiselle standing 
with three men, one of whom had led 
her rapidly from the inn, the inventive 
Vicomte had taken us three for his 
own zealous henchmen.

And so he came, like some giant
slaying chevalier of the old days, cry
ing again: “Stand off, rascals!” and 
adding, “You hounds, release this 
lady!”

"Fear not for the lady; her friends 
are here!” I said, motioning Hugo and 
Pierre aside and stepping forward with 
mademoiselle, my drawn sword in my 
right hand.

Mademoiselle looked at the distant 
towers and the mountains beyond 
with an expression of dread. She gave 
a heavy sigh and shuddered in her 
saddle.

“Nay, mademoiselle,” I said; “you 
have nothing to fear there.”

She turned pale, and answered, in a 
trembling voice :

“Alas, monsier! Am I not about to 
put those mountains between myself 
and my father?”

I thought of the joy that I should 
cause and the gratitude I should win, 
should I succeed in bringing her father 
safe to her in those mountains, but I 
kept the thought to myself.

We skirted Clochonne by a wide de
tour, fording the Crease at a secluded 
Place, and ascended the wooded hills 
in single file. After a long and toil
some progress through pathless and 
deeply shaded wilds, we reached, in the 
afternoon, the forest 
Godeau and his wife. It had been 
intention to stop and rest here, and to 
send Blaise ahead to Maury, chat 
of the rooms of our ruined chateau 
might be made fit for mademoiselle’s 
reception. I had expected to find the 
inn as usual, without guests, but on 
approaching it we heard the sound of 
music proceeding from a stringed in
strument. We stopped at the edge of 
the small, cleared space before the inp 
and sent Blaise to reconnoitre. He 
boldly entered and presently returned- 
followed by the decrepit Godeau and 
his strapping wife, Marianne. Both 
gave us glad welcome, the old 
with obsequious bows, which doubtless 
racked his rheumatic joints, the woman 
with bustling cordiality.

"Be

“Mademoiselle
At the top of that hill is

What, I asked myself, was to be the 
end of this? Would she not, on learn
ing that La Tournoire was myself, all 
the more decidedly insist on going her 
own way ? Therefore, before disclosing 
myself to her, I must accustom her to 
the view that a difference in religion 
ought not to separate two who love 
each other. In order to do this, I must 
have time; so I said:

“At least, mademoiselle, you will let 
me show you the way to Maury, and 
present to you the Sieur de la Tour
noire. That is little to ask."

“I have already accepted too much 
from you,” she replied, hesitating.

“Then cancel the obligation by 
granting me this one favor.”

“Very well, monsieur. But you will 
then go immediately?"

“From the moment when you first 
meet La Tournoire, he shall be your 
only guide, unless you yourself choose 
another.

CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)
So mademoselie saidMlle, de Varion, who had heard my 

last words with a look of keen atten
tion and also of bitter pain of mind, 
now rose and walked to and fro as if 
meditating. Inwardly I lamented my 
inability to drive from her face the 
clouds wdiich I attributed to her in
creasing distress, as she found herself 
further and further' from her father 
and her home, bound for still gloomier 
shades and wilder surroundings.

I asked if she would go in and hear 
the music of the gypsy, or have him 
come out and play for her, but she 
thanked, me with a sorrowful attempt 
at a smile, and returned to her own 
chamber.

that he possessed gentility.
"Stop, Gilles!” commanded De Bct 

quin. “Go yonder, while I listen
him tall

en-
inn kept by this amusing knave. Let 

awhile before he dies.”
Barbemouche sullenly went over < 

the side pf Francois, and stood then 
glowering^ârt me. It was a relief ’ ; 
know that his sword-point was n 
longer at my back.

“Now, rascal!” said De Berquin ti 
me. “My present enterprise, an,! h • J 
you can be useful to me in it ’

(To be continued.)
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When the sun declined, I ordered 
Marianne to prepare the best supper 
that her resources would allow, and 
then, as it was time that Blaise should 
have been back from Maury, I went to 
a little knoll, w:hich gave a view of the 
part of the abandoned by-road, to look 
and listen for him. Presently I heard 

said j the sound of a horse’s footfalls near 
ex- the inn, and made haste back to see 

who rode there. Just as I reached the 
cleared space I saw the rideff disap
pearing around a bend of the 
which led
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Verdict of Coroner’s Jury Which I 
vestigated Fatality at the Loop.

In the meantime,” I added, 
for she had taken another step toward 
the inn, “grant me at least as much 
of your society as you would bestow on 
an indifferent acquaintance, who hap
pened to be your fellow-traveller in 
this lonely place.”

She gave a sigh which I 
meaning that the more we should see 
each other, the harder the parting 
would be at last, but she said, tremul
ously:

“We shall meet at supper, monsieur, 
and to-morrow, when you conduct 
on to Maury.” 
inn, but stopped on the threshold, and, 
casting on me a strangely wistful look, 
the added, “Great must be the friend
ship between you and La Tournoire, 
that you can so confidently assure his 
protection to those for whom you ask 
it.”

man

As briefly announced in Saturday 
Times two men were instantly kille* 
at the Loop, near Glacier by the slit' 
ping of tackle while at work on , 
bridge. The victims,
Rich, were employed by the Britisl 
Columbia General Contract Compan:

According to Iatèr accounts a he. - 
span was being placed in position 
a C. P. R. bridge by a gang of i 
working
Choate, when the tackles holding 
end slipped and two of the men 
either crushed to death or swep 
the false work into the valley t 
A coroner’s inquest was held, and 
investigating the circumstances 
found, “every precaution had 
taken, and death was purely 
detal.”

at monsieur,"ease,
Marianne. “We have no one within 
cept two gypsies, who will make music 
for you and tell your fortunes. Godeau, 
look to the horses.”

I dismounted and assisted mademoi
selle to descend. Then, on the pretext 
of giving an order, I took Marianne 
and Godeau aside, and bade them to 
address me as M. de Launay, not 
any account as M. de la Tournoire. The 
old man then saw to our horses, and 
Marianne brought us wine.

"Before sunset," I said to mademoi
selle, as I raised my glass, “you shall 
meet the Sieur de la Tournoire at his 
hiding place.”

Mlle, de Varion turned pale, and, as 
if suddenly too weak 
down on a wooden bench before the inn 
door. Jeannette ran to support her.

"Before sunset!" she repeated with 
a shudder.

Mayleart anctook as

road
to Clochonne. Though I 

saw only his back, I recognized him 
as mademoiselle’s boy, Pierre, mount
ed on one of her horses.

On the bench before the inn sat 
mademoiselle herself, aione. She gave 
a start of surprise when I came up to 
her.

to him
Edw;<Foremanunderme

The moon reappeared, and showed 
De Berquin standing with open mouth, 
as if turned to stone. In a moment 
this astonishment passed.

"Thousand devils!” he cried. “The 
cursed lackey!”

And he made a warthful thrust at 
me, but I disarmed him now as neatly 
as at the inn. Thereupon, he picked 
up his sword and made rapidly off to 
the woods. Turning toward the inn, I 
saw the tall fellow and his fat comrade 
leaving it. the former bearing his huge 
sword on his shoulder. They avoided us 
by a detour and followed De Berquin. 
The two who had escaped by windows 
had, doubtless, already reached the 
protection of the tree=.

Then she entered theon Then I turned

“Mademoiselle," I said? “I have just 
seen your boy, Pierre, riding toward 
Clochonne.”

“Yes,” she replied, looking off toward 
the darkest part of the forest. “I—I 
w'as alarmed at your absence. I did 
not know where you had gone; I sent 
him to look for you.”

“Then I would better run after and 
call him back,” I said, taking a step 
toward the road.

"No, no!”
“Do not leave me now\ 
back soon of his own accord. I told 
him to do so if he did not find you. I 
must ask you to bear wfith me, mon
sieur. The solitude, the strangeness 
of the place, almost appal me. I feel a 
kind of terror when I do not know 
that you are near.”

Mademoiselle, ’’ I said, sitting beside 
her on the bench, “I cannot describe 
that which I shall feel if I am doomed 
ever to know that you are not near 
me. It will be as if the sun had ceased 
to shine and the earth had turned bar
ren.”

A blush mounted to her cheeks; she 
dropped her humid eyes; 
heaved.
have forgotten her distresses. Then 
sorrow resumed its place on her coun-

“Oh, I have done much for him, and 
he cannot refuse me any request that 
it is in his power to grant,” I said, 
truly enough.

“Then,” she went on, “the tie is 
of obligation, rather than 
friendship?”

"Yes. I have often been in a position 
to do him great services when 
else was, and when he most 
them. As for my feeling of friendship 
for him, I shall hot even weep when he 
is dead.”

“Suppose you should love a woman,” 
she continued, with a strange 
ness, “and there should come a time 
when you would have to choose be
tween your love for her 
friendship for this man, which would 
prevail?"

“I would sacrifice La Tournoire for 
the woman I loved,” I answered, with 
truth.

She looked at me steadily, and a 
hope seemed to dawn in her eyes, but 
in a moment they darkened again; she 
sighed deeply, and she turned to as
cend to her chamber, whtl I stood there

“That d-d-d v
to stand, sat

WILL WATCH THEM DIG.

Washington, June 23.—It was 
nounced at the White House to- 
that President Roosevelt would m 
a trip to the Isthmus of Panama 
fall. He will leave Washington s 
time in October, and will be ah: 
about three weeks.

one 
of great

“Yes, mademoiselle, unless you are
too ill to proceed. I fear the fatigue of 
this ride has been too much for you.” 

She gave a look of relief, and

she answered, quickly.
He will come no one 

neededI began to 
explain to mademoiselle, and was ask- ! plied: 
lng myself how best to account for the 
absence of Jeannotte, when I 
Blaise coming from the woods, bearing 
the maid in his arms. To prevent her 
from returning to the inn, De Berquin 
had caused Barbemouche to bind her 
to a tree. When her captors had de
parted to make
against mademoiselle, the maid had 
set up a moaning, and this had guid- 
sd Blaise to her side.

It was now impossible to conceal

re- \Night was now coming on. In the 
deeper shades of the forest it was al
ready dark, but the sky was clear, and 
soon the moon would rise. Musing as 
I went, I walked along the road that 
Pierre had first taken.

“I fear that it has. I shall be better 
able - to go on to-morrow—unless there 
is danger in remaining here.”

“There is very little danger. People 
crossing the mountains by way of 
Clochonne now use the new road, 
which is shorter. If, by any chance, 
soldiers from the Clochonne garrison 
should come this way and detain 
fleeing Huguenots, we could 
help—for we are so near the hiding 
place of the Sieur de la Tournoire.”

Again that shudder! Decidedly, in 
the accounts she had received of me, I 
must have been represented as 
terrible personage. I smiled at think
ing of the surprise that awaited her in

saw '-V IsASK 
YOUR GROCER 

FOR

eager-
The only 

sounds that I heard were the ceaseless 
chirps and whirrs of the insects of the 
bushes and trees.

and youra second attempt
us as 

summon When I had gone some distance, I 
bethought me of my heedlessness in 
coming away from the inn without my 
sword. I had taken this off before sit
ting down to eat, and at my departure 
my mind had been so taken up with 
other matters that I had omitted to 
put it on. My dagger was with it at 
the inn. At first I thought of return-

NEMOany
Df the night’s events from mademo
iselle, but she, far from blaming 
lack of vigilance, feigned to think her- 
*elf indebted to us for a second rescue 
from the attentions of her persecutor.

fifour THE QUEEN 
OF BREAKFAST FOODS

B.K. 1202*

her breast 
For an instaut she seemed toa very
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