THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG ¢

from the hill, through my telescope,” said young
d’Avranche, smiling. .

“My little daughter must have better manners,”
responded the lady, looking down at her child re-
provingly yet lovingly. .

“Or the Bailly must—eh, Madame?” replied
d’Avranche, and, stooping, he offered his hand to
the child. Glancing up inquiringly at her mother,
she took it. He held her in a clasp of good nature.
. The child was so demure, one could scarcely think
her capable of tossing the Bailly’s hat into the
stream ; yet looking closely, there might be seen in
her eyes a slumberaus sort of fire, a touch of mystery.
They were neither blue nor grey, but a mingling of
both, growing to the most tender, greyish sort of
violet. Down through generations of ' Huguenot"
refugees had passed sorrow and fighting and piety
and love and occasional joy, until in the eyes of this
child they all met, delicately vague, and with the
wistfulness of the early morning of life.

“ What is your name, little lady ? ” asked d’Avranche
of the child. i

“.Guida, sir,” she answered simply.

“Mine is Philip. Won't you call me Philip?” -

She flashed a look at her mother, regarded him
again, and then answered : -

“Yes, Philip—sir.”

D’Avranche wanted to laugh, but the face of the
child was sensitive and serious, and he only smiled.

“Say Yes, Philip, won't you?” he asked.

“Yes, Philip,” came the reply obediently.

After a moment of speech with Madame Landresse,
Philip stooped to say goodbye to the child.

“ (goodbye, Guida.”

A queer, mischievous little smile flitted over her
face—a second, and it was gone.

“ Goodbye, sir—Philip,” she said, and they parted.

Her last words kept ringing in his ears as he made




