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CHAPTER VIIL |

TWO WOMEN,

When I came to myself 1 was in a hut
on one of the Thousand Islands of the

attendants, My chief nurse was DO
other than the desolate widow of the
patriot-hero.

How strange are the ways of lifel |,
The hope of performing my promise to |,
him, of protecting the woman he loved,
had been the one thought thatspurred me
to struggle toward the bridge. Yet now
it was not I who was shielding Madame
Chenier from the brutality of the goldiers,
but she who, assisted by Jacques the
habitant and his wife, was aiding me.
Never have I met so courageous 8
woman. Young, beautiful, and alone, for

the little light of her ohild's life had | glance. “But come in, my good fellow,
gone out during those terrible days, she | and I'll set out & dinner for you by the
still had strength to devote hersclf to | firo, You are in the nick of time. We

ministering to the wounded who had
been hidden away by their friends.
Nor could I induce her later to accept
my escort to her relatives in the city of
Quebec.

“No, no,” she said, “I will stay here
where 1 was once so happy, and cherish
my husband’s memory. Even those who
believe him to have been mistaken and
reckless must acknowledge that his aim
was noble. Encouraged by the success
of the Americans in achieving their
independence, he and those who fought
with him thought, if they were only
fearless and self-sacrificing enough, they
would surely win."”

“Madame,” I answered, “in Jean
Olivier Chenier were united the high-
hearted chivalry and valor of the old
French seigneurs and the spirit that,
sixty years ago, led on the minute-men
of Lexington. Who shall say he gave
his lifein vain?”

After a fow days, having measured
my strength sufliciently to feel that I
might venture upon a journey. I took
sad leave of this brave lady. For years
I have not heard of her. Yet I, and the
one 1 love best in the world, still pray
that, whether she be living or dead,
God will reward her for her goodness to
me. For to her care, under Providence,
1 owe my life.

My beautiful Fen Follet had been
carried away by the redcoats. But
when I seught out Monsieur Paquin in
the cottage where he had taken refuge,
he said to me,—

“My son, since you must go, you shall
have my hoise. If you cannot send him
back, sell him and use the money. Here
is a small purse I have for you, too.
Treat it as a loan if you wish, but take
it."”

“Monsieur le cure, you are too good,”
I replied, accepting his kindness, of
which I indeed had need.  “Ah, after all
you were right insaying the inhabitants

hard by, a more pretentious place than I
would voluntarily have chosen; but it
was the only one in the vieinity.

was to meet emergencies, 1 started. For
there before me stood a pretty girl whose
Thrives sudden appearance sent my thoughts

dark and her eyes bright, however, for
she was not even French, but a hand-
some Knglish girl who,
Ottawa, cared for by a lady and two|g,ce to face with an unkempt and

frightened astonishment.

ask for food.

I began, and stopped short, partly for
the reason that my pride rose up in
arms, but more becuuse I was really
faint.

ant-man,” she said, recovering from her
alarm and flashing at me a roguish

have dined well to-day, having for
company an officer from the garrisou al
Prescott, who is now smoking a pipe
with my father in the parlor. He has
been sent away up here to intercept a
refugee from Lower Canada, who it is
thonght may attempt to cross to the
States at this point.”

be I drew back.
away nonchalantly.
employment.
from you, I would better go on.

guests in the kitchen, and to-day 1

sisted.

Emboldened by my laborer's disguise,
knocked at the kitehen of a house

As the door flew open, schooled as 1

yack to Jacquette and the settle in the
iving-room at St. Denis.
It was only because her curls were

brought thus
ill-
coking stranger, stared at me in
Among the habitants I had thought it
0 disgrace to demand hospitality, but

jow, I must confess, I found it hard to

“Madame, I am seeking employ ment,”

“lam sorry, we already have a serv-

With as little show of haste as might

“Phank you, madame,” I said, turning
“I spoke only of
Since I cannot obtain it

But she laid a hand upon my arm.
“My father does not entertain his

would make one welcome here,” she in-

I saw that the room was unoccupied.
To enter, even with the knowledge that
an enemy bent on my capture was only
a few feet distant, was hardly a greater
risk than to seek to return to the woods.
A man who needs bread is desperate. 1
looked into the girl's eyes; they seemed
to me kind and true. I suffered her to
draw me inside the house.

My pretty hostess was as good as her
word. Not sinee I left St. Denis had I
dined so comfortably, while her banter-
ing conversation cheered and enlivened
me. Ungratcfully [ let many of her
sallies pass unnoticed, as I debated
whether I should ask her help to get
over the river.

I had just got upon my feet to take
leave, when a hearty KEnglish voice
called out irom across the hallway,—

“Phwebe!  Phabe, 1 say! Here is
the captain chaflng because you are so
long out of his sight. Kzad, captain,
Phoebe's a famous housekeeper. No
doubt you will find her in the kitehen.”

A younger man's voice laughed gayly,
and a firm step sounded in the passage.

Muttering an oath under my breath,
I turned sharply to the girl.

covered me with it.
one deaf.,

ped in a red cloak, came out of the
house and spoke to him.

you want to frighten our old servant
out of his wits?
hearing than a post, and he is not over
clever, If you object to my sending
him across the river to buy some bits of
woman's finery which cannot be had in
the village, I will recall him."”

you, Phabe, I have no wish to restrain
him,” answered the captain, Jowering

But I kept on, as | *The Caroline, lying at the wharf be-
lo‘;v(i will go over in the morning,” he
said,

I lodged with him, therefore. Sleep
came readily enovgh, but some time in
“the wee sma’ hours” I was awakened
by a voice crying through the darkness
outside,—

“ Boat ahoy ? Answer or I fire.”

It was the sentinel of the Caroline
challenging some one. I rose, and
groping about, began to get into my
clothes.

“The countersign ? Halt! I must
have the countersign!” continued the
guard.

“ Hush, I'll give it to you when we
get on board,” came the answer, cau-
tious and low, *there are British boats
close by.”

As I peered through the window I saw
the outline of a rowktoat astern of the
steamer.

The report of a musket broke the still-
ness of the night, and the next moment
all was uproar on the little vessel.

By this time I was dressed. Thrust-
ing my pistols into my belt, I ran down
stairs and out to the wharf, on which the
other lodgers of the house and the few
neighbors also gathered. Few of them
were armed. We, who were, fired into
the gloom. A party of redcoats were
trying to land after an attempt to de-
celve the sentinel, but as we heard,
rather than saw them, our shots had
little effect, I fear, except to drive them
back momentarily.

Before we had time to reload they
leaped upon us, being more than three
times our number, and force ! us back at
the point of their swords.

Upon the steamer the crew made a
gallant fight. They were finally over-
powered, however, and forced ashore.

“ My God! What are the enemy go-
ing to do next ?"" exclaimed the man who
had fought next to me, as we were
driven against a wall, where short work
might have been made of us but for the
darkness.

“ They are casting off the steamer's
moorings,” I said.

Other villagers, aroused by the firing,
came running to the spot. Already the
redeoats had cast off the Caroline, and
presently she began to float down the
stream.
A few minutes more and a lurid light
shot from her lower deck and began to
elimb up her sides.
“ They have set her on fire, and there
are wounded volunteers on board,” eried
my companion, in horror.
Now she was enveloped in a sheet of
flame and drifting rapidly down the cur-
rent.
It was an awful scene—on the shore a
handful of men who had plunged into a
fight before they were more than half
awake and been worsted by the force of
pnumbers ; the blackness of night, which
lay like a pall upon the water rendered
the sky invisible and aided the escape
of the invaders, who had at once taken
again to their boats ; and the doomed
vessel, at first a spectral shape of smoke
and now a blazing meteor, drifting on-
ward with its already dead and dying
men.
Presently, by the light which now

At this critical moment Pheebe, wrap-

“ Captain, please \” she cried. * Do

Peter has no more

“Oh, if the man goes on an errand for

his weapon, “but I thonght—"'

“Yes, 1 know, you officers will see a
political refugee in every country
bumpkin until you have caught your
tugitive,” she answered with a laugh.
The wind fluttered the red cloak.
Weston thrust the pistol into his belt
again. What he said I do not know, but
I saw that his thoughts were of Phwbe
now. .

As I pushed out from the shore, she
began a merry dispute with him. Pre-
sently I was well in the current. I
could see the girl's scarlet cloak as she
and the captain walked up and down
the veranda. He had apparently for-
gotten both the boat and the boatman.
A few days later, I dare say, the report
weut to headquarters that no refugee
had crossed at this point ; for Pheebe, 1
am sure kept her own counsel.

CHAPTER IX,

A SHIP OF FATE.
Steering the little dory through the
floating ice, I succeeded in reaching the
opposite shore. Here a farmer lent me
a horse, for which I paid well afterwards:
nor did I forget the cure of St. Eus-
tache. The next day, after landing
oncemore on * American soil,” I reached
Ogdensburg, where 1 was warmly wel-
comed, and found rest and refreshment.
I learned too, that large and enthusias-
tic meetings were being held at Albany,
New York, and the cities on the chain
of Lakes, at which sympathy was ex-
pressed for the patriots and money sub-
seribed to the cause.

Disappointed at not obtaining news of
Ramon, however, and eager to push on,
I took a place in one of the sledges of
the merchant train bound for the region
that promised me a chance to distin-
guish myself.

It was a clear, eris pmorning. The sun-
light on the snow was fairly dazzling.
The drivers, in their fur coats and caps,
stamped about with their heavy raw-
hide boots, and cracked their whips as
they awaited the signal to start. The
strong, deep-chested horses, as impatient
to be gone as were the men, tossed their
handsome heads and pawed the snow,
the helle of their harness
tinkled, and the scarlet streamers that
tied their braided manes fluttered gayly.
Enlivened by a cheer from all the boys
of the town, we at last set out.

During the days that fo lowed when,
wrapped in bearskin robes, I was borne
swiftly across the icy crust of the snow
or in the evenings when I sat in the bar
of some hotel where we put up, my

while all
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The snow crunched under the runners
of the sledges, and the train drew up
before a peaked roofed two-story inn,
over which was the sign in large letters,
« Woodworth's Steamboat Hotel.”

A small wiry man, whose swart skin
and shock of black hair proclaimed him
a French Canadian, rushed out to re-
ceive the other two passengers and my-
self,

“ Ha, ha, it is a hard journey up the
Strait,” he said with bustling polite-

' ; - "
author to a little knot of friemds in (),
western tavern, but since

known far and wide.

* How dear to this heart are the scene

hood,
;\!1:: fond recollection presents the

d, the meadow, the de

is
become

1,
And every loved spot which my infanc
The wide spreading pond, and the mill {1

it,
Thv bridge and the rock wt
T'he cot of my tather, the
And ¢'en the rude bucket that

the cat

house ni

hung in the

ness. * Maintenant, les m'sieurs will Then came the chorus, rolled out 1y
find a fire and a mug of cidre au charbon | heavy voices, several of which sy
or a petit verre good, after the wind has musical,—
cut like a whip all the way from San-| *Theold oaken bucket, the iron Lo
dusky. The dinner will be served in T'he moss-covered bucket that hung
one quarter of an hour.” “ That moss-covered vessel | hail 18 a 1
Glad enough we were to alight and | For often at noon when returnec y
stretch our limbs. | found s the scurwe of ar waqulalt pisau
I was, however, in no hurry to enter | Flow ardent I seized it, with b nds th .
the house, but lingered to the last. '?;“e’”‘l\‘:": k to the white-pebblad bott
When the smiling waiter who had wel- | Andia Wiin ol it e o
comed us turned toward me I called out 2
to him. Again the swelling voices took up (he

“ Toussaint !" melody,—

The little Frenchman started as
though shot, and stared at me with
widely dilated eyes.

I nodded to him, reassuringly, and he
broke out into a volley of delighted ex-
clamations in his native tongue.

« M'sieur Adair! Do I see him in
the flesh ? We have heard he was killed
at St. Eustache.”

“ Happily, I am still very much alive,
Toussaint,” 1 said, laughing to conceal
my emotion, as the warm-hearted fellow
actually embraced me. “ But how
comes it you are so far from Chambly 2"
“Ah, m'sieur, Louisonne is bien sage,"
he explained with a sigh, which might
be taken as an expression of content or
dissatisfaction, as one chose. * After

“The old oaken bucket, the iron-bour
The moss-covered bucket arose frc
“ How sweet from the green mossy Lrig

As, poised on the curb it inclined to niy |
Not a full, blushing goblet could tempt

it,

The brightest that beauty or revelry sip.
.»\_n-l now, far removed from the
The tear of regret will intrusive
As fancy reverts to my father's plantat

And sighs for the bucket that hangs in t

3 he

covered bucket that

i The singers who thus celebrated the
joys of temperance even while they
sipped the strong punch of old Bey's
brewing at last were silent, Tl fre-
quenters of the tavern departed ; the
guests tramped upstairs to their rooms
Gradually the house became quict ;

the redcoats raided the village hoping | capt for the sonorous echoes aro N
to capture m'sieur and M'sieur Rycer- | those who slept audibly i»;,l A
ski, who were known to have rescued | pofrain of the song l.i'n ,“;'l o
the two patriots, she said, * Toussaint, | nind, ; el

you are so brave you will be going off to “ The old oaken bucket, the

fight unless I take care of you and 'tit | soyered bucket that hung i; 1." "
Louison. [ have cousins at Le Détroit. | 1¢g melody lulled rl;\' son:b' sl Not til

We will go there.)’ It wasalong voyage,
but Louisonne is not to be daunted,
m'sieur. We got across the country to
the st. Lawrence without going to Mon-
tréal, and once on a batteau we were

several hours afterwards, when |
to find my fire gone out, did I
that I had fallen asleep in my chair,

TO BE CONTINUEDL,

safe. So now I um a waiter as well asa
parber. Says Louisonne, *‘ Let the CHILD AND THE BURGLAR

patriots serve the cause and you serve . : ——

the patriots. Is it not the same, mon Father Clancy leaned bacl

ami ?  What thinks m'sieur 2" easy chair in his study and he a
¢ [ think Louisonne is a wise woman, sigh of “‘h“l_":-vlm- contentment I 1

and it is certainly pleasanter to be in been a trying day in many w

Le Détroit than under the snows at St. what Sunday was not ?—but the

Denis or St. Eustache.” had borne all the labors and t}

“ Ugh! Will m'sieur come in where vexations of the day with the paticice
it is warm ?" stammered Toussaint, and a (~n(~<-|:fulm»,_- that came natt ¥
with a shudder. to a clear mind in a sound body. le

Laughing again I followed him into he sat there musing, alittle curly-heuded
the bar. girl, about six years of age, rush d into

Here the great hearthfire, the th: room. : &
sanded floor, the small tables, and the Oh, Father Claney, she ecried,

“ please play house with Veronica

row of gleaming decanters and glasses 4 e W
I'he priest laughed and shook his tead

attractively arrayed, presented a pie-

ture of comfort a traveller could bardly d“f""[‘"”."- 2 f

fail to appreciate after having been * Father Claney is too tired to play

long on the road. house V,]llst now. You may amuse your-
“ Welecome, gentlemen,” roared *“ mine self with this book for a while,” aud he

host,” old Ben Woodworth, rising from tossed her an illustrated volume that

lay on the table nearby.

his chair by the chimney and putting \s the litt] t 1t
As the € one turnec 1¢ pages he

aside his pipe.

were not well prepared for resistancel” But the curses which, regardless of | thoughts often wandered on in search of | shone from her, we saw that she had He was a broad shouldered, gray- looked down at her with good-naturcd
WAlthough at St. Benoit, St. Scholas- | eonsequences, I was about to hurl upon [ my comrade or reverted to the time | stranded in a bed of rushes. Before haired man of about sixty years of age perplexity. Veronica was the adopted
tique, and Carillon every house dis- | her for betraying me, died upon my lips. when we were together at St. Denis. long she drifted loose again and forged | with firm lips, and eyes that now daughter of his brother, Henry Cluncy,
placed the white flag at the approach of For her face was pale as death, and I Still I marvelled at his forwardness down the river,a ship of flame which beamed with kindness, but might on “”t, of the largeness of his heart, had
the troops,” he answered, “the men were | felt at once that if there was a plot to|in snateching at the mission to St.|became like the reflection of a star upon oceasion blaze up with anger. t‘::.kvn her from ”.“' orphan asylur "
taken prisoners, the villages burned, | trap me, she had not known of it. Albans, his eagerness to leave the Rich- the water in the distance. When we were thawed out we pro- year before, and in ””.‘t short t RO
and the women and ehildren driven out “Wait a moment,” she said in a tense | elieu ; and still 1 could discover no Then, as we watched her in dazed ceeded to the drawing-room. It was “:”l_”“l herself about his heart v e
homeless upon the snowfields or ‘nto the | whisper. reason for his strange conduct. horror, all at onee her burning hulk dis- { rude, indeed, but the same could not be silken ('|~r(_ls">t love. sh... ha« ced
woods. But we must h ve courage, Then, springing forward, she opened Naturally, from these cogitations my appeared as suddenly as though the said of the dinner whose especial glory for '_1". 'w?\l.‘“’:“.“[ b “f]” & & y
better times will surely come.” the door and met the oflicer in the hall. | reverie turned to Jacquette, I recalled | spirits of the deep stretched up and | was a plump, wild turkey, for which ;‘W rectory, in spite of Father Clancy s

Setting out, I was soon ridiny through “wWere yvou looking for me?” [ heard | how piqued she had been at his going | ¢ zged her down beneath the swirling | game the loeality is mnoted. Never, 'j"‘—(hl"l»f protests ”'il! he had 1 -
the forest guided only by a pocket | her ask. i ' d away so willingly, and at last a wolution pids. | aven at Christmas, do I desire a better :'”"‘, for the entertainment of 8
compass, the most precious of my pos A ripple of girlish laughter mingled | of the enigma dawned upon me. Something as terrible did indeed h:\p-] feast. X g "“\i\“hfl » ho watok 11
gossions, which consisted besides of | with the deeper tone of his reply, gud [ “Yes, that is it,” Isaid to myself. | pen. Borne onward by the mad wutvrsl AsT was too fagged out to wish to| ~ "l"l el !”l‘rl“' Sy
ouly the clothes 1 wore, the cure's horse, | knew he had turned back with her to Ramon must have disecovered Jac- which every moment gathered strength | linger downstairs, Toussaint showed me | 5 "‘“l ‘l h: i ”.‘l“ !h‘ e
and three gold coins and some silver in | the parlor. | (uette’s girlish faney for him. In the and passion, she had leaped with them | to my quarters. "’l '( - “:_"\ 8 work ""“4“' hinls
the purse, almost all the good man The chance to escape was before me. \ ning 1 thought his heart was|over the brink of the Great Falls of the In ng H.\H]n’[‘ we passed a very ;‘}.“ ‘|I-'I‘w .\.‘]h.tn(“l!”s{ (h"ﬁl\ :~”‘fl y
had left after the fire. Many who read this history will think I|stirred by her beauty and goodness, Niagara into the abyss of mist and rock | SPacious drawing room. = ' " : ‘Ix » '”r"!‘ \u—: ’1‘]"" 4“1“1 Ml"” b

“How I wish 1 might ride back to the { was a {50l not to embrace it. l even as mine was. BEvidently I was and spray, like the Indian goddess Papu- ‘ “1t is also used for patriot meetings, :'_“\_‘ - '? “|‘ .‘ f"“""l which b
Richelieu! How 1 long for a glimpse of Yot in lingering 1 did not ill, mistaken; he felt for her only the ad- | kee, the lightning, leaping into the arms h("?i:n cantly told me. I‘«l o .];,(”‘.":I‘ ‘, = 1].]1\[1» 3 t]]l““r'_ml'\ ',.
Jacque te, to hear her sweet voice, to After a few moments Phwbe reap- ‘ miration of youth for a pretty and charm- | of her lover the Storm Cloud. The carpets of the hostelry were not t' 7S l”l,’” l‘ f“_rll'lh” \" l'.‘ ) ;
look into her beautiful eyes, to speak al peared, ling girl. Ile did not love her: there- It was a grand seputure for the of velvet, but three-ply, softened by e oty 008 s

) Awer y . " - | of the room and deposited the oy
word that might bring a smile to her red “You are still here! Then you be- | fore he felt bound to go away. volunteers whose funeral pyre the burn- heavy h“‘”‘;"\ of hay. The furniture there and closed tt I\ 1 : Tl ttle
lips,” I said aloud, speaking my words | Jjeve [ did not mean to e trap you, “ Another man might have lingered, ing eraft had been, a tomb in the sublime | was «f pine, not mahogany. At table "'x(rl l‘”“‘l{".l"“ “\‘.“l ll' '.'”r'r'| bt :
to the snowbirds and the squirrels amid | gip" she said, clasping my hands in her | accepting the flattery of her innocent | ehasm with the stupendous ice-bridge | the forks were steel, not silver, the | 500 “." ':tt‘i ‘t“l “,J,{ "I“~”ll iy y
the loneliness ol the ckels. earnestness, U knew vou as the man | affection, basking in the sunshine of her formed by the frost and mists for their | knives h.ml DOne ,hm“”"ﬂ' and all “ ']‘h.l.L' 0 l!ll Y '\l;l- ‘."”, ;

But since to return to the north was | ghe eaptain sought. But I too have | smiles, yet giving nothing in return. monument. iis sppeiatuents ot bES- 19000 Webe taker |‘|l thl- ! “~} "‘-.ll‘“' e-
impossible, 1 set my flace toward been on the watel 1 sent our maid- | But Ramon was the soul of honor. The The next day I got over in a rowboat ',“"whm‘ly I'Im“.: ySUOvery Iaun ,h‘;ul I";\ flllI: l“lhtlld»‘\ ’~“|“ e
southwest. servant home to visit her people, and | name Rycerski signifies ‘knightly,’ and to Navy Island and had my interview | its guest year in and year out. The ; ‘:)\\'h‘;t ‘Inu{\(v‘\yll‘ lldl“(\'.l"' it the

w3omewhere in that great country I| the man-servant lies in a besotted sleep. | never was chevalier worthier of the with Mr. Mackenzie. 1 was surprised old hotel was famed through the pion- “ |-",r(\..|‘y .. | ':. ,hl.:.l" y. f I ¥
may meet Ramon,” 1 continued, com- | [uckily for you. he 1s fond of his eu title. If Jacquette imagined in his to find the lion of the Patriot Cause, as | €€F R of that day. “Will .it‘ (I“x :1 o or »l}"'“ ﬂ\i 5o h
muning with myself, “Together, perhaps | Our ro vhoat lies beside the house, | courtesy a tenderer significance than he was called, a small man with reddish * M sieur “.‘” be pleased to hear |‘|\|-r1' » she ':I k l“ ilU { I s [ |
we may still stru v the Patriot | Leave it at the boathouse on the oppo- | the language of compliment, it was not hair apd beard. From his reputation that ‘.h" town ““““_ for our l""‘l:!" wito 1 S5 l).h % H_‘ :n\ltwl ‘)’ ’j'lr:.‘: l:"‘ (i
Cause, which [ trust may yet grow [ gite shove, and it will be restored to us.” | his fault, I know.” Nevertheless, I was | for boldness and activity I had fancied | are fighting for independence,’” con- ...lr,«‘.\(‘ly‘ I \\lilTnl ‘| y H‘u i :
strong.” “How ean I ever thank you, Phabe?” | actually inelined to be angry with him him a giant. tinued my valiant barber UL WHLIEE 32 (.'m ‘L'li)l‘l‘ih" to weur fxi"‘v bed p

Many were the alventure v way. | I wi red, raising her rosy fingers to | for not loving her. * He is hard to “ Major Adair,” he said, giving me he put another log into the wood b ung veaT, and I
In order to avoid the 1 Idiers | my please, indeed,” T soliloquized rn- | the title by which I'soon became known, .:.lm‘c- h)j which my room was warmed. % When will they et it 2"

NOwW marching up at > ‘ Do not misunderstand me,” she re- | fully, feeling my self her champion. “Is “ the violation of the neutrality laws in ‘ Last night the manager of ““,' theatre WO MOTTOR \-“:li\il\ v r 1.
ma | i | _“[ abhor the rebellion, but my | rhere in the whole wor'd another girl so | this burning of the Caroline will start a gave all the money he took in ik the O T e

route. 'her VOTOT, W { gympathy goes out to a man who, having | beautiful, so lovable, and so warm- conflagration throughout the United | play to }nly arms and ammunition for And then he gave the knol -
French in the reg h wi [ | failed in an attempt to aid his friends, ‘ hearted as Jacquette? He is not wor- States. After you have told the story the patriots. Not long ago, ‘llm. the | safe a 1fnul turn and arose

pa cand the ol D le sent | fincs himself friendless. The captain is | thy of ber. Al yos,hie is—there's the pity of St. Dems and St. Eustache in this armory was broken ‘nto and five hun- | about his duties. In the meant .
on from one to anot her \ ¢ them | pound in honor to do his duty, but Tam | ofit. He is and she knows it; v”'“n:_ vicinity, I want you to repeat it farther | dred lllual{l'(ﬁ were taken by the volun- h:ul';:m\\'n du.xl'(. and the houst : e

the repetition of the magic word o to save him from the unpleasant | fore his d parture wounded her cruelly. up the Lakes.” t(u‘:r’s‘. {LO0CHME down stairs, had l"l:‘r't.‘l . ,““
Jui coute invariably procured for me food | quty «f sending a fugitive to the _;-:N-! It must be that his word was I'l'«lL'«'-d A week later, accordingly, I set out Then not only the descendants of | and turnc d on the electric lights in the
and lodging. Nricoatt before he came across the sea. In for the ecity of Detroit, which was the seigneurs who scttled here a cen- little apartment which was h".“. *' \ \

Once I was stopped by a farmer wh Bidding me exchange my coat for| Poland, perhaps, or one of the capitals | settled by I'rench chevaliers from Mon- | tury 189 "‘"f..“”“"s are interested in|and hall sitting reod. O
took me for a ho thief. To get out | another whieh she took down from a | of Europe he met and loved some riohle treal more than a hundred years ago. our struggle ? was simplicity itself, but in the mai

of the pred cament. | was forced to
acknowledge myself a refugee. Luekily,
the man was a iriend of our people.

After this I sold

the horse, since
there was no chance to send him
back. At another time I had to strip

and swim across a stream thick with
floating ice, carrying my clothes

strapped on my back.
Again, disgnised as a farm labourer, |
had the pleasure of watehing a party of

soldiers as they searched a house for
me.
At flest T kept away from the St.

Lawrence, although to cross it would
mean liberty; but I had heard that the
border was closely watched, One day,
1 came out of the woods to find myself
near the banks of the river, just above
a small village

Before me extended the blue waters,
ice-boun? along the edge, but in the
contre a strong sweeping current. Be
cond was the sunlit American shore.
Counld I Mat reach it I should find safety,
{riends, and freedom,

But of what did it avail me to gaze
apon that shore with such delight? 1
w5 still alone: at any mowent my flight
mizht be eut off; 1 had eaten nothing ail
dav: and to attempt to swim the great

atpeam at this season would be simply
to commit snicide.

«lh bien, T may as well take my life in
my hands as die of cold and hunger,” I
said to myself,

peg in a corner, she made me tie down

also belonged to the bibulous servant-
man.

entertain our visitor.

about his affairs.”
ward,” said I,
more 1 walked out.

had told me.

the veranda.

bhoat, at the same time stealing a glance
at him. e was a good-looking fellow

liar,
In another moment I recognized him
and my astonishment almost hetrayed
me. e was Captain Weston,
KRamon had arrested at St. Denis, the
prisoner whose plight had arousec
Jaequette's sympathy, the man whon
Dr. Nelson had sent to St. Charles
where, probably, at the arrival of the
soldiers he had regained his liberty.
“What ho!

my cap with a gray knitted scarf that

“Now go,” she said, “while I return to
Whatever hap-
pens, put off boldly, like one going

“In effrontery 1 have never been back-
And after pressing her hands once
The boat was beside the house, as she
Laying hold of it, I began
to shove it down the bank to the river.

While I was thus engaged the oflicer
came out of the front door and paced

My heart beat faster than usual, I

will admit, but 1 continued to push the

and his appearance was strangely fami-

whom

Who are you, and what

are you doing there?" he eried out, and
"I heard the click of his pistol as he

waman. Brave Jacquette ! With what
spirit she strove to conceal her sadness,
yet her apparent indifference and gayety
were but as the jewels and laces beneath
which many a sweet woman hides an
unhappy heart. Ah, how true is the
saying, ‘Love one who does not love
you, answer one who does not ecal!l you,
and you will run a fruitless race I Here
am I loving Jacquette with all the
strength of which my nature is capable,
vet she cares not at all for me, but for
Ramon,-who does not love her. What
a play it is, half tragedy, half comedy i\

[ made up my mind to one thing, how-
ever,

“1f T come through the war unmaimed
and with my health,” I decided, * 1 will
go back to Jaequette and tell her of my
great love. [ will be patient, and after
a while her love may turn to me. Had
, | any one else come between us I would
have hated him. God help me, I am in-
sanely jealous as it is. But how ecan I
hate my friend because he has involun=
tarily won the treasure I long to pos
sess 2" f

After a week of travelling I reached
1! Fort Schlosser on the Niagara River
1 | near the town of Buffalo. It was late in
y ! the evening.
3 o 1s there a boat in which I can take
passage to Navy Island, where Lyon
Mackenzie, leader of patriots of Ontario,

’

\

Again the journey was to be by * Others ?
sledge, but this time the horses had
neither bells nor trappings, and our
tra n departed as quietly as possible.

We had not gone many miles before I
discovered the reason for this absence
of ostentation. Under the robes and
blankets of every sledge were secreted
s0 many muskets and as large a share of
powder and bullets as could be thus
carried. During the days when we pro-
ceeded along the shore of Lake Erie and
thence up the American bank of the
Detroit River, we left a supply of these
war-like presents at many farm-houses,
and the farmers hid them in the cellars
or garrets.

with the patriots heart and soul.

Island. Not only Dr.

governor is in sympathy with us.”
this,” I said.

arose from the bar, a man's voice
ing in a clear rich baritone.

“It is Mr. Sam Woodworth,
Ben'’s brother,” Toussaint ran on.

It was late in the afternoon of a Jan-
uary day when the conductor of our
par y awoke the echoes of the leafless
woods with the notes of his horn, as a
signal that we were approaching the
frontier town of the old seigneurs.

to join in.
I must go.

. is well to keep one's ears open.”
“ The sledges, the sledges, from San-

in the last rays of the sunshine, woke up
and ran toward us.
Our drivers flourished their whips.

is drilling volunteers ?" I asked of the
keeper of a tavern on the water-front.

« Whoa !” they oried to their horses, the words of the song,

Ma foi, it is so,” contin-
ued Toussaint in French. * Why, all the
people of the northwestern frontier are

young men want to enlist at Navy
Theller, a
countryman of m'sieur's, but the mayor
and many prominent gentlemen of the
town are hot for our cause ; the United
States marshal finds it well not to see
many things, and some say even the

“ Toussa‘nt, I am glad to know all

While we spoke the sound of music

made the 'song he is singing, and the
guests like it, for it gives them a chance
But m'sieur will excuse me,
There may be more news to
hear, and parbleu, as Louisonne says, it

with the piquaney of the various in-
gredients that went to make up a cor-
dial for which old Ben was renowned,
trolled by its

ment of his household and his church
and school he was the most progressive
of men. The telephone, electricity and
all of the modern contrivances for sav®
irg time and labor were in evidence
about his premises. Veronica nn}['n:vd
the turning on of the light with childish
glee, and when she discovered that
another push of the button would extin=
guish the light she was soon eng:_n;ml in
playing a game of her own, which she
calied * Light and Darkness.”

Tea was served about 6 o'clock, .md_
an hour or so after that Veronica was
tucked away in bed in a little room wﬁ'
the second floor landing. Father Clancy
retired early himself that night, and he-

The

sing-

Mr. | fore 11 o'clock the house was in dark-
“ He | pess. Sometime between midnight and
morning a little pattering gound was
heard on the stairway and Veronicay

with her snow white nightgown and ¢t n:
little cap, appeared at the head of Vhtk
landing. There was a mischievous 100

in the bright little eyes as she made her
the stairs, which were

dusky,” voeiterated a rabble of urchins, When he was gone, I seated myself by way 3]“‘_"].‘/' down 1 in the halls
pandying their news in French and Eng- the stove, for (I!uugh weary. I'\\'ns not | dimly lighted by tho' mnp't“ yidents
lish, as they swarmed around our caval- inclined to retire. He had inadver-| way. Her purpose was (Ut o oioh
AR ¥ tently left my door ajar ; [ did not rise | She was making for t.h(’ swi pnes
e to olose it. The merriment below controlled the electric lights It
Several blanket-coated, fur capped! i ved up my spirits, and anon there | evident that she proposed a contin! “"‘”'{
{dlers, who lounged by the tavern wall | goreyorne to me on the air, fragrant | of her newly invited game of * Light a8

Darkness.” The house was wrapped ‘m
gloom, and she wished to see for herse
if a mere turn of the button would !.h (;\e'
the place with bright light. Slowly F

{
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