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Paria, if need be. I shall leave no 
stone unturned.”

M. Etienne still pensively regarded 
the chest.

"If you leave no key unturned, It 
will be more to the purpose."

"You appear yet to nurse the belief 
that I have the packet; BiSt as a 
matter of fact, monsieur, I have not.”

I studied his grave face, and could 
not for the life of me make out 
whether he were lying. M. Etienne 
said merely:

"Come, Felix." "
“You’ll drink a glass before you 

go?” Peyrot cried, hospitably, running 
to All a goblet muddy with his last 
pouring. But M. Btlepne drew back.

“Well, I don’t blame you. I would 
not drink It myself if I were a count,” 
Peyrot said, setting the draught to his 
own Ups. "After this noon I shall 
drink it no more all summer, 
live like a king.

Kiss me, Folly; hug me. Mirth : 
bite without you’e nothing worth! 

Monsieur, can l lend you a hat?"
I had already opened the door and 

was holding It for my master to pass, 
when Peyrot picked up from the floor 
and held out to'him a battered and 
dirty toque, with its draggled feather 
hanging forlornly over the side. 
Chafed" as he was, M. Etienne could 
not deny a laugh to1 the rascal's Im­
pudence.

"I cannot rob' monsieur,” be said.
■ "M. le Comte need - have no scruple. 

I shall buy me better out of his fifty 
pistoles."

But M. Etienne was- out in the pass­
age, I following, banging the door 
after me. We went down the stair In 
time to Peyrot’s lusty caroling:

Mirth I’ll keep, though riches fly, 
While Folly’s sure to linger by!

“Think you we’ll get the packet?" 
I asked. \

“Aye. I think, he wants his fifty 
pistoles. Mordieu! it’s galling to let 
this dog set the terms.”

"Monsieur,” I cried, “perhaps he’ll 
not stir out ât once. I’ll run home 
for Vigo and his men, and we’ll make 
the rascal disgorge."

"Now are you more zealous than 
honest, boy.” '

I was silent, abashed, and he added': 
rj “I had not been afraid to try con­
clusions with him, .pistols or not, were 
I sure that he had the packet. I be- 

| llçve he has, yet there Is the chance 
that, after all, in this one particular 
he speaks truth: I cannot take any 
chances; I must get those papers for 
Monsieur.”

"Yes, we could not have dohe Other­
wise, M. Etienne. But, monsieur, will 
you dare go to this inn ? M; le Comte 
Is a man In Jeopardy; he may not 
keep rendezvous of the enemy’s choos-

the fires, drawers from cabaret, 
paused to scan the throng. Jostled by 
one and another, before I descried my 
master and my knave. M. Etienne, 
the prompter at the rendezvous, had, 
like a philosopher, ordered dinner, but 
he had deserted it now and stood with 
v'eyrot, their backs to the company.

elbows °n the deep window-ledge, 
their heads close together. I came up 
suddenly to Peyrot’s side, making him 
jump.
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°h' it’s you, my little gentleman!” 

he exclaimed,’ smiling to show all his 
firm teeth, as white and even as a 
court beauty’s. He looked In the best 
or humors, as was not wonderful, con­
sidering that he was engaged in fasten­
ing up m the breast of his doublet 
h°ïïethlng hard and ,umPy. M. Etienne 
held up a packet for me to see, before 

i2T°tB shleldlng body; it Was tied 
with red cord and sealed with a spread 
falcon over the tiny letters, Je revtpn- 
_ra ,, the corner was written very 
small, st. Q. Smiling, he put It Into 
the breast of his doublet.

“Monsieur,” my scamp said to him 
with close lips that the room might 
m>t hear, "you are a gentleman. If 
there ever comes a day when You- 
Know-who is down and you are up, I 
shall be pleased to serve you as well 
a® I have served him.”

"I hanker "not for such service as you 
have given him,” M. Etienne answered. 
Peyrot’s eyes twinkled brighter than

“I have said it. I will serve you as 
vigorously as I have served him. Bear 
me in mind, monsieur."

“Come, Felix," '
swer.

Peyrot sprang forward to detain us. 
Monsieur, will you not dine with 

me? Both of you, I beg. I will have 
evcry wine the cellar affords.”

No," said M. Etienne, carelessly, not 
deigning to anger; “but there Is my 
<1 inner for you, as you like. I have 
paid for It, bût I have other business 
than to eat It,”
’ B,ddtog a Walter serve M. Peyrot, 
ne walked from the room without oth­
er glance at htm. A slight shade fell 
over the reckless, scampish face; he 
was a moment vexed that we scorned 
him. Merely vexed, I think; shamed 
not at all; he knew not the feel of it. 
Even in the brief space I watched him, 
a®- * PS-Sfiôd to the door, his y 1 sage 
cleared, and tee sat down contentedly 
to dnlsh Jfl. Etienne’s veal broth.

My lord -paced along rapidly and 
gladly, on fire to be before Monsieur 
^th.ttre packet, But one little cloud, 
tramdem as Peyrot’s, passed across 
ms lightsome countenance.

“I would that knave were of my 
rf°k’” he said. “I had not left him 
w*th°ut slaPPing a glove in his face,” 

Voor> nr,. t p*5T°t bad come off scot-free
choosing. Though,“"he addtl wl^Ta j£e\t™! °thl *ïoM ^Th ,T„bUt 
smile, “natheless, I think I should, more thln “"î hlm

allbiovef‘“oWnir8qmckly aï "T ’ggf h” P"ted ^thXhti*

Quen*0viSwi.su-

£? s son

streets, or at the dlnndr-hour, some cheek/ ItwWrehard tosev «Ï

tTEFWJBrFl* at-is
■•MÔns?eur®’airXs°.7eih,^<Jarkr” happy’ -«SS5T îÆ

at hnm.ro’.!,Pddi, why not stay me—which I do not admit, dear lad— 
Vigo Will brins th*'Ju" 'Zi sle?p; 11 were more than made up for now." 
win nut ro. ™ the *Jld: Je and C "Ah, Monsieur, I have often asked 

“Î a.i nnr mattff trough.” of lato wHbt ï wàs born for Now I
haukhtlÎL-ÙÔth»h°™ithdTrC!' ,h- Sfled know It was for this morning.” 
ing.g nÿl’ rota ÙT'Ü'.r ln,vttntir8?.ttcn" "For U1*8 and many more-mornings, 
have tektn it , 18 mY affair, Felix. I Etienne,” Monsieur made gay answer 
Monsieur hii4 P°D my8elf ^ recover laying a hand on hie son’s shoulder. 
Monsieur his papers. I must cany It "Courage, 
through myself to the very oitietfa.” lady yet.’*
would have0 dnn°JeU partij bect?s\ lt m rolled at him heartentogly and^t£4iton0ef «2 sr
“dP~ fe* Mi h -- msw^s

- hopie and than m Mllê. de Montras.
"Nay,” cried I. “I had *a cat-nap in t, "I"11 get thls off my hands at once,” 

the lane; I’m game to see It though- eftect <*
“Then," he commanded, “yrnTmay ‘° S ‘'It8hal1

stay hereabouts and wâtch that door E straight off to Lemaître. You’d 
For I have some cuTiosttvto k^w better go to bed, both of you. My faith, 
Whether he wm need to fare torth y<^« made a nlght of it!” 
after the treasure If he do as I guess „ Wont you take me for your tnes- 
he will spend the next traure aTyou Monsleur? Tou need » trusty

nfe^ bt nS&Sïe rkeVn a cl-

arch theré should serve:.” tTtmP ”ow’ a thought striking"
coZZ haKîtelL8ttndlng at the 8treet “I,d beat break’off'ttTe royal 8eaj. ’ 

f a balcony over lest it be spied artong the presidents 
2dnd5w d f the view of Peyrot’s papers. I’ll scratch out my Initial, too. 
wlndo,v’ The cipher tells nothing."

“Monsieur,” I said, “I do wish you "*** is hot likely to leave lt about 
would-bring Vigo back with you.” Monsieur.”

“Felix,” he laughed, “you are the ; *‘N°, but this time we’ll pibvide for 
worst courtier I ever saw." every chance. We’ll take all the

‘Y crossed" the-street-as he told ma fâûtlong ingenuity can devise,' 
glancing up at the third- story at ttte t,ence execute "
house of the Glided Shears. No watch- i He crushed the seal in hto lingers 
er was- visible. From the archway and took the knife-point to scrape" "the 
which was entrance to a court, of jtaU wa* «way. It slipped and severed the 
houses, I could well command. Peyrot’s corda- Of its own accord the stiff 
door, myself in deep shadow. M. Paper of the flap unfolded.
ShfarotfZZZZlland walked off “The cipher seems as determined to 
whistling, staring fhll In the face every show itself to me as If I were In dan-

I k »r of forgetting It,” Monsieur said
I would Iain have occupied myself Idly. “The truth Is—”

E EHHHEHH
fort it was—I sat me down on the 
paving stones, y«t I kept my eyelids 
propped open, my eyes on Peyrot’s 
door. I was helped In carrying out 
my virtuous resolve • by the fact that 
the cqurt was populous and my car­
cass le the entrance much 16 the way 
of the busy passers-by, so that full half 
of them swore at me, and the half of 
that half kicked me. The hard part 
was that I could not light - them be­
cause of keeping my eyes on Peyrot’s 
door.

He delayed so long and so long that 
I feared #ith shamed misgiving I must 
have let him slip, when at length, on 
the very stroke of eleven, he saunter­
ed forth. He -was yawning prodigious­
ly, but set off .past my lair at a smart 
pace. I followed at goodly distance, 
but never once did he glance around.
He led the way straight to the sign of 
the Bbnne Femme.

I entered two minutes after, him, 
passing from the cabaret, where my 
men were not, to -the dining-hall, 
where to my relief, théy were! At two- 
huge fireplaces savoury soups - bubbled, 
juicy rabbits simmered, fat capons 
roasted; the sméll brought the .tears 
to ray eyes: A concourse of people 
was about: gentles and burghers seat­
ed at table, or passing .In and out; 
waiters running back and forth from

In the doorway of’the first house on back and béat ydu to a jelly with your Etienne, clearing himself a place to sit
the left In the little court stood an own broom.” on the corner of the table. “I. desire
old man with a wooden leg, sweeping “It’s the truth, monsieur," he said, that packet, monsieur. You know this
heaps of refuse out of the passage. with some proper, show of respect ’ at little expedition of yours tonight was

"It appears that every one on this last. "Peyrot, at the Gilded Shears, Sue something of a failure. When yon report sample,
stair lacks something,” M. Etienne des ToUmellès. You may beat me to a to the general-duke, he will not be in ‘‘Nay, I am none. Else I might have
murmured to me. “It is the livery of jelly if I lié." . the best of humors. He does not like stayed! But one night -11 took leg-bail
the house. Can you tell me, friend, “It would-do you good m any event, failures, the general; he will not incline lived in the woods till my hâir grew,

-where I may find M. Bernet?” M. Etienne told him, but flinging him to reward you dear. While I fin in the and struck out for Paris
« The concierge regarded us without his pistols, nevertheless. The old fellow very best humor in the world.” regretted it neither.”,
cordiality while by no means ceasing swooped upon them, gathered them lip, He smiled to pfove it. Nor do I think He --leaned his head back, his eyes
his endeavors to cover our shoes witlN ana "Cas behind the closed door all in his complaisance altogether feigned. The fixed contemplatively, on the ceiling, and sav„
h,”Sfe back,” he said. «W « S’ ÏXfoï Sd^Pey ret^lfe % looked ™ ***“ , k , th

“Does M. Bernet lodge alone?” tP*"*'‘,Sd .*tuek out h,s ugly haad to dazed. I thought it was because he had Piety gnd Gi;ace and Gldom,, . . * <^est might have been*thea^vero om®
“One of him’s enough,” the old fel- y?!Lafter -, „ - „ „ »ot yet made up his mind what line to For. such. like guests T have* no-room! rou Vhat*he

low growled whacking out his dirty . K°u mistake. Sir Gargoyle, -M. Et- take ; but had I viewed him with neutral Piety .and Gloom and «race..........  ■ ^ had afterward taken out
broomron the door-post powdering us *•““« c.aired over his shoulder. Your m- eyes I might easily have deemed his be- -.F bang.-my door shuTla yonrtface! 4 1 Thrtf -meni bad fled from M.

1 w „?,r po8t’ p° V,e„nE formation is entirely to my needs.’* ; wilderment genuine Gloom and Grace and piety, . de Mirabeau s alley;
with dust M Etienne, coughing, pur- ------1— . • ’’pjro.n, ^ JnZ.'.id on better if l T set my dog on anch as fe! means , of. knowing whether this Pey-
sued h.s inquiry: XXIII. - ^Finishing his staVe, he continued to fot were. he who ran as we came up.

Jo. , a „ ——. _ „ driving at?” he suggested. "Monsieur’s beat time with his heel on the floor and h« whom I-had encountered, or he
lodgings with a^coinrade. He has a The Chevalier of the Toumeliee remarks about his*mihle father and the to gaze upon the ceiling. But I think who had engaged M. Etienne. ___
fF"Ave 1IC suDuose*so "“the*old chap 11 w«s a long walk "to the flue des general duke are interesting, but humble we could not have. twitched. a fltfgeY dld w® know, that would not tell us 
arlimed “whenPmonsieur ^llks^in " P Tournelles^which lay in our own quar- Jean Peyrot, who does not move in court without his noting it. it.- Etienne rosé which of the three had- stabbed and 

■■slthe has Another friend besides 1er, not a dozen streets from the Hotel circles, is at a loss to translate'them, and leaned across, the. table,- toward plundered Huguet. Peyrot might have 
me has he M ™enne neralsted St" Quentin itself. We found .the Uilfl- In other words, I have no notion what him . : . , ,the packet, or he Might: know Who had

bwhn Ïà.s nnf 6iWe here ed Shears hung before a tailor’s shop you are talking about.” *M: -Peyrot'has made his fortnne m It, or he might be in honest Ignorance
Qnh who. If he dbes jiot ^Uve here, jn the cellar of a tail, cramped structuré ? “Oh, come,’’ M. Etienne' cried, "no Paris: Monsieur rolls in wealth, of of its existence. If he had it, it were

■wl ,n «hr.111 » T>„, only one Window wide. Its nartfl* doof shuffling, Peyrot. We know as well as course? . - a crying shame to pay out honest
frîîîîir hiïZZXr iiïie^ïof chat’ was inhospitably Shut, but at our sum- you where you were before dawh.’V Peyrot shrugged his shoulders his eye* money for what we.might take by

ter see uernet mmseir, instead oi cnat mons the concierge appeared to infon$i “Before dawn? Marry, I was sleeping leaving the ceiling and making a mock- force; to buy your own goods-from a
teringnereail day. us that M. Peyrot did truly, live herè the sleep of the virtuous.” mg pilgrimage of the room, resting thief were a sin.

™>a ad vice, and in take it, said ^nd, moreover, was.at home, having ar- M. Etienne slipped across the room as finally on his own rusty clothing. had it - not ?
M. Etienne, lightly setting foot on the riyed but half an hour earlier than we. quickly as Peyrot’s self might have ‘‘Do I look it?” he answered. him, disarm him, bind him, threaten
stair, muttering to himself as he jje W01jid ge up and find out whemer done, lifted up a heavy curtain hanging Oh, said V. Etienne, slowly, as one him, beat him, rack him, would he—
mounted, and come back to break your monsieur could see us. before an alcove, and disclosed the bed digests an entirely new îdfea, “ I sup- granted he knew—reveal its where-
head, mon vieii.ar^. But M. Etihnne.thought that fonnal- folded smooth, the pillow undisturbed, posed monsieur must be as rich as a abouts? Writ large in his face was

We went up the three flights ana ity Unnecessary, and was ame, at small He turned with a triumphant grin on the Lombard, he -is so xîold on- -the subject every manner of roguery but not one 
along the passage to the door at the expense, to convince the concierge of it. owner, who showed all his teeth pleas- of turning, an honest penny.” iota of cowardice
back, whereon M. Etienne pounded We went alone up the stairs and crept antly in answer, no whit abashed. Peyrot’s roving eye condescended to well hoId us baffled h(mr on hm.r
loudly. I .cdufd not see hts reason, and very quietly along the passage toward v “For all you are a count, monsieur, meet his visitor’s. . / . - while thé naners went to Mavenne'
heartily l\ wished he would not. It the door of M. Peyrdt. But our shoes TOu have the worst manners ever came ^Sayson,” lie penpittfed la»Uy.r . Even should he tell we had th^tmsi
seemed to me a creepy thing to be made some noise on the flags; had he inside these walls.” “I offer twenty pistoles for a packet, nès8 -to' Ke*ln again* from thé v^rv h»"
knocking on a man’s door whim we been-listening, he would have heard^us m. le Comte with no attempt at mend- seal unbroken, taken at dawn from the ^nnlne- with X S
knew very well he would never open as easily as m heard him- Peyrot had mg them, went on a tdur ab mt the roon* person, ^pf, M. de St. Quentin’s sqinre.” f er K- ve may"
it again. We knocked as if we fully not yet gone ^o bed after the night’s,ex- examining with sniffing interest all is “Now you are talking sen si Wy,” the n»P worse man mis. 
thought him within, whep all the while ertion; a certain clatter and guegle con- furniture, even to the. dishes -and tank- scamp saidi as if M. Etienne had been Plainly the game was ih Peyrot’s
we knew he was lying on the vinced us that he was refreshing himself ards on the table. Peyrot, , leaning the shuffler. “That is a fair offer and hands; We could play only to his
stones’ uridpr M. de Mirabeau’s garden with supper, or breakfast, before re- against the wall by the window, regard- demands a fair answer. Moreover, suéh lead,
wall. Perhaps by this time he ^had been posing; 1 .- ‘ " : - -•
found ; perhaps one of the marquis’ 'M.. Etienne stood still, his hsnd 
liveried lackeys, or a passing idler, o„r door «knob, eak«r', hesitating. He 
a woman with a market-basket had the man; were the papers here? If they 
come upon him; perhaps even now he were, should ttrè.sëcure them- A 
was being borne away on a plank to false stép, a single wrong word, mignt r ̂
be identified. And here were we foil:us.
knocking, as if we innocently expect* .The sound of a chair pushed oacx 
ed him to open to us. I had a chill c»me from withm, and a you°8 tma° ”! 
dread that suddenly he would open to quick hrm step passed across- to the far 
us. The door would swing wide and 8*de of the Toom. We heard a box shut 
show him pale and bloody, with the locked. M. Etienue j
broken sword in his heart. . At the real thought we knew what
sus," !• “**■1—• yq

It was' not Bernet’s door, but the floor;, We knew as well as if we couid 
door at the front which opened, letting 8ee that Peyrot had thrown h«,bddS 
a stream of sunUght intd the dark SSSu" I2Sl ï«nt hiï swtrd I
man'8ïlthIntwoe dbaro ^Leed°d bJieà Lit ^tblfrAreoutreménls flung o*-th2, 

w^iHrro 1 SB d bat>ies table. M. Etieune, *ith the rapid mur-
^œaiïe?’” Etienne addressed "
her, With the courtesy due a * Rtb.e x^Pprpnt Wed oreDared against !
M dBernS’s door Without aurPriae‘ by thfli-simple expedient .of

mJw* locking his: door, -ffe heard us,’too, for 
■ hint as w stopped in the very mkWJe of <a,p«h 

t0“i*h «c,’: «ivùiw v leagedi yawn amh-heldohiinself absutotely-J. .
Ah, Ite sorry 1 Mow nothing to stm: M. Etienne celled out softly: I

tell monsieur,” she cried regretfully, “Peyrot*” A- ' . - -'»■ .- I
Impressed, as the concierge had not “Who is it?” ‘ ‘ ' ’ X 4 L
been, by his look and manner. “But “I. want to speak with you.. abouti. ” 
this I can say: he went out w something important.”■ - .
and 1 do not believe he has been in “Who are you then?* ... 1
since. He went out about nine—or It “i’ll tell you when you let me in.”
may have been later than that. Be- “I’ll lét ÿou in when you telVme.”
cause I did not put the children to bed -My name’s Martin.; I’m a friend of 
till after dark; they enjoy running Bernet. I want to speak to you about 
about in the cool of the evening, às a matter of importance.” ,
much as anybody else, t£e little dears. “A friend of' Bernet. Hum! .Well,
And they were cross last night, the day friend of Bernet, it appears to me you 
was so hot, and I was a long time speak very well. through the ddor.” | 
hushing them to sleep. Yes, it must “I want to speak With you about the
Have been after ten, because they were affair, of tonight.” _ _ . ... -I
asleep, and the man stumbling on the "What affair?” ’ 7*.' !..
stairs woke Pierre. And he crlèd for “Tonight's affair.” ' |
aiFhqut. Didn’t ydu, my angel?" “Tonight? I go to a supper-part j at

She picked one of the brats up in her St. Germain. What have you to_ say 
arms to display him to: us. M. Etienne about that? _
asked : ' “Iiast night,1 then,” M. Btiénne

“What man?" amended, with, rising tèmpér. “If yoti
"Why, the one that- came for him. want toe to1 shout it out oil your stairs 

The one>he went out with.” rthe St. Quentin affair.”
"And whàt sort of a person was “Now--what may you mean by that 1 

this?" called the voice from within. If Peyrot
"Nay, how was I to see? Would I was startled by this name, he carried It 

be out waiting the common passage °ff „
with a child to hush? I was rocking Xou kn?w. wh8!1 SSSL’iir*11 1 1 k the cradle” ' the house into our confidence?

“But who does comeN here to visit ^
jXf Bernet?*7 meaning as I. See here, friend or Ber-

"Tve™ever seen any one, monsieur. « yo\‘, T ‘lmt„ aZut1
I’ve never laid eyes on M. Bernet but Perhaps you have a password - about
twice., I keep in my apartment And „ g6jd M. Etienne.' readily,
besides, we have only been here a it;“ wenty pistoles.”
wee«- v0- answer came ' immediately; I

‘ p thank you, madame, M. Etienne co,i)d guess Peyrot puzzled. Presently he I ed him steadily, with impassive face, 
said, turning trethe stairs. called to tig; I At length-M. Etienne walked over to the

She ran out to the rail, babies and „gT thé bones of St; Anne, I don t j chest by the chimney piece and deliber-
believe a word you ’ve been saying. But ately put his hand on the key.
T’U.h'ave you in and see what yon look Instantly Peyrot’s voice rang out, 
like.” - , “Stop!” M. Etienne, turuing looked into

•We heard him getting his boots again) hie pistol barrel. ' ' .
and buckling. on his bsldric. Then we I My lord stood exactly as he was, 
listened to the turnyif a- key ; a ltd bent over the chest, his fi,ngers on the
was raised and banged dowA again, and looking over his shoulder at the
the' lock, refastene^. If -was tpe boxU,ravo with raised, protesting eyebrows 
orich more. M. Etienne and I looked at and laughing mouth. But though lie 
each, other. ; ; laughed, he stood still.

At lentfih Peyrot opened the door and “if you make a movement I do not
surveyed us. 7Ç. ; ** *"* ' ' " ...... ‘

“What two friends of Bernet, ventre 
bled!” But lie allowed us to enter.

He drew back before us with a 
flourishing bow, his-hand resting lightly
on his belt, in which wxs stuck a brace i M. Etienne sat down on the chest and
of pistols. Any idea of; doing violence smiled more amiably than ever,
on the person of M. Peyrot we dismissed “Why have I never known you before 
for the present I Peyrot?”

Our eyes travelled from his pistols “One moment, monsieur." The nose of 
over the rest of him. He was- small, the pistol pointed around\ to me. “Go 
lean, and wiry, with dark, sharp face over there to the door, ydu.”

SSBESKW85 -•*■ isrrw
My lord closed the dqor after him and “Now are we more comfortable,” Pc.v- 

went straight to the point. rot observed, pulling a chair over against
“M; Peyrot, you were engaged last the wall and seating him, the pistol on 

night in an attack on the Dnke of St. bis knee. “Monsieur was saying?”
Quentin. Ton did hot éiiccééd in slàÿ-1 Monsieur crossed his legs, as if of all 
ing him. but you did kill his man, and] seats in the world he liked his present

took from him a. packet. J come to one the best. He had brought none of
buy it.” - v the airs of the noble into this business

He looked at us a little dazed, not realizing shrewdly that they would ham- 
understanding, I deem, how we knew per him, as lace ruffles hamper 
this. Certes, it had been too dark in fot. Peyrot, treeless adventurer, living 
the lane for his face to be seen, and.he by his sharp sword and sharp wits, re- 
had doubtless made sure that, he was vereneed a count no more than a hod- 
not fAllowêd home. He sa»d directly: carrier. His occasional mocking defer-

“you are the Comte de -M*r. ence wax more insulting than outright
.“Even so, M. Peyrot. 1- dm not care rudeness ; but M. Etienne bore it un- -, . ..
to have the whole stair know it, but to tuffied. Possibly he schooled himself to - Ygj have boasted, M*.^tienne wen< 
you 1 have no hesitation In confiding bear it, but I think rather that he felt ?n’ side ^was up a^d
that I act M, de (Mar." go easily secure on the height of his d.°wn- Did $du not reflect that soon W

M. Peyrot swept » bow till his head gentlehood that Peyrot’s impudence slde ,"1®y be “p “d J™:d°T’ J3S 
almost touched the floor. merely tickle^ him. would hardly be at such _pajng to Jeny

“My poor apartment ^honored.” “I was Wondering,” he answered ^ y0," ,Ü®fie'1“b ade aea,,,,t thp
A* he bowed low. I made a spring for- pleasantly, “ how long you have dwelt ‘Duke of St Qt'en«ia... 

ward; I thought to pin him before he in this town and -I not known it. You I ba;Ve ™ade y action in 
could rise: But hejwas up with the are from Guienne, methinks." ” presence of two witnesses, fay too 
lightness of n bird from the bough and “Carcassonne way,”, the other said in- honorable to falsify,-that I know noth-
slanding three yards array from me, differently. Then memory bringing » Ing of the.attack.on'thy duke, peyrqt 
where I crouched on jhe spring like a deep twinkle to his eye he added : "Whot repeated with apparent aatlsfactldiu 
foiled cat. He grinned at me in open think yon, monsieur? I was left a week .‘But of course \it is possible that by 
enjoyment. ' ; ’<? . old babe on the monastery step; was scouring Paris I mlyht get on the

"Monsieur desired?” be asked sympa- reared up in holmes within its sacred scent of your packet. . Twenty plstblek; 
ihetically. walls; chorister at ten, novice at though. That Is:to»muciV’i,,’. : .

“No, it is I who desire,” said M. eighteen, full-fledged friar, fasting, pray-f M. Etienne stood silent, drumming

ing, and singing misereres, exhorting 
dying saints and living sinners, at 
twenty.”

“A very pretty brotherhood, - you for

tattoos , on . the table, not pleased with 
the turn of the matter, not seeing how 
to better it. Had we been sure of 
our. suspicions, we would have charged 
him, pistol, or no pistol, trusting that 
our quickness would prevent his shoot­
ing, or that the powder would miss 
fire, or that the ball would fly wide, 
or that we should he hit in no vital 
part; trusting, in Short, that God was 
with us and would in some fashton 

But we could not be sure 
with Peyrot.

!

iWRING Â TOPOGRAPHICAL IIP f
And never

I shall
Cares Outlook For Large Min­

eral Development Very 
Satisfactory.

we had no
and Forks, Aug. 21,—(Special.t— 
J. Brock of the geological survey 
ust returned to this city àftér a 
to Franklin camp up the North 
of the Kettle river. Mr. Brock 

well known man through the Koot- 
•and Boundary countries baying 
much- valuable work here during 
ast few years, and “being" engaged 
at thé important task of getting 
ials for a comprehensive geological 
opographical map of the Kossland 

At a guess one would put his 
:t about 38. One hto to say a 
for, though Li Hung Chang’s fa- 
query was put to the visitor, he 
Ugly refused to respond on the age 
on. With a well knit figure, tail, 
dth a quiet but pleasant manner, 
trook is a favorite wherever • he 
A man who inspires Confidence in 
and has confidence in himself, 

cactly the type fitted for thé *ortc 
important department with “which' 
s been associated

/And

was all my lord’s an-

;But supposing he 
it we could seize upon

He might very A

now for ten 
past four years Mr, 
ling the chair of geol- 

t Queen’s university, Kingston 
the winter, and until this special 

at Rossland was assigned to him, 
lefly been engaged in rèeonaissance 
for the survey.
1900 Mr. Brock spent some little 
it Frankllh camp and embodied 
serrations in the report of ' the 
which dealt in à favorablè" way 
he mineralogical features of this 
ttle known section. " 
wing that. since his former' yisit 
Untry had been burnt over dfid 
arable development work done on 
i properties Mr. Brock was asked 
lis impression* at this time.
! Boundaries are,’ 6# course, ifiore 
». define,” he. replied, “now that 
en timber is off. ’ Formerly there 
çessarlly more or less guess work 
nicks showing up here and there 
> can see'the whole country âpre 
now. ’ For one thing I find much 
limestone than 1 anticipated
(put the camp, limestone cimsid,- 
titered and showing in the form 
n lime silicates.” , ’ '
d as to the outcropping of ■ magi 
2» which oectmaiAaKXggioiss^r- 
P the capos, notably on the Qlon- 
troup and on,the McKinley, Sir. 
thought it .likely that'they ;Wtxuld 
i depth- “Of course,", hei' sgid. 
lard to tell from what little-ope 
l. as. to the way . they lie.. They,, 
n to faults a good deal, but the 
are good for their,.occurrence in

For the 
has been fil

-n
on' the 

ere was

I L !A\ ■ ^
I might not

w. »

>% I'llf
\4

more
>t

V I
J r&Xvf i^t>.

I I more1 /s$
fc.

x

(round generally in the camp he 
s good from the mining point 
, and referred to the. satisfac- 
y in which the McKinley mine 
•eloping.
questions were met with a pleas- 
le, but Mr. Brock -is too ceu- 
be “drawn,” and. as old news- 

himself back '• in 1895. he 
he snares set by the intervjew- 
frankly said that it would be 

air in any case, te anticipate 
s which rightly belonged 
epartment. “However,” he add- 
lope it will be possible to get 
mmmary report very much ear- 

year, perhaps before winter, 
s possible that any notes of 
this kind can be issued in the 
form • which the press is ■ re- 
rom time to time from -the geo- 
arrey. ,
sor Brock is emphatic as to the 
f delaying development, in, these 
ps by prohibitory prices asked 
rospector. > • • •,
e a warm side for the prospec- 
said, “knowing well that he 

loneer. But in Franklin and 
mps the conditions are such 

rge amount of time and money 
ed to really show whether a 
its or not, and my own feel- 
it If a prospector wants a great 
for his daim he should be pre­
give favorable terms, terms 

mid give those are taking hold 
operty ample time to explore 
e up what it contains. Of 
•he wants cash then he should 
it to take a smaller figure, 
c has to be run and the pros- 
lst share that risk if a coun- 
develop at all.” 

ock has been engaged now for 
ners at the work In Hosslktid 
close it this fall; A detailed 

deal map Of‘the camp will he 
W. H. Boyd of the survey. Dr.
Ill mark the surface distribu­
te rocks, and Mr. Brock him- 
tudying the lodes, and uader- 
flology. There are some fifty 
underground workings in the

I some idea Of the difficulty of 
is obtained when one réalisés
j building, every dump, every > 
c., will be indicated. The tepo- 
features will be shown by con- 

i with 20 foot ' intervals. ’ The 
he developed area Will be on 
jot scale. It is the most thor- 

ked out thing of the kind ever 
by the geological survey ' and 

ition will be awaited with ex- 
interest.
Xtremely difficult in One way" 
Brock, “for the whole camp 
rlaid with drift thflt the geo- 
oblems are particularly; com- 
Take it all aroupd, however, 

shall have a clear apd.fhir- 
ihehsive presentation * of botil
II and special features.”

Some rather more

( comrade. We’ll have our

Van

mto the I
st !

1
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“ SEE;” M. ETIENNE CRIED, SC BATCH ING AT THE FRAGMENTS. «THIS 1% IT•* i
■ - ■ : Tv 7~~~~ ;

zeal as you display deserves success. I 
will look about a . bit this ’ morning 
among my frieuds and sçe if-1-can gfet 
wind of your packet. I will meet you at 
dinner-time at the- inn “ of the .Bonne 
'Femme.“

"Dinner time is far.hence.. You forget 
..’Peyrot,- that you are .risen- earlier 

than usual. I will go ont and-Sit-on the 
stair for five minutés■ while .you • con­
sult your friends.” ■ V; \

Peyrot grinned cheerfully.
“M. de Mar dOes’nt: seem able,to get 

it through his head th&t l know nothing 
whatever of this affair,” ?

“No, I certainly . don’t get that 
through' m.v head.”

Peyrot regarded him -with Xn-air 411- 
used yet compassionate, such as he 
might in his monkish days liav.e employ­
ed toward one who could pot- be con­
vinced, for instance, of the-«fflcacy of 
prayer. > ^

“M. de Mar,” quoth he, plaintively, i" 
pity half for himself;*» misunderstood, 
half fpr his interlocutor, so. wilfully 
blind, “I do solemnly assuré you,' once 
end for ajl, that I know nothing of this" 
affair of- yours. Tijl- you asserted, I 
had no knowledge that Monsieur, your 
honored, father, had; been, set on, and 
deeply- am- I pained to heart It.'.These’ 
be evil days when such things lir^pei). 
iAs for your packet,^! learn of; it otfly 
through your word, haying no more: to 
do with this'deplorable business then" a 
babe unborn.”

I declare I was almost shaken, almost 
thought we had wronged him. Ént M. 
Etienne gauged him otherwise, 
i. “Your words please me,”, he began.
' •'•The contemplation, of virtue.’’ the 
rascal droned with rtoivnAirawn lips, ill 
pulpit tone, “ is always uplifting to the

“If, you will put the packet into my 
hands, seat .unbroken, this day at 11, 
I engage to meet you with twenty 
Plafoles,” M. Etienne said.

"Twenty pistoles were. a fair price 
for the packet. But monsieur forgets 
the wear and tear on my. conscience 
Incurred for hlm. I must be re­
imbursed for that.”

’-■Conscience, quotha!” .
"Certainly, monsieur. I am In my 

way as honest a man a's you in yours. 
I have never been false to the hand 
that fed me. If, therefore, I divert to 
you a certain packet which of right 
goes elsewhere, my sin'must be made 
worth my while. My conscience will 
Sting me .sorely, but .with the aid of a 
glass and a lass I may contrive to for­
get the pain. ............. •

Mirth, my love, and Folly dear, 
Baggages, you’re welcome here!

I fix the injury to my conscience at 
thirty pistoles, M. le Comte, 
all- will bring the ' packet 
hand.” .................... .

all.
“But I could take a message for him, 

monsieur. I will make a point of seeing 
him when he comes in.”

“I will not burden you, madame," Mi 
Etienue answered from the story below. 
'But she was loth to stop falking, and 
hung over the railing to call; ; . .

“Beware of your footing, monsieur. 
Those second-floor people are not so 
tidy as they might He: one stumbles 
over all sorts of their rubbish out in the 
public way.”

The door in front of us opened with 
a startling suddenness, and a big 
brawny wench bounced out to déniant

“Whàt is that she says? What are 
you saying about us, you slut?”

We had nn mind to he mixed in the 
quarrel. We fled for our lives down the 
stair.

«

pre- 
or pa-

ike, M. de ‘Mar, I will shoot you as 1 
could a rat. Your side Is down and 
nine is up; I hare no fear to kill you. 
t will be painful to me, but if necessais 
shell do it.”

Fifty In 
to yourThe old earl, though liis sweeping was 

done, leaned on his broom on the outer 
«t$P- It had been a pleasure to M. le 

Comte to fling a tankard in the fel­
low’s face. Biit the ' steadfast deter­
mination to win the papers for Mon­
sieur, and, possibly,. respect for Pey- 
rofs weapon, - withheld him.

“Very well,' then.

!“So. you didn’t find M. Bernet at 
home ? I could .have told you as much 
had. you been civil enough to ask.”

I would have kicked the old curmud­
geon, but M. Etienue drew two geld 
pieces from his pouch.

“Perchance if I ask you civilly, yon 
will tel! me with whom M. Bernet went 
out last night?”

“Who says he went ont with any-
body,?*

“I do,” and M. Etienne made a mo­
tion to return the coins to their place.

"Since you know so much, it’s strange 
you don’t know, a little more,” the old 
chap growled. “Well, Lord kuSws if if 
is really him, but he goes by the name 

- of Peyrot."
"And where does he lodge?”
“How should I know? I have troubles 

enough keeping track of my own ledg 
ers, without bothering my- head about 
other people's.”

“Now rack your brains, my friend- 
over this fellow,” M; Etienne said pat­
iently, with a persuasive chink of his 
Pouch. “Recollect now: have you been 
sent to this monsieur with a message.’

“Well. Rus de Tournelles, sign of toe 
Gilded Shears,”, the old earl spat out 
•t last. . . .. , . ) - 1

“You are sure?”
“Hang me .else.”
“If yon are lying to me, I will come

XXIV.

The Florentines.
M. Etienne, forgetting his manners, 

snatched the papers from his father’s 
hand, turning them about and about, 
not able to believe hia senses. A man 
hurled over a cliff, plunging in one 
moment from flowery lawns Into a tur­
bulent sea, might feel as he did 
“But the seal!” he stammered.
“The seal was genuine," Monsieur 

answered, startled as he. “How youb
fellow could have the ting’s signet__’■

"See," Mr Etienne cried, scratching 
at.the fragments. “This Is lt. Dunce 
that I am not to have guessed It! 
Look,' there Is a layer of paper 
bedded in the wax. Look, he cut the 
seal out, smeared hot wax on the false 
packet, pressed In the deal, and curled 
the new wax over the edge. It was 
cleverly done; the seal Is but little 
thicker, little larger than before. It 
did not look tampered with, 
you have suspected it, Monsieur?" he 
demanded piteously.

“I had not thought of it. But this 
Peyrot—it may not yet be too late—” 

"I-will go hack,” M. Etienne cried, 
darting to the door. But Monsieur 
laid forcible hands on him.

!
Iri the cabaret

of the Bonne Femme,' àt'll. You 
do as you like about appearing- t
shall be there with my. fifty pistoles •• 

“What guaranty have I that 
deal fairly with me?”

“The word of a St Quentin.” 
“Sufficient, of course.”

mayyou

youa duel-

The scamp rose with a bow.
“Well, I have not the word of a gen. 

tleman to offer you, but I give you the 
opinion of Jean Peyrot, sometime 
Father Ambrosius, that he and the 
packet.will be there. This has been a 
delightful call, monsieur; apd I am 
loath to let you go. But It is tlmel 
was free to look for that, packet ”

M. Etienne’s eyes went over to the 
chest. •

"I wish you all- success in' your 
arduous search.”

•«It is like to be, in ; truth, a long and 
weary . search." Peyrot sighed. “My 
ignorance - of. the perpetrators of the 
outrage makes my task difficult in­
deed. - But rest assured, monsieur 
that I shall question

em­it
wTRANDED MANCHURIA. ^

u, Aug. 33.—The stranded, 
lanchuria Is lying eaayi-Jn a 
th sea. She unquestionably 
tved if the present- weather 
.until preparations are com- 
iutl her off. Owing to favor, 
tlone another effort to tow 
ep water will probably be 

The revenue cutter

the
Would

arrow.
is now standing by th* 

It earner, with lines on board, 
attempting to- tdw -'her -off. _

every man in fTo be Continued.)
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