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“Shall we start, Vigo? Once at St.

Denis, I am hostage for his safety. The
king can tell Mayenne that if Mar is tor-
tured he will torture me! Mayenne may
not tender me greatly, but he will not
relish his cousin’s breaking on the wheel.

“Mayenne won't torture M. Ktienne,”
Vigo said, patting her hand im both of
his, forgetting she was g great lady, he an
equery. “Fear not! you will save him,
mademoiselle.”

“Let ue go!” she cried feverishly. “Let
ne go!”

@Gilles was in the court waiting, etrip-
ped of his livery, dressed peaceably as a
porter, but with a mallet in his hand
that I should not like to réceive on my
crown. I thought we were ready, but Vi-
go bade us wait. I stood on the house-
steps with mademoiselle, while he took
agide Squinting Charlot for a low-voiced,
| ¥Must we wait?”. mademoiselle urged
{me, quivering like the arrow on the bow-
miring. “They may discover 1 am gone.
Deed we wait?”

; “if Vigo bids us.

{ . Vigo disappeared pre-

‘sently iselle and I stood patient,

with, oh! what impatience in our hearts,

how he could eo hinder us.

ill he came back did it dawn on me

it he had etayed. He wae dressed

‘as an under-groom, not & tag of St. Quen-

“T heg a thousand pardons, mademoisel-

. T hag to give my lieutenant his or-

E& Now, if you will give the word,

‘&. we go, M. Vigo?” 8he breathed

hegg mueuym“eeheﬂooked upon
kim as a cegiment.

“Of course,” Vigo answered, as if there

bim:

“Sfigo, you said you were here to guard

opsieur’s interests—his house, his goods,

mongys. Do you desert your trust?’
{ ademoiselle turned quickly to him:
L?igo, you must not let me take you
‘your rightful post. Felix and your
wan here will care for me—"”

“The boy talks gilliness, mademoiselle,”
‘Nigo returned tranquilly. ‘“Mademoiselle
$s worth a dozen hotels. I go with her.”

He walked beside her across the court,
g followed with Gillies, laughing to my-
pelf.” Only yesterday had Vigo declared
%nevq would he give aid and comfort
%o Mlle. de Montlue. Tt was no marv
whe had conquered M. Etienne, for he
must needs have been in love with some
one, but in bringing Vigo to her feet she
thad won a triumph indeed.

We had to go out by the great gate,
because the key of the postern was in
the Bastille. But as if by magic’ every
guardsman and hapger-about had disap-
peared—there was not one to stare at the
f y; though when we had passed some
one jocked the gates behind us. | Vigo
called me up to mademoiselle’s left. Gilles

w&{fw loiter behind, far enough to seem
“m

%o belong to us, mear enough to come
up at meed. Thus, at a good pace, made-
f moiselle ‘stepping out as brave as any of
us, we set out across the city for the
Porte St. Denis.

Qur quarter was very guiet; we gearce
met a soul. But afterward, as we reach-
ed the neighbourhood of the markets, the

- gtreets grew livelier. Now were we glad-

der than ever of Vigo's escort; for when-
ever we approacher a band of roisterers or
of gentlemen with lights, mademoiselle
sheltered herself behind . eh;thg equery’s
/broad back, hidden as ind a tower.
Ones the gallant M. de Champfleury, he
whe in pink silk had adorned Mme. de
Mayenne’s salon, passed close enough to
touch her. She heaved a sigh of relief
iwhen he was by. For her own eaké she
/had no fear; the midnight streets, the
| opén moad to St. Denls, had no power
|m~ dpuot her; bup the dread of being re-
cogmzed and turned back rode her like

@ mightmare.

@lose by the gate, Vigo bade us pause
in the door of a shop while he went for-
ward to’ reconnoiter. Before long he re-

“Bad luck, mademoiselle. Brissac ’s not
on. I don’t know the officer, but he
knows me, that ’s the worst of it. He
told me this was not St. Quentin might.
Well, we must try the Porte Neuve.”

But - mademoiselle demurred:

“That will be out of our way, will it
not, Vigo? It is a longer road from the
Porte Neuve to St. Denis?”’

“Yes; but what to do? We must get
through the walls.” !

“Suppose we fare no better at the Porte
Neuve? . If your Brissac is suspected, he’ll
not be on at night: Vigo, I propose that
we pant company there. They will not
kpow Gilles and Felix at the gate, will
they ?””

“No,” Vigo said doubtfully; “but—"

“Then can we get through!” ghe cried.
\‘They will not stop ws, such humble folk!
We are going to the bedside of our dying
mother at St. Denis. Your name, Gilles?”

“Forestier, mademciselle,” he stammered,
startled.

“Then are we all Forestiers — Gilles,
Felx, and Jeanne. 'We can pass out, Vigo;
{ am sure we can pass out. I am loath
to part with you, but I fear to go through
the city to the Porte Neuve. My ahsence
may be discovered—I must place myself
without the walls epeedily.”

“Well, mademoiselle may try it,”” Vigo
gave meluctant consent. “If you ave re-
fused, we can fall back on the Porte Neuve.
If you succeed— Listen to me, you fel-
lows. You will deliver Mademoiselle into
(Monsieur’s hands, or answer to me for it.
1f anyone touches her little finger—well,
trust me!”

“That’s understood,” we arswered, salut-
ing together.

“Mademoiselle need have mo doubts of
them,” Vigo said. “‘Felix is M. e Comte’s
own hénchman. And Gilles is the best
man in the household, mext to me. God
speed you, my lady. I am here, if they
turn you back.”

We went boldly round the cornér end
up the street to the gate. The eentry
walling his beat ordered us away without
so much as looking at ms. Then Gilles, ap-
Dpointed our spokesman; demanded te see
the captain of the wnte{h His errand was
urgent.

But the sentry snowed mno disposition to
budge. Had we a pnipm't‘?NO, we had no
passport. Then we could go about eur
buginess. There was mo leaving Paris to-
night for ws. Call the eaptain? No; he
would do mothing of the kind. Be off,
then!

But at this moment, hearing the alterca-
tion, the officer himself came out of the
guard-room in the tower, and to him Gilles

el |at once began his story:Our mother at St.

Denis had gent for us to come to her dy-
ing bed. She was a street-porer; the mes-
senger had had trouble to find him. His
young brother and sister were in gervice,
kept to their duties till late. Our mo-
ther might even mew be yielding up the
zl;ost! It ‘was a pitiful case, M. le Capi-

ine; might we mot be permitted to pass?

The young officer appeared less interest-
ed in this moving tele than in the face of
mademoiselle, lighted up by the flambegu
on the tower wall, ' -

“I ehould be glad to oblige your charm-
ing sister,” he vetutned, gmiling, “but none
goes out of this city without a passport.

Perhaps you have ene, though, from my{ -

Lord Mayenne?” .
“Would our kind be earrying a pasepo:
from the Duke of Mayenne?” quoth Gilles,

“It, seems improbable,” the officer smiled,
pleased with his wit. ‘“Sorry to discom-
mode yon, my dear. But perhaps, #ck-
ing a passport, you can yet oblige me with
the countersign, which does as well, Just
one little word, now, and I'll let you
through.” :

“If monsieur will tell me the diftle
word?” ghe asked innocently.

burst into laughing.

“No, no; I am not to be caught so easy
as that, my eirl.”

“Oh, come, monsieur captain,” Gilles
urged, “many and many a fellow goes in
and out of Pamis without a passport. The
rules are a net to stop big fish and let the
small fry go. What harm will it do to my
Lord Mayenne, or you, or anybody, if you
have the gentleness to let three poor ser-
vants through to their dying mother?”

“Tt desolates me to hear of her extremi-
ty;” the captain answered, with a fine

ipony, “but I am here to do my duty. I

am. thinking, my dear, that you are some
great lady’s maid?”’

Ile was eying her charply, suspiciously;
she made haste to protest:

“Oh, no, monsieur; I am servant to Mme,
(Mesnier, the grocer’s wife.”

“gnrd perhaps you serve in the shop?”

“No, monaieur,” ghe said, not seeing -his
drift, but on guard against a trap. ‘‘No,
monsieur; I am never in the shop. T-am
far too busy with my work. Monsieur
doeg pot seem to undersband what a ser-
vant-lass has to.do.”

For answer, he took her hand and lifted
it to the light; revealing all its smeoth
whiteness, its dainty, polished nails,

“I think mademoiselle does not wunder- |

etand -it, either.”

With a little cry, she snatched her hand
from.him, hiding it in the folds of her kir-
tle, regarding him with open terror. . He
softenad somewhat at sight of her distress.

“Well, it’s none of my businsse ifa lady
chooses to be masquerading iround the
streets at night with a porter and a lackey.
I don’t know what your purpose s—I
don’t ask to know. But I'm here to keep
my gite, and T'll keep it. Go iy to wihee-
dle ithe officer at the Porbe Neuve.”

In helpless obedience, glad of even so
much leniency, we turned away — to face
a tall, grizzled veteram in a colonel’s shoul-
der-straps. With a dragoon at his back,
he had come so goftly out of a gide alley
that not even the.ca {am bad merked him.

“What’s this, Guilbert?” he demanded.

“Some folks seeking to gef through the
gates, gir. * Tve juet' turmed them away.”

_“What, wele you saying about the Porte
Neuve?”

“I said they could go see how that gate
is kept. I showed them how this is/

“Why must you pass thromgh at this
time of might?’ eaid the commending offi-
cer, civilly. Gilles once egain bemdaned
the dying mother. The young eaptein,
eager {o prove hiy T}
him: ’

#I helieve that's o fairy-tale, eir. There's
something queer gbout these people. The
girl says she js a groger’s servant, and has
hands like e duchess's.”

The colantl looked gt us sharply, neither
{riendly nor unfriendly. He eaid in a per-
fectly neutral manner:

“Tt ig of ne consequence whether she be
a servant or a duchess—has a mother or
pot, The point is whether these people
have the countersign. 1f they have if,
they ean pass, whoever fhey are.”

“They have dot,” the captain answered
at once. I think-yeu would do well, &r,
te demand the lady’s name.” :

Mademoiselle started forward for a bold
stroke just ae the superior officer demapd-
ed of her “The countersign? As he said the
word, ehe pronounced distinctly her
name:

III‘omCe__"}

“Fnough!” the Colonel said -instantly
“Pass them threugh, Guilbert.” ;

The young ¢aptéin stood in a mull, but
no more bewildered than we. .

“Mighty queer!” he- muttered. “Why
didn’t she give it fo me?”’

“Stir yourself, eir!” his superior gave
sharp commend. “They have the counter-
sign; pass them through.”

XXVIH
§t. Denis—and Navarre! ~

s the gates clanged into the place be-
hind ue Gilles stopped short in his tracks
to say, as if addressing the darkness be-
fore him: .

“Am I, Gilles, awake or esleep? Are
we in Pagis, or are we on the St. Denis
road?”’

“Oh, come, come!” Mademoiselle hasten-
ed us on, murmuring half to herself as
we went: “O you kind easinte! I saw he
could not make us out for friends or foes;
1 thought my name might turn the scale.
Mayenne always gives & name for a coun-
tersign; to-night, by a marvel, it was
mipe!” ; -

1 Jike mot to think often of that five-
mile tramp o St. Denis. The road was
dark, rutty, and in places still miry from
Monday night’s rain. Strange shadowa
dogged us all the way. Sometimes they
were only bushes or wayside ehrines, but
gometimes they moved. This was not now
a wolf country, but two-footed wolves
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were plenty, and as dangerous. The hang-
ers-on of the anmy—beggars, feagues, ang
footpade—hovered, like the ecowardly
beasts of prey they were, about the out-
skirts of the gity, Did s leaf rugtle, we
started; Yid a shambling shape in the
glogm whine for alms, we made ready for
onset. illes produced from gome place
of concealment—his jerkin, or his leggins,
or somewhere—a brace of pistols, and we
walked with finger on trigger, taking care
whenever a rustle in the grags, a shad-
ow'in the bishes, seemed to follew us, to
talk Joud and cheerfully of ommon things
the, J{itle interests of a humble Mtgl:
Thanks to this' diplomacy, of the pis!

barrels ¢hining in the faint etarlight, none
molested us, though we encountered more
than one mysterions company. We never
passed into the gloom umder an arch of
trees without the pesolution to fight for
our lives. We never came out again intq
the faint light of the open road without
wondering thanks to  the gainte—sjlent
thanks, for we never spoke a word of any
fear, Gilles and I. I trow mademoiselle

knew well enough, but she spoke no word |

either. &he never faltered, mever showed
by o much as the turn of her head that
sife suspbeted any danger, but, eyes on the
distant lights of St Denis, walked straight
along, half a gtep ahead of us all the way,
tride as ive might, we two strong fel-
lows conld never quite keep up with her.

‘The jouPhey could not at such a pace| |
gtretch out forever. Presently the dis- ||

tant lights were no lomger distant, but

near, nearer, close at hand—the lights of | {

the outposts of the camp. A sentinel

started out from the quoin of a wall fo ||

stop ps, but when we had told our errand
he became as iriendly as a brother. He
went acrass the road into a neighbouring
tournebride to report to the officer of the

torch and the order to take us o the
Duke of St. Quentin’s Jodging.

1t was near ap hour after midnight,
apd 8. Denis wae in bed. Save for a

growsy patrol here gad there, we met no| |
one. Fewer than -the patrols were the lan- | §

terns humg on ropes across tihe streets;

these were the only kights, for the houses!§

were one and all as dark ss tombs. Nof

till we had reached the middle of the|§
town d‘id, we see, in the second story of |
a house in the square, a beam of light

ghining throggh the shutter<hink.
“Some. one in mischief.” Gilles pointed.

“Agp,” laughed the sentry, “your duke, |

This is where he lodges, over the sad-
dler's™

He knooked with the butt of his musket ||

on the door. The shutter above ¢reaked

opem, and a voice—Monsieur's voice—ask- |

ed, “Who's there?”’
" Mademoiselle was

could see wus.

“Gilles Forestier and Felix Broux, Men-| §

sieur, just from Paris, with news.”
“Wait.” ,

“Ig it all right, M. le Duc?” the sentry| |

asked, ‘saluting.

“Yes,” Monsieur answered, closing the | §

shutter.

The soldier, with. another salute to the

blank - window, and.a mod of !Geod-hy,

then;” to us, went back te his post. Left

in darkness, we  presently heard

siear's quick step on the flags of the hall, | |

and the clatter of the bolts. He opened

to. ps, standing there fillly dressed, with
& guttering candle. e

;IMg'soq?’;hhﬁ said h‘lngm ﬂ};b’
ademoiselle, crouc] w

of the doofpest, -pushed
saw I was to tell him,

shadow

®ight. Tmeas—Paul de Lorraine-—went to
the governor and swore that M. Etienne
killed the lackey Pontou in the house in
the Rye Coupejarrets. It was Lucas kill-
ed him—Lucas told Mayenpe so. Mlle
de Montlue heard him, to.
mademoiselle.” :

-At the word she came out of the shadow
and slowly over the threshold. v

(Yo be continued.)
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fidelity, nterrupted | guard and came back presently with a !

led in the em- | i
brasure of the doorway; Gilles and I atep- |
ped back into the street where Monsieur | |

me forward, I|]

“Monsieur, he was arrested and driven 1
to ‘the Bastille tonight between seven and |3
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Black Materials for Summer Wear! -
Rich Grenadines with SilK Stripe, 44 inches wide, 77c¢. a yard.

Silk Grenadine, floral design, very handsome material, also a most
. serviceable goods, 90c. a yard. ;

Grenadine Voile with Silk Stripe, $1.10 a yard. A material

that will make up richly and will be serviceable, 46 inches wide.

BlacK Cotton Grenadines, at 20c. and 22c, a yard. These
materials are suitable for warm weather, - and can be laundried.

Swiss Muslins with Embroidered Spot, 20c, 22¢, 25¢ a yard.

F. A. DYKEMAN @ (0., 59 Charlotte St.

“The Enterprising Paper.”

Read this popular afternoon joumai. It p,ublishesi
all the news as, well as special features, from day to
day to make it interesting reading.

B.rings this' up-to-date paper to your door. You:
will - crave the TIMES regularly once youy become
‘acquainted with it.

’Phone %05 TODAY and order THE TIMES sent
direct to your home every afternoon.

All the local, Telegraphic, commercial and sporting:
news of the day. :

Twelve pages on Sgturday.

FOR SALE

We have three Monoline machines for sale. All up-to-date
and in good working order, Linotype machines having replaced -

them in this office they are now offered at a bargain. Address

TELEGRAPH PUBLISHING CO.
St. John, N. B.

If you follow direc-
® tions and take DR.

pSia Cured ® SCOTT'SCATHARTIC

AND LIVER PILLS. Price 25c. Put up by DR. SCOTT'S WHITE LINIMENT




