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poded no good to her, who had darcd to
upset his most cherished plans, had has-
tily shouted the word of command,—

« Into it, my men, and let no one

escape from that hut alive 1"

The moon had once more emerged {rom
petween the clouds: the darkness on the
clifis had gone, giving place once more
to brilliant, silvery light. Some of the
goldiers had rushed to the rough, wooden
door of the hut, whilst one of them kept
guard over Marguerite.

The door was partially open; one of
the soldiers pushed it further, but within
all was darkness, the charcoal fire only
lighting with a dim, red light the fur-
thest corner of the hut. The soldiers
paused automatically at the door; like
machines waiting for Yfurther orders.

Chauvelin, who was prepared for a vio-
Jent onslaught from within, and for a
vigorous resistance from the four fugi-
tives, under cover of the darkness, was
for the moment paralyzed with astonish-
ment when he saw the soldiers standing
there at attention, like sentries on guard,
whilst not a sound proceeded from the
hut.

Filled with strange, anxious foreboding,
he, too, went to the door of the hut,
and peering into the gloom, he asked
quickly,—

““ What is the meaning of thiis?"’

1 think, citoyen, that there is no ome
there now,”” replied one of the soldiers
imperturbably.

““ You have not let those four men go?”’
thundered Chauvelin, menacingly. “1
ordered you to let no man escape alive !
—Quick, after them all of you ! Quick,
in every direction !’

The men, obedient as machines, rushed
down the rocky incline towards the beach.
some going off to right and left, as fast
as their feet could carry them.

‘““ You and your men will pay with your
lives for this blunder, citoyen sergeamt,”’
said Chauvelin, viciously, to the sergeant
who had been in charge of the men;
““and you, too, citoyen,”” he added, turn-
ing with a snarl to Desgas, ‘‘for disobey-
ing my orders.”’

‘“ You ordered us to wait, citoyen, un-
til the tall Englishman arrived and joined
the four men in the hut. No one came,’’
said the sergeant, sullenly.

‘“ But 1 ordered you just now, when the
woman screamed, to rush in and let no
one escape.’”’

‘“ But, citoyen, the four men who were
there before, had been gome some time, I
think: . . .»

“You think ?—You? . % .”” said Chau-
velin, almost choking with fury, ‘' and
you let them go N

“You ordered us to wait, citoyen,”
protested the sergeant, ‘‘and to implicitly
obey your commands on pain of death.
We waited.”’

‘T heard the men creep out of the hut,
not many minutes after we took cover,
and long before the woman screamed,”” he
added, as Chauvelin seemed still quite
speechless with rage.

‘““ Hark !"’ said Desgas suddenly.

In the distance the sound of repeated
firing was heard. Chauvelin tried to
peer along the beach below, but as luck
would have it, the fitful moon once more
hid her light behind a bank of clouds,
and he could see nothing.

“One of you go into the hut and strike
a light,”” he stammered at last.

Stolidly the sergeant obeyed : he went
up to the charcoal fire and lit the small
lantern he carried in his belt; it was
evident that the hut was quite empty.

‘“ Which way did they go ?'’ asked Chau-
velin.

“I could not tell you, citoyen,’” said
the sergeant ; ‘‘they went straight down
the cliff first, then disappeared behind
some boulders.”’

‘“ Hush | what was that ?"’

All three men listened attentively. In
the far, very far distance, could be heard
faintly echoing and already dying away,
the quick, sharp splash of half a dozen
oars. Chauvelin took out his handker-
chief and wiped the perspiration from his
forehead.

““ The schooner’s boat !”” was all he
gasped.

Evidently Armand St. Just and his
three companions had managed to creep
along the side of the cliffs, whilst the
men, like true soldiers of the well-drilled
Republican army, had, with blind obedi-
ence, and in fear of their lives, implicitly
oheyved Chauvelin’s orders—to wait for the
tall Englishman, who was the important
capture.

They had no doubt reached ome of the
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creeks which jut far out to sea on this
coast at intervals ; behind this the boat
of the Day Dream must have heen on the
look-out for them, and they were by now
safely on board the British schooner.

As il to confirm this last supposition,
the dull boom of a gun was heard from
out at sea.

‘“I'ne  schooner, citoyen,” said Desgas,
quietly ; ‘“‘she’s off.”

It* needed all Chauvelin’'s nerve and
presence of mind not to give way to a
useless and undignified access of rage.
There was no doubt now that once again
that accursed British head had complete-
ly outwitted him. How he had contrived
to reach the hut, without being seen by
one of the thirty soldiers who guarded
the spot, was more than Chauvelin could
conceive. That he had done so before
the thirty men had arrived on the clift
was, of course, fairly clear, but how he
had come over in Reuben Goldstein’s
cart, all the way from Calais, without
being sighted by the various patrols on
duty was impossible of explanation. It
really seemed as if some potent Fate
watched over that daring Scarlet Pimp-
ernel, and his astute enemy almost felt
a superstitious shudder pass through
hiim, as he looked round at the towering
clifis and the loneliness of this outlying
coast.

But surely this was reality | and the
year of grace 1792 : there were no fairies
and hobgoblins about. Chauvelin and
his thirty men had all heard with their
own ears that accursed voice singing
‘““God save the King,”” fully twenty min-
utes after they had all taken ocover
around the hut ; by that time the four
fugitives must have reached the creek and
got into the boat, and the nearest creek
was more than a mile from the hut.

Where had that daring singer got to.
Unless Satan himself had lent him wings,
he could not have covered that mile on
a rocky cliff in the space of two minutes:
and only two minutes had eldpsed be-
tween his song and the sound of the
boat’s oars away at sea. He must have
remained behind, and was even now hid-
ing somewhere about the cliffs; the pa-
trols were stiill about, he would still be
sighted, no doubt. Chauvelin felt hope-
ful once again.

One or two of the men, who had rum
after the fugitives, were now slowly
working their way up the cliff : one of
them reached Chauvelin’s side, at the
very moment that this hope arose in the
astute diplomatist’s heart.

‘““We were too late, citoyen,”” the sol-
dier said, ‘‘we reached the beach just be-
fore the moon was hidden by that bank
of clouds. The boat had undoubtedly
been on the look-out behind that first
creek, a mile off, but she had shoved of
gsome time ago, when we got to the
beach, and was already some way out to
sea. We fired after her, but of course
it was no good. She was making straight
and quickly for the schooner. We saw
her very clearly in the moonlight.”’

““ Yes,”” said 'Chauvelin, with eager im-
patience, ‘‘she had shoved off some time
ago, you said, and the nearest creek is a
mile further on.”

“ Yes, citoyen! I ran all the way,
straight to the beach, though I guessed
the boat would have waited somewhere
near the creek, as the tide would reach
there earliest. The boat must hpave
shoved off some minutes before the
woman began to scream.’’

Some minutes before the woman began
to scream ! Then Chauvelin’s hopes had
not deceived him. The Scarlet Pimp-
ernel may have comtrived to send the
fugitives on ahead by the boat, but he
himself had not had time to reach it; he
was still on shore, and all the rqads
were well patrolled. At anyrate, all
was not yet lost, and would not be,
whilst that impudent Britisher was still
on French soil.

« Bring the light in here !’ he com-
manded eagerly, as he once more entered
the hut.

The sergeant brought his lantern, and
together the two men explored the little
with a rapid glance Chauvelin

place :
noted its contents: the cauldron placed
close under an aperture in the wall, and

containing the last few dying embers of
burned charcoal, a couple of stools, over-
turned as if. in the haste of sudden de-
then the fisherman’s tools and
his nets lying in ome corner; and beside
them, something small and white.

« Pick that up,’”’ said Chauvelin to the
sergeant, pointing to this white scrap,
“«“and bring it to me."”’

Tt was a crumpled piece of paper, evi-
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SET OF SCISSORS

This shows our
Premium Set of
Scissors, made
up of one self-
sharpening scis-
sors, one em-
« broidery 'scis-
sors and one
buttonhole scis-
sors. They are
all good quality
steel, and have
given excellent
satisfaction.
Sent postpaid
to any present
subscriber for
sending in One New Subscription to THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE AND
HOME MAGAZINE, accompanied by $1.50.

" The WILLIAM WELD COMPANY, Ltd.

London, Ontario

TrEA SETS ||

We have just received from Europe a shipment ot
Austrian China Tea Sets. The Tea Set contains 21
pieces, and would retail in the stores from $2.50 to
$3.50, depending on locality. Present subscribers can
secure one of these beautiful sets for sending in

Only Two New Subscribers
to THE FARMER’S ADVOCATE at $1.50 each.
Send in the new names as soon as possible.

THE WILLIAM WELD CO., LTD.
London, Ontario
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$ 3 3 Hot Weather Speciall)
Wonderful Pumpling Enyl.. ,

Pays for itself in six months. No
**back-aching’’ tnmpin. Jjobs,
hour for fuel —uses kerosene or gasoline. Use it for
;umplnr—lpnyiu and running all the small machinery.
l‘ stock—immediate shipments—no delay.
12 Sizes to There is a Gray engine for every job — all
Seleot From sizes up to 36 H. P, Absolutely

Great economy—cent an
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guaranteed. Also complete electric light plants for
country homes. Ask for Electric Light catalog.
30 Days Try any Gray engine for 30 days—
Trial give it severe tests for power and
economy—if not 0. K. ship it back — we pay
the freight. Write for special folder *‘86-B’
about special Hot Weather engine proposition.

CRAY MOTOR COMPANY, 7335 U. 3. Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich.

HE Noiseless Well Drilling Machine is
the term usually applied to The
S$tandard when compared to other

makes, with their incessant rattle and clang, '

They are compactly constructed and their

mechanism is built of iron and steel—not

wood,
‘“Boys”—This is a money maker. Drop a
card to-day for full particulars.

The Dick Well Drilling Machine Co,

BOLTON, ONT., CANADA

Quebec Agents: Bournival & Co., 333 Notre
5un¢ St. Bast, Montreal

A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS

RIDLLEY COLLEGKEKF

St. Catharines, Ontario

Three separate residences ; new, specially built and equipped. 1. Lower
School for Boys under fourteen. 2. Dean’s House, for Boys of fourteen
and fifteen. 3. Upper School, for advanced Pupils. Gymnasium and
Swimming Baths just erected. Fine Hockey Rink. Athletic Fields and
Playgrounds unsurpas ed. Eighty acres. Mild climate. University
Scholarship won in 1909 and 1910. Boys prepared for Agricultural College.

REV. J. 0. MILLER, M.A., D.C.L., PRINCIPAL

POLES OF STERLING QUALITY

Michigan White Cedar Telephone Poles

W. C. STERLING & SON COMPANY

Oldest Cedar Pole Firmn in Business
< 3 Years

MONROE, MICHICAN




