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(Continued From Last Sunday.) matters? Oh, that .*an I well' believe, 
andv I cry the mfesser's pardon. For 
when the mind is taken up with affairs 
of state, it is distasteful to listen even 
for a moment to light talk- of maids 
and jewels.”

Again I eyed him challengingly; but 
he, with face utterly unconscious, 
sorting

retorted, and laughed in my. nettled 
face. “Well, if you’ve not trampled on 
Tny jewels, I .forgive your contumacy.”

If I had, my bare toes had done them 
no harm. • I crawled about the floor, 
gathering them all up and putting them 
on the bed, where. I presently sat down 
myself to stare at hi/n,~ trjdng to ré- 
alizé him for M. le Comte. He had 
seated himself, too, and was dusting 
Ms -trampled wig and clapping '■ it on 
again.

‘•Vetily.” •/ - » a £tue Coupe jarrets, that such things as broke off abruptly, and walked along hour, it ié rather amusing
“Monsieur! you cannot mean me to pages existed ; or, more likely, he did in a day-dream. * girl. But that is quite long

wear this!” u not oare to take the household into his “Well,” he resumed presently, com- say I,
“I mean it precisely.** confidence: He was back soon, with a ing back to the needs of the moment, Jean came again directly with
“Monsieur!” pair of scarlet hose, and shoes of red “let us know our names and stati6n. I great silver tankard.
“Why, look you, Felix,” he laughed, morocco, the gayest affairs you ever am Giovanni Rossini, son of the fa- “Burgundy, pardieu!” cried one of

“how else can I take you? You were saw.- Also he brought a hand-mirror, mous goldsmith of Florence; you, his mates, sticking his nose into th
at pains to make yourself conspicuous for me to look on my beauty. Giulietta, my sister. We came to Paris pot as it passed him, “and full! Cief
in M. de Mayenne’» salon; they will “Nay, monsieur,” I said with a sulk in the legate’s train, trade being dull you must tnink your lass has a head ” 
recognize you as quickly as me.” that started anew his laughter. “I’ll at home, the gentry having fled to the “Oh, I shall drink with her,”

“Oh, monsieur, put me in a wig, in not take it; I want not to see myself, hills for the hot month. Of course, answered,
cap and bells, an you like! I will be But monsieur will do well to * examine you’ve never set foot out /of France, I put out my hand for the tankard
monsieur’s clown, anything, only not his own countenance.” Fe—Giulietta?” running the risk of my big paw's È
tWe!” “Pardieu! I should say so,” he cried. “Never out of St. Quentin till I came trayipg me, resolved that he should

“I never heard of a jeweler accom- "I must e’en go repair myself ; and you, Mther. But Father Francesco has drink with me of that draught, when
panied by his cldwn. Nor have I any Felix—Felicle—must be fed.” talked to me much of his city of Flor- of a sudden he leaned over to snatch
party-color in my armoires. But since I was in truth as hollow as a drum, en^” k*ss- 1 dodged him, more frightened

.1 have exerted myself to borrow this yet I cried out that I had rather starve 'Good; you can then make shift to than the shyest maid. Though in this
toggery—and a fine, big lass is the than venture into the kitchen. answer a question’ or two if put to it. half-light I might perfectly look a giri
owner, so I think it will fit—you must "You flatter yourself;” he retorted. Your Italian, I swear, is of excellent 1 could not believe I could kiss Uk*
wear it.” “You’d not be known. Old Jumel will Quality. You speak French like the that. In a panic, I fled fçom Jean to
; I was like to burst with ‘mortifica- give you the pick of the larder for a Picard you are, but Italian like a gen- my master’s side. ^
tion ; I stood there in dumb, *agonlzed kiss,” he roared in my sullen face, and tleman that is to say, like a lady.” Etienne, wheeling about, came
appeal. ' ; added, relenting: “Well, then, I will Monsieur,” I bemoaned miserably, near to laughing out in my face, when
i “Oh, well, then you need not go at send one of the lackeys'up with a sal- 1 shall never come through it alive, “e remembered his part and played
.all. If you go, you go as Felicle. But ver. The lazy beggars have naught uever in the world. ‘ They will know it with a zeal that w-as like to undo us
you may stay at home, if it likes you else to do.” .me in the flick of an eye for a boy; I He sprang to his feet, drawing his
better.” * I bolted the door after him, and when know they will.' Why, the folk we are dagger.

That settled me,* I would have gone the man brought my tray, bade him passing can see something wrong; they e ”^ho insults my sister?” he shouted,
in -my grave clothes.sooner than not set it down outside. He informed me y 8tarlnS at me” Who is the dog does this!”
go at all, and belike he knew It. I be- through the panels that he would go ' Q* course they stare,” he answered They were on him, wrenching the 
gan arranging myself sullenly and drown himself before he would be con- tranqumy. “I should think some knife from his hand, wrènching his 
clumsily in the murrain petticoats. tent to lie slugabed the livelong day wrong if they did not. Can your mod- *am6 arm at the same time so painfully

There was a full kirtle of gray wool, while his betters waited on him. I e8*Y never understand, my Giulietta, “*at he gasped. I was scared chill; i
falling to my ankles, and a white apron, trembled for fear in his virtuous scorn what a pretty lass you aré?” _ knew if they mishandled him they 
There was a white blouse with a wide, he should take his fardel away again. He fell to laughing at my discomfort, j would brush the wig off. 
turned-back collar, and a scarlet bod- But hê had had his orders. When, ana thus, he full of gay confidence, I ^ . Mind your manners, sirrah!”
Ice, laced With black- cords over a green after listening to his footsteps descend-I of misgiving, we came before the 
tongue. I was soon in such a desper- ing the stairs, I reached but a cautious 1 Hotel de Lorraine.
ate tangle over these divers garments, arm, the tray was on the floor. The 1 u Courage,” he whispered to me. 
so utterly muddled as to which to put generous meat and wine put new Tieart Courage will conquer the devil him- 
on first, and which side forward, and into me; by the time my lord returned I Put a good face on it and take
which end up. and where and how by I was eager for the enterprise. Ithe plunge.” The next moment he was
the grace of God to fasten them, the “Have you finished ?” he demanded. ™ the archway, deluging the sentry 
M. Etienne, with roars of laughter, “Faith, I see you have. Then let us w*th h*8 rapid Italian, 
came unsteadily to-my aid. He insist- start; it grows late. The shadows, like “Nom d’un chien! What’s all this? 
ed on stuffing the. whole of .my jerkin good Mussulmans, are stretching to the What are you after?” the mart shouted 
under my blouse to give my figure the east. . I must catch the ladies in their |at U8> to make us understand the bet- 
proper curves, and to make me a chambers before supper. Come, we’ll I ter. “Haven’t you a word of honest 
waist he drew the Jacing-cords till I take the box between us.” French in your head?”
was .like to suffocate., His mirth had “Why, monsieur, I caiyy that on my l M. Etienne, tapping his bbx, very
by this time had got me to laughing shoulders.” brokenly, very laboriously stammered
so that every time he pulled me in, a “What, my lass, on your dainty forth something about jewels for the
fit of merriment would jerk the laces shoulders? Nay, it would make the 1&dies:
from his fingers‘before he could tie townsfolks. stare.” “Get in with you, then.”
them. This happened once and again, I gnawed my lip In silence; he ex- - We were not slow to obey 
and ths more it happened the more we claimed; 'v . | The courtyard was deserted, nor did

we see any one in the windows of the 
house, against which the afternoon sun xr-_r , . . ,
struck hotly. To keep out hiB unwel- Thïh was th' sole true
come rayp, the house door was pushed e t f® ha<! made since our ar-
almost shut. We paused a moment on ona ?ierre did not
the step, to listen to the voices of gos- ?„„® !leye-. P® took the knife from
slping lackeys within, and then M. bat he hesitated to hand it over
Etienne boldly knocked. ,?wJler- ,

There was a scurrying In the hall, t ta^ld’ youT were \ angry
as It half a doien Idlers were plunging know your Italian temper.
Into their doublets and running to their 111 keep this little toy of
places. Then my good friend Pierre y “vLy wenU
opfijied the door. In the row of under- Et,2n Jy JS*1' . Sir Majordomo,” M.
Ungs at his back I recognized the two vm, A d indlfferently, "so be it
who had taken part in my flogging. !° ™e when I go." He
The cold sweat broke out upon me lest the handle ot the box, and we

I they In their turn should know me. ^ 8rulde up the stalr. my
M. Etienne looked from one to an- me the comforting

other with the childlike smile of his „ »,
bare Jlps,. demanding if any here spoke i, „ k mattera not In the least, Italian. v we be caught the dagger's

•V answered Pierre himself.. “Now, J we 
what may your errand her- -y,,**”**? u*hered Into a large, fair

euse; .1 crave permission to show my yery »»tterlng andtrinkets to the fair ladles here. But Jr sltJke«ab°U.t the room were
take me up to them, and theyil not mXelles h™^ i "® dames ano- de­
make you repent It.” b . ln slIks and Jewels.

“Oo tell madame," Pierre bade one Mm» m 1 Was qulck to recognize 
of his men, and turning again to us -SrVïi‘yenne- andI thought I
gave us kindly permission to set dorro as tho^I other faces
our burden and wait. 1 had aeen befor® about her.

For incredible good luck, the heaw irnf^ S,reaently to discover the little 
hangings were drawn over the S ^ TaYanm!;, that nlght she had
windows, making a soft twilight in the and aolw1slle wore rose,
room.' I sidled over to a hem* in the 8 n° mlstaklng her saucy
w^VnTirn^bXe^htai^aTed8^-' ?Ur bof °" a tab,e as
tention to me. m —caned at- Etienne to lay out its contents, which

“Now, that Is a heavy box for a maid J r.etl.red to the background, well
to help lug. Do you make th. content to leave the brunt of the busi-
do porters' work, you Florentines’" thev Im”' 11 was aB he Prophesied :

"But I am a stranger her?" ' M they paid me n0 heed whatever. He 
Etienne explained. "Did I hire a porter y .'fun?hed on the third
how am I to tell an honest one’P Be- °.f ? tala; 1 trow by this time
like he might run off with all my treas- ÏÎ almo8t believed it himself. Certes, 
urea, and where Is poor Giovanni then’ kt^8r. fa t?redl but raVled on as lf

I Besides, it were cruel to leave mv lit* »-a? JWJ> tongues, telling ln confl-
tle-sister In our lodging not a soin *to dent,*f.',to1?e of our father and mother, 
speak to the l«ng dav thrnm-h our little brothers and sisters at home1= hone where we8l^ge knowï'ntimn °ur J°uraay with the le­
as ÿou do so like an inael sir iiS pte, his kindness and care of us (I 
of the Household**1 ' MMter bopfd that dignitary would not walk 

Now PieriV w«* «« ,, ln just ndw to pay his respects to
hotel than I was hut that d I madame la generale) ; of our arrival in
d?rftU„ Ms nl^»,Vr» 1 h d d not Paris, and our Wonder and delight at 
He tot down ^ the h»n»hCalt^d m the clty's^grandeur, the like of which 
EtieSe. h b ** M was not to be found ln Italy;, and last,

“How mm» vau 4. ^ x but not least, he had much to say, with
he asked - ln Parls? an Innocent, wide-eyed gravity, ln

Mv inrfl . , _ . praise of the ladies of Paris, so beauti-no7wh.t VHh?ka^„?.,l ! hl? 1 know tul, so witty, so generous! They were 
I with everv*exo»n»n»» far™ng°’ all crowding around him, calling him

"Now, never have I seen a maid fresh of 151"1® no dÇubt pretty boy, laughing at his compli-
from the convent' blush so prettily. I'd ij,ten. , hud ^ coa d a°f ments, handling and exclaiming over
give my right hand to walk you out I tlm- ’ Th ,„?Ca!aSk0^my own by thla I his trinkets, trying the effect of a 
past the guard-room." ™8» A. ^®,badtfS"î8 up Ç!oa® buckle or a bracelet, preening and coo-

I. shrank as a snail when you touch ln Jaffk8St8d n.m® than Ing like bright-breasted pigeons about
Its horns. He cried: , : I h»d Lw m» r»- m,! kJm™® Jet.n the corn-thrower. It was as pretty a

‘‘Marry, hut I will, though.” wanted rn?e»îv»t "ho had sjght as ever I beheld, but it was not to
NOW I, unlike Sir Snail, had no snug T m1_ht k_y s,tr, pP*1 me that 8mne at such that we had risked our 

little fortress to take refuge in i I might 1 bewhacked to bleed, now said; heads. Of Mlle", de Montluc there was
writhe, but I could not defend myself. anfl Z^!.A.ot,and „Ured no sign.

"As you will, monsieur,” I said, set- 1oJL 1, r™’k mademo,selj*' for a11. yo,u No one was marking me, and I was 
ting my teeth hard. InnnnfZZA 5,1,1,1 you drink wondering if I might not slip out un-

“Nay, I dare not. Those fellows] T f ** 1 retch • _ seen and make my way to mademoi-
would follow us laughing to the doors 1 my eye® °n the ground Selle> chamber. I knew she lodged on
of Lorraine House itself. I’ve told [ ! firat moment of encounter, in this story, near the back of the house,
none of this prank; I have even con- | 5?®^. *^dread to look these men in the }n a room overlooking the little street 
trlved to send all the lackeys out of îîrîu/îïv now’ n n,f VaiL* and havi°g a turret-window. But I
doors on fools’ errands. We’ll sneak l.n!?y Klîn5e1.and.s?ii î<3Taî.îJin bash- was somewhat doubtful of my skill to 
out like thieves by the,postern. Come; I ** faltered that I did not un- flna it through the winding corridors
tread your wariest.” aerstana. Qf a great palace. I was more than

1 He understood the sense, if not the 
words, of my answer, and repeated his 
offer, slowly, loudly. I strove to look

lo be a 
enough, ENGLAND AND WALES.NOT you, Etienne. You were 

hurt yesterday; you have 
not closed your eyes for 

twenty-four hours. I don’t want a dead 
son. I blame «you not for the failure; 
not another man of us would have 
come so near success."

“Dolt! I should have known he could 
not deal honestly," M. Etienne cried. 
“I should have known he would trick 
me. But I did not think to doubt the 
crest. 1 should have opene<f It there 
in the Inn, but It was Lemaltre’s seal­
ed packet. However, Peyrot sat down 
to my dinner: I can be back before he 
has finished his three kinds of win.”

‘.‘Stop, Etienne,” Monsieur com­
manded. “I. forbid yop. You are gray 
with fatigue. Vigo shall go."

M. Etienne turned on hi min fiery

u An ingenious trick of which the! 
and magistrates were the victim» 
revealed at Warminster (Wiltshire 
lice court recently. lu October, 1.1 
hawker named Sampson Light tj 
have appeared before the niagisl 
for some trivial offence, hen the 
called his name, Mrs. Light steppee 
ward to explain that her husband 
not attend. The case was proc 
with, and during the hearing a dra 
incident occurred. A messengei 

; a telegram into court. It «as hand 
Mrs. Light, and as she read the tele 
she burst into tears. The teiegram s 
that her husband was dead. The n 
trates, touched by the drains, st 
the proceedings, and the n 
left the court. And now the come ij 
mences. The police were sceptical t 
that telegram, and Jor two years 
have searched and brooded. A 
ago the “dead” man stepped ™ ®
court. He had been found and lm.
pleasure of coming back 
grave” to pay a fine of **o.

The enormous municipal mdebt«
t nndon is shown by rcteni e Usu^d at the order of the count,. 

CiL The total net debt of I'oada 
£103,237,45. The debt of th? 
tan Water Board is responsible foi 
increrse of £37,476,522. O the

Iasi
622,408 was met out of the ta the balance, &1,414,408, « 26h7
cent., from the earnings oftt"e producing services Th. total^netj 
excluding the debt of the - P® 
Wafer Board has Vmp
406. or 7 1-2 per “‘'‘.h as4o™ 
with an increase of £3.»Ot.,4-o, or

the rates has increased £-w,u« 
C-The" story ®f a father's^ribl.

ŒnYîrain was” to.d ^ aj 
inquest in London. Awakening

^r«ldH^^vanM

l^lrtr6w’ theDdwindaScauSed by 
train's, speed motion tore, the fli 
garment from his grastL 
fpii on the metals. Tnen _ .

skssS'

Êmtmm

was
over his Measures. I made up 

my mind his queer talk was but the 
outlandish way of a foreigner. II. 
looked at me again, serious and re­
spectful. - .

JeanHe

“The messer must often be engaged and the tuft on^his cMncand'Se whole 
m great risks, in perilous encounters., look of him was changed? A year had 
Is it not so? Then he will do well %o gone for every stroke of the razor- he«ravie 2Z r smhhs
J-,I.«OSar.y,from ^whlch depended a as though the Southern sun had done 

Xory' ‘he sad image of the it for . him; his eyebrows and lashes 
m»?*. c*?,rlst =arv®d upon. It Even In were dark by nature. His wig came 
Monsieur's chapel, even In the church much lower over his forehead than did 
at St. Quentin, was nothing so master- his own hair, and altered the upper 
Z Iy ,wr°^fiht as this figurine to be part of his face as much as the shaving 
t»n'™i? SÏ. Pa m of the hand. The of thez lower. Only his eyes were the 
tears starteti Ih my eyes to look at it, rame. He had had his back to the 

protest; then the blaze ln hig eyes ÏÏLJKvS«v*r®"c®- I wtndow at first, and I had not noted 
flickered out, and he made obedient ÎTÎSL™ bow } had. trampled on them; but now that he had turned, Ms 
salute. the .stranger all un wit- eyes gleamed so light as to be fairly

“So be It Let him go. I am no etruck a bull’s-eye. I had startling. In Ms dark face—like starsuse; I baÆto-ÎMïïnfl tiJdAtot In .
he may accomplish, something.” I should eive^mv Ml ’ h» “Well, then, how do ydu like me?"

He flung himself down on the bench would cafl the account »*vib *T vù»hJ “Monsieur confounds me. It’s wltch- 
ln the corner, burying Ms face in his "othtog o, the raîue of a racing such 1 ^nnotrBet a,sedJ° hl.m,"
hands, weary, chagrined, disheartened, ag this, but I remembered I was not ♦ Thats a® 1 would have It, he* re-
^or8atflU^eakofrDme,,gehatthaVe °°P,ed ““ ='eSS’ a"d ^ ^ a™ba‘

‘.^thflenngIX"h^°-‘SleUr b*de m6' /'Ir-ot take the rosary. But I ^Hote^ draine"^ l0°k S° l° 

r( I obeyed both orders with all alac- ^ ^ ra^Ts'TjeTe^"^ c^ e^,.^:

' vate^ifelpnolntment “'ot* th^en’era'rs temPtuoUslT’^Corpo6 dT^tcco ! The ^“Aye. And-If the ladles do not crowd 
vate diaapp°lpb™ent‘. The workmanship alone Is worth twenty." about me—" he broke off with a ges-
™ The"' viewing tpy fallen visage, he ture, and put Ms trays back in his
credit of the rescue was none of mine, added: “However, t.have received fair box.

•no more was the blame of failure. I treatment in this house, beshréw me 
need not rack myself with question- but I have! I have made good sales 
ing: Had I in this or that done differ- to your young count. What sort of 
ently, should I not have triumphed? I master Is he, this M. le Comte de MarT- 
had done only what I was told. Yet “Oh, there’s nobody like hlm.” I an- 
had done only what I was told. Yet I swered, “except, of course, M. le Duc.”

part of the expedition; I could “Ah, then you have two masters ?" 
not but share the grief. If I did not he inquired curiously, yet with 
wet my pillow with my tears, it^ was tain careless air. It struck me sud- 
because I could not .keep awake" long denly, overwhelmingly, that he was a 
enough. "Whatever my sorrows, speed- spy, come here under the guiS’e of an 
ily thy slipped from me. honest tradesman. But he should gain

I roused with a start from deep, nothing from m*. v
dreamless sleep, and then wondered “This Is the house of the Duke of St. 
whether, after all, I had waked. Here, Quentin,” I said. "Surely you could 
to be sure, was Marcel’s bed, on which not come in at the gate without dis- 
I had lain down; there was the high covering that?”
gable-window, through which the "He Is a very grand seigneur, then, 
westering sun now poured. There was this duke?”
the wardrobe open, with Marcel's Sun- “Assuredly,” ,1 replied, cautiously, 
day suit hanging on the r^g: here “More of, a man than a Comte de 
were the two stools, the little image of Mar?” !.. , 1
the Virgin on the wall. But here was I would have told him to, mind his 
alyso something else, so out of place own business, had it not been for my - 
ln the chamber of a page .that I pinch- hopes of the crucifix. If he planned to 
ed myself to make sure it was real. At sell it to me cheap, thereby hoping to 
my elbow on the pallet lay a box of gain Information, marry, I saw no rea- 
some -fine, goreign wood, 2 beautifully son why I should not buy Jt at his price, 
grained by God and polished by grate- —and withhold the. information So
tui man. It was about as large as my 1 made civil answer: 
lord’s despatch-box, bound at the They are both as gallapt gentlemen 
edges with shining brass and having as, ai^t: living.. About this cross, now—” 
long, brass .hinges wrought ln a design wq, yes he answered at once, ao- 
of leaves end flowers. Beside the box testing with willingness.—Well feigned, 
were set three shgllow Inclined with Ltnh°ugbt~'t.h.® change nt,topic, "tjou 

velvet and.-flUed full of gold- can give me ten PistMes, sav you? 
smith’s work—glmering Æiihs, linked IpS-kfps.,yS0 ? <jfthe_treas-
or twisted, bracelets in the form. pl s,,l*e l have received good
yellow snakes with green eyes, buckles ^g^L*»8 YJ.!?MÎwîi
with Ivory teeth, glove-clasps thick gave yguT cross ” hS l
wïgg Zt&ZïfâS *"d fln8er" 88 With%pCKs now at point of hèr-

was a handsome ^e%nli^ly UP ^oW *My^raîyTdt^’wïT&SeiS^
older than L though taller, w 1th a j ha4 brokeh it when* I shattyed the 
ahock of black hair rough and curly, cross, but one of the inn m*Tds Had 
and dark, smooth face very boyish tied it together for me with a thread, 
and pleasant. He was dressed well, in an(j lt -erved very well. The Italian 
bourgeois fashion; yet there was about unhooked the delicate carving from 
him and his apparel something I could the silver chain and hung it on my 
not tell what, unfamiliar, different wooden one, which I threw over; my
from us others. neck, vastly pleased with my new pos-

He, meeting myxeye, smiled in the session. Marcel’s Virgin was a botch 
friendliest way, tike a-child, and said, compared with lt. I remember that 
in Italian : mademoiselle, who had given me half

“Good day to you, my little gentle- my wealth, thè half that won me the 
Man.” rest, had bidden me'buy somethin* In"

I had still the uncertain feeling that the marts of Paris; and I told rtiyself 
I must be in a dream, for why should wtih pride that she could not fall to 
an Italian jeweler be Msplaying his hold me high did she know how, pass- 
treasures to me, a penniless page? But ing by all vanities, I had spent my 
the dream was amusing; ’I- was in no whole store for a holy Image. Féw
haste to wake. boys of my age would be capable of

I knew my Italian well enbùgh, for the like. Certes, I had done piously, 
confessor, the Father and should now take a further pioufi 

Joy, my purchase safe on my neck, itv 
thwarting the wilès of this serpent. I 
would play with him awhile, tease and 
baffle him, before handing him over in 
triumph to Vigo. •

Sure enough he began as I had ex­
pected :

"This M, de Mar down-stairs, he is a 
very good master, I suppose?"

“Yes,” I said, without enthusiasm.
“He has always treated you well?”
I bethought myself of the trick I had 

played successfully with the officer 
of the burgess, guard.

"Why, yes, I suppose so. I have only 
known him two days."

“But you have known him well?
You'have seen much.of him?" he de­
manded with ill-concealed eagerness.

“But not so "very much," J made te­
pid answer. "I have not beèn with 
htm all the time of thesë two days. I 
have seen really very 'little" of him.”

“And-you" know not whether 
he be a good master?"

“Oh, pretty gobd. "So-so.” "
He sprang forward to deal 

stinging box on the e^r.
I was out of bed at one bound, scat­

tering thè trinkets In . a gdlden rain 
and rushing for him. He retreated be­
fore me. It wâs to save his jewels, but 
I, fool that I was, thought it pure fear 
of me. I dashed at hhh, all headlong 
confidence; the next I knew he had 
somehow twisted his foot" between 
mine, and tripped me before I could 
grapple. Never was wight more con­
founded to find himself on the floor.

I was starting up again' unhurt when 
saw something that made me forget 

my purpose. I sat still where I was, 
with dropped jay and bulging eyes.
For his hair, that had been black, was 
golden.

“Ventre bleu!” I skid.
“And so you know not, you little 

villain, whether you have a good mas­
ter or not?” t

. “But how was I, to dreamt,dt waa 
monsieur?” I cried, confounded. . “I 
knew there was something queer about 

bout you, I mean—about the per­
son I took, you for, that is. I knew 
there was something wrong about you 
—that is to say, I mean, I thought 
there was; I mean I knew tfiere wasn’t 
what he seemed—you were not. And 
Peyrot fooled us,, and I didn’t want to 
be fooled again.”

"Then I am a good master?” he de­
manded truculently, advancing upon 
me.

be-

Jeancried.
Monsieur’s ardor vanished; a gentle 

appealing smile spread over his face 
I cry your pardon, sir,” he 

Jean; then turning to Pierre 
messer does not understand me. But 
tell him, I beg you, I crave his good 
pardon I was but angered for a mo- 
menw t,hat any should think to touch 
mL! tt ev. slater- I meant no harm ” 

Nor he,’ Pierre retorted, “a kiss 
forsooth! What do you expect with 
a handsome lass like that? If you 
take her about—”

“Madame says the jeweler fellow is 
to come up,” our messenger announced 
returning.

My lord besought Pierre:
“My knife? I may have 

By the beard of St. Peter, I 
you, I meant no harm with it.
It in Jest.”

said to 
"This

“Well, I wondered, monsieur. .1 won­
dered lf we were going to sell orna­
ments to Peyrot." ~ "

He locked the box: and proceeded 
solemnly and thoroughly to damn-Pey­
rot. He cursed him waking, cursed Mm 
sleeping; cursed him eating, cursed him 
drinking; cursed him walking, ridlilg, 
sitting;, cursed him summer, cursed 
him winter; cursed Mm young, cursed

will

a cer-
my knife? 

swear to 
I drew
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\ chief in a vain 
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Mr: Aslett Baldwin.

called to see a woman who e0”Pla 
of a “tremendous buzzing m her

" Examination with V^minute “ 
what appeared to be a roinuie « 
piece of w ax. An application of wa 
water failed to remove the °b)®ct: ‘ 
the Quizzing continued uitdimish 
The surgeoni then filled th.’ outer , 
With carbolic lotion and the bm 
gradually ceased, after which he 
trncted 'the foreign body wijth foice 
It proved to be a cockroach1, such** 
fest kitchens. It was more than an it 
long and a quarter of an inch in briat 
What the surgeon had seen was me 
Iv the fair of the beetle; w-hteh had 
come wedged in the wall of the pas*

V
F. R. C. S« 
at ^

mblue rf ?
IF.Xi

)h

i■;:"4x-
V

4<

r \
I

°fThhee sVrMdty U.™‘ the Winterbourne, 
quaint, old-fashioned Gloucestersli 
town, six miles from Bristol, was 
cently disturbed by a triple tragedy. 
Congregational „ minister, named II 
Hv. Brown, murdering his wife ■ t 

** her sister, and then committing, s 
til were attacked 
throat of each be

Vc:

% /.

0 cidè. The
cut!r Mr!8’ Brown lmd been udder m« 
cal treatment for a considerable t 
for melancholia, and although his TO 
isterial work had lately been curtail 
he attended to hi» various public c 
ties, which included the chairman* 
of the Parish Council. Two bloi 
stained razors, one broken, were foi 

the floor. In both rooms there w 
had strugS 

at, and the walls a 
besmirched with blood.-

worn

V-Monsieur’s 
Francesco, who had followed him into 
exile, was Florentine; and as he al­
ways spoke Ms own tongue to Mon­
sieur, and I was always at the duke’s 
heels, I picked up a deal of lt. After 
Monsieur’s going, the father, already 
a victim, poor man, to the falling Sick­
ness, of which he died, stayed behind 
with us, and I found a pricking pleas­
ure in talking with him ln the speech 
he loved, of Monsieur’s Roman jour- 

xney, of his exploits In the war of thç 
Three Henrys. Therefore the words 
came easily to my lips to answer this 
lad from over " the Alps :

“I give you good day, friend ”
He looked somewhat surprised ah^ 

more than pleased, breaking at orice 
Into voluble speech: >"

“The best of greetings to you, yotipg 
eir.. Now, what can I sell you tftis fine 
day? I have not been half a week in 
this big city of yours, yet 
have but one boxful of trt 
They are noble, open-handed custom­
ers, these gallants of Paris. I have 
not to show them my wares twice, I 
can tell you. They know what key 
will unlock their fair mistress’ hearts! 
And noy what can ! sell you, my little 
gentleman, tb buy your sweetheart's 
kisses?”

‘iNay, I have no sweetheart,” I said, 
“and lf I had," she would not weàr these 
gauds.” ’

“She would if she could get them, 
then,’’ he retorted. “Now, let nje give 
you a bit of advice, my frlendt for I 
see you are but young: buy this gold 
chain of me, or this ring with this lit­
tle "dove on lt—seer how cunningly. I 
wrought—and you’il not lack long, for 
a sweetheàrt.” ?

His words huffejl me a, bit. for he 
spoke as lf he was vastly my Senior.

"1 want no 'sweetheart," I returned 
with dignity, “to be bought with gold."

"Nay," he cried quickly, “but .when 
your own valor and prowess have in­
flamed her with passion, you should 
be willing to reward, her devotion and 
set at rest her suspense by a suitable 
gift.”

I looked at him .uneasily, for I had 
a suspicion that he might be making ; 
fug .of me. But his countenance was 
as guileless as a kitten’s.

“Well, I,tell you again I have no 
sweetheart and I want no sweetheart,”
I raid; “I have no time to bother with 
girts.”.

At once he abandoned the subject, 
seeing that he was making naught .by

?
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stood STILL—AS THE HEAVY WINDOW CURTAIN SWAYED AND SHE CAME FORTH. onOUR-HEARTS signs that the 

fier>eiy for life 
floors were

Mr. Justice Jelf did not attempt 
conceal lus sympathy for a young 
named Thomas Archibald Davies, xv 
was before him
A ssizes.t Swansea, recently, on a dial 
of stabbing liis sweetheart, Mary C< 
don. The girl admitted having w 
ten the prisoner letters, breathing I 
keenest affection and that her in 
was warmly reciprocated. She bro 
off the engagement because her sis 
(lid uot like the youfig fellow, 
judge said that he could not help fe 
ing that Davies had been badly tre 
ed by a young woman of whom he v 
very fond, and who had admitted tl 
she was influenced against him by 1 
sister. Tills was a very dangers 
course for a sister to pursue, 
because she did not fancy a man 
judge, accordingly, imposed the lig 
sentence rtf only six months.

The women's work committee of t 
London Central organization for t 
relief of the unemployed is looking 1 
land in the southern counties on whi 
to build a farm colony at which 
may be taught market gardening b 
keeping, fruit culture, poultry keepi 
and dairy work Land of 100 acres 
more is wanted, and when a suitable g 
has been decided on the committee w 
begin an experiment entirely new in til 
country. To avoid the mistake of crei 
mg a. permanent class of such colonie 
allotments will be opened up around t 
central farm, and as soon as the worn; 
have finished their training there a!l< 
ments will be let to them at ren 
which will be low, but "economical 
sound. Widows with children 
given preference in allotments.

A red rose is the annual rent paid f 
a Valuable bit of land in Son th war 

" the bnsy central quarter of South* 
London. The 250th payment has jn 
been made to the governors of St. Ci 
ve's' and St. Savior's Grammar schoc 
who are the ground landlords. __ 
qnaint custom dates from 1656 whe 
a portion of a field belonging to tl 
school was leased by the parish autho 
ities for the benefit of the poor, at tl 
nominal annual rent of one red rose. Tl 
lease was one of 500 years, so that iliH

women
:
l

assure s» 'stiS&i sawere running down his cheeks, wash­
ing little clean clïânfiels in the stain.

“Felix, this will never do,” he gasp­
ed when at length Jie could speak. 
“Never afte» a carouse have I been so 
maudlin. Compose, yourself, for the 
love of heaven.. T.hink of something 
serious; think of jhe! Think of Pey­
rot, think of Mayeiqne. think of Lucas. 
Think of what will ’ happen to us now 
If Mayenne know us for ourselves"."

“Enough, monsieur," I said. “I am 
sobered."

But even now that I held, still we 
could nbt draw the last fioles lis the 
bodlce-polnt. nearly together. ,

“Nay, monsieur, I can never wear It 
like this," I panted when lie,had tied It 
as tight as he cou)d. “I shall die, or 
I shall burst the seams." He had 
perforce to give me more room; he 
pulled , the apron higher to cover, gaps, 
and fastened a bunch of keys and.a 
pocket at my waist. He set a brown 
wig on my head, nearly. covered by a 

, black mortier, with Its wide scarf hang­
ing down my back., , , , .

"Hang me, but you make a fine, 
strapping grisette," he cried, proud of 

as If I were a picture, he thé paint­
er. “Felix, you’ve no notion how 
handsome you -look. Dame! you de­
frauded the world when you contrived 
to be born a boy.”

“I thank my stars I was bora a boy," 
declared. ..“I wouldn’t get Into this 

on earth. I

recovered.
“No, pardieu! Vigo went straight on 

horseback to the Bonne Femme, but 
Peyrot had vadished; ’ So he galloped 
round to the RUe Toumelles, whither 
he had sent two of our men before him, 
but the bird was flown. He had been 
home half an hour ‘before,-—he left the 
Inn Just after us, had paid his arrears 
of rent, surrendered Ms key, and-taken 
away his chest, with all fils worldly 
goods in It, on the shoulders of two 
porters," bhund for -parts .unknown. 
Gilles is scouring Paris for hlm. Mor­
dieu, I wish him luck!”

His fabe betokened little, hope of 
Gilles. We both kept chagrined si­
lence. ................

“And we thought Mm sleeping!" pre­
sently cried he.

.“Well,” he added, rising, “ that 
milk’s spilt; no use crying over It. 
Plan a better venture; that’s the only 
course. Monsieur Is gone back to St.

- Denis to report to the king.. Marry, 
he makes as little of .these gates as if 
he were a tennis-ball and they the net. 
Time was when he thought he Must 

"plan and prepare, and know the cap­
tain of the watch, and* go masked at 
midnight. He has got bravely over 
that now; he bounces in and- out as 
easily as kiss my hand. I pray he may 
not try it once too often.”

“Mayenne dare not touch him.”
"What Mayenne may dare Is not 

good betting. Monsieur thinks he dares 
not. Monsieur has come through so 
many perils of late, he Is happily con­
vinced he bears a charmed life. Felix, 
,do you come with me to the Hotel de 
Lorraine?”

“Ah, monsieur!” I cried, bethinking 
myself that I had forgotten'to dress.

“Nay, you need not don these 
clothes," he Interposed, with à look 
of wickedness which I could not In­
terpret. “Wait; I’m back anon.”

He darted out .of the room, to return 
speedily with an armfuL of apparel.

I at Glamorgansh

I

already I 
fikets left.

TI or no

: me a

sum
- likely to meet some one who would 

question my purpose, 
could I make ? I scarce dared say I 
was seeking mademoiselle. I am not 

like M. le Comte, 
golden moments 

flying and our cause no further advanc­
ed. Should I leave it all to M. Etienne, 
trusting that when he had made his 
sales here he would be permitted to 
seek out the other ladles of the house? 
Or should I strive to aid him? Could 
I win in safety to mademoiselle’s 
chamber, what" a feat!

It so Irked me to be doing nothing 
that I was on the very point of ginger­
ly disappearing when one of the ladles, 
she with the yellow curls, the prettiest 
of them all, turned suddenly from the 
group, calling clearly:

“Lorance!”
Our hearts stoqd still—mine did, and 

I can vouch-for his as the heavy Win­
dow-curtain swayed" aside and she 
came forth.

She came listlessly. Her hair sweep­
ing against her cheek was ebony 
on" snow, so white she was; while 
under her blue eyes were 
rings, like the smears of an
inky finger. M. Etienne let fall the 
bracelet he was holding, staring at 
her oblivious of aught else, .his brows 
knotted in distress, his face afire with 
love and sympathy.

On tiptoe, with the caution of male­
factors, we crept from stair to stair,
giggling under our breath like the cal- , hlor,. „„ .. . . .  low lad ocolifv Iabr wa ioAiroa *_ :a8 Dr8.nk ss th© wftll, ana shook my be We won hi safety to the nosferr? he*d ^ntiY and helplessly, and turned
2nd cTmeout to f^XeMlTeyToi ^ t0, 0t?erSA M '*
th « world ° beseeohing: them to Interpret. One of

the fellows clapped Jean on the shoul­
ders with a roar of laughter.

‘‘A fall, -a fall ! ” he shouted. “Here’s 
A Double er.de » I th® aU conquering Jean Marchand„ A Doub • M*8Au»r*de- tripped up for once. He thinks noth-

Felix, we are, speaking in our own [ ing that wears petticoats can witii- 
tohgue. It is such lapses as these bring stand him, but here’s , a maid that 
men to the gallows. Italian from this hasn’t a word to throw at him.”

.word, my girl. ’ ‘^Pshaw! she doesn’t understand
"Monsieur, I have no notion how to me," Jean returned, undaunted, and 

bear myself, what to say,” I answered promptly pointed a Anger at my mouth 
unfaSily- • and then raised his fist to his own,

Say as little as you can. For, ILwith sucks and gulps. I aHowed my- 
confess, your voice and your hands self to comprehend then. I smiled in 
give me pause ; otherwise I would take as coquettish a fashion as I could, cpn- 
you anywhere for a lass. Your „ part trive, and glanced on the ground, ^nd 
.must be the shy maiden. My faith, you slowly looked up again and nodded, 
look the role; your cheeks are poppies! The men burst into loud applause. 
You will follow docile at my heels “Good old Jean! Jean wins. Well 
while I tell lies for two. I have the played, Jeân! Vive Jean!”

'ty>pe that the ladies wil heed, me and Jean, flushed with triumph, ran off 
my jewels more than you.” off his errand, while I thought of Mar-

. “Monsieur, could we not go safelier got, the steward’s daughter, at home.
No,- Constant’s,” I said Instantly, at night?” • and tried to recollect every air and

thinking how it would make him y ‘1 have thought of that. But at grace I had ever seen her flaunt before 
writhe to lend them. ./night the household gathers in the sa- us lads. It was not bad fun, this. I

“Constant’s best,” he promised, dis- Ion; we should run the gauntlet of a hid my hands under my apron and 
appearing. It: was- as good as a play j hundred looks and tongues. While spoke not at all, but sighed and smiled 
to see my lord running errands for nie. j now, if we have luck, we may win to and blushed under their stares like any 
Perhaps he forgot* after a month in « mademoiselle's own chamber—" He fine lady. Onec ln one’s life, for one

and what answer4

■
reaçly at explanations, 

Yet here were the

I wornX XXV.
r
: me
:■

toggery for any one else 
tell monsiéur,thàt, -flat "

"You must change your shoes,” he 
“Your hobnails spoil willhim cried eagerly, 

all.”
I put one of his gqsslp’s shoes on the 

floor beside my foot.
“Now, monsieur, I ask you, how am 

I to get into (hat ?” -f.
“Shall I fetch you Vigo?” he grln- darkned. Th

I put up my hands to my ears.
“The best, monsieur. . And monsieur which he- tfire-w on the -fied.

“Monsieur,” I gasped ln horror, “it’s 
“1 can’t prove that by you, Felix,” fie- woman’s gear!”

“Tfie messer is very muçh occupied?" 
he asked with exceeding deference, wrestled well, toe.” 
"The. messer bas no leisure fo; trifling (To be Continued.)
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