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wide dark eyes into the sky. His hair 
curled in little rings about his fore
head, and his cheeks were smooth; he 
looked no older than I.

"He dashed at me the flrst of all, 
Monsieur said in a low voice. "I ran 
him through before the others came 
up. Mordieu! I am glad It was dark. 
A'boy like that!”

“He had good mettle to run up flrst," 
M. Etienne said. “And it is no dis
grace to fall to your sword, Monsieur. 
Come, let us go."

But Monsieur looked back again at 
the dead lad, and then at his son and 
at me, and came with us heavy of 
countenance.

On the stones before uv lay a trail 
of blood-drops.

“Now, that is where Huguet ran with 
his wounded arm," I said to M. Etlehne.

"Aye, and if we did not know the 
way home we could find it by this red 
track."

But the trail did not reach the door; 
for when we turned into the little 
street where the arch is, where I had 
waited for Martin, as we turned the 
familiar corner under the walls of the 
house Itself, we came suddenly on the 
body of a man. Monsieur ran forward 
with a cry, for it was the squire Hu
guet.

He wore a leather jerkin lined with 
steel rings, mall els stout as any forged. 
Some one had stabbed p: 
at the coat without avail, 
torn it open and stabbed his defence
less breast. Though we had killed two 
of their men, they had rained blows 
enough: dn this man of’ ours to kill 
twenty.

Monsieur knelt on the ground beside 
him, but hé was quitte cold.

"The man who fled when we charg
ed them must have lurked about," I 
said. “Huguet’s sword-arm was use
less; he could not defend himself."

“Or else he fainted from his wound, 
he bled so," M. Etienne answered. 
"And one of those who fled last came 
upon him helpless and did this."

“Why didn’t ! follow him instead of 
sitting down, a John o’ dreams?” I 
cried. “But I was thinking of you and 
Monsieur; I forgot Huguet."

"I forgot him, too," Monsieur sor- 
sowed. "Shame to me; he would not 
have forgotten me.”

"Monsieur,” his son said, "It was no 
negligence of yours. You could have 
saved him only by following when he 
ran

“Of course—X forgot, him. He knows 
your ciphers, then?"

“Dolt that I was, he knows every
thing.?

"Then must we lay hands on the pa
pers before they .reach Mayenne, and 
all is saved," M. Etienne declared 
cheerfully. "These fellows can’t read 
a cipher. If the pticket be not open, 
Monsieur?"

“It wets a span long, and halt as 
wide; for all address, the letters St. 
Q. In the corner. It was tied with red 
cord and bore the seal of a flying fal
con, and the motto, Je reviendrai."

“What! the king's seal? That’s seri
ous. Expect, then, Monsieur, 
the paper's in an hour’s time."

“Etienne, Etienne," Me 
“are you mad?’

"No madder than is proper for a St. 
Quentin. It’s simple enough. I told 
you I recognised that worthy back 
there for one Bernet, who lodged at an 
inn I wot of over beyond the markets. 
Do we betake ourselves thither, we may 
easily fall in with some comrades of 
his bosom who have not the misfor
tune to be lying dead in a back lane, 
who will know something of your loss. 
Bernet’S sort are no bigots; while they 
work for the League, they will lend a 
kindly ear to the chink of Kingsmen’s 
florins."

“Ah," cried Monsieur, “then let us 
go." But M. Etienne laid a restrain
ing hand on his shoulder.

"Hot you. L They will kill you in 
thé Halles just as cheerfully as in the 
Quartier Marais. This is my affair.”

He looked at Monsieur with kindling 
eyes, seeing his chance to prove his 
devotion. The duke yielded to his
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XXL was saying, M. Marceau, your decree 
is most offensive to the general-duke, 
and therefore, since he is my particular 

The i-freet befope us was as orderly enemy, most pleasing to me. A beau- 
as me alsUe of N<*re Dame. Few way- t*ful night, is it not, sir? I wish 
farers passed us; those there were talk- a delightful walk home." 
ing together as placidly as u love- He seized me by the hand, an 
trysts ami melees existed not, and tun- dashed up the street, 
nels and countersigns were but the At the c°mer the noise of a fray 
smoke of a dreans. It was a street of Sf"*® faintly but plainly to our ears, 
shops, all shuttered, while, Sbove, the Ie Gomtf without hesitation plung- 
burghers’ families went respectably to ®^wn a lane ‘n ttle direction of the
be"This is ,the Rue de la Ferronnerie," nig^buî Two^gamsTT m!b“"8 *0* 
my master said, pausing a moment to know how It feels.” 
take his bearings. See, under the lan- The clash of steel on steel grew even 
tern, the slign of the Pierced Heart, louder, and as we wheeled around a 
The little stoop in the Rue de la Sol- jutting garden wall we came full upon 
erie. We ai«e close by the Halles— the combatants.
we must have come half a mile under- “A rescue, a rescue!" cried M. 
ground. WelV well swing about In a Etienne. "Shout, Felix! Mont joie St. 
circle to get hlpme. For this night I’ve Denis! Aerescue, a rescue!" t. 
had enough of the Hotel de Lorraine." We charged down the street, drawing 

And-1 But 1 heM my tongue about our swords and shouting at the top of 
as became me. . our lungs. o

-Thev were wtfler awake than I « was too dark to see much save a 
thought—those Lorrainers. Pardieu! mass of struggling flgures, with every 
Felix, you and I came closer quarters n°w aacl then, as the steel hit, a point 
with death them Is entirely amusing." 01 light flashing out, to fade and ap- 

-If that door, had not opened—’’ I £5ar aSain like a brilliant glow-wornf.
We could scarce tell which were the 
attackers, which the two comrades we 
had come to save.

But It we could not make them out, 
neither could they us. We shouted as 
boldly as If we had been a company, 
and In the clatter of their heels on the 
stones they could net couijt our feet. 
They knew not how many folio Wers-the 
darkness held. The group parted. 
Two men remained In hot combat close 
under the left wall. Across the way 
one sturdy fighter held oft two, white 

a. most unsightly mess under a sixth man, crying on his mates to
follow, fled down the lane. ’ - 

M. Etienne knew now what he was 
about, and at once took sides with the 
solitary fencer. ‘ The combat being 
made equal, I started in pursuit of the 
flying figure. I ran but a few yards, 

.however, when I tripped and fell pros
trate over the body of a man. I was 

in a moment, feeling him to find out 
he were dead; my hands over his 

heart dipped into a pool of something 
wet-and warm like new 'milk. I wiped 
them on his sleeve as best I could, and 
hastily groped about for his sword. 
He did -not need It now, and I did.

When I rose with It my quarry was 
swallowed up In the shadows. 
Etienne, whose light clothing made a 
distinguishable spot in the gloom, had 
driven his opponent, or his opponent 
had driven him, some rods up the lane 
the way "we had come. I stood per
plexed, not knowing wheps to busy my
self. M. Etienne’s side $ could not 
reach past the two duels; and of the 
four men near me, I could by no means 
tell, as they circled about and about, 
which were my chosen allies. They 
were all sombrely clad, their faces 
blurred In the darkness. When one 
made a clever pass, I knew not whether 
to rejoice or despair. But at length I 
Picked, opt one who fenced, though val- 

”A. thousand.parti*,.” M. Etienne. flSfr
tiled td ‘His enommterer, the poesessor thw'hardez^DreseeSnfwil and
of years and gravity "but of bo lrreat ^«
site, whofo he had 'Gltoost knocked- and the q„e most deserving of succour.

■ down. I heard you, but knew not yon He waa piainiy losing ground. I dart-
■ were so close. We were speeding to ^ to yB ajde as hlk foe ran him
■ get home." through the arm.

The personage was also of a portli- The assailant pulled his blade, free
■ ness, and the collision had knocked the anq darted hack against the wall to 
I wind out of him. He leaned panting face the two of us. But the sword of 
I against the wall. As he scanned M. the. wounded ,man fell from his loose 
I Etienne’s open countenance and prince- fingers.
I ly dress his alarm Vanished. ‘Tm out of It," he cried to me; "I

“It Is unseemly to go about on a go for aid.”- And as his late combat- 
I night like this without a lantern,” he ant sprang forward to engage me, I 
I said with asperity. “The municipality heard him running off, stumbling where 
I should forbid It. I shall certainly bring I had- ■ , „. - , .
I toe matter up at the next sitting.'’ There had been little light toward the
I “Monsieur Is a member of Parlta- last in the court, of the house In the I Etienne asked with immense but

I J hav« *I*t dTLhTe™ to impress swo^soleTby^the'feri rthta agllns!I i]»1 es'lmhfmseffSvas kdnressed^’hy^the “■ andl underwent chilling qualms lest 
I us. as he himself was impressed, by the pregently wlthout the least know-
I “ÎÎ,! h,1? „it>, Inprpas ln6' how U 6ot there- 1 Should flnd his

Oh, said M. Etienne, with lncreas- po|nt gycklng out of my back. I could
I ing solemnity, perhaps monsieur has hardly belleve hewas not'hitting me;
I had a hand In a certain decree of the j began to prickle In half a dozen
I 28th Jcne?” places, and knew not whether the stings

The little man began to look uneasy. were reaj or imaginary. But one was 
I ‘There wels, as monsieur says, a not imaginary; my shoulder which 
I measure passed that day," he stam- Lucas had pinked and the doctor band- 
I mered. aged was throbbing painfully. I fan-

‘A rebellious and contumacious de- C(ed that in my earlier combat the I créé," M. Etienne rejoined, "most of- wound held opened again and that I I tensive to the general-duke." Where- wels bleeding to death; and the fear 
upon he Angered his sword. shook me. I lunged wildly, and I had

"Monsieur," the little deputy cried, been sent to my account In short order 
“we meant no offence to his Grace, or had not at this moment one of the oth- 
to any true Frenchman. We but desire er pair near us, as It afterwards ap- 
peace after all these years of blood, peared, driven his weapon square 
We were Informed that his Grâce was through his vis-a-vis breast 

I angry; yet wè believed that even be J,am done for. Run who can.
I win come tore. the matter in a dif- ".ed^sh^felL T^sword^nap^d.In

"You have acted In a manner insult- over and lay <tU1’ his face ln ,‘be 
Ing to his Grace ofMayenne," M. al t’ '
Etienne repeated Inexorably, and he 
glanced up the street and down the 
street to make sure the coast 
clear.
teeth chattered.

The linkman hELd retreated to the 
other side of the way, where hé seemed 
on the point of fleeing, leaving his 
master to his fate. I thought it would 
be a Shame If the badgered deputy had 
to stumble home ln the dark, so I 
groteled out to the fellow:

"atir one step at your peril!”
I waa afraid- tué would drop the 

flambeau and run, but he did not ; he 
only sank back against tbe wall, eye
ing my sword with exceeding defer
ence. He knew not that there was but, 
a foot of blade in the scabbard.

The burgher looked up the street and 
down the street, after M. Etienne's ex
ample, but there was no help to-be seen 
or heard. He turned to his tormentor 
with the valon of a mouse at bay.

"Monsieur, beware what you do. I 
am Pierre Marceau!"

“Oh, you are Pierre Marceau? And 
: can M. Pierre Marceau explain how he 
happened to be faring forth from his 

i4welling at this unholy hour?”
"I am not. faring forth ; I am faring 

home. I—we had a little con—that is,
; hot to Say a conference, but merely a 
little discussion on matters of no im
portance—’’
, “I have tbe pleasure," Interrupted M.
Etienne sternly, “of kuowing where M. 
karçeau lives. M. Marce&u’s errand 
to this direction Is net accounted for."

"But I was going home—on my sa
lted honor I wels! Ask Jacques, else.
Bat as we went down the Rue de 
rEveque we saw two men in front of 
5*- As they reached the wall by M. 
girabeau’s garden a gang of footpads 
”•1 on them, The two drew blades 
*nd defended themselves, but the ruf- 
*ans

how long . jvo had delayed with old 
Marceau we were so nearly late. I 
wanted, to seize Monsieur, to convince 
myself that he wag all safe, to feel him 
quick and warm.

I made one pace and stopped; for I 
remembered what ghastly shape stood 
between , me and Monsieur—that horri
ble lying story.

“Dieu!" gasped M. Etienne, “Mon
sieur!" . -

For a moment we all kept silence, 
motionless; then Monsieur flung his 
sword over the wall.

"Do your will, Etienne.’.’
His son . darted forward with a cry.
"Monsieur, Monsieur, I am not your 

assassin!

believe Felix. You believed him when 
he took away my good name. Believe 
him now when he restores if."

“Nay," Monsieur cried; “I believe 
theb, Etienne."
And he took- his son $n: his

“My life is a little thing."
“No," Monsieur said; ;“lt is a good 

deal—One’s life. But one is not to 
guard one’s life at' the cost of all that 
makes life sweet.”

“Ah, you know how I love her!"
“They call me a toot,” Monsieur went 

on musingly, "because I risk my life 
ln wild errands. But, mordieu! I am 
the’ wise man. For they who think 
ever of safety, Eind crouch and scheme 
arid shuffle to procure it, why, look you, 
they destroy their own ends. For, 
when all is done, they have never real
ly lived. And that Is why they hate 
death so, these worthies. While I, who 
have never cringed to fear, I live like 
a king. I go my ways without any 
man’s leave; and if death comes to me 
a little sooner for that, I am a poor ; 
-creature if I do not meet him smiling. 
If I may live as I please, I am content 
to die when I must."

“Aye,” said M. Etienne, "and If we 
llye as we do riot please, still we must 
die presently. . Therefore do I pur- 
.pôçfe never to give over striving after

“Oh, we’ll win her by noon. But 
first wé’ll sleep. There's Felix yawn
ing his head off. Come, come.’’

We set off along the alley, the St 
Quentins arm in arm, I at their heels. 
Monsieur looked over his shoulder with 
a sudden anxiety.

“Felix, you said Huguet had run for 
aid?"

A Chance Encounter.

to seeyou
onsieur cried.

XXII.
The Signet of the King.

Already a wan light Weis revealing 
the round tops of the plum-trees ln M. 
de Mirabeau’s garden, the high gray 
wall, and the .narrow alleyway beneath 
It. And the two vague shapes by me 
were no longer VEigue shapes', but were 
turning moment and moment, aa If 
coming out of Em enchantment, Into 
their true forms. It really was Mon
sieur In the flesh, with a wet glint In 
his eyes els he kissed his boy.

Neither thought of, me, and it 
none of my concern what they said to 
each other. I wént a rod or two down' 
the lanei round a curve In the wall, and 
watched the bands of tight streaking 
the eastern sky, In utter content. Never 
before had the world seemed to me so' 
good a place. Since this misery had 
come right, I knew all the rest would; 
I should yet dance at M. Etienne’s 
wedding.

-I leaned my head back-against the 
wall, and had shut my eÿes to consider 
the matter more quietly, when I heard 
my name.
""Felix! 

got to?”
The sun wels clean up over, the hori

zon, and as I Blinked and wondered 
how he had contrived the feat so quick
ly, my two messieurs came hand In 
hand round thecorner to me, the level 
rays glittering on Monsieur’s burnish
ed breatsplate, on M. Étiennè’s bright 
head, and on both their shining faces 
that for the first time I saw them to
gether, I found them, despite the dark 
hair and the yellow, the brown eyes and 
the .gray, wonderfully alike, 
was the same carriage, the same cock 
of the head, the same smile. - It I had

We

I came, to your aid not 
dreaming who yen were; but had I 
known, I would have fought a hundred 
times the harder, 
against you. On the honor of a St. 
Quentin I swear it." -

Monsieur said naught, and we could 
not see his face; could not know 
whether he bejteved'or rejected, soft-

at h,s breath,
went on:

“Monsieur, I know it is hard to 
credit. I have been • a bad son to you, 
unloving, rebellious, insolent, 
quarrelled; I spoke bitter words. But 
I am no ruffian.- I-am a St. Quentin. 
Had you hELd me whipped from the 
heuse, still would I never have raised 
hand against you. I know nothing of 
the plot. Felix told you I was in It— 
small blame to him. 
wrong. I knew naught of It."

Had he been content,to rest his case 
here, I think Monsieur could not but 
have believed his innocence on. his bare 
word.
must have known that he was uttering 
truth. But he in his eagerness paused 
for no answer, but went' on to stun 
Monsieur with statement new and 
and amazing to his ear.

"My^ cousin Grammont—who is dead 
—was in the plot, and his lacky Pon- 
tou, and Martin the clerk; but the con
triver was Lucas."

I never plotted
was nee and again 

and had then
it

shuddered.- : '
“A new saint) In the calendar—la 

Sainte Ferou! But what a madcap of 
a saint, then! Mty faith, she must have 
led them a dance- when Francis I was 
king! -L,~ ,

“Natheless it gatllà me," he went on, 
half to himself, “to, know that I waa 
lost by my own folly, saved by pure 
chance. I underraited the enemy — 
worst mistake in thé book of strategy. 
I came near flinging away two lives and 
making 

lady’s window."
"Monsieur made sqmewhat of a mess

as It was.”
“Aye. I would I knew whether I kill

ed Brie. We’ll go round in the morn
ing and flnd out." _ ! "

“I am thamkful that monsieur does 
not mean to go tonlgjht.”

"Not tonight, Felix; I've had enough. 
No; we’ll get home without passing 
near the Hotel de Lorraine, if we go 
outside the wails to, do It. Tonight I 
draw my sword no more."

To this day I have-no quite clear Idea 
of how we went, 
night—Paris of all cities—Is a laby
rinth. I know that after a time we 
came out ln sortie meadows ajong the 
river-bank, traversed them, and plung
ed once more Into the narrow, hlgh- 
walled streets. It wels very late, and 
lights were few. We had started in 
dear starlight, hut now a rEtck of 
clouds hid even their pale shine.

“The snakè-hole over again,” said 
II. Etienne. ’.‘But we are almost at our 
own gates.” -

But, as in the snake-hole, came light. 
Turning a sharp corner, we ran straight 
into a gentleman and his porte-flam- 
leau, swinging along at as smart a 
pace as we.

We ea gerness.
“But," M. Etienne added generous-

*y. ‘you may have the honor of baying 
the piper." 

giv"I ve you carte blanche, my son. 
Etienne, If you pût that packet Into my 
hand. It is more than If you brought 
the sceptre of France.”

“Then go practice. Monsieur, at feel
ing more than king."

He embraced his father, and we 
turned off down the street.

The sun was well up by this time, 
and the city rousing to the labors of 
the day. Half wels . I glad of the late
ness of the hour, for we had no risk 
now of cutthroats; and half was I 
sorry, for it behooves not a man sup
posed to be in the Bastille to show 
himsejf too liberally to the broad eye 
of the streets. Every time — and it 
was often—that we approached a per
son who to my nervous Imagination 
looked officiai, I shook in my shoes. 
The way seemed fairly to bristle with 
soldiers, officers, judges; for aught I 
knew, members of the Sixteen, Govern
or Belin himself. It was a great sur- 
priSë to me when at length we arrived 
without let or hindrance before the 
door of a mean little drinking place, 
our goal.

Felix! Where is the boy "Yes, Monsieur; Vigo should have 
been here before now," I answered, 
remembering Vigo's p, nitude yes
terday.'

"Every one r. as asleep';, 
hammering this half-hour. to 
M. Etienne said easily.

But Monsieur asked sof me :
"Was he much hurtjFellx?
“No; I am sure not, Monsieur. He 

was run through the arm; t am sure 
he wels not hurt otherwise."

We came to where the two slain men 
lay across the way. M. Etienne ex
claimed:

But he was

has been 
get in,"The stones-In the pavement

a

There And that was impossible."
“In sight of, the door,” Monsieur said 

sadly. “In sight of his own door."
We held silent. Monsieur got sober

ly to his feet.
“I never lost a better roan.”
"Monsieur," I cried, "he asks no bet

ter epitaph. If you will say that of me 
when I die, I shall not have lived In 
vain.”

He smiled at the outburst, but I did 
not care; if he would only smile, I was 
content It should he at me.

"Nay, Felix,” he said. “I hope it will 
not be I who co'mpose your epitaph. 
Come, we must get to the house and 
"send after poor Huguet"

“Felix and I will carry hina," M. 
Etienne said, and we lifted him be
tween us—no easy task, for he weui a 
heavy fellow. But it was little enough 
to do for him.

We bore him along slowly, Monsieur 
striding ahead. But of a sudden he 
turned bgck to us, laying quick fingers 
on the poor torn breast.

“What is it, Monsieur ?” cried his

i?
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We went. In, and M. Etienne ordered 

wine, much to my satisfaction, 
stomach was beginning to remind me 
that I had given It nothing for twelve 
hours oh so, while I had worked my 
legs hard.

“Does M. Bemet

My

lodge with your’ 
my master asked the landlord, 
were his .only patrons at the momerit. 

M. Bernet?- Him with the eye out?" 
"The same."
“Why, nô; monsieur

We
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A

loadings. The bulldfng is not mine. I 
but .rent the ground floor tor my pjir-

theSS? U' ®eF”6t l0d8?S 11,6 ^U8e-

V0 b
son.

MMy papers.”
Xge set him do win, and the t^ree of

“No- *“ He lodges roundh£*bl5Æi2d ln the c°ur‘ °» the Rue
theLeWM BUt n° PaP#re reVealed L'Bat he comes here often?"

"What were they. Monsieur?" glasa" And mnsF^v^i0™'^ Me
atetrïaface.,O0k ^ C°me ^ M°"’ M'- Btlenne 'a‘d down’ the drink

"Papers which the king gave me, and m "aometimes mheMhaemaf frlend its 
which I, fool and traitor, have lost.” him. eh "" a frtend wlth

I ran back to the spot where we had mL- ' „ found Huguet; there was hi? hat on ma”nX^. à . _
the ground, but no papers. I followed alow SmV. tos re's? , J®
up the red trail to Its beginning, look- fJ, 5. “ tlm* ,î,U be stand
ing behind every stone, every bunch h nhe g° by wlth
of grass; but no papers. In my des- Jw, b'^,Xer..C5aflce? to
peratlon I even pulled.about the dead .t>- While If hesalone
man, lest the packet had been covered, in v Jean. Anything
falling from Huguet ln the fray. The '.k.Î?* no more
two gentlemen joined me in the search. Death'? he 11 „*** by
and we went over every Inch of the * when the «me comes."
ground, but to no purpose. N°; agreed M. Etienne; "ive all

“I thought them safer with Huguet *top tnere, soon or late. Those friends 
than with me,” Monsieur groaned. "Î °” Bernet, then—there is 
knew we ran the risk of ambush. My- cou . Put a name to?" 
self would be the object of attack;. I “Why, no. monsieur, more's the pity, 
bade Huguet, were we wayltdd, to run He has none lives in this quarter. M 
with the papers.” - Bernet’s in low water, you understand

“And of course he would not." • monsieur. If he lives here, it Is 
"He should; It was my commEUid. cause he can’t help 

He stayed and saved my life perhaps, else where Tor his friends." 
and lost me what Is dearer than life— “Then you can’t tell
my honor." . .where hé lodge’s?"

ÆÎX- Si -ttfi-s-K
"The papers contained certain lists of the court The jn
names of Mayenne’s officers pledged to that le his I would the, eft’support the king If he turn Catholic, onîy I ^ f “r‘
I had them from Lemaître. But at and the wife P al?ne’this date, ln Mayenne’s hands, they lBut Monsieur cannot mLTit ThSfai 
spell the. men’s destruction. Huguet house In the court *flret
should have known that if I told hlm Au ,
to desert me, I meant It."

M. Etienne ventured no word, un
derstanding well enough that ln such 
bitter moments no consolation, con
soles. M. le Duc added after a mo
ment; .

“Mordieu! I Am ashamed of myself.
I might be better occupied than -in 
blaming the dead—the brave arid faith
ful dead. Belike he could not run, they 
set on us so suddenly. When he could, 
he did go, and he went to his death.
They were my charge, the papers. I 
had no right to put the responsibility 
on any.other. I should have kept them 
myself. I should have gone to Tar- 
igny. I should never have ventured 
myself through these black lanes.
Fool!
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, none you

be
lt. But he goes

us, my man.

\The Unknown Made a Rapid Step To ward Me, Cèying “What—”

Lucas T not known before, I knew now, the In- “If you do not hold , your Hire dear
Lucas," continued M. Etienne. “Or: stant I looked at them, that the quarrel you sell It dear, Monsieur! How many

to give him his true title, Paul de was over. Save as It gave them a of the rascals were there?’
Lorraine, son of Henri de Guise." deeper love of each-other. It might) "It was hard to tell In the dark Five

"But that is Impossible!" Monsieur never have been. I think”
Cri®T?’4St?peflad' 1 sprang-ùp, and Monsieur, my duke, . "Now, Monsieur, how came you to beIt is impossible, but it Is true. He embraced me. |n this place In tbe dark'’’ y

E-HfEEE:ss æsssI.Xsarsissm sassssrsxjrsrss *"■“ «gpgggaaaes «ess *■$*.«. «,«... -1 dtesstsMàrs&«He is Mayenne’s henchman, son to The young maxi hesitated e bare mo- aot tore » L „Guise himself." ment before he answered: - it itakcrt m.t tl thw » ’ ad
how tong have you known "I am just come from serenading 1 "Tarigny is no craven" " 

th S?’ asked Monsieur. Mlle, de Montluc.” “Bnt^eUher am .
Since this morning.” Then, as the A shade fell over Monsieur’s radl- Rmi?w nelther am r- sald Monsieur, 

Import .of the question struck him, he ance. ■ At his look, M. Etienne cried „
fell back with a groan. "Ah. Monsieur, out: Go your ways,
if you can ask that, I have no more to “I’ve told you I’m no LeagUeri May- 1 to save you next
say. Itxis Useless." He turned away enne offered me mademoiselle If I A ... .
into the darkness. wpUld come over. I refused. , Last h y wil1 be at my side

That they should part thus was too night-he sent me word that he would i ne;?aI4,t^' . , , ,
miserable to Be endured: I was sure kill me m a common-nuisance If 11 M. Etienne laughed- and said no
Monsieur’s question was no accusation, sought to see her. That , was why I - , . .. „ _but the groping of bewilderment. tried." But . In truth, Monsieur added, ”1

“M. Etienne, stop!” I commanded. “Monsieur," I cried, curiosity.nuister- old not expect waylaying. If these fel- 
"‘Monsleur, it. is the truth. Indeed it ing me, "was she in,the window?" lows watched by the gate, they hid
Is the truth. I|e is innocent, and LÜ- He shook his head his eyes on his cleverly. I never saw a flnger-tip of 
cas is a Guise. Monsieur, you must, father’s face. them till they sprang upon us by the
listen to me. M. Etienne, you. must “Etienne,” Monsieur said slowly, borner here, when we were almost 
wait. ' I stirred- up the whole trouble "can’t you see that Mlle, de Montluc is home." -
with my story to you. Monsieur, and I not for you?" M. Etienne bent over and turned face
take it back. I believed I was telling “I shall-never see it, M.onsieur. The UP the man whom Monsieur had run 
the truth. I was wrong, when I left first article ln my creed says she Is for through the heart. He was. an ugly 
you, I went straight back to the Rue me. And I'll have her yet, for all May- enough fellow, one eye entirely closed 
Coupejarrets to kill your son — your enne." — by a great scar that ran from His fore-
murderer, I thought. And there I found “Then, .mordieu, we’ll steal her. to- bead nearly to his grizzled mustache.
Grammont and Lucas side by side. We gether!” “This Is Bernet le Borgne," he SEild
thought them sworn foes: they were "You! You’ll help me?" "Have you encountered him before
hand hi glove. They came at me be- “Why, dear son," Monsieur explain- Monsieur? He was a soldier under 
cause. I had. told, and M. Etienne, saved 1 ed, “it broke "my heart to think of you Guise once, they say, but he has done 
me. Lucas mocked him to his face be- |in the League. I could not bear that naught but hang about Paris taverns 
cause he had been tricked: Lucas brag- my son should help: a Spaniard to the this many a year. We used to-wonder 
ged that it was his own scheme—that throne of France, or a Lorrainer either, how he llved; we know he did some 
M. Etienne was his dupe. Vigo will But if it is a question of stealing the body’s dirty work. Olisson emnloved 
tell you. Vigo heard him. His scheme lady—well, I never prosed about prti- him once, so I know something of him
was to saddle M. Etienne with your dence yet, thank God IV With his one eye he could fence hetteé
muidcf. He was tricked. He believed M. Etienne, wei'-eyed, laugh'.ng, hug- than most folks with two- Mv 
Wliat he.told me—that the thing was ged Monsieur.. gra’tulations to you, Monsieur"
a duel betwen.Luca* and Grammont “By St. Quentin, we’ll get you your I But Monsieur, not heeding was bend 
T™ ““at believe it, Monsieur!" lady! I hated the marriage while I Ing over the other man.

M. Etienne, who had actually obeyed thought It would make you a Leaguer.! "Your acquaintance Is. wider than 
me,—me, his lackey,—turned to his I could not see you Esacrjfice your honor, raine. Do you know this one”’ fa‘«L°,nCe aSa,n' . „ a flri'a bright eyes. "Sut your life- M. Etienne shook his head over this

Monsieur, If you cannot believe me, that is different.’ . I other man, who lay face" up, staring with

mon-My encounterér, with a shout to \jis 
single remaining comrade, made 
down the lane. On my part, I was 
willing to let him depart ln peace.

The clash of swords up the lane.had 
ceEised at the stricken man’s cry, and 
out of the gloom came the soimd of 
footfalls fainter Eind fainter: I deemed 
that the battle was over.

The champion 
me, three white 
face arid hEUids; the rest of him but 
darkness moving in darkness. He held 
a sword rifled from the enemy, and ad
vanced cn me hesitatingly, not sure 
whether friend or foe remained to him. 
I felt that an explanation was due from 
me, blit in my ignorance as to who he 
was and who his foes were, and why 
they had been fighting him and why we 
had been fighting them, I stood for a 
moment confused. It is hard to open 
conversation with a shadow. ,•

He spoke first, in a voice husky from 
his exertion:

“Who are you?"
“A friend," I said. “My master and 

I saw two men fighting four—we came 
to Help the weaker side. Your friend 
was hurt, but he got safe away to 
fetch aid."

The unknown made a rapid step A- 
ward me, crying, "What—’’

But at the word M. Etienne emerged 
from the shadows.

“Who lives?” he called, out. “You, 
Felix?”

“Not hurt, monsieur. And vou?” 
“Not a scrâteh. Nor did. I scratch 

my man. Permit me to congratulate' 
you, monsieur l’Inconnu, on our com
ing up when we did.”

The unknown said one word:
"Etienne! ’’
I sprang formard with the impulse 

to throw niy arms about him, in the 
pure rapture of recognizing his voice. 
This struggle!-, whom we had rushed 
in, blindfold, to save, was Monsieur!
U■ we had been’ content to mind 
own business, had sheered away like 
the deputy—it turned me faint to think

ir, monsieur."ejvo
ft

To be Continued.was
The wretehed little deputy’s

Gin Pills Will Cure Your 
Sick Kidneyscame forward toward 

patches visible for his

OR MONEY REFUN DEO.

Don’t you want to be rid of that nag
ging, biting, torturing pain 
back and through the kidneys? 
ytiu want to sleep through the night 
without being distfirbed by the sickHd- 
nejra ? Don’t you want to feel well and 
be well? Here’s the way :

'* I suffered from pain and stiffness in 
the back. Sharp peine would catch me 
unexpectedly, which were sometimes so 
severe as to produce fainting spells. 
Rheumatism followed, and the sharp 
pains were so severe that I had to take 
to the bed for several months. I started 
to take Gin Pills, and in five days I was 
up and around the house. My pains 
aragone now, and I have not had a re
turn of the old trouble since. And Gin 
Pills gave me the first painless passage of 
urine I have had in two years.

“Robt. Dekraugh, Winnipeg, Man.”
You can’t honestly doubt Gin Pills ni

ter itich testimony as this. Gin Pills 
hold out certain relief from pain. They 
are «old with an ironclad guarantee to 
cure or refund your money. 50c a box— 
6 boxes for #2.50. At all druggists. We 
will send you a trial box free if you will 
send us your name and address and say 
the paper in which you read this. Put 
down the paper—get a post cardr-end 
write ue now before you forget it. The 

I Bole Drag Co., Winnipeg, Man.

across the 
Don’ttraitorous fool!"

“Nay, Monsieur, the mischance might 
have befallen any one."

“It would not have befallen Villerol! 
It would not have befallen Rosny!” 
Monsieur exclaimed bitterly. "It be
falls me because I am a lack-a-wlt who 
rushes Into affairs for which he is not 
fit. I can handle a sword, but I have 
no business to meddle in statecraft."

“Then have those wlseheads out at 
SL Denis no business to employ you," 
M. Etienne said. "He Is not unknown, 
to fame, this Duke of St. Quentin ; evJ 
erybody knows how he goes about 
things. Monsieur, they gave you the 
papers because no one else would carry 
them into Parts. They knew you had 
no fear in yon; and it is because of 
that that the papers are lacking. But 
take heart, Monsieur. We'll get them 
back.”

“When?1 How 7”
“Sooti," M. Etienne answered, “and 

easily, if ydti WiM tell me what they 
are like. Are they open ?"

“I fear by now they may be. There 
are three sheets of names, and a fourth 
Sheet, a letter—all in cipher.”

con-

were a dozen—a score. We ran 
^■our lives."
; M. Etienne wheeled round to me.
; Felix, herb Is work for ne. As I

for “Ah, but ln that celsc—"our
Monsieur cut- short his son’s jubilation.
“But—Lucas.” ^i
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«NTS FOR : 
THE FALL FAIR

ttractions Are Being Pro< 
led for the Annual 

Exhibition. ‘

i BUSTING WILL BE FEATURE

lions for Space Are Aù 
1 Being Received From 
Local Merchants.

ting of the executive commit- 
he British Columbia Agrteul- 
•octation was held Thursday, 
eiderable business of import- 
the annual show was trans- 
As is well known, the show 

r will open on September 25 
inue until the 29th. The eom- 
iallze that they have none too. 
me ln whieh to perfect their 
Bents, and consequently they 
t every endeavor to get affairs
I meeting yesterday many re- 
re received, including those- of 
ressers, which, although very 
ght show a bigger subscrlp- 
|EUid considerable will yet have 
me before this work Is 
They will still continue to 

Be merchants; and the com- 
re anxious that those Who 
done so will subscribe at the 
ipportunlty.
decided, at the meeting that 

1 Regiment band should be 
for the afternoons of the fair, 
ffort will be made to secure 
utside vocalists for the even- 
rts. In pEist years the. even
ing have been a big drawing 
I it is expected that those 
be arranged for the fair this . 
be as attractive as thèse of 

scasions.
I of the fair has, according to 
*>m, been set aside as Chil-. 
iy; but it has been decided 
sports for that day will be
K-
lg-of-war for the Players 
cup is expected to draw sev-; 

es from outside cities, and an 
I be made to make this One 
■tures of the show. " The clip 
won twice in succession, and 

dy been wort by the Royal I 
1, In 1904, and No. 5 COiA-1 j 
th Regfmênt, in 1908: Both 
however, will be unable to 

—in the flrst Instance -owing 
taoval of the engineers from-' 1 
lit, and In the second OEise to : 
that No. 6 Company is no 
ing been amalgamated -withJ . 
ipany in the recent changés . 
HI Hall. The impetus- that 
given to this form of spOft 1 
itory of the "Victor^ police-at 
r a few days ago la having- * 
it, and-At Is liketyajha* there < 
leveraltitMxwxAengiAhi# pifcH 
e*m thin-puent.u «,çC eve#-.- i 
the rnfttn,attraction* for the-' , 
.be the “hronoho bustipgS.' 
c for the . championship, of 
ilumbia. This is an entirely : ! 
ire Eind has been Introduced j 
le efforts of Dr. Tolmie, and j 
be a very interesting part of 

It is the intention to pré.- ‘ j 
; to. be known aa.the British 
championship belt, for' which 
mpetitions will be held. "It 
ention of the committee tor j 
event open to all British 1 
and according to the.feporte 
made by Dr. Tolmfe, there3 

rveral of the best known 
maters" ln British, Columbia T 
^petition. The horses , oh '
1 competition win be giveri 
nposed of .the wildest on the 

the interior. , It Ik' well - 
ut large numbers of ' ' thésé 5 
running wild on the large 

the upper country, cjtaviftg ?
1 broken or ridden, and ft;
• the riders to prit them 
elr pacee So that they will. 
Ide. It is the intention to 
iut two oarloads of these 
i bring them to this city, 
be herded from the ranges 
need drivers, and ri» effort 
de to saddle or bridle them 
ria Is reached. According 
tile, who has Jrist returned 
ipper country, considerable 
being taken In this feature, * 
s very little doubt but that 
e enough of thé best riders 
lor present to take part in 
tment. These exhibitions 
drawing cards ln the cattle 

inerica, and annually at all 
be cowboys1 take part ln 
». The interest is wlde- 
r riders coming for miles 
take part In the compete 
■ will be the flrst time that 
m of this description has 
gted ln British Columbia, 
cause widespread Interest.
. has been decided to have - 

the features of the show, 
y will lose no time in ad- 
e event. This1 event will 
In the centre of the large 
1 the Driving Park, thus 
ybody an opportunity to 

Interesting competition, 
pent will be carried on 
very afternoon of the week 
6 the numbet- of entries 
6 the final win take place 
? of exhibition week, 
these refer to the extra 

the committee is not al- 
exhlblts to suffer, and In 
epartment they have de- 
he Judges shall be regular 
pdges, and no local man 
»d to give a decision In 
ent ln the stockyard.
Of repairing the ihatn hall 
menced Immediately, with 
lector Northcott In charge, 
rtment of the show there 

some innovations, 
lave arranged to _ 
c power to run machinery, 
many of the local manu
re applied for spacq In 
will have machine's in 
lesldes these applications, 
been made for space for 
rposes only, and It la safe 
there will not be a spare 
1 the space Is allotted, 
is have already been re- 
ie district, exhibits, and 
à are expected, 
tole the outlook for the 
lir of 1908 is very protttls- 
iglng from present indi
ll prove a grand »uoc4i»a.

com-.

The
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