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ft A COURIER OF FORTUNE
checked himself. His keen, quick blue eyes were every-
where

;
and presently catching sight of two closely-cowled

monks clad in the black habit of their order, who showed
at a secluded corner of the square, he left his shelter and
went toward them quickly but cautiously.
As he reached them one gave him a monkish gr«etineand the other a military salute.

B^'^^Jng

"I half feared you had forgotten the appointment," he
said, m a tone of authority; " and you are certainly for-
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"I'h^vlV.^^'^J'',."
"^"^ '^^ ''P'^' laughingly spoken.

I haven t trained all our tough fellows in the monkish
dnll for nothing. I'll tell my beads against Dubois here
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which hung conspicuously at his side, he commenced tomumble a string of nonsense words, and laughed again.
Peace, man. peace !

" said the other monk, much olderm years. You'll be overheard and ruin all
"

Tush! they'll only think it's my priestly Latin."
1 fear I ought to have left you in Paris. Pascal." said

tne cavalier. I was warned your unruly tongue would
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™«chief with a scheme that calls for tact and

" Nay. my lord "

" Not. my lord. here. I am not Gerard de Bourbon fora few days I have borrowed the name of that dicing
scoundrel. I^oul de Cobalt, and am Gerard de Cobalt
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" I shall nol forget. This holy man here. Dubois, will
»PJ".? '" °^^^^' answered Pascal with a smile.

^^
Tell me the news. Dubois."

'^All has gone as you wished. The men have all
arrived; and yesterday I sought an interview with the
CSIovemor and did all as you had directed."


