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A Flash of Lightning,

T the stair-foot the landlord 
- stopped me.

“Here, lad, take a candle. 
The stairs are dark, and, since I like 
your looks, I would not have you break 
your neck.”

"And give the house a bad name,” I 
said.

“No fear of that; ray house has a 
good name. There is no fairer in all 
Paris. And your chamber is a good 
chamber, though you will have larger, 
doubtless,
Finance.”

This raised a laugh among the tavern 
idlers, for I had been bragging a bit 
of my prospects. I retorted :

“When I am, Maître Jacques, look 
out for a rise in your taxes."

The laugh was turned on mine host, 
and I retired with the honors of that 
enounter. And though the stairs 
were the steepest I ever climbed, I had. 
the breath and the spirit to whistle all 
the way tip. What mattered it that 
already I ached in every bone, that 
the stair was long and my bed but a 
heap of straw in the garret of a mean, 
inn in a poor quarter? I was in Paris,, 
the city of my dreams!

I am a Broux of St. Quentin. The 
great world has never heard of thé 
Broux? No matter; they have existed, 
these hundred of years, Masters of the. 
Forest, and faithful servants of the, 
dukes of St. Quentin. The great world 
has heard of the St. Quentins? I war-, 
rant you! As loudly as it has of Sully, 
and Villerlo, Tremouille and Biron, 
That is enough for the Broux.

I was brought up to worship the 
saints and M. le Duc, and I loved and, 
revered them alike, by faith, for M. le 
Duc, at court, seemed as far away from, 
us as the saints in heaven. But the 
year after King Henry III was mur-, 
dered, Monsieur came to live on his 
estate, to make high and low love him 
for himself.

In that bloody time, when the King 
of Navarre and the two Leagues were 
tearing our poot France asunder, M. 
le Duc found himself between the devil 
and the deep sea. He was no friend 
of the League ; for years he had stood, 
'between the king, his master, and the, 
machinations of the Guises. On the 
other hand, he was no friend of the 
Huguenots. “To seat a heretic on the 
throne of France were to deny God," 
he said. Therefore he came home, to, 
St. Quentin, where he abode in quiet 
for some three years, to the great 
wonderment of all the world.

Had he been a cautious man, a man. 
who looked a long way ahead, his com-, 
peers would have understood readily, 
enough that he was waiting to see how, 
the cat would jump, taking no part 
in the quarrel lest he should mix with 
the losing side But this theory -jibed 
ee ill with Monsieur’s character that 
not even his worst detractor would ac­
cept it. For he was known to all as a 
hotspur—a man who acted quickly and, 
seldom counted the cost. Therefore 
his present conduct was a riddle, nor, 
could any of the emissaries from King 
or Leagpe, who came from time to. 
time to enlist his aid and went away, 
without it, read the answer. The puzzle 
was too deep for them. Yet it was 
only this: to Monsieur, honor was more 
than a pretty word. If he could not 
And his cause honest, he would not 
draw his sword, though all the curs 
In the land called him coward.

Thus he stayed alone in his chateau, 
for a long, irksome three years. Mon­
sieur was not of a reflective mood, 
content to stand aside and watch while 
other men fought out great issues. It 
was a weary procession of days to him. 
His only son, a lad a few years older, 
than I, shared none of his father’s 
scruples and refused point-blank to fol­
low him Into exile. He remained in 
Paris, where they knew how to be gay, 
in spite of sieges. Therefore I, the 
Forester’s son, whom Monsieur took 
for a page, had a chance-^to come closer 
to my lord and be more to him-than a 
mere servant, and I loved him as the 
dogs did. Aye, and admired him for a 
fortitude almost more than human, in, 
that he could hold himself passive here 
in farthest Picardie, whilst in Nor­
mandie and Ile de France battles raged 
and towns fell and captains won glory,

At length, in the opening of the year
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“ My blade buried itself in the side of the basket”

r you, though, since you have had the 
vision.”

“There were three men,” I said, 
young men in sombre dress—’’

“M. de Bethutie and his cousins1. 
What further? Did you hear shrieks ?”

“There was haJught further,” I said, 
shuddering. “I saw them for the space 
of a lightning-flash, plain as I see you. 
The next minute the shuttérs 
closed again.” '

‘ ■ ’T is a marvèl,” he answered grave­
ly. “But I khtitV xvhat has disturbed 
them In their grafves, the heretics! It 
is that they hatfe 'lbst their leader.”

Y] I stared at (blankly, and he
added: î S P V - --

“Their Henry'of iNavarre.” -
“But he is noS'-iost. -There has been 

When I woke in the morning, the sun no battle.” 
was shining broadly into the room, “Lost to them,”’said Maître Jacques, 
glinting in the little pools of water on “when he turns Catholic.” 
the- floor. I stared at them, sleepy- “Qh!” I cried, i
eyed, till recollection came to me of “Oh!!’ he mocked. “You come from 
the thunder-storm and the open shut- the country; yoh don’t knriW these 
ter and the three men. I jumped up things.” 
and ran to the window. The shutters . '-‘But thé / KitfgX 
opposite were closed; the house j^t stiff-necked a heretic!” 
as I had seen It first, save forythe long “Bah !" Tinte,-bends the stiffest neck, 
streams of wet down the /wall. The !j*eil me tïtfé: fdr what do the learned 
street below was one. vast p riddle. At doctors sit /in. council at' Mantes?” 
all events, the/storm was no dream, as. . “Oh,” said’ I,; bewildered, “you tell 
I tihlf believed the .visipn to be. ■' me .riew;s, Maitre Jacques.”

1 dressed v speedily, .arid went down*' . “if Heprÿ of v^ayarre be not a 
stairs'. The inn rooih was deserted datholic befdye $aahth is out", spit 
save' .for-'- Maître Jacques, . wh(£ with > me, qji. my owpL^aek, answered,
heat, demanded of. me whether I took eyeing me rathg&i|ôenjy as he added: 
myself for a prince, that I lay in bed ; , “It. should""beiSHÉome news to you.” 
till all decent folk had' been hours Welcome wâs'fc it made plain the 
about their business, and then expect- reason of Motiefêtlr’s. change of base, 
ed breakfast. However, lie brought itie Yet it was my duty^to be discreet, 
a meal, and I made no complaint ; that >ai aril !glad to^hêar of any heretic
it was a poor,one. V. . coming to the •faith,”'JT said.

“You have strange neighbors in the “Pshaw!” he cried. “To the devil 
house opposite,”” feàid T. ' ' ' ‘ * '* with pretencesh :*TJs an open secret

He started, and .the thin wipe .he was that your patron has gone over to 
setting before me splashed over’ott the Navarre.” .
table. “I know naught pf tt.”

“What neighbors ?”, - * . “WelL piardiejir; my Lord Mayenne
“Why, those who close Their supt- does, then. If-when he- came to Paris 

ters when other folks would keep them ivf. de St. Quentin countedthat - the 
open, and open them when others keep ; Leaguë would nw know his parleyings, 
them shut,” Î said airily. “liaét night he was a fool.”
I saw three men in the window oppo- “His parleyings ?” I echoed feebly, 
site mine.” “Aye, the boy in the street knows he

He laughed. has been with Navarre. For, mark you,
“Aha, my lad, your head is not used all France has been wondering these 

to our Paris wines. That is how you many months where St. Quentin was 
came to see visions.” coming out. His movements do not

“Nonsense,” I cried, nettled. “Your go unnoted like a yokel’s. But, i’ faith, 
wine is too well watered for that, let he is not dull; hé understands that well 
me tell you, Maître Jacques." enough. Nay, ’t Is my belief he came

“Then you dreamed," he said huffly. into the city in pure effrontery to show 
“The proof is-that no one has lived in them how much fie dared. He is a 
that house these twenty years.” bold blade, your duke. And, mon dieu!

XT . r t Ho/q irmihip ahmit had its effect. 1 For the Leaguers
without troubling my head oversight- ^VeéTtncé that^thlv'havèaBtonl8h,nent 
hawks, but I was vexed with him for
putting me off. So, with a fine con- ^.fyetTOudo noT'think him safe’” 
celt of my own shrewdness, I said: if

“If it was only a dreftm, how came i Safe you say Safe. Pardicuif 
, .7, you walked Into a cage of lions, and7 He give a keen Jlanc* and then they did not in the first instance eat

with a look round to see that no one fc,’w^irk°^afl'fcfSn/to Paris? 
was by, leaned across the table, up to ^ wa^stark mad ^ comedo Paria

me* imore, now they know they have lost
him ,and no man they can afford so ill 
to spare to King Henry. A great 
Catholic noble, he would be meat and 
drink to the Béarnais. He was mad 
to come here.”

“And yet nothing has happened to 
him.”

“Verily, fortune favors the brave. 
No, nothing has happened—yet. But I 
tell you true, Felix, I had rather be 
the poor innkeeper of the Amour de 
Dieu than stand $n M. le St. Quentin’s 
shoes.”

and I cried out in astonishment. For 
the shutter opposite was open, and I 
had a^vivid vision of three men in the 
window.

Then all was dark again, and the 
thunder shook the roof.

I stood straining my eyes into the 
night, waiting for the next flash. 
When it came it showed me the windoW 
barred as before. Flash followed flash; 
I winked the rain from my eyes and 
peered in vain: The shutter remained 
closed as if it had never been opened. 
Sleep rolled over me in a great wave 
as I groped my way (back .to bed.

II.
At the Amour.de Dieu.

J593, M. le Duc began to have a fre­
quent visitor, a gentleman in no wise, 
remarkable save for that he was ac­
corded long Interviews with Monsieur- 
After these visits my lord was always 
in great spirits, putting on frisky airs, 
like a stallion when he is led out of 
the stable. I looked for something to 
happen, and it was no surprise to 
when M. le Duc announced one day, 
quite without warning, that he was 
done with St. Quentin and would be off 
in the morning for Mantes. I was in 
the seventh heaven of joy when he 
added that he should take me with him, 
I knew the King of Navarre was at 
Mantes—at last we were going to make 
history ! .There was ho^ound to- -my 
golden dreams, no limit--to my future,

But my house of cards suffered a 
rude tumble, and by no hand but my. 
father’s. He came to- Monsieur, and, 
presuming on an old servitor’s priv­
ilege, begged him to leave me at home.

“I have lost two sons in Monsieur’s 
service,!’ he said: “Jean, hunting in the 
forest, and# Blaise, in the fray at Blois. 
I have never grudged them to Mon­
sieur. But Felix is all I have left."

Thus it came about that I was left 
behind, hidden in* the ,hay-loft, when 
ray duke rode away. I hould not watch 
his going.

Though the days passed drearily, yet 
they passed. Time does pass, at length, 
even when one is young. It was July. 
The King of Navarre had moved up to 
St. Denis, in his siege of Paris, but 
most folk thought he would never win 
the city, the hotbed of the League. Of 
M. le Duc we heard no word till, .one 
night, a chance traveler, putting up 
at the inn in the village, told a start­
ling tale. The Duke of St. Quentin, 
though known to have been at Mantes 
and strongly suspected of espousing 
Navarre’s cause, had ridden calmly into 
Paris and opened his hotel! It was 
madness—madness sheer and stark. 
Thus far his religion had saved him, 
yet any day he might fall under the 
swordq of the Leaguers.

My father came, after hearing this 
tale, to where I was lying on the grass, 
the warm summer night, thinking hard 
thoughts of him * for keeping me at 
home and spoiling my chances in life. 
He gave me straightway the whole of 
the story. Long before it was over I 
had sprung to my feet.

“Do you still wish to join M. le Duc?” 
he said.
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NEEDLES “Father!” was all I could gasp.

“Then you shall go,” he answered. 
That was not bad for an old man who 
had lost two sons for Monsieur!

I set out in the morning, light of 
baggage, purse, and heart. I can tell 
naught of the {journey, for I heeded 
only that at the end of it lay Paris. 
I reached the city one day at sundown, 
and entered without a passport at the 
St. Denis gate, the warders being hard­
ly so strict as Mayenne supposed. I 
wâs dusty, foot-sore, and hungry, in 
no guise to present myself before Mon­
sieur; wherefore I went no farther that 
night than the inn of the Amour de 
Dieu, In the Rue des Coupe jarrets.

Far below my garret .window lay the 
street—a trench ‘between the high 
houses. Scarce eight feét^otft loomed 
the dark wall of thè bougé? Opposite. 
To me, fresh from the wide woods of 
St; Quentin; it seemed the desire of 
Paris, folk to outhudv.le in closeness 
the rabbits in a warren. So ingenious 
were they at contriving to waste no 
inch of open space that the houses, 
standing at the base but a scant street’s 
width apart, ever jutted out farther at 
each story till they looked ,to fairly 
toppling together. I could see into the 
windows up and down the way; see 
the people move about within; hear 
opposite neighbors call to each other. 
But across from my aery were no 
lights and no people, for that house 
viras shuttered tight from attic- to cellar, 
its .dark front as expressionless as a 
blind face. I marveled how it came 
to stand empty in that teeming quar­
ter. • - - • - - v ■ • :.-v> .. , ..

Too tired, however, to wonder long, 
I blew out the candle, arid was asleep 
before I could shut mv eyes.
.Crash! , Crash ! Crash!

I sprang out of bed In a panic, think­
ing Henry of Navarre was bombarding 
Paris: Then, being fully roused> I per­
ceived that the nolsé was thunder.

From the window I peered into floods 
of rain. The peals died away. Sud­
denly came a terrific lightning-flash.
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FROM HEADACHES '
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Headache is not in itself a disease, but s
symptom or accompaniment of other1 die-
eases, ^ principally those of the stomach, 
User aqd Dowels, such as Constipation, 
Dropepsia, liver Trouble, Bad Blood, 
Female Coujpiùnts, General Debility and 
Weakness. Headache is common to both 
sexesjlrat more frequently affects females.

The varieties of headache most common 
•rs sick or biUcrar headache, nervous head- 
aohOs headache from constipation, debility 
or indigestion# periodical and spasmodic 
hosdacheT Undoubtedly the cause must 
bo fomovad before permanent relief mm 
be had*

“You are sharp as a gimlet,” said he. 
“I see I may as well tell you first as 
last. Marry, an you will have It, the 
place is haunted.”
. .“Holy Virgin!” I cried, crossing my­
self..

“Àye. Twenty years agq, in. the great 
massacre—ryou know naught of that: 
you were not born, I take It,, and, be­
sides, are a country boy. But I was 
here, and I know. A man dared not 
stir out of doors that dark day. The 
gutters-ran blood.”

“And that house—what happénèd in 
that house?”

Î ■;

Burdock 
Blood Bitters

"I was talking with thwmen here last 
night,” I said. “There was not one but 
had a good word for Monsieur."

“Aye, so they have. They like his 
pluck. Am} K the League kills him it 
is quite on the cards that the people 
will rise up and make the town lively. 
But that will not profit M. le St. Quen­
tin if he is dead.”

I would npb be dampened, though, by 
an old croaker.

"Nay, maitre, if the people are with 
him, the League will not dare—”

“There you fool yourself, m’y sprin- 
gald. If there Is one thing whiçh the 
nobles of the League neither know 
nor care about it is what the people 
think. They sit wrangling over their 
French League and their Spanish 
League, their kings and their prin­
cesses, and they give no heed at all 
to us—us, the people. But thfey will 
find out their mistake. Some day they 
will be taught that the nobles are not

"Why, it was the house of a Hugue­
not gentleman, M. de Bethune,” he an­
swered, bringing out the name hesitat­
ingly in a low voice. “They were all 
put to the sword—the whole house­
hold. It was Guise’s work. The Due 
de Guise. sat on his white horse, in 
this very street here, while It Was going 
on. . Parbleau! that was a day.”

“Mon dieu! yeU."
“Well, that is an old story now," he 

resumed in a. different tone. _"One- 
and-twehty years ago, that was." Such 
things don’t happen now, But the peo­
ple,. they have not forgotten ; they will 
not go near that house. No one will 

;Uve there.” ' f '
1 ' ? And hâve others seen as well as I ?”

‘ So they say. But Til not let it be 
talked of on my premises. Folk might 
get to think them too near the haunt­
ed house. ’T is another matter ' with

of the headache, andremoves the cause __
sot only dose this but it aUo restorts the 
entire system to healthy action and buoy­
ant vigor.

«I was troubled with headache for • 

Blood Bitters, and finding it was doing me

KuTctriif^hri. izzz
the world like Burdock Blood Bitters for 
headache." .

* MRS. RDW. KBDDY,
New Germant, Ont. 

B. B. B. is for sale st all Druggists and
Dealers.
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all of France. There will oome a 
reckoning when more blood will flow 
in Paris than ever flowed on St. Bar­
tholomew’^ day. They 
chained down, do they? 
will come a day!”

I scarcely knew the maà; his face 
was flushed, his eyes sparkling as if 
they saw more than the co 
and mean street. But as I stared the 
glow faded, and he said in a lower 

-tone:
“At least, it will happen unless Henry 

of Navarre comes to save us from it. 
He is a good fellow, this Navarre.”

“They say he can never enter Paris.”
“They say lies. Let him but leave 

his heresies behind him and he can en­
ter Paris tomorrow.”

“Mayenne does not think so.”
“No; but Mayenne knows little of 

what goes on. He does not keep an 
inn in the Rue Coupe jarrets.”

He stated the fact so gravely that I 
had to laugh.

“Laugh if you like;
Felix Broux/ my lord’ 
ber is not the only place where they 
make kings. We do it, too, we of the 
Rue Coupejarfets.”

“Well,” said I, “I leave yoü, then, to 
make kings. I must be off to my duke. 
What’s the scot, maitre?”

He dropped the politician, «and was 
all innkeeper in a second. 
x “A crown ! ” I cried in indignation. 
“Do you think I am made of crowns? 
Remember, I am not yet Minister of 
Finance.”

“No, but soon will' be,” he grinned. 
“Besides, what I ask is little enough, 
God knows. Do you think food is cheap 
in a siege?”

“Then I pray Navarre may come soon 
and end it.”

“Amen to that,’r said old Jacques, 
quite gravely. “If he comes a Catholic 
it cannot be too soon.”

I counted out my pennies with a last 
grumble.

“They ought to call this the Rue 
Coupebourses.”

He laughed ; he could afford to, with 
my silver jingling in his pouch. He 
embraced me tenderly at parting, and 
hoped to see me again at his inn. I 
smiled to myself ; I had not come to 
Paris—I—to stay in the Rue Coupe jar­
rets!

think wé are 
Pardieu ! there

in room

but I tell you, 
s council cham-

III.
M. le Duc Is Well Guarded.

I stepped out briskly from the inn, 
pausing now and again to inquire my 
way to the Hotel St. Quentin-, which 
stood, I knew, in the Quartier^Marais, 
where all the grand folk lived. :Once 
I had found the broad, straight Rue St. 
Denis, all I need do'was to follow it 
over the hill down to-the river bank; 
my eyes were free, therefore, to stare 
at all thé strange sights, of the great 
cltÿ—markets arid shops- and churches 
and prisons. But most of .all did I 
gaze at the crowds in the streets. I 
had scarce realized there were so many 
people in the world as passed me that 
summer morning in the Town of Paris. 
Bewilderingly busy and gay the place 
appeared to my country ' eyes, though 
in truth at that time Paris was àt its 
very worst, the Spirit being well-nigh 
crushed out of it by the sieges and the 
iron rule of the Sixteen.

I know little enough of politics, and 
yet I was not so dull as not to see that 
great eveYit must happen soon. A crisis 
had come. I looked at1 the people I 
passed who were going about their 
business so tranquilly. Every one of 
them must be either Mayenne’s man, 
or Navarre’s. Before a week was out 
these peaceable citizens might be using 
pikes for tools and exchanging bullets 
for good mornings. Whatever happen­
ed, here was I in Paris in the thick of 
it! My feet fairly danced under me; 
I could, not rea£h the hotel soon enough. 
Half was I gla,d of Monsieur’s dânger, 
for it gave me chance to show what 
stuff I was made of. Live, for him, 
die for him—whatever fate could offer 
I was ready for.

The hotel, when at length I arrived 
before it, was no disappointment. Here 
one did not wait till piidday to see 
the sun ; the street was of decent width, 
and the houses held themselves back 
with reseTve, like the proud gentlemen 
who Inhabited them. Nor did one here 
regret his possession of a nose, as he 
was forced to do in the Rue Coupe jar­
rets.

Of all the mansions in the place, the 
Hotel St. Quentin was, in my opinion, 
the most imposing; carved and orna­
mented and stately, with gardens at 
the side. But there was about: it. none 
of that stir and liveliness one expects 
to see about the houses of the great. 
No visitors passed in or out, and the 
big iron gates were shut, as if none 
were looked for. Of a'‘truth, the per­
sons- who visited Monsieur these days 
preferred to slip in by the postern after 
midnight, as if there had never been 
a time when they were proud to. be 
seen In his hall.

Beyond the grilles a sentry, in the 
green and scarlet of Monsieur’s men- 
at-arms, stood on guard, and I called 
out to him boldly.

He turned at once; then looked as If 
tfie sight of me scarce repaid him.

“I wish to enter, if you please,” I 
said. “I am come to see M. le Duc.”

“You?” he ejaculated, his eye wan­
dering over my attire, which, none of 
the newest, showed signs of my jour­
ney.

“Yes, I,” I answered in some resent­
ment. “I am one of his men.”

He looked me up and down with a 
grin.

“Oh, one of his men! Well, my man, 
you must know M. le Dup Is not receiv­
ing today.”

“I am Felix Broux,”1 told him.
“You may be Felix anybody for all 

It avails; you cannot see Monsieur.”
“Then I will see Vigo.” Vigo was Mon­

sieur’s Master of Horse, the staunchest 
man in France. This sentry, was no­
body, just a common fellow picked up 
since Monsieur left St. Quentin, but 
Vigo had been at his side these twenty 
years.

“Vigo, say you! Vigo does not see 
street boys.”

‘T am no street boy,’< I cried angrily. 
“I know Vigo well. You shall smart 
for flouting me, when I have Monsieur’s 
ear.”

"Aye, when you have! Be off with 
you, rascal. I have no time to bother 
with you.”

“Imbecile!” I sputtered. But he had 
turned^ his back on me and resumed his 
pacing up and down the court.

“Oh, very well for you, monsieur,” I 
cried out loudly, hoping he could? best*
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“But you will laugh V other side father bore him, which he so little ro­
of your mouth by and by. I’ll pay you paid. I had never thought to, like him, 
off ” St. Quentin though he were; and now

It was maddening to be halted like that I saw him I hated him. His harnl- 
thisrat the door of my goal; it made a some face looked ugly enough to me 

But while I debated wheth- as he struck me that blow, 
er to set up an outcry that would bring 
forward some officer with more sense the din of my own thoughts louder Hum 
than the surly sentry, or whether to all the noises of the city. But 1 could 
seek some other entrance, I became not remain in this trance forever, and 
aware of a sudden bustle in the court- at length I woke up two unpleasant 
yard, a narrow slice of which I could facts: first, I had no idea where I was. 
see- through the gateway. A page and. second, I should be no better off 
dashed across; then a pair of flunkeys if I knew, 
passed. There was some noise of 
voices and, finally, of hoofs and wheels, the spirit of a man. would I go buck 
Half a dozen men-at-arms ran to the to Monsieur; never would I serve the 
gates and swung them open, taking Comte de Mar. And it was equally 
thélr stand on each side. Clearly, M. obvious that never, so long usmv 
le Duc was about to drive out.

A little knot of people had quickly could I return to St. Quentin with u;.. 
collected—sprung from between the account of my morning's achievements, 
stones of the pavement, it would seem It was just here that, looking at the

business with my father's eyes. I began 
“He is a bold man,” I heard one say, to have a suspicion that I had behaved 

and a woman answer, “Aye, and a like an insolent young fool. But I 
handsome,” ere. the heavy coach rolled still too angry to acknowledge it.

Remained, then, but one course—tn 
I' pushed myself in close to the stay in Paris, and keep from starvation 

guardsmen, my heart thumping in my as best I might, 
throat now that the moment had come 
when I should see my Monsieur, 
the sight of his face T sprang boldly in the follies of the town. He had eal- 
up on the coach step, crying, all my culated closely what I should need to 
soul in my voice, “Oh, Monsieur! M. take me to Monsieur, with a little mar- 
le Due!”

Monsieur looked at me coldly, blank- Maitre Jacques, I had hardly two pieces 
ly, without a hint of recognition.' The to jingle together, 
next instant the young gentleman be- For three years I had browsed myl 
side him sprang- up and struck me a qn in the duke’s library; I could are-I 
blow that hurled me off the step. I a decent letter both in my own -tongue 
fell where the ponderous wheels would and in Italian, thanks to Father Fran- 
have ended me had not a guardsman, cesco, Monsieur’^- Florentine confessor, 
quick and kind, pulled me out of the and handle a sword none so badly 
way. Some one shouted, “Assassin!” thanks to Monsieur; and I felt that it 

“I am no assassin,” I cried; "I only should not be hard work to pick up a 
sought to speak with Monsieur.” livelihood. But how to start ahum it

"He deserves a hiding, the young j had no notion, and finally 1 made up 
cur,” growled my foe, the sentry. “He’s my mind to go and consult him wlim , 
been pestering me this half hour to i now calied my one friend in Paris, 
let him In. He was one of Monsieur’s Jacques, the innkeiSper. 
men, he said. Monsieur would see him. ’Twas easier said than done. 1 iu,d 
Well, we have seen how Monsieur treats strayed out of the friendly Rue St.

Denis into a network of dark and nar- 
“Faith, no,” said another. “We have row ways that might have been laid 

only seen how our young gentleman out by a wily old stag with the dogs 
treats him. Of course he is too proud hot on him, so did they twist and turn 
and dainty to let a common man so and double on themselves. I could 
much as look at him.” make my way only at a snail's pai e.

They all laughed ; the young gentle- asking new guidance at every corner, 
man seemed no favorite. Noon was long past when at length I

"Parbleu! that was why I drew him came on laggard feet around the cor- 
from the wheels, because he knocked ner by the Amour de Dieu, 
him there,” said my preserver., I don t p waa it not fatigue that weighted 
believe there’s any harm in the boy. my feet but pride. Though I had re- 
What meant you, lad. solved to seek out Maître Jacques, still

“I meant no harm,’ I said, and turned ,twa6 a hateful thing to enter as sup- 
sullenly off up the street. This then „ant where ! had been the patron. I 
was what I had come to Pans for-o hafl for breakfast like a lord,
be denied entrance to the house thrown but j should have to beg for my din_ 
under the coach wheels and threatened l had b d of Monsieur's fond-
with a drubbing front the lackeys! j should have to tell how I

For three years my only thought had been fl under the coach wheels,
been to serve Monsieur. From waking slackened to a stop. I could
in the morning to sleep at night, my b myself to enter the door. I
whole life was Monsieur s. Never was *
duty more cheerfully paid. Never did 
acolyte more throw his soul into his 
service than I into mine. Never did 
lover hate to be parted from his mis­
tress more than I from Monsieur. The ■ ■
journey to Paris had been a journey jaunty demeanor, I found myself gazing 
to Paradise. And' now, this! straight at the shuttered house ami of

Monsieur had looked me in the face a sudden my thoughts shifted back to
and not smiled; had heard me beseech my vision.
him and riôt answered—not lifted a Thpse murdered Huguenots, dead ami 
finger to save me from being mangled g'one ere I was born, had appeared t<>
under his very eyes. St. Quentin and me as pla|n as the men I passed in
Paris; wefe two véry different plaSçs, it thè Street. J Tboiigfe I had beheld ttieih 
appeared.' At. St. Quentin Monsieur biit thè space of a. lightning-flash, T 
had been pleased to take me into' the could call up1 theii* faces like those of 
chateau and treat me to more intimacy mÿ comrades. One, the nearest me. 
than he accorded to the high-born lads, .vyas smalT, pale, with pincheil, sharp 
hie other pages. So much the easier, face, somewhat rat-like. The second 
thën, to cast me off when he had tired man was conspicuously big and burly, 
of me. My heart seethed with rage black-haired and bearded. The third 
and bitterness against Monsieur, and youngest—^all .three were young— 
against the sentry, and, more than all, stood with his hand on Blackbeard's 
against the ydung Comte de Mar, who shoulder. He, too, was tall, but sleiul- 
had flung me under the wheels. erly built, with clear:cut visage and

I had never before seen the Comte fair hair gleaming in the glare. One 
de Mar, that spoiled only son of M. le moment I éaw them, every feature 
Due’s, who was too fine for the coun- plain; the next they had vanished like

dream.

me.

fool of me.
I went along the Paris streets blindly.

Never, where there remained in mo

father retained the spirit that was his.

—to see Monsieur emerge.

out of the arch. .

My thrifty father had not seen fit to 
At furnish me any money to throw a wav-

gin for accidents; so that, after paying

him!”

tried to think how to better.my story, 
so to tell it that it should redound to 
mv.credit. But my invention stuck in
my pate.

As I stood striving to summon up a

try, too gay to share his father’s exile, a 
Maybe I was jealous of the love his (To be continued.)
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It may be first in orl 
a lid wherefore the firsl 
entered the Fraser nvd 
lug trip.

in February, 18ÔS, tl 
Co. steamer Otter lefl 
tfan Francisco, the purl 
had gold dust the li. 1 
from Indians who lived 
the Thompson river, 
taken to the V. S. mid 
cisco and coined as a I 
first gold in B. C. In I 
ju San Francisco it d 
thing for every nian 
Volunteer tire departing 
uur meetings one eveuid 
lion turned on gold ed 
superintendent of the, ml 
and remarked: "Boys, 
citement will be on the I 
VVe asked him why he tl 
then told us of the gold 
the Otter had taken tol 
said it was a nice sampll 
Which the Thompson rid

On the strength of 
xve organized a small pj 
and prospect on the Fral 
not quite clear when the! 
found in British* Column 
Bancroft's history of 
he states as reporl 
Trader McLean of Kan 
from the Indians as ca 
this is so, McLean inako 
it later. Father Model 
of British Columbia, gl 
Chief Trader McLean th 
from Indians on the Th< 
tie year 1806 or 1857.

In the early sixties 1 1| 
versations with Donald 
the left the Hudson’s Baj 
ploy and located a ranch 
of Hat Creek, oft the B' 
member him telling me 
)ie received from iudiai 
they found in rocky c 
hanks of the Thompson 
iNecomen, was in 3857. 
1S07 two adventurers. J 
Adams, ascended the V 
far as Lytton and Lilloc 
iect on this trip was tra 
Indians, although they 1 
eon's Bay company ha< 
right to trade with Inti 
was then known as iN 
IHow-ever, McDonald stat 
tion with a party at F 
spring of ’58, that on th( 
vious year, 1857, they f 
eeveral bars on the Fri 
were not prepared for 
conversation occurred a 
fore McLean killed his p 
in the spring of 18p8. 
rightly the trouble occul 
dividing of the proceeds 
ing trip up the river.

1 will now relate our pi 
1 do not presume to rem< 
we entered the Fraser 
vamped one evening a 
Donald Walker was in c 
Hudson’s Bay company j 
1 reipember Walker sa: 
the first party of white n 
a long time outside of the 
company’s employees. E 
be greatly surprised at ou 
tiourse, we asked him se 
about the country, but ft 
best known to himself, 1 
or could not answer 
Later on, however, he w 
inunicative. The next m 
Hope and camped on a 
cook lunch. While doing 
party noticed particles o 
moss that was growing 
On the bar he washed i 
moss and got a prospec 
gastronomic wants were 
all prospected and discovt 
bar ever discovered on 1 
any of its tributaries. 1 
two years ago with a ma 
w’ho now owns that bai 
proposition; ^ he estimates 
of gold recovered to be 
$2,000,000. We named t 
or of the man who got 
•pect—Hill’s Bar.

When we discovered t 
was practically the com 
mining in British Coin ml 
proud to have the honor < 
those who laid the fount 
mining in this great mi 
of British Columbia.

After our discovery 
party went down the 
Jjangley, a Hudson’s Bay 
ing post, to try and repie 
as we had only a pre 
when we entered the Fi 
to say they were nôt v> 
as even the Hudson's I 
posts on the Fraser were 
days well supplied w 
However, our party, whi 
reported our find of rich l 
'Bar.
the Sound, where several 
were in operation. C. 
on Hill's Bar was Captai 
a boat load composed 
liquor.
case—the first supplies t 
uew mining camp are lit 
days after our discovery 
on Hill's Bar the whole 
Indians, about 300 men, 
children, moved down tl 
camped on our bar. Tliej 
to our game of mining; 1
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