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Vivian Renton and Eddie Haverton,
modern soldiers of fortune, have been
gambling with Hubert Baxenter, &
prosperous attorney, in_h London
apartments.  After their

late at night Renton returns to the J

house, murders Baxenter and hides
the body on the roof. While waiting
for night to. come again in order to
make his escape, he finds in a desk a
curious ‘old yellowed document telling
of a mystericus chest left in the care
of one of Baxenter's ancestors by aj
French nobleman, the Marquis de

Dartigny, of the Chateau Chauville.tye

The chest has been handed down from
one generation of Baxenters to an-
other and carefully guarded in the,
hope that some day its rightful owner’
will be found. Renton decides to pose;
as the missing heir and claim the,
chest. He goes to France to make)

tigny family.
em— e, e —
CHAPTER IV.—(Cont'd.)

Remy leant back in his chair snd
watched the firelight play shadow

tricks upon the shapely features of ,—how man was showing man's inhum-

his _host. The heavy wooden shutters
had been barred across the windows,
and a candelabra of three branches
shed an oasis of light over the fruit|
and decanters. The remote corners
of the splendid room were in deep |

shadow, in which loomed the indistinct | done and Remy’s sleeping hours must
shapes of furniture and the dull gleam | be short.

of mirrors. Portraits of dead andi From a pocket cunningly concealed
gone owners of the chateau looked | in the lining of his coat he drew out

down from the panelled walls as
though wondering what had become of

the gay revellers of their own time,‘_the man whose skill in engraving was

and why it was that the hall of the

Dartignys was so desolate. The fire-| market for his wares. Perhaps no
light flickered upon the tarniched| cne in those early days of the Tri-

frames, and here and there was the
cold sheen of armor.
The Marquis loocked up suddeniy.

I With a sigh he pulled to the wooden
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some needful inquiries about the Dar-! ?"
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going on bacK weie s -

even at the very doors of the chateau

anity to man in the sacred names of
Liberty and Fraternity.

ghutters and prepared for sleep. By

nightfall next day they must be on
their rcad, and there was much to be

the passports. They were excellent
examples of the handiwork of Bezon,

finding him a needy and lucrative

hunal saved more lives than this little |
craftsman, who, high up in his apant- |
ment in the Faubourg, teiled nig'ht‘

“You must forgive me, Monsieur| and day at his work, forging his links |
Perancourt. I was thinking,” he tap- | in the chain that led so many to safe-
. ped the letter with a white and taper-| ty. For all “The Incorruptible” had
ing forefinger, “and I was w«m:lcring,' never seen the papers, the ‘“Robes-
too, at thiz. Did Gaspard tell you | pierre” at their foot lacked nothing of

what he wants me to do?”
Remy Perancourt nodded.

“] understand that I am to see that|
you and your granddaughter reach$

MR
Fecamp in safety. We of G spard’s
band obey his orders implicitly. X
have arranged—"

The o aristoerat held up a jwo-
testing hand.

“Qver fast, my young sir, you go
over fast. I am under mo oath of
obelience to my own son. Under-
stand me, I will not leave the Chateau
de Chauville.”

“But, Monsieur le Marquis, you o
not eppreciate the—-"

4] appreciate enough to know that
I will not be driven from my home by

a pack of wolves. Besides, my people |

rcund here love me; I have mo fear of
them. They will not forgetl the corn
1 have distributed among them in
their lean years, the rents I have re-
fused to accept from them. I in dan-
ger from my peasants? It is absund!”

Perancourt sat looking into the fire
for a few moments, then he rose and
faced the Marquis de Dartigny, inbo
whose pale dheeks a tinge of color had
come.,

“It is hateful to me,” Remy said at
lact, “bo dispell illusions, but my duty
js clear. You, who have lived your
life in these peaceful solitudes can

have only a very slight idea of what

js taking place back there in Paris.;

It is not your peasants you have to
fear. When I tell you that at this
moment one of the bloodiest of the
Terrorists is sitting drinking at the
«Star of Navarre’ in Blois, perhaps
you will allow {hat Gaspard and my-
gelf are acting rightly.”

Remy paused. Perhaps he expected
an answer; but the Marquis sat silent,
his eyes fixed cn the speaker’s face.

“Peyhaps, Monsieur le Marquis, the
name of Herat conveys nothing to
you; to us who know him it spells all
that is hellih in human, or, rather,
jnhuman nature. This man isg the
friend of Fouquier-Tinville; it is he
who prepares the fatal lists for the
daily sittings in the Maison de Jus-
tice. Your son knows the names
which appear——"

“You mean that my name——

“] mean that your enenmdes are ac-
tive, and that they are at your very
door. Do you imagine that your gifts
of corn have been acceptable to all?
What of the monopolists in the city
of Blois, those devils who hope to
make fortunes out of the famine and
sufferings of the people? Believe me,
the crops wilt be watered with blood
before the people €at their fill. This
48 the time when the young must
teach the old, when youth must 4

The door of the dining-hall flew
open, there was a patter of tiny bare
feet, and a small person of some four
gommens precipitated herself, be-
tween tears and laughter, into the

”»

arms of the old nobleman. From her]

gzndparental sanctuary she glanced
nantly at her nurse, a sober-faced
daughter of Albion, who stood, hesi-
tating, at the door.

“She s naughty, Monsieur le
Marquis; shé will not sleep. It is
| Pierne at the lodge—he tells her
stories of Paris and——"

Two moseleaf hands crept up and
caressed the thin cheeks of the old
man, and blue eyes full of a sleepy
terror looked through the masses of
golden curls into his. And the Mar-
quis de Dartigny folded the little
night-clad figure in his arms and
signed to the nurse.

“Leave the little maid with me, Su-
gan; she is frightened at what the

od Pierre tefls her.” He patted
little roundes shoulder. “He is a
icked ove, t'\ul Pierre, Sylvia, and

that patriot’s caligraphy. Remy eld |
them to the light of his candle and
chuckled to himself at the perfection
of Bezon’s skill.

True, these papers did not take
| from his shoulders the load of respon-
i sihility for his charges. He called to

mind the refined features of the Mar-
quis de Dartigny and the flower-like
beauty of little Sylvia. It might go
hard with them did they fall into the
hands of some of the smaller provin-
cial tribunals, who might think it
necessary bo make inquiries from the
Convention itself. Well did Remy
know the blcod-lust that was upon
the “patmiots,” and that where a pros-|
i])z‘,rtive victim was scented thay took |
ibut few chances. \
But Remy Perancourt had that at|
!his ecmmanid which was of far super-|
|ior worth to mere paper. Was it not
his ready wit that had rescued the
aged Sieur de Cortois at the very foot
of the scaffold? He it was, also, who
had escorted the beautiful Duchess de
Berait from Paris to St. Milo, both|
disguised as strolling players, and |
had even played the fiddle to her sing-
|ing of a Republican song in the court-
! yard of an inn where the infamous Le
Bon himself was staying; more, he
had collected a few coins from the
| pro-consul, money which had stood
[them in good stead. Away over in
| England, in Jersey, in Hamburg, and | i

|

| over the Belgian frontier, were many | .
{ thankful husbands and sisters who|,
| whispered in their prayers the names
{of Remy Perancourt and Gaspard de

| Dartigny. q
|~ As the young man lay in the big
i four-post bedstead, with its tall,
I'twisted columns and its curtains of
rich brocade, he thought of these
'things and thanked God for the great
' opportunities which were his,

| But below him in the dining hall,
the Marquis de Dartigny still sat
}drooped in the arm-chair of worked
embroidery before the little heap of |
dead and gray ashes in the fireplace.
His gaze was fixed upon the escut-
| cheon carved over the hearth and a
| great bitterness showed in his sunken
eyes.

He felt particularly helpless in the
trouble which had come upon his "
!loved France. It is hard when ong
has nearly reached the allotted span
to learn how to run away, to leave be
| hind one the home of one’s ancesbors
| __to become an outcast in a foreig:
tand. For an hour the old noblema
‘sut there huddled in his chair, the
| with a sigh he rose to his feet.

l How long Remy slept he could nof
tell, but he awoke suddenly. He feld]
that something had been the cause
and, alert on the instant, he raised
himself on his elbow to listen. His
1lri1‘e for the last year had made him
light sleeper, and had taught him t
| lie with his hand on his weapon.
Now everything was quiet, wit
| that stillness which immediately pr

| cedes the dawm, the hour when
Ikife of the world is at its lowest eb
For a few moments Remy sat stil
1vhen, as he was about to return to I
dreams, something sounded in 1
room below him, a noise which gratg
harshly on the quietude. The you
soldier stid from the bed to the floo

| What he had heard was for all

| world like the grating of locks, rus
and seldom used, and now that h
ear was attuned to his surroundingj
{he could make out the stealthy movd
| ments of footsteps.

| Half-dressed as he was, he quiet!
‘opened the door of his moom &

| peered out on to the dark landing.
imeorlllimrt streamed in at the lonj
[ many-paned window, and cut & mosa
[ of brilliance on the oak stafirs and

oy 1 will give him. 3o the giant | the fantastically carved banistel

J_ Signs That Tourists Have |

At,

The queer English in the shop signs
of Japan always bring a smile.to the
tace of the traveller. Recently the
Japanese . conducted 8 “gign - cam-
paign” in the Interests of correct
grammar and spelling Jand probably
have iniproved things. The list that
a tourist sends us from Tokyo shows
how much the reform was needed:

dies furs made of their own &kins.

adveral Tallor and Dressmaker, 8’

.

dies washed inside and out (laun-

rses re-tailed here.
Nippon Sporting Dogs and Com-

opean Head Cut (barber).
hg to Lend Automobile (garage).
p resistant we:t-coat maker (rain-

) .
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n;r-.nd Essence (There has been

P

plants by the roots, most

sale, the Mayflower is becoming rare.
Cutting the lovely sprays is & per-
missible liberty, but yanking up the
vines and selling them is a moral
misdemeanor.

OARSE SALT

_AND SALT
Bulk Carlots

TORONTO BALT WORKS

4. OLIFF - TORONTO

“TORCAN"
CY GOODS CO., Ltd.
7 Wellington St. East
TORONTO

porters and Wholesale Dealers’
Fancy Goods, Cut Glass, Earth-
ware, Fancy China, Toys, Sport-
Goods, Smallwares, Hardware
ecialties, Druggists Sundries.
Travellers Exerywhere
Wholesale Only
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