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“Not so loud! You will have the guard
on us! Yes, he is to go. At firet Monsieur
did not tell even him, he desired to keep
his vigit to the king so secret. But this
morning he took Vigo into his confidence,
and nothing would serve the man but to
go. He watches over Monsieur like a hen
over a chick.”

“Then it will be three to three.” I said.
1. thought of Gervais, Yeux-gris, and Pon-
tou, for of course I would take no part in
at,

“Three to two; Lucas will not fight.”

Tucas must be a poltroon, indeed!

“But Vigo and Monsieur—" I began.

“Aye, they are quick enough with their
ewords. Your side must be quicker, that’s
all. If you arve sudden enough you can
easily kill the duke before he can with-
deaw.”

Talk of words like thunderbolts! All
the thunder of heaven could not have
whelmed me like those words. Yeux-gris
and his oaths! It was the duke after all!

I could not speak. I looked I know not
how. But it was dusky in the arch.

“It eounds simple,” he went on. “But,

tpouble with Vigo. That is all. I have
all. I must get back before I am
Good. Juck to the enterprise.”
8till I stood like a block of wood.

¥ M. Gervais to remember me.” he

l'told you
missed.

id,| and -opening the door, passed in. I
theard him lock and bolt it after him, and
‘this footsteps hurrying down the passage-
-way.

. Then I came to myeelf and sprang to
| tthe door and beat furiously upon it. But

when Constant appeared on the stairway
—Constant and the lackey who had fetch-
ed him, and two more lackeys, and a page,
all of whom had somehow scented that
something was in the wind. They came
flocking about us as I said:

“Ah, M. Constant! You know me, Felix’

Broux of St. Quentin, I must see M. le
Due.”
_Constant's face of surprise at  me
changed to one of malice. Down at St.
Quentin he had suffered much from us
pages, as a slow, peevish old dotard must.
T had played many a prank on him, but I
had not thought he would revenge him-
self at such a time as this. He looked at
me with a spiteful. grin, and said to the
men:

“He lies. I do mot know him. I never
saw him.” \

“Never saw me, Felix Broux!” I cried,
completely taken aback.

“No,” muaintained Constant. “You are
an impostor.”

‘“Impostor! Nonsense!” I cried out.
“Oonstant, you know me as well as you
know yourself. I say I must gee the duke;
his life is in danger!”

Constant was paying off old scores with
interest.

“An impostor,” he yelled shrilly, “or
else a madmam—or an assassin.”

“That is the truth,” said some one, lay-

“They set on you o your way—three
of them—to run you through before you
can draw.”

“But, ventre bleu! Monsicur is mnot
alone.” /

“No; he walks betaveen you and M.
Lucas.”

Not one of them spoke. They stared
at me as if I were something uncanny.
I, a raw country boy, disclosing a per-
fect knowledge of their most intimate
plans!

“How know you this 7 DMonsieur de-
manded of me. But he was not looking
at me. His keen glance nvent first to
Lucas, then to Vigo, the two men who
had shared his confidence. The' secretary
cried out:

“You' cannot think, Monsieur, that I
betrayed you?”

Vigo ! said nothing. His steady eyes
never left Monsieur's face.

“No,” answered Monsieur to Lucas, “I
cannot think it.”” And to Vigo he said:
“I ghall accuse you when I accuse my-
self. But—none krew this thing save our
three selves.” And his gaze went back
to Lucas.

“It is not likely to be he.” I said, im-
pelled to be just to him though I did
not like him, “for they meant to kill him
as well.,”

Lucas ;started, then instantly recovered

ing a heavy hand on my shoulder. \'himself.

I turned; two men of the guard had
come up, my friend of just now and;my
foe of the morning. It was the Intter who
held me.and said:

“This is the very rascal who sprang cm
Monsieur’s coach-step in the morning. M.

ter.a futile moment that seemed an hour

I rushed out of the arch and around to e

great gate. Ay
The grilles were closed as before, but

e, i
\“Open! open! I shouted, breathless. “I
st see M. le Duc!”
“Who are you?” he demanded, staring.
 “My name is Broux. I have news for
‘DM, le Duc. Let me in. It's a matter of
life. and death.”
“Why, I suppose, then, I must let you
" in,” that. good. fellow answered, drawing
ack’the bolts. “But you must wait here
4. 3 i_‘l, -~

The gate was open. I took base advan-

to the house. The door stood open, and

the hall,
“M. le Duc!” I cried. “I must see him.”
They jumped up, the picture of bewilder-
went.

“Who are you? How came you here?”

cried the quicker-tongued of the two.
“The sentry opened for me. Where«am
T find M. le Duc? I musteeehim! I have

news!” | |

“M. le Duc seen no one today,” the

second lackey announced pompously.
. “But I must see him, I tell you,” I re-
peated. T had completely lost what little
- head I ever had; it seemed to me that if I
could not see M. le Duc on the instant I
ehould find him weltering in -his gore. “I

“From whom do you come?”

“That’s my affair. Enough that I come
with news of the highest mioment. You
will be sorry if you do not get me quickly

,to M le Due.”

They looked ' at each other, somewhat
imnressed, g

“T will go for M. Constant,” eaid the
one who had:&pcken’ first.

Constant was master of {he. Household;
M. le Duc had inherited him_ivith the es-
tate and kept him in his place for old
time's cake, He was old. fusey, and sclf-
important, and withal no friegd to me. |

“Tt hadwather vou fetchsd Vigo.” I said...

“Oh, Vigo will not come. He iz with
Nonsieur. If I bring M. Coustant, it i |
the best I can do for you.” i
+- I had recovered myself sufficiently by |
this time to remember the mature of lack- |
eys, and gave the messenger the last «il-|
ver piece I had in the world. He regard-|
ed it contemptuously, but pocketed it and!
departed in leigurely fashion up the stairs.

The other was not too grand to cross-
examine me.

“What eort of news have you? Do you
come from the king?”’ he asked in a low-
ered voice,

((NO.IV

“No.”

“Then who the devil are you?”’

“Félix Broux of St. Quemtin.”

“Ah, St..Quentin,” he said, as if he
found that rather tame. “You bring news
firom there?” .

“No, I do not. Think you I shall tell
you? This news is for Monsieur.”

“It won’t reach Moneleur unless you
learn politeness toward the gentlemen of
his household,” he retorted.

We were getting into a lively quarrel
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Lucas threw him off, else he might have
stabbed Monsieur. We were fools enough
to let him go free. But this time he shall
not get off so easy.”

“I am innocent of all thought of harm,”
I cried. “I am M. le Duc’s loyal servant.
I meant mo harm this morning, and I
mean none now. I am here to save Mon-
sieur’s life.”

“He is here to kill Monsieur; he is an
assassin!”’ screamed Constant. ‘“Flog him,
men; he will own the truth them!”

f‘I am no assassin!”’ I shouted, strug-
gling in their grasp. “Iet me go, villains,
et me go! I tell you, Monsieur’s life is
at stake—Monsieur’s very life, I tell you!”

They paid me no heed. Not one of them
—save that lying kmave Constant—knew
me as other than the ehabby fellow who
had acted suspiciously in “the morning.
They were dragging me to the door in gpite
of my snoutsand struggles, when suddenly
a ringing voice spoke from above:

* What is this rumpus? Who talke of
Monsieur’s life?”

_ The guards halted dead, amd I cried out
Joyfully:

il‘fm!l’ ]

“Yes, I am Vigo,” the big man answer-
ed, striding down the stairs, “Who are
you?”’

I wanted to shout, “Felix Broux, Mon-
sieur’s page,” but a sort of = nightmare
dread, came over me lest Vigo, too, should
disclaim me, and my woice stuck in my
throat.

“YWhoever you are, you will be tanght
not to make a racket in M. le Duc’s hall.
By the saints! ‘it’s the boy, Felix.”

At the friendlinesw in his voice  the
guards dropped their hands from me.

“M. Vigo!” I eaid, I have news for
Monsieur of the gravest moment. I am
come on a matter of life and death. And
.I am etopped in the hal by lackeys.”

He looked at me sternly.

“This 'is not one of your fooleriesy
Felix ?” «

*No, M. Vigo.”

“Come with me.”

VIIL.
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A DIV.:DED DUTY.
That was Vigo's way. The toughest
shar] tntangled at his touch. He- had
more sense and fewer airs than any other, !

“A comprehensive plot, Monsieur,” he
said, with a smile.

“Then who was it?” cried Monsieur to
me. “You know. Speak.”

“There is a spy in the house—an eaves-
dropper,” I said, and then paused.

“Aye?’ said Monsieur. “Who?”

Now the answer to this was easy, vet
I flinched before it; for I knew well
enough what OMonsieur would do. He
‘feared no man, and waited on no man's
advice. And if he was a good lover, he
was a good hater. He would not inform
the govérnor, and await the tardy course
of justice, that would probably accomplish
—nothing. Nor would he consider the
troubled fimes and the danger of his
position, and ignore ‘the affair, as many

would have deemed best. He would not |

stop to think what the Sixteen might
have to say to it. No; he would call
out liis guards and slay the plotters in
the Rue Cotipejarrets like the wolves they
were. It was right he should, but—I
owed my life to Yeux-gris. .

“His name, man, his name!”, Monsieur
was crying,

“Monsieur,” I zeturned, flushing hot,
“Monsieur—"’ \

“Do you know his name ” "

“Yes, Monsieur, I know his name,
but—"

Monsieur looked at me in suwprise and
frowning impatience.  Quickly Lucas
struck in: /

““Monsieur, I have grave doubts of the
boy’s honesty.”

“Doubts!” cried Monsieur, awvith a sud-
den laugh. “It is mot a case for doubts.
The boy. states facts.”

He seated himself in his chair, his face
grawing stern again. The little action
seemed to make him mno. longer merely
my questioner, but my judge.

. “Now, ,Fgli;’Brpux, let us get to the
bottem' of this.” pn

“Monsieur,” I began, struggling to put
the case clearly, “I learmed of the plot
by accident. I did mot guess for a long
time it was you who were the vic-
tim. When I found out that, I came
straight here to. you. Monsieur, there
are four men in the plot, and one of them
has etood my friend.”

“And ' my assassin!”

1“He is a black-hearted villain!” I ac-
knowledged, “For he swore no harm was
meant to. you. »He swore it was omly a
private grudge against M. Lucas., But

when one of them let out the truth I
came straight to you.”

“That is likely true,” said Vigo, “for he
was ready to kill the men who. barred
his way.” .

“You were in a plot to kill my secre-
tary!”

“Ah, Monsieur!”” I eried.

“You—Felix Broux!”

I curled avith shame.

‘D. Lucas had struck me,” I mutter-
ed; “I thought the fight was fair enougi.
And they threatened my life.”

Monsieur’s contemptucus eyes shrivelled
me as flame shrivels a leaf.

“You—a Broux of St. Quentin!”

Lucag, who had watched me close all the
while as they three did, said new:

“I believe he is a cheat, Mongieur. There
is no plot. He has learned of your plan
through 'the eavesdropper he speaks of and
thinks to make credit out of a trumped-up
tale of murder.” }

“No,” answeéred Monsieur. “You may
think that, Lucas, for he is'a siranger to
you, But I know, him. He was a “fool
rometimes;, but he was never dishonest.
You used to be fond of me, Felix. What
has happened to make you consort with
my cnemies?”’

“Ah, Monsieur, I love you. I have al-
ways loved you,” “I ;cried. “Tam: not ly-
ing mow, nor cheating you. There is a plot
I learned it and came straight to you,
though I was under oath not to betray
them.” .

“Then in Heaven's mame, Felix.” bumst
out Vigo, “which side are you on?”

Monsieur began to Jaugh: ;

“That’s what I should like to know. For
by St. Quentin, I can make nothing of it.”

“Monsieur,” insisted Iuecas, ‘“‘whatever
he was once, I believe him a trickster
now.” ' .

Monsieur bent his keen eyes on me.

“No; he is plainly in earnest. Therefore
with patience I look to get some sense
out of this snarl of a stery. Something
is there we have not yet fathomed.”

“Will Monsieur let me speak?”’

“I have done naught but urge you to
do so for eome time past.” he answered
dryly.

‘“Monsieur, you know my father would
not let me leave St. Quentin with ‘you,
three months back. But at length he said
I should come, and I' reached Paris last
night and, since it was late, lodged at the
inn. This morning I came to your gate,
but the guard would mot let me enter. I
was &0 mad to see you, Monsieur, that
when you drove out I sprang up on your
coach-step—"" -

“Ah,” said Monsieur, a new light break-
ing - upon him, *“‘that ‘was you, Felix? I did
not know you; I was thinking of other
mattera. And Lucas took you for a mis-
creant. Now I am sorry.”

If I had been a noblé he could not have
spoken franker apology. But at once he
was stern again.

“And ‘because my secretary took you in
all good faith for a possible assassin and
struck you to save mej you-turn traitor
and take part in aiplet to seton himrand
kill him! I had belieyed that of some_hir-
| ed lackey, not of a Broux.”
| “Monsieur; I wasgesrong—a  thousand
| times wrong. - I knew that as soon as I
| had sworn. Amnd when I found it was you
they meant, I came to you, oath or no
‘oath.”’ i ¥

“There spoke the’Broux!” cried Mon-
sieur with his brilliant smile. *“Now vou
are Felix, Who are my would-be-murder-
ens?” i

We had come round -in a circle to the
place where we had stuck before, and here
we stuck again.

“Monsieur, . I -would tell you. all
before you could count - ten— gl
you their ; names,  their whereabouts,
everything--were it not for one mam who
stood my friend.”

(To be continued.)
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he saw at once that I was in ‘earnest; and | '

Constant’s voluble protests were as 0
much wind. The wwe does mot make the;
man. Tnopgh Constant was Master of the |
Household and Vigo only Equery, yet!
Vigo puled every corner of the esta.hlish‘]
ment and every man in it, save only Mcm-
eieur, who ruled him.

He said mo word to me as we climbed
the broad stair; neither reproved me for
the fracas nor questioned me about my
coming. He would mnot -pry into Mom-
sieur’s business; and, save as I concerned
Monsieur, he had no interest in me what-
soever. He led the way straight into am
antechamber, where a page eprang up to
bar our passage.

*“No one may enter, M. Vigo, not even
you.' M. le uc has ordered it. Why,
Felix! You in Paris!”

“I enter,” eaid Vigo; and, eweeping
Marcel aside, he knocked loudly.

“I came Jast night,” I found time to
say under my breath to my old comrade
before the door was opened.

The hdndsome secretary whom I had
taken for the count stood in the door-
way looking askance at us. He knew me
at once and wondered. \

“You.cannot enter, Vigo. M. le Duc is
oocupied.”

He made to shut the door, but Vigo’s
foot was over the sill.

“Natheless, I must enter,” he answered
unabashed and pushed his way into the
room. ¢

““Then ‘you must answer for it,” return-
ed the secretary, 'with a-scowl that sat
ill on his delicate 'face. .

“You shaii answer for it if it turns
out a mare’s nest,” said Vigo, in a low,
meaning voice to me. But I hardly heard
him. I passed him and Lucas, and flew
down the long room to Monsieur.

M. le Duc was seated before a table
heaped with paper. He had been watch- |
ing the scene at the door in surprise and |
anger. He looked at me with a sharmp |
frown, while the deer-hound at his feet |
rose on its haunches growling. |

“Roland!” I said. The dog sprang up
and came to me,

“Felix Broux!” Monsieur exclaimed,
with hie quick, warm emile—a smile no
man in France could match for radiance.

I bad mo thought of kneeling, of mak- |
img obeisance, of waiting permission to
speak.

“Monsieur,” I cried, half choked, “there
is a plot—a vile plot to murder you!”

‘“Where? At St. Quentin?”’

“No, Monsicur. Here in Paris. In
the streets tonight, when you go to the
king.”

Monsieur sprang to his feet, his hand
on his sword. Lucas turned avhite. Viga
swore. Monsicur cried:

“How, in God’s name, know you that?”

“You have een betrayed, Monsieur.
Your plan is known. You Jeave the
house tonight, near a quarter of eleven,
to go in sexret to the king. You leave
by the little door in the alley—"

“Diable!” breathed - Vigo.
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