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nu nun mihmmny it va- m‘u&
tics for him. Like a little girl, May
Percy climbed on his kneeé, put ber
arms about - his neck: and her cheek
against bis: “Not for anything, dad,”
she Ted.

Jobn Wilmerding looked on and wlsh-
ed himself & thousund miles away. The
father béghg to talk once more, pite-
ously, beseechingly,  mourufully.

“It's my honor, little sweetheart, you
see. The I'ercy honor—think of that
1 pledged Siz Elmer my) word that you
should marry John. The happy unpion
of you two thildren wag to beithe, fruit |
of our lifel g trendship.  We pledged
ourselves to it and even.drew up an
agreement. When : you were girl and
boy you 'weré sweethearrs sand then
you botlspgomised us that you would:
marry. Dobn’t you remember that,.
May?’ ... g

“Yes, dad, yes, shé said.

He whited- silent; fdr ‘some time,
Then he began hesitatingly:

“If—ifythere is any; other, girlie. If—
if you are in love with another gnd he
1s a gentlfeman of good stock and for-
tune, I will not come ‘between Jou. 1
would even give up my cherished plans
of a lifetime to see you wprried happi-
Iy to a brave genfleman, ‘Are you now .
in love with'ap .one elge?”. "

She sdt up suddedly oh his knee udJ
looked 2t him’ ¥iffi ler-eyes very wide.

“Why,, o, father. Whom - could . I
love? Cnptdn Thorncliffe will; marry-
Ethel, g ey. ;Johnston ; simpers,
James, Bate. is a prtz. There are no
other gentlemien in the nefghborhood.” '

Sir Ha:ry gave - a  satisfied’ gruit
“Right gon are, ‘dearie; eéveéry : timei}
You say; yoprself. there are. no: other |:
gentle here. Certainly, I know of
none eligible. Why, now, sweetheart.

can’t yo mairy, John? * Make him hap-*
py. Let me keep my word to' my dead.
friend. Preserve the Percy honor. That
will save your old dad’s heart, and you
will be happy besides.”

With a%suspiciausly Husky gulp the
old man turned to John Wilmerding,

“You young fool” he exclaimed
fiercely,-“talk for your own: ha’ppiness.
I've dome enongh for.you. - 1.

Then, pitting on ber : tathers lmeo,
with her. arms gbout bis neck, May
Percy lfsieqed to- the avowal of the
childhood foVer; ,whom Bhe” had * re-
pulsed & dozen times. He made it with |-
all the stilted stiffness of a frightened,
embarrassed Englishmdd.” "WhHel “he
bad finished, the girl buried her head
on her fathér’s shoulder.

“Yes, dad, Ill do it for you » she
whispered. And the only -betrothal kiss"
was Sir Heary's. :

“The agreement giyes me.two: years,
and I intend fo have every day of it,”
she said, agd to .that the men were;
bound to agree. When she started to
go, Sir John tried to kiss her. But he
fell back qtﬂckly for_she had snatched
up Sir Henrxs riding crop and bran-;
dished it in his faee. |

“When yob' are my "husband my llps
will be yours—possibly,’ shie said;, and
-strode out with her head: very high,

Sir Job# .could only curse under "his|

breath, while Sir Henry roared at the
Percy spirit. '

“She’s 'a girl worth having, my boy,
and wedl announce it ‘a¥ the birthday
party, that .you may be sure of tho
prm ” i,

In the great hall Mlsttess Percy nnt
ber friend ;Bthel Courtleigh, still flush-
ed fromgdancing:

“Why; were you not at the lesson,
May? M Dubarre was teaching a new
dance. He says we must bdth practlco
it this afterncon.”

“l dom’t intend to practice. -There’s
no use in.jt,;and I'm tired,” answered
May Percy crossly. :.

CHAPTER 1IV.

OR quite“a minute all looked at
f8ir Jobhn: Wilmerding In well
bred astonishment.

-“A stupid game!” He jerked
the bandage from his eyes.and threw
it on the ground. “I won't be a don-
key for you all,” he added in disgust,
which only gave the smiling Mistress
Courtleigh opportunity to murmur, “If
one could always choose!”

It was May Percy’s birthday puty
and the game of blind man’s buff had
come to a sudden end. .They wera
playing out on the big lawn beside the
castle. That lawn, a green, clear spot
tucked away in a mile of thick studded
foresttrees, was justlargeenough forthe
ancient turreted structure in one cor-
ner, with the five acres 'of roses to the
right of it, and the small, green velvet
playground beyond. Representatives
of all the neighboring families were
there—Alice Harmon,. Elizabeth Hamp-
ton and-Dorothy Stanflield, with Sie
John, Captain Thorncliffe, Sir Harvey
Johnston; the rich baronet “who sim-
'pered,” and James Bate, the exquisite
down from town, who had a most ex-

- cellent figure to. display his clothes.

In the game Sir John caught Mistress
Courtleigh, then misnamed. ber Percy
and quickly lost temper at the lsu‘h
upon his love so easily displayed.

“8ir John is such an arch flatterer,”

| portunity to let pass. Slrﬂnveyldin-

 blank.
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find mau came back to llxht.
Hest
Iy and ' holding “the

“44n ‘ene ‘Bad T May: Percy wes'

Mst is, all’ but
Thorncliffe. . Had Mlstnp m&
proposed the devil, “the eaptain” woul
bave fought: before ' arother should
sefve: Now he spoke simply:”

“Where is Dubarre?”’

“Polishing his pumps in the boyse,
most probably, capimin, "_ Sir Heanry
could nof better conceal’ his anger at
“his daughter’s i1l timed suggestion. - ~
*MiStress Percy reddened ever 801
slightly.« “I'll go fetch him,” she an-
swered quickly and took two steps to- .
ward, the house, then paused. “Eff,
come with” me.” - And ‘the ‘two glrls
went hand in. hand s'lonc*the DAITOW

lawn. through the r
hunting-torcwllllnglb man. ..

* The otliers looked at ore anothet and i
at Sir John. It: was too good ax op-

ston .opened the play.-

“Mistress Percy picked a sfnaa
oue,” he simpered. :

- James . Bate, the -exqiisite, -gianiced
at:bis oyn wejl turned:legs, : *“LM'
dancer should catch any g‘l. 5

“Perhgps he will bsnt J’ohn."
marked ‘Elizabeth Hamgfton

Then Alice . Harmion's M
overflowed. “M Dubarre ls vsryhnd—
Some. ”

And brlzht 7 added m Dqs'o-l
thy Stanfield, looklng at Sir, John. 5

“His low birth is & plty, thotkﬁ”
gaid the-first speaker, In tonesthlt lm-
plied a doubt of it. ' * ., -*

Dorothy Stanfield ' tossed her hnd.
“Oh, - that makes hlm 80 lnmtlnc
It I were a taan. I’d fear him for a
rlval » *Rumor had It'-that Mistréss
‘Stanfield” kept an anxlons eye on the
Wilmerding acres.

s Sir:John still showed hll lrrltntlon,
though hé- tried bravely ‘to talk fo Sir
Heénry as if undisturbed.

“All Frenchmen are sad flirts, are

they not?’ inquired Elizabeth Hamp-

‘Mistress Stanfield answered her. “For
shame, Bess! Why, he’s only French

 English’ like an ,
you think so, Sir John?* **

Betfore the lover could-reply Sir Hen-
ry Pércy’s:spleen put his discretion
clgan- to flight.

. *Sir John .could mm bo jea.lo\' of
‘the antics of 'a renegade’ Frénch fig
stepper!? he-exclaimed: flercely. °

And when' they all looked-up the jig
stepper, with. the girls. beside him, was.
at hand. The faces of two told that

: Don't

.

trained -countenaiice” seldom ‘spoke but
on orders. trom wjithin, l!qw lt was

As though accustmeﬂ. Debcm as-
sumed easjly the domimiting place.

“Schottische ?” he qm And
they entered st:slghtwq mo tbe splrlt
of it. &

“No, no!” they ctled.

+ *“Valsé, then?"
“Never, never.’
“Polka?”’ with shrug
“Not toddy.”

. “Or minuet?”’ he ukgd ’.l‘hgp, most

persuasively, “The ststely minvet?

They laughed dat'him, ~ .

He threw up:his hahds ih M".
“What, then, can the-: poor dancing
»| master do? What is it that you want?”’
The quedtion was to all The look for
May Percy aloné. *

“Blind man’s bpff,” she said. /
“Well.. to the victim the bsndsae.
And with his upsual nonchglance he
placed himself obedlently in the hands
of Captain ‘THorncliffe and Mistress:
Courtleigh, the:arch persecutors.

“Is it tight enough?’ asked Mlstrela
Courtleigh,

“Close as’ your lmsge to my heart.
fair lady,” ‘he answered gallantly.

“So logse as that? Captein Thorn-
cliffe, we must pull hardep.” .The cap-
‘tain did his best. "

James Bate's pro-British must out.
“Frenchmen work well in the dark.’

“They must. to tersqt W plots,”
came the guick Answer, - = * v

“A nation of runners,” limpered Sir
Harvey Johnston.

* “Trained by chaslng the world’s ar-
mies.”

Then théy -spun Dubarre off into
darkness. Now he:-went groping: s.bout,
this way and that, all the while com-
Jllalnlng aloud of _the hldl
courtesy. that made them stand sside
for the humble dancing master. " -

Perhaps it was tlie \ehance. of the-
gante that brought Sir Johm Wllmer-
ding beside May Percy.

“That was a pretty ‘scene,” he whis-
pered, smeering. Sho lookod at him,
surprised.

“Lugging in a i‘uneh -nobody ” he.
explained angry. . “I had to stand by
and see’

“Look out, monsléur ls comlng this
way!”

She cried it to stop the :tooush lover,
only tactless jealousy wonld not let
Bim cease.

" “Who is he?” wss the next demand
when the flurry +was past. ~His' tone
was now. low, eager, angry, but:the

i

Mistress Courtleigh had observed slyly
as she slipped from his arms, and that
precipitated the-storm.

‘Choking “with anger, he faced them,
while for.a moment wonder kept the
rest dumb. Sir Henry, who had come
out, essayed it, but only Mistress Percy
could quell the storm.
| “Come, come,” she said easily, '3
8ir Johriis tired T 8on’t blame him for’

;stopplns 4 would not luve any gen-

rtlemn kL8
yfo‘l' iny / ; p
i for the age. Gelﬁlemen. volun-
: teers—step forward.”
i She paused for a reply. The men
'seemed yet too wonder struck to movo.
! “Such modesty I have never seen.”
{There was sarcasm in her tone now.
“Let us.find one ourselves, then,
May,” suggested Ethel Courtleigh. The
glru looked. at eseh other for a mo-
'ment "then boih nodded. ;
i *“M. Pubatra?”
I +«The very one.” Ethel Courtleigh’s
{Wns the «wimding voice 'i‘Le ot.hers

the last straw.

girl paid little attention.. Instead of
replying she cried o tl;e blind man:

‘‘Be careful, monslem', you’ll take the
bench—you'll be a judgel” %7

*And should 1 not,: mademoiselle?”
he answered, langhing. - “Justice is
biind. Beware yourself. . I'll. catch
you. ”

“He lsudden'ly'appéilrs at your, f&-
. ther's.  home” " exclaimed :
“qqd. like any other menial,’ begs a

: sleeve to make' bim cease.
“Be quiet. Don’t you see monsieur
is ,coming?’ she whispered. That was

/%A  toekicker,” cried Wilmerding
aloud, apd May Percy started forward,
‘away from him. a

#0h, ¥'m not § A ll.catz“ﬁ me;”,
shie lgughud i . 8 g i
m Mﬂi. - fel 1

"Who is she? Guu who sho is!”

path thaf ran. beside. the-edge of the. 2
to. the .house,

ton, apparently athirst for {nformation. |. [\

-enpugh to be tasclna@lnz H& talks +

they had heard. Thé Presichman’s well |

4 ‘arms. There he held her as men hold [
,their dearest posse.sions.

hlm. The _others .stood about,” bd'
‘two «deeied ‘In. some . way to be
to themselves; :apart from the: rest.:

when he cmade herdance the .minuet.
At “last.she:spoké, - and the -tone wu
trovbled, uneertain, guestioning: :

41 fried, yet I could mot eseapon:ﬁs
-1 have got past allour gallunts e.dl' S
I don’t understand.”

Then evidentiy the danclng mm"
forgot himself. He bent toward her,
“eager, earngst to-explain,

“Aademoigselle but slipped 'a little.

2| My good fortune’ caught her, ' Miltral,

Percy is handicapped alwsys, tor no
man can stay long away.” 3

The glance that flashed . about tb
circle showed anmiazement then.

Sir: Henry Percy, already black as
midnight, grew pobderous i hisrage.
“Come, come, children,” he bellqwed.,

Asgthough aceustomed, Dubarre asswmned
: . easiby the dominuting place. -
“it’s almost time for the feast!' Hurry.
away to prepare yourselvesl’ . And
thus rudely he broke up the game.
Gayly they moved toward ﬂwm
the girls gossiping together, 3
“Isn’t ‘he grdceful?”’ exclslmo_d Alice
Harmon, - “Did you ' ever see such-
qulekness' catching May?” -’
Bthel ' Courtleigh " laughed. . “Tut,
child! Didn’t you se€ him peeplu?'
“For miy pirt” observed Elizabeth
Hamptou, “1 believe' she slipped 'oa’
purpose.” -

with a sort of- puzzled; quizzical WoR-
‘der—as ‘it ~were,-laughing at himself.
'Sit Henry .Percy bréke'the spell,

on the title, “seems strangely at home:
at the game of blind man’s buff.”

Sir John followed the lead: ;

“Certainly he - displays rare excels
lence. One might imagine he had play- |
ed diligently:at it from childhood, with
the French army perhaps.”

Dubarre logked up. “No, ‘no, mes-
sieurs,” -he laughed, “not there. The
emperor reverses the game, His en-
emies are biindfold.” .

Sir Henry. Perey and Sir Jobn walked
‘away with. much dignity, but without
giving a reply Dubarre resumed his"
‘musing.,

Now s blg osk, l;he c&ptan of ths,
encircling host of ‘trees, stood out' In |’
the center forezrounﬂf of [ flie lawy.
There ‘was & beneh on:the dar}k J
of the tree, and the path throy
garden to the castle ran past It on the
right, anid on’flié Teft continued to the |
woodland lodge;- whére - the dancing:
master lived, a quarter of a mile away..
» The birthday feast was to be set on
the lawn near this “captath” tree, and |
there, leaning against the bench,. Pierre
had left hi§ heart. Mlstress Percy,
starting toward thé house” after-the
others, stopped in the garden to get a
flower for lier hair, then returned to !
the lawn to Superintend the placing of |
the tables for, the birthday feast. 'Com-
ing along the path, she stepped from
‘behind the l}lx tree almost errun.
Dubarre: “Both started, ..

.“You here - smrematmut

"The mani:drew ‘baek. “l am"in
mademoisellels way?’ -

" “No, oh;:id)" she protested:

“Madamoigelle is dlsmrbed' unwell
perhaps." ‘~ﬁexe w:ag_ lnsistence «ln hll
speech. ! S & B ;

“You know I'm no B

Still. he seemed bent on. forcing it.
“What, then& madempiselle?’ o5

Quickly shg taced him, all nternnm
“’Tis you,

For the fifs tlme slnce they hxd met
the girl had the upper hand.

“17” he cried aghast.

- “Yes, yopve been remisg’  The
words were a rebuke; the tone, otter
condemnation. They swept him to in-
gloriousg defeat.

“I remiss tq you? Oh; mndgmolselle"f
He dropped on one-knee, :pain. in ev.
ery look and, word and. gestnre. i3

“Yes, you ve ‘not giv en me my.dane-
Ing lesson.”} And the smile that broke
over her face as.she said it showed
the first aws‘kenlng of one who ‘beging
to know. .

~Dubarre spx:sng to his feet all ablaze
with happiuss

_He was too angry to. be

.
.y

fir the midst of themall: smil. |

’ ‘The girl looked. at. her captor with & |’
- | soft of troubled axchness.; Something, | the.
‘L1t svas of the same look she -had worn:

4 of course, they all know.

: mastex;;boke in his most professional |

" | Ince, + MZ Dubarre?’
| brave for the truth, mademoiselle.”

t care forithe minuet., Why ds 1t?” shs

";. £55: »H
“{'énly ‘from anger. For sueh, 'the minuet,

£ “ed ' the question. -

|| one’s teet——thls dance!
i selle, to a: man’—

Dubarre - still stood. wbere he M g
caught May- Pérey: He'was lookll‘ﬂ .
the bandage’ in-his hand:and lm :

“Monsieur,” with marked. emphall :

4| tones
“But, mademaiselle, 1 m

lover from the harp the air of am

girl beside the tree. .
F Have you Wt o

‘rance . ‘minuet; mnnslsg i
asked u,they waited for Plerré. - ¢

“I fear;that none can now be tsulht.
msdemolselle, : |

+She drew up coldly. *! h means.
o English
girls areiperhaps more backward,  We
learn/more of housewifery, less of jun-/
ketings“nd farbelows.” b

Aftetithat "there was silence nntﬂ
:Pierre ‘s ared.

“A ‘minuet, Pierre.” The dsncln‘“
tone, emndehuu.sndtheyhok
positiong: -

As their hards ‘met -
“And /does the house—’ oﬁ
yau ¢all 1t?” asked Dubstte.“
: “Housawl:‘ery?" psompthd ‘ths girl,

“Yess that’s it.. Does thitt "give ‘the

: “mademoiselle?” " He'question- |

“Does: flattery come wlth!n your' prov
she snsivered.

dsnet-

" ’Twns brave of you.*
“Hyen & Door dancing master can be|

There Was ne reply for that.. . ..
“You. #aid -your countrywomen do not

‘aske attet apause. - -

_face. :lighted. ' “Because. thelr

hearts pump: .warm blood, mademot-

selle, . pot: freezing . water that bolls

‘but, for women of heart, the dance.” |
“The dance?” She stopped and Jooks |

would like? What is the-dance?” -
The time; the géene, the maid .ﬂlq

; combined to make the Frenchmsn ck-. l

less, The paetry” ofhis Erench natnrs
Was uppermost.

“It is:a world’s music, throﬁblnt m
Ah, msdémol-f
- ;He paused. !

“Yes, toa man"— she repeated slowly

“It 18 sometimes .to carry heaven in. '
his arms until his very heart sings in
its: joy.”

“Carry heaven ln hls arms.
‘sleur?”

“T mean the valse, mademoiselle
-+ Would you valse?” His eazerness was
overwhelming.

Ta her: cheeks there camo the qulck;
flush that faded quick again, in her
eyes that look of sweet yet arch ﬂu\‘
arender. “You are the dancing master,
monsieur.” 38 |

“Pierre, a valse!” he crle,i. : ;

Then Duberre stepped clpsé and put
his arm about her.

" *With all respect, ma

She yielded, and they
1" Ing slowly.’

Now  Dubarre spoke
three—one, two, thires.

, "t the pwf-y or’ﬁte o

mon-

xe ”
gan wslt.l-

u:y Percys head was 1
mr breutmoveﬂ with deep b
dswnlngmnk hiad stolen to her chom
Dubarre looked at ber..

“Pardon, mademoiselle.” T was mc
*Tis far more beautiful: when the
‘warmth of an English heart melts the
mukotlcefromdﬁuﬁuﬂ, Bi
half whispered the words:’ &)

Pierre coughed ‘sudden ﬁ'aﬂﬂn;.

The, man continued eagerly, "i‘hen.
then, mademoisétle”?-—~ §

. Again ; Plerre coughed" aloud. Du-
barre glinced that way. 'The barpiat,
_with “his “Head," was"~ msklnx ﬂomm*
“signs of disapprovak <. ¢ |

The hands of the danclnz mter tel
He stepped back suddenly and bow
‘{When he spoke it was mmm aums

andwwerysadyt jex o

1§ anothar dance, quite s

‘the dance of ‘the isword,: where;

‘choose honor for @ . pnm’ 1

down to -meet deuth a,tth%e

“that, npndemoueﬂe

‘dance of all.”. = "y, + ‘~ b g5y
'l‘hey stood apagt; lngld

1In; his o ‘
glln! ? lutfa !
while he saw bnt‘

the questioning soﬂness of her eyes, s i

And as-they stood thus there ﬂostsﬂ

French, Joyve :song, a song.

But ‘louder from the direct(\’éa ; ﬂx‘ﬂ
-house.came..the. hearty. vol % ir [
Henry: Pﬂﬂ%c&lljng 'Ma}{ & )

CHAPWE V
AY‘ AMayP i 8
W Agnln the big voice ot Sl‘r

g:nry Perey; bs;vleg wwpb again” &

Jawn. noise . of ‘it +

shattered the air of: thepi‘rmll Iy itﬂil\iﬁ:

song and broke in.rudely om the mm
and girl'stgnding there gilent, mm,
\at “ench “other:. They.. dropped ‘agai
from ‘the: cloud world o{pini
'f“tovhard-earth with.a jar. The wonder,
the blush, the softness,.all faded from

the girl's face as she . turned toward |
the house; g
“Here, father; here"’ she crlod

Then Sir Henry Pegcy. Sir Joim'} g

Wilmerding, Captain Thornclme and |
two' strange ‘men appeneﬂ
'squlre was, plainly’ perplexed. -

“he’ ‘questioned - indicatings
'thie 7 -m.*Wm of beg-

garly Frenchmen.”

kindness preserved one bm

 “Ah, gagqqpnenq_,_ like 1.,59,}“ Diey ;gé{rateful i

man, monslequ -He- m;l
v DR Ry e

P R

Gl el

she- .who' came before.' We meet, zen

Then Dubarre spoke.

hat do |

r Fhm fell.

pleasure,” she sald. And so the mat-

\ “One we KEnglish |

‘Wm

| ap-Captal

M ol& .
‘“yWhat ai T to do. wmnhese, mﬂt ;

-Dubarre . heard and Mwﬁ»; l!m {
. alway,, .

“Wumtmulsbelhm tn-l e

zé leetle Corsican. He bate us.  We
look: for’ cemrades,: les bons comrades;

be .80 happy, but”—as he noted
tables. which the servants had® begun h
spread for the feast—'‘so hangry.” }
May Perey’s mind was already made,
up. “Father, no ‘person shall go lmn-
gry from’ bere on my birthday,” ﬁ
cried. “These men must stay, eat and
rest tonight. Tomorrow you 1 give
them.a little money to help them om-
their 'way to find their comrades.”

mdomolselle, may not all the beg-
m Frenchmen be together? I will
-gladly share my room with my com-'
patriots.”
iAt the words Jacques Fourney look-
‘ed qslekly at the speaker. Kof a o~
‘ment théir eyes met. Then Fourney's

. *“The ‘‘very qthlng"' exclaimed Sir

Hem'y Pérey.
. #Yes, a good plan—all together,”

F by S N
B e e s T

We' have arranged to etccommodate farmers

¥
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who wisli‘t6"borrow monéy or ‘easy terms.

The Toronto General
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areg blg money-lenders in the West and we are
ageuts here at the Pronnclal he‘adquartels of

the large concern.

eChoed Sir John.
Mistress Percy turned to Dubarre,
“Certainly, monsieur, if it gives you

ter ‘was’settled. As Dubarre led the
‘newconyers off ‘toward the house Cap-
tain, Thorncliffe was coming to the
lawn. At ‘sight of the smaller French-
man the Soldler checked suddenly, 100k
ed in ‘puzzled fashion, then came' on,
evldently wondering. The little Frenche
man ducked his head and hurried aﬁ-
er Dubarre
'} Thé tablés had been set, the feast
brought on, aiid the guests came troop-
ing bagk. = May Percy, from -her polt
at the head of the table, seated them.
SS0n amy fleft, captain; Ethel, next to
lllm next to Ethel, James: and you,
Alnce on iy father's right.” Then she
“motioned for Sit John to sit'at’her own
right’ hand “Dorothy—Slr Bem-y—
Elizabeth.””

“Pm sorty the bishop 1s not here ta| i

‘ask the blessing,” queth Sir Heary: |
“You should hnve brought him. Sie/|
Harvey.” {
#His grace’s gout prevented,” ans
swered Sir Harvey Johaston, “but M
‘hopes to be over in a day or two.,” .
Now all were in place, and the feast
begaii. Seated on the bench; behind
the big tree, a dozen Ieet away and |
almost out of sight, Pierre, at the harp,
i made music for the diners. Dubarre
hsB gone tp show the stmnzers his
room, Such feasts were not for ms-
gdde dancing teachers. %
Gradually, at the table, appetites gur-
‘ rendered, ‘and - ‘there came that” time

‘when tongues were loosed in praige of | -
+{-bost and hostess. Captain Thorneliffe | °

had been descanting on the vlﬂbn ﬂd

mixht of the Percys. Sl

J i Why,  even * the¥ B‘rénch have- ! .., =

Percy!” he éxelaimed as & climax. - .
ed?” asked ‘Sir Jolm Wllma— e

‘he s the worst devil.in e o

rnig,!" added the enthusiastic captain.
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ﬁ_dmon' Sedition!” went ‘the laugh- |

. cry about the table, auc\ﬂl&nqry ¢

me quickly wlth exphnstlons for bis
family. v

“He i8 my cousln." The squire spoke

very much after the same fashion as

would Mve admitted, My brother dled
-of lepros :
“But: '1‘lm‘mclltte was hqnest in his
admiration. ;

" “Indeed, you should be prond of the |.
cmmﬂon. sir,” he said, while. May
Percy clapped her hands, saying: :

“Good, captain, good!”

“"“Tell ‘s, ‘18 he handsome? Let us
“know  #l} -about him.  What has he
sdone?”’
g i the rest, :

WelL?” said the captain medltative~
sone thing he stole Geneml
ns papers" i

’ , nd one of the boldest ¥ lsu;bo
Boldier. ‘“When we started
P ", bon. we were warned of this |-
m Percy, who might pass any-
English.” i
ed in what promised to be 8
none neticed Dubarre, who.
0 a onx the path from his. ]
_quietly ok his seat on the bench
side Piefré and began to listen. .
A’ or is this Percy?" 'nsked Slr

y msﬁered; "Hla maﬂu
Q;rsh Percy.”
of Gousln Jo‘hn." ndded—
May Per

Her rif 4.mjldded."‘no disinhiérited | ===
her ‘whéb' shie rén sny"wtm\tbg Vi F .

comte dg t.uCt? v

‘Uah® of sympathy fof “the
éd daughter of the long ago

xlrl to girl about the ‘table.
eré was no beir. The place came
Branch,” continued Sir. Henry.,
e her son is called Percy 8
dled ‘abroad, and rumor says

the boy as taught by Englishmen.”
“Theyfidid their work well,” spoke
n Thorneliffe, “As I began to |’
tell; ,yo " we were after Soult close.’
ne gl amnn[elslmm‘tobeanes-
csped inglish priso@r, joined the
g wore & heavy English beard |
d the Englishman. ~Also, he
mtonnstlon of Sanlt and led |’
inightfall. At daybreak there {
ot alarm, a stir at the outln
n the camp three sentinels were:
A leutenant who tried to stop
pger fell wounded. In the’
he ‘oscaped ‘English prisoner’
were “the hesdqw&rl
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© bit excited.

- looked - at
- strutter, Pierre,” said the ¢
. ter. And between:two t

. “Atrocious! Audaciou
Sould nothing be done?
e exclamations of sc
8% bome Englishmen, ha

mput upon their

‘The captain listened, t
: “Yes, in the mg
m under flag of t
that he bad taken adv
bespitality,’ Vicomte de
man who once held a Sp
balf a day against a regl
to fight any officer in the
with sabers for the am
two hosts and the Engl
ters papers as the prize.
“Did any one .accept
Peey eagerly.
general would 1
{cer to commit suifcide,”
ending.
“Suicide?’

questioned

“Enctly " answered
.man in fair fight can
French Percy.”

“Captain. Thorncliffe
frienuly toward the rene
ed Sir Harvey Johnston ¢

“And sure of his pro
James Bate.

The captain’s reputatios
bravery was too well fou
it.

‘“Naturally,” he laughed.
lieutenant.”

Then Mistress Courtleigl
very blg. “He beat you, ¢
exclaimed.

“Easily. I had éalled td
outpost not to shoot, beca
to take the daring fello
self. ‘Thanks, monsieur,’
cept your life and a small
me.’ Then he cut me d
on my borse and rode a
storm of bullets, calling
‘Yive Vempereur!” Natu
his debt.”

“Audacious scomndrel!”
Heary, then added, “But
old Jack Percy, over again

“But is my cousin hand
tioned May Percy.

"'l'hey say so, without b

“And married?” she pe

The captain laughed

“he despises women. The
“Well, for my part,”

Vi’Bcte, “I don’t admire rex

. “Nor I like spies,”
~Harvey Johnston.
S8ir John Wilmerding b
“Nor I, eith
- “The low thief!" he
5 vldou‘ly “rd love to ha
"“d. polnt. thi: ‘Dol
At that Gaston._
.seated on the 2 h ehi
each dther:

barp strings his man nodd
“yes."” :

Over at the table May
Ethel Courtleigh were
“I'd like to meet my
Mistress Percy.

~Capfain Thorncliffe, st
to himself over Sir John ¥
last speech, heard her

“You may yet, yohng lad
“’Tis said to be French F
that some day he will cc
land and stop at _Bbis mot]
They say he promised I
Sir Henry Percy rese quic

“Tush, Tush!” heexc
“Enough of this. We shou
not discuss French dogs, f
is an especial time of joy.

“To be sure, to be sure,” ¢
cliffe, eager to make amend
it the seventeenth birthda}
the fairest maids iz ali En

“Right, captain, but- m
deeper. This is not only m
birthday, but todiy sees

- Liopes well on the rpad to b
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8ir John Wilmerding g
Percy, then smiléd a qu
 Joyrul anticipation. At
words the girl's eyes fia
bellion; then, as she log
standing there Q happy,
quick miserably resigned.
sodonlc playfulnds Sir
wed:

“It's a prefty secret

2, friends ﬁnd ne




