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ereby given that 80 4g
end o make appl T
N'Q}g Pplication to
€ 1" Heensey
[iiae o o the tor
a

tl'n" Island. Rupert
ing from & post planted on
of Mosquito Lake.

» north end of lapooll S

s south, thence 40 c‘he:l‘}:té

' chains south, ce 40
ice 60 chains south, thence
thenoce 120 cheins north tq
ncement.
ng from a post plan:
side of Molqni_top[,ut:dagg
st corner of ‘elalm No, 1g
ns west, thence 60 chaing
20 chains east, thence ¢
) point of commencement
ting from a on the
wquito Creek and about 33
ng blazed base line from
thence 160 chaing west
8 south, thence 189 chaing
chains north to. point of

ng from a poat planmt

corner of clah‘z)n N:_d ,?ln
s west, thence 40 (‘luli-ns'
60 chains east, thence 40
 point of commencement
ing from & DOst planteq
st corner of claim No, g
ine, thence 80 chaing east
8 south, thence 8 ing
chains nmorth to point of
R. J. KER, Trustee.

HEREBY GIVEN ' that,
 date, I Intend to apply
mmissioner of Lands ang
se of the foreshore at the
entinck Island, .
C., July 10, 1908,

N. HARDIE.

EBY GIVEN that, 80 days
tend to make appltcation
ef Commissioner of Lands
. license to cut and carry
m the following described
n West side of Reilonda
St District: Commencing
rth side of Teakean Arm,
In' a Northerly ‘dircction
ce 40 chalns to shore of
{xence along shore to place
. C., August 28 1908,

| E.. W. WYLIE.

}_*
redby given that, 30 days
end to apply to the Hon.
ner.of Lands and Works
cense to cut &nd carry
om the following de-
tuate at the junctlon of
pd Bear 'River, Portland
bed a8 follows: Com-
planted ‘about & chains
ek Bridge, thence North
West 80 chalns, thence
:thenc:‘ East 80 chains to

EREBY GIVEN that,- 30
I Intend to apply to the
imissionier -of - Lands - and
| license t0 cut and carry
the following. described
Read Island, Sayward
ing at a stake near the
bad “Island, oppo€ite Ren-
hénce West 40 chains,
chatns, thence Tast 40
' Drew Pass, thence along
s commencement..
«C., ‘August 27, 1906.
NEWMAN

WMAN, ;
r E. W. Wylle, Agent,

EREBY ' GIVEN
te, I intend to apply to
ssloner #f ‘Lands ™ and
of the foreshore on the
Island; 1

Mal
July 8, -1906.
s ‘ 8. ARKLEY.
&y glvép fhat, 60 days
fnd to apply to the Hon,
r of Lands and Works
‘ purchase the following
‘Commencing: at a post
s N.W. Corner,” .placed
leorner of Lot 336, Bear
al, themce South 40
ast .. 20 chains, thenee
.thence. West 20 chains
elncement. belng' in .all

r less,

June 26, 1906,

. PIGOTT,

T Agent, Wm. Pigott.

that,

IREBY GIVEN that, sixty
intend to apply to the
r of . Lands aend ‘Works
féreshore opposite lot
t sl

ct.
September 1, 1906:
THOMAS ‘HORNE,

Dy glven that, 60 days
hd to apply to the Hon.
r “of Lands and Works
‘purchase the tonowln%

pos’

~20 chalns, °
enge South 20 chains to
pencement; being in all
less. - < -
June. 26, 1906.
F

5 Agenf, Wm. Pigott.

DBY GIVEN that, sixty
intend to make app'i-
rable the Chief Com-

and Works for per-
half mile of the fore-
£ side of DISCOVERY
BLANDS, as staked by
id at each end of sald-
8 - purposes. . . - .. -7
July 17, 1908. .- .
GEO. H. DUNCAN.

PREBY GIVEN that,
te, I intend to make
Honorable the Chief
nds and ‘Works, .
to ' lease one Ralf
e fronting Sectloas 49
i District; Bection 11,
, and Section 46, Vic-
fishing" Ezmseq_ as
the groun Pt

| GEO. H. DUNCAN.

REBY ' @GIVEN that,
r date, we Intend ‘to
{ef- Commissioner of
. & lease of the fol-
foreshore and  tidal
1 water rights  for
[post_set at high water
‘;.Lf Royal Bay, Straits
" about - ome-half mile
d, thence ruhning In
along .the shore one
more. or. less, to an-

opposite on T,
i mapozmﬁ? sea-
IA CANNING CO.;

& Brodle, ts.
C. Mess, Manager.

- Chief (omissioner of
a ledse o?‘t_he fo’-
shore and tide lands
rights for fishing pur-

Y g
pst set alongside that
agent . H.. B.
" water mark ~on' the
opposite Section five
t, thence running in
. along the shore one-
and-exténding sea-

1A  CANNING  CO.,
die, - Agents.
c?t&deu,v u‘:;uet.
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(Continued from Last Sunday.)

l I ER eyes traveled first to us, in

Mayenne, ' &itting ~ over

duke. - . ;
“I.am come, mon!eur, to’ fetch you

to supper.” -

“Pardieu, Lorance!” Mayenne ex-
claimed, “you show me a different face
from that of dinner-time.” Indeed, so
she did, for her eyes were shining with
excitement, while the color that M.
Etienne had kissed: into them
flushed her cheeks.

“ 1 do,” she made quick answer,
“it is because, tie more I think on it,
the surer I grow that my loving cousin
will not break my heart.” 4

“I want a word with you, Lorance,”
Mayenne said quietly. <« %

“As many a8 you like, monsfeur,” she
replied promptly. “But will you not
send these creatures from the room
first?” gl ;

“Do you include your cousin Paul'in
that térm?” ° ;

“I meant these jewelers. But since
you suggest it, perhaps it would be as
well for Paul to go.” :

“You hear your orders, Paul.” y

“Aye, I hear and I disabey,” Lucas
retorted.  “Mademoiscile, I take too
much joy in your presence to be will-
ing to leave it.” 3 s :

‘M‘onsieur,” she saild to the duke, ig-
noring her cousin Paul with a coolness
‘that must have maddened him, “will
vou not dfsmijss .your tradespeople?
Then we can talk comfortably.” :

“Aye,” .answered Mayenne, “I will
I am more gallant than Paul. If you
command it, out.they go, though I have
not half time to look their wares over.

Here, master jeweler,” he addressed
M. Etienne, slipping easily into Italian,
pack up your wares and depart. g

M. Etienne, bursting. into rapid
thagks to his Highness for his conde-
scension in noticing the dirt of the way,
set about packing. Mayenne turned to
his lovely. cousin. - :

“Now for my word to you, mademoi-
selle. You wept so last night, it was
impossible to discuss the subject prop-
perly. But now .I rejoice to see you
more tranquil. Here is the beginning
and the middle and the end of the mat-.
ter: your marriage is my affair, and I
shall do as I like about 4t.” ~ - - |

She searched his face; before his
steady look her color slowly died: M.
Etienne, whether by accident or de-
sign, knocked his tray of jewels off the
table. Murmuring profuse apologies,
he dropped -on, his knees to grope for
them. Nefither:of the men’heeded himi,
but kept thelr eyes steadily - on the lady.

"Msﬂemolsélle,"huayenm delibertat!&
ly went on, ‘T | }..peen  gver-fon
with you: H;lrf :;gig my own in-
terests instead 3 ..to your
whims, you had been a wife these two
vears. I have indulged you, mademoi-
selle;, because you were my ally Mont-
luc’s daughter, because you came to me
a lonely orphan, because you were my
little cousin whose baby mouth I kiss-
ed. I have let you cavil at this suitor
and that, pout that one was too tall
and one too short, and a third too bold’
and a fourth not bold enough. I have
been pleased to let.you cajole me.- But
now, mademaiselle, I am at the end of
my patience.” . ’

“Mongieur,” she cried, “I never meant
to abuse your kindness, You let
cajole you, as you say, eise I could not
have done it.- You treated my whims
as a jest. ¥ou let me. air them. But
when you frowned, I have put them by.
I have always done your will.”

“Then do it mow, mademoiselle. Be
faithiful to me and to your birth, Cease
sighing for the enemy of our house.”

“Monsieur,” she said, “when you first
brought him to me, -he was not the
enemy of our house. When he came
here after day, season after season,
he wa$ not our enemy. When I:wrote
that letter, at Paul’s dictation, I did
not know he was’our enemy.  You told

me that night that I was not for him.|1la

I promised you obedience.’ = .Did he
come here to me and implore me to
wed with him, I Wweould send him away.”
Mayenne little imaginéd how truly
she spoke; but he could not look in her
eyes and doubt her honesty. - ;
“You are a good child, Lorance,” he
said. “I could- wish your lovers as
docile.” * : ‘ SRR
“He will not come 'here again,” she
cried. " “He knows I am not for him.
He gives it up, monsieur — he takes
himself out of Paris. I promise you it
is over. He gives me up.” b :
“I have not his promise for that,”
Mayenne said dryly; “but the next
time he comes after you, hé may settle
with your husband.” RHBA
She uttered a little gasp,. but scarce
of ‘surprise—almost of relef ‘the.
blow: so long expected, had at last been
ealt.” e R R el O N RS I
“You will marry me, monsieur?” she
murmured. “To M. de Brie?” = = -
“You are shrewd, mademoiselle. You
know that it will be a good three
months. before. Francois de Brie can-
stand up to be wed. You say. to your- |
self that much may happen in three
months.  So it may. Therefore will
your bridegroom be at hand tomorrow
morning.” 3 e St S i
She made no rejoinder, but her eyes
Wide like a hunted animals, moved
fearsomely, loathingly, to Lucas. May-
enne uttered, an. abrupt laugh. .
No; Paul is not the happy. man.
Bgsxdes bungling the St. Quentin af-
fair, he has seen fit to make free with
my name in‘an enterprise of his own.
Therefore, Paul, you will dance at Lor-
ance’s wedding a bachelor. . Mademoi~
selle, you in the morning. Senor
el Conde del Rondelar y
his Majesty King Philip's court. After
dinner you will depart with your hus-
band for Spain” ; :
hand on

Lucas sprang forward,
Sword, face ablaze with furious protest.
Mayenne, heeding him mo more than ff
he had not been there, rose and went to
Mlle de Montiue. 7 4

.Have. I your obedience, cousin?”.

You know it, monsfenr.” -

She was curtesying to him when he
:glgee‘? her in his arms, kissing both her

‘You are as good as you aye lovely,
and that says mueh, ma mie. - We will
talk a Jittle more:about this after sup-
Per.  Permit m mademoiselle.” =
. He took her hand ‘and led her in a
Clsurely fashion.out of the room.

It wondered* me' that Lucas had not
killed him. He looked murder.
had the quke disclosed by so much as
2 quivering eyelid & consclousness of

anxiety; then with relief to
v the
jewels; last, to Lucas, with satrtlement.
She advanced ‘without hesitation to the

still

street’ at ‘the bae

1 - XXVIL *
B . The Countersign.

of | me,
‘stopping his mouth.

for “our pains.

Lucas’ rage, of danger to himself, Lu-
cas had' struck him down. '’ But'he
walked straight past, clad in his com-
posure as in armor, and Lucas made no
move. I think fo stab was the impulse
of a moment, gone in a moment, . In-
stantly he was glad he had:not killed
the Duke of Mayenne, to be cut him-
self into dice by the guard. After the
duke was gone, Lucas stogd still a long
time, nq, ' less furious, but cogitating
deeply. ; ¢
. Waq had gathered up our jewels and
lockred our box, and stood holding it
bexween us, ‘waiting our chance to de-
t. We might have gone a dozen
mes during the talking, for none
‘marked us; but M. Etienné, despite"my
tuggings, refused to budge so long as
mademoiselle was in the room. -Now
was he ready enough to go, but hesi-
tated to see. if Lucas would not leave
first. That -worthy, however, showed
no ‘intention of stirring, but remained
in his pose, biried in thought, unaware
of our presence. To get out, we had to
walk round one end or the other of the
|'table, passing either before or behind

carelessly before his face, but I pulic

he gave way to me. I think now. that
had we passed in front of him, Lucas
would have let us go by without a
look. As it was, hearing steps at his
back, he wheeled about to confront’us.
If the eye of love ‘is quick, so is tHe
eye of hate. He cried out ‘instantly:
“Mar!” #
. We dropped the box, and sprang at
him. 'But he was too quick for us. He
leaped back, whipping out his sword.
“I have you now, Mar!” he cried. °*
M. Etienne grabbed up the heavy box
in both hands to brain him. Lucas
retreated. He might run through M.
Etienne, but only at the risk of having
his head split. After all, it suited .his
book as well to taKe us alive.” Shout-
ing for the guards, he retreated toward
the door,. o :
‘But I was there before him. As he
ran at M. Etienne, I had dashed by,
slammed the door shut, and bolted it.
If we were caught we would make a
fight for it. I snatched up a stool for
a ‘'weapon. :
He halied. Then he darted over to

béll-rope hanging near. We heard
through the :closed door .two loud peals
somewhere in.the corridor.

- 'We both ran for him. Even as he
pulled the repe, M. Etienne struck the
box .over’ his' sword, snapping it. I
droppéd my stool, as he his box; and
we pinned Lucas in our arms. -

! “The oratory!” 1 gasped.’ - With a
strength ‘born of our desperation, “we
dragged him  kicking . and, cursing
‘across the room, heaved him with all
| our force: into the oratory, and -bolted
the door. on him. “Your wig!”. cried
M. Etienne, running to recover his box.

with clumsy fingers to-put it on prop-
erly, he set on its legs the stool I had
flung down, threw the pieces of Lucas’
sword into the firéplace, seized his box,
dashed to me and set my wig straight,
{dashed-to the outer doer and ~opened
it just-as Pierre camer up the corridor:
“Well, what do you want?” the lac-
key demanded.” “You ringias if it was
& question of life and desth.” Nt
-“I want to be shown out, if the mes-
ser will. be so kind. . Hi Highness the
duke, when he went to.supper, left me
here to put up my wares, but I know
not the way to the door.’

It was after sunset, and the room,
back from the wingdows, was dusky.
The lacky seemed not to mark our
flushed and rumpled looks, and to be
quite satisfied with M. Etienne’s expla-
nation, when of a’sudden Lucas, who
had been stunned for the moment by
the violent meeting of his head and the
tiles; began to pound and kick on the
oratory déor. )

He was shouting as well. But the
door closed with absdlutestightness: it
had not even a keyhole. - His® cries
came to us muffied and inarticulate.
“Corpo di Bacco!” M. Etiénne ex-
claimed, with a face of childlike sur-
prise. ‘“Some one is in a fine hurry
to entér! Do you not let him in, b::
Master of the Househbld?” - :
‘I' wonder who he’s got there now.’
Pierre muttered to himself in Frenech,
staring in puzzled wise at the door.,
Th'";: he answered M. Etienne with-a
ugh: % BT e
“No, my mnocent; I do mot let him
in. . It might cost me my neck to ope -
that door. Come along now. I must
see you out and get back to my trench-
ers.” L :

‘We met not a soul on' the stairs,
every one, served or servants, being in
the supper-room. We passed the sén-
try without question, and round the
corner without hindrance. M. Etienne
::Qpped to heave a sigh of thangsgiv-

g.
“I thought we were done for that
time!” he panted. “Mordieu! ' another
scored off Lucas! -Come, let us make
good time now! T’were wise to be in-
side our gates when he gets out of that
closet.” . 3 : 2\
- We made good .time, ever listening.
for the haro after us. But we heard
it not.” We came unmolested up the
st g kof the Hotel St
Quentin, on our way to ‘the ‘postern:
Monsieur took the key out of his
doublet, Baying as we walked around
the corner tower: ¢

“Well, .it appears we are -safe at
home.” ' :
“Yes, M. Etienne.”, ;
:Bven as I utte the words, three
men from the'shadéw of the wall sprang
‘out-and seized.us.' S
‘* “This is he!” one cried. “M. le Comte
de Mar, I have the pleasure of tak-
ing you to the B‘anme." y v

Instantly. two more men came run--
ning from the postern arch. The five
were upon us like l?lxll aval:;:che. ,0:3

ni y ~while another.
i Wb"gold M. Etienne,: a third
“Prettily dofie,” quoth the . leader.
“Not a squeal! Morbleu! I wasn't
anxious to have old Vigo out disputing
my rights.” : 1ot e
'M: Etienne’'s wrists were neatly
trussed by this time. At a word from
the leader, our captors’turned us about
and marched us up the lane by Mir-
abeau’s garden, where Bernet's blood
lay rusty on the stones. 'We offered no
resistance ;wh‘%er;l uvivve' :)‘;voot;lg o:‘uyt-—

ve  been prodded w! a rd-poin

h‘, : rj’mddeh wtt:'a. d" bite u:'a
thickening twilight, the familiar uni-
form of the burgher guard; M. de Be-
1in, having bagged the wrong bird once,
‘had now caught the right one.

The captain bade one of the fellows
go call the others 'off; I ‘could guess
that the job had been done thorough-

him. M. le Comte was for. marching|

80 violently in the other direction that|

the chimney, and pulled violently the|’

"While T-pieked it ‘up and endeavored |

‘me at length, and in I dashed, clam-

that I had not suspécted the danger.
‘The truth “was, both of us had our
heads so full of mademoiselle, of May-
.enne, and of Lucas, that we. had for-
Botten the governor and his preposter-
ous ‘warrant. o :

They led us into the Rue de I'Evecr
where was waiting the same - black
cogjch ‘that had stood before the Oie
@’'Or, ‘the same Louls on the box.- Its
lamps ‘were lighted; by their glimmer
-out captors for the first. time saw us
Tairly. . :

“Why captain,” cried the man at M.
Etlenne’s. elbow, “this 'is’ no Comte de
Mar! ' The Comte de Mar' is fair-
haired; - I've seen him scores of times.”

“The Comte de Mar answers to the
name of Ktienne, and so does this fel-
low,”" the captdin answered. He took
the candle from one of the lamps and
held it in M. Etienne’s face, Then he
put out a sudden hand, and pulled the
wig off. - :

#Good for you, captain!” cried the
men. We weré indeed unfortuhate to
encounter an officer, with brafns.
~ “We'll . take your:gag off too, M. ‘}'e
%(;;n.t,e. in the coach,” the captain told

“Will you bring the lass along, Cap-
tain?”, .

“Not exactly,” the:leader laughed.
“A fine prison it would be, could a fel-
on have his bonnibel at his sidé. No,
Tl  teave the maid; but she neednit
give the alarm yet. ‘Do you stay
awhile with her, I’Ktrange; you'll: not
mind the job. Keep hera quarter of an
hour, and then let her go her ways.”

They  bundléd “my lord into the
coach, box and'all, the captain and'two
men: with him. : The fourth clambered
up beside Louls as he cracked his whip
gnd rs.ttleq'smartly. down the street.
"My -guardian stole a loving arm
around ' my = waist and marched - me

‘standing in the Rue de I'Eveque. - They
left -2 man ‘guardihg me, but I broke
away.” it e
“It can’t be done,” Vigo said. “They’ll
be out of the quarter by now. If I
could catch ‘them at all, it would be
close to the Bastile. No good in that;
no use fighting four regiments. What
the devil are ‘they arresting him for,
Felix? '1 understand Mayenne wants
his blood, but what has the city guard
to do with it = - .

remembered that we had not confided
to him the tale‘of the first arrest. I
went on to tell of the adventure of the
Trois Lanternes, and, reflecting that
he .might bettér know. just how the
of e'verﬂthln'g;tne fight before Ferou’s
house, the rescue, the rencounter in-the
tunnel, today’'s excursion, and all that
befell in the council-room. I woiind
up with ‘a second. full account of our
capture ‘under the _very walls of  the
house, o&r' g’ai-mt,fpg_ before we could
cry on th2 glards to save us.’ Vigo
be delivered himsélf: - =~

“Monsieur wouldn’t ‘have'a  patrol
about the house; He -wouldn't publish
to- the mob that he feared any danger
:whatever. Of course no one foresaw
this. - However; the arrest is the best
thing could have happened.” 3

“Vigo!” 1 "gaspéd dn horror. Was
Vigo turned traitor? The solid earth
reeled beneath ‘my feet. 3

““He’d never rest till he got himself
killed,"” " Vigo - went. on. “Monsieur’s
hot enough, but M. Etienne’s mad to
bind. If they hadn’t caught him to-
night -he’d have: been in some worse
pickle tomorrow;* while, as it is, he’s
safe from swords at least.”.

“"“But they can murder ‘as well in the

“It's Lucas’ game,” I said. Then .I|.

time; at length

not - likely to ‘let Him go 'long unde-
voured. At best, if M. Btifenhe's life
were safe, yet was he helpless, ‘while
tomorrow our: mademolselle: was «to
marry. VIgo seemed to think that a
blessing, but I was night to' weeping
into ‘mysoup.  The one ray. of light
was that she was not to marry Lucas.
That was something. Still, when ‘M.
Etienne came out 6f prison, if ever he
did—=TI could scarce bring myself to be-~
Heéve .it—he would find his: dear van-
ished over the rocky Pyrenees. ;
Vigo - would ' not ' even' let me 'start
when 1 was ready. Since we were #00
late to find the gates open, we must
wait till ten of the clock, at which hour
the St. Denis gate- would ‘be in the

land lay with us, I made & clean breast4 hands of a certain Brissac, who would

pass us with a wink at the word St.
Quentin, : R

‘I was wroth with Vigo that 1 would
fot stay with him, but went up-stairs
into M. Etienné&’s silent chamber, and
flung' myself down on the ‘window-
bench 'his' "head ‘might never touch
again, and wondered how he was faring
in prison.. 1 jished I were there with
him. - I cared not'much what the place
was, so Igng as we were together. I
had ‘- gone ‘down  'the mouth :.of
bhell smiling, 80 be it-I went at his
heels. Mayhap if- I had  struggled
harder with my captors, shown niy sex
kearlier, they had takén me too. Heart-
ily I wished they had; I trow I am the
only wight ever did wish himself va-
hind- the bars. 'And promptly I re-
pented me, for if Vigo had proved but
a broken reed, ' there was  Monsieur.
Monsteur ‘was not. likely to. sit smug
'and declare prison.the best place for
his son. .. . . g 1

The slow twilight faded alsogether,
and'the dark eame. - The city was very
still.
sound of bell was borne over: the roofs,

HE LEANED AGAINST THE WALL HELPLESS WITH LAUGHING,

. 3

SHOUTING . TO HIS . COMRADES.

down. the quiet lane between the gar-
den ‘walls. -He was clutching my right
wrist, but my left hand was free, and
T fumbled. at*fy gag. In the middle of
the deserted lane he halted.’ ;

‘ “Now, my beauty, if you'll be good
T'll take that stopper off. But if you
make a Scream, by Heaven, it'll be your
Taggt et ; :
‘I shook my head and squeezed his
hand imploringly, while he, holding me
tight in one sinewy arm, plucked left-
handedly‘at' the knot. I ‘waited, meek
as Griselda, till the gag was off, and
then I let him havesit. | Volleying curs-
es, I hammered him square :in the eye.
It was a mad course, for he was arm-
ed, 1'not’ But instead of stabbing, hé
dropped me like a hot coal, gasping in
the blank@st consternation: et s
“Thousand -devils! 1Tt's a‘'boy!” .
A cecond later, when he ' recollected
himself, I was tearing down the  lane,
I am a good runner, and then, any-
one can. run well when he runs for his
life. Despite ‘the wretehed kirtle 'try-
ing my legs, 1 gained on him, and
when 1 'had reached the corner of our
house, he dropped the  pursuit and
made. off {in the darkness. I-ran full
tilt round to. the great gate, bellowing
for. the sentry io open. He .came at
once, with a dripping torch, to burst
into roars of laughter at the sight of
me. My wig was.éomewhere in the
lane behind me; he knew me perfectly
in my silly toggery. He Teaned against
the wall, helpless with laughing, shout-
ing feebly to-his comrades to come and
share the jest. I, you may well imag-
ine, saw. mothing funny about it, but
kicked and shook the grilles in ~my
rage and impatience. . He did open to

oring for:Vige. He had appeared in
the court by this, as alSo hdlf a dozen
of the'guard, who surreunded me with
shouts: of astonished mockery; but’ I,
little heeding, cried to the equerry:

“Vigo, M le Comte 18 arrested! He's
in the Bastille!” .
Vigo grasped my arm, and lifted

rather ‘than led me in at the guard-
room door, slamming it In the soldjers’
faces, : , - y ’

“Now;- Fellx."” .. SR :
“M. Etienne!” I gasped—“M. Etienne
is arrested! They were lying in wait
for him at the back of the house, by
the tower. They've taken him off in a
coach to the Bastille.”
“Who have?’ i €l
“The governor's guard. ‘Youll sad-
dle and pursue? You'll rescue him?”
“How lorig ago?”

ly, every approach to the house guard-
ed.

i

I gnashed my teeth over the gag,

‘About;ten minutes. The coach was

Bastille as elsewhere!” I cried.:
Vigo shook his head. . . 2
“No; -had they meant murder, they’d

have settled him 'here in the .ailey.

Since they lugged him off unhurt, they

don’t mean it. I..know: not what the

devil they.are up to, but it" isn’t that.”
“It was Lucas' .game in_the first
place,” ‘I repeated: ' “He’s too - prudent

to come out in the open and fight M.

Etienne.  He _ neyer strikes with his

own- hand; ‘his way is‘to make some

one else strike for -him. So he gets M.

Etienne into the Bastile.. That's the

first step. - I suppose he thinks May-

ene will attend io the secon i’ .
“Mayenne: dares not take “te boy's

life,” Vigo -answered. “He conld Have

killed him, an-he.chose, inithe st.sets,
and nobody the..wiser. But now that
monsieur's taken)publicly to the Bas-
tile, Mayenne dares not kill him there
by foul play or.by law—the .Duke of

St. Quentin son.. Noj; all Mayenne eans

do is to confine him at his trleasure.

Whence presently we will plick him

out at King Henry’s good pleastire.”
“And meantime is he to rot hehind

bars?” p
“Unless Monsieur can get him out.

But then,”” Vigo went ‘on, *“ a mecnth or

two in a cell won't be a bad thing for

him, neither. = His head will have a

chance to cool. After a dose gf May-

enne’s purge he may .recovsr of kis
fever for Mayenne’s ward.”

' “Monsieur:  Teu will’ send 15 Mon-

steur?” ! DB " !
“Of course. 'You will go." And Gilles

with yowr to k230 you out of mis-hisf.’
“When? Now? 48 1
T “No,” said Vigo. “¥You will: go clothé
yourself in breeches' first, ¢lse are you
not - likely- to - arrive’ anywhere but at
the ‘mad-house. And then eat your
supper. It's-a long road to St. Denis.”
1.ran at -once, through a  fusilade
of jeérs from soldiers, grooms, - and
house-men, across the court,- through
the hall, and up the stairs to cel's
chamber. Never was I gladdor of any-
thing - in my life than to doff those
swaddling petticoats.. Two minutes,
and I was a man-again. I found it in
my heart to pity the poor things who
must. wear the trappings their lives
long. f Gt i d oS
But for all my joy .in fny freedom,

I choked over my supper and.pushed

it away half tasted, in misery over M.

Etienne. Vigo might say, comfortably

that Mayenne dared mot.kill him, but

I thought 'there were few things that

gentleman dared not do. Then there

or infreqitent vofces and” footsteps
sounded in the street beyond our. gate.
The men in the court under my win-

themselves ' without mueh raillery or
laughter; I knew .they discussed the
unhappy 'plight 'of the heir of St.
Quentin. ' The chimes had rung some
time ago the haif-hour after nine, and
I was fidgeting to be off, but huffed as
I was ‘with him, 1 could not lower my-
self to go 'ask Vigo's leave to ‘start.
He might come ‘after me when he
wanted me. LRt U TR
“Felix! = Felix!” - Marcel shouted
down the.corridor. ' I sprang yp; theén,
remembering ‘my dignity, moved  -mo
further, but. bade him: come\ in. to me.
“Where ‘are; you ' mooning in . the
dark?” he ~demanded; stumbling- over
the threshhold. “Oh, there: you are.
Dame! you'd ¢ome down-stairs mighty
quick if you knéw what was there for
you?’ ! 3 - i 7 ha
“What?”I cried, divided Betiveen the
wild ‘hope' that it was Monsieur and
the wilder one that it was M- Efienne.
“Don’t you wish -Fd" tell . you. ! It's
the prettiest lass I've seen in a month
of Sundays—you  ‘In'your ' petticoats
don't come near her.”’ 2
“For me?” I stuttered. . . - .
‘Aye;..she asked for M. le Duc, and
when he wasni't here, foriyou, .I.sup-

.I supposed,so, indeed; 'I" supposed .it
was the owner of my borrowed plumage
come-to’ claim ‘her .0Wn; angry perhaps
because I had not returned. it.to her.
I wondered whether she would scratch
my eyes out because I had lost the cap
_v;het}:x&r I ﬁoglg Iggd it if I .went to
look with a light. 'None too -eagerl
descended to her. 4 oAl

She was standing against:the wall in
the ‘archway, - Two or three of the
guardsmen were about her, one with a
flambeau, by which, they' were ‘all sur-
veying her. She wore  the coif and
blouse, the black bodice and . short
striped  skirt, .of/ the country peasant
girl; and, liKe a country girl, she show-
ed a face flushed and downeast under
the soldiers’ bold serutiny. She look-

was. Mlle, de Mongine! . - . 3
I dasl;::impu{; &e it:rch bearer, near-
ly . upsetting. L, in .my 'haste, - and
snatched her hand. o
“Mademoiselle!  Come fnto . the
house!"l,t..h,e'd, TR el S R ;
She clutehed me with fingers as.cold
as marble, ywhich’trembled on mine.
“Where is M. de St. Quentin?*

was Luecas to be reckoned with. Ha
had caught his fly in the web; he was

“At St. Denis,” " - -
“You must take me there tonight.”

Once in & while a shout or a

“I was going;” 1 stammered, bgwllL
dered; “but you, mademoiselle—' S
“You knew of M, de Mar's arrest?'
II'A e'n < i 4
'.'Wyhat coil'is this, Felix?” demand-
éd Vigo, coming up. He took the
torch from his man, and held it in
mademoiselle's - face, where!;ﬁ:no v:nn‘
amazing change came over i
He lowered the light; shielding it with-
his hand, as if it were an impertinent
eye.
“You are Vigo,” she said at once.
“Yes; and I know mnot what noble
lady mademofselie can be, save-—wn,}
it please her to come into the house?”
He led the way with his torch, not
suffering himself to look at her again.
He had his foot' on the staircase, when
she called to him, as if she had been
accustomed to 'addressing him all her
lite: :
“Vigo ,4his will do. I will speak -to
you here.”’ b . 5
“As mademoiselle wishes. I thought
the salon fitteri” My cabinet here -will
be’ quieter than ' the hal, mademoi-
selle.” S :
" He opened the door; a;nd she entered.
He pushéd me in next,” giving me the
torch and saying:. A

“Ask mademoiselle, Felix, whether
she wants me.” He amazed me — he
who always ordered.
7 “T” want you, ' Vigo,” ~mademoiselle
answered him herseif. “I want.yow to
send two men with me to St. Denis.”

“Tomorrow 7’ ;

“NO; tonight.” "~ .

“But mademoiselle cannot go to St.
Denis.” S ¢

“I can, and I must.” ;

“They will not let a }‘mrs,e-party
through the gate at nlght,’ Vigo be-
gan. - i

“We will go_on foot.” ~

“Mademoiselle,” Vigo answered, as
if she had propdsed flying to the moon,
“you cannot walk to St. Denis.”

“l must,” she cried. . :

I had. put the flambeau in, a, socket
on the wall. Now:that the light shone
on her steadlly, I saw for the first

from her presence here, how: rent with

h gleaming eyes and stormy breast.

looked at her, puzzled, troubled, pity-
her rich voice going up a key:

1 was locked in my chamber. T chang-

time, - though I ‘might have known it
enjotion  she was, white to the lips,
wit

She had spoken low and quietly, but it
was a main-force composure, liable to
snap Hke glass. I thought her on the
very .verge: of passionate. tears. Vigo

ing, ;.as on some m‘tntt:ll‘ma% dcre]a-

B sout to him™suddenly, :
bar Fich wiltd b e 8 ‘| to us, near enough to ecome up at need.
“You need not say. ‘cannot’ to me,
‘| Vigo! .You know not how I came here.

Vigo bade us wait. I stood on the
house-steps with mademoiselle, while
he took aside Squinting Charlot for a
Iow-voiced, emphatic interview.

“Must be wait?” mademolselle urged
me, quivering like an arrow. on the
bow-string. “They may discover I am
gone. Need we walt?”

“Aye,” I answered; “if Vigo bids us.
He knows.” |

Wé waited then. Vigo 'disappeared
presently. Mademoiselle and I stood
patient, with, oh!. what .impatience in
our hearts, wondering how he could
80 hinder us.. Not till. he came back
did it dawn on me for what we had
stayed. He was dressed as an under-
g8room, not a tag of St. Quentin colors
fon him. ;
“I beg a thousand pardons, made-
moiselle. 1°had to give my lieutenant
his orders. Now, if you will give the
word, we go.” [ ey

Do you go, M. Vigo?” She breath-
ed deep. It was easy to see she look-
ed upon him as a regiment.

“Of course,” Vigo answered, as if
there could be no other way.

I said in pure deviltry, to try to ruf-
fle him: - o T E g

“Vigo, you said you were Jere to
guard Monsjeur’s interests—his house,
his goods, his anoneys. Do you desert
your ‘trust 2

Mademoiselle turned quickly to hims:

“Vigo, you must not let me take from
your rightful post. Felix and your
man here 'will care for me—"

“The boy talks silliness, mademoi-
selle,”  Vigo ' returped  tranquilly.
“Mademoiselle’ is’ worth a dozen hotels.
I go with her” .

He walked beside her across the
court, I folloaving with Gilles, laugh-
ing to myself. “Only yesterday had Vi-
go declared that nevér would he give
aid and comfort to Mille. de Montluc.
It was no marvel she had conquered
M. Etienne, for he must needs have
been in love with: some omne; but in
bringing’ Vigo to her feet she had won
a triumph indeed. : :

We hdd to go out by the great gate,
because the key of the postern was in
the Bastille.: Butas if by magic every
guardsman and hanger-about had dis-
appeared—there was not one to stare
at-the lady; though when we had pass-
ed some one locked the gates behind
us. Vigo called me up to mademoi-
selle’s left. ‘Gilles: was to loiter be-
hind, far enough to seem not'to belong

Thus, at a good pace, mademoiselle
stepping out as brave as:any of us,
we set out ameross the city for the Porte
St.- Dents; o4 RS y

ed clothes. with my Nerman maid.
There was a sentry at each end of the|:
street. I slid 'down a rope of my bed-
clothes; it was dark-—they did not see
me. I knocked at Ferou's door—thank
the saints, it opuened to me quickly:
I told M. Ferou——God forgive mé!—
I' had' business for the duke at 'the
other end of thé tunnel. He took me

through and I' came here’’

little smile!”” “And my hands on ‘the
ropes!” " She turned ‘them over; .the
skin was ' torn ‘eruelly’ from  her: deli-
cate palms and the. inside of her fing-

Scarce ‘met”
Wwe reached’ the neighborhood - of th.
markets, the stree! 5 v

behind the equery’s' broad

Our ‘quarter was very qufét: we

‘soul. But afterwards, as
ets grew livelfer. Now

were we”gladder ‘than ever of Vigo's
 escort; for whenever we approached ‘g
band of roysterers or of gentlemen with

ts, mademoiselle sheltered herself

back; hid-

“But, mademoiselle, the bats!” ¥ don ne Deiun's lwar. Sate it s o
erfeg. o 0 X = lant M. der ywer. Once 8
" ‘“Yes, the bats,” she returned, with a pink ﬁ&d}:‘dwl?lﬂﬁ“f!- he who in

T

enne's «salon, passed. closé

‘St. Denis?’.

what you:.can do.”
- As

‘her t rness. 3

light.

Hepal?? .} W5y ;

: She:flushed under my words, .

¥ u knew M. de Mar was arrested?”
me than to Vigo, as if telling me she

dow were quiet . too, talking among

pose it's some friend- of M. Etienne's” i

' Mother of God!

ed up at. me as a rescuing angel, - It |

was telling M. Etienne. She spoke low
as if in pain. 4 :

back -to his cabinet and let out Paul
dé Lorraine.” , e
- #I'wish we had killed him,” T mutter-

- “M: de Mayenne sent for me then,”

never seen him so angry. - He was fu-
rious because M. de Mar had’ been be-
fore'his face and he had not known it.

He raged against me—I never knew he
.could be 86 angry. He said the Span-
ish ‘envoy was. too ‘good for - me; 1

should marry Paul de Lorraine tomor-
oW’ 5, ;

. “Mordieu, mademoiselle!” 9
. “That was not it. I had borne that!”
she cried. “Mayhap I deserved it. But
-while my lord thundered at mé, we
came that M: de Mar was takén. My
lord swore he should die.” He swore
nd man ever set-him at naught and
lived to boast of ‘it.” ' ' ' i £ e
&R A

".She swept-on unheeding: . .~ -
oG el fg g MOt L
murder' of Pontou—he should be tor-
tured to make him confess it.” »
- She dropped -down
table, shaking from head to foot as in
an ague. Vigo swore to himself, loud-
ly, violently; ‘If Mayenne do that, by
the throne of Heaven, I'll kill him!”"

+ She sprang to her feet, dry-eyed,
fierce as a young lioness. A :
“Is that all you can say? Mayenhe
may -torture him and be killed for 1£7”
* “1 shall send to the duke—” Vigo
began. ;

“Aye!- 1 shall go to the dtike! I can
say who killed. Pontou, I know much
besides to tell the king. I was May-

' enne’s cousin, but if he would save his

secrets- he must give up M. dé Mar.
I have been hjs obe-
diént child; I have let him do so with
me as he would. I sent my lover away.
I consented to the Spanish marriage.
But to this I will not submit.  He shall
not torture and kill Etienne de Mar!”
Vigo took her hand and kissed it.
“Shall 'we start, Vigo? - Once at St
Denis, 1 am hostage for his safety.
The king can teil Mayenné that if Mar
is tortured he will torture me! May-
enné may not tender me greatly, but
he will not relish his cousin’s break-
ing on the wheel.” i W
“Mayenne won't torture M. Etienne,”
Vigo said, patting her hand in both.of
his, forgetting she was a great lady, he
an eguerry. ‘‘Fear/not! you will save
him, mademoiselle,” :

“Let us go!” she cried feverfshly.
“Let ‘us go!” sy J
Gilles was in the court waiting, strip-
ped of his livery, dressed peaceably as
a porter, but with a mallet in his hand
that T should not like to recefve on my
crown. I thought we were ready, but

‘ers.; . Little threads of blood marked
the scores...Then .l came here,” she
repeated. “In all. my life I have never
. | béen in the streets alone—not -even- for
| one step at noonday. Now will you
I tell me, M. Vigo, that I cannot go to

« “Mademoiselle, it is yours to say
_for me, I dropped on my. knees
- l'and laid my lips to her fingers softly,
for fear even their pressure might hurt
" “Mademojselle!” I cried in pure de-
gt emoiselle, that you .are{Ne
“Ah, it is no little thing brought me.

W eassented; Bhe went on, more to

ed. -“We had no time or weapons.” .

she went on, wetting her lips. _“I have

He felt he had been made a mock of..

i

lown™ on - her knees, |
| hiding her face in her arms on the

touch her. .She heaved s sigh of re> -
lief when hé was by. For her own
'sake she had no fear;: the . midnight

.Streets, the open road to St. Denis, had
gg t'!ax;mvmer to d:;lnt hea:;a but the dr
OL' being recognized ‘turned back
rode ' her like a nlﬁ?tmb’re.' ; ig

¢ Close by the gate; Vigo -bade us

|- pause in the door of a shop. le he

‘went forward: to reconmnoiter, fore

‘Jlong he’ returned. - e wiEnd
~“Bad luck, mademoiselle. Brisscac’s”

notion. I den't know. the officer, bit
-gg&wrmei’tw's.»the worst of if.

¢ told me this was not ‘8t Quentin
ﬁl:?::.‘ \”Vgell;'we must %‘y the ' Porte

But mademoisélle demurred:

- “That will be out of our way, will -
it not, ? "It is a longer road from
the Porte Neuve to St. Denis?”
“Yes; but what to do? We must get
through the walls.” %
“Suppose we fare no hetter at the

4 ‘ ‘| Porte Neuve? If .yourBrissac is sus-
| “After supper M. de Mayenne went : e

 Dected, he'll not be on at night. Vigo,

Iﬂ»-*prmg"thgt We part company here.

They .will not know Gilles and" Felix

at the gate, will they?” i "

" “No,” Vigo said doubtfully; “but—
“Then

) ‘can we get through!” she
‘cried, “They will not stop us, such
| humble  folk! We are going to the

bedside of our dying motheér at St
Denis. ' Your name, Gilles?”
“Forestier, mademoiselle,” he  stam-.

. ‘Then are we all Forestiers—Gilles,
Felix, and Jearine. We can pass out,
Vigo; T am sure we can pass out: -~ 1I-
am loath to part with you, but I fear
to -go’ through the city to the' Porte

Neuve. My absence may be discoveréd
—I mfist place. myself withoht the
walls IR R il B

“Well, - mademoiselle ‘may try it
Vitopﬁ_ [VIG reluctant consent. “If Y&
are. re l,' we _can fall back on the
Porte Neuve. If you succeed— ' Lis-
ten to  me; you fellows. You
1ivei | mademoiselle info M
hands, or answer to me for it. any
one touches her little finger — well,
tﬂl!t me!:b iy i ” e ¢ s
“That’s - understood,” we answered;
saluting together. T i3]
'Mademoiselle need have no doubts
“Felix s M. 1é

‘of them,” Vigo said.

Comte's own henchman. And Gilles is
the best man-in the household, next'to
me, God speed you, my lady. I am
here, 'if they tumn you back.” .

“We went boldly round the corner and
up the street to the gate. The sentry
walking ‘his. beat ordered ‘us away
without so much.as looking at us. Then
Gilles, appointed our ‘Spokeésman, de-
manded to see the captain of the
watch. His errand was urgent.

‘But the sentry showed.no disposition
to budge. Had we a passport? No,
we:had no passport.. Then we could
80 :about our business. There was no
leaving Paris tonight for us. Call the
captain? No; he would do nothing’ of
the kind. Be off, then. ] !
But at this moment, hearing the al-
tercation, the officer himself came out |
of the guard-room in the tower, and
to him 'Gilles at once began his story.
Our mother at St. Denis had sent for
us to come to her dying bed. * He was
& street-porter; the messenger had had
trouble to find him. His young broth-
er and sister were in service, kept to
their ‘duties -till late. Our mother
might even now be yielding up the
ghost! ‘It was a  pitiful case, M. le
Captaine; might we not be permitted
to pass?: P 8.
The young officer appeared less in-
terested in this: moving tale- than in
the face of rhademoiselle, lighted up by
the flambeau on the tower wall.

(To be Continued.)’




