.i

L os—— =T

THE OMAIIA DAILY BER: SUNDAY,

SEPFTEMBER 25, 1898,

—————— ]

to Induce him to keep on playing. Flanly,
as we ure both ardent philntelisis, he took
ma home to ses his collection of siamps,
and while he wis showing me we both fall

T — — —
N willing 1o wager you a thousand francs that | suddenly nodded with a Jerk. She wWas| to do a thing well and swiftly he wae Iu‘ “I've got & fine example of the suppressed | Ilechenborg, 1 beat him only sufcleatiy
(:\mr‘ it you offer our host & milllon leuls for a asjoop \ﬂnw. Ha had beon challenged l;)- a ehila, Nevin 840" remarked Armand,
G !l' dozen similar bottles he will ba unable to Folllet arose, Armand, too, as saon an he found hlimaelt “No! Well, that's a treasure! Wil you
o= || produce them.” “It In well reanoned.” he sald, ‘Tbrnn‘h'r alone in the trafn, Kalt his brows show 1t me?
G 1 Saying 80, be rose, and tugged the bell- [ your acumen, mousiour, perhaps by this bour "Come, now,'” ho mald aloud, “supposa we “With pleasutre. My stamp book s in |
I rope. The old man came shambling \nlo the | tomorrow night we may have—" teath M. Folllet, the prefect of pollce, & len- | Clermont. #Home day during the week, it
i Toom, “Discovered their motive for leaving thelr | son ia modesty.* vou will pay me a visit,”

How

-u’l '-‘i .

THE LOST PROVINCES.

\’ansﬁart Came Back to France.

By Louis Tracy.

Iouia Tracy.)
AN
How Wilkhelm Recelved the News,

(Copyright, 1508, by
CHAFTER

At about the time whoen the news of
¢he abduction of Evelyn reached Paris, it
reached also the German corps at Mels,
The great men lald thelr heads together and
whispered and smiled. Bot there wns obe
man who heard nothiog of it—the Ewmpoeror
Wilbelm,

When he Ald hear, s
must, what would he say?
the question. And also this:
undertake to tell him?

What really happoned was this: Wilhelm
suddenly found himeell the oblect of the
steady persccution of all the men around
him who could by any means get at his
ear,

It began In this way:

About the same hour of the evening ns
that when the event happened at the {nn of
Vimes, but on the followlng night, Von
Gossler wan alone with Wilhelm, It was In
an apartment of the Hotel de Ville at Metz.
Wilhelm curled with one hand the upward-
tending are of his aggressive moustache,
while a finger of the other pointed to a
spot on the long, baige-covered table in the
room.

“You understand, then,”' he sald, "It s
here—here, ubout three miles east of Con-
flans, where the hills open. What the
American's plans may be—"'

Now was von CGosgler's chance,

“The truth i8, sire, that, at the moment,
If rumor bo corrcect, the American has no
plans.' .

Wilhelm glanced quickly up.

“What do you mean?"

“1 menn, slre, that something has hap-
pened to him which unfits him (o manage
any affalr which even a child might direcr.”

The general sought to read keenly the
face of the emperor. Wilhelm's eyes were
cast down and hidden. For ten seconds
there was silence.

“What something 7"

“His wife, slre—Nlly wife has been kid-
napped.*

The emperor knew and felt that the eyes
of the gonoral were riveted upon his face,
and felt, too, that from it every sign of color
bad faded., But he did not speak. The
clock ticked slxly seconds, and sixty more,
filling a perfect sllence, nnd during that sl-
lence the devila were busy in the room.

When Wilthelm rajsed his head he was
still very pale. He sald:

“You understand, then; it Is here—here
about three miles east of Conflans, where the
hills open—"*

“Yeu, glre,” returned von Gossler; ''that
Is quite plain. The idea arose in the
brain—-""

"What iden, sir?”

"“The {dea of kidnapping Mrs. Vansittart,
sire. 1t arose In the brain—""

“It has pothing to do with me, general.”
“It seems 1o moe o plece of superb strategy,
sire. The man who convelved it—"
“Deserves to be hanged, gir! However,
it was no one In the pay of Germauny, It
has nothing whatever to do with me.”

“Put, gire, I was golng to tell you, the
man in whose brain the scheme originated
Is, as a matter of fnoct—"'

““Not what he ought to be, Genernl voa
Gossler. I'ray let the subject drop. 1 de-
slra now 1o discuss with you the relative
{mportance of these two hills here’

The two heads went dogether over the map
In a long colloquy, After an hour Von
Gossler arose. In the very nct of his final
bow, he sald, a8 n man who bursts with
words and cannot be silent;

“I may whigper—in your majesty’s enrg—
that he is sald to be uttérly prostrated.”

“'He!' Who, general?™

“Mr, Vansittart."

“What about?"

“Woll, your majesty,
pearance of his wife."”

Now Wilhelm lost his temper,

"God In heaven, general!" he eried, can't
you let me alone with this man and his
wife? 1s it my fault if thls man's wife s
stolen, or hanged, or quartered, or the deuce
knows what? Where s your tact, wvour
penetration? Why should 1 be compelled
against my will— Confound you, man! Is
it my fault?"

Wilhelm stamped his foot. Von CQossler
cowered backward and was silent.  With
bowed head, he walked from the room.
At last ho understood Wilkeln; not fully,
for the man's nature was not cast in so
good 4 mold as that of his master. Yet,
dimly, he understood that here was a noble
soul In the throes of a struggle with a
huge temptation; and It was clear that the
soul had succumbed,

Al last, on the second day, the situation

. became intolerable and Wilhelm was com-
| pelled to acknowledge to himself the lnner
motive of his constant interruptions.

He was then, early in the morning,
riding down the Rue des Clercs towurd
thoe outworks in company with a bevy of
officers. The mass of horses came with a
slow clatter behind; he himself rode some-
what io sdvance, in company with a
Tollungs major.

Tho two had been discussing for somo
minutes Vansittart's devies of presenting
iofantry before artillery,

“It has only one element to recommend
it, sire,” the major had sald, “and that is
iis success."

“But we are engaged In a regular war,
major,” Wilhelm answered; “the tricks of
an upstart are one thing and the rules of
tactics are another. The upstart may suc-
ceed oncp, twice, thrice; but tactics will
tell in the end.”

“Ha is sald to be very low, sire.”

undoubtedly he
That bocama
Who should

nbout the disap-

Here was Wilhelm's sore point. Ho
Bushed,
“Who, &lr?' he asked, with averted
bead.

“Mr. Vanaittart, sire.”

Wilhelm did not reply, Thers was a
minute's silence, Then the Tellungs
major cleared his throat. He sald;

“We need have little fear, sire, of further
novelties procesding from that head.'

Would the man keep on repeating the

same thing in infinite iteration, Wilhelm
wondered.
“I care nothing about his head, major,”

said Wilhelm.

There was a4 pause; there was embarrass-
menl.

Then the major sald:

““No doubt you have heard, sipp—*'

Wilhelm had heard; Wilhelm
srougly (o hearing ngaln, He turned
sharply in bis saddle like & horse pricked
by & sudden spur, saying lowdly;

“Heard what, muajor*"

“That Mrs, Vansittart—""

“What about bher?"

“Hus beon—"'

“You lie, sir!" he shouted, all encrim-

objected |

somed with sudden rage, brandishing his
Mst. At otce he stopped his horse, turoed
round and pranced into the midst of the
bevy of oucomiog borses. Then he lifted
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hiz volce, and a torrent of Inveotives came
from Bim.

The ofMcers round hung thelr heads in
balf-bewlldered awe st this wholly unex-
pected outbreak. As Wilhelm once more
turned his horse’'s head and the procession
moved on the gullty major slunk quletly
behind,

Thus 4ld Wilhelm securely seal hls ears
agnainst the truth, Later in the day it be-
cama widely known that no whisper of the
facts was to be permitted to reach the
monareh. Wilhelm hnd crushed bis nest
of ants,

But In doing so he had definitely ad-
mitted to himeell that he had a motive for
this imposition of silenee, und that the mo-
tive was not & goud one.

CHAPTER XXIIL
The Quost,

M. Folllet, prefect of police, waa busily
eating n long-deferred meal In the {mme-
morial old inn at Vimes at § o'clock in tho
evening, when there reached him the sound
of wolees from the courtyard below, and
presently the landlord entered backward,
Bowing, ushering In two new guests. Folllet
starad, almost starting to his feet.

There was Armand, and there, bonnetted
and begloved, was Marie,

That morning Folliet had left Armand {n
Paris with no apparent intention of coming
hither. But now, with a sudden remem-
brance, he recollected Armand‘'s question
whether or no he, Folllet, would be found
at Vimes thet night; and he recalled the
fact that Armand had nsked It just after the
detective's expression of uncertainty as to
whether he would be nble to find Mra. Van-
sitturt,

“Well, I'm very glad to see you, sir”
Folliet, “and youn, madam," extending

sald

his hand. “This la very upnexpected, Are
you passing through?'*
“No, not exactly thal, monsgleur,” an-

ewereld  Armand. "“Paris Is getting In-
sufferably dull just now, So 1 thought T
would give you a shock. To he startling
e my vocation. I see that the village is

quite a charming bit of quaint antiguity,
Are the wines drinkable?”

“"So—=0."" sald Folllet, but
machines! 1 thought—"'

“0, qulte =0, monsieur. Those have
been attended to, 1 had plenty of time,
for that matter. 1 have left my instruc-
tions with the firm you mentloned, and the
things will, no doubt, be ready within the

about the

specified time. But—Mrs, Vansittart! Is
there any hope, monsieur, If one might
ask?"

Now that Folliet's laugh was over at the
whimelcal aoparition of the palr, he was
rather vexed at the Intrusion,

“Well, 1 suppose we must not despair,”
he cried dryly,

By this time Marie bhad taken off her
things. The landlord’s daughter entered
with a roast eapon, and a grimy bottle of

wine, Armand began to eat, and also to
drink.

“Here,” he eald, “Is to her speedy
rescus,” and dralned his glass twice In

Bucoession,

“But if you drink much wine,"” whispered
Marle, “how {8 M. Yolllet to find her
then?'*

The relatlon belween the amount Imbibed
by Armand and Folliet's powers of dis-
covery, though wvague, scemed quite clear
to Marle; Folliet, had he heard, would not
have been greatly flattered perhaps.

"I have been reading the Parls papers,
Folliet. Of course, they are full of nothing
but the story of the abduction, an much of

“SHE AFPPEARED TO BE WALKING
SLOWLY TO AND FRO.

It ns our host here could supply to re-
porters. And I have been making a theory
of the event,

“It Is not bad wine,” sald Folllet meekly,
“one has only te keep on drinking 1t, In
order to arrive at a stage of absolute self-
gatlsfaction.”

“Yea," he aald, it ts~—It In Argonne wine.
Monsieur, Mrs, Vansittart is at Argonne,”

“What do you mean, monsieur?"”

*“That in wine Is truth, monsieur—some-
times quite unexpected truth, as now. I
presume you are able to see some sort of
relation between the fact that this wine
I8 Argonne and the disappearance of Mrs,
Vanslttart?"

Folllet winked a Hitle—meditativoly—then
he lifted his head and looked round the
room. No, certalnly, here the chaln of
inference was too long for his ken: and he
had been able to see much I his time,
Ltoo.

“l do mot see any relation, monsieur,"
he sald simply,

“No," replled Armand, “perhaps it s
unfalr to expect that you should. The
faot 1w, 1 bellove, that T have a far more
lutimate knowledge of French wines than
you, monslour. Let me, however, tell you
two facts, and then, 1 think, you will be

“Monsleur,"” sald Armand carelesmsly, “this

is excellent beverage yon give me. I com-
pliment you."*
“I am pleased you like it, #ir,” eald the

old man, bawing

"80 well, monsleur, that 1 have determined
to offer you 400 franca per bhotile for six
bottles tomorrow when I contlnue my jour-
ney."

“Four hundred francs,”
man in a kind of glee.
“Four hundred francs.'”

echoed the old

“But, sir, 1 have only four botiles loft!"
“That Is a pity,'” sald Armand. “'Four
will by uselean to me.” He glanced at

Folllet.

“I am sure, sir, It I8 very unfortunate,
eald the old man, confused. ' You have one,
the gentleman oear you another—there are
but four left.*

“What! You gave monsieur a bottle, too,
without his asking for it? You are generous,
landlord.”

““How I should like to buy some! Pray
tell me, whom did you buy them from?"
The old man hesitated. Folllel's eyer, fixed
on his face, saw It pale a llttle, though, so
far, the detective knew not in the least
whither this dinlogue tended,

'"Ah, you are unwilling to tell me whom
you bought théem from." sald Armand. "It
18 a trade secret, perhaps. Yet 1 know.
L&t mo tell you. You bought them from ihe
two guests who drove away from your Inn
last night at 8 o'clock,”

The old man’s eves opened In gome alarm.
Suspiclon, he knew, had turned upon these
two as belng connected with the two who
had remalned behind, and had presumably
committed the outrage. The old man began
to percelve clearly that these were none
other than detectives from Paria before
whom he stood, What If he, too, were Im-
plleated, and his neck endangered? Ha
shufMed and stammered,

""No, monsleur,'” he sald. “'I swear—"
"o not swear," interrupted Armand, "fop
thero 1s no necessity; meroly assert. You
did not buy the wine, then? These gentle-
men gave it to you?"

“8ir, #ir, nelther the one nor the other,”
erled the landlord, resolying now to tell
the history of the six bottles of Argonne;
“yestern'en, near 6, there arrived at the lon-
yard four gentlemen: two of them in a car-
rosge and pair, and about ten minutes later
two others on foot. The first two didn't
know the second two—or didn't scem to,
But they all had dinner together in the par-
lor; and during the menl one of the carringe
two sent my duughter down to the carrlage
in the stables, telling her to look inside and
she would see a basket with ten bottles of
wine in tho squares, of which she was to
bring four—which she did, and all four
drank of It, friendly ke, though there was
hardly a word spoken among them. Well,
messieurs, about § or thereabouts, the cur-
riago two went off in their carringe, leaving
the others, and with them, of course, they
took thelr basket of bottles, I dldn't care
about thelr wine. 1 didn‘t want their wine.
But what was my surprise this morning on
going to the bottom of the garden to find
there the basket with the six bottles in it,
right enough, and the squares half choked
with mud and the rain which had fallen
during the night. There's all my fault,
messicurs—a poor man who finds a windfall
of wine, what would you have?"

“Why didn't you tell me all that before
when 1 was questioning you?" asked Fol-
llet.

“1 thought it of no moment, sir—a poor
man whoe finds a4 windfall of wine—where's
the harm?"

‘“No harm whatever,"” sald Armand, “on
the contrary, to find o basket of Argonne at
the bottom of one's gurden is the elghth
and greatest of the virtues. You may retire,
mounsieur.'

The old man bowed himself out.

“And am 1 to understand, sir,” sald Fol-
let, “that you divined, or deduced, this
tule which we have just heard from ob-
Bervations of your own?"

“Something of that sort,” replied Armand,
Thers s absolutely no mystery or magle
gbout the matter. You are perbaps not so
exquisitely famillar with the aspect of bot-
tles that have long laln in old cellars as I,
and there is the key to my present penes
tration. The flrst thing, of course, n con-
noisseur looks at on the presentation before
bim of his wine Is the grime-stains on the
outside, 1, looklug st this bottle tonight,
determined first of all that it had never,
even for a day, lain in a cellar at all. It
wWas grimy; yet, with absolute certalnty
I knew that here was not the grime of
the cellar. We now know that it was the
grime left by soll and rain water when
dried, and this, as a matter of fact, I Buesed.
I expected, on pourlng It out, to taste the
wretchedest, dregs; guess my delight  at
finding deliclous Argonne -Argonne thut had
never lain in a cellar—Argonne begrimed
with rain—Argonne, above all, whose bottle
bad npo label on it, and whose cork had
not been sealed with resin. 1 think now,
monsleur, that I need go no further. You
draw your own conclusiong.”

“Ido! I do!" cried Folliet with some ex-
citement. “Yet, let me hear yours., 1 know
quite well that they are worth heating,
M. Armand."

"The first conclusion at least'" sald
Armand, “was at once obvious; namely, that
the landlord had, from whatever source,
only just acquired the wine—It had never
been in his cellar, But the Parls papers
assert that he declares that for some days
he has had no visitors whatever except the
four wbo luterest us. 1 say the four, for
Mrs. Vansittart and the two men  who
carrled her off must have used some con-
veyance, and since none was hired in the
neighborhood, it can only be that the two
In the carrosse haviog gone awany, returned
and walted for ther confederates in the
dark at the bottom of the garden. You have
secd this garden, mounsiour, and | have not;
my conjfecturs Is that at the end of It runs
i path large enough to admit o carrosse, is
that so?™*

“It 18, monsieur. Pray go on.”

“Then In that path the carrosse walted,
We have therefore to do with four and not
two. And you see how It was Impossible
for me to doubt that, somehow, by means
of the four, our host had obtalned hils
Argonne,

“If you see a company of four people go-
log about with an Indefinite number af

cusually leaviog the rest of it behind at
the bottom of & garden as soon as it be-
comes Iocouvenlent to them, you may be
quite certaln that at least one of them (s n
denlzen of Argonne, who, having plenty of
Argoane habltually in  his posséssion,
brought with bhim for the pleasure of the
rest these odd unlabeled bottles."

Folllet's eyes were riveted on the young
man's face. He did not speak: he mur-
mured and nodded assent.

able to comprebend: first, that when I
entered this lon, I ordered our host, with
threats which he could sce I meant, to
place before me the very best wine In his
house; and, secondly, that, in epite of these
threats, I never for a moment supposed
that he would give me Argonne, Inusmuch
ns Argonne has lately become the Tarest, as
It 18 one of the most exquisite, wines on
earth,. "

“And why did you not supposa that ha
would give It you, when you asked for his
hewt ' sald Folllet

“Bévause 1 felt sure, mpnsieur, that such
& wine vould not possibly be found in such
an lon"

“Yet here, you ace, it is*

“Yes, here It ls, monsicur. But I am

“The landlord tells me,” sald Folllet,
“that three of the four spoke with marked
German accents, whereas the fourth spoke
| quite good French, but was fair-haired. [e
! probably was & German, too, you see, but
| ipoke good French for Lhe slmple reason

that he has lived a long time ln France.'
| “And It in France, monsieur.' replind

Armand, “then o Argonue. That one of
them came from there | have proved, To
bo certaln that they returned there, one
need only remember that Argonne at least
fulfills the conditions as (o remotencss i
friend, a house and so on, and to rememhér
the extreme rarity of the chances that any
other place would fulflll all the conditions
Recessary to the accomplishment of the de-
sign, Mra. Vaosittart ls at Argonne.”

Marle's head, leanlng on his shoulder,

bottles of Argonne without labels, dﬂniim.;I
It prodigally at their ordinary meals, and |

wino behind, monsieur,
n riuther strange laugh.

sald Armand, with

CHAPTER XXII1,
The Nace,

At nbout 4 the next morninic Folllat
knocked st Armand’'s door and roused him.
“Monsleur,” sald the detevtive, “I am
about (o breakfast and set out upon my
Bedrch; 1 need not suy that 1 shall be de-
Hghted if you will share my investigations."
“Certaloly, monsieur,"” Armand replied. T,
too, shall be delighted. Can you lend me 100
franca?"’
Folliet smiled In the half darkness,
“By all means, monsleur! Hore 4 a tote."
Armand turned to dross, When the pro-
CEEs was completed he benl over drowsy
Marie and kissed her, She put an lnu'lﬂr'l\';:
arm about him, murmuring tleepy content-
ment. Hoe said:

"I am golng away."
Nl

Shoe eprang up at once
“I am1”

“Armand! what for?"

“To find Mrs, Vansliitart,"

And you are going 1o léave me?"

“I must, darllng.*

“How wretched you will be, and 1 also!
Ah, crueli* ’ -

-

“No, I can't belp: one must be practical
and good, 1 don't quite know where 1 may
have 1o go 1o, ar | could take you. It
won't be very long, our parting. Here are
a hundred francs which M. Folliet has given
me. With these you will pay vour expenses

At the stavion Artuand drank & largs
timbler of genulne Argotine, for which he
pald only abotit 4 pence. He walked twenty
yards down the atreet, stopped ut an uy-
pretentious hoisl and dArank another, pre-
paratory to dejeuner. Here was paradise to
the light-of-heart, and the quaMng of gob-
fets In Valhalla! His eyes bogan to sparkle
and his feet to tread on alr

His problem was not merely to find Mis
Vansittart, but to souse himsell with
Argonne wine and find Mrs, Vansittart as
well, The thing was not easy; but with
every additional glass his hopes grew rosier-
hued.

“Do you know a German named—1 forget
his name—but & wilte grower about here?"
he asked the patron of his hotel,

YA German, elr? No.»

*Just think now.,"

"I know none euch, monsieur, But 1
have been only here six months: you would
be more likely to find what you want by
inquiring in the villages,

He went presently, after breakfast, saun-
tering through the town, whistling Toudly
for the benefit of passershy, his hat thrown
far back on his head, Armand, as Mr.
Arnold says of Helne, was so eanentially
“disrespectable,**

Ani, Folllet all the time was probably
working hard, strolning every nerve. Every
time he thought of this he quickened his
Steps; every time he heard the cry of the
100 franes In his pocket he struck up a
solg and entered a drinking house.

But through all the ferment of his braln

at this Inn; and from Gravelotte I shall
telegraph to you, telling you where to coms

to me. There are some novels in the trunks
which you can read; goodbye, sweet—ah
Bweet!"

He undid her arms from his neck, and ran
away from her balft vexed, half tender
tears. In bhalf an hour he was with Fol-
let on a train,

Armand sald:

“And now, monsjeur—your plans,”

“They are simple,” replicd Folllet. “The
digtance between Vimes, which we are now
leaving, and Argonne, to which we are
finally going, 1= about eighty miles, Just
about midway between the two Is a little
stution called Renne. 1 intend to stop at
Renne.'

“Whut for, monsieur?"

“You wlll immediately agree with me
when you hear,” sald Folliet. *“This dis-
tance of elghty miles it was evidently the
Intention of the kidnappers to traverse
during the hours of darkness. Morning,
of course, would be extremely dangerous to
them, But thelr horses had already done
gome travellng men they arrived at Vimes,
and the rest thers was short, 1t is cer-
tain, then, that by some contrivance or
other, they managed to change horses dur-
ing the night, and the place most advanta-
gefous to them for the change would be
somewhere not far from the middle point
between Vimes and Argonne; somewhero
not far from Renne, Within a radius of
twenty mlles around Renne I intend, there-
fore, to muake personal, well-directed in-
quiries.”

“Excellent, monsleur,”” sald Armand—
“If we only had a year to spare.'

At theso words the countenance of Folliet
flushed to a deep and angry red,

“Pray explpin your meaning,” he sald,
curtly,

“1 suppose that Mr, Vansittart {s anxious
for the recovery of his wife as soon ns pos-
sible, monsieur?"

1 suppose so, sir. That Is why I propose
the very speedlest means of recovering her,"

Armand bowed,

“1 differ from you, monsleur, that 1s all.
I think we should go oo straight to Argonne
at once."

“Very well, then we must agree to differ,
monsieur.””

“Very well, mongiour."”

Armand st once turned to the book he
wis reading, Follier to s memoranda. Till
the traln drew up al Reone nelther spoke a
word,

Folliet rose, collected his stick, mackin-
tosh, and papers, and stepped townrd the
door. To his surprise he noliced when he
reached it thut Armand had not moved.

"“This Is Lhe slatlon, monsleur,” sald Fol-
Iet,

“1 know."

“Aron’'t you coming out?"*

“"“No—1 um going on to Argonne

"0, very good, Good motning.'

"Good morning, monsleur. 1 shall
Mra. Vansittart before you!”

Faolliet flushed.

“That time alone can show, sir.”

“Before you, monsleur!™

Folliet had put out his foot on the step-
board bLy this time, He half turned to ag-
awer

“Happy senson of youtlh

His foot touched the platform

“Before you, monsieur!" cried Armand

find

| Folllet

'Blessed |npocence of childbhood!" aneered

‘0, but M Folllet!" culled Armand will
you lend mo 190 francs ? | have vo money,"

Folllet put his hand in his pocket, and |
without & word handed the other a note
As he was aboul 10 pass through a doarway
of ithe station, he heard the unrelenting
vyolee eryliog after bim

“Before you, mousieur'"

It ever be was on Lis aeme of effort

i —

"NO, MONSIEUR," HE SAID, I SWEAR—"

he did not for a moment entirely lose sight
of the end in view; and his flne faculty of
thoughtt remalned pretty intact, liko a glow-
Ing coal under heaps of fluf and ashes, He
slopped a passerby and said:

“What is the nearest villaga?"

"Rouflet.”

"“How far""

“Four kilometers.*

"Any vineyards near {t7"

“Tweo or three round it

"“Can one get 8004 Argonne wine thera?"

"0, certainly. It possesses the best vines
In the district,”

“Thank you, mons|eur,

He set off, He had already declded to
seek what he wanted in a poor rather than
a rich locality, and In a village rather than
the town

Rouflet he found to econsist of a sleep
street, flag-paved. He passed through it
singing, and near the further end enterad
& diminutive cabaret,

On each side of the door twe men wore
leaning, talking. One wis the proprietor,
a burly figure with a thick black mane of
hizir. the other was tall, wore riniga ani a
heavy watch chain, and had a nose with
o digtinct dent in the center of the ridge.
The proprietor of the basserie Bpoke to
him with a certaln deference which Armand,
ag he entered, noted. He could hear that
they were talking about the war, and the
rumored probability of another great battle
taking place on the followlng day.

As Armand entered the landlord left
the door to serve him. The other man,
who seemed to be merely lounging away
i morning’s hour at the inn door, followed,
and as he 4id so sald with a yawn

“Well, gassip Plerre, it is long since 1
have bought a gluss of my own wine from
you. 1, too, will have a sip for good luck."

“Ah, that's talking," apswered Pierre,
“wo must mark It up with chalk."

Yet the tip of the wine Erower's
broken nose was of 8o vivid a scarlat that
It was certain the drinking of hls own
Wwine wus not such a rarily with him as
FPierre implied.

“Now, here's a spark from Paris.,” said
the wine grower, “yvou can ses from the
vory cul of his clothes and the way he gips
bis wine, as If It were dangerous. Isn't that
#0, nelghbor?"

With this playful sally he addressed Ar-
mand. They were standing side by side,
shoulder to shoulder.

“You are right," sald Armand. *'I am

from Paris."

“And what are you doing our way—
touring ?"*

“No—Lhey sent me down here—doclor
people. Left lung. Argonpe alr, Argonne
wine—and plenty of it."

"“You are quite a stranger here, then?"

*“1 don't know a soul.”

“What do you think of the chances of a
batile tomorrow "

"I don't care a eurse
of a battle tomorrow.
to such ns you and me?

mbout the chances
What does Il matter
I am come down

here to drink wine—and get health. My
left lung 18 ba-a-~d."

“Well, T woulda't have thought that to
look at you, Do you play chess™

“Rather! Do you?"

“Hear him, Plerre! He asks If [ can play
chess! Why, man, of course [ can.”

“Good! I don't mind taking you at a
game, then, But chess playing ian't what
I devole myself mostly o, 1 have another
hobby

“And what's that*"

“Blamp collecting

Armand had seen a pocketbook end stick-
ing from the breast of the stranger, such |
h one as ls used for the temporary home of |
Etamps, and stending the ser-
rated odges of sowe specimen shoets

The man was surprissd.

“No!" he sald, “"Why, it's wonderful® it's

a little out

the very thing 1 do myself!" |

At this poiat the landlord presented lo
them the chems board and the box contalning
tha pleces. They proceeded to a lttle room
back of the bar, and sat with the board be-
tween them. Armand ordered a bottle of 80

At the end of three hours they still sat
there. Of five games Armand won three,
and with every game he ordered a bottle of
80. The talk was all of stamps.

At 4 o'clock, In a ltile village twelve
miles from Ronne, Folllet, on his side. was
diep In talk with a small vigneron of the
dietrict,

He bad been hoaring a tale about a ear-
riage from which the horse had been taken
at midnight in order to put in thelr places
two of the vigneron's own which had boeon
hought from him during the day for ready
money down,

“"How many peopls wera
Folliet

“Four, 1 fancy, monsieur, but I only saw
ons of them well."

“A German?

“No—French."

“"How do you know?"

"He spoke French quite well."

""What sort of looking man?*"'

‘Tall, with falr bhair and moustache."

"“Go on."

“That's about all I remember. He was a
pleasant kind of man to talk to, too. O
stop! There was something wrong with his
noge. It had a dent In the middle of the
bridge.'”

"Why didn't you give Information af all
this to the pollce Instead of giving me thie

trouble?"

Folliet, as he sald It, glanced anxlously
at hils watch, with an exctamation of impa-
tience,

“I had no iden that there was anvthing

there?"" asked

wrong,” anawered the man, “All was
square and above board.'
“Well, here's a louls. I may want you

again,"

He jumped into a fly at once, and went
gulloping through the lancs townrd Renne
He sent o telegram to the bureau de pollce
at Clermont,

“Find out at once addresa of man, fair,
tall, broken nose, probably German, probe
ably vintner, in district of Argonne
Promptitude of saupréme lmportance, Wil
arrive next train. Folllet, Prefect.”

Then he went to the atation, and chafing
with nervous lmpatience, walked up and
down the platform, walting,

CHAPTER XXIV.

To Gravelotte.

Folliet Ald not arrvive at Clermont till
after 7 that nlght. But he arrived full of
hope, and at Clermont-en-Argonne the
address and the name of the man he wanted
were walting for him. The detective who
made  Inquirles was in attendance and
handed him a sllp on hia entry into the
bureau des renselgnements, There wns a
man who almost entirely answered to the
degcription, and there was only one in the
district, His name woasa Henri Rlechen-
berg, and he was the owner of the vineyard
ealled La Piblouctte, about two kilometers
northeast of Rouflet, which In turn was a
village four kilomotersa north of Clermont.

With joy he saw that there wias no moon

and that the sky was covered over with
black chouds, HMHe took a cab to Rouflet,
dismissing it just outside the village. The

night was then confirmed and dark.

He drew the collar of his mackintosh
high over his ears and chin and passed
quickly down the street. Then he struck
northeast over the open country.

He met no one gnywhere,

He had received a description sufficlently
minute of the place. He turned to the left
along a footpath which ran along the base
of the rock, In his course, lie pas=ed by a
aquare spol of deeper blackness In  the
rock face. He tapped it; it was wooden. It
was a door—the entrance to the cellars of
Henrl Riechenberg,

He walked on and 1n three minutes
came to a break In the contioulty of the
cliff; it was a parrow steep flight of stone
steps, cut out of the rock to the upper
level of the cliff. He agcended,

At the top he found himseM at the en-
trance of an extremely long avenue of
lindens, which met overhead, Here It was
very dark. He proceeded up the pvenue
with iotense caution, though, in  reality,
there was lttle need for it, for not a sound
broke the silence of the world and the moss
under foot was deep and continuous, ren-
dering the footfall nolseless. Presently, at
the far end of the avenue, whers the trees
almost met In perspective remotencsr, he
saw the glimmer of a light. But it vanished
almost av once,

He went on. “That light,” he sald, “is
a light In the house of Henrl Riechenberg,
Some one has opened and shut a door or a
window—hence its appearance and disap-
pearance, In Mrs. Vansittart really and
truly behind those shuttered apertures? |
wonder—I wonder, The mere shutling of
them s susplclous. 1 shall know, Henrl
Rlechenberg, within fifteen minuten

But he knew sooner; he knew within five
minutes, Suddenly, as he wallked through
the now dense darkness on the absolutely
soundless moss, he came loto sharp col-
lislon with some one coming in the opposite
direction down the avenue. Tt was a man,
bigger than himeelf and heavier, Folliet
nearly fell backward.

“Pardon, m'sicur,” said a rather thick and
drowsy volee. “'Collisions are nalural to
Erebus and modern civilization alike.”

The remark was quite in the tone of the
Latin  quarter. Folliet, with a start as
violent as though he had heard the devil
speal, recognizged Armand.

“Ah, M. Amand—you!" he gasped,

“What, you, M, Folllet?"

“It Is 1" admitted Folllet.

Armaud's hand went out and hit upen IFol-
liot's in the dark. He gave the detective a
hearty grip.

“M. Folllet,” lhe eald, "allow me to con-
gratulate you. You are a great man.'”

“"How!" exclaimed Folligt—"'[t (s
you were here firat!"™

“That is true, monsleur. Put then, 1 4id
the right thing. You did the wrong-—and
get here all the same. That Is what I cull
greatoess.'”

“Well, If this fellow lsn't a gentleman to
his marrow!" sall Folllet to himself. He
added mloud: “But, moneleur, this 18 the
mere ®Kophistry of generosity! Don't you
g6e, It 15 you, this time, at leasi, who are
the great man.”

Monsleur, we sre both great men,'” sald
Armand with large sententiousoess.

“But-—=but—how long bhave you
hers?"

“About two hours."

"Good Lord! not in the house?"”

"Yes—In the house. 1 have Just left 10"

“And 18 Mra, Vanslttart there

“For the lust hour and a half I have been
mleeping in the roow adjoining hery ™

“"Sleeping! O, this Is iperedible.”

“Only wt first, monsleur, Not when you
kuow the facts. The truth is, monsieur, 1
have been—drunk on Argonne wine. Or, if
drunk Is too coarse s word o apply to the
effects of Argonne, any transfigursied

“Yes you are. 1 belleve you are soberest
when you are drunk, Pray teil mie—how did
you mapage?" .

“There is & man, mousiour
10 my present recollectlon,
Riechenberg
I suw him, and as soon aw | heard
know to be one of the four, It Is not trus
thet he speaks perfect French, though his
French I8 pear perfection. He has, in faot
lived half his life In Muoich. Having un-
derstood this, I perauaded bim to get drunk
iu wy compapy, When | played chesa with

vou'—

been

who, according
is called Henrl

him, 1

This man, almost as soou nut

usleep, Riwchenberg, bellove me, still slum-
bors."”
“Hut, Mrs, Vansittart! You saw her?*

“1 saw her, monsleur, Bhe will dle soon
It not rescued.””

He sald it in an awed whisper,
an awed whisper, Folllet answored:

“How? dlp, you say. How do you mean?"

“I only caught one glimpse of her face.
The house, | may tell you, is a small, mean
ono—two storlea—built of white freestone—
not more than eight rooms. But six of
these rooms dire crowded with men, armed,
soldlerllke people, Germans. The seventh
room, on the firat floor, s Rischenberg's,
who has her under his lmmediate survell-
lance; the clghth Is Mrs, Vansittart's, As
1 pasaed into Riechenberg's room 1 saw
through a slightly opened door——a woman,
Bhe appeared to be slowly walking to and

And in

fro; it was evident nt once that she was
liarassed to the point of lunacy, But her
face, monslenr! Anything as  wan, and

drawn, and pity-kindling, you can hardly
Imagine. If this lasts—"'

He stopped

“Al, but It won't last!" eried Folllet with
lenched flats, It Ia you who have found
her. Whiat do you advige?

“1 don't advise anything, M. Folllet,'
snid Armand, A practieal point like that
I leave to you., Hut T have one warning to
give you—don't make an attanck upon the
house unless you are guite sure that your
foree of gondarmes very Inrgely preponder-
utos over the force of armed men within
It. Bring o mercly ¢gual foree agiinst the
ace, and wo losge Mra, Vansittarl'

“I entirely agree with you, monsieur.”

“Then, let us go to him, and consuld
hiw."

“Hy all means—and at once.'

“"Can you ride?

*1s there oo train?™

“Not for some time. Too swift and
strotg  horses—tlhat's et we  want,
Twenty miles or so, the Mstance s noth-
ing. Let us go back to Clermont. I can
get two of the gendarmerle mounts."

They at once st out st a rapid walk,
On the road near Rouflit  they met an
empty eart and offercd the driver a louls
to take them at a gallop to Clermont, In
twenty minutes they arrived in the town,

As they went toward the bureaun deé police

they passed a postoffice. Armand entered
and dispatehed a telegram to  Marie at
Vimes

“Take the first train o Gravelotle, I

shall be there, looking out for you.'

Then he joined Folllet at the buresn over
the way.

In ten minutes they were mounted an two
stout coursers, and clattering through the
town.

Twice only they drew reln to knock at
cottage doora and make themselves certaln
of the route, The rest of the journey was
one long, silent, Intensge gallop, They
pasged through the French army, and  at
about miduight dashed Jnto Gravelotte on
horg < pan*'ng and wet with #pume.

Vansittart was putting up at the fnn
endlod Cheval 'O, He had retired 1o
bed, but a chambermald was able 10 give
positive assurance that he was not asleep,
He could be hoeard walking still In  his
room, She took up a message, aud re-
turned with the command that Folliet
should walt in the salon. Armand had not
sont up his name.

Presently Vansittart entered, wrapped in
a dressing gown of crimson sifk, with =
gold-wrought coluture.

“Ah, M, Folliet,” he sald, *this ia a sur-
prise. And do my eyes decelve ma? Bureln
bere I8 M, Dupros.”

He spoke quite heartily. But his pretencs
of nonchalance was as hollow and shallow
as possible, making him still more an ohe
ject of pity. He could not hide the hag-
gard glare of his eye, nor the care which
ant on his faded cheek.

"We are now arrived post haste from the
nelghborhood of n small town called Cler-
mont, In Argonne, Mr. Vangittart,” sald
Folllet. 1 may tell you al once that we
have found Mrs. Vanstittart; or, rather, te
be exact, this geotleman here has found

her,™
“M. Dupres?"
“Yes, sir.'"
“Seen hor?'*
His face was sorowed Into an expression
of gaunt, distorted Inguisitiveness,
“Yes, I bhave geen her,” sald Armand,
“Really? You have? My God, you have
seen her, then?”
His knoes guave,
upon a couch
1 merely
in passing,"

and bhe sank backward

caught a glimpse of her face
Auld Armand. &

“And she ls—well? Did she seem—
well? To think that you have scen her!™

Armand, In plty, sald;

0, she {5 well enough. A Httle
perhiaps—no more than s natural
the circumstances.™

A little pale, porheps,’
peated mechunically,

“She 18 In w healthy locality,” venlurcd
Folliet,

“PBut wherp—where?"*

rale,
under

Vansitlart res

“At o house surrounded by vineyardd
in the Argonns district.”

“But, M. Folliet, you have left her
there?'"

“The place is full of armed men, mon-
sleur, 1 did not at the moment feel mysolf
in a safe position to attempt A rescue with-
out consulting you. An attempt which
falled would make matlers only worse,'

“How many men™"

“1 ghould say between thirty for forty,"
replied Armand,

There ara extennlve wine cellurs benosth
the bhouse, n labyrinth of hiding places,
doubtless in direct communication by staire
with the bullding. Duriog an attack which
in pot also a complete surprise, your wile
could be—"'

“Ah, T see! taken down info the collars,
¢h? An excellent plan! Is your object,
then, to drive me mad, monsgleur?"

“No, no. It 48 merely o suggestion which
I make. Find me the men, and 1 will un=
dertake the rest. You must not pame. You
must see that you are not in the right frama
of mind for such an eénterprise. And tha
army hers cannot—apare you."

Vansitiart's head was bowed down to his -

knees. For some time he sat s0. Then he
sald
“Well, M. Folliet, if you will come with

me, 1 think T oan put at your disposal ut
once whatever foroe we may thionk necessary
for a rescue As for myself, | am sorry
I cannot necompany you! things here. you
sup, will probably require my presanoc

The three left the Inn togethar and pros
ceeded down the street to u private houve
where Colonel Montsiloy, & man whaosn ac=
tivity and resource Vansittart bad observed,
wiag now LIk aslenp They roused the
house and in a few minutes the four moem
wore deep in colloguy

Vanelttart recommended a contingen!
Rixty chasseurs as a sultable escort, lnsis
upon the neceanity of aecrecy, and remin
them of the wine cellars beneath the h
In cage of neod the loonl gesdarmeris migh
be called into reguisition,

“If 1 have the happiness to see you herd
by 9§ o'clock tomorrow morning, monsl '
he suid to Montsaloy, “you will possoess m¥
lifelong gratliude

They walked toward the wewt end of L8
village. Within (wenly minutes Armand and
Vansittart Hatening to the hoofbeal]
of the troap lessening lo the distunce ar
darkness
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