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CHAPTER X,
A Woman's Wits,

Yvetia Foy wateched Maurice |Jeave the
terrace where they hnd stood so close !
together heneath the hlossoming purple

grdopers with a smiin oti her face that was

by no means afflecied ANl was not lost
becaune Lthe Arnt coup had soméewhat mis-
earried. Bhe hnd, however, sufMolont knowl-
edge of men to make no further attempt
that night.

It Is true that th= smile on her face wan

& bitter one. And as ahe hetook herself
to her needlowork aad her book the lun.l
soarlet lips wore compresacd mors tightly

than usual, and there wan a certaln hard
and Bxed look about hoer groat dark oyes

“A minute before 1 Md not care about
him at alL” she murmured to herself,
“and 1 do not now. I have other thiugs
to llve [for But, of mil people In the
world, she ahall pot take him from me!™ |

Round a street corner came the far-
Board chant of the ohild mourners, the |
elear volee still loading it, n heavenly In-

angels might hlow upon
disdain. |

atrumest such ne
Yvette shrugged her shoulilera
fully. !
“She doea It far effect,” she murmurnr!.l
“The daya have been when 1 have done as

much myself (she wmliled at the remems |
brance) Aye, und may again, if that Is
the way the wind hlows If she thants
Hianfes, | can alng paalms,  Bhe has made
a eaptive of Jean Uavaller—ga they ruy—
the new prophet—the ecx-baker's boy nf:
Genevn, who has come among us to de- |
Hiver lIsrarl from the hands of the [PPhil-
Istinen!” |

It is Impossible to expresn the fierce bit. |

torners with which the girl apoke 'l'h.-rnI
wat a gleam Almest of madness In hey
eye—the revell of a keen and hau:!n_vi
spirit agninst surrcvundings more hateful

to It than death.

Yol to do ler justice it we= only when
such an one an Mpuriee Ralth came In her
way that Yvelte Foy lei hersel! go, She
had n phHlosophy of her own In thle as In
all things. Fhe had too great n contempt
for the Camlaard peasints who surrounded
her, In spite of the fact that thelr midnight
murches and sudden assaultsa wore making |
all Europe ring with thelr fame, to lift so
much as an eyelnsh upon them. Not even
young Jean Cavaller, handsome, ‘wiee, |
ecourtly, polished, coula move her !

“I have the misfortune to be born of |
the peasant's party,"” sahe éald, “but there |
Is no peed that I should mix with them. 1|
will pray with them, watch with then, en-
dure long sermcns with them. But I will
not love them, talk with them, hold com-
radeship with them, And  doubtlesa iIn
good tlme thern ls a way out. If nol by
this young Englishman, why by another!' |

Yveite had a socret storehouse of books |
locked safely awiy In an empty asoritolre—
books which had been sent her by Bugenle
In Gracleuss, her friend of the Parislan
school. This private llbrary included
among others the "Grand Cyrus," "“Clelle™
and the Iatest volumes cf the dictionary
of Bayle—atrange books to be found in the
escritolre of n Camisard girl In a village
standing upon {tn defenses In the wilds of
the Cevennes,

From these she had learned the lan-
guage of Marly und Versallles, Though
still to outward sopearance a poor girl,
her mind dwelt constantly with dukes and
princes, Shé walked the narrow corridors
of the Bon Chrotien as if they had been
the hails of the hotel de Ramboulllet jtself,

1o do her. justice, however, It was not
the pature of Yvette Foy to slt down and
cry over tho spilling of milk. On the con-
trary, she would seronely betake herself to
the work of preparing another,

Bo Yvewe sat musing upon the young
Huoglishman who had left her. 8he bore
him no malice for his sudden departure,

“Well, better luek next time,"” she had
sald with a shrug of her shoulders. "“You
can hardly expect to win every trick of
the game, pretty Mistress Yvette. But noe
more will the Milk-and-Water girl—that
is one comfort.’

For po she pamed Flpwer-o'-the-Torn
as often an she thought of her,

Bhe hummed a gay, careless tune learned
in Parls. '

“Shall T go earry & bymn bhook, sing
pealms, take snhort steps demurely, abase
mina eyes upon the ground? O, I ecould
do It. Yes, I have done it before.” so she
meditated., “and (f I judge rightly, those
things areé not what this young man loves
~—@& firm grip of the hand, a bold meeting
eye, not tco forward, but as a man to &
anai. These will take him, so be that he i
worth the taking."

Bhe smiled as she saw, looking out at
the window, Maurice Raith stride away
acrosa the little open square of the village
and round the newly rebullt fortifications
of the Koighta Templar. He walked fast,
a8 if he would thus disengage himse f from
troublesome thoughts, ]

Yveotte laughed, a little low laughk all to
herself, ,very pleasant to hear, it was so
full of good humor and mirthful apprecia-
tlon of the eircumstancos.

“He must walk fast who would get l“y
from that infection!™ she murmured.

“You," she sald, I am sure of him. He
ia too much a man of action to care very
long for milk mnd water.”

Her futher ontersd at this moment,
sldling uncertainly toward a chair, na If
bo had scarce a right to a seat in his own

“Well, Martin Foy,” sald his daughter,
without ralsing her head from her work
or taking the trouble to concenl the hook
which lay open upon tho writing table be-
gtors hor, “what news today of the won-
drous baker's boy?! Hath his excellency
General Jean Cavaller defeated all the
marshals of France and smashed his bread
oven with thelr batons?®™

The old Camisard sbook his head som-
berly.

“Yyelte, Yvetie,” he said in a volce an it
had been saddened with the sioging of
poalins and a manner chastened by habitual
self-repression before the prophets and
ghiefs of his faith, "whea will you learn
1o speak wall of men great and holy ¥ Waen
will your hard heart be touched 7

“Pabaw!" cried the girl, “ean you not
sos, father, they ara all mouthing fools! 1
am sad end angry to stand by and see you,
my father, giving your hard earned sub-
stance to such fanatios. What dbes Catinat
know of any Shiloh?®

] am grieved for you, my dsughter”
sald her futher sadly, "for \f ye do these
things In the green tree, what will you
do In the dry? Nay, | have spoken con-
cerning you to Jean Cavaller himself—"

The girl looked up for the fArst time,
her flushing pomegranate red under
her dusky akin, her white tecth a mere
Hpe between har indrawn lps, her groat
ayes bright and dry with anger,

“You take too much on you, Mariin Foy."
abe sald sharply and bitterly, *I bhave
nothing to do with them, mark me; no—
nor with your boasted Jean Cavalier him-
sell, though 1 grant you that, i spite of
bis baker's oven, he Is a bird of ssnother
feather!" o v
I As the words left the girl’s lips a young
man outered lightly, doffed his hat with a
low bow Lo Yvelte, and sicod as If he had
tMings to deliver,

t o his Qull eyes

The renigned manner with
which he had listened to hie daughter was
Eons,

“Cavalier.” e cried, “Jeoan Cavalier! You
dn this bouse an honor! My daughter, rise
and bid the greatest of our prophets and
ltaders welcome! General of the army of
the Lord, the younger Gideon of our host,
my daughter bids you weleome!'"

The girl rope with a haughty and con-
tempiuoun gesture, her oyes still fasbing
angry fire, Bhe swoplt the young man »
eourtesy, to which he responded with an
equal austerity—not too much and not too
Jele, yet marking as s mayg of breeding
might do Hla recognition of the unfriendil-
noss of hin recepiion and als intention not
in ANy way to presume

"1 am no general,” he msald In a volee sln-
gularly tow and pleasant, “and you nume
me rightly, Martin Foy, when you call me
simply Jean Cavaller, As you know, there
are np titles nmong uw, the Brothren of the
Way.*

The girl stood silll,
proudly about

her train circled
her, her head thrown back,
regarding Blm.  But Jean Cavaller bore her
sorutiuy unabashed, yet with a singular,
sweel modeniy natural to the man.

There was something altogether very
winnolng about the youth. It was difficult
Indesd to reconcile the boyishness of his
face, the erisp curle about his small, well
farmed head, the blush that came nand
went upon his cheek, the slight, dark, downy
moustache on lie lip, with the reputation
which he already possessed all over Burope
am a veleran soldier, who had worsted 'xrem
marshals, past masters of war, and who
had eompelled the court of Persatlles Itself
to alter its methods of denling with the
contemed rebel peasante of the Cevenen.

But of all this the daughter of Martin
Foy reeked nothing

“Han It bevn 8 good season for vislons?"
sald Yvolte IPoy, keeping her great eves
;lfndfnui_r fixed upon the young tman before
or.

Jean Cavallor d4ld not blush. Neither did
he seem put out even for a moment. Stead.
11¥ he gave the girl back eye volley for eye
volley,

“The vomirg of the vision or the golng of
11" ho said with dignity, "It Is not mine
to hasten or deliy. When the Lord has
work for his people he will make bare his
arm!"

The girl. made a quick lttle gesture of in-
finita contempt.

“0, do not weary me—I know the jargon,”
she wald, “the trick of it i too easy. For a
comfortable salary 1 could be a prophetess
mynelf."

“I think 1f you will consider the deeds

| which God has been pleased to do by me

sioce he brought me hither you will admt

! that the Spirlt of the Lord hath not alto-

gother apoken in vain'"

“You bave beaten Gaeneral Argenton,

and the poor old brigadier, San Privat,"
she sald bitterly, “and what of that? Is a
regiment more or less aught Lo the master
of armies? Ehall Louls the King he less
the king for a score of such vietorion?"
“Not lens, but more,” said Jean Cavaller
gently; “moreover, it has been revealed to
me that one day I shail stand before Louls
the King and not be ashamed! The king Is
«till the king, and we hold ourselves his
subjects all the more that we resist the
persscutors who have blinded his eycs and
led him astray."
“An hour or two ago.'" she sald, "I saw
® company of those loyal subjects of yours,
General Cavaller, dragging a cannon inte
the village. Was (v perchance to fire aa-
lutes in honor of his Majesty's birthday?"
Jean Cavaller smiled, almost the sweet
smile of a ohild,

“I had not thought that his Majesty had
50 whole-hearted an advoeate within these
walls,” he sald kindly: “Martin Foy, wa
mus! be careful before whom we talk our
secrets!"’

Then he turped to Yvelte Foy, and
walking straight up to her, be inld his hand
on her wrist, There was nothing of fa-
miliarity in the aection, yet the girl wineed
and then stood stonily still.

“"Listen,” he sald In n low, even tone
characteristie of him. ‘I have a message
for you also, Mistrens Yvette Foy. We of
the folk called Camisards are no unfriepds
to the King—only to the priests and those
who take the name of the king's authority
In valn. We will obey him, save In the
matier of our consclences—save In the
things whereln we have appealed teo a
higher tribunoal, and, se It were, stand be-
fore Caesar! Let this remain in your mind,
Wor the present I hold no further word
with you!"

He

A his hand from the girl's
turged to herself with a kind
it before she could speak the
had bowed as formally as be-
atmped her foot In hot anger.
s’ is his power,” she sald, "and
he would make mo feel It—me—who con-
temh and despise all his prating crew.
Well, wait—wait! There |s this day and an-
other day after this, He also Is a young
man, and, though he In &t in his will
magie, I will break his will, and his maglo,
both of them. He shall ecrawl llke &
worn on the ground before me ere nll be
done. 1 also have a magic older and
simpler ‘than he dreams of. He can cast
his glamor on these ignorant peasants, mud-
stulped from the furrow, He can sway the
latening assembly, 1 have heard him-—
breath—treath—the power of the spoken
word—the thrill of personality that passes
out from n man—othera do great things
because he wills It. T bave seep It, and 1
know. But just because the power goes
from him, he s left weak. All the more
that he binds thousands to his will, he
shall not be able to resist mine. Ah, Jean
Cavaller—I will teach you to set your
band on the wrist of Yveite Foy. You I
will take with the strong hand!™

Bhe plucked st the growing greenery of
the balcony whore she bad sat with the

young Englishman A spray of purple
croeper came away In her hand, Bhe
shredded the petals one from the other

| and dropped them over the Iron bars.

“So—s0 will [ do with the soul of Jean
Cavallier, becaune he hath tried to humble
me, sccording 1o the power that is glven
to me, 1 will eause his prophecles to ceane.
I will shut his soul to Lhe |nvisible, 1
will make him even 8s other men—he, who
calls himaelf the leader of many. And at
the Iast I will give him ashes in his mouth
—oven apples of SBodom—exceeding bitter
fruttl®™ ¢

As she spoke she broke into a trill of
lnughter

“1 declare,” she sald,
caught the twang.
knowing It
- - . . . .

"1 have quite
I am preaching without

Apd without, upon the irregular pave-
ment of the litle stret, two men met and
groeted each other. They were Maurice
Raith, sutill In his wagoner blo He
uncevered stood humbly befote Jean
Cavalier, who nodded allightly in ackoowl.
edgment of the salutation.

“"When shall we go over the papers to-
gother ™ suid one. “There Is the ren-
desvous near Celle Lo arrange for, aud
the time Is short.”

It was the wagoner who spoke, humbly,
as If he pleaded some favor of quarters or
victunls.

Martin Foy leaged to his feel with & light

“Toworrow night!” sald the other, look-
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Ilﬂ! caralessly into fhe' diktance. “'Bring

your servant with vou to my roomns. |
ihink he speaks no French. Wo aball ar-
rangs all then. And he will keep the door
He can bo trusted ¥

“That I warrant!" sald Plerre, the wag-
oner, grimly. “'God pity 1he man that runs
up aguinst Bllly with a sword In his bhand
And a door to keep!"

And above them out of the high baleony

of the anctent Templar's house the dark

, oyen of Yvotte Foy looked after them

“Men . are such self.important ninoies™
o ahe summed up her experlences. ""Their
bubbles are blown so thin that they need
no pricking'! They buret of themselves
An if averyone with bralns did not know
that thess two wore arrangiog a rendez-
yous?!
Her's quarters, doubtiess, They would not
dare to come here, No tahe laughed
aloud), not here!™

She stepped back quickly as Jean Cava-
Mer, as if drawn by the power of har eyes,
turned suddenly and looked back towards
the window,

CRAPTER X1,
The Judas Tree Lets Fall a Rlossam,

Durifig these days at La  Cavalerie.
Flower-<a'-ihe-Corn  went aboit with a
aweet, amlling graclousness which won all

And at his exorllency, General Cava- |

the

to

with shut the book and descended
peipit sinirs without givine utterance
A wingle word
Fatrick Wellwond
whon Yvelte entersd
catedd at CGeneva Here he had learned
French of that notable fuency and vigor
which can omly be atiained In youth., Be
side which hr had spon by far the greater

wtood m the pulplt
He had been edu-

part of hia lile abroad, and =0 It wun
that he could speak 1o the Camlssards of
the Ceventes (n thelr own language with

all the vigor and point with which he nd
dressed the Presbyterian veterans of Ard.
millan's regiment

| Flower-o'-the-Corn’s eyes were fxed
upon the father. She 4ld not oven ob-
serve tha! Jean Cavaller had placed him-
self directly at right angles to her, side
by side with Roland and Catana! in a
place which had come to be reserved for the
etlders and prophets of (the Camisard peo-
ple.  8he had only thought of the com-
mander-in-chief of the Camisard forces an
A& young man who had shown himeelf will-
ing to be kind and helpful to her father

upon more than one ocoaslon. And Lhis
cogunted for much with Flower-a'-the-Corn
80 much a0, Indeed, that she gave the

young man a grateful nod and smile when
he returned from conducting the old mnan
to the pulpit, which he did with a sweet

——————

Martin Foy, the Camisard,
thewe natural things also,
otherwine She rejolesd
because In It her bAing
very tissues of her band
sense of physical enlargeravat and woll-
belng. She hated the wintar, but whon at
faat the spring cawme and the 12 julee made
the world sew, Yvetts had stratge thrill
Inga and impulses through her hody, as If

shie loved them
In the sunshine
expandesd
changed with o

she, too, were kin to all that bourgeoning
greenery and pink blossoming orchayde

Put she rejolced 4n them merely a8 A
part of the nocessary well belng of the |
world—the warm-nired, full-blooded guaio
of things of which she had her part as &
creature who loved eating and 4drinking
and lying long warm mbed, as others lovs
truth and self-sacrifice and the word of
God

Thus It was with thess two who wore |
now to face each other In the warm, cop-

pery Rlow of the littlo market place, across
whith the early morning shadows =111l
iny long and hilue,

At the stalls there were not many things

to be sold—no grent cholea for the gooml
wives of La Chavalerlie—a lamb or two
from the Causses, long-legged and spare
of rib. eggs In plenty. with Iate frults
and vegeiables. The women sat crouched
on thelr heeols by thelr baskets o with
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“LOOK! LOOK!"” SHE WHISPERED, HAGERLY TO FLOWER-0'-THE CORN.

hearts—all, that |s—or neoarly all.

Her father's lodgings were (as we know)
in one of the old towers which overlooked
the Templar gatos, Opposite to them In

the other wall Hved Jean Cavaller, all alone,
an o prophet should.

But for all that there was much coming
and golng between the two towers of the
gateway. For Patrick Wellwood, though
making po professions to be a prophet, wns
rapldly obtaining a spiritual influence over
the Camisardas of the Causses second only
to that of Jean Cavaller Rimself.

Meanwhile Flower-o'-the-Corn. went her
ways from door to door, not as a Auty, but
because she genulnely loved all people of
every rank, and was interested in their af-
fairs. It was thus that she had entered Lhe
household of one Joseph Moresu, rn old
soldler llke Foy, the Innkesper, and a
former companion of his in the regiment of
grenadiers. Like Foy, this man had been
touched with the strong teaching of obedl-
ence to impulse contalngd In the teaching
of the Camisarde. But, unllke Foy, ho had
come to the village of La Cavalerie to
marry, and had there espoused a young girl
sUll Im her “teens.” The little white-
wrapped figure was thelr first child, born
but a day or two before, and already wafted
from the sight, as If after a trisl It had
found the groat world some denl too rough.

Frances Wellwood's pity for the forlorn
child-mother showed readily In her oyes,
It was that, more than the act of carrying
the babe to the tomb, that bound these two
to her.

These two women had pever met L1l the
morning after the day of Maurlee's arcival
in the camp. The little town of La Cave-
lerie was not at that time so ciosely shut
up as ta prevent a dally market bBeing still
bheld in the lttle square, It was there afler
the dally service among fhe white-capped
vendors of fow)s and vegetables that Yvetts
Foy for the firat time encountered Frances
Wellwood face to face aod held speech with
her.

It was not often that Yvette betook
hersel! thither, elther to kirk or market.
For the most part ahe left the provend-
ering of the "Bon Chrotien™ to her father
#nd the kitchen servants. But on Lhis
ogcasion she had deigned Lo aceompany ber
father to the church for an early wervige,
in order as she sald to hear whether this
new preacher from Geneva had more to
say for himself than thelr own prophets
who rambled among the texis of soriptyre
like unbroken colts in a feld of clover.

But Yvette Foy's chief desirs ‘In vinit-
Ing the ehurch at an hour so unususl was
to take up & position In the vieinity of

stientively as might be without drawing
attention upon herself.

This she managed to gerey out without
difeulty.

The Camisard church of La Cavalorie waa
& plaln, oblong bullding, deting from the
old wars of religion im the middle of the
sixtesnth century. There was then npo
remerving the places. Bach brought his
own foldlog chair or, In mast eases knalt
upon the celd floor In time. of prayer,
and stood like soldiers at sttention during
sermon.

At the frst glance Yvetts had noled
where Flower-o'-the-Corn bad placed her-
solf, which as war usus! with her, was
immediately beneath her father. For the
old man, wrapt in some grest meditation
of his own, occausionally nesded (o bo pe-
minded where be was snd what was ¢x-
pected of him. On mere than one ocoa-
alon he had given out his text, and (hen
standing a moment to collect his thoughts,
had graduslly becoms o entranced by the
soble thoughts which the words of serip-

ture suggested to him, that be had forth-

the corresponding tower which completes |

Plower-o'-the-Corn and atudy her rival as |

]md bumble dignity that became him no

little.
’ It chanced that Yvette Foy arrived in
the church just in time to intercept the
glance and to wateh the blood spring hot
and responsive to the young soldler's
cheek,

Thers was another who had observed the
rturu:nll.)'—-l. dark-skinne]l youth In a wide
blue blouse who stood neas a plliar at {he
door. To him Yvette Foy turped with a
'bltlnr smile upon her lip8. But he did not
even obsegve her. His eyes were else-
where, aven upon the falr face of Frances
Wellwood, now uplifted, as like n flower
turns to the sun, when her father began
to spenk.

And Yvette smiled a tolerant smile as
she looked.

““Was It possible,” she thought, that she
should have feared to take count and
reckoning with such a babe? Then with her
deep fold of lace drawn clesely about her
shupely head and recrossed over her bosom,
she turned her head and pdek this way and
that, thinking no more of the sonorous
words of the prescher than she would of
the roar of the wind in the lime-sione
caves of Mont Ventour, or the surge of
n breaking sea upon a distant shore,

About her head she had wound a thin
vell of finest lace, which contalned and
conditioned, though It did not conceal her
| haughtily splendid hair. She knew that her
forehond was bright and broad beneath It,
her lips were marvelously red. There
was no one llke her in all the hills of
Cevenne from Mende to Berlers. 0O, yes—
the red-and-white stranger girl she had
seen—she know this Frances Wellwood
Bhe would go and walt for her in the
market place. The damask rose 1s not
afrald of the scentless immortelie

80 she rose unceremoniously in the midst
of the sermon, lald her stool Against a
pillar, and with the alr and carriage of a
queen, passed serenely out into “the hot
sudden carexsing of the sunlight, venting
a great sigh of rellef as the fresh warmth
of the forenocon breathed upon her face.

The true spirit of Yvette Foy returned
to her as soon as rhe had left the dark
moprning héaviness of the little church be-
hind her. Glooms and fervors of the
spiritual sort she had nove about her, and,
indecd, she recognized auch in others only
ay useful factors lu the game ahe loved 1o
play: . With all her bright cleverness, with
her knowledge of men, books and women,
in apite of the glimpsos she had bad of an-
other Iife, the base of her nature WRE assen-
tially n desire for the physical well-being
of an animal. Hereln Iay the difference
between the two girla. Flower-o'-the-Corn
loved everything in nature. 1t was all fair
and aweet to her—the greon, waving fodder-
grass with the wind passing over it in
swirls and waves of color changeful as the
sheen on shot silk—the keen verditer of
the bl‘ter artemisia, the barbarie brilllance
of pomegranate bloasom spisshed scariet
sgainst ® turquoise sky. These seemed
part of horself. They made ber life vivid
Thut she lived on plain camp fare—that
sbe had done so all her days and never
expected to do otherwise, detracted nothing
from the pleasure she felt in being with
her father, In making bim happy, and in
gladdening with ready groclousness all
whose lives came across hers. Every blown
blade of grass on the meadow leas, every
head of sorrel sowing lts rlain soag russe:
seeds, every ascendant gossamer with It
lttle al:-borne traveler, was part of the
oternal gladness of )ite to Flower-o'-the-
Corn. These things were as parts of her
despest religion, and she prattled of them
gally to her father, who did not even sbake

his head.
New, though Yvetle, the daughler of

thelr small stores outspread regularly on
the ground—onlons, lecks, garlle, potatoes
ranged side by side, while a calf, tled In-
securely to a eart wheel, bleated for the
comparative fresdom of the rough-legged
Iambkin, which In reality was to dis uas
soon as he.

Pralse to the Hollest in the Helight,
And in the depths be pralse!

From the little Camisard temple came
the chant, welghty and solemn. The mar-
ket women (nclined their heads with will-
ing reverence., They were mnll “of the
way," and would gladly have bLeen pres-
ent, but—what would you? The pot =t
home must be holled and who but they In
these times could win the wherewithal to
LI TS

At last the worshipe®s were coming out,
Martin Foy came out Just of sll, liogering
a little on the threshold for a werd with
the old man, who looked not a little gray
and weary after preaching.

But Martin Foy, though a disciple both
willing and sttentive, lost his grip even
of the divine docres, at the sight which
mot his eyes in the warm slaniwise pour
of the sunlight.

There in the littlo Grande place of La
Cavalerie, the sun shining equally upon the
sentinels, on the whils and on the marke!
women, siiting llke brooding hena in the
white dust song the western wall, in the

.midet of a silence like .hat of Bden, there

had happened a Lhing which woas to affect
the lives and happiness of all those with
whom this history concerns itself far mors
than the decislons of cabinets and the suc-
censlons of great kingdome,

Of her own accord, Yvette Foy had
crossed the road and was bolding out her
hand to Frances Wellwood.

It was near the great door of the Bon
Cretien, and as these twe stood thus, hand-
ln-hund, the Judas tree in the courtyard,
wind-stirred, flung down & last belated
blossom, red as the lips which in the morn-
ing sunshine smiled thelr sweetest upon
Flower-o’~tha-Cory

She took Yvette's hand and smiled also.

OHAPTER XIL
The Spy Hole on the Stalrway.

“I have heard of your great kindness
to our poor folk,” sald Ywveite Foy, her
hand still warm within her new friend’s
grasp, “and my heart was touched when |
saw you carry the poor dead babe yesterday
trom the house of Anta Moureau'!'

Mlower-a'-the-Corn  blushed, and then
suddenly smiled at the newcomer brightly
and cordially

“It was kind of them to let a stranger
do so much." she asld, And then, changing
the subject, she added: “You are Mistreas
Foy, are you not, the daughter of the
hostler who has spoken so kindly to my
tather at the preachings?"’

*] am indeed Yvelte Foy.,” the girl an-
swered, “and one much honored to make
your acquaintance. Why have we not ere
thip seen you at our poor houss of the
Bon Cretien?”

*"Bocause—because—'" sald Frances, her
face breaking Into s slow amile, "in my
cousitry It s the custom to walt for an
tavitation before setilng foot across one's
pelghbor's threshold.™

“But my father tells me be has often in-
vited yours to sup with us!" persisted

’ Yvette.

Flower-o'-the-Carn looked slightly dis-
tressed.

“1 had not thought——"" she bogan, and

then stopped: “‘that is, | had not supposed
you would wish to ses me!"

“And why, pray? Bomoobs bas been tell-
log tales.”

loved somn of

The |

to Flower-o'-~the-Corn
"I heard, " 'ahe said

were an clever!
Yvette Foy laughed aloud In her turn
“You will not tell e who told you," she

| sald. It in you who are clever, and 1 did

|tml know fi!*

I "0, 1 am not
Frances, simply

artisanly, ‘‘that

clover at all” returned
| have only followed my

| Inther from oty to city and from camap to

| “afnp, 1 know only men.'

l “In ber jnner heart Yvetle thought that
to know men was pot the least to be de

mired of accomplishments, but ahe did aot
|Eay wo. ®he oefy drew her artn through her
companion’s with a emiling. happy air.

The 1wo girls walked upart from the
crowd of the market plaee, smiling and
| conversing. Such a pair for loveliness was
never s'en topesthor--falr and dark. corn
fower anvl the passion Aower, pear]l and
black diamond,

“Pity me’
mothep—""
| "Nor 1" Frances answered with a quick
| sigh;, Inatinotively drawiog hor new friond
to her, 1 kpow-<at times it Is hard for
% girl. Do you remember her?

“Yen, truly."” sald Yvette." she held my
father from this fally of his while she
livell, And when she dled—then it was he
sent me to school In Paris—to be out of
hig way!"

"AR sald Frances reproachfully, *“do
nol speak thus of your father—If he In all
that In Jeft 10 you, as mine 8! And be-
siden, my father says he 18 a good man.”

Yvotie laughed a little laugh, very deep
In her throat.

“Yen," she sald scornfully, “a good man
doubitless—that s to be some one else's
father. [t Is very well for you, my falr
lady, who go Gut everywhere Iinto
world d¢f men with your father, seslng now
Innda and the faces of new folk and brave
poldiers, and great men—very easy for
you to prate to Yvette Foy of fathera!'

]

Rald Yvette; 1 have mno

“Nay., nay.," sald TFlower-o'-the-Corn,
blushing, "1 know what you mean very
wall, but, Indesd, 1t In not so. There I

no man anywhere, in highland or lowland,
mountain or isle, whose company 1 would
prefer to that of my father!™

“Then the more fool you, with such
chancea!" murmiured Mintreas Yvetto,
under her breath, But aloud she sald, pat-
ting Flower-o'-the-Corn's dellcataly round
arm on which her hand was lying. “Ah, one
day, my dear! There ls u ship coming to
you over the sea. The sails of it are samile
and the masts pure gold, as the old story
tells, and ita burden is love—love—-love!™

] suppose love for a woman?' wsald
Frances, looking at her winsomely under
her eyelashes, ‘‘sines you fright me such
dreadful things of men.'”

Bhe nighed.

“Yes, they bave been very kind to me—
some of them,” ahe sald reflectively, ‘‘and
—and T have not always been very kind to
them."

“That | the safest way to bind a man
to you,” said the voles of experience, “to
be at the first & little unkind,"

Yvetta thought & lttle and then added:
“Afierward not—they tire of it sooner than
the other.™

Then catching a little fear on the flush-
ing face of Frances Wellwood, Yvette put
her hand tenderly about the girl's neck,
*“You need not fear, little one, with euch a
face as yours and those great fatal eyes—
love will come to you fresh every morning
across the years, be you kind or bs you
unkind!™

A figuro passed across the Grande place,
going in the dlrection of the Aubefge of
the “Bon Chretien."

“Who {5 that?" said Flower-o'-the-Corn,
quickly, for a certain martial swing was
assorting itself even through the blue
blouse, the corduroy breeches and hooded
eape of Plerre the wagoner,

Yvette patted her cheek agaln.

“Ab, denrest,’* she said, most caressingly,
“you cannot expect your ship to come to
anchor up here among these wild hills,
That & but Plerre the wagoner from
Flanders, he whose barrels were ran-
sacked the other night by our good, honest
triends of this Protestant village—"'

«Phe same who brought the dispatches
and the cannon?” sald Frances. "I was
there—out on the Causses that night. He—
he has never thanked me for saving his
1ife! 1 should like to see him again.”

“‘Botter perhaps that you should npot,”
gald Yvetle in a low tone.

“And why?' cried Frances, with a kind
of cateh In her voice.

“There are things which it is not fitting
for a girl to hear,” sald Yvette, still with
her oyes upon the ground. “Remember,
1 am older than you, Mistress Wellwood!™

Flower-o'-the-Corn turned instantly upon
Yyette Foy and held her tightly by the
wrist, looking into her face,

“You must tell me now, she sald, ear-
postly. 1 am no child. 1 have heard Jhow
men speak to men. He came once aond
my father bade him return. He will re-
turn. Why, then, should I not speak with
him ™

The dark girl looked every way about.

“It 1s not safe to speak out here,' sha
murmured. “Come to my room and I will
tell you."

Really she only meant to gain time. Bhe
must fatally prejudice the young man In
the regard of Flower-o'the-Corn, and to
this end she had made certaln arrange-
ments,

There was a private eptrance to the Tem-
plar's house, by means of A low door in &
Httle side strect leading into a little eir-
eular tower in which was a stalr. By this
the girls presently ascended.

At one point there was a little spyhole,
{hrough (he Inner wall, vhich gave imme-
dlately into the stable., B:tore this Yvette
stopped.

Suddenly she clapped her hands lightly
tpgether. This had fallen out beyond her
expectation, Seeing and belleving being
one, there was the less need of explanatory
npeech

“Look—Ilook!" she whispered eagerly to
Flower-o'-the-Corn.

With something that made her ashamed
In her heari, yet for the present with no
power to resist, Frances looked. There,
{mmediately beneath, were—not Plerre the
Whagoner as she bad expected, but—the two
strangers whom she had seen at the takiog
of the wagons out on the moonlit plain—
a man and & woman., They were engaged
in brushing and refolding s military suit
of clothes. It was to all appearance the
same which Billy Marshall had saved with
jealous care out of the sick king's wagons,
and the pair dld their work as If well ac-
customed to the task.

“Hee," sald Yvette Foy, with a deep kind
of sllent triumph, “there, all unexpectedly,
is the proof of what I brought you here to
tell you. The man who owns that comes
among us poor Cevennols as a traltor!"

With the quick eye of one who has lived
all her lf{e asomog soldlers, Frances saw
that the garments, which were now being
swifily folded and put away, constituted an
offlcer's uniform of the Malson du Rol, or
King's guard, of the French army.

{To be contiued.)

More Truth Than Hamor,
At what time does the 9:20 train get

In®" aaked the commercial traveler joe-
ularly, of the tlcket agent at Hexham's
Corners

“About noopn,” replied tha officlal

And it proved that there was more truth
than humor in his reply, the sald train
having a habit of being about three hours
Iate—Dvtrolt Free Press,

No Snecessors.
Abou Ben Adhem! May he rest in peace!

Last of his name—his (ribe 414 not Increass.
Hecause—O think upon It with compassion!

Bables, about that tme, went out of fash.
lon ~Chicago Tribune.

you
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But taletelling, even in Its mildest form
of telling on the taletellor, was Impoasible

CONDITION OF OMAHA TRADE

Vo'ume of Business f.r the Week Larger
Than Anticipated.

COLLECTIONS RATHLR

DISAPPOINTING

Valnes on Most Lines are Abhant the
Snme an They Were 8 Week Agn,
bnt Still the in Up-

ward and Not Dowunward,

Teadenoy

Trade with Omana jabbers and manufae-

turers In most lines was henvier last week
than war genernlly anticipatm) hw Ime-
preexion was that practonily all of the
large buyers had bhesn on the market and
{nm--ﬂ thelr orders, but from the heavy
iits that were wold last week It 18 evident
that such wae nat the vis Traveling
snlesmen alao met with good suceess on ths
rond and the mall arders came i (reely, »)
thet taking the situntion ax o whole 16

bors may (hey have no cause for comninint

Future business la also (o very sa stac-
tory condithon, Traveling men are on *as
rond with a good many differont -9 of

goods und sn fur honve met with ex ep-
tonally good stuccess for so sarly Vi oone
seiron, With anyithing llke an average ciop

of smill graln and corh avery one 18 confl.
dent that fall trade this year will be very
henvy

Collections at present are not as satistac-
tory ne they might Qe That s owing 1o the
fact that there Is still p vory mnrk.-ﬁ m01 L.
age of cars with which to move grain and
other furm produce. Farmers conseqguoeatiy
have to ask for much credit ut the ha.nls
of Petallers and retallers In turn not only
full to discount thelr hills, but have to sl
thelr Jobbers for extemalony, Tho aftunation®
an yeot is not what would be called exoct'y

eritical, but at the samo 'moa uniless *ho
diMculty s remedied clsastrous eMecis may
follow. The tendency., &f cousse, la Tor
farmers (o keep down expences untll they

can move thelr crops and get samn mon-y
If the rellet comes In time meschants will
not be injured, bLut If farmoers are short of
money throughout the spring season trada
In the country will be materinlly decronsed

Prices huve not fNuclwted to any great
axtent during the week under review. ‘I'hers
Is, however, (he same firm tone to the trads

that has characterized the situation for
muny months past Those who nre I &
position ‘to know puy that present pross
pects point to continued firm markets for

several months to come and that prices on
great many lines will go higher before

t.hey will go lower,
NSagar May Go Higher,

The sugnr market Is in practically the
samn position It was 5 week ngo so far ma
quotations go, Haws are being fiemly held,
however, nnd those well Informed are of the
opinlon that the sugnr market Is In a very
strong posltlon, with prospects favorable
for higher prices in the future, One of tha
reasons given for ll)ﬂkln;i for a higher sugn;

\

market is the sale, which was announced
peveral days ago, of the Callfornia &
Hawnll  Sugar Hefinlng comprily  of

Crookett, Cal, to the Bpreckles Sugar Re.
Aning company. As an indicatlon of the
effect that this sale will have on the market
Jobbera are ealling attention to the [act
that since the sale took place sugar has ad-
vanced on the cost % cent. This advince
effectas the price In all the territory trom
Cheyenne west. This snle In alxo thken as
an Indieatlon of the fact that the sugar in-
terests  are constuntly becoming more
closely allled, which meang a more staple
mirket than has been experienced for many
yours., Without these differences that Fava
existed In the past refinera will, of course,
have n better opportunity of securing u
good margin of profit over and above the
cost of Ermlurunn. 80 that the getieral opin-
jon Is that sugar will sell relatively higher
in' the future than It has in the past

There has not been much change n the
checte market during the week under re.
view except o [ttle advance on New Yory
state cheese, Btocks are getting veory Hght
and It will be the middle of May before new
grass cheess will be on the market

he sltuation In eanned corn Is very much
the aame as [{ wis o week ago. Hival can-
nera are still hoiding off and refusing to
sell future stock. In tomatoes, however,
there s a slightly easier feeling. Raltimore
and Maryland canners are offering futures
at nlightly lower flgures than they were a
week ago and in spot tomatoes thera s
aito a allghtly eawler feeling.

The demand for dried frults has shown
some !mprovement during the last few
days, but still stock Is not moving very
rapldly.

The rloe market I8 firm and unchanged,
The market on syrups I also very strong at
the advance recently reported. Factories
are all heavily oversold and are oniy ace
ceplin orders subject to two orf three
weeks' delny. Jobbers are freely predict.
Inr higher prices and say that they cer
tainly will come If the demand continues.

Cereals, soap and tobacco are all seliing in
prlclicaliy the same notches they were
woeek ago,

Good Demnand for Dry Goods.

Omaha dry goods jobbers were veéry
pleasantly surprised last week at the
amount of stock they sold. They thought
that practically all of the heavy buvers
had been on the market, but they have
since found that they were mistnken. They
ave advices that several more will be hera
his coming week, so they are looking for u
falrly good demand for another woek or ten
dayn. he fact remuins, however, that the
bulk of the spring s'uff has heen sold and
that business in that line will rapldly de-
erease from this on,. Wholesalers, however,
have no enuse for complaint, ns they havae
broken all previous records In the amount
of goods eold, and In fact thelr trade so far
has been the best in every respect that they
have ever sxperienced,

Travellng salesmen are now on the rond
with fall “mR:M and are meeling with
Bood succens ercharnts seem to he awnras
of the fact that sverything polnts to higher
prices in the fature and as a resiic ara
anxious to get under cover. Another renson
why they are anxious to buy early I8 the
fear of a shortage In desirable lines. A
reat many of the dealers who have been
n the clty recently buying wpring goods
have placed advance orders for fall goods
80 an to make sure of getting what they
want at the proper time,

There is no epecial market news this
week, as what has been previously reported
about the upward tendency of the cotton
goods market s still applfcable, Every one
seems 1o be confldent that higher phices
will rule on a number of staple lines.

Good Rubber Goods Weather.
Rubber goods

Jobhers dld an excellen

business last week. The combination o
high watler, =now and raln and mud, so
eeneral In the territory tributury to this

marke!, has nad the effect of making the
demand for bber goods of all kinds the
best experiended in Inu% time. Rubber
boots In partficular hayve been In blg de-
mand und In fact & number of Omaha job-
hers have sold out thelr entire stooks and
have telographed far more to he sont by ex-
reds.  Ribber clothing, particularly mack-
ntohes, have been good sellers and jobhers
aay that If the remalinder of the seascil is
as good as the first part has beon they will
have no trouble In breaking all previous
records,

The demand for leather
heavy as could be expected at this seanon
The only 1-om;|-1nlmt loral houses ave to
make In the slow delivery of goods from
the factorles. They say that at this time
last year they had n goodl many orders
filled that they nre unable to ship this sen-
son hecause they have not yet reosived the
goods, They are beginning to fear thust
they wili have considerable troubls from
this source all the season

10«!; Is fully ns
L

No Change in Hardware.

The hardware market is In practically ths
pame position It was a wr-r!( ngo, There
have, of courne, boen u foew minor Muctun
tions, but no changes worthy of mention
have been roperied. Trade, however. In
spring lnos s starting out in very satis
factary manner and jobbers expeot to do
rushing business from this time an. [ndl-
eations are that there will be a goad dea!
of bullding and répairing out through the
country as woll am In the tuwns, which will
of courne, create a big demund for hard-
ware

Frults and Produce,

The demand for frulta and vegetahles was
Just about normal last week. Whenever the
weather warma up & litle the demand for
reen stuff shows a morked Improvement
he supply has been better of late than it
was & short time ago, but as the demand s
also Increasing there has not been much re
ductlon In prices,

The market on butter and poultry s Just
About the sume us It was o week ago, the
demand and aupply apparently running
Sust about even e R market hos
fluctuated back and forth to quite an ex-
tent, but stil] there have been no very pad.
feal changes. It only takes & few warm
duys to increase recelpin and cause prices
to break, and on the other hand a few cold
days wiil strongthen the market again.

Yolce of Experionce,

“What!” aska the mttornsy *“vou & mar-
fied man, and yeot you say you do not know
'!\rm A woman'g pockel s’

‘Yoo, I'm n married man,'' roswers the
witness hotly, “and | want to tell you that
v}wn ou get 0 be one you'll find out that
it's all you want to do 1o keep your oyos
on your own pockets without irying to find

out where your wife's are!'—New York
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