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CHAPTER X111
Cerinin Spoken In Certaln Wheels,

ft wna not at the moment a matter of
supremie personal Importance to Flower-
o'«the.Corn whether or not the Camisards
of La Cavalerie ware orf were noL enter-
talning a traltor unawares.

But that which disturbed Flower-o'-the-
Corn was the knowledge (hat her father,
the chapiain of Ardmillan’s regiment, A&
British offcer sccording to military rat-
ing, should be In this place, dleguised. and
under conditions which she could not help
but recognize would bring him to the gal-
lows H dlscovered, while at the same time
she had bBeen the means of iatroducing
among the Camisarde one who might prove
to be a French apy

The girls were now seated In Yvette's
chamber, which waa pleasantly situated on
the third or highest story of the Templar's
bouse, the village spread out far bhelow
like a collection of beehives,

“And why.” mald Flower-o'-the-Corn (o
Yvetto, It this man is really a apy of the
enemy, do you not denounce him to your
father®  Or, better atill, to General Ca-
valler?”

Yvette Foy looked atraightly at her new
friend Iike one who in &ll her life has had
nothing to conceal,

“That were Indeed eary,” she sald,
calmly, *"but firat a French officer is &
gentleman. 1 bave no densire to ses him
torn llmb from limb by a howling rabble,
us he would be If anyithing of what we
know appeared, And, socondly, he and
his people are lodging in this house, so
that 1 can have them constanily under
observation.”

“But General Cavaller—my father—the
other Protestant leaders?" urged Frances
Wellwood, “They are constantly walkipg
about and talking with this youpg man.”

“An to Oeneral Cavaller, as you coall
him." sald Yvotte, with supreme contempt,
“the apprentice baker can attend to his
own Affalra. I nm not his nursemaid, and
for your father, my dear, have po fear for
him! The CCamisards will listen to his
preachings, but will tell him nothing-—not
it he were to remain here a hundred yoars!
Do not be afrald of him. Just because he
fa the one true prophet among the many
falpe, God will send his angels to watch
over him!"

Yvette lifted up her benutiful eyes ns
ghe spoke.

Flower-o'-the-Corn roas Impulsively and
threw her arms about her new friend's
nook,

“th, I shall love you dearly, 1 know!™
ghe cried, with a kind of sob. I have
been so lonely here—a girl with no one Q
speak to—excepl my father.”

It was no wonder that the apparent ad-
vantages wore all on the side of the daugh-
ter of Martin Foy, nor that when she had
undertaken the education of her Junior, the
very simplicity and directness of Frances
made her like wax In the hands of her self-
constituted guardian and tutoress,

“What would you have me do?"’ wald
Frances meokly to Yvette Foy, “If 1 am not
to Inform my fathen that there may be a
traltor in the camp?"

“Wa do not know all,” sald Yvette, in a
low tone, “who are we, you and I? Two
girla who have no experience of treaties
and embassles or of the hither and thither
of politics, What have wo seen? Only a
suit of foroign regimentals, which, If we
charge the mwan with the possession of, he
will doubtlens say that he obtained them In
order to further his progress hither! In the
meantime, what you have to do Ia simply
to steer clear of this young man with the
superabundant changes of raiment. For
the sake of your father’s life, If not your
own, do not be so unwlse us to have any
dealings with him!"

“That In, at loast & prescription easy to
follow,"” laughed Frances frankly and read-
ily, "for indeed and indeed I do pol care if
I never saw him angaln!"’

At this Yvette kissed her friend, mur-
muring vague girlish tenderness. Then she
geatly disengaged hersolf and walked to the
window. PFar down, at the entrance of a
certain dark entry stood a cloaked figure,
the same whom she had seen in the church
ss ahe passed out during sermon time,

Yvetle Foy amlled bitlerly to herselfl.

“Ah, you there still, my good wagoner!"
she muttorad, “well, at some trouble and
expense Lo myself 1 have succeeded In put-
ting & somewhat conalderable spoke In
your wheel, Master Plerre Dubols of Roche-
a'-Bayard and Hoo!"

Protty 1t was to listen to the give and
take of coofdenve between Lhem—ospo-
eclally the give. For while Yveite maid
Httle, this our dove of a Frances, ex-
cited and rejoiced to have one of her own
age and sex to confide in, told out wull that
was within her heart with the sweslest
and delcotest blushings in the world.

And it was a tale to strike her listener
with envy. For though It dealt ounly with
the Inmocentest and slightest girlish ad-
mirations, likings, preference, what oppor-
tunities did Yvette, the expaerienced, npot
discorn?! What glimpses of a world of men
in rapld and brilliant actlon, of the glanc-
Ings of golden epauleis, the glittering ot
lace, the clinking of spurs, the hither and
thither of the oficers of a bundred regl-
ments and bhalf & dozen services.

And this girl had walked ihrough it all
llke one In & dream! A handsome young
alde-d:-camp of a commander-in-chlet had
®nfronted her among Lhe Urabant wheat—
Apart—with admiration radiant in his eyes,
and she (Flower-o'-ithe-Corn) had ridden
off with a simple riant werd upon a bor-
rowed horse.

Yvetle Foy had to bite hor nether lip to
keep In the words of contempl.

And meanwhile, Flower-o'-the-Corn prat-
tled on regardicss of all,

“Yes,” she sald, "It stays In my mind
that be admired me! 1 do not know why-—
but he dld. Mem do thowe thioge. But
somohow—somebow, though others have
looked like that at me—there was some-
thing about bim, perhaps his pusxled air
as | rofle awey (1 could laugh &t it then)
that—that—well, It made me think of him
afterward. Of gourse, | shall never see him

— — -~ ——————
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He was wall

ngain, Yen I knew his name,
known about the eamp of Namur, being
gecratary to my Lord Mariborough

‘Well, hin name—what was i7" do.

manded Yvette, who in a love affair lked
to got to the root of the matter quickly,

“His name was—that s, he wan ealled,
o they told me (for indeed I never spoke
io him again) Captaln Maurice Ralth of his
excelléncy’s stafl.’”

“He was handsoma?’

“Of & hapdsomoeness—yes!" sald Flowars
o'-the-Corn, curling ber lip with an elabo-
ration of carclessnens.

“A-h=h!"" sald Yvette, very softly to her.
| #Bolf, “he was handsome, was he—o! hias
excellency’'s stafl? His name, Captaln
Maurico Ralth. Ah, captain—my retty
li-apuln iIf 1 do not hold you now in the

hollow of my hand—erack thy whip, good
}l'nllllfl‘ wagoner! For, If so It prove, the
thing that 1 desire Is mine own already, or
I rhall know the reason why!™
L] . . - - . - -

The defences of the village were now ap-
proaching a state of completlon, La
Cavalier was pow the chiefest and the
safest of all the strengtha of the Camisarda,

But alroady victual and forage were at a
perllously low ebb In cose of a sudden ate
tack. A foray was nccessary. The polnt of
attack and the leader must be decided upon,

As to the latter there could ba lttle
question. The Camisarde would follow Jean
Cavaller, and no other man, so long a= he
romalned among them. Had he not been
uniformly succosaful? Was his name not
n bugbenr and terror from Nantsur-Dourble
to the Pont-du-Guarde Beaucaire? Relard
—Catipat—Casiinot—these were good men
and true prophets, but no one of them ap-
proached Jean Cavalier in the power over
men which makes command easy and nat-
urnl. PFurthermere, the Lord was evidently
with him. He prophesied but seldom, but
when be did the thing happened. Not ones
nor twice was it so, but always. Which
repute naturally mude him careful of his
words, and a Judiclous silence passed
equally for wisdom.

As for Plorre the wagoner, he found It
momoewhat difficult to put in the hours of
his stay at La Cavalorie. He watched
every movement of Flower-o'the-Corn. He
saw her convoy her father out In the morn-
Ing, and, wrapping his cloak ahout him,
was at the door of the little temple before
ber, But Frances was leaning upon Pat-
rick Wellwood’'s arm, and looking up in his
face, But peither his presence nor the di-
rection of his eyos escaped the notice of the
Demotselle Yvette Foy who made her en-
trance a little later,

When Frances came out, It was with
grinding of teeth that Plerre the wagoner
watched her leave her father's arm to en-
counter Yvette, and noted the jncreasing
friendlineans of the two girls which (when
one thinks of 1t) was after all the most
natural thing in the world.

Mauriee continued to pace th‘a-n-rrr-a-;.
malodorous streets, till he was fool-sore.
Also he had strained his neck, craning It
upward to look into the windows of the
auberge,

From a topmost tower window of the
Templar's house a pretty, spiteful face re-
garded him as he stood grinding the ingo-
cont paving stopes beneath his heels and
chewing the bitter cud of his disappoint-
ment,

“Ah"” murmured the volce, with a low,
soft thrill of scorn, ‘“‘Flower-o'-the-Corn,
did you call her? A pretity mald—a pretiy
name—by my falth both fulsome and pretty.
But such fowers are not for you, my wag-
oner getntleman! Thistles—plain thistles
shall be your diet. Plain, green, purple-
topped thistles with ragged leavea, cropped
oo an empty belly by the roadside, your
long ears flap-flapping In the wind that
frets every ass on the common and every
Tom-fool on the earth they call God's!
Such, If Yvetle Foy can arrange It, shall
'be your portion!”

CHAPTER X1V,
The Malson Rouge,

Yet it chanced fbat Mistress Yvette, hav-
ing seen her visltor almost within reach of
home, and knowing In addition that about
that hour her father's lodger must be be-
taking himself to keep his appointment
with Jean Cavalier, a wholly unexpeotad
and unauthorized interview took place In
the doorwny of the westermost tower by
the Templar's Gate of La Cavalorie,

Frances Wellwood was hurrying home.
It was already lute In thoe autumnal after-
1noon. Her father would be thore walling

for the cup of tea which only she could
| brew for him, or (more lkely) having
walted in valn, he would be gone out to
complete 'his surfelt of good works,'" as
she irreverently called his rounds of ex-
hortation and visitations among the poor
of La Cavalerie.

Suddenly Plerre the wagoner stood before
ber. He appeared cloaked and hatted from
the dark of the entry. With a certain fore
gotfulness of his assumed position he hald
out his hand to Flower-o'-the-Corn frankly
and freely as one of her own nation might
have done,

“l have again to thank you for saving
my life,” he sald. "I dld not venture to
trouble you yesterday mornlng with & for-
mal visit, becauss | saw you had other mat-
tera to occupy you. Bul now | de! The
preservation of my |iHe may Bot he much
to ba thankful for. It s of small value to
anyone but myself, but such sa It s 1 am
no way likely to have another and am
grateful to you for saving the one I have.
I know—there is something stupid in the
uttering of such thinge, but briefly {f there
is anything in your life in which a man can
help you, think of Plerre the wagoner!"

"I thapk you,” sald Flower-p'-the-Cora
coldly, “'but In ocase of need to which camp
shall 1 send my messenger?”

She was thinking of the sult of French
clothes wrapped up by hie servant so care-
fully in thelr coverivgs of rougkh matting.
For a reason at which she could oot even
guess, the young muan was overwhelmead
with confusion.

“To which camp?

Your messenger?' he
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queried, faltering and changing color as he
spoke,

“Yes,” she continued, smiling upon him
with intent, "did | not understand you to
offer me such help as a man who means 1t
may honeatly give a woman who needs 1t

“Indeed, 1 sald a0, and 1 meant It!" he
reiternted, ithrusiing his hand out with
quitk spontancout actlon,

Byt Flower-o'-the-Corn withheld bers as
If she had not secn.

“It s gracious of you," she said, stify,
and with a cold fesling about hor face, "“but
that whish 1 did for you T would have done
for your carter lad. And, indeed, 1 see not
what you can ever do for me, unless—in
spice of mallos, perhaps transmitted from
Yvette Foy, ahot athwart her speech) untens
perchanca I should happen to have somé
goods to transport betwixt the towns of
Roche-a-Bayard and Hoo!™

Maurice mtood cold stricken, faint, not
knowing what to make of the girl's knowl-
edge. Was It Information or & guess?
Clearly, at least, she d4id not believe that
he was the wagoner he had given himselt
oul Lo be,

“"Madame,” he replied, nevertheless, Ior
he had suffclent professional readiness not
to be taken wholly at a short, “if it ahould
ever be my good fortune to return to my
native land, be assured that I shall be hon-
ored to do your behests, not only between
Roche-a-Bayard and Hoo, bul also between
Hoo and Roche-a-Barard—and to the world's
end!"™

He Jifted his hat loftlly, with a carriage
and air that of a certainty were never thone
of Plerre Dubole, He would have gone oul
stralghtway, but something In the girl's
manner held him back.

“Htay!" she sald, and hesaitated for a
word, “1 do not wish to let you go, bellev-
ing that a man llke you is & traitor and a
scoundrel. Are you, or are you not the
man you seem ™’

The color want wholly aut of the young
man’'s fare, The girl was right. He was
not the thing he seemed. Yet he had 2o
reason for admitting her to his confidence
(which was now also Jean Cawvaller's con-
fidence). The time had not arrived, and as
things #tood the delay might be fatal to
him. .

Flower-o0'-the-Corn  walted while one
might have counted a seore for him to
spoak. then she heaved the loast little sigh,
Innudible save to the recorder of such like
c¢risls and cataclysma.

"It Is enough,” she sald, “same from
your own sllence, I would not have belleved
It. Now | know! Let me pass!" .
And without a smile or the least glance
of tarewell Frances Wellwood passed up the
tavern stone stalrs, with some of the grim
determination of her ¢ovenanting father on
her face.

Then thers came a sudden resolution inte
the breast of Maurfce Raith, He had been
enough tossed hither and thither, enough
flouted and held at naught by this girl and
that. He was slek of {t. The memory ol
it bit like the gnawing gangrena of an old
wound, restiessly, sleeplessly at his heart,

He would not longer submit to it. He
would follow the girl and cloar himself in
her pyes. He turned at the word and went
up the stairs of the tower chamber three st
& time,

But he had walted aver long In thought.
The quick light footsieps fled higher and
higher. A heavy door clanged, almost in
his face. He bit his Up and in his turs
rapped loudly on the door. Mnaurice Rallh
had little enough idea what he would ask
for when the door opened. He was only
acutely conscious that no longer would he,
the somotime alde and confidentinl messen-
ger of my Lord Marlborough, be made a
clown and a Iaughingstock of by this girl
and that,

The door swung back on mignty binges.
Mauriee found himself fronted by the tall,
majestie presence of the late chaplain of
Ardmillan's regiment, who held out his hand
and greeted him affectionately.

“Ah!" he exclaimed, before the young
man had time to speak, “you have come to
consult me. If you have brought to thess
poor folk of the Cevennes sharp ewords and
the armament of war It may chance that
we will give you in return bread to cat—
yea, bread that the world wotteth not of.
Come thy ways In, lad."”

And Maurice went in very gladly. For he
thought within him that he would see
Frances, But that wise maid, much allve
to his Intent, only listened without the door
to his converse with her father, which, tn
do Patrick Wellwood justice, was of the
graveal sort, and continued with increasing
unwillingness oen Maurlce Ralth’s part.

“Thipk it no, alr,” sald the gld man, and
#he could see the movement of his fore-
finger, “that by the best deeds in the world
you oan win one atom of Yavor In the next
world"—

“Right bappy slould 1 be,” sald the young
man, soberly smiliog In his host’s face, “If
my good deeds could win me ope or two
things that 1 deelre in thls under world.”

“Ah, yes,' sald the old pastor, shaking
his white locks not intolerently, ‘‘the favor
of some malden or the like far in the
north. Have I also not beem young? And
do not I know the hearts of the young™

There was & clang without, the patter of
little foet, a hush, and then a rustle,

It Is Cavaller,” sald the old man, with
a keen plessure on his face, “Jean Cavaller,
who is to me as the son of mine old age!"

Then rage and mortification took hold of
Maurice Raith, Had he not heard and in-
terproted—that is, misinterpreted, as those
too keen on elrcumstantial evidence usually
do. It was not the patier of Flower-o'the-
Corn’s little feat to the outer door to which
he had listened. It was not the whispered
colloguy of lovers, standing & moment be-
bind it, intent upon each other after it had
been closed with care, that made the little
walting hueh.

What Mauriee Ralth actually heard In
the littls tower over the western gate in
the village of La Cavalerie was the hurried
rush of a certain young woman, not slte-
gethor superior to the weaknesses of her
sex, to the door of the turret chamber
which beld her bed room, her pause for
breath in the safe darkness of the stalrway,
and then the further walting, Goger on lip
for the entrance of the visitor.

A day or two hefore Jean Cavalier might
nlso have had his lllusions. But sew his
mipd was busy with ether things. He en-
tered briskly, accorflag to his custom,
humming & cheerful psalm. The old man
took his hand and led him within, where, on
the great oak settes ho took his seat with
the aplomb apd assurance ¢of & favorite son
of the houss.

Mauries Ralth could scarcely contaln him-
selt for anger. He it was who had seen
her frst She was of his nation, of his
religion, of his kin almonst Were not all
Boota In the armies of tb: low countries
a8 Lbrothers and alsters®

But his last was an argument which for
the time being he vould not advance, What
had Plerre the wagoner to do with Ard-
millan's regiment or the Scots Duteh who
had stood by Willlam at Steinkirk?

“This Is the young man from our breths
ren in the north'' sald the old man; “he
who brought us the weapons of war and the
tidings of good cheer."

And with his continual bright smile Jean
Cavallier held out his hand. There waa
something invieelbly winsing about the
youug man—perhaps even more for men
than women. Though, indeed, thinking
himself wmecure from the (nfluepce of
women, he was really weakest on thelr side.
§0 he sat there securly counting, even
Flower-o'-the-Corn, but a lttle maid by
the wayside, to be amiled upon ss ha
should pass by, And without the least
thought of Muurice or what might be bia
feelings ot thé subject. The young man
ground his teeth and mutisred bitteriy of
the loconstancy of women--copcerning
which, on the preseat occasion, be had ot
the slightest right to maky remarks.

But Maurice Halth bad suddenly grown
so fercely joalous that bad an sagel from
heavets come down to appeass him he
would have turned upon the Intruder with
the remark that he for one knew betier and
Wan nol to be hoodwinked.

“Al, Dubols,'" sald the young man, care.
lesnly, “'you here, are you® For my part,
I came In only to pass the tlme ull you
were due to arrive At my rooms on the
other slde of (he tower galoway."”

“Aye,” mald Maurice, flarcely, “so much
wWas In my own thoughts also!™

Cavaller glanced momentarily scross at

the Beot, but, though consclous ihat he
was In some degree rufMed, the young
Camisard never for a moment suppoded

Any connoeotion between his agltation and

himself, continulng &weetly and calmly
bin talk with the old pastor,
"Presently, then; presently,” he sald,

nodding and smiling to Maurics with such
unconscious graclousnesa of charm that
Maurice, {f he had not heard the light
fiying footsteps nnd diagnosed (how wrong-
fully we know) the hushful pausg, could
bave found it In hin heart to forgive him.
As It was he only sat sulky, fngering
his bat and wishing himself gut of it

But there was no undus haste sbout Jean
Cavaller. “No wonder,” thought the sus-
pieloun Maurice; “in a little while he will
make hin excuss to go, and there in the
dim-1it passage—at the stairhead, In the
obscure of the landing. she will mest him—
I know the ways of such''—(he did Dot say
how he koew nor yeot how his knowledge
gave him the right of eriticiam upon olhers,
oven should his dlagnosls be correect).

He woke to find himeelt bolng addressed
by the old pastor. The chaplain of Ard-
millan’s regiment had a bottle of wine in
his hand and his tone was that of apology.

"Water, as | remember,”” sald he, “was
made sometime before wine, yet 1 koow
not how Jong; and If it be the pleasurs or
necesslly of you two young men that you
should go forth Into the night, let It not be
sald that you went without such hospltality
as might be shown you by Patrlck Wall-
wood. I have called my daughter, but I
fear that deep sleep hath fallen upou bher
young eyelids, Inasmuch as she hath not

answered. So I must e'éen be mine own
drawor apnd setter out of drink and
vietuals!™

And with that tbhe minlster betook him-
solf with a grave and suitable dignity to the
corner cuphboard, whomce bhe was bringing
out the sllver trays and glasses, wiping
them with a clean white napkin and wet-
ting them In order, when aroused by the
unwonted clinklog and perhaps with an oar
attuned to what wag golng on underneath,
Flower-o'-the-Corn came awiftly clatiering
down the stalrs, with the sharp clacking
polse which her heels always made upon
the stone stolrs, and as Is indeed cus-
fomary with malds of quick, nervous lem-
per when they are In haste. She burst In
upon them without warnlog, all at guze
open-mouthed upon her, her father with
the uncorked bottle In his band.

“Father.," she cried. "0, how wicked you
¢an be! Did I mot tell you that you were
never—mnever to touch those glasses. You
known that the last time you broke four—
besides those which rolled upon the floor."”

And at the rebuke her father hung his
head shamefacedly.

* 'Pis trus—'tls but too true. Frances'
he sald, I own I, It was my fault. But
indeed 1 bethought me that you were gope
to bed. For 1 ealled thrice and you an-
swered not!"

“] was—'"' she began, but did not con-
tinue. ¥or It had not come to that of It
yot with Frances Wellwood, that ahe conld
{n anything epeak the thing which was not
‘to her tather.

Then the while she sat before the youths
the Hmited and austere hospitality of the
Tower on the Wall Patrick Wellwood als-
coursed at large upon the virtues of early
rising and simplicity.

“Young men,” he said, “I beseech you,
mortity your members while ye are yot
upon the earth. Be ever birds of the morn-
ing! Rise and see the sun color the sky
ere his bedclothes are well off. Early ris-
{ng Is good for the grace of God, as It hath
been held to be for the cultivation of the
muses. GQentlemen, I offer you a little sim-
ple country refreshment. It will noither
make nor mar you at this time of night.
But, as 1 say, since you afe In haste, drink
your draft and be gone, like men who have
ouly so many posts io travel along life’s
way, and but small {ime to discount at each
one!"

Flower-o'-Corn smiled and filled the
glasses to the brim. Then she presented
one to Maurice first, as to the greater
stranger In the house, and afterward one
slso to Jean Cavaller.

“Do not heed my father,’ she sald. “His
words are more Inhospitable than his
heart. He cares not for anything save that
he may draw a lesson from (L."

“Frapces, Frances,” sald her father re-
proachfully, “pray have a care. Remember
that for every ldle word that man shall
speak he shall glve an account. And what
wil} those young folk think of you and your
upbringing. 1 bid you think shame!™

Yet it was evident enough what one at
least of these young folk thought. For, as
tor Msurice Raith, he hardly took his eyes
off the sweet, saucy face of Flower-o'-Lhe-
Corn, while even the more sell-containsd
prophet, Jean Cavalier, sipped his glass and
looked over it at the girl with a marvel-
ing alr.

Yet, even as he looked, he silently re-
puked Mmself, not knowing how much more
dendly was the soare which should one day
take him.

“The lust of the eye! The lust of the
eye!” he murmured. And then in a louder
tope: ““Well, Master Plerre Dubois, you and
I hava ipfinite busineas together and it »
high time that we begsn if, it we mean lo
finish it In time Lo see the morning eun
whine over the Causse Noir yonder, which,
an our old pastor here tells us, s the
strajght way of salvation!™

“Nay, that said | not,” eried Mr. Patrick
Wellwood, shaking his hesd and smillog,
well enough pleased, “you are as bad as
Frances, twisting the word of my mouth,

—— - — —
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Millinery Dept.

Models from the

signers, as well

from our own work

$10 and $12 pattern hats.
T

ages, chiffons and rib
bons, at a special price
for Monday

that cannot find Its equal
for siyle and durability,
at LI

100 tucked chiffon hats—
worth three dollars,

BL chenvvncne srns

L

100 tucked chiffon rim
straw crown, worth
8225, 8tisisivivninnnnnnae

beautiful fAinish, swell assortment of
patterns In all white, black and white  4-INCH FRENCH WOOL TAFFETA—A medium woight sll wool dust proof
and colored effects, all the new suiting—a very pretty pnew fabric In a very styllsh range of color-
weaves, worth up to The yard, 50 Ings, conaldered cheap at $1.25—special price, yard .......... . 1000
special at ..... ARALOFRR (BN c MISTRALS—46-Inch all wool mistrals, nice erisp finlsh, all the

Swell new effects in all the popular new spring colors—special only, yard

shades, in all linen voile and etamines,

8 beautiful quality and very

stylish, speclal at, yuﬂ......soc
20-INCH PRINTED OXFORD WAIST-

INGS—all pretty new patterns, all ool-

14c

82-INCH FINE IMPORTED ANDERSON-

ors, In figures and stripes
worth $30¢ yard, at .........

GLABGOW MADRAS—a swell line of
patterns and all colors for men's shirte O AR oiaias LI el il I Pt
and walsis, gusranteed strictly fast 81-INCH HEAVY WELT WHITE PIQUE WAISTINGS—

colore—worth 850 yard,
at

sebsssns wasamsie TR

hemstitched and drawn work
linen tray cloth, plain weave
worth 36¢, at, 680l ...vvvnnann

border, worth §0¢—

at ....

36-16 wize Lunch Cloth ,worth
760, at, sach ....... SEs e SN ES

SEamEe sEEssssressames

had come for their departure, Maurice rose,
otill sulkily, and with the briefeat saluta-
tion to the pastor abd his daughter, made
his way directly downstairs, resolved that
if there was t¢ be any bole-and-cornering
in the lee of opened doors, he would not be
the man to spoil sport

Butl. all unconsciously, Cavalier coun-
tered him, and with a parting satutation as
brief but far more gracious, Intimated that
gince he had business with this geatleman

1 sald oot that to rise early was the way
of salvation, but only that. other things |
belng equal, it may be made means of
grace, or so sl least 1 have found Jt!"
“Father,” sald his daughter, meekly, it

v, nas I judge, your only grevious sin,
though hitherto 1 have not dared tell you
of it. It keeps you %o puffed up with selt- |
rightecusness all day that you are per- |
fectly unspproachable uuless one s armed
to the teeth! You have no ldea,” sbe
added, turning to the youog men, “"what l]
have to reckon on with when he takes a
turn of getting vp before the sun. If I am
five minutes alfter him I am even ae &
siranger and a castaway.”

“It Is to me wonderful and miraculous,'
sald Patrick Wellwood, welghtily, “that 1
should have begot and reared a girl liko
this, who will thus persist in belying and
misrepresenting the course of my actions
to herward. But there Ia in my couniry n
good proverb, though (I believe) without
seriptural warrant, of the direct sort:
‘Whaso spoaketh against father or mother,
the corbies ahall pyke bis eyes out!” "

“Well, father,'” sald the girl “1 must
seo ihat in the original Hebrew before I
can accept It And, moreaver, |t s trus
enough about the getting up in the mern-
Ing. You ksow aa well as I Ac that 1t
makes you shamefully upsetting all the day.
There le, indeed, ne living with him, gen-
tlemen, except as the worm may with the
gardener by keoplog well out of bis way."'

CHAPTER XV.
The Hour Before the Dawn,
Beting that no more was to be gained by

remaining o the westéern gatebouse of the
town of La Cavalerie, and that, as the

L

young Camiserd leader bad sald, the time

which would in nowise stand over, it would
be convenleat for thém to depart forth.
with.

To each of the young men Flower-o'-the,
Corn had tendersd har hand, with the same
swift, upward glapoe, blue and ilender as
the drawing of & June day, Perbaps (and
if there had beeu any chronometer beating
traction of seconds In the company) it
might have boen observed that she with-
drew her hand a trifie the more quickiy
trom that of Maurlce Raith, From which
& man would have deduced one thing and &
woman quite aAnother The woman, of
course, would have bees in the right,

he two young men salled out iuto the
night. The keen, silent gratitude of the
ovérreaching heaveus receiving them, sud
n abarp, offeotual chill of the Bigh cvausses
In the very bite of the alr. It amelt of
snow—the spow which comes so early up
thare For in the valley of the Dourble
the grapes have not yot done hangiog black
upon the trellises when the good wives of
L.a Cavalerie are buslly sweeping the white
wreasthes from their doors

“You have your papers with you?' smid
Cavalier, carelessly, as they mouhted the
staireane of the opposite or eastermost
tower, \

“I have!" sald Maurice, briefiy, and passed
them over intact, still bearing the senls
which had bees |mpressed upon them by
my Lord Marlberough bhimaell

The young leader of the Camissrds lit &
lamp, set it on (he mantel shelf, and, lesn:
ing his arm carelsssly agalost the wstone-
work, broke the seal and sot himaelf 10
perune the documents within. As he did
so the fashion of his countenances altered

the writlen page.

mosgt re-
nown foreign and domestic de-
a8 hundreds
room,
which are equally as pretty,
are ready for ingpection wheth-
er you are ready to buy or not.
We only ask for you to come
and see them, for styles were
never prettier than this season.

We will make a specialty of

¢ hundred trimmed hats to all the
w shades and colors in flowers, foll-

4.98

A special trimmed bat ta black only,

2.98
1.50
L25

20-INCH MERCERIZED VESTINGS —

...25¢C

LUNCH CLOTH AND BCARFS—18-27
border

25c

18-45 BCARFS—hematitoched and drawn

39¢

24-30 size Lunch Cleth, worth 4sc
S59c

e ———————————— S

l

At F18.80, 51700, $15.00, $10.00 und

and peau de sole, at $85, $30, $22.00,
cloth—at
nicely tallored, at ....,...
and gray—worth $5.00,
bottom—Dblack and colore—price

BLACK CHEVIOT DRESS SKIRT
—percaline lining—price .

$5.48 and

in nll colors, at
A NODBY

Ladies’ Spring Jackets

“THE NEW MONTE BELLA" JACKET—A beautiful

capas—~biack, oxford, navy, tan and Shepard’s plald—
SILK MONTE CARLO AND COFFEER JACKETS~Made of taffetn
20, 16, $12.75, 51190 and
CLOTH BLOUSES—Mude of cheviet, Venetian vollle and broad-
O, S End. s iadiissevviod CEVNEVIVET4 NVededalids
CLOTH MONTE CARLOS—In navy nnd tan unlined, full sleoves, 7 45

7 & Leeyp 3 b .

BRILLIANT SKIRTS—Latest style, 8 ome
spunglass lining—oolors, black and blue—prices §6.00,
BAMPLE LINE DRESH SKIRTS—Broadclath, chaviot,
med In fancy bralds and buttons, with and without drop Hnlog—
black and colors, worth up to $15.00, at .......
HANDSOMELY TAILORED BLOUSE SUIT—Collurless
trimmed with taffeta bands, sevou-gore, uniined skirt,

................................ ssvaan

line of imported sampls
.8.90

WALKING BKIRTS—Nicely stltehed, babit backs—black, blue 2 95
DEIRE vico w0 b hbd i estdbre s foan e ime bRsaa ik .
WALKING BKIRT—8(rapped nenran, six rows of stitching at the

are  trimmed In

clamine and volle (rime

7.90

mtole

coat and front

BUIT STRICTLY TAILORED JACKET— 95
In black and blue cheviol, Al cuccirverorrrsrse sssssssanns . .8.

ANKLE LENGTH SUIT&—In novelty eloth, blouss jacket lned with satin and
gkirt strapped and tallored with 12 rows of siltching
on bottom of skirt, At .....oicvunsvien v ahenananEaaay Nyl A 10.00

BAMPLE BUITE—Wae are showing a line of sample sultn In etamine and wolle

silk, lined throughout, made In the latest cuts, trimmed In
lnce and taffeta band and button postillon baok, $26, $22.60 nod

Dress Goods

Extra special values in latest dress goods,

Black Dress Goods

10 PIECES 4-INCH BLACK ENGLIEH
finish, always sold for The, murked epecinl sale

19.90

BRILLIANTINE—dust  proof, bright

.B0c

10 PIECES 53-INCH BLACK SICILIAN—extra heavy and bright 75
finish—cheap at $1.00 yard, speclal price, yard ......ovveeenes e C

price ..ovivs Bead ke SEae

10 PIECES 64-INCH BLACK MIBTRAL~—A protty new raleed weave, has fine
ellky appearance—a genuloe §$1.00 value— special

. 1LOO

FeResee sesesEsemeR

Colored Dress Goods

50 PIECES NICE NOBRY NEW COLORED DRESS GOODS in elamines, snow

flake nod pretty tweed mixtures—goods in this lot very desirable for separ:
ate skirts and nice dressy dresses, almost any color rl--slm{l, values In this
lot worth 76e and 850 yard—will go on sale Monday morn- 500

Ing at, yard ......

wash goods In while und fancles,

and summer wear,
order to move stock qulokly.

al, yard ....
effects, worth 26c, mt, yard ..

woave, regular 80c grade, ar
two plecves allike.

up to 8o, nt, yard

plain satin damasks, in

e

48-INCH CREPE EGYPTIAN—A pretty soft clinging meterial—one of this sen-
son's most popular dreas fabrie, all the new ehades for street

and evenlog wear, will be put on special sale Monday at, yard...... 750

Wash Goods Dept.

We have just received our delayed shipments of fine imported and domestio
The
posed of all the newest weaves, patterns and effects produeed for (his spring

Owing to the late arrival profite huve been sacrificed In [

27-INCH WHITE DIMITIES, check nalnsooks,
wash gooda for walsts and children’s dresses—worih up to 17¢,

80-INCH MERCERIZED ETRIPE WHITE WAISTINGS—very pretty

25-INCH FINE MERCERIZED OXFORD WAIETINGE—1wo tbhread

60 PIRCES OF MERCERIZED AND PLAIN FINISBH WHITE
This lot_includes all
fects in fAgures, dots and siripes, & benutiful qualily, worth
76 PIECES OF WHITRE VESTINGS—In plain and morcerized fnlnk, Inclufes st

the latest effects In the dlfferent weaves, oxfords, In stripes,
beautiful figures, choviots, fancy pait
plques, In dots Agures and stripes, worth yp to i0¢ yard, at...

basesrnn Besasa

asoariment is complete and in com-

lace snd faney wsirips white

10c

............. 22c

WAISTINGS--t10
patterns and eof-

25¢c

the latest woeaves,

fgures and

1 358¢

He looked at the date at the bead of the
letter and then at a prinied “"Reckoning of

Days" dene In Toulouse which was pinnoed |

to his desk.

“You have been long upon the way, sir’”
be anld, somewhat brusquely, to Maurice
Ratth,

The young Scot resonted both the words
and the tone,

“l have come as quickly as my orders
and the safely of the service admitled,” ha
answared, haughtily, “For that and the
rost 1 shall anawer to my superior ofMocer!™

“l1 beg your pardon,” answered Jean
Cavalier, the {resh boylshness clean gone
out of him face, "'but the dates—do you
know that we of the Cevepnes wre to make
ArTAcgoments (o meet & squadron of Hreitink
ships, crulsing upon the Mediterransan
ooast, and from them recelve further store
of provisions and armameni of war?”

“And what of that?" said Maurice Rallb,
scargely yet come to himself

“Wall,” answerod the young Camiserd,
gravely, "'we have but three days Lo do (L
lo—that s all.”

He threw the paper upon the table, and, |

leanlog his head upon his band, Wiood con-
sidering. Maurice glaoved lavoluntarily at
the writlag, which wae, of course, wholly
familiar to him. It wams even as the young
man had sald. 8o wany days the vombined
fleot would cruise off the comst ot
Cete. If no communichtion was effooied
during this peried it would be undersioal
by the#e In command that the landing waa
impoasible and the squadron would return
whepce 1t came,
(To be Conllsund. )

RELIUIOLS,

The largent palary pald tu any clergyman
in Cleveland la .00 & year. that amount
being received by Rey, Paul F. Sutjhen
pastor af the Secand Presbyterian churoh,

The naphtha launoh of the Christisn En-
deavor soclety of FProvidence, H h
winltod 1005 veseels this seanin, apd oyer
L.000 sallorg huve been ministared to hy En
deavorers by means of 1

Francis Bllue Chatard will celebrate on
May W the tweniy-filth anniversary of hia
elevatlon to the bishoprie of the diovese of

wl |

Vincennes, now the dincese of Indinnnpalls, |
He frowned more and more darkly upon | Ind

d A total abetinence sssoclation in Berlin

haw been establishin

can hlul"l thelr Illt-t.‘lrligr without reporiling
to =aloons or bLelng obliged o ofder 1n-
toxicnting drinks. The hally ure ko be of
fered free Lo workingmen

A New York paper asserts that Rev

e e — Y

1
hulls where Jaborers

(D01

tor James M. Buckiey, the Methodlst, “‘too ¢
undar an pasumed nnme complatog eoaurs
in ‘Christiin Bolence, for the plirjose  of
expoxing 107 11 guotes the severend i
il f am authorlty for the statemant

Mr. Androw 8 in, prestdent of the
Young Moen's Pr vierinn unoh,. of Chi

cagn, stated recen
of the estnblishimeni
had been W0 i

thut ax o dirget resul
of Bible clasaos thers
ons 1o the chirchos,

nd that 9 more would unite by April 1
Rev. Dir. MucArthur snys New York is on

of the grentest mikrion Holls In the world,
e i

nnd suggests that Wil the rhurehes of the
gtute should mauke annunl offerings for mis-
slon wark In woe metrapolls, whers the ends
Oof the sarili megtl

IGN THE PLEDGE

Don't Gure Drunkenness!

Drunkonoess s a8 disgase and In &5 reongs
plaed by the wmedios]l pretession. The dlasasl
condition of the organs of the budy and the

m 1 winte of ihe uerves of he slomach
Gegand wors than will-powsr o alléot & cure
CRAINL" will pocitively destray il erav-

fng 2nd dealre for lgooe i reshedy e pre-
mred on well-known medical primsiples and la
NIMMEED BY THE W. C, % 0, Y. M O
A Clergymion, plrabod

wen  and

H w puhlie

temiperenee  pwleting ORRINE' 18 tasteloss,

odorives and colorlers srd oalirely without lw) ‘

(Wit abd can Lo Jrve WITHOU'T 7Tith

PATIENT'S KROWLEDGE, In  water, wmily

e ur ealfee.  In fact, It totes wp Lhe dis u-ci

Slegnseh snd gives o boarty appeiite sad Eoad

Mgeation, Kloady neftop  an naraal ool .

:J ill boon, f.l.'. -:\||:_. l'mi t?_:_m THE ORAYING]

. K AEYER B LN
Butre Ih‘l‘ l|'.‘:i" tg' “‘]‘é B 8 o
ITUND E MONEY

f VORRINE ' folls tu Gesteoy all desire fog

bguor. Bonlod Looklet malled Tree on rn.;u,.g
'j

Thomas B Hopkine, Pest Command
G A R, Wik D Q, wl;l.':': n"[
! oty hes proven B0 me that *
sy Mirved the Hgusr habit. | thonk an W
i tanee orgesleatbae o ¢ .
ui; It up and ““"lrib-ul.n It he countey shugl
per beg, g feeken Tur 35, Wy
pald, scorely sesled.  Addross I)Ilﬁ-}:uﬁ m

Fopn Buliding
amtended Ly bhe Hold Aud ”

Shermun & MeCoumell b
W0k and Dodge Seu, n:;..‘:.,

Washinglon,
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