e

‘memy must be upon us!’ was now the

(Copyright, 1908, by 8 R. Orockett.)

CHAPTER XV.—{Continued.)

There remesined just throe days and no
more,

“l knew nothing of this.' Maurice eaid,
remorseful that he had not dellvered hin
papers upon the previous night, “you will
remember tHAAt I Am A& WIranger Among
you and knaw not to whom to Intrust my
message. Further than that T bave noth-
ing te reproach myaelf with. [ came with
all imagioable haste (hrough an entirely
hostile country''—

The young Camisard walved his hand.

“I know-—1 know,” he sald, "the fault
doea not lle with you, but In the diMeulty
of the country through whith you have
bad to come.™

Mauriee noted the deep cogltation of
hia bearing. He knew Lhe signs, and could
not help being reminded by this peasant
boy of the first general 'of his age when
be Bad an important problem to Etudy, an
Irrevocable declslon to take. Poth Mal-
borough and he had the same hurried
walk to and fro, (he same knitted brows,
the same deop vertloal spade-eut between
the brows, the mark royal of men of
thought.

In five minutes Jean Cavallér had made
bis plans, had cast tha lots, and there re-
malined nothing save to carry out his de-
cislons.

“You will give me your note of hand,'
he sald, addreasing Maurice Rath, “stating
day and hour at which these |astructions
cams in my hand. You will remain here
with a suMolent garrison in charge of the
town. They will netept you ae my lHou-
tenant upon my bare word. 1 will take
the English Genevan pastor with ma ta
Interpret, and with 200 mounted men strike
southward to the Oardlols abave Front-
lgnan, whende with a glass one may read
the sea for twenty milea all about, elear
88 it weare a printed book."

“And when Go you start? sald Maubice,

the thoughts working like yeast within
him.
“Now,” snld Oavaller, his lips com-

proased 1o a mere Vine, and his eyes far
AWRY, “now gel your weapons and be ready
to take the command of La Cavaleris In
half an hour. 1 lemve Catinat with you,

He s brave and stupld and will obey you | satire,

to the last breath of his body.

deafoned’. -

The neat moment there was the hurried
nolse of footsteps upon the stalr. Jean
Cavalier was gone. Three days to reach
the point designated by Malborough was
quite eno?h Bad the rosd been clear. But
At sny moment, who knew! the 200 Cam-
lsards might not run Into an entire di-
vislon of royal troops. Yet for the time
being this 4did not trouble elther Cavaller
or that young alde-de-cardp of Mard
borough, Who was learning to he proud of
beibg named leutenant to such & man. He
went across (he aleeping village, where
the watch, keplt aware and alert by the
el of Cavallgr, swung a curious lantern
in his face Rnd demanded his name and
buainess,

Then a trumpet biew three or four stir-
ring notes, repeated thrice over. No more.
Apd instantly windowa wers thrown open
svorywhere. Men came tumbling out upon
the streal. There was a glitter of arms,
the padding of many feet, from opened
ground-floor doors the stamping of the
feot of horass. “A rald!" sald some.

. "Ie emeny upon us!" oried others

#'Tia only to prove us—be Is always at
bis tricks—this baker's boy,” growled a
third of the strictest mect of the Phar-
innen.

But the trumpet rang out again, full
snd round and clear,
“Mounted, men, and In haste! The

ly word. And (nstantly thers arose the
wund of s mighty stamping In all the
ables of the town, and especially v
:hose of Martin Foy, whither the newly
ippointed commandant of La Cavalarie
wd gono Lo obtaln his weapons, which he
aad let In the care of Billy Marahall and
ils mpouse,

fized hivh with syea that glowed even In Lhe
dnrknesn.

"Catiost.,” be orled again. "Lat It bo
enough for you to obey, I have heard say
that your trust in princes was so great that
you gol yourseltl named after one ef (heni—
even aftar a marabhal of France. s it so, or

Ia it Dottt
“It s sa!” sald Catioat, hanging hias
hend. "But f 1 met bim now I should have

his Hfe for hin hatred of the folk of God!"

“Bonough!" reétorted Cavaller sternly, “I
foresaw your unwillingness and have ar-
ranged thal you should remain here while
we of the queat are absent. But for your
wsoul’s good you shall take all your orders
ftom him whom you know as Plerre Dubols
the wagoner, who brought hither the mos.
saga!"

“He la not of the spirit,” sald Catinat,
with a sullen heaviness that augured Il for
the rule of Maurice Ralth.

“Lot him be as Saul, as David or aa Solo-
mon,” sald Cavaller, suddenly spreading out
his hands as In & benediction over the ns-

pembly, "“he shall bear rule here In my
Bbwence. The npirit hath revealed (i to
me! What say you, Folk of the Bond? Ia

my word law?'

And with a great volde the reply came
back. “As thou, Jean Cnvalier, sayest. so
Bay wal'

And at the sound of that hoarse crylng
Catinat, old soldier as he was, turned pale.

“At the same time I delegate to this
sfame Catipat, called the Prophet, all the
oMecen and exercises of religion. In wmo
much as 1| wake the Qemevan *pastor with
me in case we meot the Hnglish or othera
of our falth, hut not of our tongue. Bul
all that concerns the defonse of the town,
the bullding and manning of the walls, the
sallying forth to meet the enemy, sll that
pertains to the military and clvll goverh-
ment of the town, shall be till my retarn
wholly and solely In the hands of the voung
Riranger known as Plorre Dubols. Thus the
Eplrit hath directed, and thus It shall be!”

An Mauriee stood listenlng to the sound
of hizx assumed name a sofi voloe spoko
over his shoulder: “A mightily convenlent
spirit for any man to be familiar with!"
murmured Yvette Foy, with the most stlken
“I wonder the baker's boy does not

But you .' make It over to you during his ahsenes: [t
must not mind his talk,  ar you will be

sirikes me that you may need something ot
the kina!*

“Catinat will attend to all thet for me!"
sald Mauries, smiiing at her In (urn over
bis mhoulder.

“"Catioat!” murmured the volce agaln
scornful. “He |& playing his own game, 1
will bhelp you for—for—well, for nothing!*

And Maurige Raith, turning completely
round, saw a marvelously beautifu) face,
glorfous and dark with the glowing bonruty
of n tropie night, momentarily torch-
tllumined, knaw as well as if he had heard
It sworn In & court of justice that the
girl meant to wsay, "I will help you for
love's sake alone!'

CHAPTER XVIL
Check.

Thus was the virgin Camisard fortross
of La Cavalerie loft in charge of a oer-
taln Captain Maurice Ralth, late aide-de-
oamp to his excellency, the Duke of Marl-
borough, presently known as one Plerre
Dubols, & wagoner, with a precarious and
not-to<be-too-closely-inquired-inte connee-
tion with the towns of Riche-a-Bayard and
Hoo.

Theologleally the

8 Prophet Catlost, nn
old soldier of the" eariler Itallan wars,
drilled the Inhabitants with & severe

prayerfulness, much as he was used to ex-
ercise his company with plke and mus-
ketoon,

There was, first of sll, morning service
which lusted two hourhk, from the shivering
matin chimo of the 8 o'cloock bell at the Jit-
tle Protestant temple. Then there was a
prophetlc review and  forecasting (both
equally tedious) at the hour of noon, and
In the evening a rochauffee of bhoth dis-
coursan, till the male Inhabitants of the

For many reasons {t had beén In the
nind of Maurlce to resume upon this oc-
malon his proper uniform of a British of-
Yoor: He told himself that it would be
{he proper thing, as marking the right
¢ had to give orders and the support
shitch  was betng extended fo the rebel
nountalneers by the allléd powers. Really,
powever, his reasons were quite other
wmd much simpler. But on-the other hand,
it occurred o le, firat, that he had no
wders from my ' Lord Marlborough for any
woh display; secondly, that the fact of &
Snitish oficer In uniform being in the
wmp of fhe Camisards would sproad ke
wildfire through all Framce and make the
memies of the poor Ml folk ten times
nore ter than before, and lastly, that
3¢ Wight oeed his disguise of wagoner to
mable him to get out of the country when
ila mission should be fBnlshed.

Bo with a single rather reluctant glance
st the rough packing or matting which
sontalned Bis staff uniform (or at least
wad contalned it when the wmgons wero
sansacked) Maurice Ralth took his "rord]
und pistols from the reluctant Billy, who
wished to go over them for the last time
‘wi” the least bit drap &' sweet oil an’
s kennin' o' rag.'”

“Apnd O, Capt—] mean malster, be sure
hat yo koep oat o' the wat, for thae wee
sernicketty pistols o' yours are just &
aeart-break to clean when (he damp getn
n aboot the trikkers!"

But the ons warm, deiiclous thought
which thrilled him 1ke wine was thal
s would be left In the defensed village |
o La Cavalerie alone—or s good as alone
~with Frances Wallwood. His rival, or the
nan whom he had looked upon as his
Hval, would be gone upen a mission mmmhI
must {at the least) last & full week, her |
lather slso sccompanying the ul:p«ltlu.hm1
s interpreter,

1t was, indesd, & thought to make the
hoad swim. Bhe would tn some wort be
ander his protection. As the man left in
sommand of the village and its defonsos,
her father could not avold asking bhim to
teep an eyé upon the lomely girl.

The world ssemed suddenly filled with a
warm sweel woent of dew-wet wallflower.
rhe breaths of sammer orchards and the
jome meadows of Castle Raith seemed ‘o
slow meross him as he buckied his aword
imnd thrust platol In belt before golbg out
with n pew mad reliable swagger into the
ight, .

The whale force of the Cemisards, in so
‘ar an they had refuged upon (he bleak |

wuth-looking Caumes of the Luraac, was

wsgmbied ia the litle Grande Flaoce of La
Javalerie. And Lhere under the moonless
wlepdors of spch a sky as only presents
tmelf to folk who live close up under the
webltrave of heaven, Jean Cavaller was
Mtering his prophecy to an assembled mul-
dtude, and the velce of him, gencrally
wweet. personsal and douce, had become &
the rolling of Binal thunders.

“Hear, ye Tolk of the Clear Vision, this
hsa gome Lo mo suddenly—as the balt from
the cloud.” he was saying. 'l have In my
aaids the words of the great duke himanlf,
the comumander of armies—"'

“Put pol your trust in princes!" croaked
sut Prophel Catinat suddenly.

¥illage came en masse to Maurles to beg
from him some Imperative milltary duty,
It It were only the digging of trenches or
the transportation of earth.

Aod Maurice, his heart
ness, found work willingly for the poor
men. There was & certaln heap of stones
which (it was brulted) saved as many as
sixty God-fearing Camisards from sulclde,
For as soon as they had transported these
bodily to the spat at which Maurice had
ordered them to be placed, it wasn always
open to him to bid his workmen to restore
the status quo,

It was the day after the departure of the
seaward expedition, Maurice had taken
over his full powers, and slready Catinat
was developing Into a thorn In the fesh
80 unendurable that the wmilitary chlef
could be under no manner of illusion as to
why Jean Cavaller had let his at home.

No matter what drill or military exeroise
Maurice might order for day or night. Catl-
nat was always on hand to propose that it
should be prefeed by "a foaw words of ox.
hortation,” ar to declare that “‘the splirit
moved him to an address at that time and
place.”

Yot Maurice, having by order of Cavalier
nothing to do with the religlous dutles of
the embattled mountalneers, conld inter-
pose nothing, But he observed with sym-
pathy the shudder which ran through the
ranks as the "'Prophet of the Cevennes' set-
tled himself to his fell work

Now before leaving Patrick Wellwood had
takon his young countrymun aside, and in
words few and chosen bad committed hin
fdaughter to his care.

“Preclous to me as the apple of mine eya
Is this ¢hild,” he had sald. 8o let her be
unte you. Without fear I leave her to your
charge, young man, tho one ewe Iamb that
hath lain In an old man's borom. Accord-
ing as you fulfill my behesi, s0 may the
bleasing of God Almighty rest upon you.
Thus and not otherwise. I have spoken to
the damsel herzelf, and as 1 undorstand she
Is noneways averse (o considering harself |
under your protection. Ever since our com- |
ing hither this young David of a Gencral
Cavalier has always proven bilmsell as »
brother unto her, 1 have small doubt but
thou wilt do llkewise!™

Right willlng was Maurice Ralth, or n
other words Master Plerre Dubols the wog-
onsr of Roche-a-Bayard and Moo to perform
the commission laid upon bim by Pstrick
Wellwood.

He lost no time, therefors, belng thus
armed with the parental authority, lo eall-
ing at the westernmost gatehouse of the
Templar walls. It was shortly after sun-
rise, and it came to him that. as mayhap
the young lady was of & slespy head and
not yet up, he might And himaelf intruding,
He was meoving off when he came suddeniy
at the foot of the winding sialrway on an
ancient char-woman, her head wrapped
completely sbout Iu a palr of her huaband's
uether garments, the legn tiéd ploturesquely
sod sufficienily bencath her chin

A masudlin smile played scross her bloated
features and she displayed & set of teeth
which, like the King Willlam's lne of bat-
tle after Stelukirk, was mostly gapw.

full of pititul-

“"Too late, young man' she muttered,
buskily, "the bird hae flown. You must
soak her in & different mest. Yostroen it

Cavaller turned oo Bim lostanily acd

“¥

) been another matier, but—'*

!

THE OMAHA

Here ahe broke off into a
menstire:

Ia powder and reek and thunder

When the cannon begin o shoot,
But it's girls and gold and plunder

When the old wives pouch the loot!

“What has becoms of Mistress Wellwood,
you drunken old heathen?" demanded Mau-
rice, full of gusty anger.

“The young Indy—the young lady,” re-
peated the anclent wine-bibber, as if trying
to recall her momory, “that were too dim-
cult a question for me—unless—yunless—""

She crooked her claw-fingers suggentively
and Maurioe with an impatient gesturs
threw rather than placed a gold coln within
them. They closed automatically upon (t.
Bhe tugged at the ungalnly trouser log
which was about her frowsy forehead with
some vague ldea perhaps of making her
manners.

“1 thank you, wir,” ahe mald, biting the
gold wsurreplitiously, “Come in—come In
with you and soe that old Elise speaks only
the truth.”

Maurice felt a sudden wpasm of dingust,
but his curlosity drove him on.

“Which wag her room?' he said bastily,
as If ashamed. "I understand she s gone
away—you will tell me where?! In the
meantime I would llke to see her roome—
where she lived, I mean*

For he remembered well that In the room
where Patrick Wellwood had received him
there had stood, behind & s¢reon, the plaln
camp-bed of the. chaplain of Ardmillian’s
regiment.

The old woman, with a naussous grumbie
about knowing when she could trust to
the generosity of a greal man, led the way
Up  stalr and throw open a door. There,
sweoet .and white and clean as hér own pure
skin, was Flower-o'-the-Corn's chambor—
the bed folded down and showing him linen,
fine and cholce, the walls of wood smoked
biack from the great open fireplace, with
engravings of great men and oblongs of
embroidery and tapestry work all about,
dlsposed with a natural taste uoder this
beam and over that cupboard dpoor as that
the whole (to the eyes of Maurice Ralth)
wan & wonder and a marvel, so different
from his own bare quarters at the Auber;p
of the Bon Chertlen.

He nlmost seemed to hear Flower-o'-the-
Corn’s clear volce demanding of him “what
be did thers?" It was {lko violatin® a vir-
gin'sa shrine, s

"o Iln—go in!" croaked the vile old wo-
man, who' had meantime repeated the dose
of spirits from n small pocket bottle be-
| bind Maurice's back while he stood en-
| tranced, “make sure that the liile missy
Is nol thore—so pretly as she keeps avery-
thing! But | wager It I8 the bird you
want! Ah, you soldlers, you are all allke
You would not give miny sous for the
poor nest. All the same, you will not for-
get old Elise for showing It ta you!"

Maurice Raith feit that it would be a
prefanation to anawer the woman, as It
would be an Indigonity wlmost personal (o
enter the dwelling place of 8o pure a spirit
in bis great clumping military boots. In-
stinetively he took off his hat st the gpen
door, sald an unwonted prayer, and so
stole silently away, his bead downoamst,
leaving the drunken old woman to follow
or not, as It pleasad her.

Bhe locked up the chamber and grumb-
lingly descended.

“Whither did you say Mistress Frances
had gone?” he asked an carelosaly as hae
could,

The old woman, a horror of chalkpale
cheeks and brick-red features, with that
unspeakable headgear of her husband's
breeches’ legs swnggiog this way and that
over her blousy bosom, laid her finger cun-
ningly by the side of her nose, with a cun-
ning action which sald, “Don't you wiah
you may get 1t

Maurice, ever willing to take the plainest
road to the solution of any problem, ex-
tracted a second gold louls from his pocket.
He beld it between his finger and thumb In
full vilew of the anclent blear-eyed crone.

“Has Mistress Frances at the last mo-
ment accompanied her father?' hd asked.

Madame Elise shook her head so emphat-
fcally that the ruins of a tobazct pouch,
the brass clagps worn to the quick, tumbied
out of the pockst of her headdress and de-
bouched {ts contents upon the floor,

“No," she sald, “'she stayed here by her-
self for two hours last night, reading good
books—her father's books—and then came
Mistreas Foy and took her away, saying
that It was not becoming that a young girl
#0 beautiful should be left alone In such a
wide house! He—he! doubtiess she knew
of your coming, #ir!"

Maurice turned on his heel a8 on & pivot
and stamped hin way out angrily, But the
crone pursued him, erying, “The gold, good
gentleman! The golden louwis! Do tiot de- |
fraud a poor woman, and, Indeed, 1 would
have kept her if I could, kind gentleman,
much more money would hiive come to poor
old Ellae If she had remalned here!'

Over his shoulder Maurice angrily tossed
the pleca of gold, which the unclean hag
caught ere It fell, and stowed away (n her
pouch carefully (as containing the mesans of
procuring many small square-faced bottles
—an unllcepsed export of the states gen-
eral of Holland which Madame REillse
counted more precious than whole parks of
artillery).

trampling

CHAPTER XVIL
Under Which @Queen., Besoniant

It was about this time that the Marshal
de Montrevel began to manifest renewed
aetivity, He moved out of Millau and oe-
cupled ar a first measure all the valley of
the Dourble with the exception of Lhe for-
tifled viliage of Saint Veran, a perfect
eagie’s nest upon An  eminence so com-
pletely isolated that only by means of a
oable could communication be held between
the Camisards there and thowe upon the
nearest escarpment of the Causse de Lar-
gac, This took place even over the heads
of the king's outposts, who often used to
fire upward at the packages which wers
keut to and fro overhead upon the swinging
eradles, on the chance that they might con-
tain a stray Camisard or so, escaplng from
the hen-coop of the Causse Noir to the
comparative freedom of the Larzac

This was rather a rellef than otherwise
to the feelings of Maurice Ralth. It gave
him something to thiok of besides the fac\
that Flower-o'-the-Corn was in the same
house and lnaccessible to him.

For, whatever might have been the jdeas
or desires of Prances Wellwood on the sub-
ject of Plerre Dubols, Yvetie saw to it that
these were npot oarried out.

The whole menage of the Bon Chretien
was a curlous one. Msriin Foy, who had
been left behind by Cavaller (as not suffi-
clently young and active) was unwearied
In his attempts to bring his reluctant fam-
ily together. Mauy of his temporary guests
hud depsried and he was therefore at Hb-
erty to devote a much larger portion of his
lelsure to Maurice Ralth's efitertalnment
than that young man was at all gratefu!
for. It Is quite possible, however, that he
may have recelved from his daughter & hint
o that seffect.

At all evenis eertalnm it Is that, though
Mauriee had no diffioulty In coming at any
time to face to face speech with Yvette
Foy, he could not advance one step o the
direction of breaking down the Iron reserve
behind which Flower-o'«the-Corn had
chosen to entrench herself

Yol every day, and ludeed every hour he
spent within the Bon Chretien, Yvette Foy
pover left him to himsell. Never was »
lonely man »sa comforted and cossetted
And had Maurice Ralth not longed with uli
his heart for the absent blue eyes of Francea
Wellwood and the sweolposs of her smile
he might very well have contanted himaself
with the very obvious favor of the very falr
demaisatle, Yvette Poy.

—
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The Only Range with Hinged Top

The handy way to broil,
MOORE'’S STEEL RANGE has Uven Thermometer, Auto=
matic Controlling Damper, and every facility for cooking
with ease and certainty. Ask to see it.

For Sale By Leading Stove Dealers.

st or fix the fire,

SUPREME DEPUTY
Maccabees
of the World

. No. 477 Beaubien 8t.,
Derrorr, Micx., Aug. 19, 1901,

For four years I suffered with torpid
liver until my skin looked {nlluw and
dull. | then found my kidneys were
affected and had severe pains across my
:.l:_t‘k. :;ld I felt thltl !en‘]“ln“ i{) gfme&

i regain my health, ien
nd:crluted your me of Cardui treat-
ment so strongly that I decided to try
it, although I bad little faith in patent
medicines.

l'am now very thankful that I did so,
for within ten blessed relief came
to me, and in less than three months |
was cured, and huve enjoyed fine health
ever since.

1 know there is nothing better for a
sick woman who wishes to enjoy per-
fect health; and am very ple to
give my hearty {mdoﬂemenl..

PRESIDENT
Shakesperian Club

No. 603 1-2 North Seventh St.,
KaxsasUrry, Kas,, Nov. 16, 1001,

Your booklet came to my home like
a message of health when | had suf-
fored threo days with beadaclie, Lnck-
ache and bearing down pains,

| wag weak, nervous and hysterical,
and had not consulted any doctor,
thinking it would pass away in time,
bt insteafl 1 fon:d that the pains in-
crensed and wers more frequent.

1 decided to try Wine of Cardui, and
ina short time was much improved.
It seemed to act like a dharm,

I kept up tho treatment and the re-
sult was most satisfactory. Words
seem 1o fail we to express my gratitude
for the suffering that is now saved me.

I am in fine health, physically and
mentally, I can only say “thank you,"
but there is much more in my heart for

CRECHE
NURSE
DAVIS.

318 Maryland 8t,,
Burraro, N. Y., Sept. 28, 1901,

Nurses, as a rule, have very little
faith in patent medicines, but experience
has tanght me that Wine of Cardui ia
an honest medicine,

I have attended a number of cases
whare the patient was & w#man broken
down with the female trouble peculinr
to her sex—inflammation, ulceration and
falling of the womb, irregular and pain-
ful menstruation—and I have noticed e
that the physician often nsed Wine of
(mrdoi with great success, after other n
remedies had failed.

] have recommended it myself very
often, and feel that I am doing sick
women & good turn in so doing.

S

t

e

(./ Ot b SR

isl directions, uddreu.'gwm
toms, ‘“The Ladies' Ad

ment, '’ The Chattancoga Medicine Co.
Chattanoogs,

MADAM MARLIANI

No. 2025 Wabash Ave.,
Cmicaso, T, Oct, 20, 1001
I conpider Wine of Cardui boetter

than doctor's prescriptions or any
other remedy for female trouble.

I have tried many, both in this

country and abroad, having been a
sufferer eloven years,and nothing cured
me until I used your remedy,

I had such excruciating pains at
imes that | wantad to die, and indned

e life of suffering is not alluring to
“,Oﬂe.

Your splendid medicine strength-
ned my nerves, restored my appetite

and built up my entire system, and [

ow enjoy perfect health.

% adaws Bae Forlors

For ndvice in casés requiring spee-

Fymp-
sory Depart-

Tenn,

| —
above his thoughis, or even his desire.
Whoever at the HBan Chretien might go

hungry, Maurice Ralth must be fed, and lo
the mivute. When he came In from the
walls and the trenches (for he was continu-
ing and extending the milltary works of
Cavaller on more sclentific though perhaps
nol abler lines) he never entered the “au-
berge'” or left behind him as he ascended
the sharp lupng of the stable atmosphere,
without finding at the top of the stairs a
lovely face, a bewitching smile and n hand
pressod  quickly to a softly kerchiefed
bosom, as If the “long-looked-for-come-nt-
last'" were a pleasure too great for a form
s0 (rall quietly to endura.

Not only so, but in the minutest details
of the camp work and the duty of the
trenches Yvalle proved herself not only an
excellent listener, but a most Intelligent
eritie.

Yet in all this, nor word nor glimpse of
Frances Wellwood. She never showed her-
self on the street, She dwelt wholly on the
top RMoor af the Templar's house, where sho
and Yvette Foy shared one great room (n
such completeness and closenwss of amity
reciprocal as -1 only astalned by ‘college
companions and young girls in their first
burst of frisndship and confldence

Not but what Maurice made several at-
tempta to break through the reserve of his
young hostess with regard to her friend.
One night in particular be hud come back
weary and depressed. The slx days of his
command were eiready half over, and as far
as Flower-o'-the-Corn wire concerned, she
bad far better have beon with her father in
the wealermost tower over the Templar's
gate. He looked up the UHghted window of
the room which he knew for Yvelte Foy's,

and wopdered If there was within soy
thought of him—if an car (the oar he knew
was shell-thin and pearl-lined) inclined
Itaelt ever so little 1o catch the elatter of
bis heavy boots on the stairs, the tinkle

of the spurs (which, being & man and a
soldler, he could not deny himself the satls-
faction of wearlng) and the clank of bis
saber on the sone turns of the stalr. He
wandered. He slghed, and lo—there, ubovoe
him on the landing stood a vision which
might have turned the head of a wiser and |
a0 older man than this Maurice Ralth of
ours, the same who had received so much
capable advice froms the Aduke himself, of
whom Vellalre sald that he had npever
fought a battle without wioning it, never
besleged a fortress without causing It te
surrender, and It might be added never
loved & woman without belog sdored ln re-
turn.
Maurice Raith was pot vain, but like all
men he wes valper than he thought him-
melf. So gradually Yvelte Foy's graclous
attention won upon hm. And this night,
after a pecullarly wearing day, when Catl-
pat had been more than usually hateful, It
ls no wouder that the sight of the girl
Yvette, In her finest apd dnintiest ralment
(s gown which had been sent her from
Parls by her friend Mile. Eugenie la
Gracieuse), bending eagerly as If to waich
for bls return, over the iron balustrades
of the stalrway landing sont a4 warm glow
through his heart,

An Indeed Yvwotte was a lovely wislon,
ter black hair heaped on the top of her
bead, confined .1 the back with a small

Bhe compassed him about with kindvess,

diamond and tortolse shell combd, the Oush

of youth and health on her cheek, and her
lips, aa ever, red as the pomegranate blos-
som, the most joyous of all earthly hues
seen against the cloudless sapphire of the
shy. Her gown was of the palest blue
such as an ordinary girl would have thought
possible only with a roseleaf complexion
and a skin of milk. But In this, as in all
that pertained to attroctlon, Yvette Foy
made po mistnkes.

Bhe knew that pmone ean wear pale blue
with such effoct as n dark-eyed girl with
an lvory skin and heaped masses of hair,
with blood that went and came In dusky
wine-red flushes upoa her cheeks respon-
#ive to the beating of her heart. A little
white fringe of fleecy lace about the neck,
sbove the heaped, careless, tumbleod masgeoes
of dark bair, the sabtle drawing power of
willing eyes, the slender llssomness of her
figure. E8Bmall wonder that night Maurice
Rajth owned to himself that (hero werse
but few malds In France equal In beauty to
Yvotte Foy of the Bon Chretien In the
littie Camisard village of La CQavalerie.

He stood for & moment beneath ber,
ptruck, regardent, while she smiled—
#miled with the potulant assurance of

n girl who ix sure of her charms, and the
aplomb of u woman who can afford to glve
A man the full pleasure of the eye with-
cut compromising herself

“Abh," he murmured o English, without
thinking how he spoke, ""but you are very

lovely! 1 had not thought 1I!"
"Parden me" she pald o her pwn pretiy
French, "but I' do not understand. | have

not the English—no word of [t!
mlsfortune!"”

Though, indeod, she had understood waell
enough the start, the stoppuge on the sidle-
way, the dumb gaze upward

“You will get cold standing there in that
light dress.'”” he sald, as he

"Tis my

rAMme up to
the Ianding, uonble to (ake his eyes off
such n radiant. vislon,

Yvette langhed with o light amusement

"1 wonder,” she sald, "how long It will
take you te get the porade raep out of
Your vaolee whén you come nto my par-
lop!™

“Dig I order you—I d!d not mean !
pald Maurice panltently enough

“lodecd, it sounded muoh ljke 1.” she
snid, ""but give me your clonk! 1 wil]l or-

der you In my turn."

“Indeed, I will pot—on othier nlghts when
you are not arrayed am one of the sngela
of heaven——all in white and blue But oot
tonight

She stamped her little foot sharply,
o mock of intolerance

“Whe Is In charge of the commauderie
of Bon Chretian—you or 17" ghe oried

“"You—you—of u surety—you and no
other!" he repliod with mock bumility and
an If In haste not to dlaplease her

“"Well, then—your cloak?"'

And sbe ook the great heavy folds from
eff hie shoulders with a masterful asotion

with

They were ne ght welght, as sbhs bheld
them out dripplng at arm's length

Bea,”” she sald, “cau any In your regl-
meuts do more for you thun litile Yvetls
Fay—aye, even the sour-browned gypsy
down stairs himselr?

Apd, Indeed, the light way v which shs

bent 1o the ground and lifted hoavy welghts
—ike easy ladifferencw

with whbich sbe |

could upon econsion and with the most non-
chalance do the work of a man, proved
the exquisite perfection of the museles
which worked so smoothly cotnracting and
extending automatically under that satin
skin.

Then after a pause the apoke carcssingly,
yet simply, as his mother might have done
(nt least so Maurice Ralth thought, who
could not remember his mother) “come Into
this lMttle room where there I8 & fire,
Change your wet boots there, and then,
when you are ready, come Into my parior
and tell me all about your troubles. 1 s

Calion:
tel

you have been disiressed today,
1 suppose as usual. But you shall
me all afterwards.™ |

She vanished, Jlght as the fitting shadow |
of & bird when It erosses the road. Nevers |
thelesn, It remained long in Maurice's mind |
that ere she went she had tossed him a
careless kise, such as a siter might have

done.  Maurice had no sister, but In this,
as in other things, he felt that he had |
bernn badly treated by nature Buch a

slater an Yvette Foy, so full of under- |
standing, so capable, no sympathizing in '
all things, never in the way and never out |
of 1t

But he 4id not get time to specily furthes
before a low, gquick knock returned to the
Acor of the Httle room. It had evidently
beens ocecupled for olher purposes Lthan ti

doMng of wel masoullne garments, far
petticoats and feminine falderals huung
about it. all In A Inint, indescribable por
fume, whieh went to Maurice Ralth’'s he lll
like wine, l
Giugerly the young man opened the door,
Yvette Foy stood there before him nml!-'
ing, & palr of slippers in her hand und
dry stockings over her arm

"“They are my (ather's’" she sald in |
an -n-.unnu tope. “You may And lhrml
rough All the rame, 1 kolited them my-
solf., 86 | oan promise you t(hat they are
warm: and., indeed, I have had them for
an hour or more before the fAre before
bringing them down.’

8he gpodded Dbrightly once more, ind
urned to go, while he stood dumbly gaz!ug
ot her, *with the stockings and slippers in
hin hands

Perhaps (U win that which made the girl
tuin her Head over liar heulder with
pecullarly witching smile nx she st od on
the aerond step of the stalr

“Am | pot & good hosteas-—10 LhGn
I—lke?" she nald

And the last part of the séntanoe was
spoken wery low, and the esxpregsion of
her exes ot The momant would have saiis
fled most men

Then she seemed Lo take Iright at what
she had aald aud took to her heel

Maurice RaMh could hear bBuer pretty
lttle Parisian alippers cliitor-clattering up
the stalrs townard her bedroomy a! & great
rale. Then came tho alam of a door and
allengce ANl the while he stood In the
biank doorway, the warm woolcn stoeckings |
and 1the casy slippera In his hand, bis heart
trviog In vain to best out lis admiration
for two giria 3l enve N heart was not, |
a0 he 40id himsel!, In the lenst untrie to
Flower-o'-the-Corn How ecould he be?
Hut—he cortainly wanted Yvetie Foy very |

much—as &8 gister

(e Be Coutbuusd.)
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