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CHAPTER XX.
The Myntery of the Crystnl,

WMauries stood tor a long minute, dased
and drunken with » great astonishment.
By his own folly be had lost the only girl
he ever loved.

Sa at last he told himself, while Billy
Marahall continued to remind him that he
had told him so, and the Camisard sentinel
by the gate solamnly restimed his boat, as
{f washking his hands of the whole matter

It was A freezing night, and a light drift
of snow blowing, and the surface of the
Causses hard as the nother millstone.

No tracks would 1le for a mintte upon
such & night, and they must do the best
they could with the senses Ood had given
them, which, as Mauries thoughi, with
goms reason, were, in his cass at least, no
great matter for boasting.

And 1t was on such a nlght In a thin
black dress of some soft stuff that Flower-
o'-the-Corn had fled out into the darkness
of the Hleakest though not the highest
Caunss in France.

It 1t would have done Frances Wellwood
tha least good Maurice Ralth would gladly
hava put a pistol to hia head there and
then and shot himeelf, Hut he knew that
the girl was gone on his mocount, and It
waa his Auty to bring her back (f possible

A thought oecurred to him. At the time
it soemad like an inspiration. Of coursa It
wad an imposnibllity, & thing to be laughed
at, vet nevertheless somehow he could not
get It out of his head

“Catinat'—Yes, Catinat! Stranger thinge
had happened. Thera mizght be something
in hia second sight after all. He bad heard
of it In Beotland. At least It was worth the
trylng!”

“lot usn go and knock up Catinat!™ he
sald hoarsely.

To Fis surprigse Dilly caught eagerly at
his suggestion.

“Yeo hae malr sense than 1 lookit for,'
he cried, it ony body can Jallose where
a coraft lassi= wull hae hidden hersel’, it's
him! I hae heard tell that when was a
youngsler amang the laddle boym he was
& gye yin! That was afore he took up wl’
the phophatin’ an’ sie like! But Catinat's
the verra maen for ye; that l=—if ye can
get haud o' him. But he Is malr lke to
ta' ¥o through a word-for-word cxposestin’
o' the Bulk o' SBolomon his Sang, than to
help ye to get back you ain umrhelrt'
Are, a dlel alcht malr like!™

Nevertheless sgince the thing was worth
trring, to Catinat they went. It was, as
Billy had prognosticated, somewhat d4!f-
fienlt to gel the prophet down to matter of
fact.

The minister's daughter had run away
in & At of fear, and that hysterical ner-
vousness which comes go oanlly to woman.
Well, he had heard of such llks, but there
was no exact parallel for It in the serip-
tures that he knew of, ‘unless L were In
the Bong of Soongs, which Is Solomo='n —

“Didna I tell ye?' whispered Billy, v|
umphanily over hls chlef's shoulder,

“But—" he turned sharply upon the mil-
ftary chief of La Cavalerie, "answer me
this before I touch the matter with finger,
les anything of wetain upon your con-
salence—aught that you would be more
loath to tell to the girl's father than ‘o

“'n

“No, 1 swear (1! sald Maurice, llﬂln;
up his hand solemnly.

“Swear not at all!” sald Catinat, catch-
ing him by the wrist and putting his hand
down again. ““What Is & man but his naked
word. 1f I had not helleved in your word
would I have permitted thess poor sheep
to obey you for so much as an instant?®

And, having come to a standstlll, Maurlce
Ralth, who was all on fire within, demandad
of the prophet it he eould tell whore at
the moment the girl was.

Catinat looked at Mafrice and shook his
hoad. Then he glanced at Billy Marshall
wod asked, “Is he Innocent—aimple—Ilike
his look and speech? Or Is he even as
other men, come up from beneath the
grinding wheeln?"*

*He 15 even &a other men!" sald Maurice,
wonderingly,

*“Then he will not do for me—any more
than you," he answered. “I have not the
second glght myself (he went on to ex-
plain), as it is sald that your Scots moun-
talpards have. But only the power of mak-
ing othera see—though, 1 own not as Cav-
aller hath who can make a thousand men
and women ses and belleve the thing he
will, But ablde you, I will bring one who
will ‘see all your desire!”

Catinat dwelt In & plain-faced little house
with epe gable to the main road, mesn and
poor, with pig-runs below, and so betaking
bimself to the door. he went across tho
ecourt and returned shortly with a half-
grown lad, his eyes starting from hies head,
his halr & mere haystack, his lower lip
dropped Into the shape of a V, slack and
pendulous, yet slways more or less on the
quiver like jelly turmed from a shape. He
kppeared to be about 17 or 18, knock-kneed
apd needing weekly additions to his small
clothes. Of bis simplicity there could ba
no guestion. Indeed, Catinat explained the
matter of his want in his own presence in
plaln phreses,

“This is one Antolne Ollver—a mero
innocent, slmost & cretin, but
Jeft here of the Spanish gypaies, therefore
not to be trusted along with silver or gold!
Otherwise he bath not the sense to con-
duet himself reascoably—Antolne—turn
round!"

The oaf turned himself unwillingly abont
lke: onn who is about to be whipped In
the pressnce of his school-tellows. A pateh
of viscous orange appearsd vividly (m-
presased on the boardest part of his small
clothea.

“There!"™ cried Calinat, “what did 1 tell
you? Go fetch the rod, Antoine—the rod
of many birches which stands behind the
henhouse door. You have been st it again.
Gentlemen, this boy at certaln hours of the
day or nlght by a cortaln access of folly
takes himself for o breeding fowl, and will
sit on a® many as two doxen exg at once—
yes, now when they are at thelr dearest,
and & hennery is next to & gold mine. For
this he bath oft been punished by me and
sball be again.™

The great oaf bursts ocut inte & loud
boo-boo of lament.

“Indond, sir,” he pleaded, “they were
mot your eggs Lhis time; yours are much
richer in yolk! Look you they are those
of old Bllse at the gatehouse, whom 1
deaired to punish for her drunkenness'"

*“TBe point in well taken,” sald Catinat,
“but 1 will only consent to overlook the
fanlt if wo be that you will look in the
erysial for me!"

The youth gave & yet louder ery and
promptly began to untruss.

“l would rather bhave the birch" ha
sald, “the birdd smaris and is done with,
but after the crystal ball Auntolune I not
bis own man for as masy as three days!”

“He probably bath hit on the truth
there!” whispered the prophet,

“But, Antolne,” sald Catinal alowd, In
& soothing voloe, “sen this man. He (s the
sommander of the soldiers bere, and can
keop tham from taking you mway to serve
in the trenches. Also, I will let you off
from u whole week of attendance st early
service In the chureh! Also—"

He dlaplaysd a sliver coln suggestively

the lamplight.

*3 will do it—I will do I!" gried the

--o

lad; “glve me the crystal, and 1 will speak
the thing 1 see. But first tell men what It
Is 1 am to look for, and where "

“Look slong the face of the Causses to
the morth.” sald Oatinat, ealmiy, Inyiag his
hand on the boy's rough halr. He passed
hisn long, sensitive fingera this way and
that over (t. and lo! an erect and bristling
creat followed the directlon of his hand,
even when the fAngers 4dld not touch the
retual bair

“1 ses them,"” sald the boy, his eyes on
the globe of solid crystal long buried in
the deepn of the gouffre of Padirac, water-
warn and rounded, and now polished with
rouge and the friction of the palm of the
hand, the two polishers in the world.

“They are white and gray, and O, so
cold!"” he wsald, shuddering.

“Look clomer still, good Antoeine,” com-
manded Catinat, “you ses Do person—no
living ereature?"

“1 sen two men--no, A woman and man,''
sald the boy dropping Into an even palned
volce as & palr might take the time of a
dance that ls nearly over, “they're talking
together eagerly. She has much to tell
him. He holds her under his croak-—holds
her closely—thus!'"

Agnin Maurice was making for the door,
but Catinat checked him with a look and
& shake of the head.

“He (s a eretin,” he said, “do not expect
(00 mueh. Ye shall get at the truth pres-
ently If we do not hurry him!™

“There—! have lost them—the man was
In a woldier's uniform. 1 tell you,” corted
the boy, “like the men who came Iant yeoar
and tried to kil us all-=when poor Antonie
hid w0 leng In the cow-shed! But they
have gone out of slght., 1 can see them no
more. La#t me go!"

At this moment the touch of Catinat
must have tightened elther In actuml grip
or in electrie tension om the back of the
poy's neck, for he squeaked like a mouse.

“I will look—1 will apeak true. [ will
look all the way from the Millau road even
to the resevolr om Nant!™

“Look, then, boy and carefully!"™
snld Catinat, and hia volce woven to the

eager Maurice sounded wrapt and far-
Away.
The boy continued to gaze, his eyes

growing fixed and Juminous as they con-
centrated themsalves on the crystal globe,

“Ab, now at last 1 see her,” he =mald,
wearily, ns Indeed he did everything. *“'8he
la alone In & black dress, running sometimes
and spomelimes standing and holding her
band to her breast—."'

Maurice grasped, but Catinat remained
ealm with his hand on the boy's neck.

“Yes—good boy, Antoine, you speak truth
this time. It will not jast long. You ses
one girl alones, you say—her hand on her
breast—no Friach officer with her

“But 1 saw these others, too—yes, 1 saw

them, even if you birch me for It I saw
them!"
““do on!™ sald Satinat, sternly, “we have

no time to wait all night on you!"™ The
boy continued between suppressed sobs of
dismay and pain.

“l see only the white waist—I cannot
see the girl—ellher the one with the hand
to her breast, who walted and looked
arpund—or the—other!"

**There was no other,'
firmly.

“Very well, then,”" sald the boy, wincing
away, “she was not there, but I thought
It. Tell me what T am to think, and I will
think 1t. Are you pot my master?”
“No,"” sald Catinat, severely, '‘tell me
what you see and that exactly. Look
further afleld, You have seen ber once.
You have seen In what direction she was
moving. Look again-—or—""

“Oh, 1 will—I will (agAin with the mouse-
like squeak). I see her now—plainly I see
her. Bhke ls within the Rochers above Lhe
Dourble, near where the Bt., Veran cradle
is set up. She |8 sitting on a rock and
looking at a star. 8he |s rubbing her hands.
1 think phe is very cold.™

“Has @ho a cloak about her?™
Maurice, anxiously.

The natural turned his head uncertsinly,
as If Inquiring from his master whether
he was required to answer extraneous and
possibly discomposing questions, but be
fore he had time to reply, Billy Marshall
camé in with Maurice's cloak about his
Arm.

sald Catinat,

sald

“Where did you get that?' cried bhis
master.
“She—" sald Bllly, with a strong and

contemtuous accent on the pronnun, “left
it lylng on the ground that she might run
frae ye the faster! Did 1 no tell ye that I
was rieht? A wea bit knap wi' the black
thorn. But ye wadns tak pulr Billy's
advice. Na, he kenned nocht abool weemen,
an’' sae it's come to thia!"

“Well, sald his master, sternly, ‘‘take
the cloak and what arme are needful and
follow with me to the place where the
waguns were captured—"

“Alrma.” says be, "alrms an’' a cloak,
quo’ Billy Marshall! What do ye tak’ Billy
Marshall for? D'ye think that he would
gang twenty years ower the door In slconn
an unhamely place without bringing a' the
airms that are committed 0o him—keepil as
they should be keepit—apa wi' the poother
an’' ball for llka yin—a' In pooches by thelr
ainsels ™

And &t the word the 5pay undid his balt
and showed a perfect armament of pistols
and ghort swords, or hangers, an they were
then called,

““Bet's oot there wi' the muckle guns and
the braldawords,"” he added,

“How do you know that?’
Maurice gquickly.

Billy looked st him shrewdly, yet a Lrifle
sadly, as one who had falled to profit by
the opportumities of acquiring good infor-
mation when Lhese were lendered to Alm.

“Heoo do 1 ken? Well, I just ken, that's
a'l And ye shall prave my worda for your-
sel’, Maister Maurice (I canna aye be mind-
misdin’' your ither pame), "knappit her in
time, the wad has been lying preod and
puug ayont ye at this meenit, instead o'
freesin’ to dath oot on the wild hills!™

“Hold your accursed tongue, will you?
cried Maurics, infuristed. “Come and help
us to look.”

“Dresa yoursel! properly then,” answered
Billy, “an’ do your cloak upen you. The
bablt you wear s frosen stiff asd is only
summan thick at ony mate!™

A digh of cold water was standing on a
Hitle dripplog board, st which some former
married tenant of Oatinat's house had
washoed dishes. Catinst selsed this sod
Aashed the contents falr in the face of the
sear. The wooly-headed boy came to him-
self with a start and would have dropped
the crystal had not the prophet snatched It
out of bis lax and fesbls hands and re-

demanded

;

wiored It 0 & bag of faded black
through the unclosed seams of 1
peeped with jewellike brilllancy
Lon,

%
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CHAPTER XXL
Madoame Lo Harechale,

When Flower-o'-Corn fied out wpon the
wasto she had no idea save to put a8 much
distance as posaible beiween hereelf and
those who bad (In her opimian) wronged
Lar,

Maurfce she held doubly guilty. WFor
though be was by no mesus her lever, she

had eapected other things from him. And

now—aha had found him-—well, she could
Imot pletire to herself! how she had found
him for the pain in lLar heart Besldes,
bafl he not crowned his iniquity by carry-
ing her off literally. Bhe bad been beld In
his artas at the very moment when ashe

came to herself. And at for Yvette Foy—
how eould any gxir]l be no false, o wicked?
O, wera there po trus folk at all In the
world, women or men? Except her father,
that a7 She 24 not doubt him ever

8he clapsed her hands upon each other
an Antolne had seem heor In the crysatal
stone. and they were as cold as les, Then
there came upon Flower-o'-the-Corn a wild,
unreasoning fear—ihe terror of puraull
Bhe seemed to be followed by a pack of
bounds as in the gray fearful droam-
sloepa of the Changeater. She could hear
their yelplng chorus, now the highér nod
pow the lower aan they one or tha other
took up the leadership.

She turned abruptly and ran on
haps It was well ahe did so. At least, the
action kept her from freezing to death
She continued till the brealh was almost
out of her body. Before her, under the
pulsing green glow of the Aurora the
toothed edgen of the voleanle erater wtood
up. Bhe paused, less hecuuse she was out
of breath than because she seemed to have
some dim sort of previous knowledge of the
place, to which, all unwittingly, her fest,
had carried her.

Once again phe heard a crylog as of
wolves across the waste, the long-drawn
howling as of many dogs In paln, which
(once heard) s nover forgotten., Anything
lesa like the “giving tongue' of a pack
cannot well be Imagined.

But to Frances Weallwood, who had that
night supped =6 full of terrors, this brought
no new anxiety, though the sound would
have sent every Caussepard {or sheliar to
the nearest house, even It It had been that
of his worst enemy.

But Flower-o'-the-Corn stood there, only
conscious of the deadly insult and shame
that had been put upon her. The bitter
upland night, the frost-iingling stars, the
howl of the wolf pack—these were mng
nothing.

Thus she was standing growing mlowly
chill and chiller, when all at once she was
stariled by the sound of uproarious mirth
about her.

A sudden fiashing of lanterns, a sudden
explosion of Inughter, nelther wery wine
nor vory kindly, brought the girl to heraelf.
Rough hands selged her. She crled out,
and the fArst words she spoke wero a cons
fenalon of weakness.

“Maurice—Maurice!” she sald, invelun-
tarily. And then at the mere sound of her
volee she started to recall the gay bright-
ness of the Brabont corn and herself stand-
Ing elbow deep in It, with the young soldie
blushing beneath ber, his hands parting
the yellow hroom,

A pretty mald, eh, Joseph? By my
taith, yes,” erled one rough-looking soldier
with a grent bandoliers mcross his breast.
“Tell me that you do not belleve In the
grotto of the falries after this. Why, we
eould not be better off If we were farmers
genernl. The Marvechal bimself, with his
Madame Ia Marchale, will sleep no more
comfortable than we! Besldes which, we

Por-

will not glve the wench marching leave
quite so often.'

“Nay, old scrubby goat!™ cried another.
“S8eo, the Ilttle thing is a-cold! De you

not understand, you mre a brute to stand
there, cloaked to the gray mustache and
never offer her an inch of shelter. She
shall come, not ao inch to you, hut (o the
kindest of the company. Here, my pretty
oue, is & good hlaf of a soldier's clonk to
be comfortable In. Aye, maney a pretty
lass, many a dalnly, bhath souggled down
there, and liked very well that same old
Bradenburg redingote! Come, my pretty!
8o!"

“I tell you, mo,"” cried another, holding
up his labtern to Flower:o'-the-Corn'e
pretty frightened face (for now she had
fallen among the wolves, indeed). ' Nelther
one of you has the least claim. E'en lot
the mald choose for hersslf. 1 outrank
you both, for the matter of that, for I carry
the colors! You have nothing bul groat
old gray mustaches, an odor of rum and
much talk of what you have done in your
youth.

“As If that had any weight with a young
thing fit to be the granddaughter of any of
you! For shame to fright & child so with
your rough talk! Come hither to me, my
dear, and you and I will talk npart |
promise you none of them shall harm you,
And you shall have no troublesome ques-
tions to apawer, elther—such as 'How came
you at night out upon the wild Causscs
pear & Camisard haunt of rebels and trait-
ors? [ can save you from all that. Why
else should I be trusted with the banner
by my officer but that It should cover a
bosom as Innocent as thine.”

“Stand out of the way, Victor Cayet,”
cried stlll another abruptly, shouldering
the speaker, his lantern and his folded
banner out of the way., "1 tell you here
comes la Marechalo herdelf! And it s as
much as our heads are worth to have any
rough jesting In her presence.'

“Tut! As to that she is but the Mare-
chale of the campaign, | warrant you—a
Camisard marechale think you our noble
de Montrevel would saddie bimself—?"
“Hush, lads, here she comes!"

- - L L] - - L] -

“Wrotches, assassins, I will have all of

you hanged by the provost marshal' eried

|
| & richly-drexssd Indy, riding upon & white

horse with a liberal use 6f whip aud apur.
“Ah, dear lady,” erled one, In & humble,
whining tone, ‘that is by no means how you

| would treat poor sons of the chureh. Do

we not know your Iadyshlp, every one?’
“Aye, verily,” oried the lady, “and mo

T
|

well does the lady know you that she could |

wager the last Louls-d’or In her pouch
that you talked very differently five min-
uwles ago 1o the poor girl there whom you
hold your prisoner. Stand away—! would
speak to her!'”

“Your ladyahip will allow that she Is
our prisoner-ofl-war, and stasds at ber
peril amongat us t1)] a sum s pald In ran-
som 10 us poosr men!"

“I will ses that the money Is pald! 1
know you, Joseph, and also that
Marechal hath never golten any good or
you or the llke of you!"

“ladeod, my Indy I speak not for myself,”
sald the man, ‘but as Cornely here, the
standard carrier well remarks, “what is

the |

the wench doing so near to a noted rebel-—

alone and on foot

“If It comea to that what am T doing?"*
sald the other boldly; Have you anything
to reflect upon me?

The men pushed each other with the eol.
bow—and at last Corndly spoke up. His
first act was to disavow Joseph.

“This man Joseph hath done nothing but
speak (o our hurt,” he began. “Inquire of
the girl herself, 1 pray you. Have we done
her any harm? Or bave 1, who hath chiefly
spoken with her, offered anythiog but
kindness® She will remember me, becauss
I held my lantern close to my face so that
the might know me again.'

"Oh have done with the eternity of your
elack!" eried the Imdy, who had dis-
mounted by this time, “while you talk the
girl will freese to death. It is & cold night
to die in, éven with your chances of the
everiasting benfire! Hers, Cornely, since
you are po prodigal with your favors, lend
me your oloak. | know you have another
at Millan. 1 know, for 1 have seen you
swaggering with It a—Sundays!"’

Your Iadyship has been pleased to re-
mArk me In it—a blue cloth made very
long, lined with erimson silk?"

“"Remarked you—yes—who would not?”
eried the lady ,“aye, nnd spoken af it te
the marshal, too—"

“Your ladyahip {8 too kind,” sald Cornely.
“1 would had It hore that I mizht apread
It at your most honored feet—"'

“The other will do—if It be (as It looka)
but a horde blanket turnoed Inside out. Any-
thing to wrap the shivering girl in out of
the chill alrs of these Causses! And now
Teave us. I would spenk to her awhile.
Thera 18 no fear!™

“Have we vour lady's word for the ran-
aom?' put In Joseph, who was #till mpite-
ful at his discomfiture

“Word, what need vou of words?' flashed
Madam la Marechale, fully as brusquely.
‘Go, take your arma and retire behind the
rocka for a quarfer of an hour. We are
not birda of the air that we can fly. Taka
your posta all about us, If you will, 1 will
glvea no word. Who am I that T should glve
words at thix time o' the day to such cgttle
as you?t"

The men, cspecially those of Joseph's
faction, withdrew, grumbiing., but not dar-
lng to disobey the marechal’s Iady.

“At all events 1 shall make sure of her
beast, and the other hath none.' sald Jo-
sop™, ehrewdly, leading it away and leaving
the Lady Mareohnle in her riding habit
and furs to speak with the shivering girl,
who was by this time wrapped in Cornely’s
oloak. That oroament of the king's Irregu-
lar forces was now éeagerly watching from
behind a Jjagged tooth of limestons what
should be the fate of his second beat cloak.
For, ns he put it to all honest and fair-
minded men, It was manifestly impossible
to take such a thing of beauty as the blue-
clothed, scarlet-lined promenade cloak on
such mad midnight rides as thelr leaders
had been taking them of late loto the midst
of the wild Camisard hills.

“Fathor—stand farther back, else 1 will
post you for m set of eavesdroppers and
thieves and—"'

But whatever else the spirited lady had
to say was drowned in the nolse of the sim-
ultaneous withdrawal caused by her words,

Madame |a Marechale quickly threw aslde
the great fur-lined hood which had hidden
her face. Bhe undid a cloak (of which, hav-
ing been on horseback, she appeared to
weor an infinite pumber) and (threw (L about
Frances. Then she vaught her impulsively
and affectionately about the neck and burst
into tears.

“0), what must you think of mae'' she
erled; “you, who are ever distant and
cold, 4o not know what poor women have
to bear for the men they love—aye, how
they must even, for polley, appear to be
kind to others whom they loathe and dis-
esteem. FPorgive me, dearest Francea. 1
have come out hither to save you from
thone bad men!"™

And lo! Before her stood, mysteriously
clear as Lthe green aurora could make her
—Yvette Foy!

And Flower-o'-the-Corn, standing Ia a
mist of amazement, preraed both her hands
to her head paying, "0, God, God—I am
going out of my mind. Let me die quickly!™

“Tut—nonsense! Nothing of ths wort”
paid Yvette, who was always practical
minded in all oiroumstances. *“‘Now listen
to me! Forget what you have seen, or
belteve that I 4ld It wholly for your good!™

“That 1 can never deo,”” sald Frances,

Luw*
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speaking more [rigidly than the ecold that
was stiffening her even through her wrap-
pings of fur and horso blankets.

Yvotte kept her arms tightly about the
girl In spite of the faot that her friend
remalned an unresponnive as a doll carved
out of wnod,

“But 1 think I can show you cause why
you should think less 111 of me,"” she sald
gently, like one who suffers long wrongs
the cannot help. “But—[ trust you with
the secret-—my life le In {t, and the lives
of far more and far worthier than I! Yet
I trust you, I, poor Yvette, have aleo a
right to be oalled Madam Ila Marechale de
Montrevel, oven aa you heard Lhem call me
Just now!"

“It Is only one more of your deceits—
there is no end of them. I have good
roason lo know that!" retorted Frances, not
ylelding the least from her stiffened atti-
tude of dlsdaln.

“Nay, but not this time,”” pleaded
Yvette. "It has been necessary, 1 allow.
I know you have good reason to distrust
me. But that has been the fault of cir-
cnmatances rather than any lack of keep-
Ing fmith, I am—do not forget it!—the
wife of the marshal commanding the French
troopa In these mountalns. You, who have
such high Meals of duty and affection.
tell me what Is better or else higher than
that & wife should strive In all ways to
serve the Interests of her huaband, And
Have 1 not done #0? Was I not ordered
to find out the secreis of the foollsh young
officer of Marlborough? And {f you had not
Interrupted us would I not have turned him
Inglde out like an empty wsack—aye, this
very night, and the dispatch would have
gone to my husband in the morning? It
was for this that thess cadeta of the cross
who are now watching us (for they guard
you as a valuable prisoner of war) are out
of the face of the Causses to support the
regular soldiers that I might carry to de
Montrevel what I know In person that 1
am here. Do you not see? Wherefors else
should = girl like me remain alone In a
peicy village, listening to pealma chanted
uight and morn like the howling of dogs
with thelr noses polnted at the moon, and
prophets phophesying llke old space-wives
afrald of the Iast judgment. What but
my wifely duty would have koept me there?"

Flower-o'-the-Corn  was looking at her
with great wide open eyes. Blue eyess open
wider and show more esurprizse than any
others.

“But he was kisslog you,”" sha objected,
“and—and--you wers letting him!"
“You dear Tittle simpleton!™
Yvette, "why that It nothing!
De Montrevel tonight
heartlly himself, 1t
rulea of the game—"'
“Then | do not think It at all a niee
game.”" sald Flower-o'-the Corn, “If you
did not really love him, of course, that

might make a differance!"

"Of course you think so, dear Innocent,'
sald Yvette, gally, “but women of the
world have olher standards, And now—
well, wo have wasted time enough on this
matter, It is folly anyway. All kianing Is
unless you get something by it! The main
thing is that you are a prisoner of war, and
that your father will have to pay £3,000 or
£4,000 for his daughter's liberation—or—""

“Or what?!" eried Frances with her blue
eyes yet wider open. “My poor old father
naver had 3,000 pence to bless himself with
~what is the other alternative? ™

“Well,"” sald Yvelte slowly, "you are
a young girl and I am a married woman,
but to be honeat with you | eannot put the

Isughed
I will tell
snd he will laugh
fa only part of the

theas ondets of the Cross are In Lhe habit
of doing to Protestant maidens who fall in
thelr way, | cannot bring mysolf to tell
you!"

“J—have—heard!" sald Frauces,
the blood rushing to her cheeka and then
slowly fading away.

“Well, ‘sald Yvette, (aking her ad-
vantage, "these men will do all you have
heard and worse—things Inconoeivable—

not to be once spoken of,

the slums of a town or In some boggar's
den. Otherwise they should not bave dared
to speak to me a8 they did—otherwise they
would not now be walting about us like
groedy wolves around the lnoocent lamb!™

“And what shall 1T 46?7 Tell me what
1 must do!” moaned Frances, her head
gt{ll on her hands. "1 have pistols. Bhall
I kil mysell? Or—orit we walt long
enough-—1"

She did not finlsh her sontence,

“If wa walt long enough, what the.?

gald Yvette suddenly grown ley In her
turn.
“Well, he—he might come to seek me.”™

Yvetie Foy moved further from her vie-
tim.

“I thought betler of you than that!"™
she sald severely, “‘My excuse that I did
that which I did at the bidding of my
busband does not apply to him. That
which he did be did to decelve you—be-
hind your back—out of the prompting of hia
own evil heart, That Is, If he ever had any
love for you, which he denled. Bealde It
does not matter. It will not do for us to
ba found here together. If your friend
were to arrive now there would be a fight,
Do you think that those wolves out yonder
would give up thelr prey without a try for
it? No, surely! Well, they might win, or—
he might win. But neither would serve my
purpose. [ mean when my work la done
down below to go back to La Cavalerie. 1
mean to be nothing more than Yvetie Foy,
the Inkeeper's daughter, till this nest of
rebels against the king's authority Is
rooted out. Why nead 1 conceal 17 1 wiah
to be back agaln when Jean Cavaller (s
there. And what Is more, I want the
ground clear. You have been (n my way.
Yes, in my way! And yet [ love you, as
I shall presently prove. 1 might have got-
ten all 1 wish from bolth—from thls young
nlde of my Lord Marlborough's and their
precious General Cavalier long ago—had It
not been for you,*

Bhe paused to Jet her words sink in,

“*Well, here is & way to be rid of me—
onee and for all!” oried Flower-o'-the-Corn
flercely and suddenly. Ehe pulled a pistol
from her pocket and coocked It. Ywvelte
snatehed it away.

“It would serve me little to have the
gullt of innocent blood on my consclence,”
she sald. "You forget—I am & Oatholle
and must go to confesslon! No, no—I1 have
thought of & way. We will cheat them all
yet!"

(To be Continued.)

New Stamps Are imperfeet.

The new two-cent posiage stamp re-
cently isasued bas been called In, an an im-
porfection has been dlscovered in it. You
are also making & mistake |n experiment-
ing with different remedles to cure you of
pick headache,
indigestion, dyspspela, la grippe or malaria,
Hosatetler's Stomach Bitters {8 the only
sure cure for these ailments, having been
used succeasfully for half a century. We
urge you o try (L. It will cure even after

alternative into words., Unless you have

Adulterated Coffee is harmful.

heard in the village of La Cavalerie what

other remoedies have falled.
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(PRONOUNCED DOS REE

Pure and unadulterated Coffee
is healthy. Most Coffee is adulterated because it passes through
the hands of many dealers, seldom reaching the consumer in
its original purity. Dos Rios Coffee is grown by -
the Mexican Gulf Agricultural Co. on their own
plantations, roasted by them and put up in her-
metically sealed air-tight canisters before it
leaves their hands, and as they are the sole
distributors to the retail trade, it actually goes from
Tree to your Table, guaranteeing it from adulter.
ation. The delightful aroma, delicious flavor, healthful effects
and uniform strength of Dos Rios Coffee has won for it a place in
the homes of discriminating coffee drinkers. At leading grocers.
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