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CHAPTER XLIIIL

“Kias Me, My MHMusband!™

ERVMAPS It wans that the Bpldor
had had enough of watching the
gume which she hoersolf played so
maichlossly wall

8o without more thought than
the mere resolution Yvelie drew her hood
over her head, assumed (as easily as she
had donned Lhe hood) an alr of anxlety and
haste, and descended Into the chamber of

Maurice Ralth’'s Imprisonment.

Bhe entored to find Maurce and Flower-
o' -the Corn with thelr poaltions unthanged.
Flower-o'-the-Corn was still in Maurice's
arms, and he was mourning over her, kias-
ing her passionately the while, n mothod of
recovery from temporary syneops, which,
though Indubltably anddent, s not o ac-
ciovdance with nmodern medieal treatment
nur recommendcd by the faculty,

At the entrance of Yvelte, Maurice Raith
turned upon her, hot with wrath and fury,
holding Frances still closer tn his arms,
and looking as If he woiuld have rent the
Intrnder lmb from limb .

Yvells stood amiling in the doorway.

“What ia the matier with my friend,” she
wild, “with the dear Mademoinslle Well-
wood ™

“What in the matter with her™ he cried,
Indignantly. ““That s not for you to ask.
No—stand off —do not touch her! She is too
pure for such hands as yours. Do nol even
look at her! Do not breathe upon her. I
would rather see her dead than saved by
yoa!*

He fairly hissed the words in his wralh

Yvelte afected a kind of humorous ter-
ror.

“"Plonse, Monsleur the Knglishman, do not
kill me with your glance! ah, 1 remember
the tme, not so long sgo olther, when I
knew a young Kogiish soldier who thought
quite otherwise of me. Bul at any rate, i
I mm not worthy 1o touch her, would It not
bo better If you yourself lald her down on
& bench or on the couch yondor, and poured
A Httle cold waler over her face and neck!™

Bhe paused s momont to let ber words
sink In and then she andded.

“Or perhaps you would profer (and In-
dead It would be much more that
the flance of Modemolselle ellwood,
Colonel Jean Cavalier of the king's army,
should be sent for to recover her."

She lnughed impishly, and at that wvery
mmment Maurice felt Flower-o'-the-Com
move in his arms, Was it the name which
stirred her? Had it reached through the
glumour of Mintness which still left her
heart deathly sick within her?

fie starsd aboul her wildly and when
she saw Yvette she trembled from head to
foot with something of the wame approsch
to rigor without which John Cavaller never
approachod the wife of Nicholus de Baume
Yvette smiled at this evidence of her
power,

Maourice lnld Flower-o'-the-Corn down on
als couch, but she rose up, pot Maurice
Raith to the side with a movement of
the hand and oconfromted Yvette.

‘I have told him!™ she sald.

“Well, and what does he say?’ smiled
Madame ln Marcchale: “glad to oscape onm
such easy loerma, [ should say! A soldier
In & soldier all the world over!

It was hardly playing the game. Yvelle
know that very well, but the sight of
Frances Wellwood In the arms of Maurice
hadl wroused In her all the baser angers of
her nature.

“Fou think.” sha muid, contemptoously, to
Mauvice Ralth “that it s for the sake of
your beaux yeux, my friend, that | bave
breught this to pass. Not at.all! I am
married to & man who ls worth a dosem of
you any day. Jiut becauss I would save this
gid from death—and worsse—because 1
womld save her falther — a gool
man — according to his lights and
his thoughts (which are not mine), and
beenuse | desire to save all this people of
the Covennes from = bloady and desolat-
ing war to the death. ™

Then she turned toward Flower-o'-the-
Corn,

"Franooa Wallweod, will you come with
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Bhe went on without giving him Ume to
answer,

“Good-bye, beloved! 1 shall not see you
again. You shall go far away, but you
will not forget me. No, not ever. Though
I am wedded to anothor, till the day, the
marvelounly giad day when 1 am takon,
And God, who orders nll things will know
batter than any. Ile will not be angry
that I think of you, that T continue to love
you. For In the soul and spirit I shall be
your wife, and keep all that is eternal of
ma, all that is Immortal, all that does not
go back to the worm and the sod, virgin
for you—yes, for you alone, my love and
my lfat"

An ahe spoke she had clasped him about
the nock with both bhands, oblivicus even

wny, hol-Toot from Algues Mortes,

whither he had come by ship from Bar-
Mnaurioe

eclomn, with a letter from
Raith, dated on board Her Majesty'n
ship the Royal Dane, announcing his safe
arrival and reception by the officers. Bo
al lenst the news went,

It was the hour for the sacrifice, and
Yveite who had schemed and worked
mo keenly to bring this about had for one
moment a spasm of remorse, when she
looknd upon the pale, resigoed countenance
of Flower-o'-the-Corn.

And because there was still a barrier to
be removed, Yvetta watched more and
more nervously for the coming of Hilly
Marshall as the hour of the wedding drew
nonr. No bride ever was more eager.
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nuthing could be done without him. So, he
expiained In villanious French, lke ths
man whom the crowd had come (0 see
hanged, he could aford to take his time.

“Hunged you will be without & doubt!™
eried Lhe exasperated sergeant of the Rad
House, who had been sent as an escort to
bring him in. “When you get there the
marshal will be in & temper to skin yon
alive and eat you without salt!™

“Sot a marshal to catch a Marshall!™
sald Billy oracularly. *T jaloose that a
gypuy In likely to come oul well ahoad of
the best Frenchman that ever drow the
breath of life!™

- - - - L] L]

The upper part of the great military pa-
villon had been cleared, a table coversd

*THEN I, MARTIN FOY, HAVE SHED INNOCENT BLOOD, IT 18 HERE UPON THIS BLADE!™

to the presence of Yvette and of her smile,
which, indeed, had become less pronounced
and lronieal

Flower-o'-the-Corn looked up at Maurice
and her eyes were deep wells of love and

and
To U loft were the royal regiments, fool
Red House of the King.
To the right, on the wider straths was
the local leviem
Botween these encampments apart from
both were the recently recruited and sl

House met a private of the new corps with
the gloss yeol on his butlons, he Inquired
whot was the mighty pother In the en-
campments of the Psalm-singern

“Our commander I8 o be married today,
snd by the king's own orders!” sald the
man nterrogated, as soon as he was as-
sured that no insuit was Intended—adding
immediately, “to the best, the most beau-
tiful and most accomplished girl In the
In the great tent In ine bollow the
coremony was to be begun  Aferward,
o plsase the king, they were to repair
the church along with the cure-
yon on Milay and the civil authorities of
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of all) they were o be united accord-
ing to the true Calviniet ritusl and by
fat
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Yvelte It was who had ordered and : con to
the arrangement of the marringe banguel.
Bhe It was who had provided the pleatl-
tude of flowers, an unusun! feature at that
timeo, with which the tables were decorntoed.
8he had even obtained rare fruits from a
distance, and the idea that all these (om-
binutions of genius sbhould be spoilel by
the nonarrival of a more gypsy with a
letier sufficed (o make her fretful and dif-
fleult to please.
CHAPTER XLY.

The Night Looks Imte the Pavilion,

They had wailted long. Billy Marshall,
though oftan reported on the way, kal not
arvived., Hope deferrod was maklng hearts
sick—-not, Indeed, usx might have been ex-
pected, those of Lthe personages principally
concerned, the bride and bridegroom, but
rather Lhose of the guesta of Lthe marriage
fenst, who, with hourly improved appe-
tiles, eyed the preparations in the kitchens
and the cooks, who, white-aprosed and
white bonneoted, rushed this way and that,
or with hands held horisontally ubove
their brows, looked down the road into the
sotiing sun,

Meantime the marshal had dispitched
courier after oourier. They were in-
structed to bring a lotter, If they
could not bring Billy. But the gypsy
was more clever than them all, Me would
g0 himself and deliver the lstier to
the young lady, or she should mnot have
it at all. In which case there would le
no marriage. They might please thom-
sclves, '

“Search him, genitlemen of the Hed
House!™ and they searched bim, finding
wbacoo, snuff and other contraband of war,
but not me much as a scrap of wriling
concealed about his rags

Being reloased Billy Marshall-lnuaghed in
faces VYeas he would nccept & horms
set forwprd, bul at his own puce. Hae
coming. bt e was well aware that
a rich purple velvet cloth, brought,
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strictly under tho rose, from the msacristy
of Our Lady of Milan by the complalsant
oure-doyen. The thing would please Lthe
marquis, and, what would you, a little
holy water and a dash of incense would
fumigate any lurking Protestantism out of
the tissues of velvet and gold

This thrown over a plain deal table made
the aliar before which Flower-o'-the-Cora
und Jean Cavalier were to kneel. FPatrick
Waollwood had already takea up his po-
sition behind it, tall, spare, his white hair
falling reverently over his black Genevan
gown, Flower-o'-the-Corn, with a sad par-
ticularity., had spent the last days mend-
fng the rents and holes in |t

Brilllant and distingulshed the company,
beyond the wont of even the headquarters
of & marshal of France, drawn by curl-
osity, an well as by a desire to witneas the
murriage of so distinguished a camisard
(now rvallied to the servios of the king),
secording to the rites of the Prolestant
chuarch.

A part of the pavillon hud bsen curtalned
off, making an entraunce to n smaller mar-
quee, and lhere Flower-o'-ithe-Corn was
walting, with an actual impatience, that
which, aoccording to promise, was to como
te her from the man whom for one brief
moment she had clasped in her arms and
called her husband.

This impatience, however, was not of the
sort which may be supposed Lo distinguish
brides. Yvette did nol lsave her even for
a moment, and foliowed with no little curi-
osity the directon of Frunces Wellwood's
glances

Through the curtaine which soparated
thelr marquee from the great pavilion there
came a yellowish hage of Humination.

“They are lghting up.” sald Yveite. *I
had not thought It was so dark. 1 wish
the gypsy would come! It ks Infinitsly an-
noying!™

“lI wish so, too!" maid Flower-o'-the-
Corn, very guielly,

*“You bave changed your miund, then?™




