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g g bours—oh, they have warmed

gl shall sieep In a cell at Vincen-

s Courage, pshaw! The King alome

goid save me and I have lost him

’.H'E:'_P LI
“ire you sure’

8 $e waved the question on one side.
4 ks 3 plol." she cried passiomately,
4 piot of my enemlies. They trieg to
grder you and they failed. Now this
~ig is their last device. They have
msoned the King, that his sick body
gy fall into the hands of the
+ will torture his soul till they hava
Mghtened him into dismissing me.
it can one woman do agaimst the
Gwreh, whose bishops keep mistresses
5 e King does? Nothing, nothing. 1
mmined I iy from here that I may
we Vermailles free. Do you save your
gf I can protect you mo lomger.
g me up, g0 back to the <Court,
mmplz 02 the unfortunate—it i mot
@ hate for you. Even my wenches
bow that, and dare to Insult me™
%o, Madame, I will not give you up.”
Toor, mad fool!” But the sudden,
miisat fush that haggard face

amed buve inspired a man under sen-

e of death to hope and iov
“iad | will zave you yet, Marquise.™
B¢ looked at him, fizedly. “Vicom-
%'ihe moaned, with an exceeding bit-
Xy, “save me. Tes, save me, I im-

o yow”
fer belplessness and her misery,
® vio twenty-four hours ago had
n the Queen of Love to the Sove-
pof France, did not appeal iz vain.
Tie King may recover,” he - said,
ot fy yet. If In twelve hours I do
RUre Fou will never see me again.
but not till then, for God's sake
pourielf, Madame™
T80 bave a clue—know something?*
e strore to keep him, but be bow-
Umself resolutely out, and he knew
' Bd hng herself back into that
i fromt of the fire to wateh her
' a1 her ambitions flicker out
e dy lnz flames in the remorse-
Barch of the hours.
i time he boldly left by the pub-
Sirance

welve bot 1rs! Twelve hours? he had
&%, 10 in formation. He bad spoken
Qe infatuation of sheer pity:
% had nothing dut a Serce and

ziess 1"esolve.

Wadre” cz\lled softly 2 veies he
foaly oo well. Denise was-stand-
?the emPply gallery, and in her
ere was something of the huntad
T ad fiar Madame de Pomps-
d read .in h's. “Andre, you have
@ geg her 7
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‘e_.’s ruing d.” She paused. “And

! ¥ill ruin jrou too. Let me save
{ean -

1".' Be mail, very quietly, “you
Denise looked at him, tremb-
‘08 can only save me if I mow at

* B0 2 my ltnees to my foes: To

- Yould gla:lly do it, for I ‘Bave

R % Jou, and T love you, bmt to

It¥er: never!™

.. ad bowed in appealing si-

T'E_Ha{qn;-;e tle Pompadour,” he
'h:r::ae.f tp, “the Marquise Bgnor-
" ¥ith her friendship whem she
M%erful. Now that she is fallen
Sery I will not be such a das-
"¢ myself by helping to

» 1 will not!™
T !:"'._ ma—d.n ﬂe mEd mﬁtﬂlﬂ"
m <. bls chivalry fired her heart
2t do as you think right
h-*_said tently, “and so mut
el for me—how cruel—no, £
" He broke off and re-
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through the heated, suffocating room
and was now in the royal bed-chamber.,
Suddenly the subdued babel of tongues
ceased as If by magic. The doors were
openlng. Dukes, ministers, nobles, lack-
eys pushed and fought to get to the
front. The King was dead! Resolutely
the Swiss Guards stemmed the surg-
ing tide. Ha! the King's . physician.
sllence.
“Nobles of the realm, and gentle
EH." Th?t ttl.lhﬂ physiclan, “T am happy
Say e sacred person of His
Majesty is no longer in danger.” A dull
roar as of inarticulate wild beasts rose
and fell. “With God's help the King of
France will, we trust, be shortly re-
stored to perfect health™
The doors were closed again. The
Comte de Mont Rouge wiped his brow.
“It is now or never,” he whispered
savagely to the Duke of Pontchartrain.
“Yes, now or never,” smiled the
Duke, “for I prefer the society of the
ladies of Versaflles and Paris to that
’ﬁrﬂtﬁhﬁ drabs and bigots of Pontchar-

CHAPTER XXV,

The excitement was rather inereased
than diminished by the report of the
King’s recovery. Indeed, throughout,
men’s and women's thoughts were ab-
Borbed Iar more- feverishly with the
fortones of Madame de Pomdadour
than with those of Louis himself. A
palace revolution was what was de-
gired, vengeance on the woman who
had threatened to become dictator, a
happy return to the old order: and the
King’'s iliness was only important as
the—=traordinary miracle which would
accomplish what was so passionately
prayed for. The noble gentlemen and
ladies spent the next hour in agitatng
suspense. And when it was reported
that the King had rallled so marvellous-
ly as to be out of bed, to eat and to
talk, the high hopes sank. Another
miracle had supervened to undo the
work of the first

“A fig for miracles,” sald Pomntchar-
train. “Voltaire and the philosophers
are right; they are either stupid, use-
less, or meaningless. We can get on
80 much better without them.™

The “saints” of the circle In the
Queen’s antechamber were mexpress-
fbly shocked. And they sighed at the
inscrutable and irritating way in whijch
things in this world were ordered by
Providence.

“Your theology, my desr Duke,” sa-
vours of bourgeoig vulgarity and ig-
norance. Heaven will only help those
who help themselves. That woman
must be ruined before the King is well
enough to become insane again. If we
can only drive her from the palace to-
day she will never return.”

“And.” Mont Rouge added signifi-
<antly, “there Is a pleasant pit into

svhich we can drive her. The fall will

break her charming neck.” He began
to explain very earnestly his scheme,
which was listened to with the most

er attention.
ﬂEWe have her,” he wound -up, trium-

pkantly. “I shall not spend the winter

t Mont Rouge.”
B The next news was very inspiriting.
The King, on the advice of his; physic-
ians, was to leave Versailles for Ram-
bouillet, where change of _air and,
precently, some of his favorife hunting
would completely restore his heaith.
He was to leave that afternoon, accom-
panied only by his confessor, kis.phy-
sgician, and half a dozen servants,

“Pgor fellow,” commented Pentckar-
train, “how bored he will be. I soppose
they left out his wife because there
are limits to what husbands can en-
dure. »ou agree, ma mignonne?” He
kissed his Duchess’s hands.

“Yes, because there are no JYmits,

“to what

wives must endure.”
“Ah, we shall make you a vulgar and

$enorant philosopher yet, chere amie.
'Ed. as His Majesty said to the gri-
seite, yours is amn education Thich
promises me infinite amusement.”
Bat the best part of the mew informa.-
tion had still to come. Madame de Pom-
padour had tried again to see the
King, but His Majesty bhad listened te
his cenfessor'’s warning and refused..
The doctors, too, had forbidden any

excied or annoyed. Fnysic-
m“’:-:ﬁhm alike had their cue
the ministers; and the King, sub-

fits of gloomy re-

on, was again

ess, to listen to the

such interviews. The King must on no i

yed its part In
determination teo

T.

b

f

himself of Madame de Pompadour,
too. must leave Versailles,” St.

srveron, wrpTa. mubDl HOUge  LAS SODOoWnD

can complete the victory
ﬁlﬂarﬂw driven her out When | ladies and gentlemen. You desired and

The King returns fromm Rambouillet he
must find her fled and then—" He and
they all smiled. As soon as the King
bear exciting news there would
be exciting news for him with a ven-

geance.
' rs¢ had sc far listened in sllence.

She now made a suggestion. “Can we
not frighten her away?” she sald. “If

she could be persuaded her life is In
danger, once the King has left the pal-
ece, she will go of her own accord. I
am quite ready to see her and tell her
so0.” : :

For Denise was still haunted by the
desire, through some act of self-sacri-
fice,—and to visit Madame de Pompa-

| dour woulg be a painful humiliation—

to atone for what her conscience call:
ed treachery In the past to the cause.
And if only the Pompadour would
Jeave, Andre would be really free from
her baleful Infuence and even now
might be saved agninst himself.

“It is mot mecessary, Mademoiselle,”
ihe Chevalier said. I have just come
from Madame's salon.” The company
that had welcomed his noiseless entry
waited breathlessly. “I think I have con-
vinced her she had better leave Ve~
sailles this very afternoon.”

Denise joined haartily in the sigh
of relief. But the Chevalier's next sen-
tence was disquisting. “The Vicomte
de Nerac,” he sald, “is now In au-
dience with the King.”

What did that rean? Had the King
sent for him? He was strong enough
to see him? Had the doctors permitted
it? Were the ministers and the con-
fessor to be present? The Chevaller
could not answer these questions. But
he could vouch for the fact, as the Vi-
comte had himseglf told him half an
bour ago of the *royal summons.

“More than ever the grisette must
leave,” the Abbe de St. Victor pro-
nounced. “Else the Vicomte will be
her agent and effect a reconciliation.”

Mont Rouge and the Duke de Pont-
chartrain were holding ah earnest con-
versation in whispers with the Cheva-
lier. What the Chevalier said clearly
gave them great satisfaction, and Mont
Rouge studied with ill-concealed joy a
paper which looked like a plan that
the Chevalier had produced.

“The time has come for the dice,”
Mont Rouge said decisively. With the
help of the Duke he cieared a table
and la!d out oy it four dice-boxes.

“The ladies will throw as well as
the gentlemen?" asked the Comtesse
des Forges. She was looking meaning-
ly at Mont Rouge.

“It is hardly necessary,” the Duke
said carelessly. “But if one lady be

good enough to take her chance then
all must. What do you say, ladies?

“I am always unlucky,” remarked
the Duchess, “so 1 will take my
chance.”

“And you, Marquise?™ the Duke
turned deferentially to Denise. Mont
Rouge took up one of the dice-boxes
and began to rattle it noisily. Had his
courage not been beyond reproach, a
close observer might have thought he
Was ai that moment very nervous. The
Comtesse des Forges was Yavwning at
her beautiful face in the mirror.

Before Denise could reply, Andre
was 2een standing on the threshold. A
cold alr seemed at once to blow over
the room. No one offered a word of
greeting, and the conversation pro-
ceeded just as if a lackey had enter-
ed. The Chevalier, indeed, went so far
as to bow haughtily and to leave the
room with the air of 2 man who foand
Andre's presence an intolerable intru-
sion. Denise alone marked how pale
Andre was and how his dark eves
burned. A choking sensation, as if her
]Eenrt had ceased to beat, mastered

ar.

“I am sure,” Andre said very slowly
and distinctly. “It will interest you la-
dies and gentlemen to know that I
have ceased to be Captaln of the
Queen’s Guards, by His Majesty’s com-
mands.” A rustle of skirts, a suppress-
ed exclamation, a souff-box dropped.
showed in the dead silence the emotion
this news had produced “I am erder-
ed,” Apdre contionued *“to retire to
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The curtain dropped. “And you, Mar-
quise?” repeated the Duke Impertur.
bably, holding out a dice-box te De-
nise as if nothing had Interrupted the
conversation.

Denise saw all the flushed faces, the
joy, the ban!shed fears. Too late! Too
late! She could not save Andre. No, but
perhaps she could still punish the
-woman who had seduced and ruined

the man she loved.
_‘!lkt my

“Of course I will gladly
chance,"” she answered.

Andre was pacing down the gallery,
No one could have takem him for a
ruilned man, for aught than a proud
officer in the Chevau-legers de la Gar.
de, a Croix de St. Louis, and a Cor
don Bleu. Though he knew that fate
had at last gsmitten him down, the bit-
terest thought in his mind was that in
a few hours Madame de Pompadour
would be flying, too, from Versailles.
The twelve hours would run out: she
would never see him again.

“So it is Nerac after all?

Andre started. The Chevalier was at
his elbow. “No,” he answered, “It will
not be Nerac."

“The best swordsman in France will,
to be sure, take a lot of killing,” the
young man retorted lightly,

The flash in Andre's gve showed with
what true sympathy the Chevalier had
divined his meaning,

"“Well, Vicomte, let us say adien
We shall not meet again in Versiilles,
nor elsewhere, I fancy.” Behind the
tone of raillery peeped out a strange,
almost tragic, gravity .

They shook hands in silence; had, in
fact, separated a few paces when the
Chevalier added carelessly, “There’s
was a wench asking for you in the
stables—Yvonne or some such name—I
couldn't make out what It was all

getting word with you. Pardon my men-
tioning such a trifle.” He hurried
AWAY.

Yvonne! Andre halted dead. Yvonne!
Name of St Denys, what did that/
mean? For a moment he wavered as if

Mujesty is pleased to '

about, but she seemed distressed at not |

bhe hoped against hope that Denise
might appear. Then his spurs rang out
on the polished floor, He was hurrying
to the stables.

The Chevalier went back to the ante-
chamber.

“Only two,” Mont Houge was saying,
as he entered the room, “omnly two
threw sixes, two ladies curiously
enough, the Comtesse des Porges and
the Marquise de Beau Sejour.”

“How stupid,” yawned the Comtesse
“Must we throw agaln? Or, perhaps
Mademoiselle Denise will kindly with.
draw and leave me victor?™

“No, no,” protested Mont Rouge, “the
cast of the dice must be fairly played
out; I Insist. And the company un-
animously agreed with him,

“Oh, very well.” The Comtesse shrug-
ged her shoulders. “Comte, vou shall
throw for me this time.”

Mont Rouge took up one of the dice-
boxes which he had been fingering for
some minutes.

“And will the Marquise permit me
to throw for ber,” inquired the Cheva-
lier.

Denise assented with a nod. But the
suggestion'did not seem to please the
Comtesse. A gleam of vindictive male-
volence lingered under her heavy lids,
but a glance from Mopt Rouge reassur-
ed her. “

The Chevaller advanced and threw a
four and a three. Mont Rouge, the com-
pany standing round and watching
eagerly, threw carelessly enough a two
and a one.

“Bungler!” -cried the Comtesse, “you
have lost.”

“I did my best,” Mont Rouge answer-
ed, looking into her eyes, and he added
in a whisper, “my best for you. You
have lost, but I have won.”

The Comtesse put her hand warning-
ly on her lips. Her gaze lingered on De-
mnise, pale and calm, accepting her vic-
tory as the inevitable will of fate. “My
congratulations, Mademoisene,” she
said in the sllky tones with which
women preface the insult of a kisg to

their most-feared rival
~1 will aceept them to-morrow,” De-

dmtr answered, “when I have done my
u .H

While the company were chattering
gaily the Chevalier carelessly and un-
noticed took up the dice, first the four
and the thres he had thrown for De-
nise and then the two ana the
one thrown by Mont Rouge, which
were still lying on the table, As
he put back the two and the
one Into fhe box which belong-
ed to Mont Rouge he smiled. He had
detected these two were loaded, yet
curiously enough he satd nothing. In-

positive pleasure, and he rallled the
Comtesse des Forges for a good half-
hour, till her husband stammered with

Jealousy.

Just as the company were breaking
up a sweating horse dashed Into the
‘stables of the palace Andre flung him-
self from the saddle. He had ridden
from “The Cock with the Spurs of
Gold” at a break-neck gallop and his
Bpurs were red. He now hurried off to

ing in from the secret staircase.

gone! quick, bhussy,” she cried to the
maid who was packing. The scarad

-deed, the discovery seemed to give him !

Madame de Pompadour’s salon, burst- |
Madame gave him ome look. *“Ba- |

girl fled from the room.

“Well™ Madame held out her arms
ir awful suspense.

“Is the secret despatch,” Andre pant-
ed, “still in your keeping?™

“Yes, yes, what of it

He sat down and wiped his face.
“Ah! thank God!"™ he muttered.

Madame kneeled down beside him.
“What is it?” ghe asked, in a
volee, “does the King want it?”

' i:ﬂ: he is now on his way to Rambodil-
| let.™

“The King has already left Versail

A cry of despair was wrung from

" her. “Then I am indeed ruined,” she

‘Cured by Cuticura in Nebraska,

i 4 had suffered with itch
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. to save you."

moaned. “You have come to tell me
s0. Ah!" she sobbed, her head in her
hands on his knees.

“No,” he raised her up. “I have come

She stared at him stupefied, incredu-

lous,
“Yes, Madame. You must leave Ver-

es at once, but you must go to
"‘rﬂmmdurdrunt."ﬂhm

uerable, im-
Madame,” An-

der, *, |
him

castles it would be to the
Bastile, not Versailles.

P —————

CHAPTER XXVTI.

What had Andre discoverad?

When he had reached the stables
he could not find Yvorne, but at “The
Cock with the Spurs of Gold,™ whither
he hurried, he was not disappolinted.
And Yvonne had news to give him as
thrilling as unexpected. The English
8py she had learned was coming to the
inn that very afternoon to meet a
sirange woman, and the meeting was
to be kept a solemn secret. Yvonne
had felt sure Monselgneur ought to

| know, and had ventured as far as the

Palace in search of him. Andre's heart
leaped at the chance that fate, which
had buffeted him so sorely, had now
by a miracle put in his way. The spy
could be no other than George Onslow,
with whom he had crossed swords in
the wood the night before Fontenoy:
and the woman? Would she be the
flower girl of “The Gallows and the
Three Crows,” the crystal-gazer, the
mysterious “princess,” whose dancing
had first stirred his blood in London,
the woman who had said she loved
him? Or would it be some unfortunate,
caught like himself in the terrible tolls
of a mystery which bid fair to be the

| ruln of them all?

What did it matter? Andres was sure
of one thing. Could he but hear what
passed at that meeting he would be
many steps nearer to the solution of
the blood-stained riddle of “No. 101"

Perhaps he eould yet save Madame
de Pompadour, yet win Denise, yet
take vengeance on his foes. The hand
of destiny was in this. With “No. 101"

his lire had as It were begun: at each
stage he had been now thwarted, now
strangely alded, by the acts of the un-
known traitor; with “No. 101" it was
clearly fated to end. Despalr, insatiable
curlosity, the blind impetus of forces
he could not control, alike steeled him
to make the attempt.

Yvonne was easily persuaded: ‘n-
deed, she had already schemed for it
and with her help he lay concealed in
the room of meeting and awaited with
a beating pulse the arrival of the
traitors. The spy proved to be George
Onslow, as he had guessed and Andre
studied his able, slenth-hound face, the
dark eyes of slumbering passion, and
the sensual lips, with the eery vet joy-
ous shiver of one who feels that here
is an opponent with whom reckoning
must be made before life is over. The
woman, however, was unknown to him.
She was certainly not the crystal-gazer,
Nothing more unlike the black hair
and dark eyebrows, the creamy skin,
of that mysterious enchantress could
be imagined. For this was a lady who
to-day we should say had stepped
straight from a pastel by Latour, or, as
Andre thought, from the Salon de
Venus at Versailles, a girl with the
figure of Diana and that indefinable
carriage and air which only centuries
of high birth and the company ofsuch
can bestow. Denise’'s grey eyes and ex-
quisile posg of head were not more
characteristic of the quality that the
noblesse of the anclen regime rightly
claimed as their monopoly, than were
the blue eyes and innocent insolence of
the stranger. And yet Andre felt that
in the most mysterious and f{rritating
way she reminded h!m of some one,
But of whom? Of whom? And then he
almost laughed out loud. Of Yvonne!

They both talked in English as Eng-
Hsh was talked in London, without a
trace of a foreign accent. Now if one
thing was certa!n Yvonne did not know
& word of English, for he had tried krr
by many pitfalls in the past acd s! »
had simply showed boorish but nati
al Ignorance. Nor could it be the
crystal-gazer, for he remembered her
English was not the English of the
salons. Once only did they drop Into
French, and then Andre was more
puzzled than ever. Onslow spoke it ex-
traordinarily well, yet his accent be
trayed him at once; the girl, however,
revealed to a noble’'s sensitive ear the
idiom and tone so mueh more difficult
to acquire than mere accent of the Pau-
bourg St. Germain., Had the Comtesse

| heard that sentence she would hav

said it might have bsen spoken by the

| Duchesse’ de Pontchartrain. Strange,

but true.
Much of the conversation was quite

| unintelligible. There was a reconcilia-

tion to begin with, and Andre marvel
(Te be Continged)
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31 Cambridge-St., LINDSAY.

lﬂlﬂllmfmrcm

J. McCULLOCH, M. D., C. M.

Formerly of B'sckstock, Ont.
CRADUATE OF QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY.

Specia' sttention w1l e given to Mid-
w-i.fnrr of Women and Disesses

NOW LOCATED AT JANETVILLE

(Suceessor to Dr. Nasmith. )

e N —

OLIVE M. REA. M.D.C.K.

Gradu«te of Trinity University and
Ont. Medical College for Women, Torontc

Special attention given to Diseases of
Women and Children.

Office 61 Kent-St., Lindsay.
llni—ltlllln,!tnlin-.

h

PENTISTRY
DR. NEELANDS

—

& IRVINE.

Crowz an

preserved.
Bridge worr & spscialty Splendid fits 12
Prires moderste,

I&'n—ﬂ; opposite Simpscz Eease
DOCTOR GROSS

Dentist Lindsay

Member Royal (ollege Dentsl Surg., Ont.
. All mrdern ﬂ?at.?o-'l in the different
epartments entistry  successfull
practiced. ROOMS ON KENT-8T. A

DR. F. A. WALTERS

DENTIST, Lindsay

BUSINESS CAERDS

Fm':c&surm'. 0. L Sur
and Civil Engineers. Mail
promptiy sttended to, Box 25, Lindsay,

W . 7. O'BOYLE, Clerk of the Mupiol
- ealivol Ope. INBURAWOP ASENTY

Estate Agost olg

Accourtan! Rex
Offce : OPERA HOUSE BLOCK LIND&RAT

EIGH R. ENIGHT,

Rarrister. Saliciior, N
Public, Real Estare .lmt.l“e.n
Representing Watsrico Mutual Fire Jor

surapce Cempany of Waterloo, the Fods
rral Life Company of Hamil-
ton, and the Dowinion of Goarsn-
tee and Accidert Company of Toronto.
Office of Weldon & Enight, Milne Blosk

McLAUGHLIN, PEEL and

FULTON.
Barristers, Solicitors and

Kotaries.
OFFICE : Comner Xea” aad William sts.
{D"Hr 1 omiaion M} Llﬂd.“ ﬂ'
Money to Loan on Real Fstats.

R.J. Molaughlin, K C., A M.Fulton B.A
James A. Peel.

AUCTIONEERS
JOSEPH MEEHAN,
Auctioneer
FOR THE COUNTY OF VICTORIA,

Lindsay P.0. Ont.

-
——

JAMES KEITH

Seed Merehant and Dealer In
Agricultural ~BLs

Great care is used te overy arcie
tree to name aad of geod quality.

William-St LINDSAY, Ow

| LINDSAY MARBLE WORKS

R. CHAMBERS, Prop.

onl to-date Mable ranits
Works in!t?xr Coun o




