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CHAPTER |I.
Cats.

distuncs,

were po miich anow, and he
but they wore not cats,

HE earliesi recollection Francois could conjure up was of greal
| w#tretchies of white with little bluck spots upon them in the far
Long after hie compared this impression to a plece of
ermine on a grest man's hood, Actuslly the great white spuaces

took the little black spota to be cals,

Little Francois had crawled from the room and

the fire, and orept out Into the black passuge and down the staircase, whose
tUmbers squeaked and winced In thelr craziness even under the Imposition
of 8o light & weight as the pressure of a child's footsteps, The street door

was loft ajar,

To the child this acemed a great plece of good forlune,

There was the

door, just so far open as to show & thin, white slit like the edge of n sword
w—ven at that nee Wttle Francols knew whot w sword wis llke—and the small
boy pushed hin small fingers Into the aperture and widened It slowly il it
sawnad big encugh for him 1o sllp his diminutive body aoross the threshold
where the fine, dry powder was more than ankle deop, Just where the child
stood and stared the atreot ran straight enough, with but a few houses to
finish it off untidily before i1 lost liself In the flalds. On the aurface of those
felds Francols saw the moving black apots and took them to be cats.

The hund of hils mother, who had suddenly missed him from Lhe little
room above, and had pelted down the stuirs, now grabbed him frmly, In
all hls Iife Francols never remembered rough deed or rough word from that
dearent of \lliterale gentlewomen, For & gentlewoman lie lnter nlways sawore
her to be, albeit she was of hiumble birth and could not read the prayers

she prayed no sturdily,

kindly but decidedly, what he would be st to give her such a fright.

Now she clipped him fast und asked him, not un-

For

anawer littla Francols polnted to the white counterpane before him, and the
distant flelds that were piited with those fuscinating, pathetie black spols.

“Bes, mother" ho coried, “the poor
eats yonder! Bhall we go and play
with them?™

other Villon gave one quick glance
toward those distant fields and then
clutehed her boy to her bosom,

“Cata!" she oried. "My God, those
are not cuts!™ And as she apoke she
dragged the reluctant, struggliog
Yrancols within the shelter of the

“Mamma, the cats!" he whimpered,

“Cata!" she sereamed, “cals! Those
are mo cats, chlld, Wolves” And
even as she spoke ahe gave a dry sob
and hugged the boy tu her busoin,
After they had euddled each other a
little and the woman had gasped
thanks to Heaven, they climbed the
flight to their reom. It wua not so
bigh a flight as 1t might have been,
for they were not so pour as they
waras to prove hereaftor, and the steps,
narrow  and black and twisting,
seemed wothing to her, Mother Villon,
an they clinibed, rejolccd te have her
child by the hand, ocut of danger of
those rhkulking forms beyond, which
the chlld's innocence had baptized
cale. She knew how thie ferocily of
adch a winter drove feroclous oreas-
tures well within the walls of Paris
to pick what wretched pillage Lhey
might glean from the tud ends of
siruggling Parislan strects, Hut they
could not mike their way through
barred and bolted dodrs. So  she
mounted the high stadrs with o lght
heart, and forgot all about the Bur.
gundinmn ruffian that had his lodging
over her head,

Indeed, shir thought of the Bure
mundlan ruffian as= little as she couid
help. fer he had disfavored her with
glancea of wimiration. she being nt
that ti'ne =11 4 comely woman—a
widow that hod no mind to marry
again.  Therefore, as she went her
way up the atairs, singing to herself
ond tugeing Yer little Loy by the hand,
*he was bliusfully Ignerant that In
shutting the door she had shiut out
the Rurzundian ruffion to the snow—

and the cats,

Now thie was he dreary time in
Purin, for thoas that held by King
Charles, and damned King Henry,
when the Enelish ruled in the good
o'ty and no citlzen might count hie
2] hls owm who wiae not on good
terma with the “Choddams”™ as John

the Mald had nicknamed them

CHAPTER II.

The Burthen of the Bur-
gundian.

PR |{ . Burgundian soldier cams
along in good tims and soon
reallzed a part of his mis-
adventure. He foilowed the
stiwat npone (oo stuadily,

caroll ik the burden of n baliad
which every now and then weakened
of into A wall lIke a Misarers, While
hie rmight arm hugged lively grape-
$eice in o Jug, his 18ft arm nurred a
lump of lving fMesh that was made
up tightly In u bundie of old Tugw,
out of which a small fuce showed all
blus with the cold and as still as if
sodden with sleep. Thero had been
no thought of & child In the Burguan-
dian's mind when he had gone out to
gather a rrash load of wine at 'he
“Fircone,”" and whon (he child wus,
aa it wers, thrust upoen him, he was
neither glad nor sorry, but muddied
into a mixtura of wonder and duli-
neas that troubled his wits,

His immedikie desire was to get in-
doors out of tha cold and drink him-
self Into appreciatlon of the new
thing thut hid come Into his Jife, S
it was someawhat of 4 cross to him
when ho sew that the door which he
had 1eft agaps no longer stood opon.
At first he thought that 1t had been
blown to by some draught: but when,
after plucing his flugon very carefully
upon the threshold, he prosgsed agoinst
It and pulled @t the laten; he found
to his chagrin that 1t was, Indeed,
firmly bolted from within, He cursed
glibly as he rattied; then he begun
ta bang lustily at the dour with his
Wenched fist, and fnding this und-
valling, to Kick furlously at the phnels
with alternate fest As it chanesd,
W0 house was almost ampiy. Maother
Jillon and the Burgundian, though
juch was unuware of the fact, had
the houre all to themsvives

The man hammered angrily for
some saconds befora he succended In

rousing the atrention of Mother Vil-

W, Certain biack spols on the dis-
tanit snow had grown bigeer, had
come  newraor, and presently  aome

eght lean, hudry credtures Drougat
thelr gullop aver Lhe snow (O w pause,
and huddled together at the mouth
of the street, watching the soldler
with red eyes. The soidier, drawing
back from the door to look up and
ace If any ona in the houss was coins-
ing to his ald, saw, and, sceing, felt

w ohill at his henrt and & sudden
soberness,  As the saldier looked at
the staripg creatures, they shook

themselves from thelr quiet and cams
trotting slowiy down the sireet, snifs
fing and lnnruu?r us they went. Then
the sclidler set his living bundle i
wide the fagon of wine ot the thresh-
old and drew his long sword

When Mother Villon lnoked out of
the window she saw the Burgundien
arowched below her, wilh his back le

the door and his great sword gripped
in both hils hands,

Hurriedly she closed the casement;
hurriedly ahe called to the boy, and
Iin & swift whisper Instructed him.
The moment she left the room he wos
to whut and bolt the door after her,
and was not to open It agaln until he
hivard her volee ealling upon him to
du #0, This was her thoughtfulness
for his life, 1If, when the street door
wis opened the wolves should get in,
they might make an end of her, but
the boy would ba safe, And though
&nhe hated the Burgundian, she knew
tunt she hind to o to his succor,

Now while the two hostilities faced
auch other, the door hehind the Bur-
gundlan opened a litlle. He could
hear It creak, and through the crack
came n woman's volee; he could hear
it whisper,

“In God's names” eried Mother
Villon hoarsely, “be quick. The door
18 open behind you.'

Whether 1t was because the Bur-
gundian had swallowed so much
gtrong drink, or becuuse he was mind-
ed, finding safety behind hlm, to pluy
the braggudocio, all that he dia was
to stuy Just as he was, Hut bhe spoks

words,

“"Woman,"” he answarsd—for he
knaw the wvolce for the volee of
Muther Vilion—"woman, there is a
gullon of gool wine on the doorstep.
Take It in ere it freexen”

As Mother Villon glanced down
toward the detestable pitcher of wine,
she saw the other object that juy

there helpleas on the threshold, the |

bundle that her instinct knew in a
moment 1o be living fleah, She caught
up the sleeping child and drogged it
hi;hll‘ll‘:’:ht‘- d:or with one hand, while
with ¢ other ahe caught up the
peether of wine, " &

“ls It snfe? asked the Burgundian
In u low voice, us his ears caught e
falut sounds she msde. Ha reforeod
to the plieher of wine,

"It s safe” Mother
pered back faintly, Bhe referred to
the ohilld, "Coma In, fool, coms in "

The Burgundian laughed an alnios
noleeless laugh,

“Walt n bl

Villon whis-

he commanded. St
hisn wwordpoint moved slowly like a
hand on 4 vlock fuce, und while |t
moved Mother Vilion, full of wonder
and fear, stood behind Mim in the
dark passage, peeping through the
inch-way of open door .and steing a
strange sight.

CHAPTER Il
Man and Woll.

HEN the alert Burgundian
knew that Ne cliarges wers
in safety, he seemed ro-
solved, |nstead of Instantly
beating u retreal by the

way which Providence and Mother
Vilion had opened for him, to strike
on his own gocount against liy ag-
gressors. Thus It was that Franodis
aaw lum make a sudden wpring for-
Ward toward the semicirclo of beasts,
Most of the wnimals scattered Lo right
and jeft; one, thil seemed the |eader
and the fiercest, made & leap ui bilg
assiilint, Thiy was what the Bur.
gundian seemed to expect, for even
as the wolf rose In the air the soldior
&ave u sudden turn and sweep Lo his
long sword und cut the beast in two,

and 'ty halves fell apart upon the
rapidly reddening snow, Then with
A bacvkward spring the soldier ro-

gulned the threshold and banged to
the door, Koncking Maother Villon
headlong as he did wo with the child
i her wrins,

The Burgundt n jamumed the bolts
home briskly, listened for o few sece
onds with a grim stiiie to (e whining
of the waolves, and then turned to his
presarver to set her dexterously upon
hop legn,  Tle patted her upon the
buck too. kindly enough.  After all,
whe hiad saved his W, If she had dis-
dained his addresses.  He was In.
clined to eall the account quits,

Mother Villon stood there sohbing
huskily, quite dry-eyed. her thin
liands pressing the sleeping ohild
aralnst her thin bosam

The Hursundian pleked up Yie
nitehe He offered the jug to the
shuddering woman, but she shook lier
wad, Then the man tilted the vea-
sel ta his lUps and drank long and
gladly, while sl vutslde beyond the

thbrliness of the s thera cam

wlidmpering and » g }
paws As  tin Purgunding Treauk
Maother Villon enllected herse!f with
an offort and bemxan ‘o gecend the
winirs, The Burgundisn hues bl
jug, followed Ler jumhbering)s "he
sohriety crommanded v danger lad
tesvencd with thut mighty pull at the

tunkard. He began to sing in a hie-
conghing voice a snatcy of « song.

“Bhame on you, base follow xuld
the woman sharply, "thint can make
w0 wwinlsh n noise, and was %0 nour
your dentl but a minute ngo"

When they enme to Mother Villon's
innding the woman tusned and farced
the Burgundian

“T want to hear

your story,” she

wnid “I want (o hear what! this
ehild means,  If 1. that have saved
vour e, ask vou inside oy room
while you tell yvour tele, will yon

gwoar to hshave ke o docent hris-

tigh mar "™

“"Have mno fuar, gussip,’ ke an-

+
The Day of Rest «o, By Maurice Ketten
B

Bl

Modern

bbb bonoe

not contain
TALE of MYSTERY and ADVENTURE than

"JoMN TAKE MY BED
| WANT T SLEEP
ON THE PORCH

\WHY NaT 2

NO USE ARGUING
ki Lo Ly TR

& AP w

SHE TR '

IES T

e B Tkey
You ARE

AClUsSToMED
To SLEEP

INDOORS

JOHN !
JouN !
CoNE HERE
QuIcK !

| HEARD A
BEAR WaLkiNG
ON THE PoRcH

BeAars
NEREe

CALM Dowy
THERE ARE NO

AROUND

Go To SLEEP
AND You WON'T
HEAR IT

AN EAGLE
1S FLYING

MY BED \T'S RAINING
ON THE PORCH j

<

SHE

By H. RIDER HAGGARD
NEXT WEEK'S COMPLETE NOVEL IN THE EVENING WORLD

ous power

“SHE"'
Tk

Tted Gate, hard by the Tower of St
Jucques, facing the church of St
Henolt; that he was reputed wealthy
and thut be had influential friends.
Francola lust po time in making a
pligrimage to the nelghhorhood of the
Tower of St Jaogques, wiul Informing
himaself of the precise whereabouts
of tun Canon's resldence. 1t impressed
lis youthiul intelligence favorably.
After a little while, Francols, laan-
Ing against & wall and watching tha
Conon's  howss, saw o stout clere,
with large, wmiable fuce and portly
body. Francods was all of a tingle
Instantly, Wan thia bis uncie? The
portly ecclesiustic hisd passed into the
Cunon's dwelling, and even as Villun
ran across the street, the door wes
shiut in hig fuce. He crept to the
portal with a boating heart; his hand
was nlmost raisod 1o strike upon the
panel, when the sound of fooisteps
Inside the houss startied Wim, and he
siipped nimbly acroms the street winlts
ing on events. The door opensd and
nn old woman omme out with a
basket on her arm. She drew the
door belilnd her without quite ¢losing
It und went hor wiy down the street,
Whe she was out of might, Villon
pluibly crossed the road agoain, and
pressing against the dour, pushsd it
a Mttle way open and, greutly daring,
pupged his bead through the opening
ang peeped dne e saw o smadl hall

It. Temptled beyond reatraint, Master
Francois slipped into the ball; then
holding his breath and tingling with
excitoment, he ogan very gingorly to
ascend  the stalrs, pausing In an
ecatiny of fascinated terror when an
of them bapponed to creak benea
his feet, wud the thing happensd
often,

When hs cama to the first landing
e found p passags with geveral doors
opening from i, He looked Into ons
of these and saw It to be the Canon's
bedroom. He tried another, opening
It wottly, and found himself in o amall

X

swered. "1 will be as good as gold,
aud pretend to mywelf that you ure as
ugly as sin, and so we shail talk wf-
fubly and part good friends.”

Maother Villon, reussured by this
promlse, tapped softly wt her door,
rancois opened it at his mother's
swnmons und stared with wide, alilld-
IS #¥es af he saw his mother enter
with a bundle In her arms, followed
by the big Burgundan with his wine
pitcher,

While the Burgundian Luddied
himself against the stove and sucked
out advedituge from bis Jug, and
while Francols sat oo the foor and
stared wt him, Mother Villon popped
behind the rugged quilt bung on a
cord that served to sereen off o sleep-
Ing corner,. In a fev mihutes she
cime back with the news that the
child was a baby.girl, seamingly over
three ysars old, that it was alive and
warm and might yet, with God's belp,
do well.

It had baen in some way drugged to
sleap, and so warmlv swathed that
the cold kad not struck too hard at
Its vitality,

Then Mother Villon turned to the
Burgundian:

“Tell me,” alio asked, "how dld you
become posseased of this poor baba?'
The Burgundian lnughed conrsely.

“No, no, gossip” he protested;
“none of your Auspicions of my
honesty. The child 1« no by-hlow of
mine, nor have 1 turnel Egyptian
and piiferad. I found it Just by
chance, as you might say.”

YPell me whiat has Lappened,'” satd
Mother Villon dryly, “and luave your-
self out of the story.”

“] was coming from the ‘Fircons, ™
he narrated, “where | had puswed a
plansant hour or twa with pleisant
oumpany--jolly lads and jolly lassea.
I had not got very far on my homes-
ward way and [ hind not tuken good
note of a blllock of snow that lay In
myv path. 1 thought no more than
{ust to plough througlh I*, but lo! and

hetiold. it proved toughar than T
guessed. | wun making to kick the
sluw-nenp  asunder, ahen  what

should I find but
body of @ woman.”

“Oh!" eried Mother Villon, and hld
her fues In hos ands., The man
shrugged hia shoulders

“She wan lying on her fuoe”™ ho
went on, “The snow had shrouded
lier. sns was stons cold and stonae
dend. | turned her over to sve If she
hod nny money about her, and thersa
I found my missy yvonder swaddled
in flunnels™

AR slghed Mother Vilon, hug-
ging the baby. “the poor lttle mive.*

The brat wias alive and aslesp, [t
hiad lain under the woman'as body pro.
tected fromm the vold, sheltered from
the suow It weemed to be fast
ne'eep and | thoeught [t was  Just
numbed with cold: but it may be that
what You say ‘s true about ! heing
drugpomd She wuked such a pretiy,
siliv little piece of foolish fAesh thut 1
Just fiekad har up, without a thought
af the trouble khe might prove 10 me
And what happened thereafier you
know as well w3 myself, goody.”

Mother Villon shook her head in
reproval of tho fellow's callousnoss
hut she voosd over the baby wirl and
fondled her, and the child, beginning
to emerge from lta torpor, mads falnt
wnd feeble responses that delighted
the worman,

“And what are vou moing
with the onld?™ slis anked,

The Mureund.an  shrggesd his
hrond shoulders. e wam gettlig o
litthe indixinet of mind and speech
from: his repeated thations,

“Tiuke hov to the gatos of Natre
Liwinie,” Le seid, "aid ey Uer 10 Lbe

no other than the

o do

foundling's cradle for whoro chooses
o Luke."

“That scemns & sad thing to do”
murmured Mother Villon, ua she
gently hugged the infant,

“Nuy," sodd the Burgundian, with
a retohing laugh: “you would not
have me ko tramping the world with
a snlvelling poppet on my back. 1
At off to Burgundy in a day or two
to sea If the Duke hus any need of
my servioes. And what would his
Grace say If | came before him like
an Egyptlan with & human aps ou
my shoulder?

“If you will leave the echild with
e, Mother Villon sald softiy, "1 will
take care of 11"

“You can tend the brat and wel-
come,” he assented grudgingly. "but
'tim your own cholve, and you musl
not look to me for subsidy.”

Mother Villon nodded her head, and
00 It was agreed. Mother Villon said
nothing to the soldler about a #mall
sllk which she had found round
the child's neck when she undresased
it. The little bag contained a piece
of folded paper with writing upun it
and a painted ahield, Mother Villon
could not read script. nor blasoning,
so she transferred the bag with |is
contenits to her own pocket before
she returned from the soinl-privacy
of the quilt curtain,

And qlhnu fortune supplied amall
Francols with & smaller playmate, to
his great satisfaction, and 1n s day
or two the Burgundian wen! liis way
hnek to his duchy and the house was
qulet agaim,

CHAPTER IV.
Girl and Boy.

T Ia not sasy for a houm ¢
be quiet In which thera are
two children, onn & baby-
girl and one almost & babhy-
boy. Mother Villon had

taken a new cars upon herself and
had to work tha Tharder, that she
might bear the burden without falling
by the way.

The shift that tha girl.child wore
on the night when she was brought
to the house by the Hurgundian, (o
the teeth of the wolves was of ex.
cending fine linen, So wuch was ape.
parsal to Mother Villon's sight, o
Mother Villon's touch. Alwo, it bore
about the neck of it, workel in vory
Ane salitches that asssried clever
needlery, n single word thut was o
pingle nane, herefore, as soon A8
the Burgundian had taken Hin de-
parturs, sha wani to ons of her nelgl

bors that was  reckoled o @rva
scholur, The learned neigobor looked
Kravely at  the embroldery, and

averrad, without the glightost hos ta
tion, that the (ettera thal wers workml
upon thae lttis garment represantc]
In their totw! the name “Huguer's.'"
Mother Vilion nodded her nead,

“Hugustts,' she maurmeaesd. That
15 no doubl e Deme that her oo
mother gave her amd that she wishoed
her W bear, and Huaguette, thojefure,
the chtld shall ba for me and nine
And I thank you tindly, neighbor, for
your padng and graos'

Hluwiy tha boy and girl graw up to-

gothor for a few brief years. The
children played together amd  nlso
learned together, for Mother Villon

made shift to have theur taught e
lettera,

As littles Francols eculd recall
N later years, the Huguette of 1al

&

Ute was a aking onidg, vary fa atird
pale and veillow-hotred who wes wls
Wi vhgd i o blue gown

LThe eud of all LOW LUrSery B seaddh

ness came with the sudden and unex-
pocted return of the Burgundian
ruffiun. lle was mors drupken and
more rutfianly than before, und ho
took up his old quarters as If s had
not besn away for a fortnight, and
Mother Villon disliked him even more
cordially than she had bafore.

Thereafter he ludd clulms to &
guardian’s authority over Huguetto
which Mother Villen did not dare to
deny him. and in the exercise of his
clulm he practically pul an end Lo
the playfellowslilp between the girl
and Francols

The Hurgundian was not always
goud humored, and sometimes in his
cups he would drub the gir) till she
cried, But when the distempor passed
away from the man Lie would fain
mike amends with some cap for the
child’s curls or kerchisf for her throat
or shoes for hor small feot, hnd these
gifts always conmoled the girl for her
skolpings, and she peahenned in her
frippery as proudly as if she were
Halkis, Queen of Bheba. Francols mar-
vellod &t this, wondering that fine
feathers could soothe & mmarting back.
But It was very plaln that the girl
loved fine feathers, :

1t was not long after that the Vil-
Jona loat sight of the tragic pair. The
Burgundian quitted his lodgings clan-
dentinely, taking the girl with him.
and nevar heeding tn Waste Lime or
breath in anying tarawell to his hum-
ble acquaintance, And this wans the
end of him nnd his as far as Francois
and his mother wers coneerncd for
many a lang day.

CHAPTER V.

Mother and Son.
T did not oceur to littla Fran.
pols In hia early davs that

hisn mothar and ha wers
poor He took 1L for
granted that all mother: and sona

ware putched and shahby  raiment,
ate J1ttle and siept hard, and so mado
neither tha beat of It nor the worst
of it Hut gradually he was aware
thnt ather folk ata mora than they
did, ware Lietter housed, that children
ke himsalf went about In gally
painiied clothes, were scented with
mellifuous essences, wid walted upon
by respectful varlets As he bsd
been curious about the animal walves,
po oW he became curious about the
numan waolveg, and would questioen
bin tpother Hi many converastions,
“Mother, " he would any, folding his

little fingers over his little folded
kueew, "oy in it that we Lave holes
in our conis and aften go hungry.
while the other peonle 0 the g
nouses are warmiy clod and bave lota
to et and dring

‘Becuune,” Mother Villon would an

AW er, Vwa are poor. my ttie son, aid

those Tolk i the oo st atrant are rich'
Then there would bo & silence,
presently broken by the amall volow

uf Francols, plping thus
Mothey, tell me semiething
father."
rtehard Villon was sour father, of
an hoinest, il 10 do Lhurgess huusa
My father won landlord of the ‘Uholden
Wiale' In those days ™

ahout

Well, mother Wit happensd
then®*

“Then® Oh then I vied him."

Were yvaol happy ever pfior, like
he princes and the prinverses in the
fonien Lplun?

Mother Villon shous her head wnd
[ O H W ) ‘

N Litthe one,y n Xty it al
toge idin Your fathior & W duil a

aal s svVar Lved, LUl O was Lul

S 1

vory well Atted for the rough-and=
tumabile, workuduy werld, Ho Juved
dearly to vat and Jdrink and make
merry with his friends, and ho vould
du G Bumber of thingy quite pleanant -
Iy, though, 1o be sure, no single thing
very welle Hut any discomfort jrked
bitn sorely, awnd it voxed him Lhat lis
fammily would have nue commercs with
him after dus marciage”

Wiy guenied  Francols, “would
hia family batve nu” He haitwd,
puszled by the word s mothoer had
used, wnd his mothor answered him;

“I'he Villons were wall to do, my
child, and rescated Lis gnarviage with
wotavers mald, | was very proud of
my Wichard; he oould réad and write
s sy as Kissomy-hand, and he was
proud of e, for all my humble sta-
Long but bhis feosdy's disdain it
o wnd wked Jom o drink, and so
he pined awuy and disd, poor lambi!
Mis fawmily cume to lus funerad, but
they nover wpoke a word to me, oven
1o God's Avre, nor | te them,”

she suw his dejeciion und strove Lo
conjure 1L away,

“Hlesa you. iny babe, [ lind cunning
fingers and conid make lace and Jid
tane bace, and you and | huve Hved
oi H, and nooe too badly neither”

“Mother," suld the boy, after w
thoukhiful pause, “what bocaine of wll
doddy's proud kinsfollk?

1 thy they cuwme Lo little good fur
the most part.,” the woman siaid bit-
terly, “and Nttle good did they deserve
bt wvotine L, But thore woa ono of
them that poor Richard lLiked well
enough, and that was his  brother
ulltlaume, and he, s | hear, has done
well snough, entering the Church and
being pow a fut cunon, no less, 1o one
of our Paris churohes.”

“Mothisr,” he would
have a rich kinsman,
never payv us a visit?”

“Bocuause he doss not Know of our
existenca,’” Mother Villon would an-
swer, flercaly. “I have taksn care of
that, 1 thought they might want to
teke You away from me, my ewn.
lninh, bacause yon ure & Villon by the
man's sids, and so 1 have aver hiddsn
apart sincs vour poor fathaer's death
that they might not coms Nt me "

SHur, mother, tha boy would plead,
i ey b that my uncls Is o kKind
i, And one that would wish to piay
fuir with his kindred.*

“He miny wish to play fate, hia miay
wish to play foul,” said ths woman
1 care not. | seak no frisndship
withh tha man that abandoned his
brother bscause his brother would not
abhandon me"*

CHAPTER VI.

I'ncle and Nepheu.

T disl not aeem 'o the prama-
turely sharp wit of the lLittls
Villon that there was &n
thing basn or Unteasonalila
In making, uy It were, Mg-

If we
duer he

sny,
wihy

nals of distress in the directlon Of an
wininent seclesigstic who happensd o
b i near relation It seemed to the
small boy that the attampt had to Lbe
e
Warids and vrafdy bie ant about His
se| Mproaiited Tk e by win ot
L g for Liis aniarprise Al-
reaily v hnew hea Parin vary wasil
il amihedd Whiere to g0t fAnd in-
forn I There was the beadle of
tha | uris Wigg e i 1 w wiv LIt
i ] el il punintanees,
and T B thin ¥ ietie Fras-
URTL | ' b WAl o CErlain
LY t "W FLak o} !
[ TLITS " ETL DI Y
be Lved w & Uuw Louss calivd tue

comfortably furnished room, with a
number of bovks agulost the wall and
n tiuble In the middle, at which &
purtly old gentleman sat and wrote,
|In the portly ould gentleman Villea
recognizged the scclvalastic whowm he
ld sesn entor the howme.

| Little Francols had slipped In s
(gently that his entrance had not at-
triacted the attention of the writar,
and ho atood for an apprecliable space
of seconds stiaring and bsating his
boyish brains for some welllng form
of wildress  Presoatly the Canon, ap-
Iparently in search of a word, lifted
his eyes from his paper and turned
a mild moon face in the direction
‘whers Francols stood and twittered.
The Canon stared at Francols and
Francols stared back at the Canon,
ated for w omeient or two neltber of
them spoke,

“What do you
llli)' I-,”

Francois was o gquick-witted child
hndd b found an insplration, e ran
torward and flung himaslf on his
Kiwwn by the wide of the Canon, ex-
vhnimiing i oa volecs of such well-cal-
valated wiotion ws  ouly  childhood
desirous of favors can coaimand

UEnele, dear uncls, 1 wiant you'*

“God bless my soul, boy, what do
You mean ™

Francois begun to answer him glib-
iy, baving now no fear of the man
and NMnding his terves in steady or-
der,

“Ioawm your nephew, dear unele,” ha
continded. "My nuine |8 Frageois
VMillon, and 1 wm the som of Richard
Villon, deceased, that was at one e
your well beloved birother*

The Canon pushed back his chalr
from the table gnd looked at the boy
w Little wildly.

“Had  Richard a ohild?" he sadd
wlowd, wore as 1f hoe were speaking
to Ninsell than to Lhe ehild kndeling
so demurely ot lns feel. But Fran-
cols twok the question us nddressed
to himeself and anawered promptly:

“Yen, dear uncle” ha sald, “thousgh
my mother tuld none of you about me
fur fear that we should be sepuratad.”

Fie Conen put Lis hend under the
bays ehin and turning up his face
wiudigd 10 thoughtiully for several
mstients, Uhets he released It with &

sigly,

“Poor Richard!” he satd., *I had
not seen bim lor mauy a long day
before he died. Pride parted us and
pride Kept us apart, and afterward
It wiw too late fur earthly reconciiia-

want hore, little

ton, L think you are indesd my
nephe for you have much of my
biro! Let's books in your face”

e was silent for a few seoconds,

lien, *Is your mother allve ™™ he con-
tinued

“Yas,® the hov anawerad,

“f quarrelied with your father,” tha
Cunon went un, Yun her account, and

likely snoueh | was wrone in the
duarrel and it e thne to make
amrendn”

Hin glanes wandered over Fran-
oorim, who had by this time risen to his
feet, and showod him the wretched
condition of his garmeonis,

“You are meanly elnd,” he snld sym-
pathetioally “Are you and your
mother In neadq ™

“Indend, uncle Httle Francola re-
plied, it is raraly that my mothar
and 1 kpow what it 18 to have snough

fond th eat, fira to warm us and
wlothes to shield us from tha alr
My mother workas hard all day at
tha making of laees, but those ahe

wolle [t to give her but little for It,
and thers i nothing | ean do to heip
Whan | wm grown up It will ba an-
ather thing,” and be awslled his
vhent proudiy: “but meanwhile there
fn very lttie in the larder, and 1
cannot remoamber when It was that
I hnd thin jerkin new, so long wEo
s
e held up the edge of the gur.
moent as he apoke, and his words
sotided B0 pathetle in his own surs
thiat hix eyves Mled with tears. The
ol Canon foumd them pathatic too
nd toak the boy by thas hand
, rhlldt he sald, “you must
bring me at onees to your mother'
Maxtor Francoin felt very proud of
himgalf ws he trotted theough tha
strectm of Parvis, holding his axcellant
unesiv's hand
Hit Master

Favealy

Pranecola's sxaltation
"y Wik when ha a=
riv el o dwn dwe ivg place and
tuggs ! the panting Canon up the nar-

g Who was the strange, beautiful creature of marvel-
and almost endless years that
dwelt in the Caves of Kor?

FASCINATES THE MIND

and a flight of stalrs Jesading up from l

row astalrs that led to Mother Vil

lon's garret. When Mother Villon saw
the Canon and the boy snter Lhe room
band in haod, she uttered a sharp
cry., Then, darting forward, she
soired Francols by uhe shoulder, and
rotroating into the room, she ranged
her boy by her side and faced the
visitor with hostile oyes.

"What Is your business with me,
Your Heverence?" sha Inquired fros'-
Iy, dropping & curtsey, which ahe
made plain was to the Canon's coat
nnd“nul‘.’ to himmself. :

“My dear sister-<in<law,” the Canon
begun In an axitated volos, with an
apologetic smile upon bhis honest
countenancs. But Mother Villon, not
to bs mollifted, Interrupted him brigk-
ly:

“Who am you oalling dear
In-law 7" ghe questioned flercely. “You
A mistook, guoud sir; this s not the
house you seek; there are no kith nor
Kin of yours to be found here."

An she spoke she grippsd her pon
so tightly on his shoulder that ths
prossing fingsrs hurt him. The Canon
wits nbarrassed, the Canon was dis.
treased; but he felt that be deserved
Do better receplivn, and be would pot
ndmit defent,

“We were at feult,” he admitted,
“sadly ut fault, and 1 for my part
hive always ragrettad It

Mother Villon only sniffed derisive-

R

“Indeed,’” persisted the good Canon
“I made offorts to trace you, after I
came into my canonship, had
vanished as If you had never e

“You may keep,” sald Mother Villon
deciaively, "your breath to cool your
porridge.”

“1 have better usa for my breath'
he assured the angry woman with a
amile. 'l mean to use it for the un-
folding & sober truth to you. Here
wo live, you and 1, in & world that is
divided into great people and little

ple, You and I, good sister, be-
ong to the littie psople.™

“You, indesd!” commented the wom-
un scornfully, as abe glanced over the
Canon's wall-clad, well-fed figure.
Htill the Canon smiled.

“Hear me vut,” he pleadsd. "1 am
indead of the little ‘Boanll. yot 1 am
well smt-up in. worldly goods. And
why am 1 so set-upT [ will tall you.
There are but two ways by wh wa
of the little peopls can so olimb as
to rub elbows with the 1 le,
They are the pathway of the Chureh
and the pathway eof the Law, 1
walked the pathway of the Churoh to
my physi na well an my spiritual
advantuge., Others as humble as my -
self have walked with llke syccess

tlonLllu pathway of the Law, Do
you begin now to ses my drift?”
Mother Villon mald nothing, but

Francols thought and hoped that her
frown was relaxing

“Think, woman,” said the honest
Canon, wilh an eloguence that was
underlined by gebuine emotion, “what
it mey mean to this, your son, If |
am permitted by your favor to extend
to him such poor patronags as 1 oan
comvmamnd. [ ean make a learned man
of him, 1 can place him at the part-
ing of the two ways to fortune, the
Church and the Law, Who knows, If
‘ou lve long encugh, you may ses
ilm, if | have my wauy, a bishep on
the one hand or & Judge on the other,
Haive you, | ask in all sincerity, any
Luuu‘Mrnl. Advantage to offer the

oy "

The good woman sighed.

The Canon saw that his words wera
having their affec!, and he made
haste to press his advantage,

Already the good woman had heen
more than half won over, Thus,
from being the very Image of
obstinicy, she suddenly softened her
countenance, surrendsred at  all
pointn and found herself, to her pat-
ent antonishment and private satis-
faction, clasoed In the amnn of a stout
and aminbis gentleman, who patted
her affactionately on the sheulder and
called her dear ainter,

CHAPTER VII.
“Train Up a Child” —

IE Canon was better than

hia word. He invited, his

atstar-in.law and her son to

dwell with him thencefor-

ward at the Red Gata Part
of thia fuvor the woman was stub-
born to refuss. For her son's e
she wou'ld so far awallow her pride as
to close with the Canon's offer to
find lttle Francols tn reof and food
and raiment. But for berself she
cherished her Independence and her
right to ressntment aguinst her hus-
band's family,

Tha Canon was radiantly happy.
He had taken a great fancy to Fras-
coln, It was setiled that on certaln
davs Francols should visit pls mother,
the Canon mssuring her that she
would find & welcome at the Red
tinte whoensver she pleased. But she
nevar did pleass,

Thus early and ausploiously wae
Prancolp Villon sst upon the path
that was to lead to fame, fortune,
felleity. It s to ba fearsd that from
the tos-mark he was temptabls te
wander from the path. To Franocols,
from the time when he was able to
reason at all, the world about him
wan the book he llked heat to read on.

The streets woere his scriptures, the
squeres hir  clussics; the folk be
jostled or dodged on causeway or

kennsl meant more 1o him than all
the ancients of Greecs oF the ven-
trabivs of Kome. When he came (o
Ciulllaumes Villon, he was a lover of
the ¢ity, and the lfe of the clty; it
he koew littie olse, he knew bis be-
loved Paris by heart and by heel.

Francols was housed, fed. taught; a
Aedilous unelo smoothing the way o
the University and the tragedies of
the Triviem and Quadrivium. The
lad wid quick to learn where he liked
Lis lessons, loas quick where he did
not ke, Hin uncle, belng & good
Latinist, made the language a osllo-
il peetime for him, but logle and
thealogy found him (ass pliant, t h
he was from the beginning nimble.
w.l enough 1o seem to know mors
than he Kneaw,

(To He Continued.)
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