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CHAPTER Vm.

WAB ANI)PHILOSOPHY.

b1 having departed on his mission
rt Oswego, the little army under
rn began its march, confident that
aemy would not recover from thoir
Ise in time to harrass its retreat,
jgh the commander had no doubt
hey would follow as soon as they
collect their demoralized allies,

ously feeling their way, with the
wks in the roar to guard against
[se, they roached the Blackwater
at the close of the second day's
i, at the point where Mardcn ran
idian blockade; but there was no
of the enemy. They had probably
L their allies and formed a part of
'orco recently repulsed. Selwyn
5d to. place the river between
md the foe, and at once ordered
instruction of rafts to convoy
across, a task easily accomplished

3 rancors, who cut the trees in uni-
[engths with thoir axes and bound
together with wild grape-vines,
night closed the entire force was

iped on the opposite shore.
iey may como now if they choose,"
tenwick, lighting his pipe at the
Hero suppor was being prepared,
augh I don't think they wiU get
jefore to-morrow evening."
e left a broad trail to follow on,"
d Selwyn, "and we must be pre-

The logs which formed the rafts
be hauled up on the bank for

;works and more added to them. It
bo done at daybreak."
.wick was tired and hungry, and
aell of venison broiling on the
stole over his senses with a seraph-
mlse of enjoyment.
lit till I got my supper, Charley,
will arise like a giant refreshed,
lelightful it is to repose in socuri-
der that star-sprinkled vault of
md watch the preparations for a
et which King George might

rould that Loudoun or Abercrom-
uld smell it, then, and come hith-
sbare it," laughed Selwyn, "but
:ulinary tastes, like their legs, run
ither direction."
iio goes there?" shouted a sentinel
e river bank. After a few mo-
-3 parley, a raft was manned and
d across the stream, but soon re-
-1 with a stranger who was led to
pot where Selwyn and Renwick

The man was ragged, haggard
,int from fatigue and want of food,
ao are you?" asked Selwyn. The
ave the military salute.
bez Locke, sir, scout and ranger."
id where is Captain Warden?"
prisoner to the French, sir."
>u could, not aid him, though you
3d yourself?"
», sir; and I had his orders to do
'hat I did if ho was takon. You
'e had got all the information we
d and were on the way back to
ro', when he was surprised in his
"

>w did you find this place?"
truck your trail this morning."

5 dowp and have something to eat,"
Senwick, "you look pretty well
ip."
im," said Jabe, and he dropped
exhausted. A plentiful supper,

rer, revived him and he began to
nestions.
hose command is this?"
ptain Selwyn's Mohawk rangers."
a reflected. Selwyn was Marden's
, to whom Ariel carried tbe letter,

must have succeeded, therefore,
lis force, the numbers of which he

®timated by their trail, was the result
if that mission. His next question was:
'Where is Ariel?"

Selwyn knew this man by the half-
ireed's narrative of the expedition up
the river, and he explained the reason
»f his absence.

"Imust start for the fort in the morn-
ing," said Jabe, "to warn them that the
French are coming on in force by land,
and the gun-boats from Fort Frontenac
will attack them from the lake."

"If the redskins left this plaoe to
join their friends," said Renwick, "they
must have destroyed their canoes or
hidden them."

"They wouldn't destroy them," said
Jabe, quickly. "They must have hidden
them on the other side of the river, and
we must find them, for if they come
back they'll be creeping over here in
the dark to pick up scalps."

The wisdom ol this suggestion being
obvious, it was decided to act on it by
daylight, and, the necessary arrange-
ments being made to relieve guard
through the night, the tired rangers
sought repose.

With the first pale light of morn-
ing the camp was astir. To Brant
and his Mohawks was assigned the duty
of searching for the canoes, while
the rangers raised a breastwork of logs
to protect tho river bank. The Indians
had little difficulty in finding the
oanoes, which were hidden under brush-
wood near the river. Jabe selected one
and commenced his journey to the fort.

The work on the tfortifications con-
sumed the forenoon, and Selwyn had
reason to congratulate himself on the
rapidity of the work, for -Brant with
his scouts came in with the news that
the enemy were approaching in force,
tho liurons in front, v and numbering
about three hundred. The red chief
volunteered to check the approach of
the hosciles, and, having received per-
mission, disappeared. The afternoon
was spent in inspecting the surround-
ings of the camp, fortifying weak places
and making all other preparations for
defense.

The excitement of the rangers was in-
tense, for the wind bore to their ears
the sounds of battle. Atfirst the shots
were distant and scattering, but in-
creased in frequency and volume as
thev drew nearer, untn it «een>p<l as if ?

general engagement was in progress,
and Selwyn resolved to send a party of
rangers to the assistance of tho red
chief. Calling for twenty volunteers,
the entire force responded, and when he
had selected his men Renwick claimed
the right to lead them.

"You had your share of glory the
other day, Charley," he said, "and now
it's my turn? Resides your presence is
needed hero." So saying ho stepped
into a canoe followed by the volunteers.

Guided by the firing and the yells of
the savage combatants, he made a de-
tour through the dense timber in order
to gain the rear, and soon gained a posi-
tion which revealed tho fact that the
Mohawks were slowly retreating,
while, judging by tho heavy tramp, a
party of regulars was coming to the aid
of the Hurons. Quickly placing his men
in ambush, Renwick awaited tho ap-
proach of the latter. On they came, un-
suspecting danger until half their force
of fifty men had passed the ambush,
when the rangers opened fire.

Taken by surprise, decimated and ig-
norant of the number of their assailants,
the Frenchmen fell into confusion.
Their officers bravely endeavored to
rally them, and were pirtced off one by
one, until tho panic-stricken survivor®
threw down their arms and fled nto the
forest. The Hurons, who wero pressing
hard upon Brant and his braves, paused
when they heard the sounds of battle in
their rear, while the red chief, suspect-
ing the cause, shouted the'war-cry of
the Mohawks and pressed them in his
turn. Tho Frenchmen being disposed
of, Renwick advanced cautiously on the
rear of the Ilurons, who, instead of the
assistance they expected, finding them-
selves between two fires, retreated in
confusion. While the Mohawks were
engaged in scalping and plundering the
dead, the rangers collected the arms and
ammunition ofthe French, the muskets
being furnished with bayonets which
Renwick thought might be made avail-
able, and the entire force returned to
the camp. i

When night oame the Mohawks cele-
brated their victory by kindling a great
fire, around which they danced their
war-dance and chanted their deeds of
prowess until the scene resembled pan-
demonium. \

"We have only fought their skirmish
line as yet," observed Renwiok, lazily
reclining between the roots of a tree;
"the heavy battalions are behind."

Selwyn was pacing up and down in
thoughtful mood. The responsibility of
his situation was greater than his ex-
perience, and while he had the fullest

WE HAVE ONLY FOUGHT THEIR SKIRMISH
LINE AS YET.

confidence in his friend and lieutenant,
Renwick, he felt that he was by no
means his superior in military skill.
But if Marden'were by his side ?

?"A strange boy, that Ariel, and a fan-
ciful name," said Renwick, breaking in
upon his reverie. "Did you ever notice
how shy he is and how eagerly he lis-
tened when you spoke of Marden? He
seems to be devoted to him."

"Marden is a man oto gain the confi-
dence and love of all who come in con-
tact with him," replied Selwyn. "Be-
sides, he saved the boy's life, and he has
been in his servioe ever since. You
know that Indian gratitude is proverb-
ial."

"He is brave as a lion, too," continued
Benwiok, "and as cunning as a fox or a
redskin, else he would not have under-
taken such long journeys through the
woods with nothing to rely on but his
own sagacity, or instinct, as you may
choose to term it"

"Instinct is the lowest form of rea-
son," was the reply. "Itbelongs to ani-
mals and not to men. It is the off-
spring of practical experience, some-
times aided by heredity. A mechanic
does not accomplish his work by in-
stinot, but by skill derived from prac-
tice, and ifhis father and grandfather
were mechanios he inherits from them
a mysterious aid to his ingenuity of
which he is unconscious, and which we
eall natural transmission, as we find
names for other things which we can
not explain."
i There being no response to these re-
marks, Selwyn became aware that his
friend was fast asleep. Silence reigned
in the oamp; the fires were smoldering
in their ashes, like human passions;
dim shadows revealed the sentinels at
their posts, watchful as the stars and as
silent. Wrapped in a blanket, his back
resting against a tree, Brant, the Mo-
hawk chief, sat motionless, bat not
asleep. From the dense forest in the
rear of the oamp came the hoot of an
owl. After an interval of a minute
the cry was echoed at a distance
on the opposite side of the stream. If
any one had been watching the red
chief they would scarcely have been
aware that he had ohanged his position,
so deep was the obsourity; but he was
not there. Again the dismal sound
tolled forth like a funeral bell, and had
its echo as before; again and again and
then it ceased. The sentinels were
changed; Selwyn, sleepless and vigilant,
inspected the posts. All was well. The
red chief rested in the same place; but
his eyes shone like a panther's in the
darkness, and there was a fresh scalp at
his belt.

The hour before dawn was the time
when the sentinels were most vigilant,
for it was the hour when an attack was
most to be expected, but when the sun
arose there was no appearance of the
?nemy. Brant scoured the timber in
the rear of th< cams and found nothing

except tne carcass of a Huron minus ni»
scalp and with a knife-cut in his breast.

Selwyn's anxiety was rather increased
by this impressive silence, and he was
impatiently awaitirig the return of
scouts, when a sentinel observed a canoe
coming up the stream and keeping close
to the opposite shore. Then it suddenly
shotjkoross the stream, and Jabe and
another ranger sprang up the bank and
over the breastwork. He was the bearer
of a letter to Selwyn from the com-
mander of Oswego.

The young soldier eagerly broke the
seal. The dispatch was brief. After
thanking Selwyn for his patriotism and
energy in coming to his relief, Colonel
Mercer requested him to hold his posi-
tion as long as he deemed it prudent;
but if threatened by a superior force, he
was to fall back on the fort, which he
(Mercer) was resolved to defend to the
last extremity.

Observing that Jabe's face wore an
unusually grave expression, Selwyn
kindly inquired the reason, when the
honest ranger informed him that when
\riel learned that his master was a

prisoner to the enemy, he seemed for a
time to be overwhelmed with grief,
from which, however, he soon reoovered.

"But Iknew," said Jabe, "that some-
thing was working in his mind, and
I wasn't surprised to hear, just before I
left the fort, that he had disappeared
with his oanoe, and I know as well as if
ho told me that he's gone in soaroh of
his master ?may be to Montreal."'

CHAPTER IX.
MMK. CHEVRKUI.'S PIIEMONITIONS.

De Barzac had no difficulty in ob-
taining a parole for his friend, all the
officers who had served under Dieskan
having interested themselves in his be-
half, and he found himself surrounded
by friends of both sexes, anxious to
show kindness to one who had cheered
their sick and wounded in the hospital
and gained the love and confidence of
that brave General, now no more. Espe-
cially was he welcome at the house of
Mm Chevreul, whose generous nature
was touched by tjie manly bearing and
cheerfulness of the captive. She kept
open house and her rooms were crowded
every night by her gay oountrymen as
eager for pleasure as for fame, like the
troubadour of old who went forth to
battle sword in hand, "with his wild
harp slung behind him."

Lemourier, exasperated by General
Montcalm's rebuke, and Mme. Chev-
reul's haughty demeanor, was still moro
enraged by the coldness with which the
army officers regarded him. He had
outraged their sense of honor by an act
which even the plea of drunkennesf
could not excuse. He ground his teeth
in impotent wrath. Ho could not even
challenge one of the offenders without
the certainty of a court martial, and
while he writhed under the silent scorn
of his fellows he perceived that his
rival had gained by his gallantry exact-
ly in proportion to what he had :ost, and
all that was base and ungenerous in his
nature goaded him on to vengeance.

Mile. Destain, in whose mind Lemou-
rier's act had caused a strong revolution
of feeling, at length dccided on a step
which cost her pride a severe trial, but
which she felt was due to the honor of
her family not loss than to her own.
She wrote a letter to her fiance, declar-
ing her resolution to cancel the mar-
riage oontract unless he should agree to
certain conditions, the first of which
was that he offer an ample apology to
M. De Barzac for his inexcusable attack
on him; and, secondly, that he endeavor
to regain by honorable oonduct and
sober life the respect whioh he had for-
feited by his violence.

When De Barzac and his friend called
at Mme. Chevreul's house in the even-
ing they were graciously received by
that lady, who presented the latter to
her niece with words of compliment
which brought a flush to the cheek of
the young man.

De Barzac, from a sentiment of deli-
cacy, avoided the young lady and joined
a group of officers who were talking
about army affairs, and among whom
was Major Chevreul.

"Ha! De Barzac! Where is thyGo-
liah, oh! son of Jease? And why didst
thou not cut off his head whilat thou
wast about it?" asked one.

"Unfortunately, the provost marshal
interfered at the critical moment," said
another; "but he regrets it?ah, yes, he
can not forgive himself for his precipi-
tancy, and he declares that he will be
more prudent in future."
- "What was it all about, De Bartao?"
asked another.

"Did the ogre want thee for his sup-
per, or was he* jealous of the interest
thou hast excited in the bosoms of the
fair ones who are ready to die for a
wounded hero if he be young and hand-
some."

"You are all wrong," interjected an-
other. "Lemourier was maitre de armet

in past days, and he wished to give De
Barzac a lesson in fence gratis and to
keep himself in practice?that is all,
messeurs; the mystery is explained."

Major Chevreul drew the young man
aside.

"Be on your guard, my friend," he
said impressively, "Lemourier dare not
attack you again, but he has agents,
secret and sure, among the Indians,
t suspect him of many dark deeds,
whioh, could they be brought to light,
would consign him to infamy, if not
to the executioner. My wife shares
my anxiety and bade me caution
you. . Lemourier will march to-mor-

"WHAT WAS ITALLABOUT, DJB UAHftAtiP"
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row with his force of militia and In-
dians. Let not this lull you to a false
security. The hand that strikes again
will not be his."

Marden's magnetic power of drawing
friends, though unconsciously exerted,
was quite conspicuous to-night. Ho was

1 a good singer, and at Ninon's request he
sang some French campaigning songs in

. a manner that elicited enthusiastic ap-
plause, and one or two English songs
which were so pathetic thattiioy brought
tears into the eyes of those ladies who
understood the language. It was late
whon the company separated, and when
De Barzac approached to make his bow

I to Mile. Destain, Marden remarked the
quick flush that rose to. her pale cheek,
then faded slowly away.

"What do you think of her?" asked
De Barzac, when they reached his quai-

I ters.
"If you mean M'Je. Destain, she is

charming. What a uiead, white fore-
head she has; her eyes, how dreamy in
reposo, then flashing with enthusiasm;
and that small, red mouth which smiles
so bewitrhingly, but never laughs.
What a volur.ie of dark brown hair is
coiled up in that imperial crown, which
lends dignity to her noble stature. If,
as I suspect, she is your fiancee, you are
a most fortunate man."

"You have drawn her portrait well,"
said De Barzac; "but why do you think
she is my fiancee?"

"Because she never spoke of you, but
her eyes followed wherever you went"

Lemourier departed for Fort Fronten-
ac the next day with Mile. Destain':; let-
ter in his pocket. He had not replied
to it nor sought another interview. He
was not a lover with a cause to plead in
love's own language, 'but an avenger
who would find moans to humble this
proud woman to his own terras, and to
make his rival feel his power. These
were the thoughts which he revolved in
his mind, and, sleeping or waking, clung
to him like scorpions.

Traveling in those days of narrow for-
est paths was slow and laborious, and
the steam geni had not yet been com-
pelled to force the unwilling bark up
stream; therefore military operations
over a vast territory were conducted
with much delay and severe labor, to
say nothing of hardship and danger.
The French-Canadian peasant, dragged
from his meager farm by the relentless
conscription to fight in a cause which
promised him nothing but death or cap-
tivity, was not an ardent soldier, and
the thought of a starving wife and fam-
ily at home was not likely to add buoy-
ancy to his heart or energy to his move-
ments.

But the indomitable spirit of General
Montcalm pushed forward the lagging
forces, and slowly but surely concen-
trated them at the points selected.

A month passed away and Marden
began to feel a soldier's impatience of
inaction, although his captivity was
lightened by his friends. De Barzac, no
longer on the sick list, was in daily ex-
pectation of marching orders, while in
the intervals of duty he nursed the hope
that he was gaining ground in Mile.
Destain's esteem. As to Lemourier,
and the danger to be feared from his
secret vengeance, they were almost for-
gotten.

It happened one afternoon that Mrs.
Vernon, while making her daily visit to
the Indian families camped upon the
shore, noticed a canoe drawn up on the
bank, at the bottom of whioh lay a
figure wrapped in a blanket. Softly she

BBS SHOOK \u25a0 HER HKAD AJTD POINTED TO
THE OPPOSITE SHORE.

raised a corner of the covering and
looked at the face of the sleeper. Then
she dropped it and pressed her hand up-
on her bosom. Sho stood thus for a few
moments lost in thought. Then she
asked one of the Bquaws if she knew
the stranger. She shook her head and
pointed to the opposite shore.

"He came from that direction, had
barely strength enough to draw his
bark to shore and then he lay down to
sleep." The woman spoke in the low,
musical tones of her race. She, too,
raised a corner of the blanket and
smiled sadly, for the face she saw was
young and handsome, but marked by
fatigue and privation. The Bleeper
stirred and opened his eyes. They en-
countered those of the lady and the two
gazed at each other with mutual inter-
est.

"Come with me," said Mrs. Vernon;
"you need food and rest."

The boy arose and made a gesture
with his hand.

"The Great Spirit has shut his mouth!"
said the squaw.

Mrs. Vernon, believing him to be a
deaf mute, motioned him to follow her.
Arrived at her house, she spread a boun-
tiful meal before him, to which he ap-
plied himself with the ardor of long
abstinence, and then laying his head
upon the table fell asleep. Mrs. Vernon
would not disturb" him, wisely judging
that nature was the best restorative, but
Bhe gazed at him with a troubled ex-
pression as if some long-buried hope
was struggling back to life again.

The shadows of night were beginning
to oreep into the room when Ariel
awoke and began to recall the events
of the day, the central figure in which
was that beautiful woman of his own
blood, yet superior to all of the race
.Whom he had ever seen. His revery
was disturbed by the sound of voices in
,fra adjoining roomf tho door of which
was open, and he listened because he
oould not help it, but soon his interest
was aroused. - ?

Mme. Chevreul was speaking: "You
know, dear friend, how rejoiced we were
when Lemourier departed with his com-
mand, and yet I never lost the feeling
that his hatred would, find some means
to reach us, especially through Do Bar-
zac, who is too proud to tako prccau- :
tions. But I have enlisted his friend?
our friend I should say?Mr. Marden, to
whom I have related every thing. He
is not only brave, but prudent and saga-
cious, and I have his promise that ho
will guard his friend; and as they occu-
py the same apartment, I feel more as-
sured."

"And Mme. Destain?"
"Oh, she is an enigma. She is so

reserved, I can not fathom her. I some-
times think she has no heart, or that
she loft it in France. She is more ap-
proachable to Mr. Marden; sho enjoys
his conversation, she smiles at his wit-
ticisms, sho is charmed with his songs
of love and war. Ifhe wero a vain man,
ho might aspire, but he is not."

"That is the reason she likes him.
She is tired of lovers."

"Itmay be so; but it seldom happens
to young girls. Ninon therefore must
be an exception. And she is so proud!
I am sure that De Barzac loves her, yet
he does not press his suit. She freezes
him."

"M. De Barzac is wise. Some day the
ice will melt."

"Ihope it may be so, provided nothing
dreadful occurs in the interval; but I
have a premonition."

"My dear friend, you arc simply
nervous. See, now, Lemourier is far
distant; M. ,De Barzac is here sur-
rounded by friends; Mme. Destain, in
the bosom of your own family, is well
protected?what-then?"

"Ah, yes, it is true. I know that I
am weak, and yet the apprehension re-
mains."

"Dear Mme. Chevreul, you are a
Christian. Remember that there is but
one protector and that by His strength
we stand."

The French lady kissed the jeweled
oross suspended from her neck.

"Would that I had your faith," she
said.

"Ithas been my staff of life?the firm
foundation on which my weary feet
have rested through years of solitude
and bereavement. 'Seek and ye shall
find.'"

Mme. Chevreul arose and took her
departure.

After a moment's hesitation Ariel
entered the apartment and bowed
deeply to Mrs. Verfion,

"How handsome he isl" was her first
thought, and then unconsciously aloud,
"How shall I make him understand
me?"

A desk with writing materials stood
on the table.

Ariel took a sheet of paper and rapid-
ly traced some lines on it, the lady
looking on with a surprised smile. The
difficulty was solved. An explanation
followed, Ariel giving a brief sketch of
his life as far as he could remember it,
but strangely enough made no allusion
to his twin sister. The lady questioned
him eagerly about his infantine recol-
lections, but in vain. Beyond a certain
limit he could recall nothing, and with
a sigh of disappointment she relin-
quished the hope which had flashed out

i for a moment on the shadow of her life.

| Ariel, having learned that his mas-
; ter's friend was in danger, quickly in-
ferred that Marden was involved in it,
Bince he had promised to watch over
him, and he resolved to seek him with-
out delay. Mrs. Vernon yielded to his
request, only stipulating that he was to
make his home with her, and having di-
rected him to De Barzao's quarters, per-
mitted him to depart.

The night was dark and cloudy, but
Ariel was familiar with the ground, over
which he glided as silently as a ghost,
guided by the lights in the officers'

' quarters in front of which a sentinel
was pacing back and forth. Ariel de-
cided not to disturb him, thus avoiding
the annoyance of being challenged

I for the countersign and subsequently
1 esoorted to the guard house; he there-
fore waited till the man's back was
turned and glided past him.

The building was only one-story high,
and the rooms were arranged on cor-
ridors. They appeared to be deserted.
Ariel reflected that the officers were
probably visiting at the houses of theft
friends in the town. He tried some of
the doors but they were locked. There

; WM no alternative but to sit dowp and
! wait. Then he heard some one spunk in
.a low key. Guided by the sound, he
reached a door. It yielded to a gentle
pressure; there was a glimmer of light
inside, and the voice was more distinct.
When had he heard it before? Holding
the door ajar he listened. The tones
were those of a negro, and he was speak-
ing in French. "You three are enough;
but you must make quick work and no
mistakes. You know him, Jaques;

i ifhe is alone, so much the better; but
| if the other is with him, mere bleu! You
know your business. Strike sure. The

; American is not armed. He is a prison-
er of war. Come, I will lot you out by
a window."

Their stops approachcd the door,
which Ariel closed gently; then he
glided swiftly out into the darkness and
past the sentinel. How should he And
his master and warn him of the plot?
For such he had no doubt it was. The
moon was rising and shed a faint light
through the clouds, and in the distance
he saw a house more brilliantly lighted
than the others, and ho fled in that di-
rection. It must be Mme. Chevreul's
house; there De Barzac would be with
his friend, and ever as he ran the ne-
gro's voice kept ringing in his ears with

; a dimly familiar tone, and as his
thoughts took shape it associated itself
with the phantom of a stern, dark-vis-
aged man whom he had seen during his
captivity among the Indians, previous
to the battle where he was rescued by
Marden. He stopped suddenly; a crowd
of recollections swept aaross his brain.
The man was Lemourier. the negro h j

servant. fhe conversation he had
overheard between Mrs. Vej-non and hei
friend supplied the connecting links be-
tween the circumstances, and he spranp
forward again upon his mission of lifi
or death. He mot two or three grouph
of officers returning to their quarters-
whom he would have questioned but for
his inability to use other than the sign
language, which they would not under-
stand. .... , ,

mriviH
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At lengtn 110 reacnea tlie bouse, ho
looked through a window into a
lighted room in r-h'-h vf*r n *

gentlemen and two i s, and iiis heart
beat tumultuously with joy when he re-
cognized his master. Tho others wer'

unknown to him. The hall door stooi
open and Ariel entered. I'or a moment

some strong emotion overwhelmed him
and he leaned ?? wiinrt tho wall, his
hands pressed to his heart. But quickly
regaining hi 9 self-control, he threw
open the drawing-room door and stood
before the astonished group.

"Ariel!" cried Marden, rushing for-
ward and clasping him in his arms.
"Ariel! my friend! my brother! Whence
earnest thou, dear boy? How didst
thou find thy master?"

Ariel gently withdrew himself from
the embrace. His face was flushed, his
eyes flashed through the tears that
could not dim their brightness. The
witnesses to this strange scene gaaed
silently as if they belield an unexpected
and brilliant tableau vivant at, the
theater, and the first to recover him-
self was the boy. Stepping back a
pace, he waved his hand to command
attention, and began to talk rapidlj
with his fingers while the group around
him lookod on with growing interest.

Marden, to whom alone the siga
language was intelligible, soon be-
came absorbed in the revelation, and
Mme. Chevreul observed that the smile
gave place to a grave expression which
anon became stern and even fierce. She
had never before seen that open cheer-
ful face put on tho "wrinkled front of
war," and at once returned to her "pre-
monitions." Whon Ariel concluded,
Marden led Major Chevreul and Do Bar-
zac aside, and briefly explained the af-
fair. Chevreul offered to send a guard
to apprehend tho assassins; but the
younger men objected that the guard
would not know where to look for them.
"Lend mo a sword, Major," said Marden;
"De Barzac is armed, and being on our
guard, we two aro more than a match
for the villains."

Chevroul declared that if they would
go, he would accompany them, but De
Barzac argued that the brigands would
not attack if tho numbers were equal.

» Itwas finally agreed that Ariel should
go forward as a scout and Major Chev -

reul follow the young men at a discreet
distance. While tho major took Mar-
den with him to select a 3word, D«
Barzac invented a plausible story to
allay the apprehensions of tho ladies,
and then the friends took their leave.

; "But where Is the boy?" asked Ninon.
"He is gone on before us,"' replied

Marden.
The guests departed and the ladies

were about to question Major Chevreul
as to the import of Ariel's com nunica-
tlon, when he suddenly remembered
some instructions he should have given
De Barzac and hurried after them.

The ladies looked at each other with
anxious faces. They were not deoeived.
Presently a shot rang out. Mme.
Chevreul arose and 'ooked out of the
window. She thought she saw figures
moving in the dim light. Then came
another shot not very distant. Slieran up-
stairs hoping to get a wider view. As
she looked she became sensible of a
smarting sensatioii in her eyes whioh
increased momentarily. She groped
her way towards the rear of the house to
call a servant. A confused sound came
from their apartmonts. Sho pushed a
door open and a volume of smoke filled,
with tongues of fire rushed into the
room, tshe recoiled with a shriek ol
terror. Itseemed, to be echoed from be-
low. Her senses began to reel, when a
hand grasped hers and led her down by
a back passage into the open air, and

, then she fainted.
When consciousness returned she

found herself surrounded by her servants
and others attracted hither by the' con-
flagration. The flames pourod forth

; from the windows, and soon the rtfoffell
in with a mighty crash, and a shower of
sparks and cinders. The once gay and
happy mansion had passed" away in a

! whirlwind of fire and left but a heap
blackened ruins.

Where was Ninon Destain? Had sh
j perished in the flames? No one kne\
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