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It happens that Shea did not
kill @'Enville in the duel, but only
wounded him. The latter is later

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY |
(Contimued From Yesterday.)
CHAPTER XVIIIL,

The Attack.

The Chevalier's presence in the
eastle was easily enough explain-
ed He had been sent afield and
eaptured by La Porte's gang. As
we pieced his story and that nf'
Mademoiselle’'s together there was
Httle doubt that his eapture was
also a part of the plot. To serve
what purpose we could not decide, |
unless as a last resort to make
the girl yield to de Saule to save
her brother’s life. There was al-
#0 little doubt that Louis knew
and approved the entire dastardly
plan.

D’Enville had escaped his
prison by overpowering the guard
who brought him food. The man
was evidently only stunned, for he
had disappeared when the dwarf
and I reached the cell. This prob-
ably accounted for de Saule’'s
knowledge of d’Enville’'s escape.
The jatler had told.

The Chevalier had donned the
armor to frightem the ruffians by
playing ghost, but had avoided all
of them and succeeded in fright-
ening only us. He had not known
of de Saule's idemtity until we
told him, but he had recognized
the castle and knowing its his-
tory had put it to account.

The two tales pieced together,
I began to plan for some further
action, for £ must be mow near
dawn. There was Ilittle doubt
that Gespele would be discovered
and released. He knew the secret
door and passage and would lead
the group thither.

I glanced at Mademoiselle, the
outline of her sweet face barely
visible.

“You say, d’'Enville, there is no
other way down?"

“Only that I foynd none, and I
searched as best I could.”

“There may be a secret way not
to be uncovered in the dark.
"Twas mere luck that revealed the
other, the stone left ajar. How-
ever, it is plain there is but one
plan left us, Chevalier, and that is
to defend those stairs younder un-
til daylight gives us a chance to
search.”

He glanced about uneasily.

“You believe they may discover
the passage?”

“'Tis my reasoning that de
Saule will prowl about until he
finds that rascal of a dwarf lock-
ed up where I left him. The fel-
low undoubtedly knows the secret
of those stairs. The rest is plain,
Monsieur, for you know de Saule.
Are you armed?”

He laughed, and stooped down
to grasp the ancient broadsword
at his feet.

“Only with this neat weapon.”

We were careless, I admit, idl-
ing there in talk, when our effort
should have been to make secure
our defense against those villains
below. Yet there was nothing to
cause alarm, no sound even of
voices in the still night. The
thought that Gospele released
might know the secret of the
stone door, and lead de Saule te
the roof, was no more than a sus-
picion, and, if the men did not
discover the stair, their advance

Had two men been alone words
might have led to guarrel, for
there was an inselence about the
fellow that rasped me. My hand
gripped my sword hilt, a hot re-
tort on my lips—but she was his
sister, and I loved her.

1 walked away from them into
the deeper shadow of the wall
She must have understood, for a
moment later her shadow left his
side, and came silently teward

‘“Monsieur,” she said sofily.
“It is only his way; he was ever
ecareless of speech, and he is my
brother.”

“I shall mot forget, but it is a
mystery how you two are of the
same blood. Surely he has no
more cause for arroghnt pride
than you?”

“I am of the court;
camp—an environment
different characteristics
sieur.”

“True enough, mo doubt; yet
never did I suppose the court of
Louis to be overstocked with
modesty, or a school for gentle-
ness."”

“Nor is it, Monsieur,” she re-
turned, soberly. “Nor am 1 a
flower of such rare execellence. |
am not devoid of pride, perchance
even arrogance. Tis mnot an
angel, but a woman Monsieur
whom you have succored, a wom-
an of moods. Tonight 1 am your
friend—tomorrow-——"’

She paused, and I bent down,
and kissed her hand

“Tomorrow yvou will still be to
me, at least, Camille d'Enville. I
am not afraid.’

“Tomorrow will be a new day.
What I am tonight, T am — to-
morrow, what I may be. There
is in the shops of Paris a change-
able weave of silk ealled Camille,
at night it is rose-tinted, and by
day a goldem brown. I am
Camille d’Enville; to those who
know me well that is answer
enough."”

“But do they know you?"”

“They think they do, Monsieur.
The truth is for you to learn, yet
Charles has always called me a
will ¢’ the wisp, and one’s brother
should know, Monsieur.”

1 glanced at the dimly revealed
figure of the _silent chevalier,
whose very presence I had forgot-
ten. He was apparently kneeling
on the roof, although 1 could net
determine what it was that oe-
cupied his attemtion so closely.
Indeed I had no time in which to
disecover, for even as 1 glanced
that way I beheld a moving figure
behind him—then another, and a
third.

he, the
develops
Mon-

CHAPTER XIX,
The Fight for Life.

At first glimpse 1 failed to
sense the reality of those spee-
tral figures, half believing them
visionary.

Then Mademoiselle gave utter-
ance to a gasp, grasping my arm
in terror, and I saw d'Enville rise
to his feet, the great broad-sword
lifted in both hands. The situa-
tion came to me in a flash—they
had discovered the mechanism of
the secret door. De Soule was
among them, and Gospele, and
the giant Gufieteau, no longer
fearful of ghosts, and dragging
their cowardly crew along by
threat and promise.

“Back here, d’'Enville!™ T eried
desperately, thrusting Mademoi
selle - behind me. “Not in the
open! you have no chance there;
come back here.™

I could see the turn of his head,
the swift glance he cast toward
where I stood shielding the girl

“Ay! in a minute, but not till
I leave my mark. Ahd I see you
now, you black renegade.”

It was such swift action I could
scarce tell what hapemed. Had
I deemed best 1 could searee have
been of ald, but my plain duty

upward would surely mever be a
silent one.

was to remain where 1[I was,
erouched in the angle of the wall,
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the girli behind me, sword
biade ready.
D’Enville cut and thrust like a

demon, wielding his ancient weap-

my

on with both hands. The great
two-handed sword crashed and
fell, rose again and was swept

down with remorseless power,
Twice the dark shadows of bodies
on the roof broke before him.

He killed, but he paid. I saw
the flash of a knife buried in his
side, a glare of flame lit the hor-
rid scene as a pistol flared, a
dying man clung to him in fren-
c1ed agony. Once more the huge
sword swept im deadly circle——-
then he tottered and went crash-
ing forward, his head against the
stairs.

And now it was I—1I alone! 1
was not meeting that onrush like
a mad fool, where they must front
me. '"Twould be a fair fight, and
they held me a swordsman even
in the army of France.

“Here, take this,” I said to
Mademoiselle, thrusting my pistol
into her hands. “‘There's but one
shot—keep it to the last.”

“Yes, Monsieur,”” the voice
firm, assured, ““Are we left alone?
is Charles dead?”

“He fell; and whether dead or
alive, is out of it. They are com-
ing now.”

I could see the fellows, yet they
were so bunched, the dim Hght
ceonfused my vision, and ‘'twas
hard to guess how many held
their feet. 1 made it four, be-
sides the leaders.

That whieh followed was so
swift of action, so jumbled and in-
distinet as to seem more dream
tl.an reality. It was, as desper-
ate fighting always is, a mad,
fierce, hedless struggle, where in-
stinet takes the place of thought.

There was a- blind rush for-

starlight. I touched steel with my
blade, warded and iunged under
the first fellow’s guard. There
was a cry of agony, a toppling
back of his body, the clatter of a
falling sword, and I sfood over
him thrusting and hacking, care-
less of my own hurt, the joy of the
fighting turning my blood to fire.
Suddenly out from the confused
muck, a blade struck mine-——a
blade with a wrist behind it. I
felt the differemce, and stiffened
to the fight. It was Guieteau.
| Faith, he was no swordsman. |
; knew that pefore we had parried
twice, but the giant strength of
his arm bore down my guard,
forced me to desperate defense.

ward, a gleam of weapons in the;

POINTED TO THE SOUTHWARD-—A SHORT COLUMN OF

TOWARD THE CASTLE.

We fought long and desperately
but at last I opened my guard and
he struck. By a quick tura of
the arm, my hilt caught the de-
scending blade, and [ leaped
straight at him, taking the one
chance, and driving my point at
his huge body.

It struck, but we went down te-
gether, my leg caught under him.
There was an instant of struggle;
someom® loomed above us with a
drawn sword-—thean a flash of
flame split the darkness and the
feltow fell with a crash. 1 wrig-
gled loose from the dead weight,
my sword still gripped in my fia-
gers, and staggered to my feet.

CHAPTER XX.
Crossed Swords With De Saule

Dazed as | was | realized what
had happened—how my life had
been saved. Mademoiselle had
fired her one shot; had sacrificed
her only defense to protect me
from that sword thrust. Breath-
ing heavily, my wounds burning,
my eyes blinded with bloed,, the
thrill of knowing what she had
done brought back instanfly my
strength, my zest for battle.

There were but two left, so far
as I could see—one hack close by
the steps, as though ready to
flee; the other frontihg me, with
sword poised for attack. There
was no mistaking who he was
de Saule! My blade flew up eager-
ly and the steel met with a sharp
clang.

“Stay where you are, Made-
moiselle!”” | called, In fear of
what she might venture. “En

guarde, Monsieur le Duke.”

We were at it furiouvsly, yet
with no such recklessness as
marked the bout with Guieteau.
Here was a master of fence; |
knew his skill before, but now I
became doubly assured his was
no common hand.

here was a faint gleam of light
in the eastern sky, sufficient to
reveal the man’s face.

“Royal Irlandais,” he mocked
insolently, “a fine name for a lot
of beggarly bog trotters. Neo
doubt you came over seas to sell
your sword with not so much as
a rag to your back. A rare joke
on the king, that. And now you're
squire of dames! And to what
reward? a kiss from Mademol-
selle’'s red lips? Bah, you'll have
none of it—there’s a man seeking
that honey—"

“Save your breath, Monsieur,”
I broke in coldly, the hot blood
bolling through my

erumpled into shapelessness, one
gasp alone his death note.

CHAPTER XXI.
The Sumrise of Tomorrow,

I came slowly back to com-
sciousness, to see golden sunlight
reflected on the stones of the
wall, and Mademoiselle's sweet
face bending above.

Her hands held mine, and as |
endeavored to smile, the words of
impulse dropped from her lips.

“Oh, Mensieur! it has terrified
me S50 to see you. | kmew not
what to do. There are wounds,
for you bleed.”

““Mere seratches,
to be healed by

Mademoiselle
a dash of water,

Your hand again till I gain my
feet —-ah! see, the old. strength
will be mine presemtly!”

She clung to me, and [ reeled
a bit unsteadily, conscious of pain,
my mind still dazed and uncertain.
Yet a thrill stirred my blood. Ay!

it had been a fight worthy any sol-
dier, a tale of arms worth telling
in camp or ecourt,

D'Enville had left his deadly
mark ere he fell, and T had borne
my part well

“Your brother, Mademoiselle?"

I asked, my lips trembling. “Does
he still Mve?”

“I know not, Monsieur 1
think Charles is dead he lies
motionless.”

He rested with face buried on
one arm, the very posture expres-
sive of death, yet I crossed the
narrow space between, stepping
over a ragged peasant, and
looked closely.

“He is dead, Monsieur?"”

“Yes,” soberly “But as he
would have wished to die.”

She was staring at him, leaning
forward, her face white, her
hands shading her eves. Then

she crossed before me and knelt
down, making the symbol of the
eross.

It was so still about us I eould
hear the thudding of my heart,
and the ghastly forms lying here
and there were grim reminders of
the horror of a moment before. 1
could searcely belleve the testl-
mony of my owne eyes, that these
men were actually dead - that
d'Enville and I had met them
sword to sword and conquered.

A shudder ran over me, and my
head throbbed with a dull pain.
Then I mecame conscious that
Mademoiselle had risen from her
knees.

“Monsieur
we to do now?"”

“In truth,” I replied, ashamed
of myself, and seeking for words
of encouragement, ‘“‘you are the
soldier, T the girl, it would seem.
I was moping here with a brain
paralyzed. What shall we do,
Mademoiselle” Why, we must find
our way out before more villains
bar the passage.”

“You thing there are more?"”

“That I do mnet kneow. Ay!
there must be, umnléss they have
fled, for a larger number than
those who lie dead here were on
guard in that lower hall. You
saw them.”

“Yes, Monsleur; there were
others, four or five, perhaps.™

That was my memory; no
doubt the cowards slipped away
unseen, afrald to follow. Well,
such as they wil not serve to
halt us You fired your pistal,
Mademoiselle. I had better load
it again before we go.”

While T was engaged at this
task she moved nearer the wall,
as though seeking to aveid the
bodies. Suddenly she gave a lit-
tle ery of surprise.

“Monsieur—who are they?”

She pointed to the southward,
and, with a step, 1 stood beside
her sharply gazing across the
marsh toward the distant forest.
A short column of horsemen was
riding toward the castle.

That they were soldiers was

what — what are

veins. eyident to me at a glance, yvet the

“I would see your eyes. You

N
Louis will ‘mever dare avow his{ —___ _ .

connection with this diabolical
plot of de Saule’s. He will smile
and dissen  le as a monarch can.
And I —well, all | shall retain of
you will be the memory that once
I was of service.”

“And why, Monsieuwr?” her
voice earnest and sincere. “‘Shall
[ not still remain Camille 4'En-
ville?"

“Of whose nature you have told
me —a creature of moods, change-
able as the strange weave of silk
given your mame. Think you |
have so svon forgotten the warn-

the ofifeer in front—it—it is like
the one you wear; they are of the
Irish Brigade.”

I leaned out over the wall, and
looked again. They were indeed
Royal Irlandais —and we were
safe'

My one thoeught was regret ——
it would mean our parting never
to meet again! The barrier- of
rank rose inevitably between us,
enforcing separation and a life
apart. She, the daughter of the
Marquis d'Enville, would go back
to the ecourt, leaving me to the
old life of camp and field. The

The long lashes lifted shyly, &
sweet smile in the depths of the
cyes suddenly revealed.
“That | love you, Monsieur.”™
- - -
Tis the end of
story; just a chapter mg :
from out the history of a ;
ing race The sunshine was on
our faces, the light of love in oar
hearts, and down below my com-
ra les rode steadily to the resouwe,
Fir we the world was won. 1
THE END.
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PORTE’'S LIFE DEPENDS ON TINY COMPASS SAYS AN EXPERT
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NOTED AEROPLANIST TELLS ABOUT DANGERS OF EXPEDITION

Tuning up the engines for teial flight of “Amerien.” Lieut. Porte is the central figure tac-

ing the camera, and is seen directing his workmen,

BY NORMAN ROSE, “For one thing, will the
OAKWOOD HEIGHTS, N. Y., altitude of the Awmeriea be
July 11— the ‘America’ fails given with safficient preci-
to fly across the ‘herring poad,’ sion by the two aernoids to

shaking off aerfal currenis
an eocein lner disregards the
whitecaps of the seas.”

it will be because of just one make the use of the sextant
thing, and one thing only—the of v...l-e? ¥ o W'M
purely SCIENTIFIC DIFFICULTY “For mnother, w
OF GUIDANCE! There, to my compass remain true, and IEd m m m
mind, is the big problem, which trustworthy, in spite of the
only the actual flying test by insulating precautions which ml’
Lieut, Porte can solve!” have been taken, and which ’
This i& the opinion of Halde- may be the cause of serious |class

deviation?

man von Figyelnessy, who is both
“These, in my estimation,

an experienced and daring avia-
tor, and also one of the country's are the great ms  of hereafter.
foremost experts in aeroplane me- the flight, and whole fa-

ture of trans-oceanic aero-

chanies.
nautirs may almost be said

“Hevre is the question as

it presents itself to my mind, to rest upon the manner in 1
after carveful observation which they will be answered w
and study of the Wanamaker in THIS ONE FPOCH-MAK. |COMP sach ’

ING COMBAT bHetween man's

ingenuity and the mighty

forces of mature.

“The machine itself, with its
huge translucent wings and por-

airship—ARE ITS NAVIGAT-
ORS GOING TO HAVE SU¥F-.
FICIENT AND ACOCURATE
GUIDANCE FROM THE IN.
STRUMENTS UPON WHICH

THEY MUST DEPEND 7TO poise-like body, is in all ways per-
GIVE THEM THEIR fect—a little slow to answer the
COURSE 'l" THE TRACK- controls, it is true, as are all ma-

chines with large spread, but

WHICH THEY MUST TRAV. with am inherent stability which'L ______ Betwee
ERSE? should enable it to forge ahead,
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THE BIGGEST ANONYMOUS SUCCESS IN YEARS

Published im March of 1914, this whimsieal story of a poet tramp and California’s gold and suushjir has already run through edition after edition. THE TIMES has secured this latest
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