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“Though you are enly an Enaglishman
said Claire, contemplatively teasing the
black and-white-cat with the toe of her
little beaded moccasin’—*‘though you are
only an Englishman, and such a stupid one
1 do think you are worth more thin five
livees Tournois; which is just what the
Black Abbe’s Micmeacs will get for your

scalp at Quebec if you do not go away at
once.’

. “But, Madem j ¢lle,’ [ pleaded, ‘I have
'q‘uly just arrived, and there is so much —
so many things I want to say,—and
Heaven has so far beycnd my fondest ex-
pefim_‘ion favored me by this opportunity,
and—

‘But, Monsicur,’ she iaterrupted, with
the faintest delicate mockery ot my plead-
10g irflection, ‘it is your absence just unow
that 1 especially covet.’

‘You are expecting some one !’ I cried, a
certrin beat in my voice.

‘Yes, Monsieur,’ she answered, her eyes
still intent uvpon the ecstatic cat; 'l am
momentarily ¢xpecting a visitor.’

‘More welcome than 1, p'ainly,
Mademoiselle,” said I, my heart sinking
‘But I bave come far, in the hope of a
word with you ; and I cannot quietly yield
up this dear occarion to another man.
Who is it that thrusts me from you?' I
demanded with quick wrath. There was
the faintest suggestion of a smile at the
corners of her lips.

‘I don’t remember to have given you
any right to ask such questions I’ she said
thoughtf. lly rather than unkindly.

-

‘Of course not, Mademoiselle,” I pro-
tested, aghast at my own presumption.
‘But,—surely you were more gracious to
me when I was here last autumn. You
did not send me away to abruptly.’

The broad white eyelids remained cast
down ; the sweet mouth grew grave ; neg-
lecting the catfor a moment, she said:

‘Iodeed, I am not now ungracious to
you, Moosieur. Tae visitor 1 am ¢ xpect-
ing is Fatber LaGarne, the Blick Abbe
himselt. _And ke comes to see, not me, I
assure you, but an Eoglish cfficer wkom he
expects to capture here this morning. He
does not guese tha. I am warned and look
for his coming.’

“Then,’ I cried joyously, ‘there is a little
time for me betore he comes. I promise
you 1 will mske my adieus in——"’

But at this she grew tuddenly excited.
She eprarg up (greatly ctfending the cat),
laid toth appealing little bande upon my
acarlet coatsleeve, and lifted at last to my
face her wonderful e¢yes. Such eyes,—for
a yesr now 1 had been carrying their d.ep
light in my beart of hearts. They were ot
the darkest brown,’—not hrezel, and not
velvety, but with lurking lights of amber-
green and  etherially erystall.ne, like the
water of a deep woodlend pool. Now they
scemed to blacken with ur mistaksble fear

‘Oh * she implored, ‘go ! Go at once, it
you have any care for me. Go, for my
sake " And she pusbed me foward the
door. ‘Go through the house. 1 have
let you stay too long. 1 feel them coming.
Go out through the sheds, and down
tbrough the spruce woods,— quick, quick !’

But as I yielded to her terror,—a terror
which thrilled me wita joy, being a terror
for me—she checked herself, her face

whitened to the lips, her hands dropped to
her sides.

‘It is too late !’ she said faintly, her
glance going past my thoulder and out
acroes the fields. ‘There they go, five of
them, into the spruce woods.’

I tollowed her glance with, I contess,
some uneasiness, and a vast remorse for
having brought this troutle upon her by
my obstinacy. She turned and looked
through the screen of bop vines which
shadea the spacious porch.

‘And here comes the Blick Abbe,” she
whispered, her hand going up to bher breast
as ehe leaned hopele:sly against tte pil-
lar.

i laid my hand on my sword, much per-
plexed at the snarl I bad got myselt into.
But in a moment Claire recovered her
wits.

‘Right here ! Right behind the dcor !
she exclaimed. ‘And I will tie it back
with this old string as if it had been tied
back for ages. I.sthe only place they
won'c lock !

The outer door of the hall opened back
against the wing of the house, leaving a
space scant enough into which I slipped. A
moment more and her nimble fingers bad the
door tied carelesaly to the wall, leaving an
inch-wide crack tbrough which I could
peer forth upon the shaded porch and the
sunlit world of Acadia beyond. I saw
Claire reseat hcrselt with the composure
ot coolest indolence in her Indian wicker-
chair and conciliate the black-and-white

cat back to her lap
I saw the black Ahbe a tall, sinister form

'y\ his shabby soutane, striding up the yel-
{ 'y .brown road between the basking but-

ercup-golden meadows. He came slowly,
with a secure delibcraiion which seemed
to esy, ‘He isin the trap. He cannot
wriggle out at any corner. There is no
need to harry.’

‘This look of confidence on the grim
priest’s face was the thing that first brougbt
hcme to me the gravity ot my peril. For
the first time 1 fa!t that here, on tbis fair
morning of the green Acadian summer, un-
der the roof and before the very eyes ot
the woman I loved, I was in tru.h only too
liy*fy to lose my hie ingloriously to a priest
aud a pack ot savages.

Shame, more than fear, I think, burned
within me as 1 stood moveless in my pre-
¢.rious hiding-place. I bad a fi:xce im-
pulze to step out, wih bare sword, and end

‘their lovers!” was the brutal answer.
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the ihing swiftly, with at 1:ast the satisfsc-
tion ot teeling ere I fell that I had rid the
Acadian land of its greatest curse. To kil
the Black Abbe would be a public service
indeed. Yet,—I cou'd not stain my sword
on an unarmed priest. Further, I feared
to irvolve Claire. I felt that she had taken
the threads of fate into her own white
fingers, and that it was no business of
mine to snail the pat'ern she aad set herselt
to weave.

All this I thought rapidly. At the same
time the shioing, tender-colored world
which [ saw so vividly through the c-uck
between door and wall cut itselt deep into
my memory, as things scem in a crisis are
wont to do.

It was ridiculous to think that this
throat of mine was in Ceadly j-opardy;
that my lite now hung upon the wit and
resources of a girl

‘She can do 1t, if ever there was a woman
who could,’ said 1 to myself as I watched
the beautiful, firm, composed face, lighting
now wi h a smiie of courteous welcome as
L:Garne’s heavy atep creaked au'ocratically
on the platform. 'Good morniog, Faiher
La Garne !" the s1id civilly, rising to greet
him.- ‘My father has gone over to Pizi-
qud, but I look for bis return within the
hour. 1’.ease be seated.’

‘I bave not come to see your good tather,
my child,’ replied a peculiar rasping voice,
not unkindly, but with a too scant cere-
mory, which made me itch to teach him
manners. The ntxt moment the owner of
the barsh voice came closely into my line
of view as he stepped ovir beside the
chair whe:ein Claire had been sitting. He
peered out between the hop vines.

With interest and repulsion I noted the
strong, fanatic, bitter lines of his face,
the long and deep jaw, the piercing light
eyes, pinched narrowly into the root ot the
nose, the bigh-peaked, narrow sku 1, whose
tonsure seemed to me (Le had removed his
hat) the mark of its struggle to climb clear
of the prickly irritation of its stiff hair.

‘There would be time for him to :ecure
hidirg-place,’ said he thoughtiully. *Tell
me, my dsughter, hus he retired to the cel
lar or to the attic?’ The deepening in-
solence of bis tone maddened me.

‘What do ycu wmean, Father LaGarne ?
asked Claire very coldly, seaiing berself
on & ben h that s:ood where it would best
obstruct any chance disturbance of my
biding place.

The Black Abbe {urned and gave her a
long, penetrating look, full of irony.

‘I chance to know, my child,” said he
with dangerous smoothness, his voice soft
ening to a marvel, ‘that Captain Marsh is
in tbis house. 1 want bim.’

*You heve been misinformed,’ answercd
Claire, curtly positive.

‘My own eyes informed me of his com:-
ing, my daugbter,’ continued tie prieet in
ton+s now soit as silk. ‘And I have taken
sufficient precaution that be should 1ot go
away.’

‘As I have already said, you are mis-
taken, Father LaGarne,’ repeated Made-
moiselle, 1ising, and with a plain imitation
in her attitude that ber visitor might con-
sider himself dismissed.

The visitor igrored both her attitude
and her denial. He turned upon ter, tow-
ering in dark authority. ‘Tell me
where be is hiding,” he commanded, no
longer smooth of speech or accen’.

But upon Mademoisello de la Mare bis
air of command was wasted.

‘You forget, Monsicur,” she retorted
scornfully, ‘that you are not talking to
one ot your flock or to a girl of the wvil-
lage. ;
Tha priest's eyes contracted angrily.
Hitherto bhe had seemed to take a dra-
matic interest in the watter, varying bis
tones, and acting and speaking for the
eflect, and pleasiog himselt with the game.
Ncw he wes himself.

‘1 have no time to waste in parley with a
chit of a girl,” ha snapped. ‘My men
will find him.” And, at a guttural word
which | knew not, there came to my ear
the light padding of moccasined fect upon
the porch. Clare sprang nto the door-
wsy.

')i forbid you or your followers to enter
my father's house in his ab.ence !’ she ¢x-
claimed with firmness, but with a certain
tremor in her voice asit she had a fear
wbich she could not quite control.

*Stand aside, girl,” he ordered curtly.
“You shall answer to my father lor this,
Monsieur,’ she cried. [ noted and began
to understand the cunning asyumption of
terror bebind the brave words. ‘Excellent,
Ob, wise and ready wit ' I murmured to
myself.

+«Qa, you can safely leave Monsieur de
la Mare to me ! retorted the Abbe with an
unpleasant laugh. . :
‘I bave told you, Morsieur, that there is
no one there. Thoere is no one there!” she
repeated, and ber voice was now pleading

almost to tears. :
¢(Girls bhave lied bifore this to shield

‘Come, stand aside, lest you be made to.’
‘How dare you !’ she gasped, and slipped
again into the chair where I could see her
er face was averted from my hiding-place, |
but I could see one little ear and the sweet

rondure of her neck. They were 'crimnon

[ wi h shame. I bad much ado to hold my-

self in check at this sign of distress.
-

In went the padding feet, and for an in-
stant longer I heard them on the wide hall
flyor. But tbe priest tailed to do as she
expected he remained beside her on the
porch.

‘I will wait here and exp'ain to your fa-
ther when he comes.’

‘If you set those animals to descrate our
bouse.’ cried Claire, her teeth shutting
viciously between every other word, ‘you
would at leaat, if you had ever been a gen-
:lle man, go with them and see what they

ol

I saw her uervouely j rking her hand-
kerchief to and tro between her slim fia-
gers. Sbe was b:fil:d and trembling.

‘Don’t be alarmed for your gew gaws!’
sneered LaGrarne, still too angry to amuse
himself by affecting good bhumor. ‘It is
only your lover they are atter.’

At this gratuitous insolence she did not
seem even angry, at which I was protound
ly astonished-

I bad been on the point of stepping forth
to whip the cur with my scabbard, but per-
ceiving that she was no more moved than
to smile coolly upon bim, tapping her liitle
white moccasins on the hop-vine trellis, I
thought better of it. If she did not teel

on my part to interfere. Was | to teach
her she had received an insult? I quench-
ed my wrath in wonder, wherein there
lurked a sweet delight.

It was not till long afterward,—so dull
was I.—I understood the matter. She
bad feared that | might break out, avenge
the rudeness, and ruin all. Therefore ehe
bad put the curb on her gall.d pride and
seemed to take no offense.

‘You rrassure me most marveloutly,
Monsieur I’ she murmured, and turned
upon him a glance of mirth o genuine
and t0 inexpli:able that he glared at ber
with upaffected wonder from beneath hls
shapeless narrow brows. He did not like
to be puzzled. This gi:l, with her unac-
| countable variations of temper, puzzled
him.

I saw bhim redden a brickly color in the
wrinkles of his rough-hewn jiw. DBat he
spoke not a word. He simply eyed her,
sceking to disconcert her—and she.—she
grew but the more gayly at ease under the
glance which, as I had heard, was wont to
msake all Acadia tremble.

Presently be shifted this unprofitable ex-
ercise of his eyes and grew intent upoa the
doorway whence he ¢xpected his savages
to drag me with no more delay. I saw
Claire give a quick glance out through the
hop leaves and turn ver face at once ba k
toward her antagonist. Whatshe bad reen
plainly gave her satisfaction. I looked
alsn, -

Up from the red St. Croix, striding hast-
ily through the buitercup meadows, camse
the tall form of Denys de la Mare. He came
with an anxious air upon his tace, as if one
wbo sees somethiog amiss. Perhaps he had
marked the savages lurkiug about.

Just now came the running of furtive feet
from within, and LaGarce broke out with
angry in‘errogatories in Micwac, from
which 1 gathered, not without reason, that
the savapes had failed to find me. There
wcre low replies, strange mixture of the
hharsh and mu:ical, as that lag:uage is, and
the priest turned sharply to Mademoiselle.

P .P y

‘There is one chamber locked,’ said he.
‘Give me the k«y’

*Pardon me, Father LaGarne,’” she an-
swered very sweetly, but with a eort of
exultation in her voice, ‘but you surely
cannot ask a young girl to throw open her
private chamber to tbis rabble. This is
my own room. I took occasion to lock it
some hours ago lor reasons quite per-
sonal.’

Having, as he imagined, his quarry now
mirked down where there could be no
wistake, LaGarne recovered his composure
aond lost some haste.

‘I doubt not, my daughter that your rea-
son is quite personsl,’—he spoke in an
indulgent tone,—‘and looks well in a red
coat. But, indeed, it was not some hours
ago that you locked bim in, since it was
not nne hour back that he passed up this
way from the village. It was little cour:-
ecus of him to seek such a place for hiding
and subj:ct a maiden’s refuge to such dis-
closure. But the King’s service respects
not ladies’ chambers. Give me the key,
child, or I must torce the door. The
gams is up !’ s

The words were scarce ont of his mouth
when, with a little cry, Claire sprang for-
ward and clutched her fathe:r’s arms.

‘Father I’ she panted, ‘this base priest
insults me. He says [ have a min locked
up in my room. And she sobbed a little.
Thae strain had been long and terrible, and
now she shifted it to Eer tathei's shoulders.

% There was silence {or a second, and very
greatly I desired to see the tace of Denys
de la Mare, which was ot within the scant
range of my view. Iis voice when he
spoke wis stern encugh.

‘I beg you to expisin yourself, Father
LaGarne ! was all he said. But I gatbered
that, however intimate bad been th _se two,
they were like to be divided now.

1

herselt insulted it were mere presumption :

BY THE THICKNESS OF A DOOR.

‘It is soon told my {riend " responded
the Black Abbe coolly ‘Less than an hour
back there came to this house, presumably
to see your daughter in your absence, an
English flicer from Halitax, one Captain
Marsbh.” (I'be priest being a fanatic, with
no great knowl dge of luman nature and
no understanding of the comradeship be-
twixt this fa'her and daughter, thought to
set the one against the other by his suggest-
ion ) ‘My tollowers saw him enter the
houss. It has been closely surrounded ever
since. There 1is no escaps. He
is within, a8 surely as it I
now saw him there with these eyes,—
which have seen the undoing of many an-
other EKoglisthdog. Tbe outbuildings have
been searched, the bouse bas besn search-
ed, attic to cellar. In vain. Oane room
has not been searched,—your daughter’s
chamber. The door is locked. She re-
fuses me ths key. I call upon you, Denys
de la Marie, in the name ot France and of
the church, bid the girl give up the key,—
deliver up the shaking wretch she hides!

‘I hbave given bim my word of honor,
f-ther,’ interrupted Cilaire, ‘that there is
no man in the house. 1 give it now to
you Will you shame me before this low
fellow, who disgraces his gown and tom-
sure ?’

‘Surely your word is enough for me,
Claire,” answered De la Mare. ‘lf you say
it, there is no m:n there. That'sall. But
as for you Father LiGarne, you have pre-
sumed grossly in sending your red scum
through my house witaout my authori'y.
It served nothing but your own vainglor-
ious and tyrannous pride. The King's ser-
vice could safely bave awaited my return
from the willage, it, as you say, you had
your prey fairly trapped.’

‘Pish " said the priest. *‘What I want
of you now, Denys de la Mare, is that door
opened. We can argue the point of cere-
mony afterward.’

There was a weighty pause. I felt for
th: high spirited Frenchman, forced to
hold himselt in check lest he bring peril on
bis child. In a second or two he answer-
ed, but not to the priest.

‘Dear heari,” said he tenderly, ‘this
fellow must have his way. Thou canst
not rest under his insinua‘icn. Ilis lie
must be thrust back into his throat. Go
thon with him alone, open the door, open
every box aund cupboard, shake out for him
your cloaks and kir l»s. After all, be1s a
priest,—of a kind. DBut if one of his red-
skins goes with you I'li run that one
through with my sword.’

LaGarne laughed, but seemed satisfied.
To get his way was enough for him.

*Go on, mustress. I tollow vou!' said
he. And I saw that at least he lacked not
coursge.

For som~ minutes there was silence sive
for De la Mare's impatient drummiog on the
porch post ani & taint s ufllng of mocca-
sins in the hall, where, us I interred, the
savages awaited a sigoal from their leader.
Then the red skins came out, descended the
steps, and gathered in a solid planted group
over and against a bed of biossoming phlox
where I could well see them and learn to
pray for deliverance from so murderous a
crew.

Close after them, and heeding them just
so much as it they bad been a puff of dust
blown before her, came Claire, seating her-
self cnce more in her wicker cbair by the
vines.

]
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The picture gave me a strange sense of
secuity, there—while my life clung on the
thinnest edge cof hazired, th: veil between
this world and the next reduced to the
thickaess of a painted door.

L.Garne came lingeringly, and I cursed
bim with unrcasonable v.xation because
he cams not where I could see his disap-
pointed face.

‘It is unbelievable !" he muttered. ‘The
room is empty. Werz it in France, now,
I’d swear there wis a recret cupboard
wherein she'd bestowed him. DBut what
need of such contrivances in Acadia P It
looks as if be hid escaped us, and
by your face you're glad of it, Denys de la
Mare I’ He flashed out 1n sudden fary, *1'il
search yet once more !’

I heard De la Mare spriog into his door-
way.

‘By God,’ be cried, ‘you cross not this

‘threshold again. You've had your way

Your insolence has gone uapunished. Now
go you.’

‘I go when I please.—and come when I
please,’ retorted the priest, and in the col-
ossal egotism of bis tones there was yet a
something which said he was not going to
force a final quarrel, at least on tte mo-
ment. ‘I w.li not search again,—not be-
cause you forbid me, but because I see it is
idle. But I tell you, Denys de la Mare,

"did I still (hink the chit here had the dog

concealed within, 1'd burn ycur house
about your ears rather than he should es-
cape. You, and such as you, need a lesson,
it Acadia would be kept true to King and
Church.’

*

De ias Mare took a stride forward. and on
the edge of the steps the Black Abbe turn-
ed and faced him.

‘It 18 you who need a lesson,’ cried the

Acidien gentleman, his voice trembling.

‘My hand itches sorely to | y this scabbard
al out your ears !’

‘Yonder are ten reasons why you should
not,’ retorted the priest, with a scorchirg
cslm. *And there are a score more reatons
like it in the woods yonder.’

My heart was hot within me for this
high-spiritea  Frenchman, compellcd to
curb bis righteous indignation. Had it
not been for Claire, I truly believe he
would of kicked the tonsured bully down
the steps and taken any conse¢quences with
good will. But he mightily held himself
in band.

‘It is a proper way to serve your cause,
surely,” hs said with accusingz bit'erncss
and a certain sorrow in his voice, ‘to drive
into the arms of England the few honest
gentlemen ot Acacia whose hearts yet hold
trus to Kiog Louis. To the English, for-
sooth we are compelled to turn tor protec-
tion from a mad priest and a pack of red-
skins, who pretend to serve France. You,
Francois L.sGarne, well called the Black
Abbe, are the curse of this land.’

-

‘Fool,’ retorted LiGarne with easy con-
tempt, ‘you to prate to me of taking
retuge with the English. What have I to
do but send the Governor a hint through
my tools in Halitax, of tha part you played
so zealously three years ago at
But at this moment | foresaw complica-
tions. My mind for once worked on the
instant.

‘Hold " I shouted, snapping the string
and swinging the door with a mighty slam
as I strode forth  ‘I’il hear no secreis !

My sword was naked in my right band.
I bad bad it ready this long time, you may
be sure. With my left 1 drew a pistol
tfrom my belt, and knowing that now the
fat was all in the fire, I discharged it point
blank at LaGarne.

That miscreant-leyped, however, at the
lifting ot my arm, else had he sorely de-
iriuded an honest gallows; and my shot
tetched down a vermilion taced sivage who
was happ:ly in renge. As my black frock-
ed enemy jumped, D2 la Mare was at my
side on the instant, his sword drawn.

‘Within; get within!" he shouted to
Claire ; tut she, picking up my empty pis-
tol, cooly but swittly procceded to reload
it.

The savages were brave enough, but
somewhat taken aback by my appearance
and the death of their fellow. Wver spar-
ing of their own skins, and seeinz us two
' well armed and desperate, they nimbly

withdrew out of pisto{)-ehot to tuke counsel.

*Thev give us time, Mousieur,” muttered
D=2 Ia Mare, his long, dark face working
wilh the fever of the fight. ‘The gunps!
Tae guns, Claire ! They're both loaded !

But as she sprang to obey I stayed her
with my left hand. I bhad looked down
toward the red St. Croix. I had seen
something.

*

‘No need !" said I, striving to keep the
exultation from my voice. ‘Look ! and I
strode out upon the steps where my scarlet
coat shone in the sun, and waved my sword
above my Lead and shouted at the top of
my lungs:

‘England! This way! This way.
Double !’

Up from the waterside came a squad of
. Eoglish infantry on the run.

LaGarne saw, and, gathering up his sou-
tane, ran too, with more speed than priest-
ly decorum. He koew there was a rope at
Halitex itching botly for his neck. His fol-
lowers seemed to drop into the grass, so
instantly they vanished, stooping and glid-
ing like snakes.

I turned to my as'onished hosts. Claire
bad reseat«d herself in the wicker chair,—
but the black and white cat, (ffended by
the clap ot my pistol, bad gone. De la
Mare stocd beside me, leaning on his
nake dsword, interrogation in his grave
eyes,—and a vague spprebension which I
speedily set at rest.

I h 11 out my band to him.

‘Thsuk you with all my he rt, Mon-
sieur,” eaid I with fervor, ‘for your most
loyal backing !’

‘I was committed ! But I have more to
thank you for, Captain Marsh !

1 waved tbis aside.

‘This is wy command coming,’ said I.
‘It was nigh coming too late. One of my
reasons for calling this morning, Monsieur
was to sk your advice asto where they
bad best be quartered in P.z'quid. Under
the circumstances——’

‘Uader the circumstances, I beg that
they be quartered here and on my tenants,’
he interrupted eagerly, ‘unless there be
any other in the country who needs voir
protection more. And what was your
other reasor, Monsieur ¥’

I hemtated. Should I? Could I dare
at that .ucky moment ? I looked at Claire
Her great ¢y 8 met mine with an instani’s
flaming glance of imperious prohibition. I
dared not.

‘Not—not just now ! I stammered, sud-
denly disheartened. ‘By and by, when we
bave better occasion, Monsieur, I will beg
you to listen to me.’

‘At your pleasure, Monsieur,’ he answ-
ered, with & courtesy which I could not
but note had warmth in it.

I ventured to look sgain at Claire, but
could not catch her eye. She had thrust
forward one little foot and was very in-
tently studying the beadwork on her moc-

casin. I took courage at sceing a flarh

slowly steal over her wonderiul face.

Then I turned, my heart swelling with
sudden triumph, and my squad halted be-

fore the steps. Very pleasantly their

bayonets rattled as they came to a'leation.
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