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“Call off" your canaille and fight me 

like a gentleman,” cried De Catinat. 

“A gentleman! Hark to the bour- 
! geois Huguenot, whose family peddles 

i cloth!” 

“You coward. I will write liar on 
© you with my sword point!” 

He sprang forward and sent in a 

« thrust which might have found its 
way to Dalbert's heart had the heavy 
saber of a dragoon not descended from 
the side and shorn his more delicate 

weapon off close to the hilt. With a 

shout of triumph his enemy sprang 
! furiously upon him with his rapier 

shortened, but was met by a sharp 

blow from the cudgel of the young 
stranger ‘which sent his weapon tin- 
kling on to the ground. A trooper, 

however, on the stair had pulled out a 

pistol and, clapping it within a foot of 
the guardsman’s head, was about to 
settle the combat once and forever 

: when a little old gentleman who had 
quietly ascended from the street and 

who had been looking on with an 

amused and interested smile at this 
fiery sequence of events took a sudden 
quick step forward and ordered all 

' parties to drop their weapons with a 

voice so decided, so stern and so full 

. of authority that the saber points all 

| clinked down together upon the par- ! 
quet flooring as though it were a part 
of their daily drill. 

“Upon my word, gentlemen; upon 

my word!” he said, looking sternly 
from one to the other. In his gait and 

bearing he had a dainty strut and 

backward cock of the head, which, 

taken with his sharp black eyes, his 
and his assured 

the feeling that this was a man of | 

And, indeed, in France or out ! 
of it there were few to whom this 

, man’s name was not familiar, for in 
. all France the only figure which loomed 

up as large as that of the king was 

this very little gentleman who stood 
now, with gold snuffbox tn one hand 

and deep laced hMdkerchief in the 
| other, upon the landing of th¢ Hugue- 

T. WRAN & CO., 
DRUGGISTS. 

not’s house, for who was there who 

did not know the last of the great 
| French nobles, the bravest of French 

captains, the beloved Conde, victor of 

| Rocroy and hero of the Fronde? 
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: broke your parole, Captain Dalbert?” 

used to deal with Indians.” 

De Catinat raised the stump of his 

sword in a salute. 
“Heh, heh!” cried the old soldier, 

. peering at him. “You were with me on 

| the Rhine—heh? I know your face, cap- 
i tain. But the household was with Tu- 
*. renne.” 

“] was in the regiment of Picardy, ! 
your highness. De Catinat 

name.” 
“Yes, yes. But you, sir, who the devil ; 

are you?” 

“Captain Dalbert, your highness, of 
the Languedoc Blue dragoons.” 

“Hey! I was passing in my carriage 

and I saw you standinz on your head 
in the air. The young man let you up 

on conditions, as I understood.” 
“He swore he would go from the 

house.” cried the yomng stranger. “Yet | 

. when I had let him up he set his men 

. upon me, and we all came downstairs | 

. together.” 
“My faith, you seem to have left lit- | 

tle behind you,” said Conde, smiling, 
as he glanced at the litter which was 

strewn all over the floor. “And so you | 

“I could not hold treaty with a Hu- 

! guenot and.an enemy of the king,” said : 

the dragoon sulkily. ‘ 
“You could hold treaty, it appears, 

i but not keep it. And why did you let ! 
him go, sir?” 

“I believed his promise. I have been 

“Heh! And you think an Indian’s 
| word is better than that of an officer ! 
+ in the king’s dragoons?” 

“I did not think so an hour ago.” 
“You are very strong, monsieur,” said 

Vs 

- Conde, glancing keenly at the broad 
' shoulders and arching chest of the 

: ada, I presume?” 
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young stranger. “You are from Can- 

“I have been there, sir. But I am 
from New York.” 
“And how came you to speak! 

French?” | 
“My mother was of French blood.” | 
“And how long have you been in 

Paris?” 
'g > 

“Heb! And you already begin to | 
theow your mother’s country folk out | 

| of windows!” 
“He was annoying a young maid, | 

sir, and I asked him to stop, whereoun 

he whipped out his sword and would | 
have slain me had I not closed with | 
him, upon which he called upon his ; 
fellows {o aid him. To keep them off | 
I swore that I would drop him over if ; 
they moved a step. Yet when I let | 

him go they set upon me again.” i 
“Hem{ You did very well. You are | 

young, but you have resource.” 

~ Had Weak Back 
Would Lie In Bed For Days And Was 

Scarcely Able to Turn 

Liniments and Plasters Did 
No Good But DOAN’S KID- 

NEY PILLS Cured 
Mrs. Arch. Schnare, Black Point, N.B., 

Writes: — Lor years I was troubled with 
ot back. Oftentimes 1 have lain in bed 

{for days, being scarcely able to turm my- 
gelf, and | have also been a great sufferer 
while trying to perform my household 
duties. I had doctors attending me with- i 

| out avail, and have tried liniments and 
plasters but nothing seem to do me any | 

I was about to give up in depair 
{ when my husband induced me to try 

Mill Wood, Deal Ends and Edy 
ings, cities stove length or foy | 

foot as required at reasonable price ! 

Trucking and Delivering | 

P. GAUDIN 
I 

Doan's Kidney Pills, and after using two 
boxes I am now well and able to dom 
work. Tam positive Doan’s Kidney Pills 
are all that you claim for them, and 
would advise all kidney suffercrs to give 
them a fair trial. 

Doan's Kidney Pills will cure all kinds 
of Kidney Trouble from Backache to 
Bright’s Disease, and the price is only 50 
cents per hox or 3 boxes for $1.25, at all 
dealers, or mailed direct on receipt of 

price by The Doan Kidney Pill Co., 
Toronto, Ont. 

. to the froward this day. 
. deign to rest under my roof and even 

. to take a cup of wine ere you go on- 

Is my | or tanned, clear cut face, as smooth as | 

| France, 

' grow up a mere trapper and trader.” 

| once more Ephraim comes to Paris for 

! the confidante of Mme. de Maintenon. 

®y was reardd in the woods, sir,” 

“If there are many of your kidney 
you may give my friend De Frontenac 

some work ere he found this empire 

of which he talks. But how is this, 
Captain Dalbert? What have you to 

say?” ° 

“The king's orders, your highness, 
are to use every means which may 

drive these people into the true 
church.” : 

“On my word, you look a very fine 

apostle and a pretty champion for a 

holy cause,” said Conde, glancing sar- 

donically out of his twinkling black 

eyes at the brutal face of the dragoon. 

“Take your men out of this, sir, and 
never venture to set foot again across 

this threshold.” 
“But the king's command, your high- 

ness.” 
“1 will tell the king when I see him 

that I left soldiers and that I find 
brigands. Not a word, sir! Away! 
You take your shame with you, and 
Yeu leave your homor behind.” He 

had turned in an instant from the 

sneering, strutting old beau to the 
fierce soldier with set face and eye of 
fire. Dalbert shrank back from his 

baleful gaze, and, muttering an order 

to his men, they filed off down the 

stair with clattering feet and clank of 
sabers. 
“Your highness,” said the old Hugue- 

not, coming forward and throwing 
open one of the doors which led from 

the landing, “you have indeed been a 

savior of Israel and a stumbling block 
Will you not 

ward?” 

Conde raised his thick eyebrows at 

the Scriptural fashion of the mer- 

chant’s speech, but he bowed courte- 

ously to the invitation. 
“My carriage waits below,” said he, 

“and I must not delay longer. It is 

not often that I leave my castlé of 

Chantilly to come to Paris, and it was 
. a fortunate chance which made me 

pass in time to be of service to honest 

men.” He inclined again his bewigged 
head and strutted off in his dainty, 

dandified fashion. Irom the window 

De Catinat could see him step into the 

same gilded chariot which had stood 
' in his way as he drove from Versailles. 

“By my faith,” said he, turning to 

the young American, “we all owe 
thanks to the prince, but it seems to 

me, sir, that we are your debtors even 

more. You have risked your life for 
my cousin, and but for your cudgel 

{ Dalbert would have had his blade 
through me when he had me at a van- 
tage. Your hand, sir! These are 

i things which a man cannot forget.” 
“Aye, you may well thank him, Am- 

ory,” broke in the old Huguenot, who 
bad returned after escorting his illus: 
trious guest to the carriage. “He has 

‘ been raised up as a champion for the 

afflicted and as a helper for those who 

are in need.” 
But their young visitor appeared to 

| be more embarrassed by their thanks 
| than by any of his preceding adven- 
tures. The blood flushed to his weath- 

that of a boy and yet marked by firm- 

ness of lip and shrewdness in the keen 

blue eyes. 
“I have a mother and two sisters 

| over the water,” said he diffidently. 
“And you honor women for their 

sake?” 
“We always honor women over there. 

\ Perhaps it is that we have so few. Over 
m these old countries you have not 

| learned what it is to be without them. 

1 have felt what a good woman is and 
how, like the sunshine, she draws out 

| of one’s soul all that is purest and 
best.” 
“Indeed, the ladies should be very 

much obliged to monsieur, who is as 

eloquent as he is brave,” said Adele 

| Catinat, who, standing in the open | 
door, had listened to the latter part of 

his remarks. 
“Much of my life has been spent ‘in 

the woods,” said he, “and one speaks 

80 litle there that one comes to forget 
how to do it. It was for this that my 
father wished me to stay some time in 

for he' would not have me 

“And how long do you stop in Par- 

; 87” asked the guardsman, 

“Until Ephraim Savage, the master 
of the Golden Rod, my father’s ship, 

comes for me. She has been to Bristol, . 
is now at Rouen and then must go to . 

Bristol again. When she comes back 

me, and jt will be time for me to go.” 
“And how like you l’aris? Have you ; 

| Seen the city yet?” 
“Only as I journeyed through it yes- | 

ter evening on my way to this house. 
It is a wondrous place, but I marvel . 

how you can find your way among 

these thousands of houses.” 
‘“Perchance it would be as well that | 

you should have a guide at first,” said 
De Catinat, “so if you have two 
horses ready in your stables, uncle, our | 

friend and I might shortly ride back to 

Versailles together, for I have a spell 
of guard again before many hours are | 
over. Then for some days he might | 

bide with me there, if he will share a | 
soldier's quarters, and so see more | 
than the Rue St. Martin can offer.” 

“I should be right glad to come out 

with you, if we may leave all here in 

safety,” said Amos. . i 

“Oh, fear not for that,” said the ' 

Huguenot. “The order of the Prince 
of Conde will be as a shibld and a buec- | 
kler to us for many a day. I will or- | 

der Pierre to saddle the horses.” 

After riding some “time De Catinat 

-said, “Now, if you will look there in 
the gap of the trees, you will see the 

king's new palace of Versailles,” 
The two young inen pulled up their | 

horses and looked down at the wide | 

spreading building in all the beauty of ! 
its dazzling whiteness and at the lovely 

* grounds, dotted with fountain and with 
statue and barred with hedge and with 
walk stretching away to the dense 

woods which clustered round them. 

They passed through the gateway of 

the palace, and the broad sweeping | 

drive lay in front of them, dotted with ! 

carriages and horsemen. On the gravel | 
walks were many gayly dressed ladies, 

who strolled among the flower beds or. 

watched the fountains with the sun- 

light glinting upon their high water 
sprays. One of these, who had kept 

her eyes turned upon the gate, came 

hastening forward the instant that De | 
Catinat appeared. It was Mlle. Nanon, | 

“I am so pleased to see you, cap- | 

tain,” she cried, “and I have waited so 
' patiently. Madame would speak with | 
you. The king comes to her at 3, and 

| we have but twenty minutes. I heard | 

~—] 

“I am so pleased to see you, captain.” 

that you had gone to Paris, and so I 
stationed myself here. Madame has 

something which she would ask you.” 
“Then I will come at once. Ah, De 

Brissac, it is well met!” 
A tall, burly officer was passing in 

the same uniform which De Catinat 
wore. He turned at once and came 

smiling toward his comrade. 

“Ah, Amory, you have covered a 
league or two from the dust on your 

coat!” 
“We are fresh from Paris. 

am called on business. This is my 

friend, M. Amos Green. I leave him 
in your hands, for he is a stranger 
from America and would fain see all 

that you can show. He stays with me 
at my quarters. And my horse, too, 

De Brissac. You can give it to the 
groom.” 

Throwing the bridle to his brother 
officer and pressing the hand of Amos 

Green, De Catinat sprang from his 

horse and followed at the top of his 

speed in the direction which the young 
lady had already taken. 

} -taken so marked a position at 
the court of Irance were as 

humble as were. her fortunes at the 

But 1 

CHAPTER VI. 

HE rooms which were inhabited 

by the lady who had already 

time when they were allotted to her, ' 

but with that rare tact and self re. 
straint which were the leading fea- 

tures in her remarkable character she 
had made no change in her living with 
the Increase of, her prosperity and 

. forbore from provoking envy and jeal- 
ousy by any display of wealth or of 
power. In a side wing of the palace, 

! far from the central salons and only | 
i to be reached by leng corridors and | 
stairs, were the two or three small | 
chambers upon which the eyes, first of 
the court, then of IFrance and finally 

of the world, were destined to be 

turned. In such rooms had the desti- 

tute widow of the poet Scarron been 
housed when she had first been brought 

to court by Mme. de Montespan as the 

governesy of the royal children, and 

in such rooms she still dwelt now 
that she had added to her maiden 
Francoise d’Aubigny the title of Mar- 

quise de Maintenon, with the pension 
and estate which the king’s favor had 
awarded her. 

——————— mw a — 

The young guardsman had scaree 

ever exchanged a word with this pow- 

erful lady, for it was her taste to iso- 

late herself and to appear with the 
court only at the hours of devotion. It 

! was therefore with some feelings both 

| of nervousness and of curiosity that he 

followed his guide down the gorgeous 
- corridors, where art and wealth had 

| been strewn with so lavish a hand. 
' The lady paused in front of the cham- 
ber door and turned to her companion. 
“Madame wishes to speak to you of 

what occurred this morning,” said she. 

i “I should advise you to say nothing to 

: madame about your creed, for it is the 

' only thing upon which her heart can 
be hard.” She raised her finger to em- 

phasize the warning, and, tapping at 

the door, she pushed it open. “I have 

brought Captain de Catinat, madame,” 
said she. i 

“Then let the captain step in.” The 

voice was firm and yet sweetly mu- 

sical. 

Obeying the command, De Catinat ° 

found himself in a room which was’ 
no larger and but little better furnish- 

ed thansthat which was allotted to his 
own use. Yet, though simple, every- 
thing in the chamber was scrupulously 

neat and clean, betraying .the dainty 

taste of a refined woman. The stamp- 

ed leather furniture, the La Savon- 
nlere carpet, the pictures of sacred sub- 

jects, exquisite from an artist’s point 
of view, the plain but tasteful curtains, 
all left an impression half religious 

and half feminine, but wholly soothing. 
Indeed, the soft light, the high white 

' statue of the Virgin in a canopied niche, ' 
with a perfumed red lamp burning be- 

| fore it, and the wooden prie-dieu with 

the red edged prayer book upon the top 
of it made the apartment look more 

like a private chapel than a fair lady’s i 
boudoir. 

On each side of the empty fireplace 

was a little green covered armchair, 

: the one for madame and the other re- 
served for the use of the king. A small 

| three legged stool between them was 
heaped with her workbasket and her 
tapestry. On the chair which was far- 
thest from the door, with her back 

turned to the light, madame was sit- 
i ting as the young officer entered. De 

Qatinat, without having time to notice 
details, was simply conscious that he 
was in the presence of a very hand- 

some woman and that her large, pen- 

sive eyes were fixed critically upon 

him and seemed to be reading his 

thoughts as they had never been read 
before. 

“I think that I have already seen ' 
you, sir. Have 1 not?’ 

“Yes, madame. I have once or twice ; 

aad the honor of attending upon you, : 

though it may not have been my good 

fortune to address you.” 

“My life is so quiet and retired that : 
1 fear that much of what is best and 

{ worthiest at the court is unknown to 

me. You have served, monsieur?” 

“Yes, madame. 

on the Rhine and in Canada.” 
‘In Canada! Ah! 

In the Lowlands, | 

What nobler am- | 

, bition could woman have than to be 
a member of that sweet sisterhood 
which was founded by the holy Marie 

de I'Incarnation and the sainted 
Jeanne le Ber at Montreal? And 

doubtless you have had the privilege 

also of seeing the holy Bishop Laval?” 

“Yes, madame, I have seen Bishop 

Laval.” 
“And I trust that the Sulpicians still 

hold their own against the Jesuits?” 

“I have heard, madame, that the 
Jesuits are the stronger at Quebec and 
the others at Montreal.” 

“And who is your own director, mon- 

sieur?” 

De Cutinat felt that the worst had 
come upon him. “I have none, ma- 
dame.” 

“Ah, it is too common to dispense 

with a director, and yet I know no¢ 

how I could guide my steps in the dif- 
ficult path which I tread if it were 
not for mine, Who is your comfessor, 

. then?" ~ 
“I have none. 

church.” 
The lady gave a gesture of horror, 

and a sudden hardening showed itself 

In mouth and eye. 
court itself,” she cried, “and in the 

neighborhood of the king's own per- | 

son!” 
“You will find, madame,” said De 

Catinat sternly, “that members of my 
faith have not only stood around the 

throne of France, but have even seat- | 
ed themselves upon it.” 
“God has for his own all wise pur- 

poses permitted -it, and none should 

know it better than I, whose grandsire, 
Theodore d’Aubigny, did so much to 

place a crown upon the head of the 
great Henry. But Henry's eyes were | 

opened ere his end came, and I pray— 

oh, from my heart 1 pray—that yours 

may be also.” 

She rose and, throwing herself down 
upon the prie-dieu, sunk her face in her 
‘hands for some few minutes. 

ter. 

“The king is in the Hall of Victories, 

- madame,” said she. “He will be here 
in five minutes.” : 

“Very well. Stand outside and let 

me know when he comes. 

she continued when they were alone 
once more, “you gave a note of mine to 

the king this morning?” 

“I did, madame.” 

“And, as I understand, Mme. de 

Montespan was refused admittance to 
the grand lever?” 

“She was, madame.” 
“But she walted for the king in the 

passage and wrung from him a prom- 

ise that Le would see her today?” 
“Yes, madame.” 

“I would not have you tell me that 
which it may seem to you a breach of 

your duty to tell. But I am fighting 

now against a terrible foe and for a 
great stake. Tell me, then, at what 

hour was the king to meet the mar- 
quise in her room?” 

“At 4, madame.” i 

“7 thank you. You have done me 8 
. service, and I shall not forget it. Now 

passage. 

suet’s statement of the Catholic faith. 

It has softened the hearts of others 

and may yours. Now, adicu!” 

De Catinat passed out through an- 

other door, and as he did so he glanced 

back, The lady had her back to him, 
and her hand was raised to the mantel- 

piece. At the instant that he looked 
she moved her neck, and he could see’ 

what she was doing. She was pushing 

back the long hand of the clock. 
| Captain de Catinat had hardly van- 
ished through the one door before the 
other was thrown open by Mlle. Na- 
non, and the king entered the room. 

Mme. de Maintenon rose with a pleas- 

ant smile and courtesied deeply, but 
there was no- answering light upon 

ber visitor's face, and he threw him- 

self down upon the vacant armchair 
with a pouting lip and a, frown upon 

his forehead. 
“Nay, now his is a very bad com- 

pliment,” she cried, with the gayety 

which she could assume whenever it 

was necessary to draw the king from 

his blacker humers. “My poor little 

dark room has already cast a shadow 

over you.” 

“Nay; it is Iather la Chaise and 

the bishop of Meaux, who have been 
after me all day like two hounds on a 
stag, with talk of my duty and my 

' position and my sins, with judgment 

and hell fire ever at the end of their 

exhortations.” 
“And what would they have your 

majesty do?” : 

when I came upon the throne, and 

which my grandfather made before 

me, They wish me to recall the edict 
of Nantes, and drive the Huguenots 

from the kingdom. You would not 
have me do it, madame?” 

“Not if it is to be a grief to your maj- 
esty. Bethink you, sire, that the Al- 

mighty can himself incline their hearts 
to better things if he is so minded, 
even as mine was inclined. May you 

not leave it in his hands?” 
“On my word,” said Louis, brighten- 

ing, “it is well put. I shall see if 

Father la Chaise can find an answer 

to that. It is hard to be threatened 
with eternal flames because one will 

not ruin one’s kingdom.” 

“Why should- you think of such 
| things, sire?” said the lady in her rich, 
soothing voice. “What have you to 

: fear, you who have been the first son 

of the church?” 

“You think that I am safe, then? 
But I have erred and erred deeply. 
You have yourself said as much.” 
“But that is all over, sire. Who is 

there who is without stain? You have 

turned away from temptation. Sure- 
ly, then, you have earned your forgive- 

ness.” 
“I would that the queen were living 

once more. She would find me a bet- 

ter man.” 
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«T would that she were, sire.” 
“And she should know that it was 

to you that she owed the change. Oh, 

Francoise, you are surely my guardian 
angel, who has taken bodily form! 
How can I thank you for what you 

have done for me?’ He leaned for- 
ward and took her hand, but at the 

touch a sudden fire sprang into his . 
eyes, and he would have passed -his 

other arm round her had she not risen 

hurriedly to avoid the embrace. 
“Sire!” said she, with a rigid face 

and one finger upraised. ; 
“You are right; you are right, Fran- 

coise. Sit down, and 1 wileontrol 

myself. But how is it, I'rancoise, that 

you have such a heart of ice?” 

“I would it were so, sire.” 
“No. But surely no man's love has ° 

ever stirred you! And yet you have 

I am of the Reformed | 

“What, in the | 

A tap | 
at the door brought the lady back to | 

this world again, and her devoted at- | 

tendant answered her summons to en- | 

Now, sir,” | 

you must go, captain. Pass through | 
the other room amd so into the outer | 

And take thise It is Bos. | 

“Break the promise which I made 

Dal- 

been a wife. You did not love this 
Scarron?”’ he persisted. “He was old, 

i I have heard, and as lame as some of 

his verses.” 
“Do not speak lightly of him, sire. 

I was grateful to him; I honored him; 

I liked him.” 
. “You did not love him, Francoise?” 

“At least I did my duty toward 
him.” ' 

“Has that nuw's heart never yet | 
been touched by love, then?” l 
“Spare me, sire, I beg of you!” ! 

| “But I must ask, for my own peace | 
| hangs upon your answer.” 

“Your words pain me to the soul.” f 
“Have you never, I'rancoise, felt in 

{ your heart some little flicker of the | 
love which glows in mine?’ He rose 
| with his hands outstretched, a pleading | 

"monarch, but she, with half turned | 

head, still shrank away from him. 

“Be assured of one thing, sire,” said 

she, “that even if I loved you as no : 

| woman ever loved a man, yet T should 

| rather spring from that window on to 

the stone terraces beneath than ever 
! by word or sign confess as much to 
you.” 

“And why, Francoise?” i 

“You have wasted too much of your 

life and of your thoughts upon wom- 
an’s love. And now, sire, the years 

: steal on, and the day is coming when 

even you will be called upon to give 
an account of your actions and of the 
inncrmost thoughts of your heart. I 

would see you spend the time that is 

left to y¢a, sire, in building up the 
church, in showing a noble example 

to your subjects.” - 
The king sank back into his chair 

with a groan. “Forever the same,” | 

said he. “Why, you are worse than ! 
Father la Chaise and Bossuet.” 

. “Nay, nay,” said she gayly, with the 

quick tact in which she never failed. 
“I have wearied you when you have 

stooped to honor my little room with 

your presence. That is indeed ingrat- 

itude, and it were a just punishment 
if you were to leave me in solitude to- | 

morrow and so cut off all the light of | 
my day. And why have you not rid- ! 

den today, sire?” | 

“Pah! It brings me no pleasure. | 
There was a time when my blood was | 

stirred by the blare of the horn and the | 

rush of the hoofs, but now it is all 
wearisome to me.” 

“And hawking too?” 
“Yes; I shall hawk no more.” 
“But, sire, you must have amuse. 

ment.” 

“What is so dull as an amusement 

which has ceased to amuse? 1 know | 
not how it is. When I was but a lad, | 

and my mother and I were driven from | 
place to place, with the Fronde at war | 

with us and Paris in revolt, with our | 

throne and even our lives in danger, 

-all life seemed to be so bright, so new 

and so full of interest. Now that there 
is no shadow and that my voice is the 
first in I'rance, as I'rance’s is in Eu- 

rope, all is dull and lacking in flavor. 

' 

He bowed profoundly three times. 

| 

| 
' What use is it to have all pleasure be. 
fore me when it turns to wormwood 

when it is tasted?” 
“True pleasure, sire, lies rather in the 

inward life, the serene mind, the easy | 

conscience. And, then, as we grow ! 
older is it not natural that our winds 
should take a graver bent? We might ! 
well reproach ourselves if it were not ; 

80, for it would show. that we had not 
learned the lesson of life.” 
“It may be so, and yet it is sad and | 

weary when nothing amuses. Who is 

that knocking?” asked the king. ! 
“It is my companion,” said madame. : 

“What is it, mademoiselle?” 

“M. Corneille, to read to the king,” 
said the young lady, opening the door. 
“Ah, yes, sire; I know how foolish. is 

a woman's tongue, and so I have 

brought a wiser one than mine here to | 
charm you. M. Racine was to have 

come, but I hear that he has had a fall | 
trom his horse, and he sends his friend 
in his place, Shalt I admit him?” 
“Oh, as you like, madame, as you 

like,” said the king listlessly. At a: 
sign from Mlle. Neanon a little peaky | 

man with a shrewd, petulant face and 

tiny gray hair falling back over his 

shoulders entered the room. He bowed 
profoundly three times aud then seat- 

| asked timidly. 
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ed himself nervously on the very edge 

of the stool, from which the lady had 
removed her workbasket. 

“Shall it be a comedy, or a tragedy, 
or a burlesque pastoral?’ Corneille: 

“There is my ‘Pree 
i tended Astrologer.’ ” 

“Yes, that will do.” x 

Corneille commenced. to read his: 
comedy, while Mme. de Maintenon’s 

white and delicate gers picked 
among the. many colored silks which 
she was weaving into her tapestry. 

~ From time to time she glanced across, 
first at the clock and then at the king, 

who was leaning back, with his lace 
handkerchief thrown over his face. It 
was twenty minutes to 4 now, but she 
knew that she had put it back half an 

hour and that the true time was ten 

minutes past. 
“Tut, tut!” cried the king suddenly. 

“There is something amiss there. The 

second last line has a limp in it sure- , 

ly.” It was one of his foibles to pose 
| as a critic, and the ‘wise poet would 
! fall in with his corrections, however 
, unreasonable they might be. 

“Your majesty is perfectly right,” 

said Corneille unblushingly. “I shall 

mark the passage and see that it is 

corrected.” . He picked up his book 

again and was about to resume his 
| reading when the king said: 

“M. Corneille, I am obliged to you 
for what you have read, and I regret 

that I must now interrupt your com- 
edy. Some other day perhaps I may 

have the pleasure of hearing the rest 
of it.” He smiled in the gracious fash- 
jon which made all who came within 

his personal influence forget his faults 
and remember him only as the imper- 

sonation of dignity and of courtesy. 

The poet, with his book under his 

| arm, slipped out, while his majesty 

said to madame: 

“I see by your clock that it is & 

oMalock. I must go.” + 
“My clock, sire, is half an houe 

slow.” 
“Half an hour!” The king looked 

dismayed for an instaut and then ‘ 

gan to laugh. “Nay, in that case,”™ 
said he, “I had best remain where ¥ 

am, for it is too late to go, and I can 

say with a clear conscience that it was 
the clock’s fault rather than mine.” ; 

“I trust that it was nothing of very 
great importance, sire,” said the lady, 
with a logk of demure triumph in her 
eyes. 
“By no “means.” 

“No state affair?” : 

“No, no; it was only that it was the 

hour at which I had intended to rebuke 
. the conduct of a presumptuous person. 
But perhaps it is better as it is. My 

absence will in itself convey my mes-- 

. sage and in such a sort that I trust I 
| may never see that person’s face more 

at my court. But, ah, what is this?” 

The door had been flung open, and 
| Mme. de Montespan, beautiful and furis 
| ous, was standing before them, 

M 
CHAPTER VII. 

ME. DE MAINTENON was a 
woman who was always full 
of self restraint and of cool 
resource. With a frank smile 

of greeting she advanced with out- 

stretched hand. : 
“This is indeed a pleasure,” said she. 

But Mme. de Montespan was very, 

angry, so angry that she was evidently, 
' making strong efforts to keep hersel 
. within control and to avold breaking 
into a furious outburst. She disre- 
earded her rival's outstretched hand 

) 
(Continued on Fige Three.) 
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