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1heard Dominigne walk from wall o window ; sometimes
+he sat down. Uutaide sll sounds at last cemsed, the troops
ware saleen.

Francoise o the window softly and leaned out.  The
night was serena.  The moon, -ening behind the woods of
Sanval, flooded the field which the shadows of the poplars
barred with black. Buot Francoise thonght not of the mys-
terious charm of the night She etudied the coantry ;

-looked to see where the sentinels were posted. {(Jne only
was in front of the mill She could distingmish him per-
foctly, & t fallow, immovable, with his face tumed ap-
ward, with the dreamy air of & shepherd.

When she had inspected the place carefnlly, she sat down

- again on her bed. She aat there an hoor absorbed in her
thonghte She listened again, not & breath disturbed the
house. She roturned to the window and looked ont. The
moon was down and the night dark ; she could no longer
see the face of the sentinel ; the field was as black as ink.
She listened a moment, then climbed out of the window.

- An iron ladder, its bara Gxed in the wall, ran from the wheel
to the garret. A long time disused it was overgrown with
moss and ivy.

Francoise travely seized one of the bam, anl swong her-
self over; she began to descend; her skirt embarrassed
her ; & stone broken loose fell with & splash into the Moselle
below. She stopped, frozen with terror ; then she refected
that the noise would cover her descent ; mhe boldly pnshed
on, tearing away the ivy with her feet to uncover the runps.
When she reached Dominigne's window a new danger
awaited her. It was not directly beneath her own ; she put

- out her hand and felt—only a wall. Mnstshe then go back
and rencance her project. Her armas were tired and the
sound of the Moselle below made her dizzy. She picked off
& bit of plaster and threw it in at Domininue's window.
He did not hear ; perhnpa he alept ; she tore her fingers in

- detaching a bit of stone ; ahe was at the end of her strength;
she felt herself ialling when Dominique softly raised the
window,

It ig I, she murmnred. * Take me nickly ; T fall.*

. He bent unt, eaoght her, and lif ber 1oto the room.
She began to ery, but stifled her tears lest romne one might

-hear her. Then, by a supreme effort she calmed herself.

* You are guarded *' she asked in a low voice.

Daominique, still stupefied at seeing her, pointed to the
donr.  Untsile the sentinel had fallen aslesp, leaning
against the door.

' You must fly,’ she said quickly; *I have come to beg
Fou to fly and to say sdiea,’

He did not appear 1o hear her, bat repeated :

‘1t is yoa ; it is you; oh, how yon frightened me. You
might have killed yourself.”

e took her hands and kissed them,

‘How I lave you, Francoise, yon are as courageons ns yon
are good. 1 had obly one fear, that I wounld die without
seeiog you. Bat you are here, and now they may kill me.’

He had drawn her toward him, ard her head rested on his
shoalder. Danger bronght them nearer together.

‘Ah," said Dominigque in a caressing voice, * thia is the
day of Saint Louis, our marriage day. Nothing has been
able to separate ns; we bave been faithful to the rendlez-

-roxs. Have we not, dear? This is our weddiog day.”

‘ Yes, yes,’ she repeated ; * our wedding day.’

They exchanged a long, lingering kisa

Suddenly she freed herseif ; che terrible reality rose ba-
fore her.

*You must fly, you must ty,
minuate.’

He held out his arms to beg her to return to them.

‘U, I pray you,’ she said, *listen to me. Ino an heur it
will be daybreak. If you die I will die. You niust go at

ance.’

Hapidly she explained her plan., The ladder descended
ta the wheel ; by means of the paddles he coald reach the
be eaay then to gain tbe other side of the

We most oot lose a

boat. It woul
river and escape. &

“ But the sentinels *'

* There is but one at the foot of the first wiliow.”

* If he sees me, if he gives the alarm ¥

Francoise shuddered ; she put in his hand a kaife she had
brought with her. "

* And your father and you?' he asked. * No, I wili cos
go.  If [ o they wiIl,I)erhnps, kill you, Youn donot know.
They will spare me if I will guide them through the forest
of Sauval. [f they lind me gone Lhey are capable of any-
thing.’

The young girl would not stop to argue. To all thia she
only said :

‘¥‘or love of me, By, II you love me, Iominigue, do not
stay anorher minute in this place,’

She promised ta climb back to her room ; she gave him
another passionate embrace. And be yielded, bot asked
-one fuestion more. .

‘Swear to me that your father khows this and bids me
.go. N

* My father sent me,’ said Francoise, without hesitation.

She had bat one esire, to assure herself ot his safety.

* Very well,' said Dominique, *I will do as you wisk.”

They spoke no more. Liominijue opened the window.
Then a sound at the door froze them. They believed their
voices overheard. They cluog to one another, expectant,
in terrible anguish. Thoe door ereaked, but did not open.
They heard a sigh, and the long breathing of the soldier
asleep across the threshold,

Dominigue insisted on Francoise firat remoanting to her

roorn.  They bade one another & mute adieu; them he
helped her on to the ladder. When she had gaied har
ro0o, in & voica light a3 a zephyr, she breathed down, * Ax

revair. I love you.'

3he leaned out, tryiog ta follow Dominique with her
eyes, She looked for the sentinel, but could mot see him.
An instant, and she heard the movement of Dominique's
body amung the vines, Then the wheel cracked, and a
light sound announced that he had found the boat. She
Baw its black outline againat the grey Moselle. A terrible
anguish seized her: ahe thought she beard the alarm of the
seatinel ; the least noise seemed like the swift stepa of the
scotinel.  Sonie seconds passed ; the eountry layin peace.
Donnmlun ought to be across. Fraocoise saw nothing
ruare.  ''he silence was profuand. Then Francuise heard =
hoarse ery, and the dull thud of & body. Tha silence be-
-came deeper: then, aa if she bad felt death passin;:, sbe re-
nisined fruzen and moticaless iz the face of the night.

At daybreak the miller sought Francoise's chamber and
opened the door. Hhe earne down into the conit pale and
calm.  But ahe could not repress m shudder when she

:::l:.h! buly of & Prossian soldier Jying under & xtained

Arcund the body moldiers cried and gpesticulated full of
fury. The otficer ealled for Merlier as mayor of the com-
mnne.

* %ee,' sail he, stifling with anger, ' one of oor men loand
nssassinated by the river. I shall make an axample of this,
and [ call upon you to belp us to discover the murderer.’

“An you will,’ Answerad the miller, * bt it will not be

cany.’

‘tha officer turned down s corner of the cloak which
covered the body. The sentinel had his throat cot and the
kuoife remained in the wound. It was a black-bandled
kitchen kuife.

* Look at that knife and then help ua in the search.’

The old man started, but recoversd himself and answered
withont maving & muoscle :

* Everybody has knives like that in cur coontry. Per-
hapa the man was tired of fighting and ended the matter
himself.”

¢ Silence !I" maid the ofticer angrily.
keepa me from setting tire to the tour corners of this
village.®

Hia anger prevented bis noticing the change in Francoise’s
face. She could not keep her eyea from the corpse stretched
almoat at her feet. lHe was a big fellow, whe locked like
Dominique with hia blue eyes and fair hair. This re-
semblance pierced her heart. Perhaps afar in Germany
some loving one would weep, She recogmized the knife,
She had killed him. :

When they discovered Dominique's flight there was tar-
ribie tomult. The ofticer went into the room, examined
the window, mnd returned farigns,

Father Merlier even was annoyed at Dominique's Hight

* The fnolish boy, he will ruin everythiog.’

Francoise heardyhim with angnish, He did not suspect
her complicity.

* The scoundrel ! the scoundrel I' said the officer, ‘ but we
will find him, and the village shall pay for it. Do you
kuow where he is ¥ 10 the miller.

Merlier langhed silent]y, and pointed to the extent of the
wood. ‘ How can you find & man there ?' he said.

*1Jh, he has haunts that yoz know,
men. Youn shall guide thetw.”

¢ It would take eight ilays to beat those woods.’

The calmness of the old man euraged the ofticer. At this
moment he saw Francoise, pale and trembling. The anxious
attitude of the young girl struek him. He was silent—look-
ing from ber to the old man.

“Is this man the lover of your daughter? he asked
bratally.

Merlier became livid. He drew himself up, but did not
answer. Francoise took his face between her hands.

‘I see,’ said the officer, ‘your girl bas helped him to
escape. You are her accomplice. Unee more, will you give
bim up ¥

The miller did not answer. He looked away indifferently,
as if he had not been addressed. The officer was overcome
with anger.

“Very well. You shall be shot in his place.”

Again he pave orders for the Hie of soldiers.

Merlier shrugged bis sloulders phlegmatically : all this
drara seemed in donbtiul taste, He Jid not believe that
men were altot 30 easily. When the soldiem had come he
said gravely :

* Then this ia serious. Very well, if it must be, I as well
as anoiher.”

Francoise sprang up wildly supplicating :

I will give you ten

' Pity, moasienr, pity. Do not harm my father, Kill me
in his place. I alone am to blame,’
‘ Be silent, muy child,’ saaid the old man. *Why do you

aay what in not true. She spent the night in her chamber,
monsieuar, I assure you.”

* No, I speak the troth,” she replied, *1 climbed down to
hia window, 1 made him go. gn ts the truth, the omly
truth.’

The old man grew pale. He saw that it was true, this
astonnding story. Ah, these children with their hearts,
they spoil everything.

* She ia beside herself, vhe does not know what ahe says.
Let us end this.’

She still protested, threw herself on Lier knees, and clasped
her hands, .

The ofticer listened.

* My God ! finish this. [take your father, because I have
not the other. Find him and your father ahall be free.’

¢ Horribie, horrible ! where can I find Dominique at this
hour? Heis Eone, 1 know no more.’

‘ Choosa. He or your father.’

“ith, tuy God! How can 1 choose!
Dominifue was, how coold I choose?
l.et me die, the sooner the bettar.
kill me.’

The officer became impatieat.

*Enough. I do not desire to be crnel, ] will give yoa
two bouars. If in twa hours your lover is not here your
father ahnll pay for him.’

Merlier was led into Doniipifue's prison, His face
showed no emoticn. Hut when he was alone two great
geu;; rolled dewn hie cheeks. His poor ehild, how she sof-

ered !

Francoise stood in the middle of the conrt.  The soldiers
passed her with pleasnntries she could not understand.

She had two hoara.  This phrase rang in her head.
Where to go, what to do?! Mechanically she weat toward
the river and erossed it on the big rocks.” Nhesaw a spot of
blood on_the shure aond turned pale. She followed the
traces of Dominigne in the disturbed grasses, that led across
the meadow into the wood, There they ended. She threw
harself into the wood ; ahe sat dowo a moment. How long
had she been gone, five minntes, & half-hour? She Bprang
to ber feet. FPerhapa Dominique was hid in » dell where
they had gathered nuts together, A lark Hew by uttering
its awest sad note. VPerhaps he had taken refuge ir the
rocks. She sought him there ; the desire to find him took
posseasion of her ; she would ¢limb & tree and lovk. She
sought for one, calling his name every few ateps.  Unly tha
cuckoos anawured her. {)oce she thought she saw him, she
atoppei.  No, ahe could not take him beck to be shut.
She would not teil him.  She wounld beg him to go on, ta
save himsell. Then she thought of her father, and what
awgited him. Sle fell on the wrf erying out :

*My God ! my God ! why am I here !

Frantically !ﬁ soupht to tly from the ferest. Three
times when she belisved she hind found the mill she came
ont on the prairie. At last she saw the village mud stoppel.
Haow could she go back alvne?

She stood & monieat ; & voice called aweetly, ¢ Francoive,
Fraocoise.’

If T knew where
My heart will break.
Kill me I beg of yon,

* ] don't know what

¥he saw Dowiniyue lifting his head out of & ditch.

She had found hin. Heaven then wisked hia death. She
eried out, and fell in the diich.

* Yoo want me ¥’

*Yes,' she sanswered, nut knowing what she said.

*What has happened ¥

Her eyea fell, she murmuared :

* Nothing, nothing. 1 was restlesa.
ou.’

When she was uiet he explainad that he was not going
away lest the Prussians be revenged om them. All would
be well, aad, he added, laughing ;

'Uar wedding will be & week iater, that is all,”

Ther, as she remained bewildered, he became grave.

! You Are concealing sumething.’

*No, I uwear it, [ ran away to come here.”

He embraced ber and told her it was improdeat for them
1o remain longer there.  He must go into the forest,  She
held hin shuddering.

“Listen. You had better stay here ; no one seeks you.
Fear nothing.'

! Francoise, you conceal something,' he repeated.

Apgain ahe denied it, only she wanted to be near him;
she evaded him, she appeared a0 atrange, that now he re-
fused to leave her, otherwise he would seek the French
troopa ; he had seen sonie on the other side ot Saaval.

' Ah, they come, they will soon be hers,’ she murmured
earerly.

The clock of Hocreuse sonnded eleven. The strokes were
clear, distinct, She was terrified. It was two hours since
she bad left the mill.

‘Listen. If we have need of you I will wave a handker-
chief from my window,’

She ran and left him.  Dlomininue, uneasy, walked alony
the border of the ditch toward the mill,

As she rar toward Hocreuse Francoise met ac old bey-
gar, Bootemps, who konew the country thoronghly, He

rreetad her, he had just seen the miller in the baods of the
‘rossians ; Le made the sign of the cross and passed on.

‘The two hours are up,'said the ofticer when Francoie
appeared.

Maerlier was there, on a bench, still smoking. Agrin the
young girl begged and wept on her kuees; she wanted to
gain time in the hope that the French would arrive. As
she implored, she thought she ¢ould hear the tramp of the
soldiers. Ui ! if they would but come and deliver them !

' Hut one hour, coe hour more, grant me but one hour ¥

The otticer was immovable. He ordered two men 1o take
her out, that the execution might proceed guietly. A
frightful struggle rent her heart. She could not kil he:
father. No, she would ilis instead with Dominique; she
started to her chamber—anil at that moneat Dominigque
entered the door.

The otticer and soldiers yave & cry of triumph.

But as if ooly Franceise was there, he went toward her
gravely.

* This was not well, Why did you not bring me baclk ?
It was left for Father Bontemps to teli me, Here I am.’

Thae Prussians whut Domioiyue up without sayiog what
fate was in store for himn, Francoise, overwhelined with
anguish, remained in the court, despite the wishes of her
father. She expezted the French. But the hours ran by,
and night was coming on.

At length the Prussians made preparations for departure.
The officer, Bt the evening before, entered Dominique's
room. Francoise knew that his fate was decided. Nhe
clasped her bands and prayed. Her father at her side kept
the sileat, rigid attitude of an old peasant who knows he
cannot struggle againnt fate.

*Uh, my God, my God !' mnrmured Francoiee, © thay wilk
kill kim.* .

The miller drew her toward him and took her on his
knees like a child.

I'he otticer eame out; behind him two men led Dowi-
ninne,

* Never, never,’ said he ; * T am ready to die.’

‘ Retlect,” said the officer, “thiy service you reiuse me
another will give. T otfer you your life. I am generous.
Loide e through the wood to Muntredon.'

Duminigue did not anawer.

* Why are you 30 obatinate

* Kill me. Let us tinish this,” he repliad.

Francoise, with clasped hands, besoaght him. She
would have agreed even to dishonour. Merlier tok lrer
hands so that the Prussians should not see her wild zea-
tures.

* He is right,’ murmured he. * Death ia better,

Tue file of soldiers way there ; the officer waited for some
sign of weakpeas on Dominiquae's part. All were silent,
Afar were heard violent strokes of thunder ; & dull heat
uppressed them. 1In the wiidet of this silence was a cry

*The French ! the French !'

f1n the road e Sauval, along the edice of the wood, could
be seen a line of red pantalovns.  All was confosiva in the
mill.  The I'russians ran here and there with guttarsl ex-
clamations,

‘ The French ! the Frencl ! cried Francoise, clappin: her
hands.

She was like oze demented. =he broke from her fathiec's
arms, and ran about laughing and waving her atms.  ‘Tney
Y!'uuld come, they would cone im time. Dominigue woald

ive.

The sound of firing startled ber like a thunder-clap.
turoed. The otticer said :

¢ Firet, let us finish this aftair.”
With hia uwe hanpd he pres~ed Domipiue agaivcst the
wall of the atable and gave the vrder to tire.

Ther Francoire saw T'ominique, his breast pisrced by a
dozen balls

I wanted to aee

she

She did not weep ; she stoxl dazed, her eyes fixed un the
stahle : occasivnally she made & wondering, childlike move-
ment of the hand., The I'rossiana had seizel the miller as s
hoatage.

It was o ine fizlit.  Tlhe ollicer conld not retreat ; e niast
sell his life a+ dearly as possible. It was the russinng who
now defended the mill aad the French wha now attackeid it.
For a hiali-Lour the fusilade continued.

‘The French posted a battery in the diteh below, that el
cancealed 1dominique. The straggle pow would not be
luag.

Ah, the poor mill, the balls pierced jt throngh and
through 'ljhc ivy torn frung the crumbliog walls hang like
caterpilisrs.  The Muselle carried away the chaniber of
Francuine ; it wan torn vpen expusing the hed with its white
virtaioy, Buddenly the oll wheel received twoe balls snd



