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SYNOPSIS.
— 2
la Chesnayne, a belle of New
is forced iInto marriage with
re Casslon, henchmen of
La Barre, who Is plotting to
Ealle and his garrizson from the
fer Fort Bt. Louls, on the Illinois
¥, Adels had overheard the plotters
"she had inherited a great fortune
ber father and they had kept (it
. La Barre and Cassion learmsad
the girl's knowledge—thus the mar-
~@nd the hurrled departure of Cas-
B and a comupany for Fort St. Louls,
‘bride refuses to share sleeping
rie with her husband, Bhe has
one friend, young Rene 4a'Artigny,
Euld He 1a chary of helplng her
’,&- the girl’'s uncle, one of the par-
[3)8 ‘found murdered.” A flerce storm
iters and wrecks the boats, Adele is
gued by D'Artigny. They learn they
thought
‘s murder.

o

oneé another gullty of
Adele loves her res-

They hide from a search party and
i & new found friend, Barbeau,
il overland toward Fort St. Louls,

pro-
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_. Madame Cassion owes her life
ite D'Artigny. 8he is now in his
iBands. She loves him. She has
& high sense of honor and obli-
flen. Wil her conscience
orce her to go on to the fort,
where her husband Is, and tell
she thinks her real lover
¥ be a murderer—giving her
son for the belief? In this
_ liment the author gives a
vid portrayal of her dilemma
Mt the very time her life Is in
ve danger.
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CHAPTER XV—Continued.

adame Cassion, D'Artigny and
Pbeau are making their way in ca-
g and on foot to Fort St. Louls.

[ was but a girl in years, excitement
ks 6till to me a delight, and I had
feried to so many tales, romantle,
mderfol, of this wliderness fortress.
phed upon a rock, that my vivid
pination had weaved about it an
Bosphere of marvel, The beauty of
hvlew from its pallsades, the wast
peourse of Indlans encamped on the
jins below. and those men guarding |
safety—the falthful comrades of |
Halle - in explorations of the un-
m, De Tonty, Bolerondet, and all |
others, had long since become to
' mind the Inecarnation of romantie
pnture. Wilderness born, I could
rehend and appreclate thelr toiiﬂ|
f dangers, and my dreams centered |
"'Lt this great, lonely rock, on which |
By had established a home. But the |
I was not yet. Just below the con- ]
ence of the rivers there was a vil
of the Tamaroas, and the prow
our canoe touched the bank, while
Brilgny stepped ashore amid a
gle of low-growing bushes, that he
ght have speech with some of the
pre, and thus learn conditions at
fort. With his foot on the bank.
BtErned lnughing, and held out his
{ '. to me.
Oome, madame,” he sald, pleasant-
P yon have never seen n village of
~western tribes; It will inrerest
»

joined him gladly, my lmbs feel

awkward under me, from

aping In the boat, yet the climb
8 not difficult, and he beld back the
haghs fo give me ensy passage. Be- |
nd the fringe of brush there was an |
g5k space, but as we reached t‘-.:-_-_]|
th paused, stricken dumb by horror |
glght which met our view, The
pund before us was rewn witl
B, and mutllated bodles,

long

and was
ck with ashes where the tepees
i burned, and their coutents scat-
el broadeast,

ever before had 1
devastation, of relentless, g
elty and I gave utterance to & sud
p =ob, and shrank back against
Artigny’s arm, hiding my eyes with
hand. He stood and stared, mo
nless, breathing heavily,
ously gripping my arm.
Mon Dieun!” he burst forth, at Iast
Vhat meaneth this? Are the wolves
@aip loose In the valley?”

He drew me back, unthh we were
th concealed behind a fringe of
ves, his whole manner alert, every
tloct of the woodsman instantly
fakened.

"Remain here hidden,” he whis.
: “until 1 learn the truth: we

face grave perll below.”
He left me trembling and white-
yet 1 made no effort to re-
pain him.
fles gripped me, but I woull
e hlm know the terror which held
B eaptive. With utmest caution he
_ forth, and I lay in the shadow
I the eovert, watchlng his moyge.
. Body after body

dseek!nge

had

seen such view
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The horror of those dead |

“The Iroquols,” 1 echoed incredu-
lous, for that name wns the terror of
my childhood. “How ecame these sav-
aged so far to the westward?”

“Their war partles range to the
great river,” he answered. “We fol-
lowed their bloody trall when first we
came to this valley. It was to gain
protection from these ranlders that the
Algonguing gathered about the fort.
We fought the fiends twice, and drove
them back, yet now they are here
again. Come, Adele, we must return
to the cance, and consult with Bar-
beau. He has geen much of Indian
war.”

The canoe rode close In under the
bank, Barbeau holding it with grasp
on a great root. He must have read
in onr faces some message of alarm,
for he exclalmed before either of us
could speak:

“What I8 it—the Iroquois?’

“Yes; why dld you guess that?"

“I have seen slgns for an hour past
which made me fear this might be
true. That was why I held the boat
80 close to the bank. The village has
been attacked?"

“Ay, swerprised and massacred; the
ground is covered with the dead, and

longer In command. They are hers
to sweep the Erench out of this Il
nols country, and bave given no warn-
ing. They surprised the Indifn vil-
lages first, killled every Algonquin
they could find, and are now besleging
the Rock. And what have they to op-
pose them? More than they thought,
no doubt, for Cassion and De la Du-
ranfaye must have reached there safe-
Iy, yet at the best, the white defend-
ers will scarcely number fifty men,
and quarreling among themselves llke
mad dogs, There is but one thing for
us to do, Barbeau-~reach the fort.”

“Ay, but how? There will be death
now, hnunting us every foot of the
way."”

D’Artigny vurned his head, and his
eyes met mine questloningly. |

“There s a passage I know” he
said gravely, “below the south banks |
yonder, but there will be peril in it— |
peril to which I dread to expose the |
lady.” |

I stood erect, no longer paralyzed |
by fear, realizing my duty.

“Do not hesitate becnuse «f me,
monglenr,” 1 sald ecalmly. “French |
women have always doné their part,
and I shall not fall. Explaln to us
your plan.”

PTER XVI.

The Words of Love.

Hia eyes brightened, and his hand
sought mine.

“The spirit of the old days;
words of a soldler's daughter,
Barbeau?’

“A La Chesnayns could make no
other choice,” he answered loyally.
‘But we have no tlme to waste here |
in compliment. You know a safe pas-
gage, you say?”’

“Not a safe one, yet a trall which
may still remain open, for it is known
to but few. Let us aboard, and eross
to the opposite shore, where we will
hide the canoe, and make our way
through the forest. Once safely afoot |
vonder, 1T wlll make my purpose clear.”

A dozen strokes landed us on the
other bank, where the canoe was
dravwn up, and concealed among the
bushes, while we descended a slight |
declivity, and found ourselves In the
silence of a great wood. Here D'Ar-
tieny pans~l to make certaln his
gense of directlon.

CHA

the
hey,

The Ground Before Us Was Strewn
With Dead.

the tepees are burned. Madame I8
half crazed with the shock.” |

Barbeau took no heed, his eyes
scarce glancing at me, so eager was
he to learn detalls,

“The fiends were In force, then?”

“Thelr mocensin tracks were every-
where, [ could not be sure where
they entered the village, but they left
by way of the Fox. I counted on the
sand the imprint of ten eanoes.”

“Dieep and broad?”

“Ay, war boate; "tis llkely some of
themm wonld hold twenty warriors; the
here in force.”

It was all so still, so peaceful ahont
I felt dazed, incapable of com-
prehending aur great danger. The
river swept past, its waters murmur-

beasts are

us that

“T will go forward gslightly In ad-
vance,” he sald, at last, evidently hav-

| iIng determined upon his course.

“And we wlil move glowly, and as

nolselessly as possible. No one ever

| knows where the enemy are to be met

with in Indian eampalgn, and we are
wlithout arms, except for Barbeau's
gun."

“T retnin my pistol." I Interrupted.

“Of small value since its Immersion
in the lake; as to myself, I must trust |
to my knife. Madame, you will fol-
low me, but merely close enough to
make sure of your course through the
woods, while Barbeau will guard the |
rear. Are hoth raade?’ |

“Perhaps it might be well to explain
more clearly what you propose.” sald |
the soldiers “Then if we become sep- |
arated, we could figure out the proper
direction to follow.”

“Nof a bad thought. that. It is a
rough road ahead, beavily wooded,
and across broken land. My route is
almost directly west, except that we

{
e

INg

gently, and the wooded banks
and green. Not a sound
the and the horror 1
had just witnessed seemed almost a

were cool

nwoke echoes,
dream.

“Where are they now?' I questioned
“Have they gone back to
thelr own country?”
hope of that” answered

“or we would have met
with them before thls, or other signs
thelr passage., They are below,
either at the fort, or planning attack
op the Indian villages beyond. What
think you, Barbeau?"

“l1 hn 1ever been here,” he said

slowly, cannot tell what chance

the red devils might have against the
" white men at St. Louls. But they are
belew us on the rlver, no doubt of

that. and engaged in some hell act. I

know the Iroquois, and how they con-

duct war. "Twlill be well for us to
think it all out with care before we
venture farther, Come, D'Artig

tell me what youn know—is t
to be defended againgg
rajders ¥

“'Tis strong:

fuintly.

“Small
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IV Artigny,
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bear slightly south to keep well away
I!rnm the river. Three leagues will
| bring us to a swmall strenm which |
| empties Into the Illinois.
faint trall along Its eastern bank, |
which leads to the Rock, where it is
| posgible for one knowing the way to
attnin the palisades of the fort. If
we can attain this trall before dark
we can make the remalning dlstance
by mnight. Here, let me show you."
and he drew with a sharp stick a
hasty map on the ground, *“Now youn
understand; if we become separated,
keep  steadily westward untll you
redach a stream flowing porth."

In this order we took up the march,
and as I had nothing to bear except a
blanket, which I twisted about my
ghoulders, I found Iliitle difficulty in
following my lea’ga
derbrush wag
very b
sighs

gt

| D*Artigny.

r flercely.

you suything of Madian tepees acroas
the stream to the left?" -

“Below, there are wigwams there
just fn the edge of the grove. You
ecan gee the outlines from here; but
I make out no moving figuresa.”

“Deperted then; the cowards have
run away. They could not have been
attacked, or the tepees would have
been burned.”

“An Algonquin village?'

“Miamis, I had hoped we might
galn assistance there, but they have
either jolned the whites in the fort,
or are hiding in the woods. 'Tis evl-
dent we must save ourselves."

“And how far Is 1t?"

“To the fort? A league or two, and
a rough climb at the farther end
through the dark.” We will wait here
untll after dusk, eat such food as we
have withont fire, and rest up for.a
bit of venture. The next trip will
test us all, and madame I8 weary
enough already.”

“An hour will put me right.,”™ T said,
smiling at him, yet making no attempt

to rise. *“I have been In a boat so

long I have lost all sirength in my |

limbs."

“We feel that, all of us'” cheerlly,
“but come, Barbeau, unpack, and let
us have what cheer we can.” ,

I know mnot when food was ever
more welcome, although it was simple
enough to be sure—a bit of hard
cracker, and some jerked deer ment.
washed down by water from the
stream—yot hunger served to make |
these Wwelcome. The loneliness and
perll of our situation had tendency to
keep us silent, although D'Artigny en-
deavored to cheer me with kindly
gpeech, and gave Barbean careful de-
scription of the trail leading to the
fort gate, If aught happened to him,
we were to press on until we attained
ghelter. The way in which the words
were sald brought a lump Into my
throat. and before I knew the slgnifi-
cance of the action, my hand elasped
his. I felt the grip of his fingers, and |
saw his face turn toward me in the
fflusk. Barhesu got to his feet, gun
in hand, and stood shading his eyes.

“T would llke a closer view of that
village yonder,” he said. “and wlll go
down the bank a hundred yards or
go0,"

“rirwill do no harm” returned
gtill elasping my hand.
“There I8 time yet before we make
our veature."” .

He disappeared In the shadows,
leaving us alone, and I glanced aside
at D'Artigny's face, my heart beating

“You 4id not Hke to hear me speak
as 1 did?" he questloned quletly,

“No, I answered honestly, “the
thonght startled me. If—Iif anything
happened to you, I—I should be all
alone,”

He bent lower, still grasping my
fingers, and seeking to compel my eyes
to meet his.

“Adele,” he whispered, “why s It
neceasary for us to keep up this mas-
querade?”

| ever?

“What masquerade, monsieur?

“This pretense at mere friendship,”
he insisted, “when we could serve |
ench other better by a frank confes- |
slon of the truth. You love me—"

“Monsieur," and I tried to draw my |
hand away. *“I am the wife of Fran-
cols Cassion.”

“I eare nothing for that unholy al
lfance. You are his only by form.

There is a | §

yno wrong in the suggestion

st the UB-| ) Found Little Difficulty in Following

My Leader.

khnt that marrlage has
yer since we left

ew I dare norl

he wna
rossed
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years ago at that econvent in Quebee.
I dreamed of you In the wilderness, In
the canoe on the great river, and here
at 8t. Louis.- Never did voyageur go
eastward but I asked him to bring me
word from you, and each one bore
from me a message of greeting”

“I recelved none, monsleur."

“] know that; even Bleur de la 8alle
falled to learn your dwelling place.
Yet when he finally chose me as his
comrade on this last journey, while I
would have followed him gladly even
to death, the one hope which held me
to the hardshlps of the trall was the
chnnce thus glven of seeking you my-
self.

“You know the rest. ‘I have made
the whole journey; I have borne in-
sult, the charge of crime, merely that
1 might remain, and serve you. Why
do I say this? Because tonight—If

“You Make It a Trial Test.,"”

we gucceed in getting throongh the In-
dian lnes—I shall be ngaln among my
old ecomrades, and shall be no longer
a servaut to Francois Cassion. 1 shall
stand before him a man, an equal,
ready to prove myself with the
steel—"

“No, monsieur,” I burst forth, “that
must not be; for my sake you will not
quazrel!”

“For your sake?
me spare him?”

“Oh, why do you put it thus, mon-
sleur! It 1s so0 hard for me to ex-
plain. You say you love me, and—
and the words bring me joy. Ay. 1 con-
fess that, But do you not see that a
blow from your hand struck at Fran-
cois Cassion would separate us for-
Surely that is not the end yop
seek. 1 would not have you bear af-
front longer, yet no open guarre] will
serve to better our affairs,
no eclash of swords. Perhaps it can-
not be avolded, for Casslon may so
insuilt you when he sees us together
as to let his Insolence go bheyond re
straint. But I beg of you, monsieur,
to hold your hang, to restrain your
temper—for my sale.”

“You make it a trial, a test?™

“Yes—It 18 a {est. Dut. monesienr,
there {s more involved here than mere
happiness. You must be cleared of
the charge of cerime, and I must learn
the truth of what caosed my mar-
rlage. Withount these facts the future
can hold out no hope for either of us.
And there is only one way In which
this end ecan be accomplished—a con-
fession by Casslon. He alone knows
the entire story of the conspiracy, and
there s but one way In which he ean
be Induced to talk.”

‘“You mean the same method yon
proposed to me back on the Ottawa?”

I faced him frankly, my eyes meet-
ing his, no shade of hesitation in my
volee.

“Yes, monsieur, T mean that. You
refused me before, but 1 see no harm,
If the
men we fought were honorable 1
might hesltate—but they have shown
no sense of honor. They have made me
thelr victim, and I am fully justified in
turning thelr own weapons agalnst
them. I have never hesltated In my pur-
pose, and I shall not now. [ shall use
the weapons which God has put into
my hands to wring from him the bitter
truth—the weapons of A woman, love,
and jealousy. Monsicur, am I to fight
this fight alone?”

At first T thought he would not an-
swer me, althongh bis handgrip tight-
ened, and bis eyes looked down into
mine, as thongh he would read the
very secret of my heart.

“Perhaps I did pot understand be-
fore,” he eald at jast, “all that was
involved In your declslon. 1 must
know now the truth from your owun
lips before 1 pledge myself."”

“Aelk me what you please; 1 am not
too proud to answer."”

Y] think there must be back of this

fee of yours sgmething more vital
hate, more impelling than re-

You would have

monsiear.”
wi what?"”
und I feel no shame
ove you!

wart—"
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Certainly |

Is that |

“not now-— |

(Bl\: B. O. BELLERS, Acting Director of

the SBunday School Course of the Moody
Bible Institute, Chicago.)

(Copyright, 1916, Weatern Newspapar Unlon.)
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LESSON FOR SEPT. 3

PAUL, THE HERO,

LEBSON TEXT-II Cor, 11:21.12:10,

GOLDEN TEXT-—My grace is sufficlent
for thee; for my power ls made perfect
in wedkness —II Cor. 12:9.

This letter ralses interesting gques-
tions for research and discussion, such
as:

1. What is the difference between
( Paul's heroism and that of o soldler?
i2. Is war essentizl to the development

of herolsm? 8, Which courage 1s high-
| er, moral or physical?

{ LPaul, the Hero (11 :21-22). To a man
;ot i sensitive nature, eraving perfec-
tlon, sareasm stirs up the deepest bit-
terness of the soul. We do not believe
Paul primarily desired to refuse these
false charges—they were unworthy of
him—but the knowledge of his suffer-
ings for the cause of Christ and the
truth of the gospel would augment his
power to serve the church. For the
sake of those whom lie had reclaimed
| from heathenism he was willing to
|seem to be boasting, Liternlly he
says: “I speak by way of disparage-
ment (of myself) as though we had
been wenk,” yet he adds: "*Wherelnso-
| ever any is bold, I am bold also.” Paul
| had as much to boast of as any one
| of his Jewish opponents (v. 21), “Are
| they Hebrews? (Of the purest blood,
|of one nation and language?) So am

" Are they Isrnelites, worshiping

only one God? Are they of the seed of
{ Abraham, Inheritors of the ministry of

the promise and the Messianic hope
jand the kingdom of God? Are they
| ministers of the Messiah, seeking to
|hrm-,: all men into his kingdom? *“I
speak as a fool. 1 speak as one beside
ihimsnlf. I am more” In labors he
{ Was more abundant ; he had occupied
iu larger fleld with greater results, In
| stripes above measure—those Inflicted
| by the heathen were not limited to
| forty blows—besides other bentings re-
ferred to In this list. In prisons oft

(Acts 106:23). Frequently exposed to
{ death and to the perils of robbers by

Iand and sea (v, 24). “Flve times I
| recelved forty stripes, save one, from

the Jews" (v. 25). “Thrice was I

beaten with rods; once was 1 stoned"

| (Acts, 14:19). “Thrice I suffered ship-

i wreck,” evidently not recorded In Acts,

| for his shipwreck on the way to Rome
was later. *“A night end a day in the
|II|'{']'|," thils not otherwise recorded,
[“In journeyings often,” suffering from
| the perils of hard travel, often on foot
|In uncivilized reglons. “In perlls of
|wnt(-r literally “in rivers.” _DBridges
(were rare, and floods sudden and fre-
quent. “In perils of ymhbers.," Every
road in Asla Minor theén as now was
Infested with robbers. “In perils of
his own countrymen;"” “In perils by
the Gentiles;"” “In perils in the elty;"
“In perlls in the wllderness ;" “In per-
18 {n the sea" from storms, rocks, pi-
(tates; “In perils among false breth-
ren"—Judualsing teachers who were
| self-seeking Instead of making the gos-
| pel first (Gal. 2:4: I Cor.,, 11:18). “In
| weariness end paunfuiness literally in
|tabor and travall; “In watchings oft-
{em;"” repeated nights of sleeplessness
[due to anxiety or pain, “In hunger and
thirst, in fastings offen,” hunger un-
| satisfled for a long time. “In cold and
inakedness;” 1n the mountein passes
| badly shod and badly elothed. Besldes
{these things which were without, in-
numerable other trinls saoch as the
|care of or anxlety over the churches

{vv. 82, 88).
| 1l. God’s Sustaining Grace (12:1-10).
| To Paul God gave one of the greatest
| tnsks over committed to man, viz, the

planting of the gospel in heathen
lands; founding churches; teaching
| them the gogpel truthy of the Lord Je-
|sus. He wrote to these churches two-
| ifths of the New Testament, thirteen
!:'pl' its twenty-seven books, and this
iwork was accomplished under the
greatest difficulty, trigls and suffering.
| To sustain and guide, the Lord gave
him “visions and revelations" (v. 1).
These revelations canme to him from
| the very beginning of his Christian life
and continued in every great crisis,
The firet was given at his conversion,
twenty years before this letter was
written, when he saw Jesus in His
glory and received his marching or-
ders. Again (vv. 2-4), fourteen years
before, or about A. D, 43, when he was
in Antloch and first entered upon his
forelgn misslonary work. He obtained
his gospel directly from the Lord. Sub-
sequently he had other vislons to sus-
tain and guide him. X

Tenchers ought to study this entire
section, beginning at chapter 10.  Paul
says that as an apostle he did not la-
bor in the flelds of others (10:14-15).

He was not much concerned by what
his enemies might say.

As to hiz opinion of them, read
hapter 10, Ashamed to boast, yet for
| thelr sakes he meeis thelr foolish
charges by glving us this record.

Because of these sufferings (v. 10) he
tikes pleasufe in Infirmities, reproach-
es and persecotions: “For when I am
weak" (In my own strength) then I
am strong through Christ who

strengthens me.”
| He may be a fool In glorying, com-

pelled to as he had been, yet his work

| had been accompanied by the signs of
an apostle, and he was not to be be
hind the very chiefert, although hit-
gelf he was nothing.




