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Mother ! For hi thy



771



ost



love of thee it



ho7iored



7ia77ie



was begun;



to-day



"'tis



must



do7ie.



A7id though



all earthly cares



/« that fair



la7id of everlasting peace,



Love aye



is one,



a7id they "mho love are 07ie;



Ti77ie ca7tnot e7id



And



cease



what God iit Time



thou wilt joy



To k7iow thy child



e'e7t



begu7t;



in thitte e7tdlcss resty



obeys thy last behest.
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A NAMELESS NOBLEMAN.



CHAPTER LOUIS



I.



THE GRAND, AND LOUIS THE



THE Montespande Vannes is



in great beauty to-night," said



the Marquis



to the



the two stood waiting with



blais, as



LTITLE.



Comte de Cha-



all



the rest of the



world for the entrance of the royal party.



It



was the



grand gallery of Versailles where they stood; and



from the



lofty ceiling the



by LeBrun looked down



grim warriors depicted there in surly admiration



beauties of the world, so



French court during the Louis XIV. j for Anne of



upon the



notably assembled at the first



half of the



reign of



Austria, always a Spaniard,



loved to see herself surrounded by the dark eyes and to hear the lisping accents of her native land



she



fail



in the



;



nor did



to encourage her poor, timid daughter-in>law



same



said to have



tastes, if, indeed, Maria Th^r^sa can be had any thing so decisive as a taste, ex-



cept in the direction of chocolate.



Differing subtly



from the Spaniards, and yet resembling them in racemarks,



came a troop of



Italy's fairest



and best-bom,



A NAMELESS NOBLEMAN.



2



following the Mancinis



and Martinozzis,



tune and preferment from Mazarin.



doomed Henrietta bevy of



their



for-



whose blonde



loveliness con-



mutual advantage, with the brown



beauties of Spain, Italy,



refinement that of



appeared



hoping



of England was the magnet of a



fair aristocrats,



trasted, to



all



Poor, charming,



the



at the court



and France, and surpassed in Germans who had already



of France, heralding, perhaps,



the advent of their queer countr^^voman, the second



But we return to the two galmean personages at court, who



Duchess of Orleans. lants,



themselves no



stood discussing the scene with the gay cynicism of their age.



" In beauty, yes," replied



De



Chablais, glancing



across the galleiy at the Marquise de Montespan,



stood surrounded by



flatterers,



mies, every thing but friends as the cat still



who



:



rivals,



who



imitators, ene-



" she looks as content



has just lapped up the cream, and



singing jubilate



over the



fall



of poor dear



is



La



VaUi^re."



"Don't be uncharitable, mon cher" repHed De Vannes maliciously. "Madame de Montespan was the friend of the Duchess de la Vallie^e, and proved it by dragging an earthly crown from between her hands and giving her an heavenly one instead. No doubt Sister Louise de la Mis^ricorde feels deeply grateful."



" Oh, of course



!



especially as this devoted friend



prevents any danger of a lapse from grace by herself



monopohzing the peril formerly shared by both." " While the widow Scarron meekly offers herself as



a
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of pious peace set in the very whirlpool of



these contending passions."



Monsieur de Chablais turned, and looked keenly his friend,



then breathlessly asked,



"What do you



say,



of a gouvernante



will



—



De Vannes?



Surely this prude



not presume to supersede hcT



mistress, as her mistress did her friend



" If by mistress you



my



friend,



beg



I



is



and equal



!



mean Madame de Montespan,



Madame de



contradict you.



to



Maintenon, as we are



at



now



the governess, not of



to style the



Madame de



widow Scarron,



Montespan's



chil-



dren, but of the king's."



" A distinction,



ence?" " The



but where



;



difference of serving a master or



" I perceive t



I perceive



;



but allow



me



to observe



us bon-mof, since that master



is



possesses sharp ears, keen eyes,



the differ-



is



—a



mistress."



it is



a danger-



and and remarkably long also our master,



arms." "All which



he



the



is



will presently exercise



more



careful,



upon



that



themselves, unless



handsome youth



devoting himself so frankly to the fair marquise." " I see. He seems about to devour her bodily, and she conquers in his behalf that timid and shrinking reserve



Who



is



we all he?"



recognize as her distinctive



charm.



" Son of that poor old Count de Montamaud, I believe."



"What, the extant?" " Oh, yes



!



courtier of



and



is



King Clovis?



Is



he



still



forever in the king's path, asking
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him to make



boy generalissimo of the French



this



army."



"Is that



The young fellow is making out a advancement for himself, if he plays his



all?



better road to



cards well."



" If the king surprises him making eyes at madame,



he



against



advanced with a vengeance,



be



likely to



is



advanced to the



front ranks of the next forlorn-hope,



some Dutch



city



with an unpronounceable



name." " Gentlemen, gentlemen



!



the



king



!



"



announced



an usher passing in front of the speakers, who immediately



fell



back into the formal



courtiers about to



moment appearing



arch, at this



thrown open



line



adopted by the



be passed in review by the monapproach.



at his



in the folding-doors



A



slight



adulation and delight replaced the busy versation in the



grande galerie, a



first



rays of



of con-



sort of courtly para-



phrase of the song issuing from the as the



murmur of



hum



lips



of



Memnon



morning sunlight touched them



and then Louis, followed by several members of the



down the hall, pausing at now one and then anothand glittering ranks of courtiers, who



royal family, passed slowly



almost every step to address er of the rustling



bent before his look as a parterre of tulips ben: Is before the west wind.



" Did ycu mark the glance his Majesty shot at the Montespan and her new breloque?" murmured De Vannes to De Chablais without turning his head. " I would not be in the shoes of that captain of cavalry 'or something, unless the marquise puts him in h.er



pocket before his



JNIajesty



reaches that spot."



THE GRAND AND THE LITTLE



"My



%



Barbary horse against your Damascus sword



that she



don't,



and



ished, imprisoned, or



that



Montarnaud



will if



is



either ban-



punished in some manner."



" Done, although I shall lose



"You



LOUIS.



he does."



my



And



sword."



as the king's sonorous



and measured accents drew nearer, the courtiers be* came mute and expectant. It was in fact true, that the Grande Monarque, who, like all potent rulers, had microscopic as well as telescopic powers of vision, had, upon his first entrance into the hall, singled his favorite



from among the



glit-



and at once perceived that she was carrying on one of those audacious and sudden flirtations which some women toss off as others do a glass of champagne, or a full inhalation of volatile salts, a brief exhilaration and stimulus, only fitting them for more serious and systematic efforts in some other tering throng,



—



direction.



Already the stimulus told ; for never had Madame de Montespan looked more magnificently handsome than to-night, with her great liancy, her



dark eyes overflowing with



cheeks and



lips



bril-



burning with color, her



wonderful hands and arms showing like those of a statue against the garnet-colored velvet of her robe,



her shoulders and bust rising invincible from a sea-foam



border of priceless lace.



Arms and bosom and head woman loved so much



glittered with the jewels this



and which her royal upon her with such princely munificence that she boasted of owning a richer collection than any queen could claim as private property. To better than she did soul or honor,



V)ver lavished
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be sure, they were not the



bill



all



paid for in that reign



;



but



was brought in to Louis XVI. about a cen-



tury later,



and



he,



poor scapegoat, settled



for



all.



Yes, the Montespan was in great beauty to-night



and so evidently thought the handsome young man the uniform of a captain of cavalry,



who



in



stood besidf



devouring her with his bold black eyes, and bendmore confidentially than deferentially to catch the words murmured for his ear alone. At the entrance of the king he drew himself up, and made a movement of adieu but the marquise, not appearing to her,



ing



:



notice the gesture, continued the conversation in a yet



more



familiar tone



j



and the Vicomte de Montamaud,



bred in the school of reckless gallantry, whether of love or war, so popular in that day, followed her lead



without further hesitation or comment, so that in point



man



of fact a more patient and humble



Dieu-donn^ might have slight to himself



felt



a



little



than Louis



annoyed



at the



involved in this absorbing interest in



another, displayed by his haughty mistress.



A



slight



upon the Olympian brow and the courteous phrases scattered hither and thither among the expectant crowd by the '' lips of fate," as some people called the royal mouth, grew scanter and more mechanical, so that several courtiers, not sure of favor, skilfully contrived to melt away behind their but ominous frown gathered



-.ompanions, preferring not iheir



royal



when



in



an



to risk



the compliments



master was quite capable of bestowing ill



humor.



Suddenly the king's eyes lightened wrathfully, and yet unaccountably; for the figure



upon which Ihey



THE GRAND AND THE LITTLE rested was as harmless an



LOUIS.
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one as could be imagined,



Comte de Montamaud had been longer at court by many years than Louis himself. An old man, wigged, painted, padded, and



surely a very familiar one, for the



—



decrepit, and courtly, a man whose face nature had made handsome and noble, and seventy years of court life had rendered insignificant, crafty, and cringing. As he perceived that the king would address him, the wizened face lighted with servile joy, and the poor old back bent in a bow so profound that one



knew not whether



to fear the vertebrae should



become



dislocated or the peruke tumble off; misfortunes about equal, since displeasure.



one meant death, and the other the royal Before either danger was



—



fully



overpast



and haughtily "Monsieur de Montamaud, you asked permission some time since to marry your eldest son to Mademoi-



ihe king spoke coldly



:



de Rochenbois, your ward." " I had thought of it, your Majesty



selle



;



but,



when your



Majesty deigned to remark that you did not officers to



marry too young,



" I withdraw riage.



of



my



may if



my



Nay, more



:



I



rehnquished "



opposition, as



your



and permit the mar-



you have been a



faithful servant



august father as well as of myself, the maniage



take place in the royal chapel



some



bride,



like



—



;



and we



shall



see



position about the court can be found for the



who



will



remain here while the vicomte returns



dmy. Where is she now? " " At the Chateau de Montamaud, your Majesty."



lo his



" In Provence,



I believe."



"Yes, your Majesty, near Marseilles."
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" Ah, near Marseilles



Monsieur



there,



And what family have yon You are a widower, I



!



Comte?



le



believe.'



" Since fifteen years, your Majesty. sists,



besides



my



My



family con-



ward, of only two sons."



"Two? where is the other? "Oh! your Majesty, he is twenty years old, and



still



I



never heard of him.**



but a boy yet, hardly



with his tutor.



He



property from his mother, and with



a



little



of



Baron de " "But where is he,



—



le



Marseilles, with



I



ask?



it



inherits



th^



'itle



At Montamaud, near



Mademoiselle de Rochenbois?"



"Yes, your Majesty," replied the poor old courtier,



which at first had overwhelmed him with delight, was assuming a tone of menace and aggression any thing but indicative of royal favor to the house of Montamaud. Nor feeling that the prolonged conversation,



was the king's parting speech calculated to assuage the cruel forebodings of the old man's heart



;



a very pronounced sneer upon his Austrian



lips,



passed on, saying, " Really, Monsieur de



are a



of resource.



Since



yoi* elder son to in



this



it



Montamaud, you



for, \vith



Louis



man



was not permitted to marry



wealthy ward, you shut her up



a country-house with the younger one, tmsting to



the chapter of accidents for a marriage, public or pri-



should be time to prevent



vate,



before



shall,



however, expect to receive



esse de



there



Montamaud,



Madame



la



it.



I



Vicom-



nee de Rochenbois, within the



month."



"Your Majesty



shall



be obeyed," stammered the



THE GRAND AND THE LITTLE count, trembling



upon



his



infirm



legs



LOUIS. as



9



the chill



breath of the royal displeasure swept over his head, the



like



first



tulips, to



frost



of autumn over the parterre of



which but now we likened the ranks of



courtiers.



Passing on, the king reached the station of the



marquise and her coterie; and while graciously ac-



knowledging her careless erences of former,



—



salute,



her companions,



and the profound



rev-



he gayly said to the



"Madame, by



the pleased expression upon this young gentleman's face, I suspect that you are congratulating him upon his approaching marriage and the already renowned beauty of his bride." A slight and angry color rose to the haughty beauty's brow ; and turning her eyes upon the startled, almost alarmed, face of the young man, she coldly



—



said,



"Monsieur had not informed me of his happiness." " His Majesty is pleased to jest. I am not so unfortunate as to be in bondage as yet," stammered the captain of cavalry, divided between the impossibility



of contradicting the king or of speaking to any one else in his presence,



and the desire



to retain his place



in the favor of the imperious beauty, to just



vowed



whom



he had



to carry her colors triumphantly through



the next battle in which he should be called to en-



gage,



and of whom he had begged and obtained



per-



mission to present himself at her apartments the next uay, to



and there receive from her own hands the



be thus borne.



And



scarf



although neither the social nof
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the moral code of those days, nor above all the co le Montespan, objected to the devotion of anybody's husband to anybody else's wife, it was



nevertheless, aa



both the marquise and her admirer felt, a Htde out' of taste that a man should in the same breath ask permission of the king to marry a charming young girl, and of the king's mistress to carry her colors through the wars.



Louis glanced from the one face to the other, and took a pinch of snuff with uncommon zest.



"The good news



is



nevertheless



true,



monsieur,"



said he, in his



most debonnaire and gracious tone. "'l love to reward the good soldiers who win so many laurels for me and, as ; monsieur your father tells me your heart is set upon this marriage, I have consented not only that but that



it



shall take place in the royal



Madame de Montarnaud



chape/



shaU be entertained



at court



during your absence in the approaching camHolland. The nuptials may be, I fear, a Httle humed; but you shall have permission to fly to Mont paign



m



amaud at the earliest possible hour to-morrow." The king passed on Madame de Montespar ;



a yawn,



stifled



and turned her back upon the young man who with a brow as black as night made bis way to ine lower end of the hall, where his father awaited him rith a pale and frightened face.



PROVENCE ROSES,



CHAPTER



II



IL



PROVENCE ROSES.



rwas



a garden deep in the heart of Provence, the intoxicating, fau", Provence



Provence the



Provence of the Provengals, neighbor of Languedoc



and Dauphiny ; that region redolent of the traditions of poet and troubadour, of the court of Love and Beauty, of Blondel and his Hon-master, of the dear, proUx, impossible, inconsequent •romances that drove Don Quixote mad, but whose flavor, hke a drop of has been found more modern works of



attar,



sufficient to



perfume half the



fiction



was a garden innocent of the chilling and formal coming into vogue in France under the auspices of Le Notre, the impress of whose style is It



science just



still



to



be seen, not only in the gardens of



but



all



over France, and even England



very



much summer



;



Versailles,



a garden



left



to Nature, who, sweet prodigal, in this her



beloved



together in this



had pleased



land, little



herself



by heaping



hidden nook a wealth of color



and perfume, of riotous bloom, of glowing sunlight and



alluring shadow, of food for every sensuous ca-



pacity of eye



and



ear,



and



that subtlest of senses, the



sense of smell, enough in this on 2 garden to gild



all



Switzerland with a charm her grandeur has never



at-



tained.
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The



place was old and irregular, and succeeding



Montamauds had left the impress of now a dense mass of evergreen forming a background to a great clump of gorgeous bloom now generations of



their taste in



;



a fountain, again an arbor, a winding labyrinth leading to a hidden nook of shaded and perfumed rest ; again a broad, glowing expanse of massed flowers, geranium, salvia, calceolaria, is



hydrangea, dahlias, every thing that



and imperious of color and form, all the thick yellow sunshine that seemed



positive



ing in



welterto sink



open pore like wine into the lips of a thirsty man ; around these lay borders of pansy and mignonette, and all that is fragrant and unobtrusive, and ready to lend perfume to the beauty of their soulless neighbors ; and anon broad ribbons of tulip-beds, and treland jasmine and scarlet lises where passion-flower



into every



cypress climbed tumultuously over each other to the



very topmost hold, and then waved their long slender



arms hither and yon in the effort to grasp at something more. Lilies were there, queen lilies such as the Angel of the Annunciation bears, their milk-white chalices



powdered with the gold-dust of promise



;



lilies



of the



from Japan, that land still locked in mystery, yet flinging from her half-opened door this or that object of art and wonder to the vafley at their feet



;



lilies



French who stood knocking, louis d'or in hand ; lilies of Palestine, Solomon hlies, flaunting beneath the Provencal sun robes whose marvel was selected as the type of gorgeous apparel by Him who was born among their glory. for



he who



And



the roses



!



at the roses



we pause



has not seen Provence roses in Provence



PROVENCE ROSES. knows not the meaning



why



not



the rose



the rose



is



is



1



knows knows not why



of those five letters,



queen of



flowers,



the type of love, knows not



old mediaeval legend changed



why



the dear



Bohemian Elizabeth's



hidden charity to roses rather than to another flower. The color, oh the impossible color for the heart of the summer pulsated in its glow, the soul of the sun burned in its intensity, the deep rich light permeated !



every vein of the petals sumptuous in their substance,



and marvellous



in their size.



describe the roses of Provence



and you may see them



No, no we cannot but they are there, !



:



pass by Paris, and go,



;



if



you



are wise.



Besides the evergreens, the olive, the pepper-trees, the



ilex,



birds



the flowers, and the labyrinth, there were the



who made



France to



this



bridal journeys from



all



the rest of



garden; the butterflies who floated over



the flower-beds like blossoms detached and drawn upward by the sun-god and there was Valerie Valerie, who all day long flitted through the garden, embodying flower, and bird, and butterfly, and Provengal summer, all in her own mignonne figure Valerie who loved them all, and was beloved by all, and had feasted all her life upon their beauty, and whose beauty was a feast and daily food to them. A slip ;



!



;



of a



vine



girl, ;



hardly seventeen



:



lissome as a passion-flower



her clear skin pale and dark with the passionate



colorless



hanging



glow



of the



South, her purple-black hair



two shining braids from a head fit to be modelled for Hebe; her smooth.low forehead based by two straight black brows, beautiful and threatening as in
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a just-defined thunder-cloud full



of slumberous passion,



hood,



full



her great lustrous eyes



;



full



of the joy of happy



of pride and courage, and



girl-



wim a power



of



pathos nascent in their depths which the birds and the



and the roses had never yet seen called out, had never demanded or dreamed of. But her mouth there was perhaps the keystone of Valerie's beauty. Yes, the petals of the roses were velvety, and pulbutterflies



1



sating with



fire,



were of a color impossible to define



or reproduce, were



and delicious



fragrant,



touch; but the rose-leaves were not



alive,



to



the



they did



not curve, and pout, and suddenly part in dazzling smiles above



little



lips ot" Valerie,



those tears,



little



pearls of teeth



:



they were not the



nor could they by movement produce



wells of mirth



and



caresses,



the fossettes, the dimples which



as Valerie smiled.



It



was



gois said to himself as



she played with forcing



him



to



and



possible



came and went



after all the



mouth, Fran-



he stood gazing at her while



El Moro her Spanish greyhound,



eat the purple



and amber grapes she



pulled from the vine above her head, while she sat



throned upon a seat formed in the lowest branches Flecks of of an oak near the borders of the garden.



sunhght pierced the foliage and lay



like



golden orna-



ments upon the whiteness of her dress, glowed in the ruby bracelet upon her arm, and lighted the dusky masses of her hair to purple sheen. Yes, it was her mouth, that mouth whose coy kisses had grown so rare within the last year, but



more precious than the Last night, she kissed



had become so much



soulless caresses of childhood.



when they quarrelled and were him twice, and



—



reconciled,



PROVENCE " Well, Monsieur



le



ROSES.



1



Baron," broke in the ringing



you envying El Moro his feast, are you composing a Latin poem for your tutor, or



^oice of Valerie, "are or



You



have you gone to sleep? against that tree,



had seen



me



and looking



at



stand there leaning



me



as



if



you never



before."



" Perhaps I wish



I



never had," repHed Frangcis a



little



moodily, ai he sauntered across the space of sun-



light



between the cork-tree and the oak, and stood



leaning against the



" Perhaps you,



and catch a



arm



resting



upon



the



f.eat.



run away,



there,



mon Moro



:



run



cricket to take the flavor of the grapes out



of your mouth,



me, Frangois? She



—



his



latter,



footstool of the rustic



leaned



— perhaps you wish you had never seen And why? one



"



cheek upon her hand, as she



stooped smiling toward him, and the other hand rested lightly



in his



and caressingly upon



his head.



own, and, raising his



face,



He



caught



it



looked long and



up into hers. And it is a pity some great had not been hidden among the roses to catch that picture, and make himself immortal by it for the baron Francois was as nearly handsome as a manly man should be, and had inherited from his Norman mother all the high and haughty characteristics of her race, the cold, clear eyes, blue as steel, and betimes as trenchant and as cruel, the fair complexion, proud, thin-lipped mouth, and tawny golden hair. His figardently



painter



;



—



ure, too, differed



largely



from the delicate elegance



lapsing into sensuous roundness of his Provengal sires,



and was



tall,



large-boned, powerful, and soldierly, like
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those companions to the



field



who



followed William the Conquerei



But



of Hastings.



just



now



the steely



and the severe mouth was tremulous with loving words ; and the hatd fit to



dim with tender



eyes were



fears,



wield a battle-axe was clasped in timid constraint over tlie



tiny fingers of the Provengal girl, as



answered



:



—



he slowlj



if you do not love me, and love me you \vill be the misfortune of my hfe." " What, I, little I ? I who can never learn the fine Little frivothings you and the abb6 try to teach me ?



"Because,



always,



lous, childish I,



who am



fit



for



nothing but to play with



El Moro, and pelt Mademoiselle Salerne with roses, and tease old Marie's Hfe out, and sing chansons to



—



my guitar, and " "And make the " I again?



joy of



What



!



possible misfortune of



my



poor life



poor



life,



Valerie."



the present joy and



little I,



to so very grave



Baron de "



—



a youth as Francois, le " Francois, the lover of Valerie



young baron, catching in his



own



!



"



and learned



interposed the



the other httle hand,



and covering them both with kisses, beneath whose breath a dusky crimson crept slowly up into the girl's cheek, and hghted its pallor as fire shows through cream-white porcelain. " Mamzelle Mamzelle Valerie !



then,



do you hide ?



!



Ma petite



!



where,



Answer, for the love of the Virgin



!



Mamzelle, I say " Now what does Marie want, do you suppose ? !



exclaimed Marie's nurshng, in a tone of comic vexa"Has she found another tgg in my canary tion.



PROVENCE bird's nest? or has the cat



or



— oh, horrors



made



in



has



!



my new



is



was



I



!



ing into the labyrinth



here



is



turned over in her sleep?



Now



dark?



—



;



1



discovered the fearful rent



slie



dress last night,



rose-bush in the Frangois, and "



" Here she



ROSES.



just



but



I



by running against a that was your fault,



going to propose escap* too



it is



Well, Marie,



late.



Mademoiselle Valerie."



"So I r>ee, Monsieur le Baron," panted the old woman^ holding on to her fat sides, and casting reproachful glances up into the tree, where Valerie's bright and glowing face laughed down at her. " If you had but answered me, mademoiselle, you would have had the news sooner."



"And



saved your poor old



legs,



nursey," replied the " Well, now



child with a burst of tinkling laughter.



you have found me, what ask



me



thought young for me, but



"You might have ;



" for



gentlemen "



the king



still



"



—



guessed farther



afield,



replied the nurse with a sagacious



pet,"



head



Has



is it ?



marry monseigneur the dauphin?



to



One



;



it



if



is,



the



to



He



a



my



is



pop-



nod of



the



not the king, one of the king's



and, as for his errand,



of



come



king's



who knows? What do you



gentlemen



!



mean, nurse?" demanded Frangois, turning so suddenly that the old



woman



uttered an



affected



little



Blirick.



" Mercy, Monsieur



up



alive with



comtesse,



whom



And Marie



le



Baron



!



you need not eat me



your sharp way, so



like



madame



the



you do not remember."



crossed herself with a very expressive
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shake of the head, as



Norman



if



she were not sorry that the



countess was at rest and quiet.



"But who is it? Speak, will you, you provoking ? " demanded Valerie petulantly, as siie put one foot down to the lower branch of the tree in creature



preparation for descent.



"Well then,"



replied the old



woman



with evident



enjoyment of the consternation she was about to " well, then. Monsieur le Comte has arrived, evoke,



—



and with him Monsieur le Vicomte Gaston." " My father and Gaston " exclaimed Francois !



great astonishment



;



in



while Valerie sprang lightly to the



ground, and passed her hand over her



hair,



adjusted



ner necklace and bracelets, and plumed herself like a bird.



"Yes, as



I tell



you, and



here they are," replied



down from the now appeared the mean and insignifiof the Comte de Montarnaud, his handsome



Marie, pointing to the terrace leading chateau, where



cant figure



scowling son Gaston, and two or three attendants, the latter



apparently offering explanations and apologies



which the count waved impatiently and contemptuously aside.



"Valerie



!



"



murmured



Frangois, as the two hastened



meet the new-comers ; and Marie kept as close as possible upon their heels, not to lose the explanation and possible scene impending. to



"Valerie, I



Promise



me



you



will



'hat



am



sure that



ill



fortune



is



upon



us.



you will always love me ; promise never marry another man ; promise" that



" Oh, hush, Francois



—



!



you make



me



nervous witb



PROVENCE your tragic



air,



and your



'



ROSES.



Promise, promise



speaks of marrying anybody? already frowning at you



;



1



!



'



A^ho



your father



See,



is



hold up your head, and look



How handsome a man instead of a schoolboy. Gaston has grown " " Frivolous and trifling " muttered Francois bit like



!



!



and he dropped a step behind his companion, who ran eagerly forward, both hands extended, eyes and lips bright with smiles, exclaiming joyfully, "Ah, monsieur my god-papa, how glad we are to terly,



—



receive you



not you



!



let



Monsieur Gaston us



know



that



also



But why did



!



you were coming?



We



would have received you more worthily." " Truth to tell, mademoiselle," replied the count, whose brow showed a decided cloud, " the chateau



seems but carelessly kept, considering a treasure as yourself. pard,



leme, wrere



my my



son's



I



it



holds so rare



found Monsieur I'Abb^ Des-



tutor, confessing



Mademoiselle Sa-



ward's governess, while their two charges



hidden,



— who knows where?



"
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CHAPTER



III.



A BUGHT UPON THE ROSES.



Ah ^nall



*he



master of the house thus publicly prohis



i'jijdmed



t^unult



Lused.



The



discontent with



his



reception,



a



of defence arose from the parties acabb^, a



handsome young



priest,



whom



Iran^ois had for a considerable period governed as



he would, bowed humbly and exclaimed,



—



—



"Pardon, a thousand pardons, monsieur, but" while Mademoiselle Salerne the governess, an equally



good-looking young woman with whom Valerie seldom had any trouble since she had clearly established their relative positions, clasped both hands, bent her knee as if about to prostrate herself, and shrieked, " But can monsieur suspect me of neglect of duty Me Oh, no, no never, it can never be ; for mademoiselle will explain, that we had but just now finished our lessons, and "



—



'



!



!



—



"Of



course,



Salerne,"



—



interposed



Valerie,



with



" of course monsieur ungood-humored contempt, derstands that you are all which is faithful and trustworthy; and if I am idle, and like to rest in the garden rather than to work in the house, it is my own fault."



"



Or



m ine, since



I



asked you to come out



this after-



A BLIGHT UPON THE ROSES. noon, not supposing that



my



should be kept at I



am



my



father intended that 1



" There, there, there, there



!



offering his



me



let



hand



that



" I had no idea of



:



such a hornet's nest by



Mademoiselle,



—



" exclaimed the count,



both hands to his ears



rousing



now



task like a schoolboy,



old enough to wear a sword, and "



raising



21



my



idle



remark



lead you to the house."



And,



to Valerie with all the stately dignity



of the court, he led her on between the beds of roses,



which seemed suddenly to lose



their color and their and up the broken, shallow steps to the terrace, and so into the old chateau, with its sparse and antique furniture, its mouldering tapestries and tarnished gildings ; for the counts of Montarnaud had spent many a fair fortune coming to them in the hand of the heiresses they loved to marry, spent it in war, sometimes for and sometimes against their liege



fragrance,



lord, the



king



;



spent



it



in



mad



revelry, in



luxury, in every form of self-delight, until



gaming, in



when Raoul,



the present count, came to his dignities, he found them so shorn of the means of maintenance that he had spent very nearly all of what remained in dancing



attendance say,



first



at the court



that of the



Regent Anne of



that of Mazarin. his



of Louis XIIL, that



at the court of Cardinal Richelieu,



aged knees



at



to say, at



is



at present



bending



young King Louij* from being the shadow of a prime



had given



know upon



was



to



at the shrine of the



XIV., who, so far ninister,



Finally he



Austria, that



is



and then



to the ministers,



the death of Mazarin to



who



desired to



whom



they were



to apply for orders, the truly royal answer.



—
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" Moi-meme



But



!



"



this devotion, bringing



no



especial pleasure oi



advantage to either the cardinals, the queen-regent, the



young king or his mistresses, naturally brought no to the aged courtier, whose influence wan



profit



stretched to



its



utmost limit in procuring the appoint-



ment of captain of



cavalry for his eldest son,



privilege for himself of



and again



The effects



and the



winning a few louis d'or now



at the royal card-tables.



causes thus accreted had to-day produced two the



:



the



that



first,



Chateau de Montamaud



was very poorly furnished and very meagrely kept; the second, that the count would not have failed to



obey any command the king had deigned to lay upon him, if it had involved carrying Mademoiselle de



and obtaining a



Rochenbois to Paris in



fetters,



de-cachet for Francois



he opposed the movement.



if



Such extreme measures were



lettre-



not, however, likely to



prove necessary in the opinion of the count, who



knew



his



world as well as Monsieur de



his Bible, or



leading the young the imperious



among



his



Meaux knew



Louis XIV. his o\vn importance.



and



girl into



So, in



the chateau, he dropped



fault-finding tone



dependents and toward



he had assumed



his son,



and spoke



of the gayeties of the court, of the magnificence of the



young king and the splendors of



his entertain-



ments, of the new-born beauties of Versailles, the new



comedies of Moliere performed in the royal theatre of that palace, and of the charms of several of the court ladies; ending with a significant glance and bow, as he added,



—
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but what



think



I



we might



rival



23 even the



dazzling beauty of the Marquise de Montespan, not



mention



to



charms, by the importation intc



inferior



capital of attractions quite as aristocratic



•^he



tivated,



and



In



infinitely fresher.



fact,



and



cul



mademoiselle



the king himself has been good enough to inquire whj you were not presented already, and to give order* that the ceremony should no longer be delayed. Does that please



The



you?" mounted



swiftly to the young girl's face, and before replying she cast a glance through the glass-door by which they had just entered the saloon.



Upon ton



;



color



the terrace stood Francois with his brother Gas-



and, although their conversation was inaudible,



and gestures of both indicated annoyance on



the looks



the part of the younger, insolence on the part of the



and a most unfratemal



elder,



The



part of both.



ward, and rested upon the two young of dissatisfaction for a



" Francois the world.



Paris



!



;



men



with a look



then he said,



I think I will close the it,



He



the abbd for a while. is



moment



—



nothing but a boy, and needs to see



is



you are about to leave " It



on the



state of feeling



count's eyes followed those of his



chateau



and send him will



now



that



to travel with



come home a man."



quite determined, then, that I should



go



to



" exclaimed Valerie in a startled tone.



" The king himself wishes you to



invites



you



to



do



so," replied,



"



And what is more, my dear, he be presented as Madame the Vicomtesse



the count smoothly.



de Montamaud." " Monsieur



!



I the wife of



Gaston



!



Impossible



" !
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"And why



impossible, mademoiselle?



not an ill-looking fellow



;



Gaston



he has a good position



s



in the



army, with prospects of promotion, since his Majesty deigns to notice him



; he loves you romantically ; I, and your guardian, beg you to listen favorably to his suit ; and, most important of all, the king commands you to do so." " O monsieur " and choking with anger, grief, and terror, the young girl hid her face in her hands, and rushed from the room. The Count de Montamaud looked after her, wrinkled



his father,



!



his leathern



cheeks in a smile of marvellous cunning,



and slowly inhaled a pinch of " U?te ingenue



/ "



murmured



snuff.



he, dusting



of the fragrant dust from his jabot that



cures



itself,



and



attractive at court.



roccess."



It



will



;



" but



make her



was poor La



some it



is



lione



Valli^re's



grains



a fault



the less



road to
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CHAPTER



DAYS,
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IV.



BETWEEN TWO DAYS.



THE no more



conversation of the brothers, meantime, was



amicable than it looked. Truth to tell, no great affection had ever subsisted between them since early childhood, partiality for the



when



the mother's undisguised



son who inherited her physique, very



and the family title she had abandoned in assuming that of Montamaud, had sown the seeds of jealousy in the ardent Southern temperament of the elder, and had given Francois a certain independence and assurance of manner ill fitting him in later days to submit to the domination of a brother. Another cause of annoyance to Gaston was the fact that while himself remaining dependent upon his father's very slender resources, his title of vicomte being but an empty honor, his brother inherited, with his mother's family name and title, a very pretty little property, whose modest income was paid directly into his own hands, and added,



much



of her character,



reluctantly



perhaps unnecessarily, to the independence of his manner, and reticence as to his movements. The perils of excessive riches were,



however, greatly



les-



sened by the policy of the young baron's father, who during his non-age exacted so large a proportion



of
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revenue toward the maintenance of the household,



his



was no great danger of extravagant habits



that there



growing up in the young man's



Ufe, especially as



always lived in the Chateau de



-lad



he



Montamaud, and This



lever visited any city larger than Marseilles.



had induced a certain rusticity of dress, peech, and manner, affording infinite amusement of eclusion



unamiable nature to the elder brother, who had,



»4n



^ince boyhood, lived mostly with his father in Pari?,



And



later



lants



had mingled



of the court



who



in the



army with the gay



gal-



either for their sins, or from



ambitious motives, had sought the variety of killing a



/ew



Dutchmen



at least



their folly,



or Spaniards, as the case might be, or



of airing the ribbons, scarfs, and favors of



lady-loves



every



new



upon the



field



In every



of battle.



affectation or whimsical device, Gas-



De Lauzun or him so far as his revenues would permit ; and, as insolence and flippancy are but cheap luxuries, he possessed them in abundance. As the Count de Montamaud led his ward toward



ton de Montarnaud suffered not even



De Guiche



to surpass



the chateau,



and the brothers



followed, Francois pale



and disturbed, Gaston in unusually high



the



spirits,



—



opened the conversation by remarking, " That is a wonderfully happy effort of old Marie's



latter



in



your doublet, Frangois.



It is



a great economy



for



you that she can fashion them from the old. bedhangings, is it not?"



"My



doublet was fashioned by the best tailor in



Marseilles, from his best piece of stuff; and,



which



perhaps strike you as incredible, vicomte,



it



for,"



repHed Frangois sententiously.



is



will



paid
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" It does seem incredible that any man in his senses But you had



should pay for such a garment as that.



my prudent



nothing to pay for that dagger and sheath, brother



for I recognize



;



it



as the



Count Paul wore at Cressy." " Not of quite so old a fashion



one our ancestor



as that, brother, al



though not new," repHed Frangois



"It



tranquilly.



is



the dagger with which about a century ago Reginald



de Montamaud, who was a Catholic, slew brother



who was a Huguenot, and



his elder



had, moreover,



stolen the promised bride of the younger."



"The younger been envious of the elder



who



is



brothers



of our house



their elders



have ever



but in these days



;



it is



the soldier, while the younger weaves



daisy-chains in the gardens of



Montamaud,"



retorted



" But, unhappily, for the future,



Gaston with a sneer.



my



dear boy, you must pursue your sports alone. Your playmate goes to Paris with me to-morrow." " With you, indeed " " With my father and me, since you are so precise, Monsieur Huguenot and, by the way, you had better look up a suit of our great-grandfather's court clothes, in which to dance at my wedding a week or so !



;



hence." '*



And "whom do you



manded



marry,



if I



may inquire?"



Frangois, turning pale as death,



and



•Qg his hand upon the pommel of his dagger. " What, has not my little Valerie told you pretty coquetries of these timid darhngs



Gaston in a coxcombical tone



much



;



!



?



de-



clinch-



oh the



" exclaimed



but Francois was too



affected by the matter to attend



much



to th^
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!



speech, and could only repeat ^'Va*



his



" in a tone of



dismay and terror that delighted



He



Gaston beyond measure. smiled insufferably, set his plied,



—



" Yes, Valerie,



commands



my



little



left



twirled his mustache,



arm akimbo, and



The kuig



baron.



re-



himself



the nuptials, I have consented, the lady



deUghted, and



my



father hastens



on the



affair.



is



Made-



servants, and esand myself, sets out for Paris to-morrow morning; and the marriage will be cele-



moiselle



de Rochenbois with her



corted by



my



father



brated in the royal chapel of Versailles immediately



upon our arrival. You knew, of course, that I was so happy as to possess Mademoiselle Valerie's approval, and that the marriage was in process of arrange-



ment?" " I knew and



I



that you were a liar when you were a boy, reason to imagine you improved since," no have



lepHed Francois, staring steadily into the eyes of brother, who, returning the look fixedly, slowly replied,



—



more



his



fiercely if less



" Among gentlemen. Monsieur



—



le Baron de " chimed in the shrill voice of the Count de Montamaud, whose subtle instinct warned him that the quarrel of the brothers was at a point where interference without apparent suspicion was his most appropriate role, and, advancing as he spoke, he ended by linking his arm in that of his elder son, and leading him away ; while Francois with a furious gesture rushed into the chateau, and vainly



" Gaston



!



Gaston,



sought through



all



its



I



say



!



"



Drecincts for Valerie,



who was



BETWEEN TWO closely shut in her



own room,



DAYS.



refusing to admit even



This state of things



Marie or Mademoiselle Salerne. continued until nine



2«^



hour



o'clock, the



supper,



for



wrhen Marie appeared to report that mademoiselle had a



headache, and required nothing, but wished her



guardian and the young gentlemen a very good night.



As the old



woman



a few moments later passed through



dining-saloon and the was frightened nearly out of her senses



a dark corridor between the staircase, she



by a cold hand grasping her a paper tered,



and a



—



o^vn, into



silver piece, while



which



it



pressed



a voice hoarsely mut-



" Give the paper to your mistress without delay." " Oh, Monsieur le Baron, oh I took you for, 1 !



know not what



Oh, such a



!



fright as



you have given



me!" " Never mind is



:



silver will



cure



woman.



old



it,



mademoiselle? What is she doing?" " Doing She is doing nothing, nor !



me all



to



do any



thing, although



monsieur



How



will



she allow



tells



me



to



be



ready to set out with mademoiselle for Paris in the



morning, to



come back perhaps



never.



at this blessed



moment,



I



great fauteuil that was



madame



the



she



sits



elbow on



its



there



countess's, her



arm, her pretty chin in her hand, her



great eyes fixed



her casement



And



dare say, in the



on the black square of sky outside



(for



I



am



sure



she can see nothing



and never a word can I get from her except, Hold your tongue,' and I want nothing,' and Let me alone, good Marie Not so much as to say else)



;



'



*



'



!



'



which of her dresses «he will carry El



is



to be packed,



Moro and



and



the canary-birds."



wliethei
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" Well, go, good Marie, go and give her my note, and perhaps there will be a change," whispered Francois hurriedly, for footsteps were approaching; and while the nurse clambered wearily up the stair, the lover strode out into the night, leaving his father and brother to take their supper, and mature their plans for the morrow, without his help.



Two



hours or so later the chateau was quiet,



lights extinguished, its



its



inmates supposed to be asleep



in preparation for the fatigues of the



morrow ;



but,



whether in houses or their inmates, great apparent calms occasionally cover intensity of emotion or action.



The had



count, to be sure, slept



principles, logical



fortable



faith



on



principle



j



for he, too,



outgrowth of his religion, a com-



comprised in one



tenet, viz.



:



To



gain



the utmost personal advantage at the least possible personal sacrifice.



One of the



of the leading principles of this faith was care



rest



longer young, youth. tly



organs,



digestive



amount of



and



who



and the securing of



that



sleep essential to a person



no



desires to retain the appearance of



So the count having supped artistically, gensufficiently, and gone to bed cheerfully,



ruminated



and was out of the question. on the contrary, was perhaps more widely awake than she had ever been in Tlu: all her life, for she was thinking more deeply. expressthe and guardian, her dropped by words few ffe glances of his elder son, had conveyed to hei quiok intuition the whole story of their visit and in-



aow



slept peacefully,



Valerie de Rochenbois,
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tentions in her behalf; her facile fancy already pic-



tured existence at the gorgeous court of Versailles^



one of those admired and fortunate beings of whose elegance, beauty, and luxury she had heard so



herself



much



:



and the picture was very



ure-loving fancy of the



de Montamaud,



made an



girl.



whom



alluring to the pleas-



True, the figure of Gaston



she did not very



unpleasant shadow in the scene



had a grand capacity



;



much



like,



but Valerie



her eyes upon things



for closing



she did not wish to see, and, like called to a similar decision, she



many



another



girl



was too maidenly a



maid to know how important an item the husband is woman's married Hfe. Contrasting with Gaston to whom she was indiffer-



in a



whom she — no, with a — and toward whom now she



ent, stood Frangois



promise of love,



loved,



liked



just



felt



a species of resentment for having, by his declaration of that afternoon, evoked certain feelings in her



own



heart interfering with the single-sighted delight she



otherwise would have



felt



in



the brilliant prospect



by Gaston and his father. To sum up this most contrarious and yet essen-



opened



to her



feminine state of mind, she foresaw that she



tially



should hate the



man



already began to love



she wished to marry, and she



him whose



fortunes she did not



and she was vexed at Frangois that he could not give her what Gaston offered, and felt a cold



wish to share



;



repulsion toward Gaston, in that he coupled himself ivith



what he



No



offered.



wonder, plunged into



and not knowing



into



this conflict



of two tides,



what maelstrom they would soon
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whirl her, that Valerie's great dark eyes



ached with the



wakefulness, or that she declined,



intensity of their



decide upon the merits of somewhat frayed brocade, or to give directions for the conveyance of her canarybirds. Poor old Marie, in fact, had suffered so many and sjch severe repressions, that it was in a silence most unwonted that she entered the chamber after her brief interview with the baron, and laid his note upon the lap of her young mistress, still seated in the deep fauteuil, still staring fixedly at the blackness beyond her window. Valerie, half-eagerly, half-angrily, caught up the paper, and approached the candles burning upon the dressing-table its contents were brief, and to her fancy somewhat peremptory both sharply and



briefly, to



the pink paduasoy, or the



:



:



"I must



—



see you before the morning, that you



my



may



reply



hand and heart and name, before you are called upon to answer a similar offer from my brother. I shall be under your window as the clock strikes midnight, and aope you will be there ready to answer simply and truthfully the Will you be mine, question I have asked, and ask again Valerie, my wife, and my beloved? It is the most solemn utterance of my whole life do not play with it, do not trifle distinctly to



offer of



:



:



irith



your reply.



Francois."



As the young



girl



read these words, a blush, a smile,



a frown, passed in rapid alternation across her face



and then she stood meditating, folding and re-folding the paper between her fingers, and finally holding it ia the flame of the candle until



upon the polished



floor.



it



fell



a floating cindei
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V.



CAIN AND ABEL.



THE



count



slept,



meditated,



Valerie



Fran90ia



and Gaston prowled. The fact was, that this young man, although half a century before the time of Voltaire and Rousseau, was a bit of a philosopher on his own account, and, banished from the polished circles of the court and the smiles of Madame de Montespan, could solace himself very waited,



tolerably with certain village companions, not as re-



fined certainly, but perhaps quite as edifying to his



moral character, as the cavaHers and grandes dames of Versailles. left



When,



therefore, the



Count de Montamaud



the salon to secure his beauty-sleep. Monsieur le



Vicomte, throwing a dark cloak about him, strolled



down through the garden and over a field or two by a way quite famiUar to his feet since boyhood, to the auberge of the wretched village of Montamaud, where he knew that a little circle of flatterers and vassals would



hail his



appearance with slavish delight.



But oh, the wheels within the wheels of even so tiny a microcosm as the Chateau de Montamaud Mademoiselle Saleme, aged twenty-six, and not ill!



kooking, lier



had allowed her heart



fancy as



we



will call



it,



to



as she



go



would have



said,



astray, secretlv to



be
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sure, but
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none the



less violently, in the direction



of the



vdcomte, whose sinister face and supple form seemed to her those of a Antinous,



manners were



whose insolent and affected



in her estimation the ideal of dignity



and high-breeding, and whose



careless compliments,



flung at her from time to time merely because Gaston



de Montamaud knew no other mode of addressing a good-looking young woman, stood for so many avowals of love.



When, therefore, Mademoiselle Salerne discovered, some occult fashion of her own, that the object of her idol's present visit to Montarnaud was to woo her pupil for his wife, and was informed that she as gouin



vemante to Mademoiselle de Rochenbois would on the to Paris, the state of mingled jealousy, pleasure, doubt, and agitation taking possession of her mind was something as terrific as the proverbial tempest in a teapot, and quite sufficient to banish slumber from the beady black eyes of the victim, even had she not found the night too short to furbish up her dilapidated wardrobe, and prepare for



morrow accompany her



ner journey.



Hence



Gaston quietly left the chapeeped out of her window after his retreating figure, and then, moved by some vague impulse of jealousy and suspicion, seized a mantle, and, flinging it round her head and shoulders, ran swiftly through the corridor and down the stairs in pursuit, or at least in espial, of the noctumaj teau,



it



came,



that, as



Adele Salerne



rambbr.



Now,



it



first



so happened that the



spaid, although not in love, was as wakeful



Abbd Deand



as dis-
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35 not only did the



note of preparation and change in the chateau fore-



bode the breaking-up of a happy home to him, with the return to laborious and subservient duty in the cathedral at Marseilles



but his conscience, a good,



;



young conscience, troubled him with suggestions that the hatred, the despair, and the jealousy he had read during the last few hours upon the face of his pupil were, in good measure, referable to the perfect freedom in which the young man had mled his own life, and pursued the love-affair whose interstrong, serviceable



now threatened such disaster to all concerned. " I have been a false steward, an unfaithful guard-



ruption



Monsieur



ian.



my



back to I



le



Comte has every



have been weak, timid, cowardly



my



pupil to lead me, instead of I



know



his



right to



send



temper ;



mademoiselle,



how



I



know



will



:



I



have allowed



him ; and now



that of the vicomte



these,



master,



frigid



and



and



library,



the black soutane^



now



end of the



vague



circle of light



gallery,



down



whither he had retreated



companionship of



insolent



his master's



either



I



and a thousand



phrases like them, the chaplain paced up and



he long half-lighted



—



and



;



she choose?"



Half muttering, half thinking



Irom the



me



bishop in disgrace, a dishonored priest



son



;



his



his tall figure clad in



vanishing into the gloom at



now showing



spectrally in the



shed by the two candles, which,



mounted upon quaint twisted branches of lacquered brass, only served to make the gloomy hall more gloomy than total darkness. At one end of the ;.brary a door stood ajar a side-door, giving upon a



—
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whence a narrow



small lobby



led to the terrace,



by



upper



staircase led to the



of the chateau; opposite this staircase a door



stories



and so



to the gardens



and



staircase, lobby,



quiet



this



;



and



it



portal, that



was



Ma-



demoiselle Saleme had chosen to set forth upon her



voyage of observation



and, as the



;



arrival at the foot of the stair



moment



which the chaplain reached the end of the staircase,



this



it



to the darkness,



female figure door,



and



out that his eyes,



fell



discerned the



accustomed slender



and out



at the



him



that the light footfall,



rustle of garments,



were not those of old



his ears assured



and gentle



in



library next



outline of a



across the lobby,



flitting



of ner



was also the moment



Marie, or Pauline the inferior woman-servant. " Mademoiselle Valerie Francois has persuaded !



her to meet him in the garden If



Monsieur



My am



le



Comte



fault again, !



vented



What imprudence



!



them



always



my



fault,



!



— miserable



that 1



should have foreseen, I should have pre-



I !



!



or Monsieur Gaston hear



"



And



with these broken exclamations, prov-



ing that the good abbe's conscience was more acute whan his knowledge of the world, and the art of man-



aging lovers, he threw his berretta upon his head, and left



the house



by the same path



as the governess.



But



Ad^le, light of foot and lithe of motion, was already far



down



the garden path in the direction she



Gaston take



;



and, in



fact,



pursued him so



had seen



closely, that,



as he passed through the wicket at the lower



the garden, Adele, hidden in a great



could almost have touched him. farther, the



clump of



Not daring



end of laurel,



to follow



governess slowly retraced her steps toward
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the house, but in a dark alley ran almost into the arms



of a



tall,



black clad figure,



who



first



seized his opponent



mechanically, but, releasing her immediately,



iow in the darkness, murmuring reproachfully, " O mademoiselle, what imprudence "



bowed



—



!



Imprudence, father " exclaimed a hard and



*'



!



voice, differing as



much from



a cat-bird's from a linnet's



garden for a breath of fresh



my own room mon pere "



It is



all



:



shrill



Valerie's cooing tones aa



" I only ran



air, after



the evening.



down



stitching



the



away



in



What imprudence,



?''^



always imprudent to take the night



you need your



rest for the



air,



and



journey to-morrow," replied



the abb^ composedly as he passed on, leaving the per-



plexed and somewhat indignant governess to her



own



meditations.



" Is he also following Monsieur Gaston? " murmured " he never would dare upbraid him, no matter in



she



:



what peccadillo he discovered him



Monsieur Frangois



is



Valerie safely housed ?



selle



Can



!



Truly



it



be that



Is



Mademoi-



this is



a night of



astray to-night ?



adventure, a night of interest, a night such as does not often



come



until the



to this stupid old chateau



priest



!



I will stay out



and Monsieur Gaston return: they



must pass this way." Wrapping herself more closely in her mantle as she whispered this resolve, Ad^le accordingly settled herself



upon a well-shaded garden-bench, and remained



motionless;



quite unconscious that



the pries^ aftet



passing her by a few yards, had stopped, and benf his



acute eai to hsten for her return into the house.



Fiiid
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ing that this return did not take place, he crept a



littld



and soon distinguished the deeper shadow



nearer,



against the green of the ilex behind the bench. noiselessly withdrawing, the



Again abbe retreated to a safe



up at the walls of the them of their secrets.



distance, and, sternly staring



chateau,



seemed



to question



" Mademoiselle Salerne as a vidette to



that her mistress return,



and



posted as a spy there,



is



oi-



That means



!



out here with Francois



!



Shall I



by my authority as wait and watch? Ha what



force the truth from her



her confessor? or shall I is



is



watch against surprises



!



that?"



was a



It



light in Valerie's



herself looking noiselessly



down



upon the



window



:



it



soft



was Valerie



moving mould of the garden-beds,



into the garden.



Still



the abb^ crept in that direction, uncertain even yet as to the course proper for



him



to pursue



j



but infinitely



relieved to perceive that Mademoiselle de Rochenbois



was for



safe,



and not



in the



which he might



feel



commission of imprudences himself more or less account-



able. tell, Valerie had seldom passed so mauun quart d^heure as after reading Frangois* note, nor had by any means resolved what to reply to it, when the town- clock struck twelve; and she felt, as Godiva did, as Cinderella did, that the moment of meditation was past, the moment of action had arrived. But what action? Godiva was governed by a grand motive, Cinderella by a grand passion and a fairy godmother; but poor little Valerie possessed



Truth to



vais



neither grand motive, nor passion, nor godmother, ic
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nothing as guide but a very pronounced desire



everybody



to please, first herself, then Frangois, then



and no amount of meditation showed her how



To be



these objects were to be combined.



Snark



tells



us of a



mind



all



sure, the



so equably divided that



when



would call upon Richard or William, it could decide upon neither, and so summoned Rilchiani; but the Snark was not composed in those days, and it is unkind to play with Valerie's feehngs in this manner, it



so



let



us resume serious history.



The clock



struck twelve



:



a handful of sand thrown



window announced a visitor below; and, openi;ig the casement, the young lady was startled to find the top of her lover's blonde head upon a level against V^iierie's



with the



sill.



"Why, how came you



there, Francois? "



exclaimed



she.



" The fmit-ladder. I was afraid they would hear if we spoke aloud. There is not a moment to spare, for



my



father is up and about. I went to and nearly ran ovei your governess. But never mind all that. Tell me, Valerie, tell me like a brave and honest girl, tell me that you love me



eveiybody but see



if all



was



safe,



as I love you."



" Certainly, I love you, Francois



pu; but"



—



I



:



am



very fond of



" But what? Speak out, Valerie, be honest." " How can I speak out when I don't know what



say?" demanded Valerie



an exclamation as of physical pain. " Valerie You do not know



O



!



to



Fran9ois uttered



pettishly.



!



You



are trifling
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me



:



and you nbbon."



you know that this is Hfe and death to me, and toy as if with the choice of a



hesitate



"But you



me



young



see, Francois," retorted the



with vivacity, "



Hfe or death to you, so



if it is



and I can't which is death.



tell, all



matter: but



the court



;



If



it's



gay, beautiful



life



it



in a minute,



which



were a ribbon



and the



there, with



Gaston,



is life



it



to



and



wouldn't



and



king,



girl



it is



whom



all



I



the



don't



this stupid old chateau, and poverty, and and rust and mould, with you, whom I am fond of, no doubt, and yet" "And yet not enough fond of to choose instead of the court and the king and Gaston," suggested



love



;



or



it's



disgrace,



—



Frangois.



"That's the very question," repHed Valerie naively. "



And I'm really afraid,



spend



all



the rest of



"Then by



all



baron in a rage



;



that,



my



whichever



I choose, I shall



regretting the other."



life



means, mademoiselle," began the but was interrupted by a loud and



—



mocking voice from below " What, what A robber An assassin Murderers An attack upon the chateau :



!



!



And



Thieves



!



!



with a well-directed kick the vicomte



ihe fruit-ladder from



its



burden to the ground.



position,



!



" !



and brought



it



drove with



its



Francois, considerably hurt by



fall, but a good deal more humiliated than hurt, jumped up with a furious exclamation, and, seizing his brother by the throat, bore him to the ground. "Oh, it is you, you wretched animal " gasped the dcomte, no match for his brawny brother in any



the



!



—
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had plenty. " How Take that, then " " growled the stricken man, smarting from a "Ugh blow across the eyes nearly blinding him, and return" You He She is ing it with a tremendous thrust. thing but courage, of which he



vithout upon her lips, lett the room carefully, closing the door, and drawThen she her great spinning-wheel across it.



pered



Francois deliriously.



trying to understand, placed her finger



md .ng



Hastened to open the outer door for the visitor was knocking



upon irate



;



and not too soon,



loudly and



impatiently



As she raised the latch, a much-muffled and woman pushed impatiently in. it.



" Mrs. Hetherford " exclaimed Molly. " Yes, it's me j and I didn't know as you were ever !



let



me



day?" asked



the



going to " sit



No



Were you



in.



asleep at this time of



looking sharply around.



visitor,



Won't you



ma'am, but busy in another room.



and throw



do^vn,



"Well,



I



off



your cloak?"



can't stay long.



home ; but the



fact



is,



child, I



I've



enough



it, and come over wholesome advice and oversight.



you don't deserve



"You



are very kind,



to



do



at



took pity on you, though to give



you some



ma'am," replied Molly de-



murely, while the ghost of a smile



flitted



across her



lips.



" Kind



!



Well, I think



a law-boned day as like



me



;



it



is



kind to come out such



this, especially for



on !Mercy, and when you're married will be the same, you know." " I told



a busy



woman



but then I look upon you the same as



Reuben



last



to



I do Reuben you



night that I should never marry



him/' said Molly gently, but very firmly.



The matron



tossed her head, sniffed



contemptu-



and untied the strings of her green silk hood, of the shape called pumpkin, and possibly imitated ously,



from that national vegetable.
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"I've heard of young folks said she, "



and



"But, as Reuben and cannot make thought



it



my



of



am



I



have not quarrelled, we " I have always



I



for me to have promised to was alone yesterday, before he



was a mistake



it



and Mercy came off.



out before now,'^



up," replied Molly.



marry him, and while



it



falling



I've heard of their falling in again."



I



over, I



not at



all



made up my mind angry,



and there



to break



no chance



is



thinking differently."



" Marie, sainte vierge Marie ! "



murmured a voice



from the bedroom, plainly audible to Mary, but in Mrs. Hetherford's ears confused with a sudden screech from Tabitha, upon whose



tail



her mistress had trod-



den, as she lay asleep before the fire. " Mercy on us Why don't you !



cat out of doors ? this



house



the



fire



!



turn that nasty whistles



round



" exclaimed Mrs. Hetherford, turning from



to look about the



picion of she the



and how the wind



knew not



room with half-formed susThe mutterings from



what.



bedroom continued, but



less distinctly



and Mary,



;



with a light laugh, drew her spinning-wheel a httle



way from the door, and began ing the while, " The wind



but I drown



Mother



left



have not



my "



—



!



it



busily, say-



makes a good deal of noise, to be sure, with the sound of my spinning-wheel.



it



me



much



such a



lot



of



rolls to



time to get frightened.



keeping at work,



Oh



to whirl



I



yarn



off,



that I



You'll excuse



hope."



you're very excusable," said Mrs. Hetherford



an offended tone, and drawing her cloak about her. "I'm a good deal in i hurry myself, and couldn't



in



ATES. well leave to
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but, as I said, I took



;



on you, more for your own folly than any thing else, and I run over to ask you once more to come and stay at my house till your mother gets back. It isn't suitable anyway for a girl like you to be all alone and Mercy got mad in the house, specially o' nights when she and Reuben were here last night, and wouldn't come if I was to send her; and Reuben, he's took it to heart, what you said and the only way to make things straight is for you to give up your will this once, and come along." "I thank you very much, Mrs. Hetherford, very much indeed, but I cannot come," repHed Molly, more coldly and briefly than she was aware of speaking ; for her whole mind was absorbed in listening to the low murmurs so distinct to her own ear, and her pity



'



;



;



physical powers were strained to the utmost in keep-



ing



up the incessant



moment drowned fore, if



all



whirl of the wheel, which for the



other sound.



No



wonder, there-



her reply struck short-tempered Mrs. Hether-



ford's ears as churlish



and



ungrateful.



She rose



at



once, and, tying the pumpkin hood tightly under her chin, said, in a voice tremulous wdth anger,



—



and sweet, and to the point. Mistress Mary Wilder ; and the next time I leave m) work and come sneaking over here to coax an ungrateful minx to visit me, I guess you'll know it. I should think, at any rate, you might treat a woman old enough to be your mother with some Httle pretence of "Well,



that's



short



respect; but I suppose that don't kiujw



much about



isn't



Quaker



fashion.



that kind of cattle, but



I



I



hea»



"



1
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the courts at



country.



home



are shipping



them



all



out of the



hope there won't any more come over



I



here."



Didn't you know that Reuben has promised my mother that he will join them if I will? " asked Molly maliciously; and then, perceiving that the hood and ''



own anger had



her



effectually closed the



good wo-



man's ears to any indefinite sounds, and that she was actually leaving the house, she



ning-wheel,



and,



abandoned the



her to the



following



—



spin-



door, laid a



hand upon her arm, saying gently, "Don't leave me in anger, Mrs. Hetherford, and forgive



me



if I



spoke improperly to you.



me



You have



and I do not want you to be offended now. Don't you know how many mince-turnovers, and cocked hats of gingerbeen very good to



these years,



all



bread, you have made for me? " Oh your mother can make 'em a sight better. !



told me so once." " Yes, and never had another crumb of pie nor cake " That was years ago, all that week," laughed Molly.



Reuben



but I remember ford, give



me



it



Come,



perfectly.



auntie Hether-



a kiss for old times' sake, and don't go



away



in anger." " There, there



like



of



!



Molly



Reuben ; and now you



needn't try to coax If



O



!



I



always said you'd be



sunshine in our house, and you'd be the making



you want



come



me



say you won't.



There, you



round, for I won't be coaxed.



me for a friend you've got to give in, and my house. Come now, be a good child,



over to



and say you



will,



and



let



Reuben



drive the sled ovei
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MRS. for



you before



night.



Say you



now,



will,



II5



that's



a



pretty o^.e."



"I



am



so sorry, so sorry to displease you, dear kind



triend; but I cannot, I must not.



and



stay here,



The pain of knew she



she



I



can do nothing



It is



showed



duty to



her kind heart in thus breaking



off,



as



did, the ties of a life-time in famihar



companionship and neighborly kindness, love,



my



else."



itself



plainly in



if



not in real



her face and in her



but the angry mother only felt the slight to her ; and the matron resented the young girl's resistance of her entreaties and effort so with no reply save an indignant toss of the head, Mrs. Hetherford plucked her cloak from Molly's clinging fingers, and plunged out into the snow. At a little distance waited the sled on which she had come, with Reuben standvoice son,



:



ing beside



the



horse's



toward the door as



it



head.



He



looked



eagerly



opened, but, perceiving at a



glance that his mother had failed in effecting a reconciliation,



turned suddenly away, with no response to



Molly's forced smile



"And bolted



the



it



salutation.



door, "almost



claimed outside



Had



and



there go," said she aloud, as she closed



this



the



house, and



only friends



now



I



and ever



they are enemies.



not been for you, Francois, I could hardly



nave said Mrs. Hetherford nay, though I would never have married her son. grateful to



me



for



my



Truly, Valerie



may be



care of her lover."



a



little
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chamber.



sleepless nights, the anxious days, passed on,



steahng the color from Molly Wilder's cheek, the roundness from her form, the elasticity from her step, until



the



morning



sixth



arrived,



presented himself in the kitchen,



and ready



journey, mistress;



and



any



words from



last



his



for a



young



but as he looked steadily in her face, his



own shadowed voice,



for



and Amariah



equipped



fully



with concern, and in his kindly, homely



half paternal way, he exclaimed,



—



"Why, Molly, child, how you have fell away, and how pale you look You don't eat enough, I'll bet, though I've brought in two chickens, and as much as !



two dozen eggs, besides



main sorry you here



all



alone.



fell



It ain't



there for to-night?



"



Not a



no use



to ask



and the stage for



I'll



will



to



go ovei



So you are going



tc



us



get over to Falmouth before



be along in the morning



to-morrow before dark.



engaged Reuben's Hez to sleep if



you



"



yoa can look so



I'm



in the house.



"



"Yes, right away. night,



you had



of use, Amariah.



bit



start directly?



all



out with Reuben, and so staid



in the



you get scared you've only



to



;



so



TVe



barn to-n.^ht,



blow the horn,
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water



me; and



for



he'll fetch



You've



morning.



the



in



Wf some wood



'n



got



enough?" ''Enough



a week, I should think," said Molly



for



smiling merrily.



"And



there's nothing



before I go



" No.



?



more



Here



is



a



note for



little



him when he "I understand; and I'll do it



want you to give



it



to



for



" Good-by, Amariah."



And



until the comfortable



my



father,



and



right.



all



Well, I



box-sleigh, well



and then,



;



the mother-bird flying back to her



wounded



ment looking anxiously down



filled



still



like



nestling,



yhe hastened into the bedroom, and stood for a



is



I



alone."



is



closing the door, Molly



with blankets and rugs, drove away



"Yes, he



you



Good-by."



guess I'd better be going.



watched



can do



that I



"



mo-



at her patient.



a great deal better," said she half aloud,



and Frangois, looking mured in reply,



—



"Yes,



better,



"But



are



much



affectionately



up



at her,



mur-



of better."



you enough better to bear moving?"



My father and mother are coming home to-morrow, and you must not be here unless you will trust them as well as me." Frangois shook his head, saying eagerly, " No, no I can to trust no one but Marie." "Then I must hide you. Will it hurt you very much to go through the cold house, and up into a asked Molly anxiously.



"



!



cold garret?



I



"Tell again,



am afraid my Marie



it :



will."



I not to



understand-"
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So Molly, with patient iteration and gesture, ex« plained her plan, and Frangois at length understood.



In



even in



fact,



five



days these two had invented a



language quite their o\vn, although compounded of



both French and English, besides that unwritten lan-



guage previously mentioned, and used during some portions of their lives by most persons, at least those



But as our two



of sensitive organization.



linguists did



not reduce their invention to written characters, or



indeed seek to adapt is



that Francois or



to popular comprehension, it



precisely



Molly said thus and



that the language its



it



impossible to transcribe



is



j



so,



and it is



it



in relating



understood



not precisely their own, but rather



interpretation.



after their own fashion, the two arranged and chatted merrily and happily until the twilight fell, and Molly prepared a little supper for her charge, watched him with maternal satisfaction as he took it, then, making every thing tidy about him for the night, sat down beside the bed, and began to sing



Thus, then,



their plans,



softly



from



one of the old hymns her father Church.



still



retained



his early training in the



Frangois lay and looked at her for a while, and



—



then said, " I am glad you sing nothing gay, and I



your voice



is



so deep



and



rich.



It is



am



glad



not in the least



like a bird-song." *'



And why



are



you glad of that?" asked Molly



m



surprise.



" Because I could not bear that any sing to



me



woman



in a high, clear voice, trilling



should



and soaring



"
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maddening.''



He



had run off into French in the last words, and Molly drew away the hand he had seized in his. " I suppose Valerie sang like that, and you could not bear that I should try to imitate her," said she



and so rapidly



impetuously,



that



Francois did not



understand a word, except the name. " Valerie " repeated he almost sternly, " what do !



you know of Valerie?



You have spoken



"Nothing. delirium, that



is all.



Pardon



my



the



name



in



your



freedom in repeating



; and then she rose and went into and never knew when Tabitha rubbed against her feet, and purred her sympathy, for she was staring through the uncurtained window with eyes that saw nothing for the bitter tears that blinded them.



it,"



said Molly coldly



the other room,



Suddenly out of the darkness shaped the



mean



itself



a face,



Reuben Hetherford looking A sharp terror seized upon



repulsive face of



steadily in



upon



Molly's heart



;



her.



not fcr herself in any case, but for that



helpless stranger



whose Hfe and



ised to defend to the uttermost.



had promCould Reuben from



liberty she



heard voices ?



bedroom ? Had he Did he suspect something, or was it



only herself for



whom



that angle see past her into the



he was looking ?



Not daring to answer these questions by an appeal to himself, and yielding to the terror and repulsion of the moment, more than to reason, Molly ^arply drew the curtain across the window, making sure that every crevice was covered, and then flying to the door satisfied herself that it was securely bolted. As she did so,



"



A NAMELESS N0BLEM4tf.



120



upon the panel



a low rap



Hetherford's voice called, « Molly, Molly Wilder



!



But site



;



at the



startled he/, anc'



—



It's



Reuben



!



same moment another voice



direction called also,



—



Reuben



in the



oppo-



" Marie / Chere Marie / Venez-ici de grace / "



Running



light



and



swift as



a cat across the inte^/en-



Mary stood beside her patient's bed, and grasping his outstretched hand whispered, " Be quiet, be quiet, Frangois, for heaven's iake Some one is outside " Then back again to the door to say coldly and for



ing room.



—



1



!



biddingly,



—



Reuben? What do you want? " But no one replied and this sudden abandonment " Is that you,



;



of his purpose, in a



man



so obstinate as Hetherford,



alarmed Molly more than any persistence could have done ; for it seemed as if, his suspicions having been



m some way confirmed, he had retreated to take action upon them. "I



will



not delay an hour after daylight," said Molly



aloud as she returned to the bedroom



sit; and then hand again in his, she told and of all the causes for her



ting beside Frangois, her



him of Reuben's



visit,



terror of him.



An hour



later the



farmhouse was quiet and peaceful



he innocent child sleeping



rosily



upon her hard and



bed beside the fire, with Tabitha purring at her side ; and the worn and wounded man of the world, of camps and battle-fields and courtly hfe, tossing restlessly upon his too luxurious bed^ and dreaming now careless
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of



and hand of gentle ministry. Morning broke, and Tabitha and Mclly shook



pitiful eyes,



their healthy slumbers just



sound



first



as Francois



fell



Creeping on tiptoe to look



sleep.



cff



into his at



him,



Molly covered him more warmly, closed the door, renewed the fire, and hung the tea-kettle over the merry



Then she put the high fender in front of it, blaze. looked around the kitchen murmuring, " I am so glad Amariah



warm



is



safely out of the



way



!



" and, wrapping a



shawl about her shoulders, tied the ends in a



great knot behind after the picturesque gypsy fash-



Then



ion.



front entry



she passed into the cold and cheerless



and



followed by Tabitha,



up-stairs,



ruffled her fur in expostulation at the



perature, but evidently



From



tress.



;



self in the garret,



for



a



little



a duty to attend her mis-



upper landing ascended a narrow



the



enclosed staircase



felt it



who



change of tem-



square



and mounting



this,



a great unfinished



window



and quiet and funereal



as



Molly found herloft,



at either end,



dark except



and gloomy



one might expect of a place



evidently used as the final resting-place of such objects as



had



consigned to



fulfilled their



this



uses below,



and were now



limbo as an intermediate step to



obhvion. " A little scary up here, as Mrs. Hetherford says,



Tabby?"



said Molly standing at the head of and looking about her; while Tabby, divin-l ing the presence of mice, began eagerly to prowl about Her mistress, the eaves, and sniff in the dark comers.



isn't



the



it.



stairs,



i
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softly



humming one



of the solemn melodies



Francois had approved, began to remove a confused



mass of lumber heaped behind the chimney, which, large



and square and cumbrous, occupied great part Beyond it a rude partiof quilts and curtains divided off a little nook



of the middle of the place. tion



intended



for



Amariah's lodging, until Mrs. Wilder



decided to banish him to the barn still



;



and



this screen



hanging made one wall of the hiding-place Moll)



had already her prisoner.



mind contrived for the refuge of The chimney itself formed another side,



in her



the eaves of the house a third



which was nearest the



stairs,



;



and across the



fourth,



Molly re-arranged the



old spinning-wheel, the boxes, the discarded tin



fire-



and re-hung the ghostly garments from nails driven into the rafters in such manner that they seemed to keep watch and ward, like disembodied screens,



sentinels,



young



nursling.



shawl



over the approach to the hidden nest the



girl



was so cunningly devising



The weakest



partition,



wounded



for her



side was that of the quilt



which Mrs. Wilder's



might any day lead her to remove, or



restless



at



any



and



spirit



rate to



some moments, her fingei on her lip, looking at this screen, and meditating how to make it either more substantial or more inaccessible. Tlien a merry smile crossed her lips and going pull aside.



Molly stood



for



;



^



the truckle-bedstead in the corner,



still left



as



Ama-



had last used it, she dragged the great feather-bed oft upon the boards, ripped it up with the scissors hanging at her side, and emptied the contents upon the flr>or m front of the screen, where they made a fliiifv iah
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be approached, especially by



without danger of suffocation to the



and waste



to the feathers.



"There, Tabby !" exclaimed Molly as she carefully



and then rolled it togethei mother said sht. should have to empty that bed, and clean the feathers so we've been smart, and done it for her, the first part, an}^ayj and she won't meddle with them before spring, I know." Then, still smiling at her own exploit, Molly took a tiUTied the tick inside out,



in a



downy and dusty



parcel, "



:



survey of her arrangements so



final stairs



;



where she found that the



and nearly extinguished the



and went do\\Ti had boiled over, and Frangois had



far,



kettle



fire,



awakened, and was feehng rather abused so long unnoticed.



A



at



remaining



few bright words, a few deftly-



rendered services, made him quite comfortable and restored b*s



good humor, however; and



away, saying with a sunny smile, "



as



Now



your breakfast," he caught her dress,



—



her to say, " You will to pardon is



yours, because that



my bad



you



The



humor.



to spoil



me



Molly turned



you shall have and detained



have



:



fault, it



you are



too much good to me, so unworthy." " You were not ill-humored, only a little tired," said ^loUy gently ; " and it is the greatest pleasure I ever



knew



to take care of you."



She blushed brightly as she spoke, and her calm eyes



He



fell



before the gaze Frangois fixed



upon them.



released her dress without reply; and, while she



hastened away to provide his morning meal, the young
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man



lay very quiet, his



brow



slightly knitted, his face



troubled and thoughtful. Breakfast oi^er and removed, Molly cheerily said,



"



And now,



—



Frangois, you must be very patient and



good, while I go and finish preparing your hidingplace.



we



have to make



I



it



comfortable now, and then



how we can get up there." you make a priest's chamber



will see



" Yes,



the old time,



—



for



Huguenot



morrow," said Frangois smiling. dear child



:



I will



as they did in



to-day, for



CathoHc



to-



"Well, go then,



be content."



So Molly again mounted to the dark and cheerless garret



;



and of the small space now so



safely



concealed



from any but the most rigorous search, she soon contrived to



make



The



and comfortable a little nook as Huguenot minister or Catholic priest.



as cosey



ever sheltered



great mass of masonry



composing the chimney,



once thoroughly heated by the kitchen-fire, retained



and Molly arranged the its warmth through the night bed close beside it. Some skins of foxes and smaller game, which her father had shot and cured, made a soft and delightful carpet ; a chair and a Httle table were found among the lumber, and a candlestick and ;



store



of candles laid ready.



Finally she brought a



some of the fine towels her mother had made her spin, and had hired woven for the possible basin



and



jug,



trousseau provided



and the



little



for



thrifty



maidens of that day,



own room. Tabby ; and now we will go



looking-glass from her



" There, that will do.



and bring him



up-stairs," said she, looking admiringly



around when the mirror was hung, and



all



complete..
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Tabby arched her back, enlarged the circumference of tail, and purring approvingly followed her mistress down-stairs. They found Francois out of bed, looking very pale and exhausted, but partially dressed, and her



ready for departure. "



How



alone



!



how



up all and then she and muffled him so far as he



brave you are, and



strong, to get



" exclaimed Molly admiringly



brought a great



soft shawl,



;



would suffer it, and some of her own shoes, quite large enough for his slender and patrician feet, and offered her shoulder to the uninjured laid



"



it



arm of the invahd, who



caressingly about her neck.



You



Juno ; no, it is Diana that you are," French " so fearless, so strong, so chaste,



are like



said he in



:



Actxons of the world." you like, and be very careful with the stairs," repHed Molly in English ; and neither cared a whit for comprehending the spoken



so unconscious of the



" Lean on



me



as heavily as



words, since the tone translated



The



itself.



chamber was reached, the candle lighted, and the invahd carefully laid upon his bed, when a thundering knock upon the front door resounded priest's



through the house. " It



is



danger



!



" exclaimed Frangois



:



" they



know



harm for you. Let swear you know not that I



of me, and they will perhaps do



me



to them,



and



I will



here am." " No, no, Francois



!



rephed Molly hurriedly. and, even



if



will be well without that," " Only keep very, very quiet,



all



we come up



here,



vou are actually discovered."



make no



noise imless
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Then blowing out



the candle, she went out, paused



to arrange the pile of



took a



final



lumber a



little



more



carefully,



view of every thing, hurried down



stairs,



and locked the door at the foot j then, flying to the bedroom so lately vacated, stripped the clothes from the bed, and finally, running back to the front door, she unbolted and opened it. Upon the step stood Reuben Hetherford, and a man whom Molly remembered lO have seen at the Comers, but whose lume she did not know.
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XVI.



THE SEARCH-WARRANT.



GOOD-MORNING,



Mistress



Mary Wilder,"



the stranger, with grave politeness



;



for



said



Reuben,



Judas Iscariot and other celebrated traitors, hung back in shame at the treason he yet was determined



:ike



to effect.



" Good-morning, I ask



sir,"



replied the girl briefly



your name and errand, an'



it



please



:



"



may



you? "



My name is John Dibley, and my errand to search an escaped prisoner, suspected to be concealed in



" for this



house."



"And why



should you so suspect, Master Dibley?"



asked Mary, with a steady glance at Reuben, who, stung



night,



speech by



into



—



claimed, " There



no use



is



when



I



in



contempt, hurriedly ex-



its



denying



it,



Molly.



I



saw



looked in at the kitchen window,



saw you stoop over some one in the bed, and



hand holding your dress



as



I



last



—



I



saw a



you turned away, and I



heard a voice not yours." " People



who look



in at



windows and



listen at



key-



holes are very apt to get their stories wrong," rephed



Molly calmly.



" If you mistook



Frenchman, and her white paw



my for



cat Tabitha for a



a hand, and have
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brought Master Dibley over from the Comers this cold



morning



to arrest the



show her



to him.



I will lead



poor puss,



I



— Master Dibley,



can do no if



you through every room



you



will



less



than



come



in this house,



in,



and



deliver up all the Frenchmen you may find. Master Reuben Hetherford shall keep watch on the outside, lest some of them escape ; or, if he prefers, he may



window.



stare in at the kitchen



my



have



father's orders



Mr. Dibley looked



Inside the house I



not to admit him." but stepped inside the



foolish,



door, which Molly immediately shut and bolted.



— — kind of brought Reuben along constable — a — h — stammered



"I cial



I



"



Mary stopped, with



as a spe-



he.



the door of the parlor in her



hand, and turned round upon him, while the morning light,



and



streaming in from behind, seemed to magnify irradiate her form,



and touch the dusky hghts of



her coronal of hair into gleams of red gold, until she



looked Uke a crowned queen scorning the invader of her realm.



"Do



you know



my



Master Dibley?" asked



father.



she quietly.



" Yes, mistress he is an honest and honorable man." " And do you think he or his household would har:



bor those



who were enemies



king?" " No, mistress



;



and yet "



"And do you know



—



that



alone in this house, keeping shall return ?



of the colony, or of the



I,



one weak



girl,



it



safely until



my



and do you suppose



it



likely that I



am



should



admit and hide a Frenchman, or any other man, their



absence ? "



all



parents



in
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what



is



" But



why



insult



all



and



any thing



We



slight ?



and



;



that, as all



you may see I



this



being



after



this moil.



see,



me



offer



two have quarrelled,



reason enough for



is



Don't you



else ?



he wanted was the chance to



troth-plight lovers self,



1



And why, above all man to help you, as



you bring that



special constable or that



29



did you come, then ?



things, should



sir,



Reuben Helherford.



said to



I



—



said, says I "



1



for your-



warrant,



now, he asked you to make a special constable of



him?" "Well, yes. Mistress Mary, he did," confessed poor



"and



Dibley, glancing longingly at the front door;



now



that



you



been too So



him.



tell



me



hasty,



and



I take



your word that there



I,



perhaps, too ready to believe



no one



is



—



house but yourself, and " " Nay, nay, sir, you shall not do so



and your



youth has



I see that the



all this,



Since you



!



special constable are here, and,



in the



it



may



be, a



whole posse more in ambush round the house, you



must e'en go through with every room.



I



must



that his daughter



tell



it,



my



and look



father,



at least into



when he



returns,



was cleared from the suspicion Reu-



ben Hetherford has brought upon her."



"Nay, tlie



" So sist



as



mistress,



be not so angry.



matter now, and



am



not



upon your you



there



am



;



cortprehend



I



—



fully satisfied "



then. Master Dibley



following me.



see, except in the



is



kitchen



I,



I



This



is



;



and



I



do



the parlor



;



in-



and



drawers of that secretary,



no place of concealment. and there upon ^he hearth



Here sits



is



Tabitha,



the



my
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companion and bed-fellow since



my



parents' depai t-



Reuben Hetherford may have seen me bending over and petting her, and even seen her paw holding my dress; for we have been guilty of such follies in our loneliness, have we not, poor Tabitha? Here, then, is the bedroom; and I crave your pardon not to have arranged it more fittingly since I arose. I was not expecting company so soon. Here is the door of the cellar and, I pray you, step a



No



ure.



doubt,



:



on these damp and rotten boards ; my Lo, you father has talked so long of mending them now You have fallen, and I am afraid hurt your leg Be careful, I beg ; for the potato-hole is close beside you, and you may easily slip in." " I have " cried the unhappy constable, stumbhng headlong into the little pit toward which Molly had carefully



little



!



!



!



!



artfully led



could see,



him it



"



:



if



you held your candle so that



I



were better than to give tardy warning of



danger." " Our cellar



is



visitor," replied



were coming,



I



but a dark and cramped place for a



" had would have lighted



Molly meekly



:



I



known



it



with more than



that



you



Here is father's cider-barrel, one poor candle. and here the pork, and here " But Mr. Dibley was already limping up the broken this



—



staircase,



smile



muttering his satisfaction



upon her



lips,



;



and, with a faint



Molly followed him, and in



spite



upon conducting him upstairs, where she threw open the bedroom she usually occupied, the unfinished one opposite to it, and then laid her hand upon the garret door, saying, )f his resistance



insisted



—
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But wait



!



look for the key.



I will



Surely mother would not have carried would she ? "



it



to



New



Bed-



ford with her,



"



It



useless,



is



it



quite



is



useless, to



look for



it,



Mary," exclaimed the constable, trying to prevent her from going down



stairs



"I am



:



quite



and have been so from the



satisfied,



and altogether



first."



" But so am not I, Master Dibley," persisted Molly, " I have been suspected of harboring enemies of my



country



and



;



I



want you to be able to say that you



have thoroughly searched



this house,



Tabitha besides myself.



I will



key ; and,



it,



if I



cannot find



and found only



go and look



I will



draw the



for the



staple,



and



so take off the lock."



As she spoke, she sHpped past the ran down the stairs, and into the



stable,



reluctant con-



kitchen, where



sne looked carefully around her, thought she distin-



^ished Hetherford's figure outside the window, and *or his edification began rummaging the drawers, boxes, shelves, and every sort of receptacle in the Suddenly she heard Dibley's heavy



.'oom.



ing



down



the stairs



;



feet creep-



and, snatching the key from the



box where she was looking at that moment, she rushed out, and confronted him with it.



"At



last,



through



all



up again,



please,



and we



" If your garret cellar, I



"I have



sir!" exclaimed she:



mother's boxes, and here



it is.



searched



Now ccme



will look."



grewsome an abode as your do not believe even a Frenchman would hide is



as



there," said Dibley, smiling grimly



;



for Molly's bright
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and cheery tone made him ashamed of



face



churl-



ishness.



"



It is



not



much



" I will go



:



where the loose boards are might prove a worse way, please." " Thank you,



and show you



better," said she, unlocking



throwing open the door



my



you



for, if



;



to



first



fell



through,



dear child



;



it



This



than the potato-pit.



affair



but I can see every



thing from here," replied Dibley with paternal kind" That ness, and wholesome fear of the loose boards. is



a



lot of



"Yes. there



is



household Shall



it



nothing behind



it?



" No, no, maiden could see I



if



can make



:



I



there were a



my



6:0m garret to have



stuff



pull



I



out of use, I suppose."



down



you



am



satisfied,



I



mouse hidden



affidavit to



cellar,



for



more



to see that



"



you.



tell



I



in the place.



have searched the house



especially the cellar,



found nought therein



alive



but one



and



to



fearless



maid and one tortoise-shell cat." "Yes, remember the cat above all, since she may be the Frenchman Reuben Iletherford espied through the window." Chatting and laughing merrily, the two descended »Jie stairs,



down



Molly locking the door behind



to the front door.



Upon



her,



the step waited







saying, with a ten-



and



;



chair in our menage^ I will



we have but one the



and



since



upon



sit



arrange



our



for



name



dear love, I Uave no



but Frangois." " Nay, Frangois, I must confess to having surprised



one of your



know your name



I



secrets.



"You know my name



"Do



it.



Baron wish to see



French



is



He



me ?



uncon-



all



asked, 'Does Monsieur le



Now



'



I



know



monsieur



that



answerable to master in English, so



baron remains



would



already." "



then, mistress?



not be vexed, but your friend



sciously betrayed



in



How



!



for



your name.



le



Master LeBaron they



you here." of annoyance passed from the baron's and with a quizzical smile he replied,



call



The cloud



—



brow ; " Your wit is too shrewd for me to gainsay it, pretty one ; and I confess myself vanquished. Then, since my name is Master LeBaron, will you be called Mistress



LeBaron, and that



at the time I



am



abc«t to



propose?" "



O



Frangois



!



no need of setthng the war



oe many a long day before can come back," said Molly " So many, sweetheart



say



it



to you), so



over,



Xt will an-'l jiy\i



with a sigh.



('tis



your language, Marie, and



that yet. is



I



many days



the prettiest word \n uU



have so often until the



war



is



lonj



ed to



ove.s



we will wait for none of them, not one. We v wed this very night, before I leave the house."



th'it



!!



he
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Wi you take that tone.
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be displeased again



but



folly to



speak of



it,



besides."



" Wait now,



my fiancee,



and listen, and be not on which I have thought



ready to decide matters



so for



days." " But, think as hard as you may, Frangois, you can-



make me think of playing traitor to my father so." If I come back here "Nay, child, what traitor? with means of supporting you, with a position as a physician, and with a constant though weary heart, and we told your father we had been affianced since so many years, and you assured him that you loved me well, and would wed none but me, think you he not



would consent?" " I know he would,



for



he too loves



" With father-love, yes.



what



is



hold,



I



It is I



me



who



well."



show you But



will



my Marie. from my point.



a man's love for his wife,



not be tempted



will



would consent, you



say.



harm



Well, then, what



He in



and safety of a priest's It is but the ceremony that I ask, not one blessing? kiss of your dear lips unless you give it willingly. giving our betrothal the sanctity



me



Only



let



ship,



and death,



me, as



I



feel, in



know Marie



be heard above or chance



to



V)wn true wife



and our two shall



go



going out to face danger, hard-



that the sweet saint



out,



;



and



her or



will pray,



who



that,



come what



me



or others, she



whenever



I



prays for



has a wife's right to will



can claim her.



of change is



still



my



Only God



selves and the priest will know ; but 1 and you will stay here, both of us armed



"
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our separate fight as no uncertain contract could



fur



arm



ever



He young



girl



own



her



us."



was



keenly watching the face of the



silent,



He



drooped in anxious thought.



heart fought



on



his side, and,



saw that



Uke a wise



general, did not interfere with the action of his allies.



At



last



she said dreamily,



—



" And I tried so hard to be a truthful girl, at least." " And do not you owe truth to your husband, promised or actual,



more than



to



any other



man ?



And



will



not this be the strongest possible safeguard to your truth? " asked the lover almost harshly. "You know how your mother wishes you to marry this sceleraty who would sell my head for twenty dollars ; and you know how she will urge you, and how you may be all but forced into it, especially should she in dying make it



her



leave



last



petition, or should



you alone



marry him,



is



At any



not?



it



rate,



it



lifts



if



that



"That will



not



is,



indeed,



I cannot,



!



if



if you cannot you simply will



my



a load from is



heart in



something."



almost every thing.



But ray



caimot deceive him, Frangois.



I



!



" Four and twenty hours tell



And,



not stronger than



leaving you, Marie,



father



your father die, and



in her hands.



him,



if



you



will.



after I



am gone you



Sooner than



that,



he might



shall feel



bound to give the alarm. You shall tell him, or indeed anybody else, after that time, that you are a wedded maiden, waiting in her father's house until her husband can claim her." Another pause, and then Molly said again,



—



THE BETROTHAL. "But



the



1 8/



Mr. Watkins, couldn't



minister,



come



without every one knowing." "



And



gayly



the



ant"



he need not come," replied Frangois more



he knew the proverb of the



for well



;



heie, for



woman who



parleys.



We



"



we have a consecrated



fortress



want no Vatkins



priest



beneath



tli



roof already."



"What, Dr. Schwarz?" " You call him so, sweetheart, but he will



not say his



name



;



but his



title is



is



a priest.



I



Monsieur I'Abb^,



and he can marry us so that none but the Pope himself can undo the knot." " Then he is a Papist ; and you, Frangois? " " I too, Marie. Did you not know it? " " I guessed



it



the



first



day,



— when



when



I



saw



that



thing about your neck." "



My



mother's crucifix, Marie



praying with her dying



boy from harm to soldier of fortune I



may have



led,



soul



though I



:



she hung



it



there,



would shield her and body; and of a truth,



lips that



I



it



am, and rough



life



though



beheve that prayer has done



its



and no sin beyond repentance has stained the soul, and no great harm, though many a danger, has befallen the body. Marie, as I lay there on your cruel shore, my arm mangled between those rocks, and work



;



my heart, I found strength my hps, and call upon the Son of God for aid in my extremity. The next wave, instead of beating the breath from my body, hfted me, and carried me high upon the beach. I was (leatli



already clutching at



to put that crucifix to



saved."



1
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" Oh, thank God, thank God, Frangois



" !



"Yes^ but I think my appeal, and the blessed cruand my mother's prayers moved the good God then," said Frangois simply and Molly, looking into his brave, earnest eyes, felt a moment's vague regret that she had not been reared in this positive, comfortcifix,



;



ing



So



faith.



it



was answering



" Poor child



you scorn have set up. !



wife,



I



become a



How



than



Papist."



you know the joy that frightened from it by the bugaboos men !



But



little



never constrain you, sweet



I will



nor even argue with you



of the things



herself, rather



—



him, that she said, " But I can never



we



am not afraid "One of the



will



:



religion shall



be one



put away, and never speak about.



for you,



things?



my



saint."



What



else,



Frangois?" asked



Molly in a troubled voice; but Francois answered



—



firmly,



"All



my



life,



sweetheart, until the night I tapped



upon your casement, including him whom you Schwarz, and one whose name you have twice nounced, but spare



me



will



pain.



never speak again



is



you would



Canst curb thy woman's



Ihy wifely rights, so far?



"It



if



call



pro-



curiosity,



"



not curiosity, Francois; but you ask very



give you my whole heart, lay open my whole Your kiss is the first, man save my father, evei laid upon my lips." "And I can give you no such sweet assurance,



much.



I



life.



Marie. tixTies



I



am



seven years your senior in years, seven



severt in experience of the world,



and a lough.



THE BETROTHAL. bad world too.



I give



you no freshness



you no confidences of the past out; I give



love,



my



man



in a



you



faith,



my life, all and my honor, my



thousand



is



;



And



me



"I



so entirely?



will."



you



my



Perhaps one wo-



fearlessly to



Am



Will you be



Molly, laying her hands in



calm eyes



day



this



strong enough in herself to give



you to be that woman, Marie. trust



89



can make



I give



entire. all.



I



;



from



but,



such perfect confidence to her husband



you



1



meet



his,



and



;



I



my and



his scrutiny,



I believe



right?



Will



wife?" raising her



simply said,
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CHAPTER XXIV. GRANDMOTHER AMES'S CURTAINS.



THE



great eight-day clock in the kitchen struck



twelve with



all



and



the resonance



deliberation



so clearly distinguishing the midnight from the noon-



day voice of any responsible clock died away in the supernatural



and



;



stillness,



as the



sound



sure to



also



follow the stroke of midnight, the door leading from



the parlor to the



kitchen



opened very



gently,



and



Molly's pale face peeped out and listened anxiously



accompanied by more positive demonstrations of the husband sleeping on a cot beside her bed. Truth to tell, Dr. Schwarz had assured his patient a good night's rest by a judicious soporific; and Humphrey, like most hard-working healthy men, needed no coaxing to his ten-hours' slumber. " God bless them both, and forgive me " said Mcl-



to the quiet breathing of the invahd,



the



!



ly



under her breath, as she re-closed the door, and



turned the button upon the inside. the



fire,



Then



raking open



with which, rather to her father's surprise, she



had indulged herself on retiring, she lighted a couple of candles by aid of one of the coals, put some wood upon the embers, and looked shyly about her for this was IMoll^ Wilder's wedding-day, coming up so still ;
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and cold from the wintiy sea ; and all alone in the dim chill chamber she was to make her bridal toilet. But how? She had no pretty clothes, no ornaments or coquetries of the



cism and the lonely ities



:



toilet,



life



but Frangois had



her mother's asceti-



for



alike discouraged 3



^stingly



such



frivol-



bade her make her-



eyes, since there would be no and she fain would do so. But again, how? Ever since nine o'clock, when she retired to her extempore couch upon the parlor-floor, Molly's mind had been actively exercised in recalling self beautiful



for his



others to admire her



all



;



the traditions of brides, their costumes,



and



their



manners, that ever had come within her knowledge.



The only one she had seen with her own eyes was



at



a meeting of Friends she had attended with her parents



:



and



that



wore a skimpy the



one was about



dress, cape,



forty years old,



and bonnet,



same piece of drab-colored



silk,



all



and, by



ornament, had decked herself with such an



and



made from air



way of of stem



and determination, that Molly, on the way home, innocently inquired of her mother if Friend Hannah Trimble were married against her will, that resignation



she looked so sour over it;



and Deborah, yielding



with a grim smile to the fascination of bridal gossip, replied that



it



were shrewder to ask that question of



Phineas Coffin, since every one



him whether he would or no. " But do all brides look like



knew Hannah had wed



that, mother? " persisted and her mother, plunging still deeper into worldly talk, proceeded to describe a bride and a wedding she had seen in the parish- churdb at home,



Uie child



;



;
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ivhere the lovely



Lady Anne was arrayed



in flowing



white satin robes, with garniture and veil of ancestral lace,



and a crown of orange-blossoms upon her head,



a bevy of noble maidens at her side, and troops of village children to scatter flowers in her path.



As



came back, Deborah's cheek



old memories



and her eyes sparkled; but Molly



still ap" But that was a lord's daughter marrying a lord," objected she. " How do people like



flushed,



peared



dissatisfied.



How were



us dress?



Deborah smiled a



you dressed little,



yourself,



and looked



mother? "



slyly at her



husband, who grinned sympathetically back at her then she said with an odd softness in her voice,



"Why, knows



I



there



was a time about



it,



like



Hannah Trimble



to-day



:



and



Thee



child.



was a Friend already, and should by



have dressed



;



—



rights



but thy



and would have his bride come to him in white, as a pure maid has a right to do ; and at last my people gave in, and my father himself bought the white cambric for my and when I was to leave the house he stuck a dress white rose in my hair, and said it matched my neck and we walked to your father's parish-church, and



father, there, set his



hard head against



it,



;



fvere



married just as well as Lady



have the dress saved by grown. skirt will



there,



Anne herself. when thee



for thee, child,



I is



The body will be a deal too Httle, but the make thee a fine petticoat for best. But



enough of this worldly talk.



thee think the Spirit



yesterday?



Did thee



— Humphrey, did not



moved me like



what



Molly remained obediently



I



mightily in meeting



said?"



silent,



but rested not by



;
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day nor night until the white cambric dress was given own keeping; and the skirt, lengthened



over to her



down by several inches and freshly laundered, now hung over a chair ready to serve at its second bridal. " All in white, as a pure maid has a right," repeated Molly to herself, as she looked at it, and touched it " Yes, I will be in white, sure enough ; but reverently. what white?" She opened the closet-door where all her wardrobe hung since yesterday, and stood, a finger upon her lip, contemplating the well-remembered garments in



silent



peiplexity. stuff dress of Quaker brown, so ugly in and clumsy in fashion? No, indeed. The iftriped blue and white linsey-woolsey, or the yet shabThe homespun linen Oh, no bier gray and black ? for summer wear, and the striped short-gown and petticoat, and the " cooler " for hot weather of India chintz, brought from England in the emigration? .^ot one of all these was of the slightest value now «.nd Molly shut the closet-door with a sigh, and looked about her. But refusing is not choosing; and when the closet-door was closed, Molly had shut away her



That new



its



fit,



!



and stood looking about her with such much as we condemn her stolen marriage, v;e fain must pity her a



entire wardrobe,



an



air



of dejection and perplexity, that,



little, all



alone here in the silence of midnight, so for-



i'jmly struggling fitness



for



that



to



provide some



nuptial



hour,



little



beauty and



around which fond



mothers ordinarily heap their tenderest cares, and smiling friends their



most assiduous



attentions.
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Even



the resolute determination for a white dresa



had something of pathos



in



it



for



;



sprung from the



it



maiden soul was making against what might seem unmaidenly even in his eyes " As a pure maid for whom the sacrifice was made. unconscious protest the



has the right," she whispered to herself again, ing a



little



wooden box from a



turn



over



its



little bits



to



drawer, she sat



of finery that



So



!



fair



useless, so ugly



to



Such poor



but too familiar contents.



re-create



as, tak-



down



One



!



longs



form and bright maiden head



from the dust of two centuries, and pity and caress



and comfort it at least. Two centuries and more ago, and yet how close akin to yon young girl's heart was this whose story her descendant so lovingly tells to-day The world is born new every day, yet always the same !



dear old world.



Ah



!



One



item for the



toilet



trimming of that peddler



That



used.



recollection idea,



will



of



— an idea



delightful that



do



for a



something



;



but the



the peddler has suggested



another



at the



for



well,



same time so audacious and so



Molly stood



for



a



moment



hands and blazing cheeks contemplating before venturing to laj'ing the



are



bonnet-



summer, and not yet



last



—



Here



at last.



some yards of white ribbon bought



box back



approach more



with clasped it



in the air



Then,



closely.



in the secretary-drawer, she



drew



from the very remotest comer of that receptacle a parcel



wrapped



in silver-paper,



and



carefully



pinned;



and, seating herself, slowly unfolded and unrolled a



web of dehcate bobbinet lace, bought in much feai and trembling at the expense, by Mistress Wilder, of



;
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same peddler, who professed to have himself imit from Holland for the especial use of feminine



ported



who used



Friends,



it



for those formally folded yet



ungraceful neckerchiefs



The purchase made, and



costume.



lation



gone, Deborah's



once



heart, at



the peddler



and



thrifty



sorely misgave her for her self-indulgence fully laying



to the coarsest



kerchiefs with



ascetic,



and, care-



;



aside her lace, she confined



some months



not



forming part of their regu-



herself for



and poorest of the muslin



which she was already supplied.



who had watched and smiled



at this



little



Molly,



comedy, had



from time to time tried to persuade her mother to



wear the



lace, or else allow her to



do so



:



but piety



forbade one of these courses, and prudence the other



and the coveted snare paper,



lay fresh



and



crisp in



its



rustling



ready to entangle the footsteps of the incau-



all



maiden who approached it. bridal veil, and of the choicest, if only I dare use it " murmured Molly, unwrapping the lace, and tious



"A



!



letting



float



it



over her two hands as she held



it



above



her head, and glanced shyly into the black depths of the



mirror,



whence she



half



expected to see hei



mother's angry face confront her. ''



But



dear,



if



I will



be so very, very careful of



only you will lend



it,"



it,



mother



whispered she, turning



toward the partition behind which lay her mother's



bedroom. Reverently laying the lace upon the backs of two chairs,



Molly once more gazed around the room, seek-



ing inspiration from the familiar surroundings. secretary?



The



Nay, she knew the contents of every onw
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of



its



drawers, and



The



no



bridal



dresses were



among



had been ransacked. The cupboard above the fire? Nothing there. The triangular buffet, or, as Molly had always heard it called, the bo-fat, in the corner? It contained some precious bits of china and glass, and the silver teapot that had been her father's father's, but nothing to meet the present need. The chest? Molly's eye«j dwelt upon it long and meditatively, as if by clairvoyance reviewing through the closed Hd the manifold objects she had so often seen displayed. The chest. itself was a curiosity, and nowadays would be a treasthem.



ure



;



for



it



closet?



It



was of dark English oak, quaintly carved,



and adorned with old



Wilder family long before it,



we



brasses, such as



tate to-day in lacquer-work.



It



vainly imi-



had belonged



Humphrey



and had "come over" with him,



in the



himself joined



not in



if



"The



Mayflower," at least in one of those later vessels



which actually brought so many of the chattels



at-



tributed to the freight of that remarkable litde brig. But, although the chest



yet too



new



considered



household



loom



;



to value



it



more



stuff



it



was



as



was as and even Molly



old, the country



for its



age



;



a convenient receptacle for



not in frequent use, than as an heir-



and she mentally went through



its



treasures



with mournful negation of each one, until she murmured to herself, " and grandmother Ames's curtains."



Then she stopped,



flushed a



little



with some



sudden tnought, swifdy crossed the room^ and, kneeling before the chest, lifted the heavy in



its



contents.



Finally



lid,



she dragged



and burrowed up from the
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depths a great parcel, carefully pinned up in linen,



a paper pasted upon the outside, inscribed, " Grandmother Ames's Curtains."



with



Carrying the package nearer to the



light,



Molly



contents.



and rapidly took out and unfolded the They were such as are to be found in



many an



old family chest to-day, perhaps carefully



unfastened



it,



preserved as the



monuments of



women who have gone



the industry



before



;



and task of



perhaps tossed



and merely retaining their places in the land of the living because no one takes interest enough in them to destroy them. For grandmother Ames's curtains were a full suit for three windows and a bedstead, of fine India muslin, and all wTOught by her own fair hands with festoons and wreaths and scattered bouquets of such flowers as may have bloomed in Eden, but never upon the vulgar earth ; with wondrous scrolls and arabesques, and such wanton freaks of needlework as the inspired composer of music may indulge in upon his piano, or the accomplished " skatist " perform upon the ice before an admiring crowd. Grandmother Ames was a swift and diligent needlewoman, and these curtains had been the great achievement, the magnum opus, of her life ; and at her death hey were solemnly bequeathed to her daughter Deborah, constituting with one feather-bed, and one scarlet oroadcloth cloak and hood, a fair and equitable fourth of the Ames inheritance. Molly Wilder had often seen these curtains, and admired them with that sort of vague awe inspired by the Bayeux tapestry, or a aside



and



forgotten,



patcnwork carpet said to contain ten thousand



bits of
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any other enormous and



human new and



and industry



of



life



a



vital interest in



utterly useless waste



but to-day they aroused



:



her mind, and one certainly



never contemplated by their



artificer



yards of wrought muslin, a



little



but



for in all those



;



tarnished by years,



of a very delicate creamy white, the maiden



still



saw the vision of a vvedding-dress,



—a



vision not clearly



defined as yet, hardly more indeed than a bright possibility,



ing,



but



still



set her



something to



and her eyes to



cheeks to glow-



bosom to The curtains



and her



flashing,



fair



panting with delight and impatience.



must not be



cut, of course



separate pieces,



—



the while,



"These skirt,



;



and how



six



and examined them,



busily



long window- curtains



murmuring



make



will



the



sweeping the floor hke that Lady Anne wore



when mother saw her married



:



nay, I will use two for



a round petticoat, an-d the other four Ay, that goes swimmingly



train.



why not held



could they



else



Again and again Molly took up the



be shaped?



it



this



shall



and



make



the



for the



body,



headpiece of the bed-curtains ? "



She



;



out at arm's-length, and surveyed



intuitive appreciation



and speculation



it



with that



in her eye, an-



swering in the feminine genius to the fine frenzy of a Galileo or a Mitchell searching for the possible planet



comet science has taught him of all the usual beliefs of man. or



to expect in defiance It



was a long,



scarf-



shaped, or rather cape-shaped, piece of muslin, some three feet broad in the middle,



and perhaps



six or



seven long, designed to hang inside the two headposts of the old-fashioned bedstead,



and



to delight the
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see, let



me



she adjusted the



the head-piece, laid



crossed



it



it



it.



murmured Molly busily; more substantial part of her



see,"



and, hastily arranging the



in
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occupant or occupants, since no one out-



its



side could catch a glimpse of



toilet,



1



and



skirt



train,



and then, taking



over her shoulders like a shawl,



upon her bosom, and tied the endr, behind soft and fine fabric lending itself



a great knot, the



readily to an arrangement impossible with



more



substantial,



and Molly's



stately



any thing



and statuesque



figure bearing off grandly that style of classic drapery



which on most



modem



unbecoming.



The edge of



figures



is



so overwhelming



and



the fichu thus arranged ; and the days had became an indispensathat time ranked more



covered the upper part of the arms not yet arrived



when



the sleeve



ble part of the dress, being at



with gloves and masks as part of the out-door costume, to



be tied on when about to leave the house, and laid



on entering it. So Molly, gazing into the dim felt no dismay in observing that the round, white arm was uncovered from the elbow down, or that a soft and creamy bit of neck was to be seen aside



muTor,



between the folds of the with the



stately throat



fichu,



blending admirably



above, and suggesting sweet



possibilities below.



Then Molly loosened her chestnut hair, coiled it and laid over it the web of lace, suffering one



afresh,



end to cover her face, and binding fillet



tvith until



it



around with the



of white ribbon in unconscious classic accord the style of her robe,



her



own



and



Juno-like beauty.



in perfect



harmony



;
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Finally clasping her hands,



and dropping them



moment



front of her, she stood for a



shy approval and astonishment



self in



for



;



was



herself.



Her own



and



yet soft



own



cheeks, but



when



so



in



emotion



;



the brow, ly



the



httle



its



bu\



dreamy smile ?



charmingly colored?



even the wide white chin looked night; even



this,



gray eyes, but



and dewy in their brightness? when so tremulous and tender her



never had



when so her own mouth,



mirror given back to her an image like it



iij



looking at her-



soft



ear blushed



and loving



to-



pink with sweet



even the bright hair lay more softly upon and coiled more crown-like upon the queen-



head.



edge as



had quick and she used the knowlher noble nature and pure heart prompted



for, still



gazing in the mirror, she said, "



Yes, she saw that she was lovely, for she appreciation of



all



loveliness



:



Francois loves me, that I look like this



;



It is



because



and how can love me, and



God enough for sending him to making me comely in his eyes " So she fell upon her knees, and had not yet when the clock struck three. It was her bridal hour.



I



thank



for



!



arisen,



TRUTH,



AND NOTHING BUT TRUTH.
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CHAPTER XXV. THE WHOLE TRUTH, AND NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH.



THE



clock Struck three



door into the front passage and up the



and, quietly opening the



;



hall,



stairs



;



Molly



through the



stole



her white robes shimmer-



ing ghostily, her Hght foot noiseless as Tabitha's, who,



having with round grave eyes watched the progress of the



toilet,



now accompanied the bride, somewhat doe" escorted Lady Clare, seek-



as the "milk-white



ing Lord Ronald's tower.



The door of lover,



raising



"



Molly's



them



My



It is



him au



you names so call



—



murmured, and so led her into the



swarthy stranger, at sight of



:



—



;



but her lover



:



he might the better help me.



naturel^ that



is all.



I



he was



Now



in



you



would present him



you never hear the which our enemies still may search for us him, if you will. Monsieur I'Abb^, or perhaps



if I



dared, but



it



is



better



in



mon pere all?"



"



your old friend Schwarz, Marie



disguise, that



to



tall



!



Molly stopped in astonishment



re-assured her



see



stood open, and her



deferentially to his lips,



brave, true love



room where stood a



whom "



own room



advancing to meet her, took both hands, and,



;



Are you content?



Can you



trust



me



iu
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" I have trusted you, and Francois/'



meaning



I will



always trust you,



Molly with such sweet gravity of



said



that the lover's



as he ardently replied,



cheek was tinged with



—



deliglit



" And you shall never repent your noble confidence,



my



Marie



The



promise



I



:



abb^,



it



to



you foi de



— Now, mon pere^



gentilhomme.



who remained



—foi



d^un



so grave and silent that



one might say he had but little relish for his duty, opened the wave-worn little book in his hand, and



began to read the service in a voice hardly above a whisper, yet so sonorous and full in its intonations that first time upon Molly's seemed the language of some strange,



the I^atin words, falhng for the



unlearned



ear,



beautiful land of romance, wherein she



gorgeous dream



have hoped, in



;



and



surely



walked as in a



romance could hardly



this wintry wilderness, to find material



so fitting as this



dim chamber, with the sombre



priest



hurriedly muttering his full-mouthed Latin phrases, the beautiful bride in her quaint costume, the stately bride-



groom gazing



at



her so ardently, and Tabitha, who,



seated in the midst, fixed her gleaming eyes on each in succession with true Satanic intelligence. ^^



La



bague,



mon



fils^^



muttered the priest; and



Frangois, slipping from his finger the great amethyst



Molly had admired when her future



and half dead



at her feet,



placed



wounded upon her finger,



lL»ver lay it



and held it there while he repeated after the priest some words whose meaning Molly could only guess. " Kneel, and. an



my



children," said the priest in English,



they obeyed, he laid his hands upon their



AND NOTHING BUT
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heartier tone tlian he yet



and



had used, bestowed upon them the apostoHc blessing, which, in the behef of both men, conveyed a positive of good far beyond a charitable wish



gift



felt tlie



;



while Molly



tears start to her eyes in gratitude for she



knew



not what.



"Monsieur and Madame LeBaron, allow me to my warmest felicitations, and hopes for your



offer



happiness," said the abbe, as the new-married pair rose to their feet



and



;



in



pronouncing the new name,



adopted since morning by eyes, his



his friend



allowed a twinkle of



priest



humor



and



pupil, the



to kindle his dark



and a tone more jocose than solemn



to penetrate



deep-toned voice.



But Molly could not appreciate the joke had no mind for it, being occupied



cois



;



and Fran-



in admiring



his bride.



"And whence



charming costume, so richly its simpUcity?" asked he, touching the embroidered edge of the fichu as it this



wrought, and yet so virginal in



lay



" Is it not the Indian muslin abroad are so pleased to wear? "



upon Molly's arm.



that our fine ladies



" I believe



^.



flush of pleasure,



in turn



had



all



Do you like it? " rephed she with a and a dimpling smile at the jest she



to herself.



" But whence did fairies



it



come



had decked thee



Frangois a



little



curiously.



and decided not robe by bestowing upon instant,



window-curtains



;



all



for



of a sudden, as



if



the



thy bridal?" persisted



Molly hesitated



for half



an



to disHlusionize her bridal it



the homely



and, in thus deciding the



name of first



ques-



";
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arising in her married



may be



wives



life,



she gave no UB impor



whole future course



tant clew to her



;



for truth-telling



divided into two broad classes,



— those



and those who tell nothing but who to our mind, and to Molly's, these latter are the truth the wisest, and even the truest to the spirit of their marriage-vow. It was the first time the question had been presented to her, and there was no time for tell all the truth, :



reasoning it



;



but intuition, deeper than reason, decided



once, and



at



it



baron's question replied,



—



was not half a minute



the



after



before his all-unconscious baroness



"And how do you know but the fairies did deck me for my bridal ? You told me yourself it was the mermaids who brought you here



my" —



" Nay, say it



me



for



my



it



out, sweetheart,



once, dear wife.



neck, and give



me



Marie



— thy



first



place for



husband.



Say



Lay thy coy arms about



the kiss I will not take without



thy leave, and say, *This for firom



in the



my



husband Frangois,



his wife.'"



Smiling and ashamed, she did exactly as he bid her and he, holding her close to his heart for one sweet moment, and then gazing reverently into the deep, true eyes Hfted to his so bravely yet so shyly, felt a



sudden burden of fasten



upon



had wrought



responsibility, almost of remorse,



his heart, at



in this fair



knowledge of the change he



and pure



whole future lay in his hand. " God so deal with me, as ivhispered



he; and she



for



life,



and how



I with you,



my



wife



its



!



answer kissed him yet



•gain, then released herself from his embrace.



"



TRUTH, "



am



I



AND NOTHING BUT TRUTH



sorry,



my



the time," said the



friends, but I



abb6 dryly.
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must remind you of "It



is



all



but foul



and our friend Amariah is very matutinal, not to mention our worthy host, who sometimes, as he tells me, rises before the dawn." "Yes, yes. Frangois, you must go at once," exclaimed Molly, her firm mind springing back to its o'clock



;



I



" I drew the bolt of the went to bed, and the hinges are



it



will



balance upon the instant. front



door before



well oiled, so that



of provisions



in



is



open



vhe



noiselessly.



parlor,



The



basket



and the extra wrap-



pings are here." " Most thoughtful of wives, and so young in that !



sweet character " exclaimed Frangois uxoriously. " Yes, all is ready but my will ; and that I think will



never say, * It is time to part.' " I pray you, do not forget the moccasins I gave you



your boots, or the extra stockings.



to put over feet are so



cold after



some hours



One's



in a sleigh."



" I will not forget, Griselda."



"'And thy poor arm," pursued Molly, not caring to inquire who Griselda might be, or have been ; and her



and persevering adherence to the matter hand roused Frangois from his dreams of delight, no personal responsibility would in the least have



earnestness in



as



done.



The abb^ ti.



be no



physician ing, to



:



be



also



less



a



showed



man



himself, in this



emergency,



of affairs than a priest



and a



he thought of every thing, generally findMolly had thought of



sure, that



hand, and laid



down



it



before-



the whole plan of the escape
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both for Frangois and himself so clearly that thete could hardly occur at any point one of those dreadful



many



breaks in the chain of connection, by which captive has, just in the



moment



the road cut from under his feet,



remanded



a



of deliverance, found



and been



helplessly



He



to a bitterer captivity than ever.



had



even taken occasion, in the course of the day, to go in



and out of the



whatever



might



snow should be



frozen



door several times, so that



front



footprints



appear upon



the



attributed to his feet.



opening the door, he pointed out



hard Softly



fact to the



this



baron, bidding ^him be careful to tread exactly in the



same track; but the caution was unheeded, for, as the last barrier between the captive and liberty was removed, he turned back to his captivity and his jailer with a clinging love, such as he had not yet known, and, clasping Molly in his arms, whispered,



—



" Sweet wife stay,



and



I



!



cannot leave thee thus.



risk all, or will



strong



;



for



Be



We knew



Shall I



me ? "



we did but and let me be a man, and should show me the



"Neither, Frangois. join to part.



you come with



that



strong, dear husband,



you are



example." " you,



And



so I



Good-by, darling



will.



and keep you



years should pass.



!



Do



God be



:



with



not doubt me, even thougn



So sure as



I live, I will



claim you." " I should never dream of doubting



it,"



come



to



said Molly



and then they clung together in one of those embraces whose passion is all pain, for the



in



some



surprise



:



sorrow of parting strikes



its



bitterness



through the



AND NOTHING BUT TRUTH.
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of love, and



Bweet the



the



20/



sweet makes the bitter



all



more pungent.



It



was Molly who,



at the



last,



unclasped her hus-



band's arms from around her neck, and gently push-



—



him toward the door whispered, " Go, dear, in the name of pity, go



ing



" !



"Yes, mon baron, it is madness to delay," murmured the abb^ impatiently; and Frangois, without a word, with but one more lingering kiss, allowed himself



be led to the door, which presently closed last cautious echo of



to



behind him, but not until the



had died upon the frosty air. Then the and looked shrewdly at Molly. She was white as her dress, and leaned heavily against the door- casing with closed eyes, from beneath whose his footsteps



abb^ turned,



lids



great



tears



were



slowly forcing



Light as a cat the priest mounted the



their



course.



own



stairs to his



room, and presently returned with a



flat



little



silver



cup, part apparently of a pocket-flask. " Drink this, madame " whispered he peremptorily. !



" Drink,



if



Dey." " Oh,



if I



but one



sip, to



could insure



it



your husband's safe jour-



thus



!



" replied



Molly



;



but



she took the cup, and smiled, and whispered some-



and quaffed the contents, never knowing whether was sea-water or good French brandy to her it was pledge to Frangois, and that was all.



thing, it



\



:



" And now, madame," pursued the abb^, receiving back the cup with a smile, " I recommend that you take



off"



hiding



and put away



all



this beautiful dress,



signs of unusual confusion, get a



and, after



little



sleep



"
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before the day breaks.



I



shall



do



so, for



it



will



be



many a night before we shall sleep so securely again." " The advice is good, sir. Good-night." And Mary went into her own room, where the dying fire still shed a warm and dusky glow, fastened The the door, and drew aside the window-curtain. before dawn the hour darkness of brooding intense, all the earth ; but beneath it the snow shot up a sullen and sepulchral gleam, as in the darkened chamber of death the shrouded form in its cold white



was over



vestments cannot be hid.



Mary shuddered, and dropped



—



the curtain, then



upon her knees whispering, " Eye of man can see iiim not thou to



whom



the night



is



as the



;



but thou,



O



fell



God,



noonday, oh, watch



him and keep him and save him, and bring him back to



me



!
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CHAPTER XXVI. THE MAIL-BAG OF THE " CIRCE."



NEWS, door of a al



"



officer of artillery,



little



surgeon



sat



barrack-chamber wherein the regiment-



reading and smoking.



news, mon capitan ? " asked he a " Have the Hurons captured a part} languidly.



of Iroquois? or



Hurons



this



is



the Iroquois



it



time? or "



" Nothing of the sort all



exclaimed a ^av



looking in at the open



And what



little



the



cher docteur T'



news,



young



back to



;



—



who have annoyed



but news that



may



take us



la belle France, leaving the savages to fight



own squabbles, and murder these Jesuit who hunger so furiously after martyrdom, at



out their fathers,



their leisure.



A



home, just anchorand here comes the chaplain tc



brigantine from



ing below the citadel



;



confirm my report." " What You have already heard the blessed nev^ s !



of peace, Capt. Reynier?" asked a mellow voice a the chaplain entered the room.



" What, peace



come ashore?"



!



Is



it



true,



then ?



And, without waiting



Has



the mail



for reply, the



young man dashed out of the room and down the Btairs.



"



News



of peace, eh



? "



asked Dr. LeBaron



still
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door,



still



indifferently, as



and came



Pere Vincent closed the



to seat himself beside his friend.



" Yes, doctor, and other news also," replied the priest



"



a voice of suppressed emotion.



in



"A



have a



I



letter."



But how did any one know of your whereabouts or your identity?" asked the doctor letter!



"That is, any one but your added he more gently. " Is the



sternly.



religious supe-



riors,"



letter



from one



of your fathers?" " No, but still from a Noailles,



priest. You remember Pbre who went home invahded a few months after



our arrival in



this place ?



"



Surely, Father Vincent,



"Yes.



you did not betray



our identity to him? " demanded the surgeon angrily. " Not at all, my son ; the worthy priest and myself



never exchanged six words about you in our



many about myself



indeed,



a



man



individually.



of rare discretion and reserve



we spent many know at this moment what was



hours in close



;



I



and, although



communion, his



name



lives, or,



found him



I



do not



before enter-



ing the church, or his birthplace, or family condition,



—



in fact,



no more than he does mine." " ^vritten to you?



"Well, and he has



"Yes, a most interesting account of the Oratorian and the Lazarist Fathers, who are doing great



College,



work



in the provincial towns."



"Ay?



Well, that



is



all



good," replied the surgeon



pohtely indifferent.



"But



the



good



father



encloses



another letter



ir



which you may take more interest," pursued the priest, " It is from taking a folded paper from his pocket. my sister Clotilde, whom you may remember."



"
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"But, abb^, how could you write to your



sister^



as I



suppose you did, without betraying your where-



abouts and mine also? " Very easily, as you shall see



I



:



wrote to



my



sister,



For any thing the writer may have



mentioning neither date nor residence.



be gathered from the



to



letter,



been resident in Japan or Nova Zembla. This letter 1 enclosed in one to my spiritual superior, to whom,



you know, as a member of the Society of Jesus, I am obliged to report myself at stated periods, knowledge



—



as impossible to spread



beyond



its



authorized limits as



obtained in the confessional.



that



transmit



this



to



letter



my



sister



I



asked him to



tlirough



a certain



him to write at her given by the confessor to



her confessor, and to desire



priest,



a reply.



dictation



my



and



This,



would be transmitted to Pere and by him enclosed to me. My somewhat complex plan worked as smoothly as most complex matters do when committed to Holy Church for and here is Clotilde's letter. Will you guidance his



superior,



Noailles,



;



look at it?" " Thanks ; but you shall



tell



me any



thing in



it



that



especially interests yourself," replied the doctor in a



voice



full



The



of meaning and warning. laid



priest



friend's elbow,



"You had tude.



We



and



the



letter



upon the



rose, saying,



—



table at his



it for yourself, and in solimeet at supper if not sooner." Then and the doctor resumed his book and his



better read



shall



he went out,



down one page, turning the leaf and beginning another, with no consciousness of a



pipe, reading steadily
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single word or line, while the eyes so steadily fixed upon the printed page were far more conscious of the sidelong reflection upon the retina of that unfolded sheet upon the table than of the object immediately



in front of them. ture, the



Suddenly, with an impatient ges-



surgeon tossed the book upon a bed at the



other side of the room, flung the pipe upon the table,



and, striding to the window, stood staring the wonderful landscape at his feet,



waters of the



St.



Charles dance



down upon



where the blue



down



to lose them-



more turbid flood of the St. Lawrence, and both together flow majestically onward to the sea, laving the broken and picturesque shore, circling around the storied islands, and opening one of the great highways by which first France and then England found their way lo the heart of the New World. Magnificent as was the view, even more so then than to-day, and competent as were the educated eyes of the surgeon to read and comprehend its charm, they roved over it now as blankly as they had over the printed page of one of his most-valued medicai treatises; even the sea-worn and battered brigantine; selves in the



anchored almost



at his feet as



it



looked, her decks



and rigging swarming with men, wliile a whole fleet of Indian canoes plied back and forth between her side and the pebbly shore, lay unseen before the eyes whose blank gaze rested only upon a simulacre of the table 'behind him, with that open letter lying in the middle. But, as the stem gaze never faltered, this homely



and clear in the summer an and ho\'ering between the gazei



vision slowly faded away,



rose another, wavering



—



;
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and the undulating tops of the evergreen forest across the the river, whither now his eyes were directed,



—



fair



vision



of a stately chateau, gray with ancestral



honor and glory, with a garden



at its feet



where color



and perfume and warmth and delight mingled sensuous dream of beauty and enjoyment, and, midst of a drooping



tree,



a form



—



in



one



in the



The doctor turned, muttering a savage malediction upon his own folly, and snatching up the letter devoured



its



contents with hungry eyes



nothing there



:



written could be so dangerous as the imaginations



it



suggested unread.



The



part was simple



first



and quieting



as



need be



mere homely details of Clotilde's own experiences, how she had married, and been a mother, and now the and she, livchild and the husband both were dead ing with her raarried brother for a while, but meaning ;



go to service again so soon



to



back from P.'iris and take her rambling inconsequence of an these passages



:



—



" But you did not I



was



at the



as ;



know



madame



should



and then with illiterate writer



that before I



Chateau de Montarnaud



for



come



all



the



followed



was married a while



aftei



and Count Gaston de Montarnaud came to the property, and took possession; and when he went away he would not take madame to



the old count was dead,



Paris



;



they said, because she



lords there, but at



all



tifully,



me



mend



to



so I went



;



her.



And



the



the countess's



me to do it beauand when she knew I was youi



you know the nuns taught



md



so with the great



left



housekeeper recommended laces, fcT



flirted



events he
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make me



tell
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always in her bedchamber, and



She tried so hard to



hours at a time.



where you were,



she would surely have got



could say



how you wished



Saviour's



tomb



it



so



from



me



much



to



go to see our



I



thought



and



Jerusalem,



at



had known,



that, if I



but I only



;



you



might be in some monastery there.



But she said, in an angry sort of way, she did not believe it ; and then she asked, did any one go with you ? but how could I did not know? So day after day we tell when I and, brother, I can tell you what I fancy you want to know, though you did not exactly ask ; but it is quite true that Madame la Comtesse would rather talked



be



:



Madame



Baronne even to-day.



la



I



would not



now



that he is by the gentleman whose wife he carried And if you know where our dear away^ it is no harm. mastei the baron is, I wish you would tell him he has only to come home and marry her, and be Comte de Montamaud, unless the little Mademoiselle Th^r^se is her father's heiress (I do not know, and Father Jacques s^ys he does not, how that would be) ; but at any rate, when I saw the countess, not two months



say



it if



the count were



still



alive



;



but,



nicely killed



ago, only a few weeks after the count's death, she



asked me, with her handsome face blight as a



word from



all flushed and had not yet heard one brother; and I know what I know.



young



my



Ves, yes, brother



girl's,



!



if I



know



I



ceased to love him; and



somer than tiest



ever,



master.



and



And



rich,



full



now



well that she has never



she



is



free,



and a morsel



she promised that



and hand-



for the dain-



when she came



"



;
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old,



to



poor



come and
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settle



the



with her again,



live



Mademoiselle Th^r^se, who



little



Madame



then



CIRCEr



whither she must go to



Paris,



affairs, I



''



Clotilde's



again into personal details



;



is



darling." letter



wandered



and, having read



it



off



to the



it, laid it upon the tat)le, and stood looking gloomily down upon it. " Say, Victor, what is the name of the brigantine ? " asked a merry soldier voice below the window. And



end, the doctor slowly folded



—



another replied with a laugh, " ' Circ^.' She comes to tempt us



all



to desert this



barbarous solitude, and get a passage back to France "



don't you see ?



"



The



smile.



'



Circ^,' "



"Yes



echoed Dr. LeBaron, with a cynical



but only fools believed in Circ^ twice."



;



At the mess supper-table the doctor and the chaplain



met again



;



and,



when



priest followed his friend



own



the meal was finished, the



from the room and up to his



As he opened the door, the latter and quietly said, "Will you come in, and take your letter, abb^? " The abb6 silently compHed, took the letter, and without glancing at it, or asking if it had been read, put it in the pocket of his soutane, and said, " I have not quite emptied my budget of news yet, quarters.



turned,



—



—



my friend." "No? What remains ? " I am going home. I am " Will you go with me ? "What,



to



France?"



recalled



by



my



superior
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dead



why not ?



:



if



:



Your



father



and your brother are



Gaston's child dies, you are the heir of your



father's estates, as well as



your mother's, for such were



the terms of her marriage settlements.



out by time and travel



and may



ciation,



your vine and



all



settle peacefully



fig-tree at



You have worn



bitterness or pain of asso-



down,



either beneath



Montarnaud, or the apple and



pear trees of Normandy, to



live



out your



life



in your



and among your own people ; for you are, after all, a Frenchman, and nothing can deprive you of that proud inheritance." Wily abb6 He never alluded to the widowed and regretful Valerie ; for he was sure that the letter had done its work, without need of further help. The doctor, striding up and down the narrow cham-



own



country,



!



ber,



Hstened attentively to the end, and, as the abbe's



voice died away, stood with his back toward the room,



open window at the starless Suddenly he turned, and, without approaching the other, said slowly and dis-



staring blankly out of the



sky and unseen shore.



tinctly,



—



" I do not think my wife wishes to live in France " " Your wife ? Mademoiselle Marie Wilder ? "



" No,



Madame LeBaron,



as she herself



named



hei



future husband."



"



My



news



dear baron, I have got one more piece of



for you,



and to-night



— news which has waited two good to



is



" It seems a day of revelation,



not think your first.



What



is



years,



be produced."



last



it?"



news



mon



will stir



abbe ; but I do



me more



than the



!
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Father Vincent rose from the chair where he had



thrown himself, and, approaching



his friend, laid



a hand



and looked earnestly into his face. It was grave, attentive, and expectant, but not so agiHe was a tated as the priest would have had it.



upon



his arm,



skilful



musician, but the instrument did not respond as



he had hoped. "



My



you were but a child when your father my charge and since that day your



son,



placed you in welfare tion,



;



and improvement have been,



my



" I beheve



it,



mon



now, grateful and "I



after



my



voca-



dearest care."



am now



pere,



own



my



rate, I



At any



recall is



due



made by



letter to



to



always, as



you of a step I took for your pleasure, and perhaps against



to tell



sake against your duty.



and have been



reliant."



am



led to expect that



my



the confession of this step, which I



my



superior



;



and



I



may have



severe



penance to undergo on my arrival with him. Mean time you will perhaps be angry ; and yet you will see



upon knew and '•



reflection that I sacrificed myself for you, since I at the



time that



I



come



" Rather, what did



you



the girl



in



I



it



be explained



" I leave



one word.



whom



—



and yet " out, and let the



act,



after the matter to



What have you done ?



but



moiselle Mar}' Wilder.



me



my



For Heaven's sake, abb^, have



explanation



tell



was Hable, both to your anger,



to ecclesiastical censure for



I



undone,



my



son



1



I will



did not actually marry you to



now styled with intention MadeThe words you repeated after



were no more than those of solemn troth-plight,



;
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and those which



muttered afterward were but one cf



I



I knew that you were to leave knew how unhkely it was that you I had seen you in love, more or I knew that, if you times already



the penitential psahiis.



her immediately



I



;



would ever return



;



three or four



less,



;



ever should return,



it



would be so easy



to complete



ceremony I had begun, or to procure dispensation for you from the vows of betrothal you had assumed and I deceived you for your own good, mon baron, You have done no \vrong to any for your own good. one and you stand there at this moment a free man, free to return to your estates, to your home, and the



—



— to



;



— any



God



or



"No it



you may choose



to



wed.



No



law of



forbids."



law except one you do not comprehend, as



seems,



probably



mean



wife



man



my it



poor



abb^



little



was not taught



in



;



and no wonder, since your father's shop.



I



the law of honor."



And, with a look of withering scorn, the doctor was from the room, when the priest seized him by the arm, and said in a broken voice, " No, no, mon baron : you shall not go until you forgive me. It was striding



for love of you, in



motive could



I



your



interests, I



have?



should be desirous, even



mate so unsuitable an



did



it.



What



other



seemed so unlikely you you were able, to consum-



It if



alliance, after years of



absence



had destroyed the romantic illusions under which you It seemed so possible that just what has then acted. now happened should happen that you should become heir to the estates, and return to possess them ; :



and what could you do with a low-born wife?"



rustic for your



THE MAIL-BAG OF THE " Enough, enough, abb^ then, here's



didst



for



it



my hand, my good



but



it



CIRCAr



my



Let go



!



arm.
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I



do believe thou



was a



terrible mistake,



old friend. ;



''



and one that cannot be too soon rectified. Still, I was wrong to throw thine honest father's shop in thy leeth, and I crave forgiveness for the ungentle taunt first move the rocks on which this But for the rest, fortress stands, and then try again, if you will, on my



—



determination



on me



:



two. Shame moment when the



the firmer of the



is



it



to confess



there was a



it,



Devil tugged hard at my soul, and filled it with sights and sounds and memories of long ago, memories so



—



alluring, that, man-like, I half regretted that I



bound



But



to another Hfe.



the dastard course you would have



but there, then, I in such matters,



You



mon



are a priest;



believe,



we



you



pere,



and



—



Our



Jesuits, that the



differ



—



ideas differ



from the cradle.



one of your mottoes,



is



it



fast



had me pursue



not be angry.



will



was



never once dreamed of



I



end



justifies



the



means



I :



you know, we, too, have our watchword of * Noblesse oblige ; and my mother taught me those words, and somewhat of their meaning, as soon as I but



others,



'



could speak.



We



both must



live after



our traditions,



mon pere ;



but I forgive you heartily, and crave your



forgiveness,



and only



trust



your superior



may



not be



too hard upon the irregularity, as we must call it." " I don't know," muttered the abb^ ruefully, as tne



doctor in his white heat of excitement walked to the



window, and leaned out



for a



moment



uarkness of the night.



"To



be



mass



:



it



cannot be called a sacrilege



rior is very severe,



and



it



was



into the cool



sure, there ;



but



irrej^ular."



was no



— the supe-
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"And next step



now," resumed the baron, returning, "m> is to get my discharge ; since peace is decan be no



clared, that



southward, so



my



wife



" You



in the eye of



will find



one of those it



no



man



priest there



snuffling



riage," said the



" Then



Huguenot



may



and a marriage by is no mar-



;



ministers



" and perhaps that



;



is



hold that the religious service has been



God



is



sufficiently to



true,



And



with his truth.



satisfy



all



although His priests I



require-



may



palter



doubt not the honest intention



who thought themselves wed



of the two



already.



abbd half triumphantly. be a civil ceremony before a magis-



already performed



ments.



God



so soon as she



will



trate," replied Francois coldly



better, for I



carry me, to claim



eye of



for wife she is in the



;



and shall be so be made so."



and then



matter:



difficult



fast as horseflesh will



that night



is



stronger in His eyes, than the deceitful informality of the ceremony."



"You are very severe, mon barony " I am afraid it is my nature, mon pere. IS



my hand



again,



and we part firm



" But I must return to France I left it,"



it,



I



all



Yet here



friends."



alone



swore never to part from you



;



if I



and,



when



could help



said the priest mournfully.



" Yes



;



but



now you cannot



plied the baron steadfastly,



help



and



left



it,



nor can I,"



the room.



re-
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XXVII.



THE BUNCH OF GRAPES. wag toward sunset of a lovely day in June that a slowly into the town of Plymouth,



ITstranger rode



—



old Plymouth, Plymouth of the Pilgrims.



Do sleepy



store of relics?



little



—



the quiet, you know the Plymouth of to-day, little to\vn, with its few drowsy lions, and its



either risen



and have you, you who have



above the pride of ancestry, or claim some



—



have other Uneage than that of Mayflower Pilgrims, you made the little round of these, and gone away wondering why you ever came hither, and what anybody finds in Plymouth to draw them there year after year



;



and why her



children, wheresoever they



wander, turn so eagerly back, in body



may



be, at



may any



Rock, as year by year the 2ist of December comes round, and they say to each



rate in heart, to the old



other with shining eyes,



—



"



It is Forefathers' Day in dear old Plymouth." Have you wondered why it should be thus ? and do ^ou still wonder? Well, I cannot tell you; but the



gray old Sphinx of a town knows the answer to that riddle,



and



who has



several others,



ears



and heart



to see the sights she will



and



show



them, too, to him and eyes wherewith the dim twilight od



tells



to listen, in
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Burying Hill or when the moon throws strange shadows upon the midnight streets ; or when at high tide, ;



the gray fog shutting off



all



else,



one hears the



lap-



ping of the waves upon the beach, and remembers with a



of awe that sea and sky and fog and



thrill



sandy beach are unchanged and unchangeable all



the changes of two hundred and



Oh their



for



years.



to a child of the Pilgrims, with their blood



!



warm



fifty



heart,



his



at



names



their



his



proudest boast,



calm strength and unconscious grandeur of



his greatest



ensample among mortal men,



one the genius of the old town chary of her



gifts;



for



him



is



—



to such



life



an



neither silent nor



in those



still



hours she



noble forms of Bradford, and Carver, and



recalls the



Standish, consulting with the venerable Brewster, as



they



along the shore,



stroll



how food



be pro-



shall



cured for the well-nigh starving community, how the savage foe shall best be conquered into a friend, and the faithless friends in England be



made



compact



same men,



or again she shows the



;



to



fulfil



their



leaders,



gentlemen, and scholars though they were, toiling up the steep ascent of



dens with the house whose a



little



rest



Leyden



site is still lovingly



farther back, she



restored to



boat of "



Street, bearing



its



their bur-



from the seashore to the common-



lonely dignity,



The Mayflower



remembered



;



or,



going



shows the desecrated Rock



and beside



it



the clumsy



"



whence the Pilgrims step this the threshold of thanksgiving upon with solemn their new home, whose magnificence they do not yet suspect.



And not



the



men alone



:



for beside the stately



and elegant Carver, already governor of the colony
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and as Standish



;



Rose up the hill, making way for the young matron leads his sweet



Priscilla



Molines



guesses



little



how



soon she might succeed to her honors, while John Alden, gazing at Priscilla, hopelessly thinks how fair she



is,



and knows not that she



And Warren, and Winslow, and pretty boys,



many



is



his future wife.



the Elder, with his



Love and Wrestling, are



there,



and



a sweet maid soon to be a wife.



And



then, as the scene changes, one sees Stan-



Winslow the and the reverend Elder, caring for the helpless and sick, toiling with the strength of men and the patient sweetness of women, until half their company lay upon dish the soldier. Carver the governor,



aristocrat, as well as Fuller the surgeon,



the



hill



grain, to



beside the sea, their graves



planted with



them from the savages. As they ungarnered crop ripen and fall, per-



hide



watched that haps they remembered, " Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and perish, it bringeth forth no fruit."



Well, one must linger no longer, but, passing on some threescore years, come to the Bunch of Grapes. It was the tavern of Plymouth then, and for a century



—



later, a long, low-browed building, the upper story overhanging the lower by a foot or so, with a great



carved and gilded bunch of grapes hanging from each corner of the projecting story. steadfast to the



up



to the door,



his horse



A



quaint old house,



now we must be summer evening when LeBaron rode and sat waiting for some one to take



and with a quaint history



;



but just



and bid him welcome.



But a moment's
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observation showed that Bunch of Grapes and its dows all swung mde to



all



was not well with the



inmates.



The



latticed win-



and the neither rosy landopen: but doors stood hospitably appeared waiter nor smiling landlady, nor buxom lord, to welcome the guest j and the two or three old topers seated upon the bench beside the door seemed too the sweet summer,



some wonder-fraught gossip to do and then back to Glancmg impatiently at their whispered dialogue. them, the doctor threw himself from his horse, and rapped sharply with his whip-handle upon a panel of the stout oaken-door ; but, as if this had been the signal for some dire catastrophe, a dismal shriek re-



much absorbed more than



in



casually stare at him,



sounded through the upper chambers, followed by such a rapid succession of late



and



ter,



that the listeners



shrill



screams, cries articu-



and peals of maniacal laughgasped for breath, and turned



inarticulate, sobs,



pale even to their gorgeous noses.



"Why, what is this? What is doing here?" demanded Dr. LeBaron, seizing by the. arm a trembling lad in a white apron who now appeared at the door of one of the lower apartments. I don't know, sir; but "I



—



I guess



it's



missus,"



replied the lad, bursting into blubbering sobs, and rapidly withdrawing to the seclusion of the bar.



"What



is



the



matter up there?" repeated the



doctor in his most peremptory tones, as he strode to the outer door, and collared a man who stood peeping fearfully in.



" WTiy, you see,



sir,"



returned this individual, gently



"
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from the inconvenient grasp, and settling his beck-gear as he spoke, " Dame Tilley has got to have i»a 
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