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PROLOGUE

It was a sad day for me when Mr. Lanfray, of Rockleigh
Place, discovering that his youngest daughter’s health required
awarm climate, removed from his English establishment to the
South of France. Roving from place to place, as I am obliged to
do, though I make many acquaintances, I keep but few friends.
The nature of my calling is, | am quite aware, mainly answer-
able for this. People cannot be blamed for forgetting a man
who, on leaving their houses, never can tell them for certain
when he is likely to be in their neighborhood again.

Mr. Lanfray was one of the few exceptional persons who
always remembered me. I have proofs of his friendly interest in
my welfare in the shape of letters which I treasure with grate-
ful care. The last of these is an invitation to his house in the
South of France. There is little chance at present of my being
able to profit by his kindness; but I like to read his invitation
from time to time, for it makes me fancy, in my happier mo-
ments, that I may one day really be able to accept it.

My introduction to this gentleman, in my capacity of por-
trait-painter, did not promise much for me in a professional
point of view. I was invited to Rockleigh — or to “The Place,” as
it was more frequently called among the people of the coun-
ty — to take a likeness in water-colors, on a small scale, of the
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French governess who lived with Mr. Lanfray's daughters. My
first idea on hearing of this was, that the governess was about
to leave her situation, and that her pupils wished to have a
‘memorial of her in the shape of a portrait. Subsequent inquiry,
however, informed me that I was in error. It was the eldest of
Mr. Lanfray’s daughters, who was on the point of leaving the
house to accompany her husband to India; and it was for her
that the portrait had been ordered as a home remembrance of
her best and dearest friend. Besides these particulars, I discov-
ered that the governess, though still called “mademoiselle,”
was an old lady; that Mr. Lanfray had been introduced to her
‘many years since in France, after the death of his wife; that she
wwas absolute mistress in the house; and that her three pupils
had always looked up to her as a second mother, from the time
when their father first placed them under her charge.

These scraps of information made me rather anxious to sce
Mademoiselle Clairfait, the governess.

On the day appointed for my attendance at the comfortable
country house of Rockleigh, T was detained on the road, and
did not arrive at my destination until late in the evening. The
welcome accorded to me by Mr. Lanfray gave an earnest of the
unvarying kindness that 1 was to experience at his hands in
after-life. I was received at once on equal terms, as if [ had been
a friend of the family, and was presented the same evening to
my host’s daughters. They were not merely three elegant and
attractive young women, but — what means much more than
that — three admirable subjects for pictures, the bride particu-
larly. Her young husband did not strike me much at first sight;
he seemed rather shy and silent. After I had been introduced
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to him, I looked round for Mademoiselle Clairfait, but she was
not present; and I was soon afterward informed by Mr. Lanfray
that she always spent the latter part of the ing in her own
room.

At the breakfast-table the next morning, I again looked for
my sitter, and once more in vain. “Mamma, as we call her,”
said one of the ladies, “is dressing expressly for her picture,
Mr. Kerby. I hope you are not above painting silk, lace, and
jewelry. The dear old lady, who s perfection in everything else,
s perfection also in dress, and is bent on being painted in all
her splendor.”

prepared me for h raordinary;
but I found that my anticipations had fallen far below the real-
ity when Mademoiselle Clairfait at last made her appearance,
and announced that she was ready to sit for her portrait.
Never before or since have I seen such perfect dressing
and such active old age in combination. “Mademoiselle” was
short and thin; her face was perfectly white all over, the skin
being puckered up in an infinite variety of the smallest pos-
sible wrinkles. Her bright black eyes were perfect marvels of
youthfulness and vivacity. They sparkled, and beamed, and
ogled, and moved about over everybody and everything at
such a rate, that the plain gray hair above them looked un-
naturally venerable, and the wrinkles below an artful piece of
masquerade to represent old age. As for her dress, I remember
few harder pieces of work than the painting of it. She wore
a silver-gray silk gown that seemed always flashing out into
some new light whenever she moved. It was as stiff as a board,
and rustled like the wind. Her head, neck, and bosom were
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enveloped in clouds of the airiest-looking lace I ever saw, dis-
posed about each part of her with the most exquisite grace and
propriety, and glistening at all sorts of unexpected places with
little fairy-like toys in gold and precious stones. On her right
wrist she wore three small bracelets, with the hair of her three
pupils worked into them; and on her left, one large bracelet
with a miniature let in over the clasp. She had a dark crimson
and gold scarf thrown coguettishly over her shoulders, and
heldalovely little feather-fan in her hand. When she first pre-
sented herself before me in this costume, with a brisk courtesy
and a bright smile, filling the room with perfume, and grace-
fully flirting the feather-fan, I lost all confidence in my powers
as a portrait-painter immediately. The brightest colors in my
box looked dowdy and dim, and I myself felt like an unwashed,
unbrushed, unpresentable sloven

“Tell me, my angels,” said mademoiselle, apostrophizing
her pupils in the prettiest foreign English, “am I the cream
of all creams this morning? Do I carry my sixty years resplen-
dently? Wil the savages in India, when my own love exhibits
my picture among them, say, ‘Ah! smart! smart! this was a great
dandy? And the gentleman, the skillful artist, whom it is even
more an honor than a happiness to meet, does he approve of
me fora model? Does he find me pretty and paintable from top
to toe?” Here she dropped me another brisk courtesy, placed
herselfin a languishing position in the sitter’s chair, and asked
s all if she looked like a shepherdess in Dresden china,

The young ladies burst out laughing, and mademoiselle,
as gay as any of them and a great deal shriller, joined in the
merriment. Never before had I contended with any sitter half
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as restless as that wonderful old lady. No sooner had I begun
than she jumped out of the chair, and exclaiming, “Grand Diew!
1 have forgotten to embrace my angels this morning,” ran up
to her pupils, raised herself on tiptoe before them in quick
succession, put the two first fingers of each hand under their
cars, kissed them lightly on both cheeks, and was back again in
the chair before an English governess could have said, “Good-
morning, my dears, I hope you all slept well last night.”

I began again. Up jumped mademoiselle for the second
time, and tripped across the room to a cheval-glass. “No!” I
heard her say to herself, “I have not discomposed my head in
Kissing my angels. I may come back and pose for my picture.”

Back she came. I worked from her for five minutes at the
most. “Stop!” cries mademoiselle, jumping up for the third
time; “I must see how this skillful artist is getting on. Grand
Dieu! why he has done nothing!”

For the fourth time | began, and for the fourth time the old
lady started out of her chair. “Now I must repose myself,” said
mademoiselle, walking lightly from end to end of the room,
and humming a French air, by way of taking a rest.

1 was at my wit's end, and the young ladies saw it They
all surrounded my unmanageable sitter, and appealed to her
compassion for me. “Certainly!” said mademoiselle, expressing
astonishment by flinging up both her hands with all the fin-
gers spread out in the air. “But why apostrophize me thus? I
am here, [ am ready, [ am at the service of this skillful artist.
Why apostrophize me?”

A fortunate chance question of mine steadied her for some
time. I inquired if [ was expected to draw the whole of my sit-
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ter's figure as well as her face. Mademoiselle replicd by a comic
scream of indignation. If I was the brave and gifted man for

whom she took me, I ought to be ready to perish rather than
leave out an inch of her anywhere. Dress was her passion, and
ntiments if I did not do full
justice to everything she had on — to her robe, to her lace, to

it would be an outrage on her s

her scarf, to her fan, to her rings, her jewels, and, above all,
to her bracelets. I groaned in spirit at the task before me, but
made my best bow of acquiescence. Mademoiselle was not to
be satisfied by a mere bow; she desired the pleasure of specially
directing my attention, if I would be so amiable as to get up
and approach her, to one of her bracelets in particular — the
bracelet with the miniature, on her left wrist. It had been the
gift of the dearest friend she ever had, and the miniature rep-
resented that friend’s beloved and beautiful face. Could I make
atiny, tiny copy of that likeness in my drawing! Would I only
be so obliging as to approach for one little moment, and see if
such a thing were possible?

1 obeyed unwillingly enough, expecting, from mademoi-
selle’s expression, to see a commonplace portrait of some un-
fortunate admirer whom she had treated with unmerited se-
verity in the days of her youth. To my astonishment, I found
that the miniature, which was very beautifully painted, repre-
sented a woman’s face — a young woman with kind, sad eyes,
pale, delicate cheeks, light hair, and such a pure, tender, lovely
expressions that I thought of Raphael's Madonnas the mo-
ment 1 looked at her portrait.

10
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The old lady observed the impression which the miniature
produced on me, and nodded her head in silence. “What a
beautiful, innocent, pure face!” I said.

Mademoiselle Clairfait gently brushed a particle of dust
from the miniature with her handkerchief, and kissed it. “
have three angels still left,” she said, looking at her pupils.
“They console me for the fourth, who has gone to heaven.”

She patted the face on the miniature gently with her little,
withered, white fingers, as if it had been a living thing, “Sister
Rose!" she sighed to herself; then, looking up again at me, said,
“I'should like it put into my portrait, sir, because I have always
worn it since I was a young woman, for ‘Sister Rose’s’ sake.”

The sudden change in her manner, from the extreme of
flighty gayety to the extreme of quiet sadness, would have
looked theatrical in a woman of any other nation. It seemed,
however, perfectly natural and appropriate in her. I went back
to my drawing, rather perplexed. Who was “Sister Rose”? Not
one of the Lanfray family, apparently. The composure of the
young ladies when the name was mentioned showed plainly
enough that the original of the miniature had been no rela-
tion of theirs.

Itried to stifle my curiosity on the subject of Sister Rose, by
giving myself entirely to my work. For a full half-hour, Made-
moiselle Clairfait sat quietly before me, with her hands crossed
on her lap, and her eyes fixed on the bracelet. This happy al-
teration enabled me to do something toward completing the
outline of her face and figure. I might even, under fortunate

i have vanquished the prel difficulties of
my task at one effort; but the fates were against me that day.
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While I was still working rapidly and to my satisfaction, a ser-
vant knocked at the door to announce luncheon, and made-
moiselle lightly roused herself from her serious reflection and
her quiet position in a moment.

“Ah me!” she said, turning the miniature round on her
wrist till it was out of sight. “What animals we are, after all!
The spiritual part of us is at the mercy of the stomach. My heart
is absorbed by tender thoughts, yet I am not the less ready for
luncheon! Come, my children and fellow-mortals. Allons cud-
tiver notre jardin

With this quotation from “Candide,” plaintively delivered,
the old lady led the way out of the room, and was followed by
her younger pupils. The eldest sister remained behind for a
moment, and reminded me that the lunch was ready.

“l'am afraid you have found the dear old soul rather an un-
ruly sitter,” she said, noticing the look of dissatisfaction with
which I was regarding my drawing “But she will improve as
you go on. She has done better already for the last half-hour,

“Much better,” I answered. “My admiration of the minia-
ture on the bracelet seemed — I suppose, by calling up some
old associations — to have a strangely soothing effect on Ma-
demoiselle Clairfait.”

“Ah yes! only remind her of the original of that portrait,
and you change her directly, whatever she may have been say-
ing or doing the moment before. Sometimes she talks of Sis-
ter Rose, and of all that she went through in the time of the
French Revolution, by the hour together. It is wonderfully in-
teresting — at least we all think so.”

12
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“q presume that the lady described as ‘Sister Rose' was a
relation of Mademoiselle Clairfait's?”

“No, only a very dear friend. Mademoiselle Clairfait is the
daughter of a silk rcer, once blished at Chal
Marne. Her father happened to give an asylum in his office to
a lonely old man, to whom ‘Sister Rose’ and her brother had
been greatly indebted in the revolutionary time; and out of a
train of circumstances connected with that, the first acquain-
tance between mademoiselle and the friend whose portrait she
wears, arose. After the time of her father’s bankruptcy, and for
many years before we were placed under her charge, our good
old governess lived entirely with ‘Sister Rose’ and her brother.
She must then have heard all the interesting things that she
has since often repeated to my sisters and myself”

“Might I suggest,” said I, after an instant’s consideration,
“that the best way to give me a fair chance of studying Made-
moiselle Clairfait’s face at the next sitting, would be to lead
her thoughts again to that quieting subject of the miniature,
and to the events which the portrait recalls? It is really the
only plan, after what I have observed this morning, that I can
think of for enabling me to do myself and my sitter justice.”

“[ am delighted to hear you say so,” replied the lady; “for
the execution of your plan, by me or by my sisters, will be the

jest thing in the world. A word from us at any time will set
mademoiselle thinking, and talking too, of the friend of her
youthful days. Depend on our assistance so far. And now let
me show you the way to the luncheon-table”

Two good results followed the ready rendering of the help
I had asked from my host's daughters. I succeeded with my

ea
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portrait of Mademoiselle Clairfait, and I heard the story which
occupies the following pages.

In the case of the preceding narratives, I have repeated
what was related to me, as nearly as possible in the very words
of my sitters. In the case of this third story, it is impossible
for me to proceed upon the same plan. The circumstances of
“Sister Rose’s” eventful history were narrated to me at differ-
ent times, and in the most fragmentary and discursive man-
ner. Mademoiselle Clairfait characteristically mixed up with
the direct interest of her story, not only references to places
and people which had no recognizable connection with it, but
outbursts of passionate political declamation, on the extreme
liberal side — to say nothing of lttle tender apostrophes to her
beloved friend, which sounded very prettily as she spoke them,
but which would lose their effect altogether by being trans-
ferred to paper. Under these circumstances, I have thought it
best to tell the story in my own way — rigidly adhering to the
events of it exactly as they were related; and never interfering
on my own responsibility except to keep order in the march
of the incidents, and to present them, to the best of my ability,
variously as well as interestingly to the reader.
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CHAPTER 1

“Well, Monsieur Guillaume, what is the news this eve-
ning?”

“None that I know of, Monsieur Justin, except that Made-
moiselle Rose is to be married tomorrow.”

“Much obliged, my respectable old friend, for so interesting
and unexpected a reply to my question. Considering that [ am
the valet of Monsieur Danville, who plays the distinguished
part of bridegroom in the little wedding comedy to which you
refer, I think I may assure you, without offense, that your news
is, so far as [ am concerned, of the stalest possible kind. Take a
pinch of snuff, Monsieur Guillaume, and excuse me if I inform
you that my question referred to public news, and not to the
private affairs of the two families whose household interests
we have the pleasure of promoting.”

“I don't understand what you mean by such a phrase as
promoting household interests, Monsieur Justin. 1 am the ser-
vant of Monsieur Louis Trudaine, who lives here with his sis-
ter, Mademoiselle Rose. You are the servant of Monsieur Dan-
ville, whose excellent mother has made up the match for him
with my young lady. As servants, both of us, the pleasantest
news we can have any concern with is news that is connected
with the happiness of our masters. I have nothing to do with

17
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public affairs; and, being one of the old school, I make it my
main object in life to mind my own business. If our homely
domestic politics have no interests for you, allow me to express
my regret, and to wish you a very good-evening”

“Pardon me, my dear sir, I have not the slightest respect
for the old school, or the least sympathy with people who only
mind their own business. However, I accept your expressions
of regret; I reciprocate your ‘Good-evening’; and I trust to find
you improved in temper, dress, manners, and appeara
next time I have the honor of meeting you. Adieu, Monsieur
Guillaume, and! Vive la bagatelle!”

These scraps of dialogue were interchanged on a lovely
summer evening in the year seventeen hundred and eighty-
nine, before the back door of a small house which stood on the
banks of the Seine, about three miles westward of the city of
Rouen. The one speaker was lean, old, crabbed and slovenly;
the other was plump, young, oily-mannered and dressed in
the most gorgeous livery costume of the period. The last days
of genuine dandyism were then rapidly approaching all over
the civilized world; and Monsieur Justin was, in his own way,
dressed to perfection, as a living illustration of the expiring
glories of his epoch.

After the old servant had left him, he occupied himself fora
few minutes in contemplating, superciliously enough, the back
view of the little house before which he stood. Judging by the
windows, it did not contain more than six or eight rooms in all.
Instead of stables and outhouses, there was a conservatory at-
tached to the building on one side, and a low, long room, built
of wood, gayly painted, on the other. One of the windows of

mce the
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this room was left uncurtained and through it could be seen,
on asort of dresser inside, bottles filled with strangely-colored
liquids oddly-shaped utensils of brass and copper, one end of
a large furnace, and other objects, which plainly proclaimed
that the apartment was used as a chemical laboratory.

“Think of our brides brother amusing himself in such a
place as that with cooking drugs in saucepans,” muttered Mon-
sieur Justin, peeping into the room. “I am the least particular
man in the universe, but [ must say I wish we were not going
to be connected by marriage with an amateur apothecary. Pah!
I can smell the place through the window.”

With these words Monsieur Justin turned his back on the
laboratory in disgust, and sauntered toward the cliffs over-
hanging the river.

Leaving the garden attached to the house, he ascended
some gently rising ground by a winding path. Arrived at the
summit, the whole view of the Seine, with its lovely green is-
lands, its banks fringed with trees, its gliding boats, and little
scattered water-side cottages, opened before him. Westward,
where the level country appeared beyond the further bank of
the river, the landscape was all aglow with the crimson of the
setting sun. Bastward, the long shadows and mellow interven-
ing lights, the red glory that quivered on the rippling water,
the steady ruby fire glowing on cottage windows that reflected
the level sunlight, led the eye onward and onward, along the
windings of the Seine, until it rested upon the spires, towers,
and broadly-massed houses of Rouen, with the wooded hills
rising beyond them for background. Lovely to look on at any
time, the view was almost supernaturally beautiful now under
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the gorgeous evening light that glowed up in it. All its attrac-
tions, however, were lost on the valet; he stood yawning with
his hands in his pockets, looking neither to the right nor to
the left, but staring straight before him at a litele hollow, be-
yond which the ground sloped away smoothly to the brink of
the cliff. A bench was placed here, and three persons — an old
Tady, a gentleman, and a young girl — were seated on it, watch-
ing the sunset, and by consequence turning their backs on
Monsieur Justin. Near them stood two gentlemen, also look-
ing toward the river and the distant view. These five figures
attracted the valet’s attention, to the exclusion of every other
object around him.

“There they are still,” he said to himself, discontentedly.
“Madame Danville in the same place on the seat; my master,
the bridegroom, dutifully next to her; Mademoiselle Rose, the
bride, bashfully next to him; Monsieur Trudaine, the amateur
apothecary brother, affectionately next to her; and Monsieur
Lomagque, our queer land-steward, officially in waiting on the
whole party. There they all are indeed, incomprehensibly
wasting their time still in looking at nothing! Yes,” continued
Monsieur Justin, lifting his eyes wearily, and staring hard, first
up the river at Roven, then down the river at the setting sun;
“yes, plague take them! looking at nothing, absolutely and pos-
itively at nothing, all this while”

Here Monsieur Justin yawned again, and, returning to the
garden, sat himself down in an arbor and resignedly went to
sleep.

If the valet had ventured near the five persons whom he
had been apostrophizing from a distance, and if he had been

20
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possessed of some little refinement of observation, he could
hardly have failed to remark that the bride and bridegroom
of the morrow, and their companions on either side, were all,
in a greater or less degree, under the influence of some secret
restraint, which affected their conversation, their gestures,
and even the expression of their faces. Madame Danville — a
handsome, richly-dressed old lady, with very bright eyes, and
a quick, suspicious manner — looked composedly and happily
enough, as long as her attention was fixed on her son. But when
she turned from him toward the bride, a hardly perceptible
uneasiness passed over her face — an uneasiness which only
deepened to positive distrust and dissatisfaction whenever she
looked toward Mademoiselle Trudaine’s brother. In the same

way, her son, who was all smiles and happiness while he was
speaking with his future wife, altered visibly in manner and
Took exactly as his mother altered, whenever the presence of
Monsieur Trudaine specially impressed itself on his attention,
Then, again, Lomaque, the land-steward — quiet, sharp, skinny
Lomaque, with the submissive manner, and the red-rimmed
eyes — never looked up at his master’s future brother-inlaw
without looking away again rather uneasily, and thoughtfully
drilling holes in the grass with his long sharp-pointed cane.
Even the bride herself — the pretty, innocent girl, with her
childish shyness of manner — seemed to be affected like the
others. Doubt, if not distress, overshadowed her face from time
to time, and the hand which her lover held trembled a little,
and grew restless, when she accidentally caught her brother's
eye.

21
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Strangely enough there was nothing to repel, but, on the
contrary, everything to attract in the look and manner of the
person whose mere presence seemed to exercise such a curi-
ously constraining influence over the wedding-party. Louis
Trudaine was a remarkably handsome man, His expression was
singularly kind and gentle; his manner irresistibly winning in
its frank, manly firmness and composure. His words, when he
occasionally spoke, seemed as unlikely to give offense as his
looks; for he only opened his lips in courteous reply to ques-
tions directly addressed to him. Judging by a latent mournful-
ness in the tones of his voice, and by the sorrowful tenderness
which clouded his kind, earnest eyes whenever they rested on
his sister, his thoughts were certainly not of the happy or the
hopeful kind. But he gave them no direct expression; he in-
truded his secret sadness, whatever it might be, on no one of
his heless, modest and self-res d as
he was, there was evidently some reproving or saddening in-
fluence in his presence which affected the spirits of every one
near him, and darkened the eve of the wedding to bride and
bridegroom alike.

As the sun slowly sank in the heavens, the conversation

flagged more and more. After a long silence, the bridegroom
was the first to start a new subject.

“Rose, love,” he said, “that magnificent sunset s a good
omen for our marriage; it promises another lovely day tomor-
row.”

The bride laughed and blushed.

“Do you really believe in omens, Charle

" she said.
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“My dear,” interposed the old lady, before her son could an-
swer, “if Charles does believe in omens, it is nothing to laugh
at. You will soon know better, when you are his wife, than to
confound him, even in the slightest things, with the common
herd of people. All his convictions are well founded — so well,
that if I thought he really did believe in omens, I should most
assuredly make up my mind to believe in them too.”

“I beg your pardon, madame,” Rose began, tremulously, “I
only meant

“My dear child, have you so little knowledge of the world
as to suppose that I could be offended —”

“Let Rose speak,” said the young man.

He turned round petulantly, almost with the air of a spoiled
child, to his mother, as he said those words. She had been look-
ing fondly and proudly on him the moment before. Now her
eyes wandered disconcertedly from his face; she hesitated an
instant with a sudden confusion which seemed quite foreign
to her character, then whispered in his ear,

“Am I to blame, Charles, for trying to make her worthy of
you?

Her son took no notice of the question. He only reiterated
sharply, “Let Rose speak.”

“[ really had nothing to say,” faltered the young girl, grow-
ing more and more confused.

“Oh, but you had!”

There was such an ungracious sharpness in his voice, such
an outburst of petulance in his manner as he spoke, that his
mother gave him a warning touch on the arm, and whispered
“Hush!”
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Monsieur Lomaque, the land-steward, and Monsieur Tru-
daine, the brother, both glanced searchinglyat the bride, as the
words passed the bridegroom’s lips. She seemed to be fright-
ened and astonished, rather than irritated or hurt. A curious
smile puckered up Lomaque's lean face, as he looked demurely
down on the ground, and began drilling a fresh hole in the
turf with the sharp point of his cane. Trudaine turned aside
quickly, and, sighing, walked away a few paces; then came back,
and seemed about to speak, but Danville interrupted him.

“Pardon me, Rose,” he said; “I am so jealous of even the
appearance of any want of attention toward you, that I was
nearly allowing myself to be irritated about nothing.”

He kissed her hand very gracefully and tenderly as he made
his excuse; but there was a latent expression in his eye which
was at variance with the apparent spirit of his action. It was
noticed by nobody but observant and submissive Monsieur
Lomague, who smiled to himself again, and drilled harder
than ever at his hole in the grass.

“I think Monsieur Trudaine was about to speak,” said Ma-
dame Danville. “Perhaps he will have no objection to let us
hear what he was going to say.”

“None, madame,” replied Trudaine, politely. “I was about
to take upon myself the blame of Rose's want of respect for be-
lievers in omens, by confessing that I have always encouraged
her to laugh at superstitions of every kind”

“You a ridiculer of superstitions?” said Danville, turning
quickly on him. “You, who have built a laboratory; you, who
are an amateur professor of the occult arts of chemistry — a
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seeker after the Elixir of Life. On my word of honor, you aston-
ish me!”

There was an ironical politeness in his voice, look, and
manner as he said this, which his mother and his land-stew-
ard, Monsieur Lomaque, evidently knew how to interpret. The
first touched his arm again and whispered, “Be careful!” the
second suddenly grew serious, and left off drilling his hole in
the grass. Rose neither heard the warning of Madame Dan-
ville, nor noticed the alteration in Lomaque. She was looking
round at her brother, and was waiting with a bright, affection-
ate smile to hear his answer. He nodded, as if to reassure her,
before he spoke again to Danville.

“You have rather romantic ideas about experiments in
chemistry,” he said, quietly. “Mine have so little connection
with what you call the occult arts that all the world might see
them, if all the world thought it worth while. The only Elixirs
of Life that I know of are a quiet heart and a contented mind.
Both those I found, years and years ago, when Rose and I first
came to live together in the house yonder.”

He spoke with a quiet sadness in his voice, which meant far
more to his sister than the simple words he uttered. Her eyes
filled with tears; she turned for a moment from her lover, and
took her brother’s hand. “Don't talk, Louis, as if you thought
you were going to lose your sister, because —” Her lips began
to tremble, and she stopped suddenly.

“More jealous than ever of your taking her away from him!”
whispered Madame Danville in her son’s ear. “Hush! don't, for
God's sake, take any notice of it,” she added, hurriedly, as he
rose from the seat and faced Trudaine with undisguised irrita-
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tion and impatience in his manner. Before he could speak, the
old servant Guillaume made his appearance, and announced
that coffee was ready. Madame Danville again said “Hush!”
and quickly took one of his arms, while he offered the other
to Rose. “Charles,” said the young girl, amazedly, “how flushed
your face i, and how your arm trembles!”

He controlled himselfin a moment, smiled, and said to her:
“Can't you guess why, Rose? [ am thinking of tomorrow.” While
he was speaking, he passed close by the land-steward, on his
way back to the house with the ladies. The smile returned to
Monsieur Lomaque’s lean face, and a curious light twinkled in
his red-rimmed eyes as he began a fresh hole in the grass.

“Yon't you go indoors, and take some coffee?” asked Tru-
daine, touching the land-steward on the arm.

Monsieur Lomaque started a little and left his cane sticking
in the ground. “A thousand thanks, monsieur,” he said; “may I
be allowed to follow you?”

“[ confess the beauty of the evening makes me a little un-
willing to leave this place just yet”

“Ah! the beauties of Nature — I feel them with you, Mon-
sieur Trudaine; I feel them here.” Saying this, Lomaque laid
one hand on his heart, and with the other pulled his stick out
of the grass. He had looked as little at the landscape or the set-
ting sun as Monsieur Justin himself.

They sat down, side by side, on the empty bench; and then
there followed an awkward pause. Submissive Lomaque was
too discreet to forget his place, and venture on starting a new
topic. Trudaine was preoccupied, and disinclined to talk. It was
necessary, however, in common politeness, to say something,
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Hardly attending himself to his own words, he began with a
commonplace phrase: “I regret, Monsieur Lomaque, that we
have not had more opportunities of bettering our acquain-
tance”

“I feel deeply indebted,” rejoined the land-steward, “to
the admirable Madame Danville for having chosen me as her
escort hither from her son’s estate near Lyons, and having
thereby procured for me the honor of this introduction.” Both
Monsieur Lomaque’s red-rimmed eyes were seized with a sud-
den fit of winking, as he made this polite speech. His enemies
were accustomed to say that, whenever he was particularly in-
sincere, or particularly deceitful, he always took refuge in the
weakness of his eyes, and so evaded the trying ordeal of being
obliged to look steadily at the person whom he was speaking
with.

“ was pleased to hear you mention my late father’s name,
at dinner, in terms of high respect,” continued Trudaine, reso-
lutely keeping up the conversation. “Did you know him?”

“I am indirectly indebted to your excellent father,” an-
swered the land-steward, “for the very situation which I now
hold. At a time when the good word of a man of substance
and reputation was needed to save me from poverty and ruin,
your father spoke that word. Since then I have, in my own very
small way, succeeded in life, until I have risen to the honor of
superintending the estate of Monsieur Danville.”

Excuse me, but your way of speaking of your present situ-
ation rather surprises me. Your father, I believe, was a mer-
chant, just as Danville's father was a merchant; the only differ-
ence between them was that one failed and the other realized
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a large fortune. Why should you speak of yourself as honored
by holding your present place?”

“Have you never heard?” exclaimed Lomaque, with an ap-
pearance of great astonishment, “or can you have heard, and
forgotten, that Madame Danville is descended from one of the
noble houses of France? Has she never told you, as she has
often told me, that she condescended when she married her
late husband; and that her great object in life is to get the title
of her family (years since extinct in the male line) settled on

er son?”

“Yes,” replied Trudaine; “I remember to have heard some-
thing of this, and to have paid no great attention to it at the
time, having little sympathy with such aspirations as you de-
scribe. You have lived many years in Danville’s service, Mon-
sieur Lomaque; have you’— he hesitated for a moment, then
continued, looking the land-steward full in the face —“have
you found him a good and kind master?”

Lomaque’s thin lips seemed to close instinctively at the
question, as if he were never going to speak again. He bowed —
Trudaine waited — he only bowed again. Trudaine waited a
third time. Lomaque looked at his host with perfect steadiness
for an instant, then his eyes began to get weak again. “You
” he quietly remarked, “if I
‘may say so without offense, in asking me that question.”

“I deal frankly, at all hazards, with every one,” returned
Trudaine; “and stranger as you are, [ will deal frankly with
you. I acknowledge that I have an interest in asking that ques-
tion — the dearest, the tenderest of all interests.” At those last
words, his voice trembled for a moment, but he went on firmly;

seem to have some special interest,
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“from the beginning of my sister’s engagement with Danville,
[ made it my duty not o conceal my own feelings; my con-
science and my affection for Rose counseled me to be candid
to the last, even though my candor should distress or offend
others. When we first made the acquaintance of Madame Dan-
ville, and when I first discovered that her son’s attentions to
Rose were not unfavorably received, 1 felt astonished, and,
though it cost me a hard effort, I did not conceal that astonish-
ment from my sister —"

Lomaque, who had hitherto been all attention, started here,
and threw up his hands in amazement. “Astonished, did I hear
you say? Astonished, Monsieur Trudaine, that the attentions
of a young gentleman, possessed of all the graces and accom-
plishments of a highly-bred Frenchman, should be favorably
received by a young lady! Astonished that such a dancer, such
a singer, such a talker, such a notoriously fascinating ladies’
man as Monsieur Danville, should, by dint of respectful assi-
duity, succeed in making some impression on the heart of Ma-
demoiselle Rose! Oh, Monsieur Trudaine, venerated Monsieur
Trudaine, this is almost too much to credit!”

Lomagque’s eyes grew weaker than ever, and winked inces-
santly as he uttered this apostrophe. At the end, he threw up
his hands again, and blinked inquiringly all round him, in
‘mute appeal to universal nature.

“When, in the course of time, matters were further ad-
vanced,” continued Trudaine, without paying any attention to
the interruption; “when the offer of marriage was made, and
when I knew that Rose had in her own heart accepted it, 1 ob-
jected, and I did not conceal my objections —”
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“Heavens!” interposed Lomaque again, clasping his hands
this time with a look of bewilderment; “what objections, what
possible objections to a man young and well-bred, with an im-
‘mense fortune and an uncompromised character? I have heard
of these objections; I know they have made bad blood; and I
ask myself again and again, what can they be?”

“God knows I have often tried to dismiss them from my
mind as fanciful and absurd,” said Trudaine, “and I have always
failed. It is impossible, in your presence, that I can describe in
detail what my own impressions have been, from the first, of
the master whom you serve. Let it be enough if I confide to you
that I cannot, even now, persuade myself of the sincerity of his
attachment to my sister, and that | feel — in spite of myself,
in spite of my earnest desire to put the most implicit confi-
dence in Rose’s choice — a distrust of his character and temper,
which now, on the eve of the marriage, amounts to positive
terror. Long secret suffering, doubt, and suspense, wring this
confession from me, Monsieur Lomaque, almost unawares, in
defiance of caution, in defiance of all the conventionalities of
society. You have lived for years under the same roof with this
man; you have seen him in his most unguarded and private
moments. | tempt you to betray no confidence — I only ask you
ifyou can make me happy by telling me that I have been doing
your master grievous injustice by my opinion of him? | ask you
to take my hand, and tell me if you can, in all honor, that my
sister is not risking the happiness of her whole life by giving
herself in marriage to Danville tomorrow!”

He held out his hand while he spoke. By some strange
chance, Lomaque happened just at that moment to be look-
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ing away toward those beauties of Nature which he admired
so greatly. “Really, Monsieur Trudaine, really such an appeal
from you, at such a time, amazes me.” Having got so far, he
stopped and said no more.

“When we first sat down together here, I had no thought of
making this appeal, no idea of talking o you as I have talked,”
pursued the other. “My words have escaped me, as 1 told you,
almost unawares; you must make allowances for them and for
me. | cannot expect others, Monsieur Lomaque, to appreciate
and understand my feelings for Rose. We two have lived alone
in the world together; father, mother, kindred, they all died
years since, and left us. T am so much older than my sister that
I have learned to feel toward her more as a father than as a
brother. All my life, all my dearest hopes, all my highest ex-
pectations, have centered in her. I was past the period of my
boyhood when my mother put my little child sister’s hand in
mine, and said to me on her death-bed: ‘Louis, be all to her that
1 have been, for she has no one left to look to but you” Since
then the loves and ambitions of other men have not been my
loves or my ambitions. Sister Rose — as we all used to call her
in those past days, as I love to call her still — Sister Rose has
been the one aim, the one happiness, the one precious trust,
the one treasured reward, of all my life. I have lived in this
poor house, in this dull retirement, as in a paradise, because
Sister Rose — my innocent, happy, bright-faced Eve — has lived
here with me. Even if the husband of her choice had been the
husband of mine, the necessity of parting with her would
have been the hardest, the bitterest of trials. As it is, thinking
what I think, dreading what 1 dread, judge what my feelings
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must be on the eve of her marriage; and know why, and with
what object, | made the appeal which surprised you a moment
since, but which cannot surprise you now. Speak if you will —
his head dropped on
and the hand which he had extended to Lomaque
trembled as he withdrew it and let it fall at his side.

The land-steward was not a man accustomed to hesitate,
but he hesitated now. He was not usually at a loss for phrases
in which to express himself, but he stammered at the very out-
set of his reply. “Suppose I answered,” he began, slowly; “sup-
pose I told you that you wronged him, would my testimony
really be strong enough to shake opinions, or rather presump-
tions, which have been taking firmer and firmer hold of you
for months and months past? Suppose, on the other hand, that
my master had his litele” (Lumaque hesitated before he pro-
nounced the next word)—“his little — infirmities, let me say;
but only hypothetically, mind that — infirmities; and suppose
I had observed them, and was willing to confide them to you,
what purpose would such a confidence answer now, at the
eleventh hour, with Mademoiselle Rose’s heart Lngag&d with
the marriage fixed for tomorrow? Nol no! trust me

Trudaine looked up suddenly. “T thank you for reminding
me, Monsieur Lomaque, that it is too late now to make inqui-
ries, and by consequence too late also to trust in others. My
sister has chosen; and on the subject of that choice my lips
shall be henceforth sealed. The events of the future are with
God; whatever they may be, | hope | am strong enough o bear
my part in them with the patience and the courage of a man!
I apologize, Monsieur Lomaque, for having thoughtlessly em-
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barrassed you by questions which I had no right to ask. Let us
return to the house — I will show you the way.”

Lomague’s lips opened, then closed again; he bowed uneas-
ily, and his sallow complexion whitened for a moment.

Trudaine led the way in silence back to the house; the
Tand-steward following slowly at a distance of several paces,
and talking in whispers to himself. “His father was the saving
of me,” muttered Lomaque; “that is truth, and there is no get-
ting over it; his father was the saving of me; and yet here am
I— nol it’s too late! — too late to speak — too late to act — too
late to do anything!”

Close to the house they were met by the old servant.

“My young lady has just sent me to call you in to coffee,
monsieur,” said Guillaume. “She has kept a cup hot for you,
and another cup for Monsieur Lomague.”

The land-steward started — this time with genuine as-
tonishment. “For me!” he exclaimed. “Mademoiselle Rose has
troubled herself to keep a cup of coffee hot for me?” The old
servant stared; Trudaine stopped and looked back.

“What s there so very surprising” he asked, in such an
ordinary act of politeness on my sister’s pa

“Excuse me, Monsieur Trudaine,” answered Lomagque; “you

have not passed such an existence as mine — you are not a
friendless old man — you have a settled position in the world,
and are used to be treated with consideration. I am not. This
is the first occasion in my life on which I find myself an object
for the attention of a young lady, and it takes me by surprise. I
repeat my excuses; pray let us go in.”
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Trudaine made no reply to this curious explanation. He
wondered at it a little, however, and he wondered still more
when, on entering the drawing-room, he saw Lomaque walk
straight up to his sister, and — apparently not noticing that
Danville was sitting at the harpsichord and singing at the
time — address her confusedly and earnestly with a set speech
of thanks for his hot cup of coffee. Rose looked perplexed, and
half inclined to laugh, as she listened to him. Madame Dan-
ville, who sat by her side, frowned, and tapped the land-stew-
ard contemptuously on the arm with her fan.

“Be 5o good as to keep silent until my son has done sing-
ing,” she said. Lomaque made a low bow, and retiring to a table
in a corner, took up a newspaper lying on it. If Madame Dan-
ville had seen the expression that came over his face when he
turned away from her, proud as she was, he
posure might possibly have been a little ruffled.

Danville had finished his song, had quitted the harpsichord,
and was talking in whispers to his bride; Madame Danville was
adding a word to the conversation every now and then; Tru-
daine was seated apart at the far end of the room, thoughtfully
reading a letter which he had taken from his pocket, when an
exclamation from Lomaque, who was still engaged with the
newspaper, caused all the other occupants of the apartment to
suspend their employments and look up,

“What is it?” asked Danville, impatiently.

“Shall I be interrupting if I explain?” inquired Lomaque,
getting very weak in the eyes again, as he deferentially ad-
dressed himself to Madame Danville.

istocratic com-
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“You have already interrupted us,” said the old lady, sharp-
Iy; “s0 you may now just as well explain.”

“It is a passage from the Scientiic Intelligence which has
given me great delight, and which will be joyful news for every
one here” Saying this, Lomaque looked significantly at Tru-
daine, and then read from the newspaper these lines:

“ACADEMY OF SCIENCES, PARIS. — The vacant sub-
professorship of chemistry has been offered, we are rejoiced to
hear, to a gentleman whose modesty has hitherto prevented
his scientific merits from becoming sufficiently prominent in
the world. To the members of the academy he has been long
since known as the originator of some of the most remark-
able improvements in chemistry which have been made of
late years — improvements, the credit of which he has, with
rare, and we were almost about to add, culpable moderation,
allowed others to profit by with impunity. No man in any pro-
fession is more thoroughly entitled to have a position of trust
and distinction conferred on him by the State than the gentle-
man to whom we refer — M. Louis Trudaine.”

Before Lomague could look up from the paper to observe
the impression which his news produced, Rose had gained her
brothers side and was kissing him in a flutter of delight.

“Dear Louis,” she cried, clapping her hands, “let me be the
first to congratulate you! How proud and glad I am! You accept
the professorship, of course?”

Trudaine, who had hastily and confusedly put his letter
back in his pocket the moment Lomaque began to read, seemed
at a loss for an answer. He patted his sister’s hand rather ab-
sently, and said:
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“I have not made up my mind; don't ask me why, Rose —
at least not now, not just now.” An expression of perplexity
and distress came over his face, as he gently motioned her to
resume her chair.

“Pray, is a sub-professor of chemistry supposed to hold
asked Madame Danville, without
the slightest appearance of any special interest in Lomaque’s

the rank of a gentleman?

news.

“Of course not,” replied her son, with a sarcastic laugh; “he
s expected to work and make himselFuseful. What gentleman
does that?”

“Charles!” exclaimed the old lady, reddening with anger.

“Bah!” cried Danville, turning his back on her, “enough of
chemistry. Lomaque, now you have begun reading the newspa-
per, try if you can't find something interesting to read about.
What are the last accounts from Paris? Any more symptoms of
a general revolt?”

Lomague turned to another part of the paper. “Bad, very
bad prospects for the restoration of tranquillity,” he said
“Necker, the people’s Minister, is dismissed. Placards against
popular gatherings are posted all over Paris, The Swiss Guards
have been ordered to the Champs Elysees, with four pieces of
artillery. No more is yet known, but the worst is dreaded. The
breach between the aristocracy and the people is widening fa-
tally almost hour by hour.”

Here he stopped and laid down the newspaper. Trudaine
took it from him, and shook his head forebodingly as he looked
over the paragraph which had just been read.
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“Bah!” cried Madame Danville. “The People, indeed! Let
those four pieces of artillery be properly loaded, le the Swiss
Guards do their duty, and we shall hear no more of the Peo-
ple”

“Tadvise you not to be sure of that,” said her son, carelessly;
“there are rather too many people in Paris for the Swiss Guards
to shoot conveniently. Don't hold your head too aristocratical-
ly high, mother, till we are quite certain which way the wind
really does blow. Who knows if 1 may not have to bow just as
low one of these days to King Mob as ever you courtesied in
your youth to King Louis the Fifteenth?”

He laughed complacently as he ended, and opened his
snuff-box. His mother rose from her chair, her face crimson
with indignation.

“I won't hear you talk so — it shocks, it horrifies me!” she
exclaimed, with vehement gesticulation. “No, no! I decline to
hear another word. I decline to sit by patiently while my son,
whom I Tove, jests at the most sacred principles, and sneers at
the memory of an anointed king, This is my reward, is it, for
having yielded and having come here, against all the laws of
etiquette, the night before the marriage? I comply no longer; I
resume my own will and my own way. | order you, my son, to
accompany me back to Rouen. We are the bridegroom’s party,
and we have no business overnight at the house of the bride.
You meet no more till you meet at the church. Justin, my coach!
Lomague, pick up my hood. Monsieur Trudaine, thanks for
your hospitality; I shall hope to return it with interest the first
time you are in our neighborhood. Mademoiselle, put on your
best looks tomorrow, along with your wedding finery; rement-
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ber that my son's bride must do honor to my son'stasteJustin!
my coach — drone, vagabond, idiot, where is my coach?”

“My mother looks handsome when she is in a passion, does
she not, Rose?” said Danville, quietly putting up his snuff-box
as the old lady sailed out of the room. “Why, you seem quite
frightened, love,” he added, taking her hand with his easy,
graceful air; “frightened, let me assure you, without the least
cause. My mother has but that one prejudice, and that one
weak point, Rose. You will find her a very dove for gentleness,
aslong as you do not wound her pride of caste. Come, come, on
this night, of’\ll others, you must not send me away with such
a face as that!

He bent down and whispered to her a bridegroom’s com-
pliment, which brought the blood back to her cheek in an in-
stant.

“Ah, how she loves him — how dearly she loves him!”
thought her brother, watching her from his solitary corner of
the room, and seeing the smile that brightened her blushing
face when Danville kissed her hand at parting,

Lomagque, who had remained imperturbably cool during
the outbreak of the old lady’s anger — Lomaque, whose ob-
servant eyes had watched sarcastically the effect of the scene
between mother and son on Trudaine and his sister, was the
last to take leave. After he had bowed to Rose with a certain
gentleness in his manner, which contrasted strangely with his
wrinkled, haggard face, he held out his hand to her brother “
did not take your hand when we sat together on the bench,”
he said; “may [ take it now?”

Trudaine met his advance courteously, but in silence. “You
may alter your opinion of me one of these days.” Adding those
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words in a whisper, Monsieur Lomaque bowed once more to
the bride and went out.

For a few minutes after the door had closed the brother and
sister kept silence. “Our last night together at home!” That was
the thought which now filled the heart of each. Rose was the
first to speak. Hesitating a little as she approached her brother,
she said to him, anxiousl

“I am sorry for what happened with Madame Danville,
Louis. Does it make you think the worse of Charles?”

“I can make allowance for Madame Danville’s anger,” re-
turned Trudaine, evasively, “because she spoke from honest
conviction.”

“Honest?" echoed Rose, sadly, “honest? — ah, Louis! I know
you are thinking disparagingly of Charles’s convictions, when
you speak 5o of his mother's.”

Trudaine smiled and shook his head; but she took no no-
tice of the gesture of denial — only stood looking earnestly
and wistfully into his face. Her eyes began to ill; she suddenly
threw her arms round his neck, and whispered to him: “Oh,
Louis, Louis! how I wish I could teach you to see Charles with
my eyes!”

He felt her tears on his check as she spoke, and tried to
reassure her.

“You shall teach me, Rose — you shall, indeed. Come, come,
we must keep up our spiris,or how are you to look your best

tomorrow?’

He unclasped her arms, and led her gently to a chair. At
the same moment there was a knock at the door, and Rose’s
maid appeared, anxious to consult her mistress on some of the

for the wedding ceremony.No interruption could
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have been more welcome just at that time. It obliged Rose to
think of present trifles, and it gave her brother an excuse for
retiring to his study.

He sat down by his desk, doubting and heavy-hearted, and
placed the letter from the Academy of Sciences open before
him,

Passing over all the complimentary expressions which it
contained, his eye rested only on these lines at the end: “Dur-
ing the first three years of your professorship, you will be re-
quired to reside in or near Paris nine months out of the year,
for the purpose of delivering lectures and superintending
experiments from time to time in the laboratories.” The let-
ter in which these lines occurred offered him such a position
as in his modest self-distrust he had never dreamed of before;
the lines themselves contained the promise of such vast facili-
ties for carrying on his favorite experiments as he could never
hope to command in his own little study, with his own limited
‘means; and yet, there he now sat doubting whether he should
accept or reject the tempting honors and advantages that were
offered to him — doubting for his sister’s sake!

“Nine months of the year in Paris,” he said to himself, sad-
Iy; “and Rose is to pass her married life at Lyons. Oh, if I could
clear my heart of its dread on her account — if I could free my
mind of its forebodings for her future — how gladly I would
answer this letter by accepting the trust it offers me!”

He paused for a few minutes, and reflected. The thoughts
that were in him marked their ominous course in the grow-
ing paleness of his cheek, in the dimness that stole over his
eyes. “If this cleaving distrust from which I cannot free myself
should be in very truth the mute prophecy of evil to come — to
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it be so (which God forbidl), how
soon she may want a friend, a protector near at hand, a ready
refuge in the time of her trouble! Where shall she then find
protection or refuge? With that passionate woman? With her
husband’s kindred and friends?”

He shuddered as the thought crossed his mind, and open-
ing a blank sheet of paper, dipped his pen in the ink. “Be all to
her, Louis, that I have been,” he murmured to himself, repeat-
ing his mother’s last words, and beginning the letter while he
uttered them. It was soon completed. It expressed in the most
respectful terms his gratitude for the offer made to him, and
his inability to accept it, in consequence of domestic circum-
stances which it was needless to explain. The letter was direct-
ed, sealed; it only remained for him to place it in the post-bag,
lying near at hand. At this last decisive act he hesitated. He had
told Lomaque, and he had firmly believed himself, that he had
conquered all ambitions for his sister’s sake. He knew now, for
the first time, that he had only lulled them to rest — he knew
that the letter from Paris had aroused them. His answer was
written, his hand was on the post-bag, and at that moment the
whole struggle had to be risked over again — risked when he
was most unﬁt for it! He was not a man unde) any ordinary

but he now.

“N|bht brings cmm\el 1 will wait till tomorrow,” he said to
himself, and put the letter of refusal in his pocket, and hastily
quitted the laboratory.

come, | know not when —
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CHAPTER 11

Inexorably the important morrow came: irretrievably,
for good or for evil, the momentous marriage-vow was pro-
nounced. Charles Danville and Rose Trudaine were now man
and wife. The prophecy of the magnificent sunset overnight
had not proved false. It was a cloudless day on the marriage
morning. The nuptial ceremonies had proceeded smoothly
throughout, and had even satisfied Madame Danville. She re-
turned with the wedding-party to Trudaine’s house, all smiles
and serenity. To the bride she was graciousness itself. “Good
girl,” said the old lady, following Rose info a corner, and pat-
ting her approvingly on the cheek with her fan; “good girl,
you have looked well this morning — you have done credit
to my son'’s taste. Indeed, you have pleased me, child! Now go
upstairs, and get on your traveling-dress, and count on my ma-
ternal affection as long as you make Charles happy.”

It had been arranged that the bride and brid hould
pass their honeymoon in Brittany, and then return to Dan-
ville's estate near Lyons. The parting was hurried over, as all
such partings should be. The carriage had driven off; Trudaine,
after lingering long to look after it, had returned hastily to the
house; the very dust of the whirling wheels had all dispers
there was absolutely nothing to see; and yet there stood Mon»
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sieur Lomague at the outer gate; idly, as if he was an indepen-
dent man — calmly, as if no such responsibilities as the call-
ing of Madame Danville's coach, and the escorting of Madame
Danville back to Lyons, could possibly rest on his shoulders.

1dly and calmly, slowly rubbing his hands one over the
other, slowly nodding his head in the direction by which the
bride and bridegroom had departed, stood the eccentric land-
steward at the outer gate. On a sudden the sound of footsteps
approaching from the house seemed to arouse him. Once more
he looked out into the road, as if he expected still to see the
carriage of the newly-married couple. “Poor girl! ah, poor girll”
said Monsieur Lomaque softly to himself, turning round to as-
certain who was coming from the house.

It was only the postman with a letter in his hand, and the
post-bag crumpled up under his arm.

‘Any fresh news from Paris, friend?” asked Lomaque.

“Very bad, monsieur,” answered the postman. “Camille
Desmoulins has appealed to the people in the Palais Royal;
there are fears of a riot.”

“Only a riot!” repeated Lomaque, sarcastically. “Oh, what
a brave Government not to be afraid of anything worse! Any
letters?” he added, hastily dropping the subject.

“None fo the house.” said the postman, “only one from
it, given me by Monsieur Trudaine. Hardly worth while,” he
added, twirling the letter in his hand, “to put it into the bag,
isit?”

Lomagque looked over his shoulder as he spoke, and saw
that the letter was directed to the President of the Academy of
Sciences, Paris.
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“I wonder whether he accepts the place or refuses it?”
thought the land-steward, nodding to the postman, and con-
tinuing on his way back to the house.

At the door he met Trudaine, who said to him, rather hast-
ily, “You are going back to Lyons with Madame Danville, I
suppose?”

“This very day,” answered Lomaque.

“If you should hear of a convenient bachelor lodging, at
Lyons, or near it,” continued the other, dropping his voice and
speaking more rapidly than before, “you would be doing me a
favor if you would let me know about it.”

Lomagque assented; but before he could add a question
which was on the tip of his tongue, Trudaine had vanished in
the interior of the hous

“A bachelor lodging!” repeated the land-steward, standing
alone on the doorstep. “At or near Lyons! Aha! Monsieur Tru-
daine, 1 put your bachelor lodging and your talk to me last
night together, and I make out a sum total which is, I think,
pretty near the mark. You have refused that Paris appoint-
ment, my friend; and | fancy [ can guess why”

He paused thoughtfully, and shook his head with ominous
frowns and bitings of his lips.

“All clear enough in that sky,” he continued, after a while,
Tooking up at the lustrous midday heaven. “All clear enough
there; but I think I see a little cloud rising in a certain house-
hold firmament already — a little cloud which hides much,
and which [ for one shall watch carefully.”
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CHAPTER 1

Five years have elapsed since Monsieur Lomaque stood
thoughtfully at the gate of Trudaine’s house, looking after the
carriage of the bride and bridegroom, and seriously reflecting
on the events of the future. Great changes have passed over
that domestic firmament in which he prophetically discerned
the little warning cloud. Greater changes have passed over the
firmament of France.

What was revolt five years agois Revolution now — revolu-
tion which has ingulfed thrones, and principalities, and pow-
ers; which has set up crownless, inhereditary kings and coun-
selors of its own, and has bloodily torn them down again by
dozens; which has raged and raged on unrestrainedly in fierce
earnest, until but one king can still govern and control it for
a little while. That king is named Terror, and seventeen hun-
dred and ninety-four is the year of his reign

Monsieur Lomagque, land-steward no longer, sits alone in
an official-looking room in one of the official buildings of Par-
is. It is another July evening, as fine as that evening when he
and Trudaine sat talking together on the bench overlooking
the Seine. The window of the room is wide open, and a faint,
pleasant breeze is beginning to flow through it. But Lomaque
breathes uneasily, as if still oppressed by the sultry midday
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heat; and there are signs of perplexity and trouble in his face
as he looks down absently now and then into the street.

The times he lives in are enough of themselves to sadden
any man’s face. In the Reign of Terror no living being in all
the city of Paris can rise in the morning and be certain of es-
caping the spy, the denunciation, the arrest, or the guillotine,
before night. Such times are trying enough to oppress any
man’s spirits; but Lomaque is not thinking of them or caring
for them now. Out of a mass of papers which lie before him on
his old writing-table, he has just taken up and read one, which
has carried his thoughts back to the past, and to the changes
which have taken place since he stood alone on the doorstep
of Trudaine’s house, pondering on what might happen.

More rapidly even than he had foreboded those changes
had occurred. In less time even than he had anticipated, the
sad emergency for which Rose’s brother had prepared, as for
a barely possible calamity, overtook Trudaine, and called for
all the patience, the cou
give for his sister’s sake. By slow gradations downward, from
bad to worse, her husband’s character manifested itself less
and less disguisedly almost day by day. Occasional slights, end-
ing in habitual neglect; careless estrangement, turning to cool
enmity; small insults, which ripened evilly to great injuries —
these were the pitiless signs which showed her that she had
risked all and lost all while still a young woman — these we
the unmerited afflictions which found her helpless, and would
have left her helpless, but for the ever-present comfort and
support of her brother's self-denying love. From the first, Tru-
daine had devoted himself to meet such trials as now assailed

e, the self-sacrifice which he had to
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him; and like 2 man he met them, in defiance alike of persecu-
tion from the mother and of insult from the son.

‘The hard task was only lightened when, as time advanced,
public trouble began to mingle itself with private grief. Then
absorbing political necessities came as a relief to domestic
misery. Then it grew to be the one purpose and pursuit of
Danville's life cunningly to shape his course so that he might
move safely onward with the advancing revolutionary tide —
he cared not whither, as long as he kept his possessions safe
and his life out of danger. His mother, inflexibly true to her
0ld-World convictions through all peril, might entreat and
upbraid, might talk of honor, and courage, and sincerity — he
heeded her not, or heeded only to laugh. As he had taken the
false way with his wife, so he was now bent on taking it with
the world.

The years passed on; destroying changes swept hurricane-
like over the old governing system of France; and still Danville
shifted successfully with the shifting times. The first days of the
Terror approached; in public and in private — in high places
and in low — each man now suspected his brother. Crafty as
Danville was, even he fell under suspicion at last, at headquar-
ters in Paris, principally on his mother’s account. This was his
first political failure; and, in a moment of thoughtless rage
and disappointment, he wreaked the irritation caused by it on
Lomagque. Suspected himself, he in turn suspected the land-
steward. His mother fomented the suspicion — Lomaque was
dismissed.

In the old times the victim would have been ruined, in the
new times he was simply rendered eligible for a political voca-
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tion in life. Lomaque was poor, quick-witted, secret, not scrupu-
lous. He was a good patriot; he had good patriot friends, plenty
of ambition, a subtle, cat-like courage, nothing to dread — and
he went to Paris. There were plenty of small chances there for
men of his caliber. He waited for one of them. It came; he made
the most of it; attracted favorably the notice of the terrible
Fouquier-Tinville; and won his way to a place in the office of
the Secret Police.

Meanwhile, Danville’s anger cooled down; he recovered
the use of that cunning sense which had hitherto served him
well, and sent to recall the discarded servant. It was too late.
Lomagque was already in a position to set him at defiance —
nay, to put his neck, perhaps, under the blade of the guillotine.
Worse than this, anonymous letters reached him, warning him
to lose no time in proving his patriotism by some indisputable
sacrifice, and in silencing his mother, whose imprudent sin-
cerity was likely ere long to cost her her life. Danville knew
her well enough to know that there was but one way of sav-
ing her, and thereby saving himself. She had always refused to
emigrate; but he now insisted that she should seize the first
opportunity he could procure for her of quitting France until
calmer times arrived.

Probably she would have risked her own life ten times over
rather than have obeyed him; but she had not the courage to
risk her son’s too; and she yielded for his sake. Partly by se-
cret influence, partly by unblushing fraud, Danville procured
for her such papers and permits as would enable her to leave
France by way of Marseilles. Even then she refused to depart,
until she knew what her son’s plans were for the future. He

50


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

SISTER ROSE

showed her a letter which he was about to dispatch to Robe-
spierre himself, vindicating his suspected patriotism, and in-
dignantly demanding to be allowed to prove it by filling some
office, no matter how small, under the redoubtable triumvi-
rate which then governed, or more properly terrified, France.
The sight of this document reassured Madame Danville. She
bade her son farewell, and departed at last, with one trusty
servant, for Marseilles.

Danville’s intention, in sending his letter to Paris, had
been simply to save himself by patriotic bluster. He was thun-
derstruck at receiving a reply, taking him at his word, and
summoning him to the capital to accept employment there
under the then existing Government. There was no choice but
to obey. So to Paris he journeyed, taking his wife with him into
the very jaws of danger. He was then at open enmity with Tru-
daine; and the more anxious and alarmed he could make the
brother feel on the sister’s account, the better he was pleased.
True to his trust and his love, through all dangers as through
all persecutions, Trudaine followed them; and the street of
their sojourn at Paris, in the perilous days of the Terror, was
the street of his sojourn too.

Danville had been astonished at the acceptance of his prof-
fered services; he was still more amazed when he found that
the post selected for him was one of the superintendent’s plac-
es in that very office of Secret Police in which Lomaque was
employed as agent. Robespierre and his colleagues had taken
the measure of their man — he had money enough, and local
importance enough o be worth studying. They knew where
he was to be distrusted, and how he might be made useful,
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The affairs of the Secret Police were the sort of affairs which
an unscrupulously cunning man was fitted to help on; and the
faithful exercise of that cunning in the service of the State was
insured by the presence of Lomaque in the office. The discard-
ed servant was just the right sort of spy to watch the suspected
master. Thus it happened that, in the office of the Secret Police
at Paris, and under the Reign of Terror, Lomaque’s old master
was, nominally, his master still — the superintendent to whom
he was ceremonially accountable, in public — the suspected
‘man, whose slightest words and deeds he was officially set to
watch, in private.

Ever sadder and darker grew the face of Lomaque as he
now pondered alone over the changes and misfortunes of the
past five years. A neighboring church-clock striking the hour
of seven aroused him from his meditations. He arranged the
confused mass of papers before him — looked toward the door,
as if expecting some one to enter — then, finding himself sill
alone, recurred to the one special paper which had first sug-
gested his long train of gloomy thoughts. The few lines it con-
tained were signed in cipher, and ran thus:

“You are aware that your superintendent, Danville, ob-
tained leave of absence last week to attend to some affairs of

his at Lyons, and that he is not expected back just yet for a
day or two. While he is away, push on the affair of Trudaine.
Collect all the evidence, and hold yourself in readiness to act
on it at a moment’s notice. Don't leave the office till you have
heard from me again. If you have a copy of the Private Instruc-
tions respecting Danville, which you wrote for me, send it to
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my house. L wish to refresh my memory. Your original letter is
burned”

Here the note abruptly terminated. As he folded it up and
put it in his pocket, Lomaque sighed. This was a very rare ex-
pression of feeling with him. He leaned back in his chair, and
beat his nails impatiently on the table. Suddenly there was a
faint little tap at the room door, and eight or ten men — evi-
dently familiars of the new French Inquisition — quietly en-
tered, and ranged themselves against the wall,

Lomague nodded to two of them. “Picard and Magloire,
go and sit down at that desk. I shall want you after the rest
are gone.” Saying this, Lomaque handed certain sealed and
docketed papers to the other men waiting in the room, who
received them in silence, bowed, and went out. Innocent spec-
tators might have thought them clerks taking bills of lading
from a merchant. Who could have imagined that the giving
and receiving of Denunciations, Arrest-orders, and Death-
warrants — the providing of its doomed human meal for the
all-devouring guillotine — could have been managed so coolly
and quietly, with such unruffled calmness of official routine?

“Now,” said Lomagque, turning to the two men at the desk,
as the door closed, “have you got those notes about you?”
(They answered in the affirmative.) “Picard, you have the first
particulars of this affair of Trudaine; so you must begin read-
ing. I have sent in the reports; but we may as well go over the
evidence again from the commencement, to make sure that
nothing has been left out. If any corrections are to be made,
now is the time to make them. Read, Picard, and lose as little
time as you possibly can.”
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Thus admonished, Picard drew some long slips of paper
from his pocket, and began reading from them as follows:

“Minutes of evidence collected concerning Louis Trudaine,
suspected, on the denunciation of Citizen Superintendent
Danville, of hostility to the sacred cause of liberty, and of dis-
affection to the sovereignty of the people. (1.) The suspected
person is placed under secret observation, and these facts are
elicited: He is twice seen passing at night from his own house
to a house in the Rue de Clery. On the first night he carries
with him money — on the second, papers. He returns without
cither. These particulars have been obtained through a citizen
engaged to help Trudaine in housekeeping (one of the sort
called Servants in the days of the Tyrants). This man is a good
patriot, who can be trusted to watch Trudaine’s actions. (2.)
The inmates of the house in the Rue de Clery are numerous,
and in some cases not so well known to the Government as
could be wished. It is found difficult to gain certain informa-
tion about the person or persons visited by Trudaine without
having recourse to an arrest. (3) An arrest is thought prema-
ture at this preliminary stage of the proceedings, being likely
to stop the development of conspiracy, and give warning to the
guilty to fly. Order thereupon given to watch and wait for the
present. (4) Citizen Superintendent Danville quits Paris for a
short time. The office of watching Trudaine is then taken out of
the hands of the undersigned, and is confided to his comrade,
Magloire. — Signed, PICARD. Countersigned, LOMAQUE.”

Having read so far, the police agent placed his papers on
the writing-table, waited a moment for orders, and, receiving
none, went out. No change came over the sadness and perplex-
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ity of Lomaque’s face. He still beat his nails anxiously on the
writing-table, and did not even look at the second agent as he
ordered the man to read his report. Magloire produced some
slips of paper precisely similar to Picard's and read from them
in the same rapid, business-like, unmodulated tones:

“Affair of Trudaine. Minutes continued. Citizen Agent Ma-
gloire having been appointed to continue the surveillance of
Trudaine, reports the discovery of additional facts of impor-
tance. (1) Appearances make it probable that Trudaine medi-
tates a third secret visit to the house in the Rue de Clery. The
proper measures are taken for observing him closely, and the
result is the implication of another person discovered to be
connected with the supposed conspiracy. This person is the
sister of Trudaine, and the wife of Citizen Superintendent
Danville”

“Poor, lost creature! ah, poor, lost creature!” muttered Lo-
maque to himself, sighing again, and shifting uneasily from
side to side, in his mangy old leathern armchair. Apparently,
Magloire was not accustomed to sighs, interruptions, and ex-
pressions of regret from the usually imperturbable chief agent.
He looked up from his papers with a stare of wonder. “Go on,
Magloire!” cried Lomagque, with a sudden outburst of irritabil-
ity. “Why the devil don’t you go on?
turned Magloire, submissively, and proceeded:

“(2) It is at Trudaine’s house that the woman Danville's
connection with her brother’s secret designs is ascertained,
through the vigilance of the before-mentioned patriot citizen.
The interview of the two suspected persons is private; their
conversation is carried on in whispers. Little can be overheard;

~“All ready, citizen,” re-
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but that litcle suffices to prove that Trudaine’s sister is per-
fectly aware of his intention to proceed for the third time to
the house in the Rue de Clery. It is further discovered that she
awaits his return, and that she then goes back privately to her
own house. (3.) Meanwhile, the strictest measures are taken
for watching the house in the Rue de Clery. It is discovered
that Trudaine’s visits are paid to a man and woman known to
the landlord and lodgers by the name of Dubois. They live on
the fourth floor. It is impossible, at the time of the discovery,
to enter this room, or to see the citizen and citoyenne Dubois,
without producing an undesirable disturbance in the house
and neighborhood. A police agent is left to watch the place,
while search and arrest orders are applied for. The granting
of these is accidentally delayed. When they are ultimately ob-
tained, it is discovered that the man and the woman are both
missing. They have not hitherto been traced. (4) The land-
Tord of the house is immediately arrested, as well as the police
agent appointed to watch the premises. The landlord protests
that he knows nothing of his tenants. It is suspected, however,
that he has been tampered with, as also that Trudaine’s papers,
delivered to the citizen and citoyenne Dubois, are forged pass-
ports. With these and with money, it may not be impossible
that they have already succeeded in escaping from France. The
proper measures have been taken for stopping them, if they
have not yet passed the frontiers. No further report in rela-
tion to them has yet been received (5.) Trudaine and his sister
are under perpetual surveillance, and the undersigned holds
himself ready for further orders. — Signed, MAGLOIRE. Coun-
tersigned, LOMAQUE”
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Having finished reading his notes, Magloire placed them
on the writing-table. He was evidently a favored man in the
office, and he presumed upon his position; for he ventured to
make a remark, instead of leaving the room in silence, like his
predecessor Picard.

“When Citizen Danville returns to Paris,” he began, “he
will be rather astonished to find that in denouncing his wife’s
brother he had also unconsciously denounced his wife.”

Lomagque looked up quickly, with that old weakness in his
eyes which affected them in such a strangely irregular man-
ner on certain occasions. Magloire knew what this symptom
meant, and would have become confused if he had not been a
police agent. As it was, he quietly backed a step or two from the
table, and held his tongue.

“Friend Magloire,” said Lomaque, winking mildly, “your
last remark looks to me like a question in disguise. I put ques-
tions constantly to others; I never answer questions myself.
You want to know, citizen, what our superintendent’s secret
motive is for denouncing his wife’s brother? Suppose you try
and find that out for yourself. It will be famous practice for
you, friend Magloire — famous practice after office hours.”

“Any further orders?” inquired Magloire, sulkily.

“None in relation to the reports,” returned Lomaque. “I
find nothing to alter or add on a revised hearing. But I shall
have a little note ready for you immediately. Sit down at the
other desk, friend Magloire; 1 am very fond of you when you
are not inquisitive; pray sit down.”

While addressing this polite invitation to the agent in his
softest voice, Lomaque produced his pocketbook, and drew
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from it a little note, which he opened and read through atten-
tively. It was headed: “Private Instructions relative to Superin-
tendent Danville,” and proceeded thus:

“The undersigned can confidently assert, from long do-
mestic experience in Danville’s household that his motive for
denouncing his wife's brother is purely a personal one, and is
notin the most remote degree connected with politics. Briefly,
the facts are these: Louis Trudaine, from the first, opposed his
sister's marriage with Danville, distrusting the latter's temper
and disposition. The marriage, however, took place, and the
brother resigned himself to await results — taking the precau-
tion of living in the same neighborhood as his sister, to inter-
pose, if need be, between the crimes which the husband might
commit and the sufferings which the wife might endure. The
results soon exceeded his worst anticipations, and called for
the interposition for which he had prepared himself, He is
a man of inflexible firmness, patience, and integrity, and he
makes the protection and consolation of his sister the business
of his life. He gives his brother-inlaw no pretext for openly
quarreling with him. He is neither to be deceived, irritated,
nor tired out, and he is Danville's superior every way — in
conduct, temper, and capacity
is unnecessary to say that his brother-inlaw’s enmity toward
him is of the most implacable kind, and equally unnecessary to
hint at the perfectly plain motive of the denunciation.

“As to the suspicious circumstances affecting not Trudaine
only, but his sister as well, the undersigned regrets his inabil-
ity, thus far, to offer either explanation or suggestion. At this

Under these circumstances, it
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preliminary stage, the affair seems involved in impenetrable
mystery.”

Lomaque read these lines through, down to his own sig-
nature at the end. They were the duplicate Secret Instructions
demanded from him in the paper which he had been looking
over before the entrance of the two police agents. Slowly, and,
asit seemed, unwillingly, he folded the note up in a fresh sheet
of paper, and was preparing to seal it when a tap at the door
stopped him. “Come in,” he cried, irritably; and a man in trav-
eling costume, covered with dust, entered, quietly whispered a
word or two in his ear, and then went out. Lomaque started at
the whisper, and, opening his note again, hastily wrote under
his signature: “I have just heard that Danville has hastened his
return to Paris, and may be expected back to-night” Having
traced these lines, he closed, sealed, and directed the letter,
and gave it to Magloire. The police agent looked at the address
as he left the room; it was “To Citizen Robespierre, Rue Saint-
Honore.”

Leftalone again, Lomaque rose, and walked restlessly back-
ward and forward, biting his nails.

“Danville comes back to-night,” he said to himself, “and
the erisis comes with him. Trudaine a conspirator! Bah! con-
spiracy can hardly be the answer to the riddle this time. What
is?”

He took a turn or two in silence — then stopped at the
open window, looking out on what little glimpse the street
afforded him of the sunset sky. “This time five years,” he said,
“Trudaine was talking to me on that bench overlooking the
river; and Sister Rose was keeping poor hatchet-faced old Lo-
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maque’s cup of coffee hot for him! Now I am officially bound
to suspect them both; perhaps to arrest them; perhaps — [wish
this job had fallen into other hands. I don’t want it — I don’t
want it at any price!”

He returned to the writing-table and sat down to his pa-
pers, with the dogged air of a man determined to drive away
vexing thoughts by dint of sheer hard work. For more than an
hour he labored on resolutely, munching a bit of dry bread
from time to time. Then he paused a little, and began to think
again. Gradually the summer twilight faded, and the room
grew dark.

“Perhaps we shall tide over to-night, after all — who
Knows?” said Lomagque, ringing his handbell for lights. They
were brought in, and with them ominously returned the po-
lice agent Magloire with a small sealed packet. It containe
arrest-order and a tiny three-cornered note, looking more like
a love-letter, or a lady's invitation to a party, than anything
else. Lomague opened the note eagerly and read these lines
neatly written, and signed with Robespierre’s initials — M.
R. — formed elegantly in cipher:

“Arrest Trudaine and his

ster to-night. On second

1le comes back in time to be

thoughts, I am not sure, if Dan
present, that it may not be all the better. He is unprepared for
his wife's arrest. Watch him closely when it takes place, and
report privately to me. I am afraid he is a vicious man; and of
all things I abhor Vice”

“Any more work for me to-night?” asked Magloire, with a
yawn.
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“Only an arrest,” replied Lomague. “Collect our men; and
when you're ready get a coach at the door.”

“We were just going to supper,” grumbled Magloire to him-
self, as he went out. “The devil seize the Aristocrats! They're all
in such a hurry to get to the guillotine that they won't even
give a man time to eat his victuals in peace!’

“There’s no choice now,” muttered Lomaque, angrily
thrusting the arrest-order and the three-cornered note into
his pocket. “His father was the saving of me; he himself wel-
comed me like an equal his sister treated me like a gentleman,
as the phrase went in those days; and now —

He stopped and wiped his forehead — then unlocked his
desk, produced a bottle of brandy, and poured himself out a
glass of the liquor, which he drank by sips, slowly.

“[ wonder whether other men get softer-hearted as they
grow older” he said. “I seem to do so, at any rate. Courage!
courage! what must be, must. If I risked my head to do it, I
couldn't stop this arrest. Not a man in the office but would be
ready to execute it, if [ wasn't”

Here the rumble of carriage-wheels sounded outside.

“There’s the coach!” exclaimed Lomaque, locking up the
brandy-bottle, and taking his hat. “After all, as this arrest is to
be made, it's as well for them that I should make it.”

Consoling himself as he best could with this reflection,
Chief Police Agent Lomaque blew out the candles, and quitted
the room.
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CHAPTER 11

Ignorant of the change in her husband’s plans, which was
to bring him back to Paris a day before the time that had been
fixed for his return, Sister Rose had left her solitary home
to spend the evening with her brother. They had sat talking
together long after sunset, and had let the darkness steal on
them insensibly, as people will who are only occupied with
quiet, familiar conversation. Thus it happened, by a curious co-
incidence, that just as Lomague was blowing out his candles at
the office Rose was lighting the reading-lamp at her brother’s
lodgings.

Five years of disappointment and sorrow had sadly changed
her to outward view. Her face looked thinner and longer; the
once delicate red and white of her complexion was gone; her
figure had wasted under the influence of some weakness,
which had already made her stoop a little when she walked.
Her manner had lost its maiden shyness, only to become un-
naturally quiet and subdued. Of all the charms which had so
fatally, yet so innocently, allured her heartless husband, but
one remained — the winning gentleness of her voice. It might
be touched now and then with a note of sadness, but the soft
attraction of its even, natural tone still remained. In the mar-
ring of all other harmonies, this one harmony had been pre-
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served unchanged. Her brother, though his face was careworn,
and his manner sadder than of old, looked less altered from
his former self. It is the most fragile material which soonest
shows the flaw. The world’s idol, Beauty, holds its frailest ten-
ure of existence in the one Temple where we most love to wor-
shipit.

“And so you think, Louis, that our perilous undertaking
has really ended well by this time?” said Rose, anxiously, as
she lighted the lamp and placed the glass shade over it. “What
arelief it is only to hear you say you think we have succeeded
at last!”

“q said I hope, Rose,” replied her brother.

“Well, even hoped is a great word from you, Louis — a great
word from any one in this fearful city, and in these days of
Terror.”

She stopped suddenly, seeing her brother raise his hand in
warning. They looked at each other in silence and listened. The
sound of footsteps going slowly past the house — ceasing for a
moment just beyond it — then going on again — came through
the open window. There was nothing else, out-of-doors or in,
to disturb the silence of the night — the deadly silence of Ter-
ror which, for months past, had hung over Paris. It was a sig-
nificant sign of the times, that even a passing footstep, sound-
ing a little strangely at night, was subject for suspicion, both to
brother and sister — so common a subject, that they suspended
their conversation as a matter of course, without exchanging
aword of explanation, until the tramyp of the strange footsteps
had died away.
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“Louis,” continued Rose, dropping her voice to a whisper,
after nothing more was audible, “when may I trust our secret
to my husband?”

“Not yet!” rejoined Trudaine, carnestly. “Not a word, not a
hint of it, till I give you leave. Remember, Rose, you promised
silence from the first. Everything depends on your holding
that promise sacred till I release you from it”

“I'will hold it sacred; I will indeed, at all hazards, under all
provocations,” she answered.

“That is quite enough to reassure me — and now, love, let
us change the subject. Even these walls may have ears, and the
closed door yonder may be no protection.” He looked toward
it uneasily while he spoke. “By-the-by, I have come round to
your way of thinking, Rose, about that new servant of mine —
there is something false in his face. I wish I had been as quick
to detect it as you were”

Rose glanced at him affrightedly. “Has he done anything
suspicious? Have you caught him watching you? Tell me the
worst, Louis.”

“Hush! hush! my dear, not so loud. Don't alarm yourself; he
has done nothing suspicious.”

“Turn him off — pray, pray turn him off, before it is too
late!”

“And be denounced by him, in revenge, the first night he
goes to his Section. You forget that servants and masters are
equal now. I am not supposed to keep a servant at all. I have
a citizen living with me who lays me under domestic obliga-
tions, for which I make a pecuniary acknowledgment. No! no!
if 1 do anything, I must try if [ can't entrap him into giving

64


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

SISTER ROSE

me warning. But we have got to another unpleasant subject
already — suppose I change the topic again? You will find a
little book on that table there, in the corner — tell me what
you think of it”

The book was a copy of Corneille’s “Cid,” prettily bound in
blue morocco. Rose was enthusiastic in her praises. “T found
it in a bookseller’s shop, yesterday,” said her brother, “and
bought it as a present for you. Corneille is not an author to
compromise any one, even in these times. Don’t you remem-
ber saying the other day that you felt ashamed of knowing but
little of our greatest dramatist?” Rose remembered well, and
smiled almost as happily as in the old times over her present.
“There are some good engravings at the beginning of each act,”
continued Trudaine, directing her attention rather earnestly
to the illustrations, and then suddenly leaving her side when
he saw that she became interested in looking at them.

He went to the window — listened — then drew aside the
curtain, and looked up and down the street. No living soul was
in sight. “I must have been mistaken,” he thought, returning
hastily to his sister; “but I certainly fancied I was followed in
my walk today by a spy”

“Iwonder,” asked Rose, still busy over her book, “I wonder,
Louis, whether my husband would let me go with you to see
‘Le Cid’ the next time it is acted.”

“No!” cried a voice at the door; “not if you went on your
knees to ask him.”

Rose turned round with a scream. There stood her hus-
band on the threshold, scowling at her, with his hat on, and
his hands thrust doggedly into his pockets. Trudaine’s servant
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announced him, with an insolent smile, during the pause that
followed the discovery. “Citizen Superintendent Danville, to
visit the citoyenne, his wife,” said the fellow, making a mock
bow to his master.

Rose looked at her brother, then advanced a few paces to-
ward the door. “This is a surprise,” she said, faintly; “has any-
thing happened? We — we didn't expect you.” Her voice failed
her as she saw her husband advancing, pale to his very lips
with suppressed anger.

“How dare you come here, after what I told you?” he asked,
in quick, low tones

She shrank at his voice almost as if he had struck her. The
blood flew into her brother’s face as he noticed the action; but
he controlled himself, and, taking her hand, led her in silence
toachair.

“I forbid you to sit down in his house,” said Danville, ad-
vancing still; “I order you to come back with me! Do you hear?
L order you”

He was approaching nearer to her, when he caught Tru-
daine’s eye fixed on him, and stopped. Rose started up, and
placed herself between them.

“Oh, Charles, Charles!” she said to her husband, “be friends
with Louis to-night, and be kind again to me. I have a claim to
ask that much of you, though you may not think it””

He turned away from her, and laughed contemptuously.
She tried to speak again, but Trudaine touched her on the arm,
and gave her a warning look.

Signals!” exclaimed Danville; “secret signals between
you!”
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His eye, as he glanced suspiciously at his wife, fell on Tru-
daine’s gift-book, which she still held unconsciously.
'What book is that?” he asked.

“Only a play of Corneilles,” answered Rose; “Louis has just
made me a present of it”

At this avowal Danville’s suppressed anger burst beyond
all control.

“Give it him back!” he cried, in a voice of fury. “You shall
take no presents from him; the venom of the household spy
soils everything he touches. Give it him back!” She hesitated.
“You won't?” He tore the book from her with an oath, threw it
on the floor, and set his foot on it.

“Oh, Louis! Louis! for God'’s sake, remember.”

Trudaine was stepping forward as the book fell to the floor.
At the same moment his sister threw her arms round him. He
stopped, turning from fiery red to ghastly pale.

“No, no, Louis!" she
years' patience.No — no!”

He gently detached her arms.

“You are right, love. Don’t be afraid; it is all over now.”

Saying that, he put her from him, and in silence took up
the book from the floor.

“Won't that offend you even?” said Danville, with an in-
solent smile. “You have a wonderful temper — any other man
would have called me out!”

Trudaine looked back at him steadily; and taking out his
handkerchief, passed it over the soiled cover of the book.

“If I could wipe the stain of your blood off my conscience as
easily as [ can wipe the stain of your boot off this book,” he said

id, clasping bim closers ot afer five
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quietly, “you should not live another hour. Don't cry, Rose,” he
continued, turning again to his sister: “I will take care of your
book for you until you can keep it yourself”

“You will do this! you will do that!” cried Danville, grow-
ing more and more exasperated, and letting his anger got the
better even of his cunning now. “Talk less confidently of the
future — you don’t know what it has in store for you. Govern
your tongue when you are in my presence; a day may come
when you will want my help — my help; do you hear that?”

Trudaine turned his face from his sister, as if he feared to
let her see it when those words were spoken.

“The man who followed me today was a spy — Danville’s
spy!” That thought flashed across his mind, but he gave it no
utterance. There was an instant’s pause of silence; and through
it there came heavily on the still night air the rumbling of
distant wheels. The sound advanced nearer and nearer — ad-
vanced and ceased under the window.

Danville hurried to it, and looked out cagerly. “I have not
hastened my return without reason. I wouldn't have missed
this arrest for anything!” thought he, peering into the night.

The stars were out, but there was no moon. He could not
recognize either the coach or the persons who got out of it,
and he turned again into the interior of the room. His wife had
sunk into a chair, her brother was locking up in a cabinet the
book which he had promised to take care of for her. The dead
silence made the noise of slowly ascending footsteps on the
stairs painfully audible. At last the door opened softly.

“Citizen Danville, health and fraternity!” said Lomaque, ap-
pearing in the doorway, followed by his agents. “Citizen Louis
Trudaine?” he continued, beginning with the usual form,
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Rose started out of her chair; but her brother’s hand was
on her lips before she could speak.

“My name is Louis Trudaine,” he answered.

“Charles!” cried his sister, breaking from him and appeal-
ing to her husband, “who are these men? What are they here
for?”

He gave her no answer.

“Louis Trudaine,” said Lomaque, slowly, drawing the order
from his pocket, “in the name of the Republic, I arrest you”

“Rose, come back,” cried Trudaine.

It was too late; she had broken from him, and in the reck-
lessness of terror, had seized her husband by the arm.

“Save him!” she cried. “Save him, by all you hold dearest in
the world! You are that man’s superior, Charles — order him
from the room!”

Danville roughly shook her hand off his arm.

“Lomaque is doing his duty. Yes,” he added, with a glance
of malicious triumph at Trudaine, “yes, doing his duty. Look
at me as you please — your looks won't move me. I denounced
you! Ladmit it — I glory in it! | have rid myself of an enemy, and
the State of a bad citizen. Remember your seeret visits to the
house in the Rue de Clery!

Hiis wife uttered a cry of horror. She seized his arm again
with both hands — frail, trembling hands — that seemed sud-
denly nerved with all the strength of a man’

“Come here — come here! I must and will speak to you!”

She dragged him by main force a few paces back, toward
an unoccupied corner of the room. With deathly cheeks and
wild eyes she raised herself on tiptoe, and put her lips to her
husband’s ear. At that instant Trudaine called to her:
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“Rose, if you speak I am lost!”

She stopped at the sound of his voice, dropped her hold on
her husband’s arm, and faced her brother, shuddering

“Rose,” he continued, “you have promised, and your prom-
ise is sacred. If you prize your honor, if you love me, come
here — come here, and be silent”

He held out his hand. She ran o him; and, laying her head
on his bosom, burst intoa passion of ears.

D: il 1 “Remove
your prisoner;” h said. “You have done your duty here”

“Only half of it retorted Lomaque, eying him attentively.

“Rose Danville =

“My wife!” exclaimed the other, “What about my wife?”

“Rose Danville,” continued Lomague, inpassibly, “you are
included in the arrest of Louis Trudaine.”

Rose raised her head quickly from her brother's breast. His
firmness had deserted him — he was trembling She heard him
whispering to himself, “Rose, too! Oh, my God! I was not pre-
pared for that.” She heard these words, and dashed the t
from her eyes, and kissed him, saying:
“Uam glad of it Lous. We risked all together = e shall
now suffer together. L am glad of it
Danville looked incredulously at Lomaque, after the first
shock of astonishment was over.

s

“Impossible!” he exclaimed. “I never denounced my wife
There is some mistake; you have exceeded your orders.”

“Silence!” retorted Lomaque, imperiously. “Silence, citizen,
and respect to a decree of the Republic!”
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“You blackguard! show me the arrest-order!” said Danville.
“Who has dared to denounce my wife?”

“You have!” said Lomaque, turning on him with a grin of
contempt. “You — and ‘blackguard’ back in your teeth! You,
in denouncing her brother! Aha! we work hard in our office;
we don’t waste time in calling names — we make discoveries.
If Trudaine is guilty, your wife is implicated in his guilt. We
know it; and we arrest her”

“Iresist the arrest,” cried Danville. “T am the authority here.
Who opposes me?”

The impassible chief agent made no answer. Some new
noise in the street seruck his quick ear. He ran to the window
and looked out eagerly.

“Who opposes me?” reiterated Danville.

“Hark!” exclaimed Lomaque, raising his hand. “Silence, and
listen!”

The heavy, dull tramp of men marching together became
audible as he spoke. Voices humming low and in unison the
Marseillaise hymn, joined solemnly with the heavy, regular
footfalls. Soon the flare of torch-light began to glimmer red-
der and redder under the dim, starlight sky.

“Do you hear that? Do you see the advancing torch-light?”
cried Lomaque, pointing exultingly into the street. “Respect to
the national hymn, and to the man who holds in the hollow of
his hand the destinies of all France! Hat off, Citizen Danville!
Robespierre is in the street. His bodyguard, the Hard-hitters,
are lighting him on his way to the Jacobin Club! Who shall op-
pose you, did you say? Your master and mine; the man whose
signature is at the bottom of this order — the man who with

7


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

WILKIE COLLINS

ascratch of his pen can send both our heads rolling together
into the sack of the guillotine! Shall I call to him as he pa:
the house? Shall I tell him that Superintendent Danville r
sists me in making an arrest? Shall 7 Shall I?” And in the im-
mensity of his contempt, Lomaque seemed absolutely to rise in
stature, as he thrust the arrest order under Danville’s eyes and
pointed to the signature with the head of his stick

Rose looked round in terror, as Lomaque spoke his last
words — looked round, and saw her husband recoil before the
signature on the arrest order, as if the guillotine itself had sud-
denly arisen before him. Her brother felt her shrinking back in
his arms, and trembled for the preservation of her self-control
i the terror and suspense of the arrest lasted any longer.

“Courage, Rose, courage!” he said. “You have behaved no-
bly; you must not fail now. No, no! Not a word more. Not a
word till T am able to think clearly again, and to decide what
is best. Courage, love; our lives depend on it. Citizen,” he con-
tinued, addressing himself to Lomaque, “proceed with your
duty — we are ready.”

The heavy marching footsteps outside were striking louder
and louder on the ground; the chanting voices were every mo-
ment swelling in volume; the dark street was flaming again
with the brightening torch-light, as Lomaque, under pretext
of giving Trudaine his hat, came close to him, and, turning his
back toward Danville, whispered: “I have not forgotten the eve
of the wedding and the bench on the river bank”

Before Trudaine could answer, he had taken Rose’s cloak
and hood from one of his assistants, and was helping her on
with it. Danville, still pale and trembling, advanced a step
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when he saw these preparations for departure, and addressed
a word or two to his wife; but he spoke in low tones, and the
fast-advancing march of feet and sullen low roar of singing
outside drowned his voice. An oath burst from his lips, and he
struck his fist, in impotent fury, on a table near him.

“The seals are set on everything in this room and in the
bedroom,” said Magloire, approaching Lomaque, who nodded
and signed to him to bring up the other police agents at the

r.
“Ready,” cried Magloire, coming forward immediately with
his men, and raising his voice to make himself heard. “Where
to?”

Robespierre and his Hard-hitters were passing the house.
The smoke of the torch-light was rolling in at the window; the
tramping footsteps struck heavier and heavier on the ground;
the low sullen roar of the Marseillaise was swelling to its loud-
est, as Lomaque referred for a moment to his arrest-order, and
then answered:

“To the prison of St. Lazare!”
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CHAPTER 111

The head jailer of St. Lazare stood in the outer hall of the
prison, two days after the arrest at Trudaine’s lodgings, smok-
ing his morning pipe. Looking toward the courtyard gate, he
saw the wicket opened, and a privileged man let in, whom he
soon recognized as the chief agent of the second section of Se-
cret Police. “Why, friend Lomaque,” cried the jailer, advanc-
ing toward the courtyard, “what brings you here this morning,
business or pleasure?

“Pleasure, this time, citizen. I have an idle hour or two to
spare for a walk. I find myself passing the prison, and I can't
resist calling in to see how my friend the head jailer is getting
on.” Lomaque spoke in a surprisingly brisk and airy manner.
His eyes were suffering under a violent fit of weakness and
winking; but he smiled, notwithstanding, with an air of the
most inveterate cheerfulness. Those old enemies of his, who
always distrusted him most when his eyes were most affected,
would have certainly disbelieved every word of the friendly
speech he had just made, and would have assumed it as a mat-
ter of fact that his visit to the head jailer had some specially
underhand business at the bottom of it.

“How am I getting on?” said the jailer, shaking his head.
“Overworked, friend — overworked. No idle hours in our de-
partment, Even the guillotine is getting too slow for us!”

74


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

SISTER ROSE

“Sent off your batch of prisoners for trial this moming?”
asked Lomaque, with an appearance of perfect unconcern.

“No; they're just going,” answered the other. “Come and
have a look at them.” He spoke as if the prisoners were a col-
lection of pictures on view, or a set of dresses just made up.
Lomaque nodded his head, still with his air of happy, holiday
carelessness. The jailer led the way to an inner hall;and, point-
ing lazily with his pipe-stem, said: “Our morning batch, citi-
zen, just ready for the baking.”

In one corner of the hall were huddled together more than
thirty men and women of all ranks and ages; some staring
round them with looks of blank despair; some laughing and
gossiping recklessly. Near them lounged a guard of “Patriots,”
smoking, spitting, and swearing. Between the patriots and the
prisoners sat, on a rickety stool, the second jailer — a hump-
backed man, with an immense red mustache — finishing his
breakfast of broad beans, which he scooped out of a basin with
his knife, and washed down with copious draughts of wine
from a bottle. Carelessly as Lomaque looked at the shocking
scene before him, his quick eyes contrived to take note of every
prisoners face, and to descry in a few minutes Trudaine and
his sister standing together at the back of the group.

“Now then, Apollo!” cried the head jailer, addressing his
subordinate by a facetious prison nickname, “don’t be all day
starting that trumpery batch of yours. And harkye, friend, I
have leave of absence, on business, at my Section this after-
noon. So it will be your duty to read the list for the guillotine,
and chalk the prisoners’ doors before the cart comes tomorrow

75


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

WILKIE COLLINS

morning. ‘Ware the bottle, Apollo, today; ‘ware the bottle, for
fear of accidents with the death-list tomorrow.”

“Thirsty July weather, this — eh, citizen?” said Lomaque,

leaving the head jailer, and patting the hunchback in the
friendliest manner on the shoulder. “Why, how you have got
your batch huddled up together this morning! Shall 1 help you
to shove them into marching order? My time is quite at your
disposal. This is a holiday morning with me!”
, ha, ha! what a jolly dog he is on his holiday morning!”
exclaimed the head jailer, as Lomaque — apparently taking
leave of his natural character altogether in the exhilaration of
an hour's unexpected leisure — began pushing and pulling the
prisoners into rank, with humorous mock apologies, at which
not the officials only, but many of the victims themselves —
reckless victims of a reckless tyranny — laughed heartily. Per-
severing to the last in his practical jest, Lomaque contrived o
get close to Trudaine for a minute, and to give him one signifi-
cant look before he seized him by the shoulders, like the rest.
“Now, then, rear-guard,” cried Lomaque, pushing Trudaine
on, “close the line of march, and mind you keep step with your
young woman there. Pluck up your spirits, citoyenne! one gets
used to everything in this world, even to the guillotine!”

‘While he was speaking and pushing at the same time, Tru-
daine felt a piece of paper slip quickly between his neck and
his cravat. “Courage!” he whispered, pressing his sister’s hand,
as he saw her shuddering under the assumed brutality of Lo-
mague’s joke.

Surrounded by the guard of “Patriots,” the procession of
prisoners moved slowly into the outer courtyard, on its way
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to the revolutionary tribunal, the humpbacked jailer bring-
ing up the rear. Lomaque was about to follow at some litcle
distance, but the head jailer hospitably expostulated. “What a
hurry you're in!” said he. “Now that incorrigible drinker, my
second in command, has gone off with his batch, I don’t mind
asking you to step in and have a drop of wine.”

“Thank you,” answered Lomaque; “but I have rather a fan-
ey for hearing the trial this morning. Suppose | come back af-
terward? What time do you go to your Section? At two o'clock,
ch? Good! I shall try if I can’t get here soon after one.” With
these words he nodded and went out. The brilliant sunlight
in the courtyard made him wink faster than ever. Had any of
his old enemies been with him, they would have whispered
within themselves, “If you mean to come back at all, Citizen
Lomagque, it will not be soon after one!”

On his way through the streets, the chief agent met one
or two police office friends, who delayed his progress; so that
when he arrived at the revolutionary tribunal the trials of the
day were just about to begin.

The principal article of furniture in the Hall of Justice was
a long, clumsy, deal table, covered with green baize. At the
head of this table sat the president and his court, with their
hats on, backed by a heterogeneous collection of patriots of-
ficially connected in various ways with the proceedings that
were to take place. Below the front of the table, a railed-off
space, with a gallery beyond, was appropriated to the general
public — mostly represented, as to the gallery, on this occasion,
by women, all sitting together on forms, knitting, shirt-mend-
ing, and baby-linen-making, as coolly as if they were at home.
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Parallel with the side of the table furthest from the great door
of entrance was a low platform railed off, on which the prison-
ers, surrounded by their guard, were now assembled to await
their trial. The sun shone in brightly from a high window, and
2 hum of ceaseless talking pervaded the hall cheerfully as Lo-
‘maque entered it. He was a privileged man here, as at the pris-
on; and he made his way in by a private door, 5o as to pass to
the prisoners’ platform, and to walk round it, before he got to
a place behind the president’s chair. Trudaine, standing with
his sister on the outermost limits of the group, nodded sig-
nificantly as Lomaque looked up at him for an instant. He had
contrived, on his way to the tribunal, to get an opportunity of
reading the paper which the chief agent had slipped into his
cravat, It contained these lines:

“I have just discovered who the citizen and citoyenne
Dubois are. There is no chance for you but to confess every-
thing, By that means you may inculpate a certain citizen hold-
ing authority, and may make it his interest, if he loves his own
life, to save yours and your sister’s.”

Arrived at the back of the president’s chair, Lomaque recog-
nized his two trusty subordinates, Magloire and Picard, waiting
among the assembled patriot officials, o give their evidence.
Beyond them, leaning against the wall, addressed by no one,
and speaking to no one, stood the superintendent, Danville.
Doubt and suspense were written in every line of his face; the
fretfulness of an uneasy mind expressed itself in his slightest
gesture — even in his manner of passing a handkerchief from
time to time over his face, on which the perspiration was gath-
ering thick and fast already.
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“Silence!” cried the usher of the court for the time being —
a hoarse-voiced man in top-boots with a huge saber buckled to
his side, and a bludgeon in his hand. “Silence for the Citizen
President!” he reiterated, striking his bludgeon on the table.

The president rose and proclaimed that the sitting for the
day had begun; then sat down again.

The momentary silence which followed was interrupted by
asudden confusion among the prisoners on the platform. Two
of the guards sprang in among them. There was the thump of a
heavy fall — a scream of terror from some of the female prison-
ers — then another dead silence, broken by one of the guards,
who walked across the hall with a bloody knife in his hand,
and laid it on the table. “Citizen President,” he said, “I have
to report that one of the prisoners has just stabbed himself”
There was a murmuring exclamation, “Is that all?” among the
women spectators, as they resumed their work. Suicide at the
bar of justice was no uncommon occurrence, under the Reign
of Terror.

“Name?” asked the president, quietly taking up his pen and
opening a book.

“Martigne,” answered the humpbacked jailer, coming for-
ward to the table.

“Description?”

“Ex-royalist coach-maker to the tyrant Capet.”

“Accusation?”

“Conspiracy in prison.”

The president nodded, and entered in the book: “Martigne,
coachmaker. Accused of conspiring in prison. Anticipated
course of law by suicide. Action accepted as sufficient confes-
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sion of guilt. Goods confiscated. 1s¢ Thermidor, year two of the
Republic.”

“Silence!” cried the man with the bludgeon, as the pres-
ident dropped a little sand on the entry, and signing to the
jailer that he might remove the dead body, closed the book.

“Any special cases this morning?” resumed the president,
Tooking round at the group behind him

“There is one,” said Lomaque, making his way to the back
of the official chair. “Will it be convenient to you, citizen, to
take the case of Louis Trudaine and Rose Danville first? Two
of my men are detained here as witnesses, and their time is
valuable to the Republic.”

The president marked a list of names before him, and
handed it to the crier or usher, placing the figures one and
two against Louis Trudaine and Rose Danville.

While Lomaque was backing again to his former place be-
hind the chair, Danville approached and whispered to him,
“There is a rumor that secret information has reached you
about the citizen and citoyenne Dubois. Is it true? Do you
Kknow who they are?”

“Yes,” answered Lomaque; “but | have superior orders to
keep the information to myselfjust at present.”

The eagerness with which Danville put his question, and
the disappointment he showed on getting no satisfactory an-
swer to it, were of a nature to satisfy the observant chief agent
that his superintendent was really as ignorant as he appeared
to be on the subject of the man and woman Dubois. That one
mystery, at any rate was still, for Danville, a mystery unre-
vealed.
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“Louis Trudaine! Rose Danville
another rap of his bludgeon.

The two came forward, at the appeal, to the front railing
of the platform. The first sight of her judges, the first shock
on confronting the pitiless curiosity of the audience, seemed
to overwhelm Rose. She turned from deadly pale to crimson,
then to pale again, and hid her face on her brother’s shoulder.
How fast she heard his heart throbbing! How the tears filled
her eyes as she felt that his fear was all for her!

“Now,” said the president, writing down their names. “De-
nounced by whom?”

Magloire and Picard stepped forward to the table. The first
answered —“By Citizen Superintendent Danville.”

‘The reply made a great stir and sensa
oners and audience.

“Accused of what?” pursued the president.

“The male prisoner, of conspiracy against the Republic; the
female prisoner, of criminal knowledge of the same.”

“Produce your proofs in answer to this order.”

Picard and Magloire opened their minutes of evidence, and
read to the president the same particulars which they had for-
merly read to Lomaque in the secret police office.

“Good,” said the president, when they had done, “we need
trouble ourselves with nothing more than the identifying of
the citizen and citoyenne Dubois, which, of course, you are
prepared for. Have you heard the evidence?” he continued,
turning to the prisoners; while Picard and Magloire consulted
together in whispers, looking perplexedly toward the chicf
agent, who stood silent behind them. “Have you heard the

shouted the crier, with

ion among both pris-
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evidence, prisoners? Do you wish to say anything? If you do,
remember that the time of this tribunal is precious, and that
you will not be suffered to waste it.”

“I demand permission to speak for myself and for my sis-
ter,” answered Trudaine. “My object is to save the time of the
tribunal by making a confession.”

The faint w\mpermg, audible among the women spectators
amoment befor d the
word confession. In the breathless nlenvc lm low, quiet tones
penetrated to the remotest corners of the hall; while, suppress-
ing externally all evidences of the death-agony of hope within
him, he continued his address in these words:

“I confess my secret visits to the house in the Rue de Clery.
I confess that the persons whom I went to see are the persons
pointed at in the evidence. And, lastly, I confess that my ob-
ject in communicating with them as I did was to supply them
with the means of leaving France. If I had acted from political
motives to the political prejudice of the existing government,
1 admit that I should be guilty of that conspiracy against the
Republic with which T am charged. But no political purpose
animated, no political necessity urged me, in performing the
action which has brought me to the bar of this tribunal. The
persons whom I aided in leaving France were without political
influence or political connections. I acted solely from private
motives of humanity toward them and toward others — mo-
tives which a good republican may feel, and yet not turn trai-
tor to the welfare of his country.”

“Are you ready to inform the court, next, who the man and
woman Dubois really are?” inquired the president, impatiently.
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“ am ready,” answered Trudaine. “But first I desire to say
one word in reference to my sister, charged here at the bar
with me.” His voice grew less steady, and, for the first time, his
color began to change, as Rose lifted her face from his shoul-
der and looked up at him eagerly. “I implore the tribunal to
consider my sister as innocent of all active participation in
what is charged against me as a crime —” He went on. “Having
spoken with candor about myself, I have some claim to be be-
lieved when I speak of her; when I assert that she neither did
help me nor could help me. If there be blame, it is mine only;
if punishment, it is | alone who should suffer.”

He stopped suddenly, and grew confused. It was easy to
guard himself from the peril of looking at Rose, but he could
not escape the hard trial to his self-possession of hearing her,
if she spoke. Just as he pronounced the last sentence, she
raised her face again from his shoulder, and eagerly whispered
to him:

“No, 1o, Louis! Not that sacrifice, after all the others — not
that, though you should force me into speaking to them my-
self!”

She abruptly quitted her hold of him, and fronted the
whole court in an instant. The railing in front of her shook
with the quivering of her arms and hands as she held by it
to support herselfl Her hair lay tangled on her shoulders; her
face had assumed a strange fixedness; her gentle blue eyes, so
soft and tender at all other times, were lit up wildly. A low
hum of murmured curiosity and admiration broke from the
women of the audience. Some rose eagerly from the benches;
others cried:
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“Listen, listen! she is going to speak!”

She did speak. Silvery and pure the sweet voice, sweeter
than ever in sadness, stole its way through the gross sounds —
through the coarse humming and the hissing whispers.

“My lord the president,” began the poor girl firmly. Her next
words were drowned in a volley of hisses from the women.

“Ahlaristocrat, aristocratNone of your accursed titles here!”
was their shrill cry at her. She fronted that cry, she fronted the
fierce gestures which accompanied it, with the steady light still
in her eyes, with the strange rigidity still fastened on her face.
She would have spoken again through the uproar and execra-
tion, but her brother's voice overpowered her.

“Citizen president,” he cried, “I have not concluded. T de-
mand leave to complete my confession. I implore the tribunal
to attach no importance to what my sister says. The trouble
and terror of this day have shaken her intellects. She is not
responsible for her words — I assert it solemnly, in the face of
the whole court!”

The blood flew up into his white face as he made the as-
severation. Even at that supreme moment the great heart of
the man reproached him for yielding himself to a deception,
though the motive of it was to save his sister’s life.

“Let her speak! let her speak!” exclaimed the women, as
Rose, without moving, without looking at her brother, with-
out seeming even to have heard what he said, made a second
attempt to address her judges, in spite of Trudaine’s interposi-

“Silence!” shouted the man with the bludgeon. “Silence,
you women! the citizen president is going to speak.”
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“The prisoner Trudaine has the ear of the court,” said the
president, “and may continue his confession. If the female
prisoner wishes to speak, she may be heard afterward. I enjoin
both the accused persons to make short work of it with their
addresses to me, or they will make their case worse instead of
better. ] command silence among the audience, and if Tam not
obeyed, T will clear the hall. Now, prisoner Trudaine, I invite
you to proceed. No more about your sister; let her speak for
herself. Your business and ours is with the man and woman
Dubois. Are you, or are you not, ready to tell the court who
they are?”

“Irepeat that  am ready,” answered Trudaine. “
Dubois is a servant. The woman Dubois is the mother of the

‘The citizen

man who denounces me — Superintendent Danville.”

A low, murmuring, rushing sound of hundreds of exclaim-
ing voices, all speaking, half-suppressedly, at the same mo-
ment, followed the delivery of the answer. No officer of the
court attempted to control the outburst of astonishment. The
infection of it spread to the persons on the platform, to the
crier himself, to the judges of the tribunal, lounging, but the
moment before, so carelessly silent in their chairs. When the
noise was at length quelled, it was subdued in the most instan-
taneous manner by one man, who shouted from the throng
behind the president’s chair:

“Clear the way there! Superintendent Danville is taken
i

A vehement whispering and contending of many voices
interrupting each other, followed; then a swaying among the
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assembly of official people; then a great stillness; then the sud-
den appearance of Danville, alone, at the table.

The look of him, as he turned his ghastly face toward the
audience, silenced and steadied them in an instant, just as they
were on the point of falling into fresh confusion. Every one
stretched forward eagerly to hear what he would say. His lips
moved; but the few words that fell from them were inaudible,
except to the persons who happened to be close by him. Hay-
ing spoken, he left the table supported by a police agent, who
was seen to lead him toward the private door of the court, and,
consequently, also toward the prisoners' platform. He stopped,
however, halfway, quickly turned his face from the prisoners,
and pointing toward the public door at the opposite side of the
hall, caused himself to be led out into the air by that direction.
When he had gone the president, addressing himself partly to
Trudaine and partly to the audience, said:

“The Citizen Superintendent Danville has been overcome
by the heat in the court. He has retired by my desire, under
the care of a police agent, to recover in the open air; pledging
himself to me to come back and throw a new light on the ex-
traordinary and suspicious statement which the prisoner has
just made. Until the return of Citizen Danville, I order the
accused, Trudaine, to suspend any further acknowledgment
of complicity which he may have to address to me. This mat-
ter must be cleared up before other matters are entered on.
Meanwhile, in order that the time of the tribunal may not be
wasted, I authorize the female prisoner to take this opportu-
nity of making any statement concerning herself which she
may wish to address to the judges”
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“Silence him!” “Remove him out of court!” “Gag him!”
“Guillotine him!” These cries rose from the audience the mo-
ment the president had done speaking, They were all directed
at Trudaine, who had made a last desperate effort to persuade
his sister to keep silence, and had been detected in the attempt
by the spectators.

“If the prisoner speaks another word to his sister, remove
him,” said the president, addressing the guard round the plat-
form.

“Good! we shall hear her at last. Silence! silence!” exclaimed
the women, settling themselves comfortably on their benches,
and preparing to resume their work.

“Rose Danville, the court is waiting to hear you,” said the
president, crossing his legs and leaning back luxuriously in his
large armchair.

Amid all the noise and confusion of the last few minutes,
Rose had stood ever in the same attitude, with that strangely
fixed expression never altering on her face but once. When
her husband made his way to the side of the table and stood
there prominently alone, her lips trembled a little, and a faint
shade of color passed swiftly over her cheeks. Even that slight
change had vanished now — she was paler, stiller, more widely
altered from her former self than ever, as she faced the presi-
dent and said these word:

“[ wish to follow my brother’s example and make my con-
fession, as he has made his. | would rather he had spoken for
me; but he is too generous to say any words except such as he
thinks may save me from sharing his punishment. I refuse to
be saved, unless he is saved with me. Where he goes when he
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leaves this place, [ will go; what he suffers, I will suffer; if he is
to die, I believe God will grant me the strength to die resign-
edly with him!”

She paused for a moment, and half turned toward Tru-
daine — then checked herself instantly and went on: “This is
what I now wish to say, as to my share in the offense charged
against my brother. Some time ago, he told me one day that
he had seen my husband’s mother in Paris, disguised as a
poor woman; that he had spoken to her, and forced her to ac-
knowledge herself. Up to this time we had all felt certain that
she had left France, because she held old-fashioned opinions
which it is dangerous for people to hold now — had left France
before we came to Paris. She told my brother that she had in-
deed gone (with an old, tried servant of the family to help and
protect her) as far as Marseilles; and that, finding unforeseen
difficulty there in getting further, she had taken it as a warn-
ing from Providence not to desert her son, of whom she was
very passionately fond, and from whom she had been most
unwilling to depart. Instead of waiting in exile for quieter
times, she determined to go and hide herself in Paris, know-
ing her son was going there too. She assumed the name of her
old and faithful servant, who declined to the last to leave her
unprotected; and she proposed to live in the strictest secrecy
and retirement, watching, unknown, the career of her son, and
ready at a moment’s notice to disclose herself to him, when the
settlement of public affairs might reunite her safely to her be-
loved child. My brother thought this plan full of danger, both
for herself, for her son, and for the honest old man who was
risking his head for his mistress's sake. I thought so too; and
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in an evil hour I said to Louis: ‘Will you try in secret to get
my husband’s mother away, and see that her faithful servant
makes her really leave France this time? I wrongly asked my
brother to do this for a selfish reason of my own — a reason
connected with my married life, which has not been a happy
one. I had not succeeded in gaining my husband's affection,
and was not treated kindly by him. My brother — who has al-
ways loved me far more dearly, 1 am afraid, than I have ever de-
served — my brother increased his kindness to me, secing me
treated unkindly by my husband. This made ill-blood between
them. My thought, when I asked my brother to o for me what
1 have said, was, that if we two in secret saved my husband’s
mother, without danger to him, from imperiling herself and
her son, we should, when the time came for speaking of what
we had done, appear to my husband in a new and better light.
I should have shown how well I deserved his love, and Louis
would have shown how well he deserved his brother-inlaw’s
gratitude; and so we should have made home happy at last,
and all three have lived together affectionately. This was my
thought; and when I told it to my brother, and asked him if
there would be much risk, out of his kindness and indulgence
toward me, he said No. He had so used me to accept sacrifices
for my happiness that I let him endanger himself to help me
in my little household plan. I repent this bitterly now; 1 ask
his pardon with my whole heart. If he is acquitted, T will try to
show myself worthier of his love. If he is found guilty, I, too,
will go to the scaffold, and die with my brother, who risked his
Tife for my sake”
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She ceased as quietly as she had begun, and turned once
more to her brother.

As she looked away from the court and looked at him, a few
tears came into her eyes, and something of the old softness of
form and gentleness of expression seemed to return to her face.
He let her take his hand, but he scemed purposely to avoid
meeting the anxious gaze she fixed on him. His head sunk on
his breast; he drew his breath heavily, his countenance dark-
ened and grew distorted, as if he were suffering some sharp
pang of physical pain. He bent down a little, and, leaning his
elbow on the rail before him, covered his face with his hand;
and so quelled the rising agony, so forced back the scalding
tears to his heart. The audience had heard Rose in silence, and
they preserved the same tranquillity when she had done. This
was a rare tribute to a prisoner from the people of the Reign
of Terror.

The president looked round at his colleagues, and shook
his head suspiciously.

“This statement of the female prisoner’s complicates the
‘matter very seriously,” said he. “Is there anybody in court,” he
added, looking at the persons behind his chair, “who knows
where the mother of Superintendent Danville and the servant
are now?”

Lomagque came forward at the appeal, and placed himself
by the table.

“Why, citizen agent” continued the president, looking
hard at him, “are you overcome by the heat, too?”
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“The fit seemed to take him, citizen president, when the
female prisoner had made an end of her statement,” exclaimed
Magloire, pressing forward officiously.

Lomagque gave his subordinate a look which sent the man
back directly to the shelter of the official group; then said, in
lower tones than were customary with him:

“I have received information relative to the mother of Su-
perintendent Danville and the servant, and am ready to an-
swer any questions that may be put to me.”

“Where are they now?” asked the president,

“She and the servant are known to have crossed the fron-
tier, and are supposed to be on their way to Cologne. But, since

they ha d Germany, their wl is neces:
matter of uncertainty to the republican authorities”

“Have you any information relative to the conduct of the
old servant while he was in Paris?”

“[ have information enough to prove that he was not an
object for political suspicion. He seems to have been simply
animated by servile zeal for the woman’s interests; to have per-
formed for her all the menial offices of a servant in private;
and to have misled the neighbors by affected equality with her
in public”

“Have you any reason to believe that Superintendent Dan-
ville was privy to his mother's first attempt at escaping from
France?”

“Linfer it from what the female prisoner has said, and for
other reasons which it would be irregular to detail before the
tribunal. The proofs can no doubt be obtained if I am allowed
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time to communicate with the authorities at Lyons and Mar-
seilles”

Atthis moment Danville re-entered the court;and, advanc-
ing to the table, placed himself close by the chief agent’s side.
They looked each other steadily in the face for an instant.

“He has recovered from the shock of Trudaine’s answer,”
thought Lomaque, retiring. “His hand trembles, his face is
pale, but 1 can see regained self-possession in his eye, and 1
dread the consequences already.”

“Citizen president,” began Danville, “I demand to know if
anything has transpired affecting my honor and patriotism in
my absence?”

He spoke apparently with the most perfect calmness, but
he looked nobody in the face. His eyes were fixed steadily on
the green baize of the table beneath him.

“The female prisoner has made a statement, referring prin-
cipally to herself and her brother,” answered the president,
“but incidentally mentioning a previous attempt on your
mother’s part to break existing laws by emigrating from France.
This portion of the confession contains in it some elements of
suspicion which seriously affect you —”

“They shall be suspicions no longer — at my own peril I
will change them to certainties!” exclaimed Danville, extend-
ing his arm theatrically, and looking up for the first time. “Cit-
izen president, I avow it with the fearless frankness of a good
patriot; | was privy to my mother’s first attempt at escaping
from France.”
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Hisses and cries of execration followed this confession. He
winced under them at first; but recovered his self-possession
before silence was restored.

“Citizens, you have heard the confession of my fault,” he
resumed, turning with desperate assurance toward the audi-
ence; “now hear the atonement I have made for it at the altar
of my country.”

He waited at the end of that sentence, until the secretary
to the tribunal had done writing it down in the report book
of the court.

“Transcribe faithfully to the letter!” cried Danville, point-
ing solemnly to the open page of the volume. “Life and death
hang on my words”

The secretary took a fresh dip of ink, and nodded to show
that he was ready. Danville went on:

“In these times of glory and trial for France,” he proceeded,
pitching his voice to a tone of deep emotion, “what are all good
citizens most sacredly bound to do? To immolate their dear-
est private affections and interests before their public duties!
On the first attempt of my mother to violate the laws against
emigration, by escaping from France, I failed in making the
heroic sacrifice which inexorable patriotism demanded of me.
My situation was more terrible than the situation of Brutus
tting in judgment on his own sons. I had not the Roman for-
titude to rise equal to it. I erred, citizens — erred as Coriolanus
did, when his august mother pleaded with him for the safety
of Rome! For that error I deserved to be purged out of the re-
publican community; but I escaped my merited punishment —
nay, I even rose to the honor of holding an office under the
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Government. Time passed; and again my mother attempted
an escape from France. Again, inevitable fate brought my civic
virtue to the test. How did I meet this second supremest trial?
By an atonement for past weakness, terrible as the trial itself.
Citizens, you will shudder; but you will applaud while you
tremble. Citizens, look! and while you lool
the evidence given at the opening of this case. Yonder stands
the enemy of his country, who intrigued to help my mother to
escape; here stands the patriot son, whose voice was the first,
the only voice, to denounce him for the crime!” As he spoke, he
pointed to Trudaine, then struck himself on the breast, then
folded his arms, and looked sternly at the benches occupied by
the spectators.

“Do you assert,” exclaimed the president, “that at the time
when you denounced Trudaine, you knew him to be intrigu-
ing to aid your mother's e

“lassert it,” answered Danville.

The pen which the president held dropped from his hand
at that reply; his colleagues started, and looked at each other
in blank silence.

A murmur of “Monster! monster!” began with the prison-
ers on the platform, and spread instantly to the audience, who
echoed and echoed it again; the fiercest woman-republican on
the benches joined cause at last with the haughtiest woman-
aristocrat on the platform. Even in that sphere of direst dis-
cords, in that age of sharpest enmities, the one touch of Nature
preserved its old eternal virtue, and roused the mother-in-
stinct which makes the whole world kin.

remember well

ipe?”
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Of the few persons in the court who at once foresaw the
effect of Danville’s answer on the proceedings of the tribunal,
Lomaque was one. His sallow face whitened as he looked to-
ward the prisoners’ platform.

“They are lost,” he murmured to himself, moving out of the
group in which he had hitherto stood. “Lost! The lie which has
saved that villain’s head leaves them without the shadow of a
hope. No need to stop for the sentence — Danville’s infamous
presence of mind has given them up to the guillotine!” Pro-
nouncing these words, he went out hurriedly by a door near
the platform, which led to the prisoners’ waiting-room.

Rose’s head sank again on her brother’s shoulder. She shud-
dered, and leaned back faintly on the arm which he extended
to support her, One of the female prisoners tried to help Tru-
daine in speaking consolingly to her; but the consummation of
her husband’s perfidy seemed to have paralyzed her at heart,
She murmured once in her brother’s ear, “Louis! I am resigned
to die — nothing but death s left for me after the degradation
of having loved that man.” She said those words and closed her
eyes wearily, and spoke no more.

“One other question, and you may retire,” resumed the
president, addressing Danville. “Were you cognizant of your
wife's connection with her brother's conspiracy?”

Danville reflected for a moment, remembered that there
were witnesses in court who could speak to his language and
behavior on the evening of his wife’s arrest, and resolved this
time to tell the truth.
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“[ was not aware of it,” he answered. “Testimony in my fa-
vor can be called which will prove that when my wife's com-
plicity was discovered I was absent from Paris.”

Heartlessly self-possessed as he was, the public reception
of his last reply had shaken his nerve. He now spoke in low
tones, turning his back on the spectators, and fixing his eyes
again on the green baize of the table at which he stood.

“Prisoners, have you any objection to make, any evidence
to call, invalidating the statement by which Citizen Danville
has cleared himself of suspicion?” inquired the president.

“He has cleared himself by the most execrable of all false-
hoods,” answered Trudaine. “If his mother could be traced and
brought here, her testimony would prove it

“Can you produce any other evidence in support of your
allegation?” asked the president.

“Icannot.”

“Citizen Superintendent Danville, you are at liberty to re-
tire. Your statement will be laid before the authority to whom
you are officially responsible. Either you merit a civic crown
for more than Roman virtue, or —” Having got thus far, the
president stopped abruptly, as if unwilling to commit himself
too soon to an opinion, and merely repeated, “You may re-
tire”

Danville left the court immediately, going out again by the
public door. He was followed by murmurs from the women’s
benches, which soon ceased, however, when the president
was observed to close his note-book, and turn round toward
his colleagues. “The sentence!” was the general whisper now.
“Hush, hush — the sentence!”
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After a consultation of a few minutes with the persons
behind him, the president rose, and spoke the momentous
words:

“Louis Trudaine and Rose Danville, the revolutionary
tribunal, having heard the charge against you, and having
weighed the value of what you have said in answer to it, de-
cides that you are both guilty, and condemns you to the pen-
alty of death.”

Having delivered the sentence in those terms, he sat down
again, and placed a mark against the two first condemned
names on the list of prisoners. Inmediately afterward the next
case was called on, and the curiosity of the audience was stim-
ulated by a new trial.
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The waiting-room of the revolutionary tribunal was a grim,
bare place, with a dirty stone floor, and benches running round
the walls. The windows were high and barred; and at the outer
door, leading into the street, two sentinels kept watch. On en-
tering this comfortless retreat from the court, Lomagque found
it perfectly empty. Solitude was just then welcome to him. He
remained in the waiting-room, walking slowly from end to
end over the filthy pavement, talking eagerly and incessantly
to himself.

After a while, the door communicating with the tribunal

T d,and the | backed jailer made lead-
ing in Trudaine and Rose.

“You will have to wait here,” said the little man, “till the
rest of them have been tried and sentenced; and then you will
all go back to prison in a lump. Ha, citizen,” he continued, ob-
serving Lomagque at the other end of the hall, and bustling up
to him. “Here still, eh? If you were going to stop much longer,
I should ask a favor of you.”

“lam in no hurry,” said Lomaque, with a glance at the two
prisoners.

“Good!” cried the humpback, drawing his hand across his
mouth; “I am parched with thirst, and dying to moisten my
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throat at the wine-shop over the way. Just mind that man and
woman while I'm gone, will you? I¢'s the merest form — there’s
a guard outside, the windows are barred, the tribunal is within
hail. Do you mind obliging me?”

“On the contrary, I am glad of the opportunity.”

“That’s a good fellow — and, remember, if I am asked for,
you must say [ was obliged to quit the court for a few minutes,
and lefe you in charge.”

With these words, the humpbacked jailer ran off to the
wine-shop.

He had scarcely disappeared before Trudaine crossed the
room, and caught Lomaque by the arm.

“Save her,” he whispered; “there is an opportunity — save
her!” His face was flushed — his eyes wandered — his breath
on the chief agent’s cheek, while he spoke, felt scorching hot.
“Save her!” he repeated, shaking Lomaque by the arm, and
dragging him toward the door. “Remember all you owe to my
father — remember our talk on that bench by the river — re-
member what you said to me yourself on the night of the ar-
rest — don’t wait to think — save her, and leave me without

a word! If I die alone, I can die as a man should; if she goes to
the scaffold by my side, my heart will fail me — I shall die the
death of a coward! I have lived for her life — let me die for it,
and I die happy!”

He tried to say more, but the violence of his agitation for-
bade it. He could only shake the arm he held again and again,
and point to the bench on which Rose sat — her head sunk on
her bosom, her hands crossed listlessly on her lap.
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“There are two armed sentinels outside — the windows
are barred — you are without weapons — and even if you had
them, there is a guard-house within hail on one side of you,
and the tribunal on the other. Escape from this room is impos-
sible,” answered Lomaque.

“Impossible!” repeated the other, furiously. “You traitor!
you coward! can you look at her sitting there helpless, her very
life ebbing away already with every minute that passes, and
tell me coolly that escape is impossible?”

In the frenzy of his grief and despair, he lifted his disen-
gaged hand threateningly while he spoke. Lomaque caught
him by the wrist, and drew him toward a window open at the
top.

“You are not in your right senses,” said the chief agent,
firmly; “anxiety and apprehension on your sistes
have shaken your mind. Try to compose yourself, and listen to
me. 1 have something important to say —” (Trudaine looked at
him incredulously.) “Important,” continued Lomaque, “as af-
fecting your sister’s interests at this terrible crisis.”

That last appeal had an instantaneous effect. Trudaine’s
outstretched hand dropped to his side, and a sudden change
passed over his expression.

“Give me a moment,” he said, faintly; and turning away,
leaned against the wall and pressed his burning forehead on
the chill, damp stone. He did not raise his head again ill he
had mastered himself, and could say quietly, “Speak; I am fit to
hear you, and sufficiently in my senses to ask your forgiveness
for what I said just now.”

ccount
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“When I left the tribunal and entered this room,” Lomaque
began in a whisper, “there was no thought in my mind that
could be turned to good account, either for your sister or for
you. I was fit for nothing but to deplore the failure of the con-
fession which I came to St. Lazare to suggest to you as your best
plan of defense. Since then, an idea has struck me, which may
be useful — an idea so desperate, so uncertain — involving a
proposal so absolutely dependent, as to its successful execu-
tion, on the merest chance, that I refuse to confide it to you
except on one condition.”

“Mention the condition! I submit to it before hand.”

“Give me your word of honor that you will not mention
what I am about to say to your sister until | grant you permis-
sion to speak. Promise me that when you see her shrinking be-
fore the terrors of death to-night, you will have self-restraint
enough to abstain from breathing a word of hope to her. I ask
this, because there are ten — twenty — fifty chances to one that
there is no hope.”

“I'have no choice but to promise,” answered Trudaine.

Lomague produced his pocket-book and pencil before he
spoke again,

“I will enter into particulars as soon as I have asked a
strange question of you,” he said. “You have been a great ex-
perimenter in chemistry in your time — is your mind calm
enough, at such a trying moment as this, to answer a question
which is connected with chemistry in a very humble way? You
seem astonished. Let me put the question at once. Is there any
Tiquid or powder, or combination of more than one ingredient
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Kknown, which will remove writing from paper, and leave no
stain behind?

“Certainly! But is that all the question? Is there no greater
difficulty?”

“None. Write the prescription, whatever it may be, on that
leaf,” said the other, giving him the pocket-book “Write it
down, with plain directions for use.” Trudaine obeyed. “This
is the first step,” continued Lomaque, putting the book in his
pocket, “toward the accomplishment of my purpose — my un-
certain purpose, remember! Now, listen; I am going o put my
own head in danger for the chance of saving yours and your
sister's by tampering with the death-list. Don't interrupt me!
If1 can save one, I can save the other. Not a word about grati-
tude! Wait till you know the extent of your obligation. I tell
you plainly, at the outset, there is a motive of despair, as well
as 2 motive of pity, at the bottom of the action in which [ am
now about to engage. Silence! T insist on it, Our time is short;
itis for me to speak, and for you to listen. The president of the
tribunal has put the deathmark against your names on the
prison list of today. That list, when the trials are over and it is
marked to the end, will be called in this room before you are
taken to St. Lazare. It will then be sent to Robespierre, who will
keep it, having a copy made of it the moment it is delivered,
for circulation among his colleagues — St. Just, and the rest.
It is my business to make a duplicate of this copy in the first
instance. The duplicate will be compared with the original,
and possibly with the copy, too, cither by Robespierre himself,
or by some one in whom he can place implicit trust, and will
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then be sent to

. Lazare without passing through my hands
again. It will be read in public the moment it is received, at the
grating of the prison, and will afterward be kept by the jailer,
who will refer to it, as he goes round in the evening with a
piece of chalk, to mark the cell doors of the prisoners des-
tined for the guillotine tomorrow. That duty happens, today,
to fall to the hunchback whom you saw speaking to me. He is
aconfirmed drinker, and I mean to tempt him with such wine
as he rarely tastes. If — after the reading of the list in public,
and before the marking of the cell doors — 1 can get him to sit
down to the bottle, I will answer for making him drunk, for
getting the list out of his pocket, and for wiping your names
out of it with the prescription you have just written for me. [
shall write all the names, one under another, just irregularly
enough in my duplicate to prevent the interval left by the
erasure from being easily observed. I I succeed in this, your
door will not be marked, and your names will not be called to-
morrow morning when the tumbrils come for the guillotine.
In the present confusion of prisoners pouring in every day for
trial, and prisoners pouring out every day for execution, you
will have the best possible chance of security against awkward
inquiries, if you play your cards properly, for a good fortnight
or ten days at least. In that time ="

“WWell! well” cried Trudaine, eagerly.

Lomagque looked toward the tribunal door, and lowered his
voice to a fainter whisper before he continued, “In that time
Robespierre’s own head may fall into the sack! France is begin-
ning to sicken under the Reign of Terror. Frenchmen of the
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Moderate faction, who have lain hidden for months in cellars
and lofts, are beginning to steal out and deliberate by twos and
threes together, under cover of the night. Robespierre has not
ventured for weeks past to face the Convention Committee. He
only speaks among his own friends at the Jacobins. There are
rumors of a terrible discovery made by Carnot, of a desperate
resolution taken by Tallien. Men watching behind the scenes
see that the last days of the Terror are at hand. If Robespierre
is beaten in the approaching struggle, you are saved — for the
new reign must be a Reign of Merey. If he conquers, I have
only put off the date of your death and your sister’s, and have
laid my own neck under the axe. Those are your chances — this
isall T can do.”

He paused, and Trudaine again endeavored to speak such
words as might show that he was not unworthy of the deadly
risk which Lomagque was prepared to encounter. But once more
the chief agent peremptorily and irritably interpose

“I tell you, for the third time,” he said, “I will listen to no
expressions of gratitude from you till I know when I deserve
them. It is true that I recollect your father’s timely kindness
to me — true that I have not forgotten what passed, five years
since at your house by the river-side. I remember everything,
down to what you would consider the veriest trifle — that cup
of coffee, for instance, which your sister kept hot for me. I told
you then that you would think better of me some day. I know
that you do now. But this is not all. You want to glorify me to
my face for risking my life for you. I won't hear you, because
my risk is of the paltriest kind. T am weary of my life. I can’t
look back to it with pleasure. I am too old to look forward
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to what is left of it with hope. There was something in that
night at your house before the wedding — something in what
you said, in what your sister did — which altered me. I have
had my days of gloom and self-reproach, from time o time,
since then. I have sickened at my slavery, and subjection, and
duplicity, and cringing, first under one master then under
another. I have longed to look back at my life, and comfort
myself with the sight of some good action, just as a frugal man
comforts himself with the sight of his little savings laid by in
an old drawer. I can’t do this, and I want to do it. The want
takes me like a fit, at uncertain intervals — suddenly, under
the most incomprehensible influences. A glance up at the
blue sky — starlight over the houses of this great city, when
I look out at the night from my garret window — a child’s
voice coming suddenly, I don't know where from — the pip-
ing of my neighbor's linnet in his little cage — now one tri-
fling thing, now another — wakes up that want in me in a
moment. Rascal as I am, those few simple words your sister
spoke to the judge went through and through me like a knife.
Strange, in a man like me, isn't it? | am amazed at it myself. My
life? Bah! I've let it out for hire to be kicked about by rascals
from one dirty place to another, like a football! It's my whim
to give it a last kick myself, and throw it away decently before
it lodges on the dunghill forever. Your sister kept a good cup
of coffee hot for me, and I give her a bad life in return for the
compliment. You want to thank me for it? What folly! Thank
me when I have done something useful. Don’t thank me for
that!”

105


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

WILKIE COLLINS

He snapped his fingers contemptuously as he spoke, and
walked away to the outer door to receive the jailer, who re-
turned at that moment.

“Well,” inquired the hunchback, “has anybody asked for

“No," answered Lomaque; “not a soul has entered the room,
What sort of wine did you get?

“So-so! Good at a pinch, friend — good at a pinch.

“Ah! you should go to my shop and try a certain cask, filled
with a particular vintage.”

“What shop? Which vintage?”

“I can't stop to tell you now; but we shall most likely meet
again today. | expect to be at the prison this afternoon. Shall I
ask for you? Good! T won't forget!” With those farewell words
he went out, and never so much as looked back at the prison-
ers before he closed the door.

Trudaine returned to his sister, fearful lest his face should
betray what had passed during the extraordinary interview
between Lomaque and himself. But, whatever change there
might be in his expression, Rose did not seem to notice it. She
weas still strangely inattentive to all outward things. That spir-
it of resignation, which is the courage of women in all great
emergencies, seemed now to be the one animating spirit that
fed the flame of life within her.

‘When her brother sat down by her, she only took his hand
gently and said: “Let us stop together like this, Louis, till the
time comes. | am not afraid of it, for I have nothing but you
to make me love life, and you, too, are going to die. Do you
remember the time when I used to grieve that I had never had
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a child to be some comfort to me? I was thinking, 2 moment
ago, how terrible it would have been now, if my wish had been
granted. It is a blessing for me, in this great misery, that [ am
childless. Let us talk of old days, Louis, as long as we can — not
of my husband; or my marriage — only of the old times, before
I was a burden and a trouble to you.”
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The day wore on. By ones and twos and threes at a time, the
condemned prisoners came from the tribunal, and collected
in the waiting-room. At two o'clock all was ready for the call-
ing over of the death-list. It was read and verified by an officer
of the court; and then the jailer took his prisoners back to St.
Lazare.

Evening came. The prisoners’ meal had been served; the
duplicate of the death-list had been read in public at the grate;
the cell doors were all locked. From the day of their arrest,
Rose and her brother, partly through the influence of a bribe,
partly through Lomaque’s intercession, had been confined to-
gether in one cell; and together they now awaited the dread
event of the morrow.

To Rose that event was death — death, to the thought of
which, at least, she was now resigned. To Trudaine the fast-
nearing future was darkening hour by hour, with the uncer-
tainty which is worse than death; with the faint, fearful, un-
partaken suspense, which keeps the mind ever on the rack,
and wears away the heart slowly. Through the long unsolaced
agony of that dreadful night, but one relief came to him. The
tension of every nerve, the crushing weight of the one fatal
oppression that clung to every thought, relaxed a little when
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Rose’s bodily powers began to sink under her mental exhaus-

tion — when her sad, dying talk of the happy times that were

passed ceased softly, and she laid her head on his shoulder,

and let the angel of slumber take her yet for a little while,

even though she lay already under the shadow of the angel of
eath.

The morning came, and the hot summer sunrise. What life
was left in the terror-struck city awoke for the day faintly; and
still the suspense of the long night remained unlightened. It
was drawing near the hour when the tumbrils were to come
for the victims doomed on the day before. Trudaine’s ear could
detect even the faintest sound in the echoing prison region
outside his cell. Soon, listening near the door, he heard voic-
es disputing on the other side of it. Suddenly, the bolts were
drawn back, the key turned in the lock, and he found himself
standing face to face with the hunchback and one of the sub-
ordinate attendants on the prisoners.
muttered this last man sulkily, “there they are, safe
in their cell, just as I said; but I tell you again they are not
down in the list. What do you mean by bullying me about not
chalking their door, last night, along with the rest? Catch me
doing your work for you again, when you're too drunk to do it
yourself”

“Hold your tongue, and let me have another look at the list!”
returned the hunchback, turning away from the cell door, and
snatching a slip of paper from the other's hand. “The devil take
me if I can make head or tail of it!” he exclaimed, scratching his
head, after a careful examination of the list. “I could swear that
1 read over their names at the grate yesterday afternoon with

L
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my own lips; and vet, look as long as I may, I certainly can’t
find them written down here. Give us a pinch, friend. Am I
awake, or dreaming? drunk or sober this morning?”

“Sober, I hope,” said a quiet voice at his elbow. “T have just
Tooked in to see how you are after yesterday.”

“How I am, Citizen Lomaque? Petrified with astonishment.
You yourself took charge of that man and woman for me, in
the waiting-room, yesterday morning;and as for myself, I could
swear to having read their names at the grate yesterday after-
noon. Yet this morning here are no such things as these said
names to be found in the list! What do you think of that?

“And what do you think,” interrupted the aggrieved sub-
ordinate, “of his having the impudence to bully me for being
careless in chalking the doors, when he was too drunk to do
it himself? too drunk to know his right hand from his left! If I
wasn't the best-natured man in the world, I should report him
to the head jailer.”

“Quite right of you to excuse him, and quite wrong of him
to bully you,” said Lomaque, persuasively. “Take my advice,” he
continued, confidentially, to the hunchback, “and don’t trust
too implicitly to that slippery memory of yours, after our little
drinking bout yesterday. You could not really have read their
‘names at the grate, you know, or of course they would be down
on the list. As for the waiting-room at the tribunal, a word in
your ear: chief agents of police know strange secrets. The presi-
dent of the court condemns and pardons in public; but there
is somebody else, with the power of ten thousand presidents,
who now and then condemns and pardons in private. You can
guess who. I say no more, except that I recommend you to keep
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your head on your shoulders, by troubling it about nothing
but the list there in your hand. Stick to that literally, and no-
body can blame you. Make a fuss about mysteries that don’t
concern you, and —”

Lomague stopped, and Tolding his hand edgewise, let it
drop significantly over the hunchback’s head. That action and
the hints which preceded it seemed to bewilder the little man
more than ever. He stared perplexedly at Lomaque; uttered a
word or two of rough apology to his subordinate, and rolling
his misshapen head portentously, walked away with the death-
list crumpled up nervously in his hand.

“I should like to have a sight of them, and see if they re-
ally are the same man and woman whom I looked after
terday morning in the waiting-room,” said Lomaque, putting
his hand on the cell door, just as the deputy-jailer was about
to close it again.

“Look in, by all means,” said the man. “No doubt you will
find that drunken booby as wrong in what he told you about
them as he is about everything else.

Lomague made use of the privilege granted to him imme-
diately. He saw Trudaine sitting with his sister in the corner
of the cell furthest from the door, evidently for the purpose
of preventing her from overhearing the conversation outside.
There was an unsettled look, however, in her eyes, a slowly-
heightening color in her cheeks, which showed her to be at
least vaguely aware that something unusual had been taking
place in the corridor.

Lomaque beckoned to Trudaine to leave her, and whis-
pered to him: “The prescription has worked well. You are safe

ves-
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for today. Break the news to your sister as gently as you can,
Danville —" He stopped and listened till he satisfied himself,
by the sound of the deputy-jailer’s footsteps, that the man was
lounging toward the further end of the corridor. “Danville,”
he resumed, “after having mixed with the people outside the
grate yesterday, and having heard your names read, was ar-
rested in the evening by secret order from Robespierre, and
sent to the Temple. What charge will be laid to him, or when
he will be brought to trial, it is impossible to say. I only know
that he is arrested. Hush! don’t talk now; my friend outside is
coming back. Keep quiet — hope everything from the chances
and changes of public affairs; and comfort yourself with the
thought that you are both safe for today.”

“And tomorrow?” whispered Trudaine.

“Don't think of tomorrow,” returned Lomaque, turning
away hurriedly to the door “Let tomorrow take care of itself”
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CHAPTER 1

On a spring morning, in the year seventeen hundred and
ninety-eight, the public conveyance then running between
Chalons-sur-Marne and Paris sat down one of s outside pas-
sengers at the first post-station beyond Meaux. The traveler,
an old man, after looking about him hesitatingly for a moment
or two, betook himself to a little inn opposite the post-house,
known by the sign of the Piebald Horse, and kept by the Wid-
ow Duval — a woman who enjoyed and deserved the reputa-
tion of being the fastest talker and the best maker of gibelotte
in the whole locality.

Although the traveler was carelessly noticed by the village
idlers, and received without ceremony by the Widow Duval, he
was by no means so ordinary and uninteresting a stranger as
the rustics of the place were pleased to consider him. The time
had been when this quiet, elderly, unoberusive applicant for
refreshment at the Piebald House was trusted with the dark-
est secrets of the Reign of Terror, and was admitted at all times

and seasons to speak face to face with Maximilian Robespierre
himself. The Widow Duval and the hangers-on in front of the
post-house would have been all astonished indeed if any well-
informed personage from the metropolis had been present to

ns


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

WILKIE COLLINS

tell them that the modest old traveler with the shabby little
carpet-bag was an ex-chief agent of the secret police of Paris!

Between three and four years had elapsed since Lomaque
had exercised, for the last time, his official functions under
the Reign of Terror. His shoulders had contracted an extra
stoop, and his hair had all fallen off, except at the sides and
back of his head. In some other respects, however, advancing
age seemed to have improved rather than deteriorated him
in personal appearance. His complexion looked healthier, his
expression cheerfuller, his eyes brighter than they had ever
been of late years. He walked, too, with a brisker step than the
step of old times in the police office; and his dress, although it
certainly did not look like the costume of a man in affluent cir-
cumstances, was cleaner and far more nearly worn than ever it
had been in the past days of his political employment at Paris.

Hesat down alone in the inn parlor, and occupied the time,
while his hostess had gone to fetch the half-bottle of wine that
he ordered, in examining a dirty old card which he extricat-
ed from a mass of papers in his pocket-book, and which bore,
written on it, these lines:

“When the troubles are over, do not forget those who re-
member you with eternal gratitude. Stop at the first post-sta-
tion beyond Meaux, on the high-road to Paris, and ask at the
inn for Citizen Maurice, whenever you wish to see us or to
hear of us again.”

“Pray,” inquired Lomaque, putting the card in his pocket
when the Widow Duval brought in the wine, “can you inform
me whether a person named Maurice lives anywhere in this
neighborhoo
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“Can linform you?” repeated the voluble widow. “Of course
1 can! Citizen Maurice, and the citoyenne, his amiable sister —
who is not to be passed over because you don’t mention her,
my honest man — lives within ten minutes’ walk of my house.
A charming cottage, in a charming situation, inhabited by two
charming people — so quiet, so retiring, such excellent pay. I
supply them with everything — fowls, eggs, bread, butter, veg-
etables (not that they eat much of anything), wine (which they
don't drink half enough of to do them good); in short, I victual
the dear little hermitage, and love the two amiable recluses
with all my heart. Ah! they have had their troubles, poor peo-
ple, the sister especially, though they never talk about them,
When they first came to live in our neighborhood —”

“[ beg pardon, citoyenne, but if you would only be so kind
as to direct me ="

“Which is three — no, four — no, three years and a half
ago — in short, just after the time when that Satan of a man,
Robespierre, had his head cut off (and serve him right),  said
to my husband (who was on his last legs then, poor manl)
She'll die'— meaning the lady. She didn't though. My fowls,
eggs, bread, butter, vegetables, and wine carried her through —
always in combination with the anxious care of Citizen Mau-
rice. Yes, yes! let us be tenderly conscientious in giving credit
where credit is due; let us never forget that the citizen Maurice
contributed something to the cure of the interesting invalid,
as well as the victuals and drink from the Piebald Horse. There
she is now, the prettiest little woman in the prettiest little cot-
tage ="

“Where? Will you be so obliging as to tell me where?”
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“And in excellent health, except that she is subject now
and then to nervous attacks; having evidently, as 1 believe,
been struck with some dreadful fright — most likely during
that accursed time of the Terror; for they came from Paris —
you don't drink, honest man! Why don't you drink? Very, very
pretty in a pale way; figure perhaps too thin — let me pour it
out for you — but an angel of gentleness, and attached in such
a touching way to the citizen Maurice —”

“Citizen hostess, will you, or will you not, tell me where
they live?”

“You droll little man, why did you not ask me that before, if
you wanted to know? Finish your wine, and come to the door.
There's your change, and thank you for your custom, though
. Come to the door, I say, and don't interrupt me!

it isn't mucl
You're an old man — can you see forty yards before you? Yes,
you can! Don't be peevish — that never did anybody any good
yet. Now look back, along the road where I am pointing You
see a large heap of stones? Good. On the other side of the heap
of stones there is a little path; you can't see that, but you can
remember what I tell you? Good. You go down the path till
you get to a stream; down the stream till you get to a bridge;
down the other bank of the stream (after crossing the bridge)
il you get to an old water-mill — a jewel of a water-mill, fa-
mous for miles round; artists from the four quarters of the
globe are always coming to sketch it. Ah! what, you are getting
peevish again? You won't wait? Impatient old man, what a life
your wife must lead, if you have got one! Remember the bridge.
Ah! your poor wife and children, I pity them; your daughters
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especially! Pst! pst! Remember the bridge — peevish old man,
remember the bridge!”

Walking as fast as he could out of hearing of the Widow
Duvals tongue, Lomaque took the path by the heap of stones
which led out of the high-road, crossed the stream, and arrived
at the old water-mill. Close by it stood a cottage — a rough, sim-
ple building, with a strip of garden in front. Lomaque’s obser-
vant eyes marked the graceful arrangement of the flower-beds,
and the delicate whiteness of the curtains that hung behind
the badly-glazed narrow windows. “This must be the place,” he
said to himself, as he knocked at the door with his stick. “I can
see the traces of her hand before I cross the threshold.”

The door was opened. “Pray, does the citizen Maurice —”
Lomaque began, not seeing clearly, for the first moment, in the
dark little passage.

Before he could say any more his hand was grasped, his
carpet-bag was taken from him, and a well-known voice cried,
“Welcome! a thousand thousand times welcome, at last! Citi-
zen Maurice is not at home; but Louis Trudaine takes his place,
and is overjoyed to see once more the best and dearest of his
friends!”

“ hardly know you again. How you are altered for the bet-
ter!” exclaimed Lomaque, as they entered the parlor of the cot-
tage.

“Remember that you see me after a long freedom from
anxiety. Since [ have lived here, I have gone to rest at night,
and have not been afraid of the morning” replied Trudaine.
He went out into the passage while he spoke, and called at
the foot of the one flight of stairs which the cottage possessed,
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“Rose! Rose! come down! The friend whom you most wished to
see has arrived at last”

She answered the summons immediately. The frank,
friendly warmth of her greeting; her resolute determination,
after the first inquiries were over, to help the guest to take off
his upper coat with her own hands, so confused and delighted
Lomagque, that he hardly knew which way to turn, or what to
say.

“This is even more trying, in a pleasant way, to a lonely old
fellow like me,” he was about to add, thm the unexpected
civility of the hot cup of coffee years ago”; but remembering
what recollections even that trifling circumstance might re-
call, he checked himself.

“More trying than what?” asked Rose, leading him to a
chair.

“Ah!1 forget. | am in my dotage already”” he answered, con-
fusedly. “I have not got used just yet to the pleasure of seeing
your kind face again.” It was indeed a pleasure to look at that
face now, after Lomaque’s last experience of it. Three years of
repose, though they had not restored to Rose those youthful
in the days of the Ter-
vor, had not passed without leaving kindly outward traces of
their healing progress. Though the girlish roundness had not
returned to her cheeks, or the girlish delicacy of color to her
complexion, her eyes had ucovered much of their old softness,
and her expression all of its old winning charm. What was left
of latent sadness in her face, and of significant quietness in her
‘manner, remained gently and harmlessly — remained rather
to show what had been once than what was now.

attractions which she had lost foreve
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When they were all seated, there was, however, something
Tike 2 momentary refurn to the suspense and anxiety of past
days in their faces, as Trudaine, looking carnestly at Lomague,
asked, “Do you bring any news from Paris?”

None” he replid; “but excellent news, imsead, from
Rouen. T have heard, lly, through he
I have been serving since we parted, that your old house by the
river-side is to let again’

Rose started from her chair. “Oh, Louis, if we could only
live there once more! My flower-garden?” she continued to Lo-
maque.

“Cultivated throughout,” he answered, “by the late propri-
etor”

“And the laboratory?” added her brother.

“Left standing,” said Lomaque. “Here is a letter with all the
particulars. You may depend upon them, for the writer is the
person charged with the letting of the house.”

Trudaine looked over the letter eagerly.

“The price is not beyond our means,” he said. “After our
three years' economy here, we can afford to give something for
a great pleasure.”

“Oh, what a day of happiness it will be when we go home
again!” cried Rose. “Pray write to your friend at once,” she add-
ed, addressing Lomaque, “and say we take the house, before
any one else s beforehand with us!

He nodded, and folding up the letter mechanically in the
old official form, made a note on it in the old official manner.
Trudaine observed the action, and felt its association with past
times of trouble and terror. His face grew grave again as he

121


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

WILKIE COLLINS

said to Lomagque, “And is this good news really all the news of
importance you have to tell us?”

Lomagque hesitated, and fidgeted in his chair. “What other
news T have will bear keeping,” he replied. “There are many
questions I should like to ask first, about your sister and your-
self. Do you mind allowing me to refer for 2 moment to the
time when we last met?”

He addressed this inquiry to Rose, who answered in the
negative; but her voice seemed to falter, even in saying the
one word “No.” She turned her head away when she spoke;
and Lomaque noticed that her hands trembled as she took up
some work lying on a table near, and hurriedly occupied her-
self with it.

“We speak as little about that time as possible,” said Tru-
daine, looking significantly toward his sister; “but we have
some questions to ask you in our turn; so the allusion, for this
once, is inevitable. Your sudden disappearance at the very cri-
sis of that time of danger has not yet been fully explained to
us. The one short note which you left behind you helped us to
guess at what had happened rather than to understand it.”

“[ can easily explain it now,” answered Lomaque. “The sud-
den overthrow of the Reign of Terror, which was salvation to
you, was destruction to me. The new republican reign was a
reign of mercy, except for the tail of Robespierre, as the phrase
ran then. Every man who had been so wicked or so unfortunate
as to be involved, even in the meanest capacity, with the ma-
chinery of the government of Terror, was threatened, and just-
Iy, with the fate of Robespierre. I, among others, fell under this
menace of death. I deserved to die, and should have resigned
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myself to the guillotine but for you. From the course taken
by public events, I knew you would be saved; and although
your safety was the work of circumstances, still I had a hand in
rendering it possible at the outset; and a yearning came over
me to behold you both free again with my own eyes — a selfish
yearning to see in you a living, breathing, real result of the one
good impulse of my heart, which I could look
isfaction. This desire gave me a new interest in life. I resolved
to escape death if it were possible. For ten days I lay hidden in
Paris. After that — thanks to certain scraps of useful knowl-
edge which my experience in the office of secret police had
given me — I succeeded in getting clear of Paris and in making
my way safely to Switzerland. The rest of my story is so short
and so soon told that I may as well get it over at once. The only
relation I knew of in the world to apply to was a cousin of mine
(whom I had never seen before), established as a silk-mercer at
Berne. I threw myself on this man’s mercy. He discovered that
Twas likely, with my business habits, to be of some use to him,
and he took me into his house. I worked for what he pleased
to give me, traveled about for him in Switzerland, deserved
his confidence, and won it. Till within the last few months I
remained with him; and only left my employment to enter, by
my master’s own desire, the house of his brother, established
also as a silk-mercer, at Chalons-sur-Marne. In the counting-
Touse of this merchant I am corresponding clerk, and am only
able to come and see you now by offering to undertake a spe-
cial business mission for my employer at Paris. It is drudgery,
at my time of life, after all I have gone through — but my hard
work is innocent work. I am not obliged to cringe for every

ck on with sat-
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crown-piece I put in my pocket — not bound to denounce, de-
ceive, and dog to death other men, before | can carn my bread,
and scrape together money enough to bury me. I am ending a
bad, base life harmlessly at last. It is a poor thing to do, but itis
something done — and even that contents a man at my age. In
short, I am happier than I used to be, or at least less ashamed
when 1ok people like you in the face.”

“Hush! hush!” interrupted Rose, laying her hand on his
arm. “I cannot allow you to talk of yourself in that way, even
in jest”

“[ was speaking in earnest,” answered Lomaque, quietly;
“but I won't weary you with any more words about myself. My
story is told.”

“All?” asked Trudaine. He looked searchingly, almost sus-
piciously, at Lomaque, as he put the question. “All?” he repeat-
ed. “Yoursis a short story, indeed, my good friend! Perhaps you
have forgotten some of it?”

Again Lomaque fidgeted and hesitated.

“Is it not a little hard on an old man to be always asking
questions of him, and never answering one of his inquiries in
return?” he said to Rose, very gayly as to manner, but rather
uneasily as to look.

“He will not speak out till we two are alone,” thought Tru-
daine. “It is best to risk nothing, and to humor him.”

“Come, come,” he said aloud; “no grumbling I admit that
it is your turn to hear our story now; and I will do my best to
gratify you. But before | begin,” he added, turning to his sister,
“let me suggest, Rose, that if you have any household matters
to settle upstairs =
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“ know what you mean,” she interrupted, hurriedly, taking
up the work which, during the last few minutes, she had al-
lowed to drop into her lap; “but I am stronger than you think;
I can face the worst of our recollections composedly. Go on,
Louis; pray go on — I am quite fit to stop and hear you.”

“You know what we suffered in the first days of our sus-
pense, after the success of your stratagem,” said Trudaine,
turning to Lomaque. “I think it was on the evening after we
had seen you for the last time at St. Lazare that strange, con-
fused rumors of an impending convulsion in Paris first pen-
etrated within our prison walls. During the next few days the
faces of our jailers were enough to show us that those rumors
were true, and that the Reign of Terror was actually threat-
ened with overthrow at the hands of the Moderate Party. We
had hardly time to hope everything from this blessed change
before the tremendous news of Robespierre’s attempted sui-
cide, then of his condemnation and execution, reached us. The
confusion produced in the prison was beyond all description.
The accused who had been tried and the accused who had not
been tried got mingled together. From the day of Robespierre’s
arrest, no orders came to the authorities, no death-lists reached
the prison. The jailers, terrified by rumors that the lowest ac-
complices of the tyrant would be held responsible, and be con-
demned with him, made no attempt to maintain order. Some
of them — that hunchback man among the rest — deserted
their duties altogether. The disorganization was so complete,
that when the commissioners from the new Government
came to St. Lazare, some of us were actually half starving from
want of the bare necessities of life. To inquire separately into
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our cases was found to be impossible. Sometimes the neces-
sary papers were lost; sometimes what documum remained
were hensible to the new i They were
obliged, at last, to make short work of it by calling us up before
them in dozens. Tried or not tried, we had all been arrested by
the tyrant, had all been accused of conspiracy against him, and
were all ready to hail the new Government as the salvation of
France. In nine cases out of ten, our best claim to be discharged
was derived from these circumstances. We were trusted by
Tallien and the men of the Ninth Thermidor, because we had
been suspected by Robespierre, Couthon, and St. Just. Arrested
informally, we were now liberated informally. When it came
to my sister’s turn and mine, we were not under examination
five minutes. No such thing as a searching question was asked
of us; I believe we might even have given our own names with
pefect impunity. But I had previously instructed Rose that we
were to assume our mother’s maiden name — Maurice. As the
citizen and citoyenne Maurice, accordingly, we passed out of
prison — under the same name we have lived ever since in
hiding here. Our past repose has depended, our future happi-
ness will depend, on our escape from death being kept the pro-
foundest secret among us three, For one all sufficient reason,
which you can easily guess at, the brother and sister Maurice
must still know nothing of Louis Trudaine and Rose Danville,
except that they were two among the hundreds of victims gui
Totined during the Reign of Terror.”

He spoke the last sentence with a faint smile, and with the
air of a man trying, in spite of himself, to treat a grave subject
lightly. His face clouded again, however, in a moment, when
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he looked toward his sister, as he ceased. Her work had once
more dropped on her lap, her face was turned away so that he
could not see it; but he knew by the trembling of her clasped
hands, as they rested on her knee, and by the slight swelling of
the veins on her neck which she could not hide from him, that
her boasted strength of nerve had deserted her. Three years
of repose had not yet enabled her o hear her marriage name
uttered, or to be present when past times of deathly suffering
and terror were referred to, without betraying the shock in her
face and manner. Trudaine looked saddened, but in no way
surprised by what he saw. Making a sign to Lomaque to say
nothing, he rose and took up his sister’s hood, which lay on a
window-seat near him.

“Come, Rose,” he said, “the sun is shining, the sweet spring
airis inviting us out. Let us have a quiet stroll along the banks
of the stream. Why should we keep our good friend here
cooped up in this narrow little room, when we have miles and
miles of beautiful landscape to show him on the other side of
the threshold? Come, it is high treason to Queen Nature to
remain indoors on such a morning as this”

Without waiting for her to reply, he put on her hood, drew
her arm through his, and led the way out. Lomaque’s face grew
grave as he followed them.

“I am glad I only showed the bright side of my budget of
news in her presence,” thought he. “She is not well at heart yet.
I might have hurt her, poor thmg’ I might have hurt her again
sadly,if 1 had not held my tongu

They walked for a lttle while down the banks of the stream,
talking of indifferent matters; then returned to the cottage.
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By that time Rose had recovered her spirits, and could listen
with interest and amusement to Lomaque’s dryly-humorous
description of his life as a clerk at Chalons-sur-Marne. They
parted for a little while at the cottage door. Rose retired to
the upstairs room from which she had been summoned by
her brother. Trudaine and Lomagque returned to wander again
along the banks of the stream.

With one accord, and without a word passing between
them, they left the neighborhood of the cottage hurriedly;
then stopped on a sudden, and attentively looked each other
in the face — looked in silence for an instant. Trudaine spoke
first.

“[ thank you for having spared her,” he began, abruptly.
“She is not strong enough yet to bear hearing of a new misfor-
tune, unless | break the tidings to her first.”

“You suspect me, then, of bringing bad news?” said Lo-
‘maque.

“I know you do. When I saw your first look at her, after we
were all seated in the cottage parlor, I knew it. Speak without
fear, without caution, without one useless word of preface. Af-
ter three years of repose, if it pleases God to afflict us again,
can bear the trial calmly; and, if need be, can strengthen her
to bear it calmly, too. I say again, Lomaque, sp
speak out! | know your news s bad, for I know beforehand that

it once, and

it is news of Danville,
“You are right; my bad news is news of him.”
“He has discovered the sccret of our escape from the guil-

Totine?
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“No — he has not a suspicion of it. He believes — as his
mother, as every one does — that you were both executed
the day after the Revolutionary Tribunal sentenced you to
death”

“Lomaque,you speak poseively of ehat belief of hs — bue
you cannot be certain of it.”

“I can, on the most indisputable, the most startling evi-
dence — on the authority of Danville's own act. You have
asked me to speak out —"

“I ask you again — [ insist on it! Your news, Lomaque —
your news, without another word of preface!”

“You shall have it without another word of preface. Dan-
ville is on the point of being married.”

As the answer was given they both stopped by the bank of
the stream, and again looked each other in the face. There was
a minute of dead silence between them. During that minute,
the water bubbling by happily over its bed of pebbles seemed
strangely loud, the singing of birds in a little wood by the
stream-side strangely near and shrill, in both their ears. The
light breeze, for all its midday warmth, touched their cheeks
oldly; and the spring sunlight pouring on their faces felt as if
it were glimmering on them through winter clouds.

“Let us walk on,” said Trudaine, in a low voice. “I was pre-
pared for bad news, yet not for that. Are you certain of what
you have just told me?”

“As certain as that the stream here is flowing by our side.
Hear how | made the discovery, and you will doubt no longer.
Before last week I knew nothing of Danville, except that his ar-
rest on suspicion by Robespierre’s order was, as events turned
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out, the saving of his life. He was imprisoned, as I told you,
on the evening after he had heard your names read from the
death-list at the prison grate. He remained in confinement at
the Temple, unnoticed in the political confusion out-of-doors,
just as you remained unnoticed at St. Lazare, and he profited
precisely in the same manner that you profited by the timely
insurrection which overthrew the Reign of Terror. I knew thi
and I knew that he walked out of prison in the character of a
persecuted victim of Robespierre’s — and, for better than three
years past, I knew no more. Now listen. Last week I happened
to be waiting in the shop of my employer, Citizen Clairfait,
for some papers to take into the counting-house, when an old
man enters with a sealed parcel, which he hands to one of the
shopmen, saying:

“Give that to Citizen Clairfait/

““Any name?” says the shopman.

“The name is of no consequence, answers the old man;
‘but if you please, you can give mine. Say the parcel came from
Citizen Dubois; and then he goes out. His name, in connec-
tion with his elderly look, strikes me directly.

“Does that old fellow live at Chalons? [ ask.

“No, says the shopman. ‘He is here in attendance on a cus-
tomer of ours — an old ex-aristocrat named Danville. She is on
avisit in our town

“I leave you to imagine how that reply startles and amazes
me. The shopman can answer none of the other questions I put
to him; but the next day I am asked to dinner by my employer
(who, for his brother’s sake, shows me the utmost civility). On
entering the room, I find his daughter just putting away a lav-
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ender-colored silk scarf, on which she has been embroidering
in silver what looks to me very like a crest and coat-of-arms.

“I don’t mind your seeing what I am about, Citizen Lo-
‘maque, says she; for I know my father can trust you. That scarf
is sent back to us by the purchaser, an ex-emigrant lady of the
old aristocratic school, to have her family coat-of-arms em-
broidered on it

“Rather a dangerous commission even in these mercifully
democratic times, is it not? says L.

“The old lady, you must know, says she, ‘s as proud as
Lucifer; and having got back safely to France in these days of
moderate republicanism, thinks she may now indulge with
impunity in all her old-fashioned notions. She has been an
excellent customer of ours, so my father thought it best to hu-
mor her, without, however, trusting her commission to any of
the workroom women to execute. We are not living under the
Reign of Terror now, certainly; still there is nothing like being
on the safe side.

“Nothing, I answer. Pray what is this ex-emigrant’s
name?’

“Danville; replies the citoyenne Clairfait. ‘She is going to
appear in that fine scarf at her son’s marriage.’

“Marriage! I exclaim, perfectly thunderstruck.

“Yes, says she. What s there so amazing in that? By all ac-
counts, the son, poor man, deserves to make a lucky marriage
this time. His first wife was taken away from him in the Reign
of Terror by the guillotine.

“Who is he going to marry? T inquire, still breathless.
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“The daughter of General Berthelin — an ex-aristocrat by
family, like the old lady; but by prmclplL as good a epublican
as ever lived — a hard-drinking,
old soldier, who snaps his fingers a his ancestors and says we
are all descended from Adam, the first genuine sans-culotte in
the world”

“In this way the citoyenne Ciairfait gossips on all dinner-
time, but says nothing more of any importance. I, with my
old police-office habits, set to the next day, and try to make
some discoveries for myself. The sum of what I find out is this:
Danville’s mother is staying with General Berthelin's sister
and daughter at Chalons, and Danville himselfis expected to
arrive every day to escort them all three to Paris, where the
marriage-contract is to be signed at the general’s house. Dis-
covering this, and seeing that prompt action is now of the most
vital importance, 1 undertake, as 1 told you, my employer’s
commission for Paris, depart with all speed, and stop here on
my way. Wait! | have not done yet. All the haste I can make is
not haste enough to give me a good start of the wedding party.
On my road here, the diligence by which I travel is passed by
2 carriage, posting along at full speed. I cannot see inside that
carriage; but I look at the box-seat, and recognize on it the old
man Dubois. He whirls by in a cloud of dust, but I am certain
of him; and I say to myself what I now say again to you, no time
is to be lost!”

“No time shall be lost,” answers, Trudaine, firmly. “Three
years have passed,” he continued, in a lower voice, speaking
to himself rather than to Lomaque; “three years since the day
when I'led my sister out of the gates of the prison — three years
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since I said in my heart, ‘I will be patient, and will not seek
to avenge myself. Our wrongs cry from earth to heaven; from
man who inflicts to God who redresses. When the day of reck-
oning comes, let it be the day of his vengeance, not of mine”
In my heart I said those words — I have been true to them — 1
have waited. The day has come, and the duty it demands of me
shall be fulfilled.”

There was a moment’s silence before Lomaque spoke again.
“Your sister?” he began, hesitatingly.

“It is there only that my purpose falters,” said the other,
earnestly. “Ifit were but possible to spare her all knowledge of
this last trial, and to leave the accomplishment of the terrible
task to me alone?”

“Ithinkit is possible,” interposed Lomaque. “Listen to what
T advise. We must depart for Paris by the diligence tomorrow
morning, and we must take your sister with us — tomorrow
will be time enough; people don't sign marriage-contracts on
the evening after a long day’s journey. We must go then, and
we must take your sister. Leave the care of her in Paris, and
the responsibility of keeping her in ignorance of what you are
doing, to me. Go to this General Berthelin's house at a time
when you know Danville is there (we can get that knowledge
through the servants); confront him without a moment’s pre-
vious warning; confront him as a man risen from the dead;
confront him before every soul in the room though the room
should be full of people — and leave the rest to the self-be-
trayal of a panic-stricken man. Say but three words, and your
duty will be done; you may return to your sister, and may de-
part with her in safety to your old retreat at Rouen, or where
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else you please, on the very day when you have put it out of
her infamous husband’s power to add another to the list of his
crimes”

“You forget the suddenness of the journey to Paris,” said
Trudaine. “How are we to account for it without the risk of

awakening my sister's suspicions?”

“Trust that to me,” answered Lomaque. “Let us return to
the cottage at once. No, not you,” he added, suddenly, as they
turned to retrace their steps. “There is that in your face which
would betray us. Leave me to go back alone — I will say that
you have gone to give some orders at the inn. Let us separate
immediately. You will recover your self-possession — you will
getto look yourself again sooner — if you are left alone. I know
enough of you to know that. We will not waste another min-
ute in explanations; even minutes are precious to us on such
a day as this. By the time you are fit to meet your sister again,
shall have had time to say all I wish to her, and shall be wait-
ing at the cottage to tell you the result”

He looked at Trudaine, and his eyes seemed to brighten
again with something of the old energy and sudden decision
of the days when he was a man in office under the Reign of
Terror. “Leave it to me,” he said; and, waving his hand, turned
away quickly in the direction of the cottage.

Nearly an hour passed before Trudaine ventured to follow
him. When he at length entered the path which led to the
garden gate, he saw his sister waiting at the cottage door. Her
face looked unusually animated; and she ran forward a step or
two to meet him,
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“Oh, Louis!" she said, “I have a confession to make, and I
must beg you to hear it patiently to the end. You must know
that our good Lomague, though he came in tired from his walk,
occupied himself the first thing, at my request, in writing the
Tetter which is to secure to us our dear old home by the banks
of the Seine. When he had done, he looked at me, and said, T
should like to be present at your happy return to the house
where I first saw you. ‘Oh, come, come with us? I said directly. T
am not an independent man, he answered; 1 have a margin of
time allowed me at Paris, certainly, but it is not long — if I were
only my own master —' and then he stopped. Louis, I remem-
bered all we owed to him; I remembered that there was no
sacrifice we ought not to be too glad to make for his sake; I felt
the kindness of the wish he had expressed; and perhaps I was
alittle influenced by my own impatience to see once more my
flower-garden and the rooms where we used to be so happy. So
I said to him, 1 am sure Louis will agree with me that our time
s yours, and that we shall be only too glad o advance our de-
parture so as to make traveling leisure enough for you to come
with us to Rouen. We should be worse than ungrateful -’ He
stopped me. You have always been good to me, he said. | must
notimpose on your kindness now.No, no, you have formalities
to settle before you can leave this place. Not one,’ I said — for
we have not, as you know, Louis? Why, here is your furniture
to begin with,’ he said. ‘A few chairs and tables hired from the
inn,’ | answered; ‘we have only to give the landlady our key,
to leave a letter for the owner of the cottage, and then -’ He
laughed. ‘Why, to hear you talk, one would think you were as
ready to travel as I am!" So we are; I said, ‘quite as ready, living
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in the way we do here’ He shook his head; but you will not
shake yours, Louis, | am sure, now you have heard all my long
story? You can’t blame me can you?

Before Trudaine could answer, Lomaque looked out of the
cottage window.

“[ have just been telling my brother every thing,” said Rose,
turning round toward him.

“And what does he say?” asked Lomagque.

“He says what I say,” replied Rose, answering for her broth-
er; “that our time is your time — the time of our best and dear-
est friend.”

“Shall it be done, then?” asked Lomaque, with a meaning
look at Trudaine.

Rose glanced anxiously at her brother; his face was much
graver than she had expected to see it, but his answer relieved
her from all suspense

“You are quite right, love, to speak as you did,” he said, gen-
tly. Then, turning to Lomaque, he added, in a firmer voice, “It
shall be done!”
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the traveling-c described by Lomaque
had passed the diligence on the road to Paris, Madame Dan-
ville sat in the drawing-room of an apartment in the Rue de
Grenelle, handsomely dressed for driving out. After consult-
ing a large gold watch that hung at her side, and finding that
it wanted a quarter of an hour only to two o'clock, she rang
her hand-bell, and said to the maid-servant who answered
the summons, “I have five minutes to spare. Send Dubois here
with my chocolate.”

The old man made his appearance with great alacrity. Af-
ter handing the cup of chocolate to his mistress, he ventured
to use the privilege of talking, to which his long and faithful
services entitled him, and paid the old lady a compliment. “I
am rejoiced to see madame looking so young and in such good
its this morning,” he said, with a low bow and a mild, def-
erential smile,

“[ think I have some reason for being in good spirits on the
day when my son’s marriage-contract s to be signed,” said Ma-
dame Danville, with a gracious nod of the head. “Ha, Dubos,
1 shall live yet to see him with a patent of nobility in his hand.
The mob has done its worst; the end of this infamous revolu-
tion is not far off; our order will have its turn again soon, and
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then who will have such a chance at court as my son? He is
noble already through his mother, he will then be noble also
through his wife. Yes, yes; let that coarse-mannered, passion-
ate, old soldier-father of hers be as unnaturally republican as
he pleases, he has inherited a name which will help my son
to a peerage! The Vicomte D'Anville (D with an apostrophe,
Dubois, you understand?), the Vicomte D'Anville — how pret-
tily it sounds!”

“Charmingly, madame — charmingly. Ah! this second mar-
riage of my young master’s begins under much better auspices
than the first”

The remark was an unfortunate one. Madame Danville
frowned portentously, and rose in a great hurry from her
chair.

“Are your wits failing you, you old fool?” she exclaimed,
indignantly. “What do you mean by referring to such a sub-
ject as that, on this day, of all others? You are always harping
on those two wretched people who were guillotined, as if you
thought I could have saved their lives. Were you not present
when my son and I met, after the time of the Terror? Did you
not hear my first words to him, when he told me of the catas-
trophe? Were they not ‘Charles, I love you; but if I thought
you had let those two unfortunates, who risked themselves to
save me, die without risking your life in return to save them, I
would break my heart rather than ever look at you or speak to
you again? Did I not say that? And did he not answer, ‘Mother,
my life was risked for them. I proved my devotion by exposing
myself to arrest — I was imprisoned for my exertions — and
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then I could do no more!’ Did you not stand by and hear him
give that answer, overwhelmed while he spoke by generous
emotion? Do you not know that he really was imprisoned in
the Temple? Do you dare to think that we are to blame after
that? I owe you much, Dubois, but if you are to take liberties
with me —"

“Oh, madame!I beg pardon a thousand times. I was thought-
Tess — only thoughtless —

“Silence! Is my coach at the door? Very well. Get ready to
accompany me. Your master will not have time to return here.
He will meet me, for the signing of the contract, at General
Berthelin's house at two precisely. Stop! Are there many people
in the street? I can't be stared at by the mob as I go to my car-
riage”

Dubois hobbled penitently to the window and looked out,
while his mistress walked to the door.

“The street is almost empty, madame,” he said. “Only a man
with a woman on his arm, stopping and admiring your car-
riage. They seem like decent people, as well as I can tell with-
out my spectacles. Not mob, I should say, madame; certainly
not mob!”

“Very well. Attend me downstairs; and bring some loose
silver with you, in case those two decent people should be fit
objects for charity. No orders for the coachman, except that he
is to go straight to the general’s house.”

The party assembled at General Berthelin’s to witness the
signature of the marriage-contract, comprised, besides the
persons immediately interested in the ceremony of the day,
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some young ladies, friends of the bride, and a few officers, who
had been comrades of her father's in past years. The guests
were distributed, rather unequally, in two handsome apart-
ments opening into each other — one called in the house the
drawing-room, and the other the library. In the drawing-room
were assembled the notary, with the contract ready, the bride,
the young ladies, and the majority of General Berthelin's
friends. In the library, the remainder of the military guests
were amusing themselves at a billiard-table until the signing
of the contract should take place, while Danville and his fu-
ture father-inlaw walked up and down the room together, the
first listening absently, the last talking with all his accustomed
energy, and with more than his accustomed allowance of bar-
rack-room expletives. The general had taken it into his head
to explain some of the clauses in the marriage-contract to the
bridegroom, who, though far better acquainted with their full
scope and meaning than his father-inlaw, was obliged to listen
for civility's sake. While the old soldier was still in the midst of
his long and confused harangue, a clock struck on the library
‘mantel-piece.

“Two o'clock!” exclaimed Danville, glad of any pretext for
interrupting the talk about the contract. “Two o'clock; and my
mother not here yet! What can be delaying her?”

“Nothing,” cried the general. “When did you ever know a
woman punctual, my lad? If we wait for your mother — and
she’s such a rabid aristocrat that she would never forgive us
for not waiting — we shan't sign the contract yet this half-
hour.Never mind! let’s go on with what we were talking about.

140


http://www.verypdf.com/tif2pdf/tif2pdf.htm

SISTER ROSE

Where the devil was I when that cursed clock struck and in-
terrupted us?Now then, Black Eyes, what's the matter?”

This last question was addressed to Mademoiselle Berthe-
lin, who at that moment hastily entered the library from the
drawing-room. She was a tall and rather masculine-looking
girl, with superb black eyes, dark hair growing low on her
forehead, and something of her father’s decision and blunt-
ness in her manner of speaking.

“A stranger in the other room, papa, who wants to see you. I
suppose the servants showed him upstairs, thinking he was one
of the guests. Ought I to have had him shown down again?”

“A nice question! How should I know? Wait till I have seen
him, miss, and then I'll tell you!” With these words the general
turned on his heel, and went into the drawing-room.

His daughter would have followed him, but Danville
caught her by the hand.

“Can you be hard-hearted enough to leave me here alone?”
he asked.

“What is to become of all my bosom friends in the next
room, you selfish man, if I stop here with you?” retorted made-
moiselle, struggling to free herself.

“Call them in here,” said Danville gayly, making himself
master of her other hand,

She laughed, and drew him away toward the drawing-
room.

“Come,” she cried, “and let all the ladies see what a tyrant
Iam going to marry. Come, and show them what an obstinate,
unreasonable, wearisome "
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Her voice suddenly failed her; she shuddered, and turned
faint. Danville’s hand had in one instant grown cold as death
in hers; the momentary touch of his fingers, as she felt their
grasp loosen, struck some mysterious chill through her from
head to foot. She glanced round at him affrightedly, and saw
his eyes looking straight into the drawing-room. They were
fixed in a strange, unwavering, awful stare, while, from the rest
of his face, all expression, all character, all recognizable play
and movement of feature, had utterly gone. It was a breath-
less, lifeless mask — a white blank. With a cry of terror, she
looked where he seemed to be looking; and could see nothing
but the stranger standing in the middle of the drawing-room.
Before she could ask a question — before she could speak even
a single word — her father came to her, caught Danville by the
arm, and pushed her roughly back into the library.

“Go there, and take the women with you,” he said, in a
quick, fierce whisper. “Into the library!” he continued, turning
to the ladies, and raising his voice. “Into the library, all of you,
along with my daughter.”

The women, terrified by his manner, obeyed him in the
greatest confusion. As they hurried past him into the library,
he signed to the notary to follow; and then closed the door of
communication between the two rooms.

“Stop where you are!” he cried, addressing the old officers,
who had risen from their chairs. “Stay, I insist on it! Whatever
happens, Jacques Berthelin has done nothing to be ashamed of
in the presence of his old friends and companions. You have
seen the beginning, now stay and see the end.”
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‘While he spoke, he walked into the middle of the room.
He had never quitted his hold of Danville's arm; step by step
they advanced together to the place where Trudaine was
standing.

“You have come into my house, and asked me for my
daughter in marriage — and [ have given her to you,” said the
general, addressing Danville, quietly. “You told me that your
first wife and her brother were guillotined three vears ago in
the time of the Terror — and I believed you. Now look at that
man — look him straight in the face. He has announced him-
self to me as the brother of your wife, and he asserts that his
sister is alive at this moment, One of you two has deceived me.
Which is it?”

Danville tried to speak, but no sound passed his lips; tried
to wrench his arm from the grasp that was on it, but could not
stir the old soldier’s steady hand.

“Are you afraid? are you a coward? Can’t you look him in
the face?” asked the general, tightening his hold sternly.

“Stop! stop!” interposed one of the old officers, coming for-
ward. “Give him time. This may be a case of strange accidental
resemblance, which would be enough, under the circumstanc-
es, to discompose any man. You will excuse me, citizen,” he
continued, turning to Trudaine; “but you are a stranger. You
have given us no proof of your identity.”

“There is the proof,” said Trudaine, pointing to Danville’s
face.

“Yes, yes,” pursued the other; “he looks pale and startled
enough, certainly. But I say again, let us not be too hasty; there
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are strange cases on record of accidental resemblances, and
this may be one of them!”

As he repeated those words, Danville looked at him with a
faint, cringing gratitude, stealing slowly over the blank terror
of his face. He bowed his head, murmured something, and ges-
ticulated confusedly with the hand that he was free to use.

“Look!” cried the old officer; “look, Berthelin; he denies the
man’s identity.”

“Do you hear that?” said the general, appealing to Tru-
daine. “Have you proofs to confute him? If you have, produce
them instantly.”

Before the answer could be given the door leading into the
drawing-room from the staircase was violently flung open, and
Madame Danville — her hair in disorder, her face in its color-
less terror looking like the very counterpart of her son’s — ap-
peared on the threshold, with the old man Dubois and a group

of amazed and startled servants behind her.
“For God's sake, don't sign! for God's sake, come avay
cried. “I have seen your wife — in the spirit, or in the flesh, 1

he

know not which — but I have seen her. Charles! Charles! as
true as Heaven is above us, [ have seen your wife!”

“You have seen her in the flesh, iving and breathing as you
sce her brother yonder,” said a firm, quict voice, from among
the servants on the landing outside.

“Let that man enter, whoever he is!” cried the general,

Lomaque passed Madame Danville on the threshold. She
trembled as he brushed by her; then, supporting hersel by the
wall, followed him a few paces into the room. She looked first
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at her son — after that, at Trudaine — after that back again at
her son. Something in her presence silenced every one. There
fell a sudden stillness over all the assembly — a stillness so
deep that the eager, frightened whispering, and sharp rustling
of dresses among the women in the library, became audible
from the other side of the closed door.

“Charles,” she said, slowly advancing; “why do you look —
She stopped, and fixed her eyes again on her son more ear-
nestly than before; then turned them suddenly on Trudaine.
“You are looking at my son, sir,” she said, “and I see contempt
in your face. By what right do you insult a man whose grateful
sense of his mother’s obligations o you made him risk his life
for the saving of yours and your sister's? By what right have you
Kept the escape of my son’s wife from death by the guillotine —
an escape which, for all I know to the contrary, his generous
exertions were instrumental in effecting — a secret from my
son? By what right, I demand to know, has your treacherous
secrecy placed us in such a position as we now stand in before
the master of this house?”

An expression of sorrow and pity passed over Trudaine’s
face while she spoke. He retired a few steps, and gave her no
answer. The general looked at him with eager curiosity, and,
dropping his hold of Danville’s arm, seemed about to speak;
but Lomagque stepped forward at the same time, and held up
his hand to claim attention.

“I think I shall express the wishes of Citizen Trudaine,” he
said, addressing Madame Danville, “if I recommend this lady
not to press for too public an answer to her questions.”
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“Pray who are you, sir, who take it on yourself to advise
me?” she retorted, haughtily. “I have nothing to say to you,
except that I repeat those questions, and that I insist on their
being answered.”

“Who s this man?” asked the general, addressing Trudaine,
and pointing to Lomagque.

“A man unworthy of credit,” cried Danville, speaking au-
dibly for the first time, and darting a look of deadly hatred at
Lomaque. “An agent of police under Robespierre.”

“And in that pable of answering q hick

refer to the transactions of Robespierre’s tribunals.” remarked
the ex-chicf agent, with his old official self-possession.

“True!” exclaimed the general; “the man is right — let him
be heard”

“There is no help for it,” said Lomaque, looking at Tru-
daing; “leave it to me — it is fittest that I should speak. 1 was
present,” he continued, in a louder voice, “at the trial of Citi-
zen Trudaine and his sister. They were brought to the bar

through the denunciation of Citizen Danville. Till the con-
fession of the male prisoner exposed the fact, I can answer
for Danville’s not being aware of the real nature of the of-
fenses charged against Trudaine and his sister. When it be-
came known that they had been secretly helping this lady
to escape from France, and when Danville’s own head was
consequently in danger, I myself heard him save it by a false
assertion that he had been aware of Trudaine’s conspiracy
from the first —”
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“Do you mean to say,” interrupted the general, “that he
proclaimed himself in open court as having knowingly de-
nounced the man who was on trial for saving his mother?”

“I do,” answered Lomaque. (A murmur of horror and in-
dignation rose from all the strangers present at that reply.)
“The reports of the Tribunal are existing to prove the truth of
what I say,” he went on. “As to the escape of Citizen Trudaine
and the wife of Danville from the guillotine, it was the work
of political circumstances, which there are persons living to
speak to if necessary; and of a little stratagem of mine, which
need not be referred to now. And, last, with reference to the
concealment which followed the escape, I beg to inform you
that it was abandoned the moment we knew of what was going
on here; and that it was only persevered in up to this time, as
a natural measure of precaution on the part of Citizen Tru-
daine. From a similar motive we now abstain from exposing his
sister to the shock and the peril of being present here. What
‘man with an atom of feeling would risk letting her even look
again on such a husband as that?"

He glanced round him, and pointed to Danville, as he put
the question. Before a word could be spoken by any one else
in the room, a low wailing cry of “My mistress! my dear, dear
mistress!” directed all eyes first on the old man Dubois, then
on Madame Danville.

She had been leaning against the wall, before Lomaque be-
gan to speak; but she stood perfectly upright now. She neither
spoke nor moved. Not one of the light gaudy ribbons flaunt-
ing on her disordered head-dress so much as trembled. The
old servant Dubois was crouched on his knees at her side,
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kissing her cold right hand, chafing it in his, reiterating his
faint, mournful cry, “Oh! my mistress! my dear, dear mistress!”
but she did not appear to know that he was near her. It was
only when her son advanced a step or two toward her that she
seemed to awaken suddenly from that death-trance of mental
pain. Then she slowly raised the hand that was free, and wa
him back from her. He stopped in obedience to the gestu
and endeavored to speak. She waved her hand again, and the
deathly stillness of her face began to grow troubled. Her lips
moveda little — she spoke.

“Oblige me, sir, for the last time, by keeping silence. You
and I have henceforth nothing to say to each other. I am the
daughter of a race of nobles, and the widow of a man of honor.
You are a traitor and a false witness — a thing from which
all true men and true women turn with contempt. I renounce
you! Publicly, in the presence of these gentlemen, I say it — [
have no son.”

She turned her back on him; and, bowing to the other
persons in the room with the old formal courtesy of by-gone
times, walked slowly and steadily to the door. Stopping there,
she looked back; and then the artificial courage of the moment
failed her. With a faint, suppressed cry she clutched at the
hand of the old servant, who still kept faithfully at her side; he
caught her in his arms, and her head sank on his shoulder.

“Help him!” cried the general to the servants near the door.
“Help him to take her into the next room!”

The old man looked up suspiciously from his mistress to
the persons who were assisting him to support her. With a
strange, sudden jealousy he shook his hand at them. “Home,”
he cried; “she shall go home, and I will take care of her. Away!

ed
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you there — nobody holds her head but Dubois. Downstairs!
downstairs to her carriage! She has nobody but me now, and I
say that she shall be taken home.”

As the door closed, General Berthelin approached Tru-
daine, who had stood silent and apart, from the time when
Lomaque first appeared in the drawing-room.

“I wish to ask your pardon,” said the old soldier, “because
I have wronged you by a moment of unjust suspicion. For my
daughter’s sake, I bitterly regret that we did not see each other
Tong ago; but I thank you, nevertheless, for coming here, even
at the eleventh hour.”

While he was speaking, one of his friends came up, and
touching him on the shoulder, said: “Berthelin, is that scoun-
drel to be allowed to go?”

The general turned on his heel directly, and beckoned con-
temptuously to Danville to follow him to the door. When they
were well out of ear-shot, he spoke these words:

“You have been exposed as a villain by your brother-inlaw,
and renounced as a liar by your mother. They have done their
duty by you, and now it only remains for me to do mine. When
aman enters the house of another under false pretenses, and
compromises the reputation of his daughter, we old army men
have a very expeditious way of making him answer for it. It is
just three o'clock now; at five you will find me and one of my
friends —

He stopped, and looked round cautiously — then whis-
pered the rest in Danville's ar — threw open the door, and
pointed downstairs.
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“Our work here is done,” said Lomague, laying his hand on
Trudaine’s arm. “Let us give Danville time to get clear of the
house, and then leave it too.”

“My sister! where is she?” asked Trudaine, eagerly.

“Make your mind easy about her. I will tell you more when
we get out.”

“Youwillexcuse me, [ know,”

id General Berthelin, speak-
ing to all the persons present, with his hand on the library
door, “if I leave you. I have bad news to break to my daughter,
and private business after that to settle with a friend.”

He saluted the company, with his usual bluff nod of the
head, and entered the library. A few minutes afterward, Tru-
daine and Lomague left the house.

“You will find your sister waiting for you in our apartment
at the hotel,” said the latter. “She knows nothing, absolutely
nothing, of what has passed.”

“But the recognition?” asked Trudaine, amazedly. “His
mother saw her. Surely she -

“I managed it so that she should be seen, and should not
see. Our former experience of Danville suggested to me the
propriety of making the experiment, and my old police-office
practice came in useful in carrying it out. I saw the carriage
standing at the door, and waited till the old lady came down,
I walked your sister away as she got in, and walked her back
again past the window as the carriage drove off. A moment did
it, and it turned out as useful as I thought it would. Enough of
that! Go back now to your sister. Keep indoors till the night
mail starts for Rouen. T have had two places taken for you on
speculation. Go! resume possession of your house, and leave
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me here to transact the business which my employer has in-
trusted to me, and to see how matters end with Danville and
his mother. 1 will make time somehow to come and bid you
y at Rouen, though it should be only for a single day.
Babt o thanks. Give us your hand. T sshamed (o toke &
cight years ago — I can give ita hearty shake now! There is your
way; here is mine. Leave me to my business in silks and satins,
and go you back to your sister, and help her to pack up for the
night mail”
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CHAPTER 111

Three more days have passed. It is evening Rose, Trudaine
and Lomaque are seated together on the bench that overlooks
the windings of the Seine. The old familiar scene spreads be-
fore them, beautiful as ever — unchanged, as if it was but yes-
terday since they had all looked on it for the last time.

They talk together seriously and in low voices. The same
recollections fill their hearts — recollections which they re-
frain from acknowledging, but the influence of which each
Knows by instinct that the other partakes. Sometimes one leads
the conversation, sometimes another; but whoever speaks, the
topic chosen is always, as if by common consent, a topic con-
nected with the future.

The evening darkens in, and Rose is the first to rise from
the bench. A secret look of intelligence passes between her
and her brother, and then she speaks to Lomague.

“Will you follow me into the house,” she asks, “with as lit-
tle delay as possible? I have something that I very much wish
to show you.”

Her brother waits till she is out of hearing, then inquires
anxiously what has happened at Paris since the night when he
and Rose left it.

“Your sister is free,” Lomaque answers
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“The duel took place, then?”

“The same day. They were both to fire together. The second
of his adversary asserts that he was paralyzed with terror; his
own second declares that he was resolved, however he might
have lived, to confront death courageously by offering his life
at the first fire to the man whom he had injured. Which ac-
count is true, | know not. It is only certain that he did not
discharge his pistol, that he fell by his antagonist's first bullet,
and that he never spoke afterward”

“And his mother?”

“It is hard to gain information. Her doors are closed; the
old servant guards her with jealous care. A medical man is in
constant attendance, and there are reports in the house that
the illness from which she is suffering affects her mind more
than her body. I could ascertain no more.”

After that answer they both remain silent for a little while,
then rise from the bench and walk toward the house.

“Have you thought yet about preparing your sister to hear
of all that has happened?” Lomaque asks, as he sees the lamp-
light glimmering in the parlor window.

“['shall wait to prepare her till we are settled again here —
till the first holiday pleasure of our return has worn off, and
the quiet ¢
their way,” answers Trudaine.

They enter the house. Rose beckons to Lomaque to sit
down near her, and places pen and ink and an open letter be-
fore him.

“ have a last favor to ask of you,” she says, smiling,

lities of our every-day life of old have resumed
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“I hope it will not take long to grant,” he rejoins; “for I have
only to-night to be with you. To-morrow morning, before you
are up, | must be on my way back to Chalons.”

“Will you sign that letter?” she continues, still smiling,
“and then give it to me to send to the post? It was dictated by
Louis, and written by me, and it will be quite complete, if you
will put your name at the end of it.”

“I'suppose [ may read it?”

She nods, and Lomaque reads these lines:

“CITIZEN - I beg respectfully to apprise you that the com-
mission you intrusted to me at Paris has been performed.

“[ have also to beg that you will accept my resignation of
the place I hold in your counting-house. The kindness shown
me by you and your brother before you, emboldens me to hope
that you will learn with pleasure the motive of my withdrawal,
Two friends of mine, who consider that they are under some
obligations to me, are anxious that I should pass the rest of
my days in the quiet and protection of their home. Troubles
of former years have knit us together as closely as if we were
all three members of one family. I need the repose of a happy
fireside as much as any man, after the life [ have led; and my
friends assure me so earnestly that their whole hearts are set
on establishing the old man’s easy-chair by their hearth, that I
cannot summon resolution enough to turn my back on them
and their offer.

“Accept, then, I beg of you, the resignation which this let-
ter contains, and with it the assurance of my sincere gratitude
and respect.

“To Citizen Clairfait, Silk-mercer,
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“Chalons-sur-Marne.”

After reading these lines, Lomaque turned round to Tru-
daine and attempted to speak; but the words would not come
at command. He looked up at Rose, and tried to smile; but his
lip only trembled. She dipped the pen in the ink, and placed
itin his hand. He bent his head down quickly over the paper,
so that she could not see his face; but still he did not write his
name. She put her hand caressingly on his shoulder, and whis-
pered to him:

“Come, come, humor ‘Sister Rose.’ She must have her own
way now she is back again at home.”

He did not answer — his head sank lower — he hesitated
foran instant — then signed his name in faint, trembling char-
acters, at the end of the letter.

She drew it away from him gently. A few tear-drops lay on
the paper. As she dried them with her handkerchief she looked
at her brother.

“They are the last he shall ever shed, Louis; you and I will
take care of that!”
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EPILOGUE

1 have now related all that is eventful in the history of Sis-
ter Rose. To the last the three friends dwelt together happily
in the cottage on the river bank. Mademoiselle Clairfait was
fortunate enough to know them, before Death entered the lit-
tle household and took away, in the fullness of time, the eldest
of its members. She describes Lomaque, in her quaint foreign
English, as “a brave, big heart”; generous, affectionate, and ad-
mirably free from the small obstinacies and prejudices of old
age, except on one point: he could never be induced to take his
coffee, of an evening, from any other hand than the hand of
Sister Rose.

1 linger over these final particulars with a strange unwill-
ingness to separate myself from them, and give my mind to
other thoughts. Perhaps the persons and events that have oc-
cupied my attention for so many nights past have some pecu-
liar interest for me that I cannot analyze. Perhaps the labor
and time which this story has cost me have especially endeared
it to my sympathies, now that I have succeeded in completing
it. However that may be, I have need of some resolution to part
at last with Sister Rose, and return, in the interests of my next
and Fourth Story, to English ground.
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I have experienced so much difficulty, let me add, in decid-
ing on the choice of a new narrative out of my collection, that
‘my wife has lost all patience, and has undertaken, on her own
responsibility, to relieve me of my unreasonable perplexities.
By her advice — given, as usual, without a moment’s hesita-
tion — I cannot do better than tell the story of THE LADY OF
GLENWITH GRANGE.
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