
A Ladder of Swords

from a dangerous adventure. As the sei-

gneur's boat was drawn up the shore Ang^le
threw herself into the arms of Michel de la

Foret, the soldier dressed as a priest.

Lempri^re of Rozel stood abashed before
this rich display of feeling. In his hottest
youth he could not have made such passion-
ate motions of affection. His feelings ran
neither high nor broad, but neither did they
run loAV and muddy. His nature was a
straight level of sensibility—a rough stream
between high banks of prejudice, topped
with the foam of vanity, now brawling in
season, and now going steady and strong to
the sea. Ang^le had come to feel what he
was beneath the surface. She felt how un-
imaginative he was, and how his humor,
which was but the horse-play of vanity,
helped him little to understand the world or
himself. His v. ity was ridiculous, his self-

importance was against knowledge or wis-
dom; and Heaven had given him a small
brain, a big and noble heart, a pedigree back
to Rollo, and the absurd pride of a little lord
in a little land. Angele knew all this, but
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