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CHAPTER XIII.

¢¢ No hope, but prayer,
A breath that fleets beyond this iron world
And touches him that made it.”
—TENNYSON.

Le Ber stood alone. His individuality was so
marked and striking that he had many associates
and few genuine friends. Old griefs, seared over
by time and distance, now acquired fresh vitality
to sting. Pierre had betaken himself to the hos-
pital to pray. His sister was as remote from her
father as though she had already attained that
Heaven which was the object of her thoughts and
prayers. The merchant’s spirit tainted for need of
human help, human nearness. It was the stranger
whom he had sheltered, who clasped his hand,
whispering bright words of cheer and encourage-
ment. who offered sweet and gracious sympathy.

“You must learn to be brave as becomes a
soldier’s bride, my sweet,” Du Chésne had ex-
horted Lydia. But the girl had no power of ripen-
ing or mellowing under any searching mental ex-
perience. The atmosphere was antagonistic—she
hated pain, longed for brightness, pined for sun-
shine. Le Ber, who had conceived some suspicion
that his plans for an alliance with the de Mones-
throl family might be frustrated by the presence of
the English captive, looked upon her with cold dis-
approval. Whenever she dared, Nanon, whose
sense of exasperation reached fever point, jeered
and flouted. Madame la Marquise, who had had
good occasion to cry many times in her life,
declared that ceaseless tears gave her the
migraine.

“ You will retire-to your chamber, my daughter,”
the Marquise commanded with a disdainful con-
descension which was not unkindly, looking down
at the tear-stained face with a serene surprise
which was too elevated to partake of the nature of
disgust. “You will have tisane for the sick, you

will say your prayers and remain in seclusion.

Where there are many anxious hearts we need
cheer. There will be time for tears and swooning
when hope no longer exists. When the men give
their lives for their faith and their country, it is
the women’s part to nerve and encourage them—
what are our pitiful weaknesses that they should
stand in the way of our duty? It is the forte of
our nobles to submit, to subdue the body, to show
ourselves models of cheerfulness and resignation.
Thou art not of this quality and hast no spirit to
learn the lesson; therefore, my kitten, retire to
thine own apartment.”

It must be admitted that the Marquise de
Monesthrol was given to contemplate calamities
with a courage overwhelming to less undaunted
spirits.

Madame de St. Rochs took up her abode at Le
Ber’s. She came rushing in, impetuously, white,
cold and shivering in the midst of the August heat,
clasping the baby and a bundle, which seemed all
one, so closely were they held. She threw herself
at Diane’s feet, clutching her friend’s knees, still
grasping the bundle and the little waxen baby in
the other arm.

“I can’t keep up any longer. Let me be quiet,
hide me and don’t let anybody look at me. I can
never live till news comes.”

Under the soothing influence of Diane’s pre-
sénce the baby wife recovered her courage. As
her spirits rose, the absurd, hapless child com-

mitted a hundred extravagances. She chattered
and laughed, playing wild games with the baby
and Nanon, pastimes that were continually intqr~
rupted by impetuous thunder showers of despair.
Madame de Monesthrol’s reception room was
always thronged by women whose gaiety was
almost reckless in its exuberance, but there was
an intent listening look upon the vivacious French
faces, and sobs struggled up often amidst the
laughter. After all, most experienced a sort of
desperate trust in circumstances to which those
suffering an extremity of suspense are often driven,
and the fact that duty was the thing to be thought
of, not anybody’s feelings, was cheerfully recog-
nized.

For the Demoiselle de Monesthrol the old order
of things had been completely overthrown. She
was still looking out upon a world not reilized, a
spectator of something like the throes of creation
seeing the new landscape tumble and roll into
place, the heights and hollows changing. What-
ever she endured she bore without a moment’s
failure of her desperate courage. Reserve forces
of strength, hitherto unsuspected, developed them-
selves under the stramn of inspiration. Only a
supreme resolve could have steadied her nerves,
calmed her pulses and retained her self-command.
That expression of collected strength that was be-
coming habitual to Diane’s face, settled down upon
it. These days had made the change of years.
Her brow was contracted with lines unknown to
its broad serenity, her eyes looked out eagerly from
lids that had grown curved with anxiety, her mouth
was drawn and colourless. The joy of her youth
had withered ; but God was still in heaven, faith
and mercy on earth, duty must teach her to be
wise and strong and courageous.

Then followed an interval of persistent, haunt-
ing suspense, most terrible to an ardent tempera-
ment. The long, vacant days, with little occupa-
tion, save that of watching and listening, with a
sense of time lost and opportunity deferred, with
endless, dreadful suggestions of what might be
happening, were a severe ordeal. The flame of
suffering burnt so fiercely that it permitted no rest.
Wild rebellion of spirit, paroxysms of impatience
with life and its complications, a longing to escape
what was almost unbearable, alternated with brief,
ecstatic visions of complete self renunciation.
What was the strength of her womanhood good
for, Diane asked herself, if not to afford solace
to those dependant upop her? if not to teach her
to endure, with high fate and constancy, the buffets
of Fortune.

Three days had passed, and to Ville Marie,
awaiting anxiously, no news had come. The night
was oppressively warm, and the excitement tingling
in Diane de Monesthrol’s veins, drove away all
thought of sleep. Her pulses leapt with a pres-
cient thrill of some blow about to fall. She was
convinced that a supreme crisis had arrived whose
poignant and intolerable anguish would require
all her strength to encounter. It was as though
she had been caught in the midst of her gay and
fearless career by some gigantic iron hand of Fate.
Suspense had imparted an unnatural vividness to
all her faculties, imagination was stimulated, fears
and fancies thronged her excited brain. Suddenly
her whole being seemed to contract a shiver with
a nameless agony of apprehension. Breathless,
trembling, she rushed out into the garden. Over
Mount Royal the moon was shining in a cloudless
sky. Her sheen lit up the tin roof of Notre Dame
until it blazed like silver, it illuminated the dark
foliage of the quaint garden peering in patches of
pearly light through the close woven branches,
cleaving for itself a bright pathway. Diane
moved with dazed and bewildered consciousness
that made the scene appear like the dim reality of
a dream.  She heard a hundred crackling sounds,
echoes, movements, the rustling of the leaves, the
twittering of some bird disturbed in its nest, all
the subdued and broken tones of Nature seemed
to go over her heart, treading it into dust. A de.
pression, deep and dark, the inevitable reaction
succeeding long hours of excitement, took posses-
sion of her. The feverish energy which had sus-
tained her until now gave way, and with the phy-
sical exhaustion came the mental. All the pain



