
Till RED INN ONCB MOKI. lit

mrenng nn<ler thp influonct- of food tnd wine. A fire glowpd

upon the he«rth, ™»tin(f it« /7I0W over the brnwn beama of the

ceiling, the liwnged window, and the ploiMnt group at tabic.

They chatted gaily of pant changes, of hopeful proapccta for the

future, with many a temii remembrance of the dear onei beyond

the water.

" All ii well BO far," laid Jambe d'Argcnt. " We Khali have

fighting yrt to do, and, if we are >parcd, we shall lee stranger

event!, for oiir country has to shake off a fearful nightmare. But
it is gradually becoming purified, and the people are awaking
from their mad drcom of blood. They have seen the heroism of

the priests, the true priests of Ood, and here in U Veaite they

have thrown in their lives with the people, and have led the hosts

of God. Here in our Breton provinces, and, thank Ood, through-

out Franc, noble and heroic deeds have almost outnumlxn.l

those of horror. Meanwhile, let ns pledge the Catholic and Hoyiil

Army I

"

The toast was drunk, standing and in silence.

" Jambe d'Argent !
"• cried Gaston, raising his glass once

more, " our inspired leader, who has so often saved us."

" The family of Roche Andr« !
" cried Bichard next.

" Our brave Duplessis !
" added Gaston, while at suggestion

of Count Robert, a final toast was drunk

:

"To Dumartin and the Rm Inn op Saint Ltphar."

• A bi»T« soldier and leader In the Vandean army was known by
this quaint title of Silver Leg, because of a band of sliver which ht
wore to conceal a wound. But I have not followed the historical
narrative In his regard, either as to station or particular achieve-
ments. I have borrowed merely hia name. The same Is the case
with Duplessis. All the other charactera are Dctltious.
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