
his sullen indifference, completely abandoned himself. 
Suffice it that we presently heard the clinking of 
coins, a word or two of solemn advice from the cure, 
and a man’s painful sobbing ; then the King touched 
my arm, and we crept down the stairs. I was for 
stopping on the landing where we had hidden our­
selves before ; but Henry drew me on to the foot of 
the stairs and into the street.

He turned towards home, ami for some time did 
not speak. At length he asked me what I thought 
of it.

“ In what way sire ?"
“Du you not think," he said in a voice of much 

emotion, “ that if we could do what he do^s, and 
save a man instead of hanging him, it would be 
better ?”

“For the man, sire, doubtless,” I answered drily; 
“but for the State it might not be so well. If mercy 
became the rule and justice the exception—there 
would be fewer bodies at Montfaucon and more in 
the streets at daylight. I feel much greater doubt 
on another point.”

Shaking of!' the moodiness that had for a moment 
overcome him. Henry asked with vivacity what 
that was.

“ Who he is, and what is this motive ? ”
“ Why ? ” the King replied in some surprise—he 

was ever of so kind a nature that an appeal to his 
feelings displaced his judgment. “ What should he 
be but what he seems ? ”

“ Benevolence itself ? ”
“Yes.”
“Well sire, I grant that he may be M. de Joyeuse, 

who has spent his life in passing in and out of mon­
asteries, and has performed so many tricks of the
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