
A COURTESAN'S lAVK

ness called forth by the ditlieulty of letting' a house so oddly

constructed and situated. The occuitants of the (juarter are

accounte<] for by the existence there of many houses of the

same character, lor which trade has no use, and which can

only !)(' rented l)y tlie ponrrr kinds of industry, of a pre-

carious or ijrnoniinious nature.

At time in ilir afliTiiooii the portress, who had seen

Mademoiselle Esther hrouirht home half dead by a young

man at two in the aioriiinir, had just held council with the

young woman of tlic iloor above, who, before setting out in a

cab to join some party u\' pleasure, had expressed her uneasi-

ness about ]>tlier; slie bad not heard her move. Ksther was,

no doulit. still a-h'cp. but this slumber seemed suspicious.

The jiortre>s, alont- in her cell, was regretting that she could

not go to >ee what was happening on the fourth tloor, where

Mi,dem<iisel!e Ksther lodged.

.lust as she bad made up> her mind to leave the tinman's

son in charge of her room, a sort of <len in a recess on the

entrcsiil Iloor, a cai) slopped ;it the door. .\ nutn stepped out,

wrapptMJ from bead to foot in a cloak evidently intended to

conceal his dress or bis rank in life, and asked for Made-
moiselle K>ther. The portress at one felt relie\ed; thh ac-

counted for I'lstber's silence and ([nietud<'. A- the stranger

mounted the stairs above the portress' room, slh- noticed silver

buckles in bis shoes, and fancied she caught sight of the black

fringe of a prie>t's sash: she went downstairs and catechised

the driver, who answered without speech, and again the wo-

man under,-loi)d.

The jiriest knocked, received no answer, heard a slight

gasp, and loned the do<ir open with a thrust (>f his shoulder;

charity, no doubt, lent him strength, but in any one else it

would ha\e been ascribed to jjractice. He rushed to the inner

room, and tinre fnund ])oor Esther in front of an image of

the \'irgin in painted plaster, kneeling, or rather doubled up,

on the tloor, her bamls folded. The girl was dying. A
braxier of l»uriit charcoal told the tale of that dreadful morn-
ing. The domino cloak and hood were lying on the ground.


