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A Ladder of Swords

ten in old French, from Demoiselle Ang^le
Claude Aubert to Michel de la Fortt at An-
vers in March of the year 157-. The letter

lies beside me as I write, and I can scarcely
believe that three and a quarter centuries
have passed since it was written, and that
she who wrote it was but eighteen years old
at the time, I translate it into EngliiJi,

though it is impossible adequately to carry
over either the flavor or the idiom of the
language:

"Written on this May Day of the year
1 5 7-, at the place hight Rozel in the

Minor called of the same of Jersey
Isle, to Michel de la Forit, at Anvers
in Flanders.

"Michel,—Thy good letter by safe car-
riage Cometh to my hand, bringing to my
heart a lightness it hath not known since
that day when I was hastily carried to the
port of St. Malo, and thou towards the King
his prison. In what great fear have I lived,

having no news of thee and fearing all man-
ner of mischance! But our God hath be-
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