
206 THh REFUGEES.

their steeds, all reeking and foam-flecked,

were pulled up outside the* high house in the

Eue St. Martin. De Catinat sprang from his

saddle and rushed up stairs, while Amos
followed in his own leisurely fashion.

The old Huguenot and his beautiful

daughter were seated at one side of the

great fireplace, her hand in his, and they

sprang up together, she to throw herself

with a glad cry into the arms of her lover,

and he to grasp the hand which his nephew

held out to him.

At the other side of the fireplace, with a

v^ery long pipe in his mouth and a cup of wine

upon a settle beside him, sat a strange-looking

man, with grizzled hair and beard, a fleshy

red projecting nose, and two little gray eyes,

which twinkled out from under huge brindled

brows. His long thin face was laced and

seamed with wrinkles, crossing and recrossing

everywhere, but fanning out in hundreds from

the corners of his eyes. It was set in an

unchanging expression, and as it was of the
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