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The Blossoming of the Lilies
A Story of New France

By MARJORIE L. C. PICKTHALL %ý

"ALIL the other strong places have
/-falen. This also shah f ail,

like a dry leaf frain the
bougli."

Aune listened, striving ta
mould bis startled young face
into the serenity of those

Sp oud bronze îasks liefore
liii. On bis shoulders iay the

bonor of France; lie bad put on bis 'best suit
ta uphold it in the counicil, the last lie lad left;
three years behind the fashion now, and crueily
tiglit, but stili, witb its ametbyst velvet and ruf-
fies of Spanisli lace, fit for a commandaut's
wearing.

"When the lilies biossom in the grass, the
wild doe shahl shelter witbin your gates. Wben
the hules biossom, the buck shahl trampie the
bouies of your w'arriors." There was no change
in the speaker's face as lie broke the bowl of
the council-pipe against a stone, and rase ta bis
full beiglit, some seven feet, caunitiug the bead-
dress of atter skin.

Aune rase also witb an excellent laugli, and
painted to the flag above the little fort. "lThose
lilies bloom forever, messieurs," lie said gaily
âloud. And in bis heart, "The good God help
me keep tbem there a littie while J"

The incuriaus faces did not change at lis
laugliter. He feit ike a child throwing pebbles
in the face of a clîff. One by one the warriors
rose, returned bis sahute, and moved dowu ta
their cauoes. The last, lie who liad spoken, look-
ed frai Aune ta the fiag, piucked a leaf fram
the bushes, and let the wind take it frai lis
flugers. It was eloqueut.

Aune stood alone between the fart and the
river, watchiug the departure witli kindled eyes.
Savages, savages, -but-"noî d'un nom, wbat a
grandeur, wbat magnificence! I w'ould 1 had
them in my coîpauy !"

"The saints forbid, little capitan !"
The aid sergeant came close behind himi and

tauched bis shoulder. "What now, Monsieur le
Commandant ?" lie ýasked sadly.

Aune drew, a long breatb and pointed ta the
fragments of the pipe. "War," le said briefiy.
Together they sto'od on the siope and watched
the long cauoes slip away into the bemlock
sbadows.

.ISergeant Antoine nodded pblosopbically.
"f tbey say tliey wiil came, they will came," lie

said. "I bave knowu the Otter before, M'sieur
Aune; lie is a leader of the Five Nations, and
the truce hlds. these Iroquois no more than a
puf of smoke. 0, yes, they will came. Wben ?"

"Before the hies blossai.".
"Sa soonl"-The sergeant's face set into\

grimmer uines. "So soonl , Then-"

"Then my fatber will nat bave returfled, An-
toi. There is no hope'of it."

"No, My dear. He wilh nat be back liy the
time the hules biossai."

The- Frenchi boy struck bis bauds together
in despair. "And I alone here! And scarce
ten men fit for service !"

"As for that, the very dead crawl out of tbeir
graves ta figlit wben the Iroquois came. 'Be-
fore the hules blossom!'- There are soie hules
there, M'Sieur." He paiuted ta the fadtd Bour-
bon flag. "Must lie kept in bloom at any cost."

"At any cost, Antoine." The lad drew liii-
self up and saluted, in bis face the passianate
patritisi of bis race.

"Tbey, are greedy fiowers, tbose liles of
ours.' It takes 'bloodta keep 'em alive soie-
tumes, M'sieur, Blaod and tbe lives of brave men."

"Tbey shah bhave it, Sergeanit, if need lie, sooniy tbat my father finds theni waviug."
Tbey weut into the ýfart together and the

gates weit closed bebind tbem.
Two manths before those gates had apened

for the exit of the commandant, ten men, and a
score of taie Hurons wbo were not couuted as
men. It was tume of peace, and Monsieur le
Commandant was going ou an expedition ta
Quebec. He was going ta leave bis son Aune
in nominal commnd of the fort and the bonor
af France in that particuiar wilderuess, and the
aId sergeant in actual charge of everytbiug.

Anu.. couid shut bis eyes and see and feel

everything uow-himself kissing bis father's
baud, the grizzled moustaches brushing his
cheeks, the kind gruif voice, "The peace of Gad
and bis saints be with ynu, my child"; and then
tlie gay string of bateaux winding away down
the river, with firiug of salutes, and -waving
of fiags, aid the silence afterwards.

"Peace 1" It bad been threatened soan
enougli, that peace. The council had been an
end of rumors and campiaints and insuits. Mon-
sieur Aune, witb a garrisan reduced by more
than haîf, was faciug war. Wheu the hules
bloorned, the Iroquois would camne again. He
sat late that niglit, watching the beeties and
mosquitoes flying inta the flame of bis smoky
lamp, and thinking, thinking, thinking.

"It is quite. true that they will came," said
Sergeant Antoine, appearing suddeuly in the
doorway with a cold pasty and soie cakes.

S Anne looked up witli a start. He had been
seeing many tbings in the fiame of the lamp. His
eyes questioned the aid ian.

The sergeant's face was grimmer than ever
as lie deait out the food, the rougli dishes, the
napkin witli the arms on the corner, and the
siver-gilt cup. "Eat," lie said, "eat. There are
five moutbs fewer ta feed."

The lad stared, and rase slowly.
"Our five Hurons have disappeared, so that

shows it ta lie quite true."
But there was nothing else in the quiet days

that foliowed, ta show tbe trutb of their doom.
Tbey watcbed the wiudings of the beautiful
river baggardiy. Men watcb those waters naw
for sport, not for life or death as Aune and bis
men watcbed. There is even no trace of the littie
biockbouse, nar memory ta tell where it lias
been. It was only one littie outpost of France

in the long struggle for Canada.

lu those days Aune put away bis suit of
ametliyst velvet, -and wore bis second one of
claret calored cloth, which Antoine liad patcbed
witb doeskin. You see, by the tradition of bis
famiiy lie liked to keep bis best for dying in.

Eîpty were the grey-green river-reaches ini
the dusk, goid and empty in the dawn. Notbiug
came, either of Iroquois ta sack and slay, or
of officers of France happily returniug too soon.
How littie Monsieur Aune prayed1 in bis soidier
fashion for that bastened return!1

Somewhere, down the long, long river the
tired vayagers crawling siowiy home; samewbere
at the headwaters the war-canaes launcbed and
sweeping down so fast, so fast. Fast as deatli.
The Mies budding frai their root-leaves in the
suuny grasgs, and the Mies in taruisbed gold
upon the fiag.

":Are tbey in bloom yet, Antoine?"
"I saw a gleai lie a fiame balf-queuclied in

the dry grass, little Captain." The aid man's
haggard face was very tender. "It wili not be
long naw"-and again, a day afterwards-"Is it
time yet ?"

"Ail along. by the edge of the forests the
hiles are apening in the grass. They look like
littie cups of ire, My dear."

And in the fort men looked at one another
and said "The tme lias came."

Aune iooked ta lis sward and bis twa great
clumsy pistais, witb lis arms in silver on the
butts, and wondered wbat his father wouid say
wben lie beard of it. He ate steadiiy and siept
quitiy, for lie came of a Narman bouse; and
the fierce, sbaky aid veterahs of thie garrison
smiled upon liii.

At .1ast, one quiet dawn, lie woke ta the
pressure of Antoine's band upon lis shoulder.
"It is coming," said theokiý man sbortly. Anne
nodded, bauied the ametbyst velvet suit out of
the cedar cbest, put it on nicely, and weut ta
the barricades.

He canld bear tlie 'reathing of bis awn men.
But over the river and the woads nathing seem-
ed ta move or call but the nigbt-bawks., In the
grass the red hules were dark and full af dew.

Quick voices were ail about him. "Jean
Francois, the.powder." "Here are goad slig's,

Arnaud." "S-ee, Monsieur, over near the bushes;
we should have burned that cover." "Shadows,
shadows; but my oid eyes are gaod enough ta
see Indians." "Fig-dogs! Stand ta the loop-
hales." And from Anne, "Who is it, think you?"

A shadow rose framn the 'shadows outside and
leaped panther-like above the slanted timbers.
"The night-hawk," said a vaice in goodenough
Frenchi; an axe whirled up juta the air and fell
within. The figlit was begun.

The lingering sh'adows of the night seemed
ta rise and run upan the littie fort, with leaping,
with cries, with laughter. "They do nat laugli
unless they are kiliing," said Antaine. And then
the storm broke. It was lîke the breaking of a
wave, af which the foamn was men. That foarn
was swept înward, left, torn and dead, under
the feet of the defenders; and in a moment was
renewed from an inexhaustible sea.

Anne fired bis clumsy pieces till he was
burned and blindeà,and deafened; it was tao slow
and lie took his sword. The noise and confusion
of that fight was sa great lie could only tell when
the Iblade went home by the red dripping over
the hlt. Faces glared at him from the whirling
darkness, hands struck at him, lie was wounded
with arrows, beaten ta ýhis knees. But he fouglit
up, ýhe fouglit an!

At last came silence. The wave had ebbed.
Anne drew bis breath beavily and gazed about
hin wîth beavy eyes. It was ail utterly quiet.
The broad, slow twilight of the northern dàwn
had braadened a little. It showed Anne a dead
man crumipled at bis feet, and Antoine leaning
against the loophole.

"Is it over?" lie said dully.
"For a littie minute," said Antoine thickly.

He lonied large and niisty in Anne'ý eyes, and
in this mist moved -slow figures, shadaws that
graaned. Aune -sat down and heid bis head; lie
tried ta cotqnt tbe men that were ieft, and'cauld
tiat. But the lhues were stili there.

Again the wave gathered strengtb, rose, and
broke in death u-pan the littie fart.

Again in that horrible eddying confusion,
Aune struck and was struck, and only knew it
because bis blade and tbe ruffles of Spanisb lace
and the amethyst scarf dripped red together. "It
is flot often," tbougbt the slow Norman boy,
"that one finishes so young wîth such a good
figlit."1

"Silence again, and the slow broadenni of
tbe dawn. This time, within and witbout the
fort, nothing ibroke that silence. The last desper-
ate eddy of that figlit bad borne Anne ta the
doorway, of the gnardhouse, and ieft him straud-
ed there, at the base of the rougli ir staff that
carried tbe flag. Hîs strengtb drained from a
dozen hurts; with the hast of it he loaded the
great pistais with the arms in silver on the butts,
and then lay waiting, loaking up at the flag.

He waited a long time. Once a face showed
tlirougb ithe baze that surrouuded hm, a dread-
fui face, oniy kept alive by bate. He aimed care-
fully and fired, and the face wa's notbing but a
fiuttered scaip-iock and a hawk's feather.

"One," counted Anne.
Sunlight. beat upon liii> and lie sufered.

Blessed shadow came, and another shadow that
crawled towards liii, a knife in the mouth. The
mists cleared a ittie and the pistol roared like
a sniall culverin. "Two," said Aune. "He alsa
was a boy."

Ramn came with the dusk and Anne sucked
the amethyst scarf and lived again. Things
came round the palisades, things that wbiued and
fitted, but lie was not afraid, He called to
thern, "0 mes freres," for lie was ionely, and
they were only wolves.

With the Jight lie ioaded the pistais once
malre. It took liii a long time. Thle sun was
higli wlen lie lad finished.

He lay at ease when the shadow ~e and
watched blue butterfiies at play above e dead.
The butterfiies were briglit, and the liues out
in the grass Were briglit, but brigliter stili were
the lilies upan the flag. They giawed like tangues
of fiame when the sun sank.

1Anne thouglit that tbey were hules of flamne,
cups of immortal fire, that flickered in tue twî-
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