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A Ladder of Swords

the sickness of their children she was un-

tiring in her kindness, forgave the austerity

of the gloomy-browed old man her father,

who spoke to them distantly, or never sjKjkc

at all; and her position was secure. Then,

upon the other hand, the gentry of the

manors, seeing the friendship grow between

her and th;.' Comtesse de Montgomery at

Mont (.)rgueil Castle, made courteous arl-

vances towards her father, and towards her-

self through him.

She could scarce have counted the num-

ber of times she climbed the great hill like

a fortress at the lift of the Uttle Bay of Rozel,

and from the Xez du Guet scanned the sea

for a sail and the sky for fair weather. When

her eyes were not thus busy, they were

searching the lee of the hill-side round for

vellow lilies, and the valley below for the

campion, the daffodil, and the thousand

prettv ferns growing in profusion there.

Everv night she looked out to see that her

signal-fire was lit upon the Nez du Guet. and

she never went to bed without taking one

last look over the sea, in the restless, invet-
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