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rode away on the foray to Hems, and was 
taken prisoner. Amongst the infidels I was 
once close to winning liberty by renouncing 
Our Lord. What but the prayers of Ma­
thilde, my sainted mother in heaven, of my 
angel sister, and of you held me steadfast? 
I escaped from captivity to hear that you had 
returned to Europe to bury yourself in a 
convent. I sought in every abbey in France 
and Italy, Germany and Spain, to fall at your 
feet, and crave but the two words, ‘I for­
give.’ Finding you not, I was sure that you 
were dead, and at the throne of God would 
rise up, implacable, to accuse me ; and your 
curse is dinning in my ears ever ! ever ! ” 

“They told me you were slain before 
Hems," said Jerome, simply.

“ I had disgraced your name. I took an­
other. In the war and wrack, into which 
Germany fell, I found means of advancement. 
I married a woman, pure and good, but the 
wise God soon took her away. She left a 
little maid. I named her Agnes for my sis­
ter. Is she not an angel born ? "

“And I dreamed she was a fiend," said 
Jerome.
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