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Commandments in the Vulgar Tongue r

The shimbering fire in Pierre's face leaped
up. He felt for an instant as his father, a chev-
alier of France, might have felt if a peasrnt had
presumed to finger the orders upon his breast.

It touched his native pride, so little shown in

anything else. But he knew the spirit behind
the question, and the meaning justified the
man.

" Thou Shalt think with the minds of twelve
men, and the heart of one woman," he said, and
paused.

"Justice and mercy," murmured the voice
from the bed.

"Thou shal^ keep the faith of food and
blanket." Again Pierre paused.

"And a man shall have no cause to fear his

friend," said the voice again.

The pause was longer this time, and Pierre's

cold, handsome face took on a kind of softness
before he said, " Remember the sorrow of thine
own wife."

" It is a good commandment," said the sick
man, " to make all women safe whether they be
true—or foolish."

" The strong should be ashamed to pre> ip-

on the weak. Pshaw! such a sport ends in noth-
ing. Man only is man's game."

Suddenly 1 ,erre added: "When you thought


