
A Ladder of Swords

"There is a little chapel in the dell beside
your manor, monsieur. If you will go there,
and get upon yc^ur knees, and pray till the
candles no more burn and the Popish image ]

crumble in their places, you will yet never
understand mvself or any woman."

"There's no question of P(,pish images
between us," he answered, vainly trying
for foothold. "Pray as you please, and
1 11 see no harm comes to the Mistress of
Kozel."

He was out of his bearings and impatient
Religion to him was a dull recreation in-
vented chiefly for women.
She became plain enough now. "

'Tis no
images nor religion that stands between us "
she ansv.v.'cd, "though they might well do
so. It is that I do not love you. Monsieur
of Rozel.

His face, which had slowly clouded, sud-
denly cleared.

moredly. "Love comes. I'm told, with
marriage. But we can do well enough with-
out fugling on that pipe. Come, come, dost
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