
THK WOOINO OF OLOTILM. IS

killbd CloSilde's fether and drowned her mother, and

that you cut off the heads of her brothers and threw

their bodies into a weU? What think you this

woman is made of? If she become powerfhl, will not

revenge be her first and only thought? She is not

far gone ; if you are wise you will send at once a

troop in swift pursuit, and bring her back. She is

but one, the Franks are many. You will find it

easier to bear the wrath of one person than for you

and yours to be perpetually at war with all the

Pranks."

Gondebaud saw the wi^'om of these words, and

lost no time in taking his councillor's advice. A
troop was sent, with orders to ride at all speed, and

bring back Clotilde with the carriage and the

treasure.

The carriage and the treasure they did bring back

;

but not Clotilde. She, with her escort, was already

far away, riding in haste for the frontier of Bur-

gundy. Clovis had advanced to meet her, and was

awaiting at Villers, in the territory of Troyes, at no

great distance from the border of Burgundy. But

beibre reaching this frontier, Clotilde gave vent to

the revengeful passion which had so long smouldered

in her heart.

"Eide right and left!" she said to her escort;

" plunder and burn 1 Do what damage you may to

this hated country from which Heaven has delivered

mel"

Then, as they rode away on their mission of ruin,

to which they had obtained permission from Clovis,

she cried aloud in the fervor of deadly hate,

—


