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S the customier left the little
dusky store, carryih. g a
tarnisbed silver candlestick
tenderly in botli hands, old
Nicolas made a -stealthy
sign with, his fingers. "He
lias the evil eye, ce m'sieur
la," lie murmured simply.
"I take precautions."

At the laugliter which
followed he smiled indul-

gently. "You are young men," lie said, "'you have
flot rny experience, nor that 'of mny family. Nor did
You. notice bis eyes, perhaps, whicli gave a tigbtness
to my neck, they were of such a horror. My faith.
yes. We are wise, we L'Orfevres, wîse ini tlie
tliings of ail other w1orlds, but simple in the things
of this. Is it flot so? Or else we sliould be ricli
by Do0w. But liere arn I, after many generations,
poorer tlian they were in old France. Ehi, well!

"£li, well, mny clilldren!1 It is said that we bave
wOri no0 new prosperity since my great-great-grand-
father came to this country wîtli great liope and a
mferry heart, and tliat is near two hundred years
ago. Wliat -do I know? Only tliat here arn 1,
very poor, very old, and the last of my name.

"A good name' my dears, an lionest one, but
humble. Not peas'ants, not roturiers, but keepers
Of littie shoPs, littie stalîs, in littie dark towns. So
it was in Old France. But when Jacques L'Orfevre,
Jacques tlie Silversiîtli, sought the littie blood-
stained settiements of New France, he came as a
soldier. And in a little white, by virtue of his
braver>' and lis appearance--for lie was a very splen-
did young man, fine and noble as any grand seigneur
Of them ah-bhe rose to be sorne :sort of sous-officier.
But what bad he to do with the like of this

puctilious answer given, and tlie clunisy fintilla
wound slowly up tlie dark, smooth stream. Tlie sun
took the last point of steel, tlie last ripple died among
tlie young lily-leaves. And again tliere was notliing
but tlie dark water and tlie beauty of tlie bîrclies
over it; despair in one heart, faint fear in another.
Jacques had seen lis Rose's face wlien de Laon
waved farewell witli lis gauntlet; tlie lady liad found
Le Grand Pompon laughing to liirself at the gate.

"Who was Le Grand Pompon? The devil, mes-
sieurs. Outwardly, a crazy old Indian, one of tlie
many wbo hung about tlie fort, trading a little,
bunting a littie, watching, watching, witli tlieir
terrible patient eyes-Le Grand Pompon neitlier
traded nor hunted, for lie neyer had to ask twice for
a meal. He was ' 0 feared among bis own; but tlie
wliite men lauglied; as you lauglied just now.

"The spring passed, tlie summer carne and went;
ice bound the srnooth, dark river water, and close
under their palisades liowled tlie wolves. Rosa-
monde watcbed long from the rarnparts, and the com-
mandant watclied lier; but flot witli so keen a siglit
as Jacques, for love gives understanding. But tliere
was no sigu of de Laon and his men.

"There were no attacks, no forays, no war-cries.
Into a great quiet de Laon liad gone, and tlie quiet
had swallowed up birn and bis. As tlie long, long
winter wore on, there were many watcliers beside
Rosamonde. The commandant at last took it pliilo-
sophically, sent a letter by a priest asking for more
men, whom lie rnight liope to receive b>' the follow-
ing faîl. And Rosarnonde, a little sliaken by fer
and loneliness and cold, took to calling Gaspard
de Laon of niglits.,

"Ever>' niglit, storrn or fair, slie slipped to the
earthworks and calied Gaspard, softly, very softly.
Only two followed ber. Jacques, because of lis
love; Le Grand Pompon because lie was wbat he
was. Ever>' night her voice went over the river
to the woods, ver>' softly: 'O mon Gaspard, O Ga,-
pard, a moi!'

"Niglit after night she called, each time a little
louder, a littie wilder. One clear night of desolate

"A thîrd time Rosamonde called, holding out tlie
hands of prayer to the emapt snows, lier wild eyes
briglit as the cold stars. And then-wby, tlien tlie
snows were empty no longer. For Gaspard de Laon
came out from tlie edge of tlie woods, and towards
them. Ail rny great-great-grandfatlier's strength
was lieating in lis tliroat like bird's wings, and of
Rosarnonde there seerned notling alive but tlie eyes.
Tlirough sorne briliance of starsliine and frost or
some witcliery of tbe senses, tliey could see the
gleam upon lis gallant velvets, tlie bard fiicker of
steel, the gauntlet a-swing in bis hand.

"'Ha, Dieu!' panted the lady. But there was
little of God in that wonder, as rny grandfatber's
little book attests. For an instant Gaspard de Laon
stood beneatb tbem, looking up and smiling, lis
great boots stained witli mucli riding, a scarf about
the left armn sbowing a littie mark of old blood; and
Jacques' band flew up to, salute bis oficer. And
then-wby, then again there was notbing but the
starsbine and the snow, and bis Rose of France like
a dead fiower in Jacques' sliaking arms.

"He was a devout lad, Jacques. He wrote it
down îi bis littie book. 'On tbe seventh day of the
second month of this year of grace of the Saviour
and Our Lady, tbe power of the devil was partly
made manifest to me.' He wrote down also that the
lady Rosamonde's bair was bound witli a rilibon-net
of amber velvet set witb tiny golden studs. So lie
made use of bis eyes, poor lad, that one time lie had
lier in bis arms. 'More than ever de, Laon bad, that!

"'Is lie dead, thou dog?' asked Jacques.
"'Are the living so faitbful?' answered Le Grand

Pompon, and Jacques' angry eyes failed before bis.
"'Killed?' cried the lad again, fingering bis

sword. But, 'My people are quiet,' said the taîl
savage, 'quiet as the frozen water or the dead leaves.
Very quiet in littie lodges of bark arnong tlie quiet
bouglis. Th~ere was a caîl and lie -came. That is ail.'
But bi's eyes made a rnocery of bis words.

"Jacques wrote, as I 'have said, that on the
seventh day of the second montb, the power of
the devil was .partly made manifest to birni. The full
revelation did not corne tili later, mucli later. And
then it is a short entry in the old book, thus: 'Raoul
de Marlian, returning in command of the expedition,
reported that wbule they were wintering with a
friendly tribe of the savages, they lost by death
Pierre Lebl;,nc, Pere Josef and Gaspard de Laon,
their commandant. Monsieur de Laon died strange-
ly. He was resting in the chief lodge by the fire,
having a littie huirt bis left armn with a fishing spear.
Wlien of a sudden lie sprang to bis feet, cried upon
the narne of a lady, and feIl into Rianul's arms, quite
dead. TPhis was upon the seventh day of Februar>'
in the present year. And hurriedl>' underneath: 'I,
asking of Raoul, learned thiat the>' supposed some
sudden poison of the waund toucbed Gaspard. But
tbe wise man or sachem of those savages, listening
at the heart and looking at the eyes of the dead,
said only, 'He was called.' Which R. could in no
wise tinderstand.


