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Poor Gilberte was blushing crimson. She shiftedher we,ght from one foot to anoU.er.
Oh, my lord!" she whispered

to it^Si" "*t°"
^^""^"- "You are witness

1^1 y.

S''^ denies not a jot of it. By therood, she cannot! It is true- all true - " ^
Then addressing Gilberte again, —
"My ffirl, you are convicted,"

' he said. "Myady w,ll pronounce your sentence. Make it somi^h.ng lastmg wife. Some punishment that shall
cling to her for ever."

Gilberte joined her hands and gazed in alarm ather m,stress s face. The sweet radiance of loving
kmdness there reassured her, but she was puzzJbeyond expression.

i-u^ziea

"Fear not, my brd!" said Yvonne, in a voice

TJ *:f;V''''^'"«''
*«'''^r with overflowing

affection. The punishment which I shall ask yo^
to mfl,ct w,Il cling irrevocably to her and her de-
scendants for ever. Gilberte, the words you usedcan only be atoned for on your knees. Kneel then
before your lord and mine. No- closer- so < "
She c^ed, and, with heaving bosom, held out

the sword and scabbard.

The count drew the sword, and fixed his eyes onthe down-turned face of his servant.

" "^°" ^^''^ Siy^ -"^ the lie. You have called


