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DEDICATION

My Dear Father:

Once, many years ago, in a kind of
despair, you were impelled to say that I would
" never be anything but a rascally lawyer:* This,
it may be, sat upon your conscience,for laterym
turned me gravely towards Paley and the Thirty,
nine Articles; andyet Iknow that inyour deepest
soldtef^s heart, you really pictured me, how
unavadingly, in scarlet and pipeclay, and with
sabre Itke yourself in youth and manhood In^i J disappointed you,for I never had a brief or
a parish, and it was another son ofyours who
earned on your military hopes. But as some
f^'^'^Pology^Ialmost dare hope some recompense
-for what must have seemed wilfulness, I sendyou now this story of a British soldier and his
dear maid,'' which hasfor its background the old
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city of Quebec, whose high ramparts you vdked
first sixty years ago; andfor settings the beginning

of those valiant fightings, which, as I have heard

you say, ''through God's providence and Jamez
Wolfe, gave England her bestpossession!*

You will, I feel sure, quarrel with the fashion

of my campaigns, and be troubled by my ana-

chronisms; but ! beg you to remember that long

agoyou gave myyoung mind much distress when
you told that wonderful sto^y, how you, one man,
" surrounded" ;; dozen enemies, and drove them

prisoners to headquarters. "Surrounded'' mayhave
d^en mere lack ofprecision, but it serves my turn

now, as you see. You once were—and I am pre-

cise here—a gallant swordsman : there are legends

yet of your doings with a crack Dublin bully.

Well, in the last chapter of this tale you shall

find a duel which will perhaps recall those early

days of this century, when your blood was hot and
your hand ready. You would be distrustful of
the details of this scene, did I not tell you that,

though the voice is facob's the hand is anothet^s.

Swordsmen are not so many now in the army or

out of it, that, among them, Mr. Walter Herries

Pollock's name will have escaped you: so, if you
quarrel, let it be with Esau; though, havinggood
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reason to begratefti to him, that would cause me
sorrow.

My dear fcther, you are travelling midway
between eighty and ninety years, with great

health and cheerfulness ; it is my hope you may
top the arch ofyourgood and honourable life with

a century keystone.

Believe me, sir,

Your affectionate son,

GILBERT PARKER

15th September i8g4,

7 Park Place,

St.Jame^s, S.W,
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A NOTE

n^HE actors in this little drama played
their parts on the big stage of a new

continent two hundred years ago. Despots
sat upon the thrones of France and England,
and their representatives on the Hudson and
the St Lawrence were despots too, with greater
opportunity and to better ends. In Canada
Frontenac quarrelled with his Intendant and
his Council, set a stem hand upon the Church
when she crossed with his purposes, cajoled
treated with, and fought the Indians by turn
and cherished a running quarrel with the
English Governor of New York. They were
striving for the friendship of the Iroquois on
the one hand, and for the trade of the Great
West on the other. The French, under such
men as La Salle, had pushed their trading
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posts westward to the great lakes and beyond
the Missouri, and north to the shores of Hudson's
Bay. They traded and fought and revelled,

hot with the spirit of adventure, the best of
pioneers and the worst of colonists. Tardily,

upon their trail, came the English and the
Dutch, slow to acquire but strong to hold ; not
so rash in adventure, nor so adroit in intrigue,

as fond of fighting, but with less of the gift of
the woods, and much more the faculty for

government There was little interchange of
friendliness and trade between the rival colonists

;

and Frenchmen were as rare on Manhattan
Island as Englishmen on the heights of Quebec
—except as prisoners^

G. P.
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THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

«P«(r tht Jtest

CHAPTER I

AN ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY

QNE summer afternoon a taU, good-Iookfag^ Stapling stopped in the midst of tlie
town of New York, and asked his way to the
governor's house. He attracted not a little
attention, and he created as much astonishment
when he came into the presence of the gove^or.He had been announced as an envoy from
Quebec "Some new insolence of the County
Frontenac!-' cried old Richard Nicholls, bring-ng his fist down on the table. For a few
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minutes he talked with his chamber-fellow;
then, « Show the gentleman in," he said.

In the room without, the envoy from Quebec
had stood flicking the dust from his leggings
with a scarf. He was not more than eighteen,
his face had scarcely an inkling of moustache,
but he had an easy upright carriage, with an air
of self-possession, the keenest of grey eyes, a
strong pair of shoulders, a look of daring about
his rather large mouth, which lent him a manli-
ness well warranting his present service. He
had been left alone, and the firet thing he had
done was to turn on his heel and examine the
place swiftly. This he seemed to do mechani-
cally, not as one forecasting danger, not as a
spy. In the curve of his lips, in an occasional
droop of his eyelids, there was a suggestion of
humour

:
less often a quality of the young than

of the old. For even in the late seventeenth
century, youth took itself seriously at times.

Presently, as he stood looking at the sunshine
through the open doc;, a young girl came into
the iane of light, waved her hand, with a little

laugh, to someone in the distance, and stepped



Through the open Door a Young Girl CAME iNio THa Lane of Light.
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AN ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY
,5

inside. At first she did not see him. Her
glances were still cast back the way she had
come. The young man could not follow her
glance, nor was he anything curious. Young as
he was, he could enjoy a fine picture. There
was a pretty demureness in the girl's manner, a
warm piquancy in the turn of the neck, and a
delicacy in her gestures, which to him, fresh from
hard hours in the woods, was part of some de-
l.ghtful Arcady-though Aready was more In
h«ve.ns than of his knowledge. Fortheyoung
se^neur of New France spent far more hou«
with h,s gun than with his Latin, and knew his
bush-ranging vassal better than his tutor; and
th« one was too complete a type of his order to
reverse its recoM. He did not look to his
scanty lace, or set himself seemingly; he did
but stop flicking the scarf held loose in his
fingers, his foot still on the bench. A smfle
played at his lips, and his eyes had a gleam of
ra.Ue.y. He heard the girl say in a soft, quaint
voice, just as she turned towards him, "Foolish

^y I By this he knew that the pretty picture
had for ,ts inspiration one of his own sex.
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She faced him, and gave a little cry of sur-

prise. Then their eyes met Immediately he
made the most elaborate bow of all his life, and
she swept a graceful courtesy Her face was
slightly flushed that this stranger should have
seen, but he carried such an open, cordial

look that she paused, instead of hurrying into

the governor's room, as she had seemed inclined

to do. In the act the string of her hat, slung
over her arm, came loose, and the hat fell

to the floor. Instantly he picked it up and
returned it Neither had spoken a word. It

seemed another act of the light pantomime at
the door. As if they had both thought on the
instant how droll it was, they laughed, and she
said to him naively: "You have come to visit the
governor? You are a Frenchman, are you not?"
To this in slow and careful English, " Yes,"

he replied; "I have come from Canada to see
his excellency. Will you speak French?"
"If you please, no," she anfn.vod, miling,

" your English is better than my ±- rench. But
I must go." And she turned towards the door
of the governor's room.
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" Do not go yet," he said. " Tell me, are you
the governor's daughter?"

She paused, her hand at the door. «0h no,
she answered

; then, in a sprightly way—" are'

you a governor's son ?
"

"I wish I were," he said, "for then there'd
be a new intendant, and we'd put Nick Perrot
in the council."

" What is an intendant ? " she asked, « and
who is Nick Perrot ?

"

"Bien! an intendant is a man whom King
Louis appoints to worry the governor and the
gentlemen of Canada, and to interrupt the trade.
Nicolas Perrot is a fine fellow, and a great
coureur du bois, and helps to get the governor
out of troubles to-day, the intendant to-

morrow. He is a splendid fighter. Perrot is

my friend."

He said this, not with an air of boasting, but
with a youthful and enthusiastic pride, which
was relieved by the twinkle in his eyes and his
frank manner

"Who brought you here?" she asked de-
murely. « Are they inside with the governor ? "
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He saw the raillery ; thongh, indec d, it was

natural to suppose that he had no business with

the governor, but had merely ome with some^

one. The queftion was not flattering. His

hand wenc up to his c:hin a little awkwardly.

She noted h^w large yet how well-shaped it

was, or, rather, she remembered afterwards.

Then it dropped upon the hilt of the rapier he

wore, and he answered with good self-posses-

sion, though a little hot spot showed on his

cheek: "The governor must have other guests

who are no men of mine; for he keeps an

envoy from Count Frontenac long in his

anteroom."

The girl became very youthful indeed, and a

merry light danced in her eyes and warmed her

cheek. She came a step nearer. "It is not so?

You do not come from Count Frontenac—all

alone, do you ?
"

" I'll tell you after I have told the governor,"

he answered, pleased and amased.

" Oh, I shall hear when the governor hears,"

she answered, with a soft quaintness, and then

vanished into the governor's chamber. She
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had scarce entered when the door opened again
and the servant, a Scotsman, came out to say
that his excellency would receive him. He
went briskly forward, but presently paused. A
sudden sense of shyness possessed him. It was
not the first time he had been ushered into vice-
regal presence, but his was an odd position
He was in a strange land, charged with an
embassy which accident had thrust upon him.
Then, too, the presence of the girl had with-
drawn him for an instant from the imminence
of h,s duty. His youth came out of him, and
in the pause one could fairly see him turn into
man.

He had not the dark complexion of so many
of his race, but was rather Saxon in face, with
nch, curling, brown hair. Even in that brave
time one mi^t safely have bespoken (or him
a large career. And even while the Scotsman
in the doorway eyed him with distant depreca-
t.on,-as he eyed all Frenchman, good and bad.
^gly or handsome,-he put oiT his hesitation
and e„te.ed the governor's chamber. Colonel
Nicholl, came forward to greet Wm, and
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then suddenly stopped, astonished. Then he

wheeled upon the girl. ^'Jessica, you njad-

cap I " he said in a low voice.

She was leanings against a tall chair, both

hands grasping the back of it, her chin just level

with the top. She had told the governor that

Count Frontenac had sent him a lame old man,

and that, enemy or none, he ought not to be

kept waiting, with arm in sling and bandaged

head. Sea,t;ed at the table near her was a grave

member of the governor's council, William

Drayton by name. He lifted a reproving finger

at her now, but with a smile on his kindly

face, and "Fie, fie, young lady!" he said, in a

whisper.

Presently the governor mastered his surprise,

and seeing that the young man was of birth

and quality, extended his hand cordially enough,

and said, "I am glad to greet you, sir"; and

motioned him to a seat. " But, pray, sit down,"

he added, " and let us hear the message Count

Frontenac has sent Meanwhile we would be

favoured with your name and rank."

The young man thrust a hand into his
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doublet and drew forth a packet of papers. As
he handed it over, he said in English,—for till

then the governor had spoken French, having

once served with the army of France, and lived

at the French Court,—** Your excellency, my
name is Pierre le Moyne of Iberville, son of

Charles le Moyne, a seigneur of Canada, of

whom you may have heard." (The governor

nodded.) " I was not sent by Count Frontenac

to you. My father was his envoy: to debate

with you our trade in the far West and our

dealings with the Iroquois."

" Exactly," said old William Drayton, tapping

the table with his forefinger; "and a very

sound move, upon my soul."

" Ay, ay," said the governor, "I know of

your father well enough. A good fighter and

an honest gentleman, as they say. But pro-

ceed. Monsieur le Moyne of Iberville."

" I am called Iberville," said the young man
simply. Then, " My father and myself started

from Quebec with good Nick Perrot, the

coureur du dots"—
**I know him too," the governor interjected
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—"a scoundrel worth his weight in gold to your
Count Frontenac"

« For whose head Count Frontenac has offered
gold in his time," answered Iberville, with a
smile.

"A very pretty wit," said old William Dray-
ton, nodding softly towards the girl, who was
casting bright, quizzical glances at the youth
over the back of the chair.

Iberville went on, "Six days ago we were
set upon by a score of your Indians, dnd might
easily have left our scalps with them; but, as
it chanced, my father was wounded, I came off
scot-free, and we had the joy of ridding your
excellency of half a dozen rogues."

The governor lifted his eyebrows and said
nothing. The face of the girl over against the
back of the chair had become grave.

"It was in question whether Perrot or I

should bear Count Frontenac's message. Perrot
knew the way, I did not; Perrot also knew the
Indians."

"But Perrot," said the governor bluffly, "would
have been the letter-carrier; you are a kind
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of ambassador. Upon my soul, yes, a sort of

ambassador I " he added, enjoying the idea ; for,

look at it how you would, Iberville was but a boy.

" That was my father's thought and my own,"

answered Iberville coolly. "There was my
father to care for till his wound was healed

and he could travel back to Quebec, so' we

thought it better Perrot should stay with him.

A Le Moyne was to present himself, and a Le

Moyne has done so."

The governor was impressed more deeply

than he showed. It was a time of peace, but

the young man's journey among Indian braves

and English outlaws, to whom a French scalp

was a thing of price, was hard and hazardous.

His reply was cordial, then his fingers came to

the seal of the packet ; but the girl's hand

touched his arm.

" I know his name," she said in the governor's

ear, " but he does not know mine."

The governor patted her hand, and then

rejoined, " Now, now, I forgot the lady ; but I

cannot always remember tliat you are full fifteen

years old."



»4 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

Standing up, with all due gravity and courtesy,

"Monsieur Iberville," he said, "let me present
you to Mistress Jessica Leveret, the daughter
of my good and honoured and absent friend,

the Honourable Hogarth Leveret"

So the governor and his councillor stood
shoulder to shoulder at one window, debating
Count Frontenac's message ; and shoulder to
shoulder at another stood Iberville and Jessica
Leveret. And what was between these at
that moment—though none could have guessed
it—signified as much to the colonies of France
and England, at strife in the New Worid, as the
deliberations of their elders.



CHAPTER II

THE THREAT OF A RENEGADE

TEERVILLE was used to the society of

A women. Even as a young lad, his father's

notable place in the colony, and the freedom

and gaiety of life in Quebec and Montreal,

had drawn upon him a notice which was as

much a promise of the future as an accent of

the present And yet, through all of it, he was
ever better inspired by the grasp of a common
soldier, who had served with Carignan-Sali^res,

or by the greeting and gossip of such woodsmen
as Du Lhut, Mantet, La Durantaye, and, most
of all, his staunch friend Perrot, chief of the

coureurs du bois. Truth is, in his veins was
the strain of war and adventure first and before

all. Under his tutor, the good P^re Dollier de
Casson, he had never endured his classics, save

86
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for the sake of Hector and Achilles and their
kind

;
and hfs knowledge of English, which his

father had pressed him to learn.-for he himself
had felt the lack of it in dealings with Dutch and
English traders,--only grew in proportion as he
was given Shakespeare and Raleigh to explore.
Soon the girl laughed up at him. " I have

been a great traveller," she said, "and I have
ears. I have been as far west as Albany
and south to Virginia, with my father, who.
perhaps you do not know, is in England now.
And they told me everywhere that Frenchmen
are bold, dark men, with great black eyes and
very fine laces and wigs, and a trick of bowing
and making foolish compliments; and they are
not to be trusted, and they will not fight except
m the woods, where there are trees to climb. But
I see that it is not all true, for you are not dark
your eyes are not big or black, your laces are not
much to see, you do not make compliments"—

« I shall begin now," he interrupted.

"—you must be trusted a little, or Count
Frontenac would not send you, and—and—tell

me: would you fight if you had a chance?"

j^-i.*.»Jfc:a:tTiT|-'-r Ttiiin



THE THREAT OF A RENEGADE 37

No one of her sex had ever talked so to Iber-

ville. Her demure raillery, her fresh, frank im-

pertinence, through which there ran a pretty

air of breeding, her innocent disregard of

formality, all joined to impress him, to in-

terest him. He was not so much surprised at

the elegance and cleverness of her speech, for

in Quebec giris of her age were skilled in

languages and arts, thanks to the great bishop,

Laval, and to Marie of the Incarnation. In

response to her a smile flickered upon his lips.

He had a quick fierce temper, but it had never

been severely tried ; and so well used was he to

looking cheerfully upon things, so keen had
been his zest in living, that, where himself was
concerned, his vanity was not easily touched.

So, looking with genial dryness, "You will

hardly believe it, of course," he said, "but
wings I have not yet grown, and the walking

is bad 'twixt here and the Chateau St Louis."

« Iroquois traps," she suggested, with a smile.

"With a trick or two of English footpads,"

was his reply.

Meanwhile his eye had loitered between the IB
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two men in council at the farther window and the
garden, into which he and the girl were looking.
Presently he gave a little start and a low whistle,
and his eyelids slightly drooped, giving him a
handsome sulkiness. «Is it so?" he said be-
tween his teeth, « Radisson—Radisson, as I livel"
He had seen a man cross a comer of the

yard. This man was short, dark-bearded, with
black, lanky hair, brass earrings, and buckskin
leggings, all the typical equipment of the French
soureur du bois. Iberville had only got one
glance at his face, but the sinister profile could
never be forgotten, /t once the man passed
out of view. The girl had not seen him, she
had been watching her companion. Presently
she said, her fingers just brushing his sleeve,
for he stood eyeing the point where the man
had disappeared: « Wonderful 1 you look now
as if you would fight. Oh, fierce, fierce as the
governor when he catches a French spy."

He turned to her and, with a touch of irony,
" Pardon / " he retorted. " Now I shall look as
blithe as the governor when a traitor deserts to
him."



THE THREAT OF A RENEGADE 29

Of purpose he spoke loud enough to be heard

by the governor and his friend. The governor

turned sharply on him. He had caught the

ring in the voice, that rash enthusiasm of eager

youth, and, taking a step towards Iberville,

Count Frontenac's letter still poised in his

hand, " Were your words meant for my hearing,

monsieur?" he said. "Were you speaking of

me or of your governor ?
"

" I was thinking of one Radisson a traitor, and

I was speaking of yourself, your excellency."

The governor had asked his question in

French, in French the reply was given. Both

the girl and Councillor Drayton followed with

difficulty. Jessica looked a message to her

comrade in ignorance. The old man touched

the governor's arm. "Let it be in English if

monsieur is willing. He speaks it well."

The governor was at work to hide his anger

:

he wished good greeting to Count Frontenac's

envoy, and it seemed not fitting to be touched

by the charges of a boy. "I must tell you

frankly. Monsieur Iberville," he said, "that I

do not choose to find a sort of challenge in

ti
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your words
;
and I doubt that your father, had

he been here, would have spoke quite so roundly.
But I am for peace and happy temper when I
can. I may not help it if your people, tired of
the governance of Louis of France, come into
the good ruling of King Charles. As for this
man Radisson

: what is it you would have?"
Iberville was now well settled back upon his

native courage. He swallowed the rebuke with
grace, and replied with frankness, « Radisson
is an outlaw. Once he attempted Count
Frontenac's life. He sold a band of our traders
to the Iroquois. He led your Hollanders
stealthily to cut off the Indians of the west, who
were coming with their year's furs to our mer-
chants. There is peace between your colony and
ours—is it fair to harbour such a wretch in youi
court-yard ? It was said up in Quebec, your ex-
cellency, that such men have eaten at your table."
During this speech the governor seemed

choleric, but a change passed over him, and
he fell to admiring the lad's boldness. « Upon
my soul, monsieur," he said "you are council,
judge, and juiy all in one; but I think I need
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not weigh the thing with you, for his excellency,

from whom you come, has set forth this same
charge,"—he tapped the paper,—"and we will

not spoil good fellowship by threshing it now."

He laughed a little ironically. " And I promise

you," he added, "that your Radisson shall

neither drink wine nor eat bread with you at

my table. And now, come, let us talk awhile

together ; for, lest any accident befal the packet

you shall bear, I wish you to carry in your

memory, with great distinctness, the terms of

my writing to your governor. I would that

it were not to be written, for I hate the quill,

and Tve seen the time I would rather point

my sword red than my quill black."

By this the shadows were falling. In the

west the sun was slipping down behind the

hills, leaving the strong day with a rosy and
radiant glamour, that faded away in eloquent

tones to the grey, tinsel softness of the zenith.

Out in the yard a sumach bush was aflame.

Rich tiger-lilies thrust in at the sill, and lazy

flies and king bees boomed in and out of the

window. Something out of the sunset, out of
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the glorious freshness and primal majesty of the
new land, diffused through the room where
those four people stood, and made them silent.

Presently the governor drew his chair to the

table, and motioned Councillor Drayton and
Iberville to be seated.

The girl touched his arm. "And where am I

to sit?" she asked demurely. Colonel Nicholls

pursed his lips and seemed to frown severely on
her. "To sit? Why, in your room, mistress.

Tut, tut, you are too bold. If I did not know
your father was coming soon to bear you off,

new orders should be issued. Yes, yes, e'en as I

say," he added, as he saw the laughter in her eyes.

She knew that she could wind the big-

mannered soldier about her finger. She had
mastered his household, she was the idol of the

settlement, her flexible intelligence, the flush of

the first dedicate bounty ofwomanhood had made
him her slave. In a matter of vexing weight

he would not have let her stay, but such

deliberatings as he would have with Iberville

could well bear her scrutiny. He reached out

to pinch her cheek, but she deftly tipped her
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head and caught his outstretched fingers. " But
where am I to sit ? " she persisted.

"Anywhere, then, but at the council-table,"

was his response, as he wagged a finger at her

and sat down. Going over she perched herself

on a high stool in the window behind Iberville.

He could not see her, and, if he thought at all

about it, he must have supposed that she could

not see him. Yet she could; for against the

window -frame was a mirror, and it reflected

his face and the doings at the board. She
did not listen to the rumble of voices. She fell

to studying Iberville. Once or twice she laughed

softly to herself.

As she turned to the window a man passed

by and looked in at her. His look was singular,

and she started. Something about his face was
familiar. She found her mind feeling among
far memories, for even the past of the young
stretches out interminably. She shuddered, and
a troubled look came into her eyes. Yet she

could not remember. She leaned slightly for-

ward, as if she were peering into that bygone
world which, may be, is wider than the future

3
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for all of us—^the past. Her eyes gjrew deep and

melancholy. The sunset seemed to brighten

around her all at once, and enmesh her in a

golden web, burnishing her hair, and it fell

across her brow with a peculiar radiance,

leaving the temples in shadow, softening and

yet lighting the carmine of her cheeks and
lips, giving a feeling of life to her dress, which

itself was like dusty gold. Her hands were

caught and clasped at her knees. There was
something spiritual and exalted in the picture.

It had, too, a touch of tragedy, for something

out of her nebulous past had been reflected

in faint shadows in her eyes, and this again,

by strange, delicate processes, was expressed

in every line of her form, in all the aspect of

her face. It was as if some knowledge were

being filtered to her through myriad atmos-

pheres of premonition ; as though the gods in

pity foreshadowed a great trouble, that the first

rudeness of misety might be spared.

She did not note that Iberville had risen,

and had come round the table to look over

Councillor Drayton's shoulder at a map spread
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out After standing a moment watching, the

councillor's finger his pilot, he started back to his

seat As he did so he caught sight of her still

in that poise of wonderment and sadness. He
stopped short, then glanced at Colonel Nicholls

and the councillor. Both were bent over the

map, talking in eager tones. He came softly

round the table, and was about to speak over

her shoulder, when she drew herself up with a

little shiver and seemed to come back from afar.

Her hands went up to her eyes. Then she

heard him. She turned quickly, with the

pageant of her dreams still wavering in her

face; smiled at him distantly, looked towards

the window again in a troubled way, then

stepped softly and swiftly to the door, and

passed out Iberville watched the door close

and turned to the window. Again he saw,

and this time nearer to the window, Radisson,

and with him the man who had so suddenly

mastered Jessica.

He turned to Colonel Nicholls. "Your

excellency," he said, "will you not let me tell

Count Frontenac that you forbid Radisson your
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purlieus? For, believe me, sir, there is no greater

rogue unhanged, as you shall find some day to

the hurt of your colony, if you shelter him."

The governor rose and paced the room

thoughtfully. "He is proclaimed by Fron-

tenac?" he asked.

"A price is on his head. As a Frenchman I

should shoot him like a wolf where'er I saw him

;

and so I would now were I not Count Frontenac's

ambassador and in your excellency's presence."

"You speak manfully, monsieur," said the

governor, not ill-pleased; "but how might you

shoot him now? Is he without there?" At this

he came to where Iberville stood, and looked

out " Who is the fellow with him ? " he asked.

"A cut-throat scoundrel, I'll swear, though

his face is so smug," said Iberville. "What
think you, sir?" turning to the councillor, who
was peering between their shoulders.

"As artless yet as strange a face as I have

ever seen," answered the merchant. "What's

his business here, and why comes he with the

other rogue? He would speak with your

excellency, I doubt not," he added
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Colonel Nicholls turned to Ibemlle. '*You

shall have your way," he said. ** Yon renegade

was useful when we did not know what sudden

game was playing from Ch&teau St. Louis ; for,

as you can guess, he has friends as faithless as

himself. But to please your governor, I will

proclaim him."

He took his stick and tapped the floor.

Waiting a moment, he tapped again. There

was no sign. He opened the door; but his

Scots bodyguard was not in sight. "That's

unusual," he said. Then, looking round,

"Where is our other councillor? Gone?" he

laughed. "Faith, I did not see her go. And

now we can swear that where the dear witch

is will Morris, my Scotsman, be found. Well,

well! They have their way with us whether

we will or no. But, here, I'll have your Radisson

in at once."

He was in act to call when Morris entered.

With a little hasty rebuke he gave his order to

the man. " And look you, my good Morris," he

added, " tell Sherlock and Weir to stand ready.

I may need the show of firearms."
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Turning to Iberville, he said, "I trust you

will rest with us some days, monsieur. We
shall have sports and junketings ?,non. We are

not yet so grim as ou Is in M-^ssachusetts."

" I think I might veni-re two Jays with you,

sir, if for nothing else, to see Radisson pro-

claimed. Count Frontenac would gladly cut

months from his calendar to know you ceased

to harbour one who can prove no friend," was

the reply.

The governor smiled. " You have a rare taste

for challenge, monsieur. To be frank, I will

say your gift is more that of the soldier than

the envoy. But upon my soul, if you will permit

me, I think no less of you for that"

Then the door opened, and Morris brought

In Radisson. The keen, sinister eyes of the

woodsman travelled from face to face, and

then rested savagely on Iberville. He scented

trouble, and traced it to its source. Iberville

drew back to the window and, resting his arm

on the high stool where Jessica had sat, waited

the event Presently the governor came over to

him.
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"You can understand," he said quietly, "that

this man has been used by my people, and that

things may be said which"

—

Iberville waved his hand respectfully. "I

understand, your excellency," he said. " I will

go." He went to the door.

The woodsman as he passed broke out,

"There is the old saying of the woods, 'It is

mad for the young wolf to trail the old bear.'"

"That is so," rejoined Iberville, with excellent

coolness, "if the wolf holds not the spring of

the trap."

In the outer room were two soldiers and the

Scot He nodded, passed into the yard, and

there he paced up and down. Once he saw

Jessica's face at a window, he was astonished

to see how changed. It wore a grave, an appre-

hensive loo^ He fell to wondering, but, even

as he wondered, his habit of observation made

him take in every feature of the governor's house

and garden, so that he could have reproduced

all as it was mirrored in his eye. Presently he

found himself again associating Radisson's

comrade with the vague terror in Jessica's face.
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At last he saw the fellow come forth between

two soldiers, and the woodsman turned his head

from side to side, showing his teeth like a wild

beast at sight of Iberville. His black brows

twitched over his vicious eyes. "There are

many ways to hell. Monsieur Iberville," he said

;

"I will show you one. Some day when you

think you tread on a wisp of straw, it will be

a snake with the deadly tooth. You have made
an outlaw—take care I When the outlaw tires

of the game, he winds it up quick. And
someone pays for the candles and the cards."

Iberville walked up to him. " Radisson," he

said in a voice well controlled, " you have always

been an outlaw. In our native country you

were a traitor; in this, you are the traitor still.

I am not sorry for you, for you deserve not

mercy. Prove me wrong. Go back to Quebec;

offer to pay with your neck, then "

—

"I will have my hour," said the woodsman,

and started on.

"It's a pity," said Iberville to himself; "as

fine a woodsman as Perrot too I

"
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CHAPTER III

THE FACE AT THE WINDOW

AT the governor's table that night certain

ladies and gentlemen assembled to do the

envoy honour. There came, too, a young gentle-

man, son of a distinguished New Englander, his

name George Gering, who was now in New York

for the first time. The truth is, his visit was to

Jessica, his old playmate, the mistress of his

boyhood. Her father was in England, her

mother had been dead many years, and Colonel

Nicholls and his sister being kinsfolk, a whole

twelvemonth ago she had been left with them.

Her father had thought at first to house her

with his old friend Edward Gering, but he loved

the Cavalier-like tone of Colonel Nicholls' house-

hold better than the less inspiriting air which

Madam Puritan Gering suffused about her homa
41
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Himself in early youth had felt the austerity of

a Cavalier father turned a Puritan on a sudden,

and he wished no such experience for his

daughter. For all her abundancy of life and

feeling, he knew how plastic and impressionable

she was, and he dreaded to see that exaltation

of her fresh spirit touched with gloom. She

was his only child, she had been little out of

his sight, her education had gone on under

his own care, and, in so far as was possible

in a new land, he had surrounded her with

gracious influences. He looked forward to any

definite separation (as marriage) with apprehen-

sion. Perhaps one of the rfeasons why he chose

Colonel Nicholls' house for her home, was a

fear lest George Gering should so impress her

that she might somehow change ere his return.

And in those times brides of sixteen were

common as now they are rare.

She sat on the governor's left All the

brightness,- the soft piquancy, which Iberville

knew, had returned; and he wondered— for-

tunate to know that wonder so young—at her

varying m(^ds. She talked little, and most with
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the governor; but her presence seemed per-

vasive, the aura in her veins flowed from her eye

and made an atmosphere that h'ghted even

the scarred and rather sulky faces of two officers

of His Majesty near. They had served with

Nicholls in Spain, but not having eaten King

Louis' bread, eyed all Frenchmen askance, and

were not needlessly courteous to Iberville,

whose achievements they could scarce appre-

ciate, having done no Indian fighting.

Iberville sat at the governor's end, Gering at

the other. It was remarkable to Iberville that

Gering's eyes were much on Jessica, and in the

spirit of rivalry, the legitimate growth of race

and habit, he began to speak to her with the

air of easy but deliberate playfulness which

marked their first meeting.

Presently she spoke across the table to him,

after Colonel Nicholls had pledged him heartily

over wine. The tone was a half whisper as of

awe, in reality a pretty mockery. "Tell me,"

she said, "what is the bravest and greatest thing

you ever did ?
"

"Jessica, Jessica!" said the governor in
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reproof. An old Dutch burgher laughed into
his hand, and His Majesty's officers cocked
their ears, for the whisper was more arresting
than any loud talk. Iberville coloured, but the
flush passed quickly and left him unembarrassed.
He was not hurt, not even piqued, for he felt

well used to her dainty raillery. But he saw
that Gering's eyes were on him, and the lull

that fell as by a common instinct—for all could
not have heard the question—gave him a thrill

of timidity. But, smiling, he said drily across
the table, his voice quiet and clear, «My bravest
and greatest thing was to answer an English
lady's wit in English."

A murmur of applause ran round, and Jessica
laughed and clapped her hands. For the first

time in his life Gering had a pang of jealousy
and envy. Only that afternoon he had spent
a happy hour with Jessica in the governor's
garden, and he had then made an advance
upon the simple relations of their life in Boston.
She had met him without self-consciousness^

persisting in her old ways, and showing only
when she left him, and then for a breath, that
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she saw his new attitude. Now the eyes

of the two men met, and Gering's dark face

flushed and his brow lowered. Perhaps no one

saw but Iberville, but he, seeing, felt a sudden

desire to play upon the other's weakness. He
was too good a sportsman to show temper in a

game ; he had suddenly come to the knowledge

that love, too, is a game, and needs playing. By
this time the dinner was drawing to its close,

and now a singular thing happened. As Jessica,

with demure amusement, listened to the talk

that followed Iberville's sally, she chanced to

lift her eyes to a window. She started, changed

colour, and gave a little cry. The governor's

hand covered hers at once as he followed her

look. It was a summer's night and the curtained

windows were partly open. Iberville noted that

Jessica's face wore the self-same shadow as in

the afternoon when she had s^n the stranger

with Radisson.

"What was it, my dear?" said the governor.

She did not answer, but pressed his hand

nervously.

"A spy, I believe," said Iberville, in a low voice.
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" Yes, yes," said Jessica in a half whisper ;
** a

man looked in at the window; a face that I

have seen—^but I can't remember when."

The governor went to the window and drew

the curtains. There was nothing to see. He
ordered Morris, who stood behind his chair, to

have the ground searched and to bring in any

straggler. Already both the officers were on

their way to the door, and at this point it

opened and let in a soldier. He said that as

he and his comrade were returning from their

duty with Radisson, they saw a man lurking

in the grounds and seized him. He had made
no resistance, and was now under guard in

the anteroom. The governor apologised to

his guests, but the dinner could not be ended

formally now, so the ladies rose and retired.

Jessica, making a mighty effort to recover her-

self, succeeded so well that ere she went she

was able to reproach herself for her alarm ; the

more so because the governor's sister showed

her such consideration as would be given a

frightened child,—and she had begun to feel

something more.

11
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The ladies gone, the governor drew his guests
about him and ordered in the prisoner. Morris
spoke up, saying that the man had begged an
interview with the governor that afternoon, but,

being told that his excellency was engaged,
had said another hour would do. This man
was the prisoner. He came in under guard,
but he bore himself quietly enough and made a
low bow to the governor. He was not an ill-

favoured fellow. His eye was steely cold, but
his face was hearty and round, and remarkably
free from viciousness. He had a cheerful air and
an alert freedom of manner, which suggested
good fellowship and honest enterprise. Where
his left hand had been was an iron hook, but
not obtrusively in view, nor did it give any
marked grimness to his appearance. Indeed,
the effect was almost comical when he lifted it

and scratched his head and then rubbed his
chin with it ; it made him look part bumpkin
and part sailor. He bore the scrutiny of the
company very well, and presently bowed again
to the governor as one who waited the expression
of that officer's goodwill and pleasure.



4d THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

^ ^

\ i

IP I

" Now, fellow," said the colonel, " think your-

self lucky my soldiers here did not shoot you

without shrift You chance upon good-natured

times. When a spying stranger comes dangling

about these windows, my men are given to

adorning the nearest tree with him. Out with

the truth now. Who and what are you, and

why are you here ?
"

The fellow bowed. " I am the captain of a

little trading schooner, the NeU Gwynn, which

anchors in the roadstead till I have laid some

private business before your excellency and can

get on to the Spanish Indies."

" Business—private business I Then what in

the name of all that's infernal," quoth Nicholls,

" brought your sneaking face to yon window to

fright my lady - guests ? " The memory of

Jessica's alarm came hotly to his mind. "By
God," he said, " I have a will to see you lifted,

for means to better manners."

The man stood very quiet, now and again, how-

ever, raising the hook to stroke his chin. He
showed no fear, but Iberville, with his habit ofob-

servation, caught in his eyes, shining superficially

I
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with a sailor's open honesty, a strange ulterior

look. « My business," so he answered Nicholls,

" is for your excellency's ears." He bowed again.
" Have done with scraping. Now, I tell you

what, my gentle spy, if your business hath not
concern I'll stretch you by your fingers there
to our public gallows, and my fellows shall fill

you with small shot as full as a pod of peas."

The governor rose and went into another
room, followed by this strange visitor and the
two soldiers. There he told the guard to wait
at the door, which entered into the anteroom.
Then he unlocked a drawer and took out of it a
pair of pistols. These he laid on the table (for he
knew the times), noting the while that the seaman
watched him with a pensive, deprecating grin.

"Well, sir," he said sharply (for he was some-
thing nettled), "out with your business, and your
name in preface."

"My name is Edward Bucklaw, and I have
come to your excellency because I know there
is no braver and more enterprising gentleman in
the world." He paused.

"So much for preamble; now for the discourae."
4
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"By your excellency's leave. I am a poor

man. I have only my little craft and a handful

of seamen picked up at odd prices. But there's

gold and silver enough I know of, owned by no

man, to make cargo and ballast for the Nell

Gwynn, or another twice her size."

" Gold and silver," said the governor, cocking

his ear and eyeing his visitor up and down.

Colonel Nicholls had an acquisitive instinct;

he was interested. "Well! well! gold and

silver," he continued, "to fill the Nell Gwynn

and another ? And what concern is that ofmine ?

Let your words come plain off your tongue;

I have no time for foolery."

"'Tis no foolery on my tongue, sir, as you

may please to see."

He drew a paper from his pocket and shook

it out as he came a little nearer, speaking all

the while. His voice had gone low, running to a

soft kind of chuckle, and his eyes were snapping

with fire, which Iberville alone had seen was

false. " I have come to make your excellency's

fortune, if you will stand by with a good, stout

ship and a handful of men to see me through."
\ <

\\ \
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The governor shrugged his shoulders.

•* Babble," he said, "all babble and bubble. But
go on."

"Babble, your honour! Every word of it is

worth a pint of guineas ; and this is the pith of
it. Far down West Indies way, some twenty-
five, maybe, or thirty years ago, there was a
plate ship wrecked upon a reef. I got it from
a Spaniard, who had been sworn upon oath
to keep it secret by priests who knew. The
priests were killed and after a time the Spaniard
died also, but not until he had given me the
ways whereby I should get at what makes a
man's heart rap in his weasand."

"Let me see your chart," said the governor.

A half-hour later he rose, went to the door, and
sent a soldier for the two king's officers. As he
did so, Bucklaw eyed the room-doors, windows,
fireplaces, with a grim, stealthy smile trailing

across his face. Then suddenly the good creature
was his old good self again—the comfortable
shrewdness, the buoyant devil-may-care, the hook
strokingthechin pensively. And the king'sofficers

came in, and soon all four were busy with the map.
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CHAPTER IV

THE UPLIFTING OF THE SWORDS

T BEHVILLE and Gering sat on with the
A tobacco and the wine. The older men
had joined the ladies, the governor having

politely asked them to do so when they chose.

The other occupant of the room was Morris,

who still stood stolidly behind his master's chair.

For a time he heard the talk of the two
young men as in a kind of dream. Their words
were not loud, their manner was amicable
enough, if the sharing of a bottle were anything
to the point But they were sitting almost the

full length of the table from him, and to quarrel

courteously and with an air hath ever been a
quality in men of gentle blood.

If Morris's eyesight had bsen better, he would
have seen that Gering handled his w?ne

a
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nervously, and had put down his long Du^ch
pipe. He would also have seen that Iberville
was smoking with deliberation, and drinking
with a kind of mannered coolness. Gering's
face was flushed, his fine nostrils were swelling
viciously, his teeth showed white agrinst his
red lips, and his eyes glinted. There was a
kind of devilry at Iberville's large and sensuous
mouth, but his eyes were steady and provoking,
and while Gering's words went forth pantingly,'
Iberville's were slow and concise, and chosen
with the certainty of a lapidary.

It is hard to tell which had started the quarrel,
but an edge was on their talk from the begin-*
ning. Gering had been m< /ed by a boyish
jealousy

;
Iberville, who saw the injustice of his

foolish temper, had played his new-found enemy
with a malicious adroitness. The aboriginal
passions were strong in him. He had come of
a people which had to do with essentials in the
matter of emotions. To love, to hate, to fight
to explore, to hunt, to be loyal, to avenge, to
bow to Mother Church, to honour the king, to
beget children, to taste outlawry under a more
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refined name, and to die without whining : that

was its range of duty, and a very sufficient range

it was.

The talk had been running on Bucklaw. It

had then shifted to Radisson. Gering had

crowded home with flagrant emphasis the fact

that,while Radisson was a traitor and a scoundrel,

—which Iberville himself had admitted with an

ironical frankness,—he was also a Frenchman.

It was at this point that Iberville remembered,

also with something of irony, the words that

Jessica had used that afternoon when she came
out of the sunshine into the anteroom of the

governor*s chamber. She had waved her hand

into the distance and had said, " Foolish boy I

"

He knew very well that that part of the game
was turned against him, but with a kind of

cheerful recklessness, as was ever his way with

odds against him,—and he guessed that the odds

were with Gering in the matter of Jessica,—he

bent across the table and repeated them with

an exasperating turn to his imperfect accent.

"Foolish boy!" he said, and awaited, not for

long, the event
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"A fool's lie," retorted Gering, in a low, angry

voice, and spilled his wine.

At that Iberville's heart thumped in his

throat with anger, and the roof of his mouth

became dry ; never in his life had he been called

a liar. The first time that insult strikes a youth

of spirit he goes a little mad. But he was very

quiet—an ominous sort of quietness, even in

a boy. He got to his feet and leaned over

the table, speaking in words that dropped on

the silence like metal ;
" Monsieur, there is but

one answer."

At this point Morris, roused from his elaborate

musings, caught, not very clearly, at the meaning

of it all. But he had not time to see more,

for just then he was called by the governor,

and passed into the room where Mammon, for

the moment, perched like a leering, little dwarf

upon the shoulders of adventurous gentlemen

grown avaricious on a sudden.

"Monsieur, there is but one way. Well?"

repeated Iberville.

*' I am ready," replied Gering, also getting to

his feet.



l_ ,

S6 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

The Frenchman was at once alive to certain

difficulties. He knew that an envoy should not
fight, and that he could ask no one to stand
his second; also that it would not be possible

to arrange a formal duel between opposites so

young as Gering and himself. He sketched

this briefly, and the Bostonian nodded moody
assent.

"Come, then," said Iberville, "let us find a
place. My sword is at my hand. Yours ?

'*

"Mine Is not far off," answered Gering
sullenly.

Iberville forbore to point a moral, but walked
to the mantel, above which hung two swords of
finest steel, with richly-chased handles. He
had noted them as soon as he had entered the

room. « By the governor's leave," he said, and
took them down. "Since we are to ruffle him,
let him furnish the spurs—eh? Shall we use
these, and so be even as to weapons ? But see,"

he added, with a burst of frankness, "I am in

a—a trouble." It was not easy on the instant

to find the English word. He explained the
duties of his mission. It was singular to ask
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his enemy that he should see his papers handed
to Count Frontenac if he were killed, but it was
characteristic of him.

"I will see the papers delivered," said Gering,
with equal frankness.

"That is, if by some miraculous chance I

should be killed," added Ibervilla « But I have
other ends in view."

"I have only one end in view," retorted
Gering. "But. wait," he said, as they neared
the door leading into the main hall; "we may
be seen. There is another way into the grounds
through a little hall here." He turned and
opened a door almost as small as a panel. "

I

was shown this secret door the other day, and
since ours is a secret mission let us use it"

"Very well. But a minute more," said Iber-

ville. He went and unhooked a fine brass
lantern, of old Dutch workmanship, swung from
the ceiling by a chain. « We shall need a light,"

he remarked.

They passed into the musty little hallway,
and Gering with some difficulty drew back the
bolts. The door creaked open and they stepped
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out into the garden, Iberville leading the way.

He had not conned his surroundings that after-

noon for nothing, and when they had reached

a quiet place among some firs he hung the

lantern to the branch of a tree, opening the

little ornamental door so that the light streamed

out. There was not much of it but it would

serve, and without a word, like two old warriors,

they took off their coats.

Meanwhile Morris had returned to the dining-

room to find Jessica standing agaze there. She

had just come in; for, chancing to be in her

bed-chamber, which was just over the secret

hallway, she had heard Gering shoot the bolts.

Now, the chamber was in a corner, so that the

window faced another way, but the incident

seemed strange to her, and she stood for a

moment listening. Then heani^g the door shut,

she ran down the stairs, knocked at the dining-

room door and, getting no answer, entered,

meeting Morris as he came from the governor's

room.

"Morris, Morris," she said, "where are they

all?"
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"The governor is in his room, mistress."

«'Who are with him?"

He told her.

"Where are the others?" she u»--ed. "Mr.

Gering and Monsieur Iberville—where are they?"

The man's eyes had flashed to the place

where the swords were used to hang. "Lord

God I " he said under his breath.

Her eyes had followed his. She ran forward

to the wall and threw up her hands against it.

"O Morris" she said distractedly, "they have

taken the swords I" Then she went past him

swiftly through the panel and the outer door.

She glanced around quickly, running, as she did

so, with a kind of blind instinct towards the

clump of firs. Presently she saw a little stream

of light in the trees. Always a creature of

abundant energy and sprightliness, she swept

through the night, from the comedy behind to

the tragedy in front ; the grey starlight falling

about her white dress and making her hair

seem like a cloud behind her as she ran.

Suddenly she came in on the two sworders

with a scared, transfigured face.
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Iberville had his man at ui advantage, and
was making the most of it when she came in at

an angle behind the other, and the sight of her

stayed his arm. It was but for a breath, but

it served. Gering had not seen, and his sword

ran up Iberville's arm, making a little trench in

the flesh.

She ran in on them from the gloom, saying in

a sharp, aching voice, « Stop, stop I Oh, what

madness!'^

The points dropped and they stepped back.

She stood between them, looking from one to

the other. At that moment Morris burst in

also. *' In God's name," he said, " is this your

honouring of the king's governor? Ye that

have eat and drunk at his table the nicht!

Have ye nae sense o' your manhood, young
gentlemen, that for a mad gossip ewer the v/ine

ye wend into the dark to cut each other's throats?

Think—think shame, baith o' ye, being as ye
are of them that should know better."

Gering moodily put on his coat and held his

peace. Iberville tossed his sword aside, and
presently wrung the blood from his white sleeve.

P (^
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The girl saw him, and knew that he was wounded.

She snatched a scarf from her waist and ran

towards him. "You are wounded!" she said.

« Oh, take this."

" I am so much sorry, indeed," he answered

coolly, winding the scarf about his arm. " Mis-

tress Leveret came too soon."

His face wore a peculiar smile, but his eyes

burned with anger ; his voice was not excited.

Immediately, however, as he looked at Jessica,

his mood seemed to change.

"Morris," he said, "I am sorry. Made-

moiselle," he added, *'pardon I I regret what-

ever gives you pain."

Gering came near to her, and Iberville could

see that a flush stole over Jessica's face as he

took her hand and said, " I am sorry—that you

should have known."

"Good!" said Iberville, under his breath.

"Good! he is worth fighting again."

A moment afterwards Morris explained to

them that if the matter could be hushed he

would not impart it to the governor—^at least,

not until Iberville had gone. Then they all
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started back towards the house. It did not

seem incongruous to Iberville and Gering to

walk side by side ; theirs was a superior kind of

hate. They paused outside the door, on

Morris's hint, that he might see if the coast

was dear, and return the swords to their place

on the wall.

Jessica turned in the doorway. "I shall

never forgive you," she said, and was swallowed

by the darkness.

"Which does she mean?" asked Iberville,

with a touch of irony. The other was silent.

In a moment Morris came back to tell them
that they might come, for the dining-room was
empty stilL



CHAPTER V

THE FRUITS OF THE LAW

13 UCKLAW having convinced the governor
-L^ and his friends that down in the Spaniards'

country there was treasure for the finding, was
told that he might come again next morning.
He asked if it might not be late afternoon

instead, because he had cargo from the Indies

for sale, and in the morning certain merchants
were to visit his vessel. Truth to tell he was
playing a deep game. He wanted to learn the

governor's plans for the next afternoon and
evening, and thought to do so by proposing this

same change. He did not reckon foolishly. The
governor gave him to understand that there would
be feasting next day: first, because it was the
birthday of the Duke of York ; secondly, because
it was the anniversary of the capture from the

88
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Dutch ; and, last of all, because there were Indian

chiefs to come from Albany to see New York
and himself for the first time. The official cele-

bration would begin in the afternoon and last till

sundown, so that all the governor's time must
be fully occupied. But Bucklaw s?id, with great

candour, that unfortunately he had to sail for

Boston within thirty-six hours, to keep engage-

ments with divers assignees for whom he had
special cargo. If his excellency, he said, would

come out to his ship the next evening when
the shows were done, he would be proud to have

him see his racketing little craft ; and it could

then be judged if, with furbishing and arma-

ments, she could by any means be used for the

expedition. NichoUs consented, and asked the

king's officers if they would accompany him.

This they were exceedingly glad to do : so that

the honest shipman's good natuxe and politeness

were vastly increased, and he waved his hook
in so funny and so boyish a way it set them all

a-laughing.

So it was arranged forthwith that he should

be at a quiet point on th6 shore at a certain



THK FRDITS OF THE LAW g

governor and his frienHo k ^
'^'*®

ae stocks to the£Z^ ""'"^ " *«"»

Bucklaw laughed up at Wm Tf „,
pretty laugh, and hi.

"'^ "°' »

-f^oodthr;:^,^^--5e^tau.
what say yo„ to , „ \. ^ ^ '*'* "Now
^"t whe« tte jL J^^'

"" » »«P of beef

a broiled Clr
' "''"' "'^^^ *^ •«"' of



66 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

TAoiiis, imperturbably deliberate, left the

room to seek the kitchen. Bucklaw got in-

stantly to his feet His eye took in every

window and door, and ran along the ceiling and

the wall There wuti b, sudden click in the wall

before him. It was the door leading to the

unused hallway, which had not been properly

closed and had sprung open. He caught up a

candle, ran over, entered the hallway, and gave

a grunt of satisfaction. He hastily and softly

drew the bolts of the outer door, so that anyone

might come in from the garden, then stepped

back into the dining-room and closed the panel

tight behind him, remarking with delight that

it had no spring-lock, and could be opened from

the hallway. He came back quickly to the

table, put down the candle, took his seat,

stroked his chin with his hook, and chuckled.

When Morris came back, he was holding his

wine with one hand while he hummed a snatch

of song and drummed lightly on the table with

the hook. Immediately after came a servant

with a tray, and the Scotsman was soon

astonished, not only at the buxomness of his
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The governor was in ripe humour. " But it

is a game of wits, then, after all. Upon my
soul, you two should fence like a pair of
veterans.**

"Only for a pass or two,** said Iberville

drily. "We cannot keep it up."

All this while a boat was rowing swiftly from
the shore of the island towards a craft carrying
Nell Gwynn beneath the curious, antique figure-

head. There were two men in her, and they
were talking gloatingly and low.

"See, bully, how I have the whole thing in
my hands. Ha! Received by the governor
and his friends! They are all mad for the
doubloons, which are not for them, my Radis-
son, but for you and me, and for a greater than
Colonel Richard NichoUs. Ho, ho! I know
him—the man who shall lead the hunt and
find the gold—the only man in all that cursed
Boston whose heart I would not eat raw, so help
me Judas! And his name—no. That Is to
come. I will make him great'*

Again he chuckled. « Over in London they
shall take him to their bosoms. Over in London
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Ws blessed majesty shall dub him knight-
treasure-trove is a fine reason for the touch of
a royal sword-and the king shall say : " Rise
Sir William-No, it is not time for the name

'

but it is not Richard NIcholls, it is not Hogarth
Leveret" He laughed like a boy. « I have
you, Hogarth Leveret, in my hand, and by God
I will squeeze you until there is a drop of heart's
blood at every pore of your skin 1

"

Now and again Radisson looked sideways at
Wm, a sardonic smile at his lip. At last,
''Bienr he said, "you are merry. So,-I shall
be merry too, for I have scores to wipe away,
and they shall be wiped clean—clean."
"You are with me, then," the pirate asked-

"even as to the girl?"

" Even as to the girl," was the reply, with a
brutal oath.

" That is good, dear lad. Blood of my soul,
I have waited twelve years-twelve years."
"You have not told me," rejoined the French-

man; "speak now."

"There is not much to tell, but we are to be
partners once and for all. See, my beauty. He
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was a kite-livered captain. There was gold on
board. We mutinied and put him and four others
(their livers were like his own) in a boat with
provisions plenty. Then we sailed for Boston.
We never thought the crew of skulkers would
reach land, but by God they drifted in again the
very hourwe found port We were taken and con-
demned. First, I was put into the stocks, hands
and feet, till I was fit for the pillory ; from the
pillory to the wooden horse." Here he laughed,
and the laugh was soft and womanlike. « Then
the whipping-post, when I was made pulp from
my neck to my loins. After that I was to hang.
I was the only one they cooked so; the rest

were to hang raw. I did not hang; I broke
prison and ran. For years I was a slave among
the Spaniards. Years more—in all, twelve—
and then I came back with the little chart for

one thing, this to do for another. Who was if

gave me that rogues' march from the stocks to
the gallows' foot? It was Hogarth Leveret,
who deals out law in Massachusetts in the king's

name, by the grace of God. It was my whim
to capture him and take him on a journey—
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such a journey as he would go but once. Blood
of my soul, the dear lad was gone. But there

was his child. See this; when I stood in the

pillory a maid one day brought the child to the

foot of the platform, lifted it up in her arms and
said, * Your father put that villain there/ That
woman was sister to one of the dogs we'd set

adrift. The child stared at me hard, and I

looked at her, though my eyes were a little the

worse for wear, so that she cried out in great

fright—the sweet innocent I and then the wench
took her away. When she saw my face to-night

—to-day—it sent her wild, but she did not
remember." He nibbed his chin in ecstasy

and drummed his knee. "Hal I cannot have
the father—so I'll have the goodly child, and
great will be the ransom. Great will be the

ransom, my Frenchman !

" And once more he
tapped Radisson with the tiger.
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CHAPTER VI

THE KIDNAPPING

"pHE rejoicing had reached its apogee, and
* was on the wane. The Puritan had

stretched his austereness to the point of levity:
the Dutchman had comfortably sweated his
obedience and content; the Cavralier had paced
't with a pretty air of patronage and an eye for
matron and maid; the Indian, come from his
far hunting-grounds, bivouacked in the governor's
presence as the pipe of peace went round
About twilight the governor and his party

had gone hom^ Deep i„ ceremonial as heh^ ^„, his mind had run upon Bucklawand
the Spaniards' country. So, when the dusk
was growing into night, the hour came for his
visit to the N,U Gwynn. With his two soldier
friends and Councillor Drayton, he started by
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a roundabout for the point where he looked to
find Bucklaw. Bucklaw was not there: he had
other fish to fiy, and the ship's hghts were gone.
She had changed her anchorage since afternoon.

" It's a bold scheme," Bucklaw was saying
to his fellow-ruffian in the governor's garden,
"and it may fail, yet 'twill go hard, but we'll
save our skin& No pluck, no pence. Once
again, here's the trick of it. I'll go in by
the side-door I unlocked last night, hide in
the hallway, then enter the house quietly
or boldly, as the case may be. Plan one^ a
message from his excellency to Miss Leveret,
that he wishes her to join him on the JVe/l
Gwynn. Once outside it's all right. She can-
not escape us. We have our cloaks and we
have the Spanish drug. Plan two : make her
ours in the house. Out by this hall-door—
through the grounds-to the beach-the boat
in waiting- and so, up anchor and away!
Both risky, as you see, but the bolder the
game the sweeter the spoil. You're sure her
chamber is above that hallway, and that there's
a staircase to it from the main-hall ? "
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"I am very well sure. I know the house

upstairs and down."

Bucklaw looked to his arms. He was about

starting on his quest when they heard footsteps,

and two figures appeared. It was Iberville and
Gering. They paused a moment not far from

where the rogues were hid.

*• I think you will agree/' said Iberville, "that

we must fight"

" I have no other mind."

"You will also be glad if we are not come
upon, as last night; though, confess, the lady

gave you a lease of life ?
"

"If fhe comes to-night, I hope it will be
when I have done with you," answered Gering.

Iberville laughed a little, and the laugh had
fire in it—hatred, and the joy of battle. « Shall

it be here or yonder in the pines, where we
were in train last night?"

"Yonder."

"So." Then Iberville hummed ironically a

song—

" Oh, bury me where I have fought and fallen,

Your scarf across my shoulder, lady mine."

- "Am^tti^iji^.,,, .„

,
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They passed on. "The game is fn our
hands," said Bucklaw. "I understand this

thing. That's a pair of gallant young sprigs,

but the choice is your Frenchman, Radisson."
"I'll pink his breast-bone full of holes if the

other doesn't—curse hirr-.."

A sweet laugh trickled from Bucklaw's lips

like oil. "That's neither here nor there. I'd

like to have him down Acapulco way, dear lad.

. . . And now, here's my plan all changed.
Ha

!
I'll have my young lady out to stop the

duel, and, God's love, she'll come alone, bnce
here she's ours, and thev may cut each other's

throats as they will, sweetheart!"

He crossed the yard, tried the door,—un-
locked, as he had left it,—pushed it open, and
went in, groping his way to the door of the
dining-room. He listened, and there was no
sound. Then he heard someone go in. He
listened again. Whoever it was had sat down.
Very carefully he felt for the spring and opened
the door.

Jessi.,'. was seated at the table with paper
and r a ink-horn before her. She was writing
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Presently she stopped—the pen was bad. She
got up and went away to her room. Instantly

Bucklaw laid his plan. He entered as she
disappeared, went to the table and looked at

the paper on which she had been writing. It

bore but the words, « Dear Friend." He caught
up the quill and wrote hurriedly beneath them,
this—

''Ifyou'd see two gentlemen fighting, go now
where you stopped them last night. The wrong
one may be killed unless."

With a quick flash of malice he signed, in

half a dozen lightning-like strokes, with a
sketch of his hook. Then he turned, hurried

into the little hall, and so outside, and posted
himself beside a lilac bush, drawing down a
bunch of the flowers to drink in their per-

fume. Jessica, returning, went straight to the
table. Before she sat down she looked up to

the mantel, but the swords were there. She
sighed, and a tear glistened on her eyelashes.

She brushed it away with her dainty finger-tips

and, as she sat down, saw the paper. She

WTIitWiM^tMrtfitilftiM^
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turned pale, caught it up, read it with a little

ciy, and let it drop with a shudder of fear

and dismay. She looked round the room.
Everything was as she had left it. She was
dazed. She stared at the paper again, then ran
and opened the panel through which Bucklaw
had passed, and found the outer door ajar.

With a soft, gasping moan she passed ii?to the
garden, went swiftly by the lilac bush ard on
towards the trees. Bucklaw let her do so; it was
his design that she should be some way from
the house. But, hidden by the bushes, he was
running almost parallel with her. On the
other side of her was Radisson, also running.

Ste presently heard them and swerved, poor
child, into the gin of the fowler! But as the
cloak was thrown over her head she gave a cry.

The firs, where niervilV and Gering had just

plucked out their swords, were not far, and both
men heard. Gering, wk> best knew the voice,

said hurriedly, " It Is Je^ica !
"

Without a word Ibervilxe leaped to the open,
•od came into it ahead of Gering. They saw
the kidaappers and ran. Iberville was the first
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to find what Bucklaw was carrying. "Mother
of God 1

" he called, « they're taking her off 1

"

« Help I help I " cried Gering, and they pushed
on. The two ruffians were running hard, but it

had been an unequal race at the best, and
Jessica lay unconscious in Bucklaw's arms, a
dead weight. Presently they plunged into

the bushes and disappeared. Iberville and
Gering passed through the bushes also, but
could neither see nor hear the quarry. Gering
was wild with excitement and lost his presence
of mind. Meanwhile Iberville went beating for

a clue. He guessed that he was dealing with
good woodsmen, and that the kidnappers knew
some secret way out of the garden. It was so.

The Dutch governor had begun to build an old-

fashioned wall with a narrow gateway, so fitted

as to seem part of it Through this the two
had vanished.

Iberville was almost in despair. "Go back,"

he suddenly said to Gering, "and rouse the
house and the town. I will get on the trail

again if I can."

Geringr started away. In this strange excite-

[ly
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ment their own foolish quarrel was forgotten,

and the stranger took on himself to command;
he was, at least, not inexperienced in adventure
and the wiles of desperate men. All at once he
came upon the wall. He ran along it, and
presently his fingers felt the passage. An
instant and he was outside and making for the
shore, in the sure knowledge that the ruffians

would take to the water. He thought of Buck-
law, and by some impossible instinct divined
the presence of his hand. Suddenly he saw
something flash on the ground. He stooped
and picked it up. It was a shoe with a silver

buckle. He thrilled to the finger-tips as he
thrust it in his bosom and pushed on. He was
on the trail now. In a few moments he came
to the waterside. He looked to where he had
seen the Nell Gwynn in the morning, and there
was never a light in view. Then a twig snapped,
and Bucklaw, the girl in his arms, came bundling
out of the trees upon the bank. He had sent
Radisson on ahead to warn his boat's crew.

He saw Iberville as soon as Iberville saw
him. He knew that the town would be roused
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by this time and the governor on fire for revenge.
But there was nothing for it but fight He did
not fear the result Time was life to him, and
he swung the girl half behind him with his hook-
hand as Iberville came on, and, whipping out
his hanger, caught the Frenchman's thrust
Instantly he saw that his opposite was a swords-
man, so he let the girl slip to the ground, and
suddenly closing with Iberville, lunged desper-
ately and expertly at him, straight for a mortal
part But the Frenchman was too agile and
adroit for him

: he took the thrust in the flesh

of his ribs and riposted like lightning. The
pirate staggered back, but pulled himself to-

gether instantly, lunged, and took his man in

the flesh of his upper sword arm. Iberville was
bleeding from the wound in his side and slightly

stiff" from the slash of the night before, but
every fibre of his hurt body was on the defensive.

Bucklaw knew it, and seemed to debate if the
game were worth the candle. The town was
afoot, and he had earned a halter for his pains.

He was by no means certain that he could kill

this champion and carry off the giri. Moreover,
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he did not want Iberville's life, for such devils
have their likes and dislikes, and he had fancied
the chivalrous youngster from the first. But he
doubted only for an instant What was such
A lad's life compared with his revenge ? It was
madness, as he knew, for a shot would guide
the pursuit

:
none the less did he draw a pistol

from his belt and fire. The bullet grazed the
lad's temple, carrying away a bit of his hair
Iberville staggered forward, so weak was he
from loss of blood, and, with a deep instinct of
protection and preservation, fell at Jessica's feet.
There was a sound of footsteps and crackling of
brush. Bucklaw stooped to pick up his prey,
but a man burst on him from the trees. He'
saw that the game was up and he half raised his
knife, but that was only the mad rage of the
instant His revenge did not comprise so
unheard-of a crime. He thought he had killed
Iberville: that was enough. He sprang away
towards the spot where his comrades awaited
him. Escape was his sole ambition now. The
new-comer ran forward, and saw the boy and
girl lying as they were dead. A swift glance

6
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at Iberville, and he slung his musket shoulder-

wards and fired at the retreating figure. It was

a chance shot, for the light was bad and Buck-

law was already indistinct

Now the man dropped on his knee and felt

Iberville's heart "Alive I" he said. "Alive,

thank the mother of God I Mon brave / It is

ever the same—the great father, thb great son I

"

As he withdrew his hand it brushed against

the slipper. He took it out, glanced at it, and

turned to the cloaked figure. He undid the

cloak and saw Jessica's pale face. He shook

his head. "Always the same," he said, " always

the same : for a king, for a friend, for a woman 1

That is the Le Moyne."

But he was busy as he spoke. With the

native chivaliy ofthe woodsman, he cared first for

the girL Between her lips he thrust his drinking-

horn and held her head against his shoulder.

" My little ma'm'selle—ma'm'selle I " he said.

** Wake up. It is nothing—you are safe. Ah,

the sweet lady I Come, let me see the colour of

your eyes. Wake up—it is nothing."

Presently the girl did open her eyes. He
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put the drinking-horn again to her lips. She
shuddered and took a sip, and then invigor-

ated, suddenly drew away from him. "There,

there," he said ; "it is all right. Now for my
poor Iberville." He took Iberville's head to his

knee and thrust the drinking-horn between his

teeth, as he had done with Jessica, calling him
in much the same fashion. Iberville came to

with a start. For a moment he stared blindly

at his rescuer, then a glad intelligence flashed

into his eyes.

" Perrot 1 dear Nick Perrot !

" he cried. " Oh,
good—good," he added softly. Then with sudden

anxiety—" Where is she ? Where is she ?
"

"I am safe, monsieur," Jessica said gently;

"but you—you are wounded." She came over

and dropped on her knees beside him.

"A little," he said ;
" only a little. You cared

for her first ? " he asked of Perrot

Perrot chuckled. "These Le MoynesI" he
said under his breath. Then aloud, "The lady

first, monsieur."

"So," answered Iberville. "And Bucklaw,

the devil, Bucklaw?"

•

i I
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** If you mean the rogue who gave you these
,**

said Perrot, touching the wounds, which he had

already begun to bind, "I think he got away

—the light was bad."

Jessica would have torn her frock for a

bandage, but Perrot said in his broken English,

*''^OtPardon. Not so. The cloak /a-to will do."

She ran and brought it to him. As she did

so Perrot glanced down at her feec, and then,

with a touch of humour, said, " PardoUy but

you have lost your slipper, ma'm'selle ?
"

He foresaw the little comedy, which he could

enjoy even in such painful circumstances.

" It must have dropped off," said Jessica,

blushing. "But it does not matter."

Iberville blushed too, but a smile also flitted

across his lips. "If you will but put your

hand into my waistcoat here," he said to her,

"you will find it." Timidly she did as she

was bid, drew forth the slipper, and put it on.

"You see," said Iberville, still faint from loss

of blood, " a Frenchman can fight and hunt too

—hunt the slipper."

Suddenly a look of pain crossed her face.
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**Mr. Gering) you—ycu did not kill him?"

she asked.

<'0h no, mademoiselle/' said Iberville; ''you

stopped the game again/'

Presently he told her what had happened,

and how Gering was rousing the town. Then

he insisted upon getting on his feet, that they

might make their way to the governor's house.

Staunchly he struggled on, his weight upon

Perrot, till presently he leaned a hand also on

Jessica's shoulder—^she had insisted. On tbe

way, Perrot told how it was he chanced to be

there. A band of coureurs du bois^ bound for

Quebec, had come upon old Le Moyne and him-

self in the woods. Le Moyne had gone on with

these men, while Perrot pushed on to New York,

arriving at the very moment of the kidnapping.

He heard the cry and made towards it He
had met Gering, and the rest they knew.

Certain things did not happen. The governor

of New York did not at once engage in an

expedition to the Spaniards' country. A brave

pursuit was made, but Bucklaw went uncaptured.

Iberville and Gering did not make a third



'{

86 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

attempt to fight ; Perrot prevented that Iber-

ville left, however, with a knowledge of three

things ; that he was the first Frenchman from

Quebec who had been, or was likely to be,

popular in New York ; that Jessica Leveret liad

shown a tender gratitude towards him—naive,

candid—which set him dreaming gaily of the

future; that Gering and he," in spite of outward

courtesy, were still enemies; for Gering could not

forget tha|:, in the rescue of Jessica, Iberville had
done the work while he merely played the crier.

"We shall meet again, monsieur," said Iber-

ville at last ; " at least, I hope so."

« I shall be glad," answered Gering mechani-

cally.

" But 'tis like I shall come to you before you
come to me," added Iberville, with meaning.

Jessica Leveret was standing not far away, and
Gering did not instantly reply. In the pause,

Iberville said, **Au revoir! X la bonne heurel**

and walked away. Presently he turned with a
little, ironical laugh and waved his hand at

Gering; and laugh and gesture rankled in

Gering for many a day.
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CHAPTER VII

FRIENDS IN COUNCIL

MONTREAL and Quebec, dear to the

fortunes of such men as Iberville,

were as cheerful in the still iron winter as any

city under any more cordial sky then or now

:

men loved, hated, made and broke bargains,

lied to women, kept a foolish honour with each

other, and did deeds of valour for a song, as

ever they did from the beginning of the world.

Through the stern soul of Nature ran the tem-

perament of men who had hearts of summer;

and if, on a certain notable day in Iberville's life,

oqe could have looked through the window of s^
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low stone house in Notre Dame Street, Montreal,
one could have seen a priest joyously playing a
violin; though even in Europe, Maggini and
Stradivarius were but little known, and the
instrument itself was often called an invention
of the devil

The room was not ornamented, save by a
crucifix, a pleasant pencil -drawing of Bishop
Laval, a gun, a pair of snow-shoes, a sword,
and a little shrine in one corner, wherein were
relics of a saint Of necessaries even there
were few. They were unremarkable, save in the
case of two tall silver candlesticks, which, with
their candles at an angle from the musician,

gave his face strange lights and shadows.

The priest was powerfully made ; so powerful
indeed, so tall was he, that when, in one of the
changes of the music, a kind of exaltation filled

him, and he came to his feet, his head almost
touched the ceiling. His shoulders were broad
and strong, and though his limbs were hid by
his cassock, his arms showed almost huge, and
the violin lay tucked under his chin like a mere
toy. In the eye was a penetrating but abstracted

i
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look, and the countenance had the gravity of a

priest lighted by a cheerful soul within. It

had been said of DoIIier de Casson that once,

attacked by two renegade Frenchmen, he had

broken the leg of one and the back of the other,

and had then picked them up and carried them

for miles to shelter and nursing. And it was

also declared by the romantic that the man with

the broken back recovered, while he with the

shattered leg, recovering also, found that his

foot, pointing backward, " made a fool of his

nose."

The Abb^ de Casson's life had one affection,

which had taken the place of others, now almost

lost in the distance of youth, absence, and in-

difference. For France lay far from Montreal,

and the priest-musician was infinitely farther

off: the miles which the Church measures be-

tween the priest and his lay boyhood are not

easily reckoned. But such as Dollier de Casson

must have a field for affection to enrich. You
cannot drive the sap of the tree in upon itself.

It must come out or the tree must die—burst

with the very misery of its richness.

\
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This night he v/as crowding into the music

four years of ev'ents : of memoiy, hope, pride,

patience, and affection. He was waiting for

someone whom he had not seen for these four

years. Time passed. More and more did the

broad sonorous notes fill the room. At length

they ceased, and with a sigh he pressed the

violin once, twice, thrice to his lips.

" My good Stradivarius," he said, ** my fearless

one!"

Once again he kissed it, and then, drawing his

hand across his eyes, he slowly wrapped the

violin in a velvet cloth, put it away in an iron

box, and locked it up. But presently he changed

his mind, took it out again, and put it on the

table, shaking his head musingly.

" He will wish to see it, maybe to hear it," he

said half aloud.

Then he turned and went into another room.

Here there was a prie-dieu in a comer, and
above it a crucifix. He knelt and was soon

absorbed.

For a time there was silence. At last there

was a crunching of moccasjned feet upon the

8 'i
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crisp snow, then a slight tap at the outer door,

and immediately it was opened. A stalwart

young man stepped inside. He looked round,

pleased, astonished, and glanced at the violin,

then meaningly towards the nearly closed door

of the other room. After which he pulled off his

gloves, threw his cap down, and with a signifi-

cant toss of the head, picked up the violin.

He was a strong, handsome man of about

twenty-two, with a face at once open and in-

scrutable: the mouth with a trick of smiling,

the eyes fearless, convincing, but having at the

same time a look behind this—an alert, profound

speculation, which gave his face singular force.

He was not so tall as the priest in the next room,

but still he was very tall, and every movement

had a lithe supple strength. His body was so

firm that, as he bent or turned, it seemed as of

soft flexible metal

Despite his fine manliness, he looked very

boylike as he picked up the violin, and with a

silent eager laugh put it under his chin, nodding

gaily, as he did so, towards the other room.

He bent his cheek to the instrument—almost
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as brown as the wood itself—and made a
pass or two in the air with the bow, as if to
recall a former touch and tune. A satisfied look
shot up in his face, and then with an almost
impossible softness he drew the bow across the
strings, getting a distant delicate note, which
seemed to float and tenderly multiply upon
itself—a variation, indeed, of the tune which De
Casson had played. A rapt look came into his

eyes. And all that look behind the general look
of his face—the look which has to do with a
man's past or future—deepened and spread, till

you saw, for once in a way, a strong soldier

turned artist, yet only what was masculine and
strong. The music deepened also, and, as the

priest opened the door, swept against him like

a wind so warm that a moisture came to his eyes.

"Iberville!" he said, in a glad voice.

"Pierre!"

The violin was down on the instant "My
dear abb^ 1 " he cried. And then the two em-
braced.

"How do you like my entrance?" said the

young man. "But I had to provide my own
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music!" He laughed, and ran his hands affec-

tionately down the arms of the priest

*'I had been playing the same old chan-

sonette "

—

" With your original variations ?
"

"With my poor variations, just before you

came in ; and that done "

—

" Yes, yes, abb^, I know the rest: prayers for

the safe return of the sailor, who for four years

or nearly has been learning war in King Louis'

ships, and forgetting the good old way of fight-

ing by land, at which he once served his prentice

time—with your blessing, my old tutor, my good

fighting abb^l Do you remember when we

stopped those Dutchmen on the Richelieu, and

you "

—

The priest interrupted with a laugh. "But,

my dear Iberville"

—

"It was * Pierre' a minute gone; 'twill be

'Monsieur Pierre le Moyne of Iberville' next,"

the other said in mock reproach, as he went to

the fire.

" No, no ; I merely"

—

"I understand. Pardon the wild youth who
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plagu'Ki his old friend and teacher, as he did
long ago—so much has happened since/'

His face became grave and a look of trouble

came. Presently the priest said, "I never had
a pupil whose teasing was so pleasant, poor
iiumoi-ist that I am. But now, Pierre, tell

mo all, while I lay out what the pantry
holds."

The gay look came back into Iberville's face.

"Ahem," he said,—" which is the way ?o begin
a wonderful story: Once upon a time a young
man, longing to fight for his king by land

alone, and with special fighting of his own to
do hard by"—(here De Casson looked at him
keenly and a singular light came into his

eyes)—« was wheedled away upon the king's

ships to r>ance, and so

—

•Left the song of the spinning-wheel,

The hawk and the lady fair,

And sailed away*—

•-H

But the song is old and so is the story, abb^
j

so here's ihe brief note of it. After years of
play and work,—play in France and stout work
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in the Spaniards' country,— he was shipped

away to—

•Tbote battled heights, Quebec heigl-.ts, onr own heights.

The dtadel oar golden lily beats,

And Frontenac'—

But I babble again. And at Quebec he finds

the old song changed. The heights and the

lilies are there, but Frontenac, the great, brave

Frontenac, is gone : confusion lives where only

conquest and honest quarrelling were "

—

"Frontenac will return— there is no other

way !
" interposed de Casson.

"Perhaps. And the young man looked

round and lo! old faces and places had changed.

Children had grown into women, with children

at their breasts; young wives had become

matronly; and the middle-aged were slaving

servants and apothecaries to make them young

again. And the young man turned from the

world he used to know, and said :
* There are

but three things in the world worth doing

—

loving, roaming, and fighting.' Therefore, after

one day, he turned from the poor little Court-

game at Quebec, travelled to Montreal, spent a
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few hours with his father and his brothers, Bien-
ville, Longueil, Maricourt, and Sainte-H^l^ne,
and then, having sent word to his dearest
friend, came to see him, and found him "—his
voice got softer—"the same as of old: ready
with music and wine and aves for the prodigal"
He paused. The priest had placed meat and

wine on the table, and now he came and put his
hand on Iberville's shoulder. "Pierre," he said,
** I welcome you as one brother might another,'
the elder foolishly fond." Then he added, «

I

was glad you remembered our music."

"My dear De Casson, as if I could forget!
I have yet the Maggini you gave me. It was of
the things for remembering. If we can't be
loyal to our first loves, why to anything ?"

"Even so, Pierre; but few at your age arrive
at that. Most people learn it when they have
bartered away every dream. It is enough to
have a few honest emotions—very few—and
stand by them till all be done."

" Even hating ? " Iberville's eyes were eager.

"There is such a thing as a noble hate."

" How every inch of you is man I " answered
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the other, clasping the priest's arms. Then he

added, " Abb^, you know what I long to hear.

You have been to New York twice
; you were

there within these three months"

—

"And was asked to leave within these three

months—banished, as it were."

" I know. You said in your letter that you

had news. You were kind to go "

—

" Perrot went too."

" My faithful Perrot I I was about to ask of

him. I had a birch-bark letter from him, and

he said he would come— Ah, here he is I

"

He listened. There was a man's voice singing

near by. They could even hear the words

—

*• * O the young seigneur I O the young seigneur I

A hundred bucks in a day he slew

;

And the lady gave him a ribbon to wear,

And a shred of gold from her golden hair

—

O the way of a maid was the way he knew

;

O the young seigneur? O the young seigneur i
'"

" Shall we speak freely before him ? " said the

priest.

" As freely as you will Perrot is true. He
was with me too at the beginning."

At that moment there came a knock, and in

7
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an instant the coureur du bois had caught the

hands of the young man, and was laughing up

in his face.

"By the good Sainte Anne, but you make
Nick Perrot a dwarf, dear monsieur !

"

" Well, well, little man, I'll wager neither the

great abb^ here nor myself could bring you

lower than you stand, for all that Comrade, 'tis

kind of you to come so prompt**

" What is there so good as the face of an old

friend I
** said Perrot, with a little laugh. « You

will drink with a new, ? id eat with a coming

friend, and quarrel with either; but 'tis only

the old friend that knows the old trail, and there's

nothing to a man like the way he has come in

the world."

"The trail of the good comrade," said the

priest softly.

« Ah 1
** responded Perrot, « I remember, abb^,

when we were at the Portneuf you made some

verses of that—eh I eh I but they were good I

'*

"No fitter time," said Iberville; "come, abb^
the verses 1

"

"No, no ; another day," answered the priest
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It was an interesting scene. Perrot, shorti

broad, swarthy, dressed in rude buckskin gaudily

ornamented, bandoleer and belt garnished with

silver,—a recent gift of some grateful merchant,

—standing between the powerful black-robed

priest and this gallant saulor-soldier, richly

dressed in fine skins and furs, with long waving

hair, more like a Viking than a man of fashion,

and carrying a courtly and yet sportive look, as

though he could laugh at the miseries of the

sinful world. Three strange . comrades were

these, who knew each other so far as one man

can know another, yet each knowing from a

different standpoint Perrot knew certain traits

of Iberville of which De Casson was ignorant,

and the abb^ knew many depths which Perrot

never even vaguely plumbed. And yet all could

meet and be free in speech, as though each

read the other thoroughly.

" Let us begin," said Iberville. " I want news

of New York."

" Let us eat as we talk," urged the abbd

They all sat and were soon eating and drink'

ing with great relish,
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Presently the abW began—
" Of my first jouraey you know by the letter

I sent you
:
how I found that Mademoiselle

Leveret was gone to England with her father.
That was a year after you left, now about three
years gone. Monsieur Gering entered the navy
of the English king, and went to England also."

Iberville nodded. « Yes, yes, in the English
navy; I know very well of that"

The abb^ looked up surprised. "From my
letter?*'

" I saw him once in the Spaniards' country,"
said Iberville, « when we swore to love each
other less and less."

" What was the trouble ? " asked the priest.

"Pirates' booty, which he, with a large force,
seized as a few of my men were carrying it to
the coast. With his own hand he cut down my
servant, who had been with me since from the
first Afterwards in a pariey I saw him, and we
exchanged—compliments. The sordid gentle-
man thought I was fretting about the booty.
^:5ood God, what are some thousand pistoles to
tl^e blood of one honest friend I

"
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"And in your mind another leaven worked,"

ventured the priest.

"Another leaven, as you say," responded Iber-

ville. " So, for your story, abbd"
"Of the first journey there is nothing more to

tell, save that the English governor said you
were as brave a gentleman as ever played am-
bassador,—which was, you remember, much in

Count Frontenac's vein."

Iberville nodded and smiled. "Frontenac
railed at my impertinence also."

"But gave you a sword when you told him
the news of Radisson," interjected Perrot "And
by and by IVe things to say of him."

The abb^ continued— " For my second visit,

but a few months ago. We priests have gone
much among the Iroquois, even in the English
country, and, as I promised you, I went to
New York. There I was summoned to the
governor. He commanded me to go back to
Quebec I was about to ask him of Made-
moiselle when there came a tap at the door.
The governor looked at me a little sharply.

*You are,' said he, *a friend of Monsieur

kvtt»»«*a»W*Mft.i|^«v^-r-^^3^ ,_
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Iberville. You shall know one who keeps him
in remembrance/ Then he let the lady enter.

She had heard that I was there, having seen
Perrot first"

Here Perrot, with a chuckle, broke in: "I
chanced that way, and I had a wish to see
what was for seeing; for here was our good
abb^ alone among the wolves, and there were
Radisson and the immortal Bucklaw, of whom
there was news."

De Casson still continued: "When I was
presented she took my hand and said, ' Monsieur
I'Abb^, I am glad to meet a friend—an old
friend—of Monsieur Iberville. I hear that he
has been in France and elsewhere.'"

Here the abb^ paused, smiling as if in

retrospect, and kept looking into the fire and
turning about in his hand his cassock-cord.

Iberville had sat very still, his face ruled to
quietness; only his eyes showing the great
interest he felt He waited, and presently said

:

*Yes, and then?"

The abb^ withdrew his eyes from the fire

and turned them upon Iberville.
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"And then," he said, "the govtrnor left the

room. When he had gone she came to me,

and, laying her hand upon my arm, said,

* Monsieur, I know you are to be trusted. You

are the friend of a brave man.'"

The abb^ paused, and smiled over at Iber-

ville.

"You see," he said, "her trust was in your

friend, not in my office. Well, presently she

added: 'I know that Monsieur Iberville and

Mr. Gering, for a foolish quarrel of years ago,

still are cherished foes. I wish your help to

make them both happier; for no man can be

happy and hate.' And I gave my word to

do so."

Here Perrot chuckled to himself and inter-

jected softly, "Mon Dieut she could make a

man say anything at all. I would have sworn

to her that while T lived I never should fight.

Eh, that's sol"

^^ Allans V^ said Iberville impatiently, yet

grasping the arm of the woodsman kindly.

The abb6 once more went on: "When she

had ended questioning I said to her, ' And what

B »WlM |J» aW|>i«,^B^,n,»,



"4 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD
message shall I give from you?' 'Tell Wm'
she answered, 'by the right of lifelong debt 1
ask for peace.' -Is that all?' said I. 'Tell
W.n.' she added. -I hope we may meet again.'

^

For whose sake/ said I, 'do you ask for peace?'
I am a woman.' she answered. 'I am selfish-

for my own.'

"

Again the priest paused, and again IbervUle
urged him.

"1 asked if she had no token. There was a
flame m her eye, and she begged me to excuse
her. When she came back she handed me a
attle packet 'Give ft to Monsieur Iberville,'
she said, -for it is hia He lent it to me yea«
ago. No doubt he has forgotten.'"

At that the priest drew from his cassock atmy packet, and Iberville, taking, opened it
It held a silver buckle tied by a velvet ribboa ,A flush crept slowly „p Iberville's face from his
chin to his hair, then he sighed, and presently,
out of all reason, laughed.

"Indeed, yes
; it is mine," he said. «I very

weU remember when I found it»
Here Perrot spoka "I ve^^ well remember.



FRIENDS IN COUNCIL los

monsieur, when she took it from your doublet

;

but it was on a slipper then."

Iberville did not answer, but held the buckle,

rubbing it on his sleeve as though to brighten

it. "So much for the lady," he said at last;

"what more?"

"I learned," answered the abb4"that Mon-

sieur Gering was in Boston, and that he was to

go to Fort Albany at Hudson's Bay, where, on

our territory, the English have set forts."

Here Perrot spoke. " Do you know, monsieur,

who are the poachers ? No ? Eh ? No ? Well,

it is that Radisson I

"

Iberville turned sharply upon Perrot. "Are
you sure of that?" he said. "Are you sure,

Nick?"

"As sure as I've a head. And I will tell

you more: Radisson was with Bucklaw at the

kidnapping. I had the pleasure to kill a

fellow of Bucklaw, and he told me that before

he died. He also told how Bucklaw went with

Radisson to the Spaniards' country treasure-

hunting. Ahl there are many fools in the

world. They did not get the treasure. They

^^^^^^^!? "?J "^ ':;?f'^'?''''^?"^**' "*''?



io6 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

quarrelled, and Radisson went to the far north,

Bucklaw to the far south. The treasure is

where it was. Eh bieul Such is the way of
asses."

Iberville was about to speak.

"But wait," said Perrot, with a slow, tan-

talising smile; "it is not wise to hurry. I have
a mind to know ; so while I am at New York
I go to Boston. It makes a man's mind great

to travel. I have been east to Boston ; I have
been west beyond the Ottawa and the Michili-

mackinac, out to the Mississippi. Yes. Well,

what did I find in Boston? PesUl I found
that they were all like men in purgatory—sober
and grave. Truly. And so dull! Never a
saint-day, never a feast, never a grand council

when the wine, the rum, flow so free, and you
shall eat till you choke. Nothing. Everything
is stupid; they do not smile. And so the
Indians make war I Well, I have found this.

There is a great man from the Kennebec
called William Phips. He has traded in

the Indies. Once while he was there he
heard of that treasure. Ha I ha I There have

%
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been so many fools on that trail. The gover-

nor of New York was a fool when Bucklaw

played his game ; he would have been a greater

if he had gone with Bucklaw."

Here Iberv'illf; would have spoken, but Perrot

wavect hh hand. "De grace, a minute only.

3ifousieur Gering, the brave English lieutenant,

is at Hudson's Bay, and next summer he will

go with the great William Phips— 7V?««^rr/,

what a name— William Phipsl Like a pot

of herring! He will go with him after the

same old treasure. Boston is a big place, but

I hear these things."

Usually a man of few words, Perrot had

bursts of eloquence, and this was one of them.

But having made his speech, he settled back to

his tobacco and into the orator's earned repose.

Iberville looked up from the fire and said,

"Perrot, you saw her in New York. What

speech was there between you?"

Perrot's eyes twinkled. " There was not much

said. I put myself in her way. When she saw

me her cheek came like a peach-blossom. *A

very good morning, ma'm'selle,' said I, in English.
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She smiled and said the same. 'And your
master, wh)re is he?' she asked vath a f^ne
smile. 'My friend Monsieur Iberville ? '

I said •

'ah
I
he will be in Quebec soon/ Then I told

her of the abb^, and she took from a chain a
httle medallion and gave it me in memory of
the time we saved her. And before I could
say Thank you, she had gone. Well, that is
all—except this."

He drew from his breast a chain of silver
from which hung the gold medallion, and shook
his head at it with good-humour. But presently
a hard look came on his face, and he was
changed from the cheerful woodsman into the
chief of bushrangers. Ibenrille read the look
and presently said :

"Perrot, men have fought for less than gold
from a woman's chain and a buckle from her
shoe."

«
I
have fought from Trois Pistoles to Michili-

mackinac for the toss of a louis-d'or."

"As you say. Well, what think you "—
He paused, rose, walked up and down the

room, caught his moustache between his teeth
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once or twice, and seemed buried in thought

Once or twice he was about to speak, but

changed his mind. He was calculating many

things : planning, counting chances, marshalling

his resources. Presently he glanced round ^he

room. Hi'i eyes fell on a map. That was it

It was a mere outline, but enough. Putting his

finger on it, he sent it up, up, up, till it settled

on the shores of Hudson's Bay. Again he ran

the finger from the St. Lawrence up the coast

and through Hudson's Straits, but shook his

head in negation. Then he stood, looked at

the map steadily, and presently, still absorbed,

turned to the table. He saw the violin, picked

it up, and handed it to De Casson.

" Something with a smack of war," he said.

"And a woman for me," added Perrot

The abb^ shook his head musingly at Perrot,

took the violin, and gathered it to his chin. At

first he played as if in wait of something that

eluded him. But all at once he floated into a

powerful melody, as a stream creeps softly

through a weir, and after many wanderings

broadens suddenly into a great stream. H«



ltd' THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

had found his theme. Its effect was striking,

Through Iberville's mind there ran a hundred
incidents of his life, one chasing upon the other

without sequence— phantasmagoria out of the

scene-hous-fi of memory

:

The light upon the arms ofDe Tracy's soldiers

when they marched up Mountain Street many
years before—The frozen figure of a man stand-

ing upright in the plains—A procession of

canoes winding down past Two Mountains, the
wild chant of the Indians joining with the

romantic songs of the voyageurs — A girl

flashing upon the drawn swords of two lads-
King Louis giving his hand to one of these lads

to kiss—A lady of the Court for whom he might
easily have torn his soul to rags, but for a fair-

faced English girl, ever like a delicate medallion
in his eye—A fight with the English in the

Spaniards' country—His father blessing him as
he went forth to France—A dark figure taking
a hundred shapes, and yet always meaning the

same as when he—Iberville—said over the

governor's table in New York, « Foolish boy I
»—

A vast stretch of lonely forest, in the white
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coverlet of winter, through which sounded now

and then the boimi-bootn of a bursting tree—^A few

score men upon a desolate northern track, silent,

desperate, courageous; a forlorn hope on the

edge of the Arctic circle, with the joy of con-

quest in their bones, and at their thighs the

swords of men.

These are a few of the pictures, but the last

of them had not to do with the past : a dream

grown into a fact, shaped by the music, become

at once an emotion and a purpose.

Iberville had now driven home the first tent-

peg of a wonderful adventure. Under the spell

of that music his body seemed to grow larger.

He fingered his sword, and presently caught

Perrot by the shoulder and said, "We will do

it,Perrot!"

Perrot got to his feet He understood. He

nodded and seized Iberville's hand. " Bravo 1

There was nothing else to do," he replied.

De Casson lowered his violin. "What do

you intend ? " he asked gravely.

Iberville took his great hand and pressed it

"To do what you will commend, abb^: 9X
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Hudson's Bay to win back forts the English
have taken, and get those they have built."

"You have another purpose," added De
Casson softly.

"Abb^, that is between me and my con-
science. I go for my king and country against
our foes."

«Who will go with you ?—You will lead ? »

"Not I to lead—that involves me." Iber-
ville's face darkened. "I wish more freedom,
but still to lead in fact"

" But who will lead ? And who will go ? "

"De Troyes, perhaps, to lead. To go, my
brothers Sainte-Hd^ne and Maricourt, Perrot
and a stout company of his men ; and then I

fear not treble as many English."

The priest did not seem satisfied. Presently
Iberville, with a winning smile, ran an arm over
his shoulder and added, « We cannot go without
you, DoUier."

The priest's face cleared, and a moment after-

wards the three comrades shook hands together.

mm



CHAPTER VIII

AS SEEN THROUGH A GLASS, DARKLY

WHEN King Louis and King James called

for peace, they could not know that

it was as little possible to their two colonies as

between rival buccaneers. New France was

full of bold spirits who loved conquest for

conquest's sake. Besides, in this case there

was a force at work, generally unknown, but as

powerful as the convincing influence of an army.

Behind the worst and the best acts of Charles

II. was a woman. Behind the glories and follies

of Louis XIV. was also a woman. Behind

some of the most striking incidents in the

history of New France, New England, and New
York, was a woman.

We saw her when she was but a child—the

centre of singular events. Years had passed.
8
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Not one of those events had gone for nothing

;

each was bearing fruit after its kind.

*

She is sitting alone in a room of a large

unhandsome house, facing on Boston har-

bour. It is evening. The room itself is of

dark wood, and evening has thrown it into

gloom. Yet somehow the girl's face has a

light of its own. She is turned fair towards the

window, and is looking out to sea. A mist is

rising from the water, and the shore is growing

grey and heavy as the light in the west recedes

and nignt creeps in from the ocean. She
watches the waves and the mist till all is mist

without ; a scene which she had watched, how
often she could not count. The night closes in

entirely upon her, but she does not move. At
last the door of the room opens and someone

enters and closes it again.

" My daughter !

" says an anxious voice. "Are

you here, Jessica ?
"

" I am here, father," is the reply,

"Shall we have lights?"

"As you will."
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Even as they speak a servant enters, and

lighted candles are put upon the table. They

are alone again. Both are pale. The girl

stands very still, and so quiet is her face, one

could never guess that she is passing through

the tragic moment of her life.

" What is your answer, Jessica? " he asks.

" I will marry him when he comes back.*'

" Thank God I " is the old man's acknowledge

ment. " You have saved our fortunes."

The girl sighs, and then, with a little touch

of that demure irojiy which we had seen in her

years before, says, " I trust we have not lost our

honour."

" Why, you love him, do you not ? There is

no one you care for more than George Gering ?
"

" I suppose not," is her reply, but the tone is

enigmatical.

While this scene is on, another appears in

Cheapside, London. A man of bold and

vigorous bearing comes from the office of a

well-known solicitor. That very morning he

had had an interview with the King, and had
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been reminded with more exactness than kind-

ness that he had cost King Charles a ship,

scores of men, and thousands of pounds, in a

fruitless search for buried treasure in Hispaniola.

When he had urged his case upon the basis of

fresh information, he was drily told that the

security was too scant, even for a king. He had

then pleaded his case to the Duke of Albemarle

and other distinguished gentlemen. They were

seemingly convinced, but withheld their answer

till the following morning.

But William Phips, stubborn adventurer,

destined to receive all sorts of honours in his

time, has no intention of quitting London till

he has his way ; and this is his thought as he

steps into Cheapside, having already made
preparations upon the chance of success. He
has gone so far as to purchase a ship, called the

Bridgwater Merchant from an alderman in

London, though he has not a hundred guineas

at his disposal. As he stands debating, a hand

touches his arm and a voice says in his ear,

"You were within a mile of it with the Algier

Rose, two years ago."
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The great adventurer turns. ''The devil I

was I And who are you?"

Satanic humour plays in the stranger's eyes

as he answers, " I am Edward Bucklaw, pirate

and keeper of the treasure-house in the La

Planta River."

"Blood of Judas 1" Phips says, "how dare

you speak to me ? I'll have you in yon prison

for an unhung rascal I

"

" Ah I you are a great man," is the unmoved

reply. "I knew you'd feel that way. But if

you'll listen for five minutes, down here at the

Bull-and-Daisy, there shall be peace between us."

An hour later, Phips, following Bucklaw's

instructions, is tracing on a map the true

location of the lost galleon's treasure.

" Then," says Bucklaw, " we are comrades ? ''

"We are adventurers."

Another scene. In a northern inland sea two

men are standing on the deck of a ship : the one

stalwart, clear-eyed, with a touch of strong

reserve in face and manner ; the other of middle

height, with sinister look. The former b look-

9$^i'<lttl^fm0mt -'.m-^.'^mm.^
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ing out silently upon the great locked hummocks
of ice surrounding the vessel. It is the early
morning. The sun is shining with that hard
brightness only seen in the Arctic world,—keen
as silver, cold as steel. It plays upon the
hummocks, and they send out shafts of light at
fantastic angles, and a thin blue line runs
between the almost unbearable general radiance
and the sea of ice stretching indefinitely away.
But to the west is a shore, and on it stands a
fort and a few detached houses. Upon the
walls of the fort are some guns, and the British
flag is flying above. Beyond these again are
the plains of the north—the home of the elk,

musk-ox, silver fox, the white bear and the
lonely races of the Pole. Here and there, in
the south-west, an island of pines breaks the
monotony, but to the north there is only the
white silence, the terrible and yet beautiful trail

of the Arctic

The smaller man stands swinging his arms
for warmth; the smack of the leather in the
clear air like the report of a gun. Presentiy,

stopping his exercise, he says—

• ' >rj
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"Well, monsieur, what do you say?"

Slowly the young man withdraws his eyes

from the scene and turns.

"Radisson," he says, "this is much the same

story as Bucklaw told Governor Nicholls. How

come you to know of it ?
"

" You remember, I was proclaimed four years

ago? Well, afterwards I fell in with Bucklaw.

I sailed with him to the Spaniards' country,

and we might have got the treasure, but we

quarrelled ; there was a fight, and I—well, we

end. Bucklaw was captured by the French and

was carried to France. He was a fool to look

for the treasure with a poor ship and a worse

crew. He was for getting William Phips, a

man of Boston, to work with him, for Phips had

got something of the secret from an old sailor,

but when he would have got him, Phips was on

his way with a ship of King Charles. I will tell

you something more. Mademoiselle Leverefs"

—

"What do you know of Mademoiselle

Leveret?"

"A little. Mademoiselle's father lost much

money in Phips' expedition."
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" How know you that ?

"

* I have ears. You have promised to go with
Phips. Isn't that so?"

" What then ?
»

" I will go with you.'*

"Booty?"

" No, revenge."

"On whom?"
" The man you hate—Iberville."

Gering's face darkens. "We are not likely

to meet."

" Pardon f very likely. Six months ago he
was coming back from France. He will find
you. I know the race."

A sneer is on Gering's face. " Freebooters,
outlaws like yourself I

"

"Pardon! gentlemen, monsieur; noble out-
laws. What is it that once or twice they have
quarrelled with the governor, and because they
would not yield have been proclaimed ? Nothing.
Proclaimed yesterday, to-day at Court. No,
no. I hate Iberville, but he is a great maa"'

In the veins of the renegade is still latent
the pride of race. He is a villain, but he knows
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the height from which he fell. "He will find

you, monsieur," he repeats. " When Le Moyne

is the hunter he never will kennel till the end.

Besides, there is the lady 1

"

« Silence 1

"

Radisson knows that he has said too much.

His manner changes. "You will let me go

with you?"

The Englishman remembers that this scoun-

drel was with Bucklaw, although he does not

know that Radisson was one of the abductors.

« Never 1 " he says, and turns upon his heel.

A moment after and the two have disappeared

from the lonely pageant of ice and sun. Man
has disappeared, but his works—houses and

ships and walls and snow-topped cannon—lie

there in the hard grasp of the North, while the

White Weaver, at the summit of the world, is

shuttling these lives into the woof of battle,

murder, and sudden death.

• • • • • •

On the shore of the La Planta River a man
lies looking into the sunset. So sweet, so

beautiful is the landscape—the deep foliage

h\
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the scent of flowers, the flutter of bright-winged
birds, the fern-grown walls of a ruined town,
the wallowing eloquence of the river, the sonorous
din of the locust—that none could think this a
couch ofdeath. A Spanish priest is making ready
for that last long voyage, when the soul of man
sloughs the dross of earth. Beside him kneels
another priest-a Frenchman of the same order.
The dying man feebly takes from his breast

a packet and hands it to his friend.

" It is as I have said," he whispers. « Others
may guess, but I know. I know-and another.
The rest are all dead. There were six of us,
and all were killed save myself. We were
poisoned by a Spaniard. He thought he had
killed all, but I lived. He also was killed.
His murderer's name was Bucklaw—an English
pirate. He has the secret. Once he came
with a ship to find, but there was trouble and
he did not go on. An Englishman also came
with the king's ship, but he did not find. But
I know that the man Bucklaw will come again.
It should not be. Listen : A year ago, and
something more. I was travelling to the coast
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From there I was to sail for Spain. I had lost

the chart of the river then. I was taken ill and

I should have died, but a young French officer

stayed his men beside me and cared for me,

and had me carried to the coast, where I

recovered. I did not go to Spain, and I found

the chart of the river again."

There is a pause, in which the deep breathing

of the dying man mingles with the low wash

of the river, and presently he speaks again. " I

vowed then that he should know. As God is

our Father, swear that you will give this packet

to himself only."

The priest, in reply, lifts the crucifix from the

dying man's breast and puts his lips to it The

world seems not to know, so cheerful is it all, that,

with a sob,—that sob of farewell which the soul

gives the body,—the spirit of a man is passing

the mile-posts called Life, Time, and Eternity.

1

Yet another glance into passing incidents

before we follow the straight trail of our story.

In the city of Montreal fourscore men are

kneeling in a little church, as the mass is slowly
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chanted at the altar. AH of them are armedBy the flare of the torches and the candles-for
't.s not daybreak yet-you can see the flash
of a scabbard, the gUnt of a knife, and the sheen
Of a bandoleer.

Presently, f^n, among them, one man rises,
goes to the steps of the sanctuary and kneels.He « the leader of the expedition, the Chevalier
de Troyes, the chosen of the governor. Amoment, and three other men rise and come
and kneel beside him. These are three b«>the«
and one we know-gallant, imperious, cordial,
havmg the superior ease of the courtier
The four receive a blessing from a massive,

handsome pnest, whose face, as it bends over
Ibervdle, suddenly flushes with feeling Pre
sently the others rise, but Iberville remains an'
instant longer, as if bth to leave The priest

:::r-. "
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CHAPTER IX

TO THE PORCH OF THE WORLD

THE English colonies never had a race of

woodsmen like the coureurs du bois of

New France. These were a strange mixture:

French peasants, half-breeds, Canadian-bom

Frenchmen, gentlemen of birth with lives and

fortunes gone askew, and many of the native

Canadian noblesse, who, like the nobles of

France, forbidden to become merchants, became

adventurers with the coureurs du bois, who were

ever with them in spirit more than with the

merchant. The peasant prefers the gentleman

to the bourgeois as his companion. Many a

coureur du bois divided his tale of furs with a

distressed noble or seigneur, who dare not work

in the fields.

The veteran Charles le Moyne, with his sons,
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^ch of whom played a daring and important
part in the histoiy of New France,-Iberville
greatest. -was one of the few merchants inwhom was combined the tmder and the noble
But he was a trader by profession before he
became a seigneur. I„ his veins was a strain
of noble blood

; but, leaving France and settlingm Canada, he avoided the little Court at Quebec
went to Montreal, and there began to lay the
foundation of his fame and fortune, and to send
forth men who were as the sons of Jacob. Inh« heart he was always in sympathy with the
woodsmen, and when they were proclaimed as
penlous to the peace and prosperity of the
k<ngs empire, he stood stoutly by them. Ad-
venturers, they traded as they listed ; and when
the Intendant Duchesnau could not bend them
to his greedy will, they were to be caught and
hanged wherever found. King Louis hardly
guessed that to cany out that order would be
to reduce greatly the list of his Canadian
noblesse. It struck a blow at the men who
.n one of the letters which the grim Frontenac
sent to Versailles not long before his death
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were rightly called "The King's Traders"—

more truly such than any others in New

France.

Whether or not the old seigneur knew it at

the time, three of his own sons were among the

coureurs du bois—chieftains by courtesy—when

they were proclaimed. And it was like Iberville,

that, then only a lad, he came in from the woods,

went to his father, and astonished him by asking

for his blessing. Then he started for Quebec, and

arriving there with Perrot and Du Lhut, went

to the citadel at night and asked to be admitted

to Count Frontenac. Perhaps the governor—-

grand half-barbarian as he was at heart—guessed

the nature of the visit and before he admitted

Iberville, dismissed those who were with him.

There is in an old letter still preserved by an

ancient family of France, an account of this

interview, told by a cynical young nobleman.

Iberville alone was admitted. His excellency

greeted his young visitor courteously, yet with

hauteur.

"You bring strange comrades to visit your

governor, Monsieur Iberville," he said.

I
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"Comrades in peace, your excellency, com-
rades in war."

"What war?"

" The king makes war against the cot ^u
bois. There is a price on the heads of icrrot
and Du Lhut. We are all in the same boat."

"You speak in riddles, sir."

" I speak (7/ riddles. Perrot and Du Lhut are
good friends of the king. They have helped
your excellency with the Indians a hundred
times. Their men have been a little royster-
ing, but that's no sin. I am one with them, and
I am as good a subject as the king has."

" Why have you come here ?
"

" To give myself up. If you shoot Perrot or
Du Lhut you will have to shoot me ; and, if you
carry on the matter, your excellency will not
have enough gentlemen to play Tartuffe!*

This last remark referred to a quarrel which
Frontenac had had with the bishop, who in-

veighed against the governor's intention of
producing Tartuffe at the chateau.

Iberville's daring was quite as remarkable as
the position in which he had placed himself.
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With a lesser man than Frontenac it might

have ended badly But himself, courtier as he

was, had ever used heroical methods, and ap-

preciated the reckless courage of youth. With

grim humour he put all three under arrest, made

them sup with him, and sent them away secretly

before morning—^free. Before Iberville left, the

governor had word with him alone.

"Monsieur," he said, "you have a keen

tongue, but our king needs keen swords, and

since yor( have the advantage of me in this, I

shall take care you pay the bill. We have had

enough of outlawry. You shall fight by rule

and measure soon."

"In your excellency's bodyguard, I hope,"

was the instant reply.

"In the king's navy," answered Frontenac,

with a smile, for he was please with the frank

flattery.

A career different from that of George Gering,

who, brought up with Puritans, had early learned

to take life seriously, had little of Iberville's

gay spirit, but was just such a determined,

self-conscious Englishman as anyone could

9
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trust and admire, and none but an Englishman

love.

And Jessica Leveret? Wherever she had

been during the past four years, she had stood

between these two men, regardful, wondering,

waiting ; and at last, as we know, casting the die

against the enemy of her country. But was it

cast after all ?

Immediately after she made a certain solemn

promise, recorded in the last chapter, she went

once again to New York to visit Governor

NichoUs. She had been there some months

before, but it was only for a few weeks, and

then she had met DoUier de Casson and Perrot.

That her mind was influenced by memory of

Iberville we may guess, but in what fashion who

can say ? It is not in mortal man to resolve the

fancies of a woman, or interpret the shadowy

inclinations, the timid revulsions, which move

them—they cannot tell why, any more than we.

They would indeed be thankful to be solved

unto themselves. The great moment for a man

with a woman is when, by some clear guess or

some special providence, he shows her in a
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flash her own mind. Her respect, her. serious

wonder, are all then making for his glory. Wise

and happy if by a further touch of genius

he seizes the situation: henceforth he is her

master. George Gering and Jessica had been

children together, and he understood her,

perhaps, as did no one else, save her father

;

though he never made good use of his know-

ledge, nor did he touch that side of her which

was purely feminine—her sweet inconsistency

;

therefore, he was not her master.

But he had appealed to her, for he had

courage, strong ambition, thorough kindness,

and fine character, only marred by a want of

temperament. She had avoided as long as she

could the question which, on his return from

service in the navy, he asked her, almost with-

out warning; and with a touch of her old

demureness and gaiety, she had put him off,

bidding him go win his laurels as commander.

He was then commissioned for Hudson's Bay,

and expected, on his return, to proceed to the

Spaniards' country with William Phips, if that

brave gentleman succeeded with the king or his
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nobles. He had gone north with his ship, and,
as we have seen, when Iberville started on that
almost impossible journey, was preparing to
return to Boston. As he waited Iberville

came on.

1
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CHAPTER X

QUI VIVE I

FROM Land's End to John c Groafs is

a long tramp, but that from Montreal

to Hudson's Bay is far longer, and yet

many have made it; more, however, in the

days of which we are writing than now,

and with greater hardships also then. But

weighed against the greater hardships there

was a bolder temper and a more romantic

spirit.

How strange and severe a journey it was,

only those can tell who have travelled those

wastes, even in these later days, when paths

have been beaten down from Mount Royal to

the lodges of the North. When they started, the

ice had not yet all left the Ottawa River, and

they wound their way through crowding floes,
133
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or portaged here and there for miles, the eager

sun of spring above with scarcely a cloud to

trail behind him. At last the river cleared, and

for leagues they travelled to the north-west, and

came at last to the Lake of the Winds. They
travelled across one comer of it, to a point

where they would strike an unknown path to

Hudson's Bay.

Iberville had never before seen this lake, and,

with all his knowledge of great proportions,

he was not prepared for its splendid vastness.

They came upon it in the evening, and camned
beside it They watched the sun spread out his

banners, presently veil his head in them, and
sink below the world. And between them and
that sunset was a vast rock stretching out from

a ponderous shore—a colossal stone lion, resting

Sphinx-like, keeping its faith with the ages.

Alone, the warder of the West, stormy, menac-

ing, even the vernal sun could give it little

cheerfulness. But to Iberville and his followers

it brought no gloom at night, nor yet in the

morning when all was changed, and a soft

silver mist hung over the "great water/' like
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dissolving dew, through which the sunlight

came with a strange solemn delicacy. Upon

the shore were bustle, cheerfulness, and song,

until every canoe was launched, and then the

band of warriors got in, and presently were

away in the haze.

The long bark canoes, with lofty prows,

stained with powerful dyes, slid along this path

swiftly, the paddles noiselessly cleaving the

water with the precision of a pendulum. One

followed the other with a space between, so that

Iberville, in the first, looking back, could see a

diminishing procession, the last seeming large

and weird—almost a shadow—as it were a part

of the weird atmosphere. On either side was

that soft plumbless diffusion, and ahead the

secret of untravelled wilds and the fortunes of

war.

As if by common instinct, all gossip ceased

soon after they left the shore, and, cheerful as

was the French Canadian, he was— and is

—

superstitious. He saw sermons in stones, books

in the running brooks, and the supernatural in

everything. Simple, hardy, occasionally bloody,
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he was ever on the watch for signs and wonders;
and a phase of nature influenced him after the
manner of a being with a temperament. Often, as
some of the woodsmen and rivermen had seen
this strange effect, they now made the sacred
gesture as they ran on. The pure moisture lay
like a fine exudation on their brown skins,

glistened on their black hair, and hung from'
their beards, giving them a mysterious look.
The colours of thei' canoes and clothes were
softened by the dim air and long use, and there
seemed to accompany each boat and each person
an atmosphere within this other haze, a spiritual

kind of exhalation ; so that one might have
thought them, with the crucifixes on their

breasts, and that unworldly, distinguished look
which comes to those who live much with
nature, as sons of men going upon such mission
as did they who went into the far land with
Arthur.

But the silence could not be maintained for
long. The first flush of the impression gone,
these half-barbarians, with the simple hearts of
children, must rise from the almost melancholy,

lis

I
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somewhat religious, mood into which they had

been cast. As Iberville, with Sainte - H^l^ne

and Perrot, sat watching the canoes that fol-

lowed, with voyageurs erect in bow and stem, a

voice in the next canoe, with a half-chanting

modulation, began a song of the wild -life.

Voice after voice slowly took it up, until it ran

along the whole procession. A verse was sung,

then a chorus altogether, then a refrain of one

verse which was sung by each boat in succes-

sion to the last As the refrain of this was sung

by the last boat it seemed to come out of the

great L.\ze behind. Verses of the old song are

still preserved

—

** Quivivel

Who is it cries in the dawn-
Cries when the stars go down?
Who is it comes through the mist

—

The mist that is fine like lawn,

The mist like an angel's gown 7

Who is it comes in the dawn?
Qui vivet Qui vivel in the dawn.

" Qui vive I

Who is it passeth us by,

Still in the dawn and Uie mist?

Tall seigneur of the dawn i
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A two-edged sword at his thigh,

A shield of gold at his wrist

:

Who is it hurrieth by?
Qui Vive I Quivivel in the dawn."

IM

Under the influence of this beautiful mystery
of the dawn, the slow thrilling song, and the

strange, happy loneliness—as though they were
in the wash between two worlds, Iberville got
the great inspiration of his life. He would
be a discoverer, the faithful captain of his king,

a trader in provinces. . . And in that he kept
his word—years after, but he kept it There
came with this, what always comes to a man of

great ideas: the woman who should share his

prowess. Such a man, if forced to choose

between the woman and the idea, will ever

decide for the woman after he has married her,

sacrificing what—however much he hides it-
lies behind all. But he alone knows what he
has sacrificed. For it is in the order of things

that the great man shall be first the maker
of kingdoms and homes, and then the husband
of his wife and a begetter of children. Iberville

knew that this woman was not more to him than
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the feeling just come to him, but he knew also

that while the one remained the other would

also.

He stood up and folded his arms, looking into

the silence and mist His hand mechanically

dropped to his sword, and he glanced up proudly

to the silver flag with its golden lilies floating

softly on the slight breeze they made as they

passed.

" The sword
!
" he said under his breath. " The

world and a woman by the sword ; there is no

other way."

He had the spirit of his time. The sword was

its faith, its magic If two men loved a woman,

the natural way to make happiness for all was

to let the sword do its eager office. For they

had one of the least - believed and most un-

popular of truths, that a woman's love is more

a matter of mastery and possession than instinct,

two men being of comparatively equal merit

and sincerity.

His figure seemed to grow larger in the mist,

and the grey haze gave his hair a frosty coating,

so that age and youth seemed strangely mingled
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in him. He stood motionless for a long time as
the song went on—

"Qui viva/

Who saileth into the mom,
Out of the wind of the dawn?—
'Follow, oh, follow me ont'
Calleth a distant horn.
He is here—he is there—he is gone.
Tall seigneur of the dawn I

Qui Vive/ Qui Vive/ in the dawn."

Someone touched Iberville's arm. It was
Dollier de Casson. Iberville turned to him, but
they did not speak at first—the priest knew his
friend well.

" We shall succeed, abb^," Iberville said.

"May our quarrel be a just one, Pierre!" was
the grave reply.

" The forts are our king's ; the man is with my
conscience, my dear friend"

" But if you make sorrow for the woman ?
"

" You brought me a gift from her I " His finger
touched his doublet

" She is English, my Pierre."

"She is what God made her."

" She may be sworn to the man,"
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Iberville started, then shook his head incred-

ulously. " He is not worthy of her.'*

" Are you ?
"

" I know her value better and prize it more."

" You have not seen her for four years."

"I had not seen you for four years—^and

yet!"

" You saw her then only for a few days—and

she was so young 1

"

"What are days or years? Things lie deep

in us till some great moment, and then they

spring into life and are ours for ever. When I

kissed King Louis' hand I knew that I loved

my king; when De Montespan's, I hated, and

shall hate always. When I first saw this English

girl I waked from youth, I was bom again into

the world. I had no doubts, I have none now."

"And the man?"
" One knows one's enemy even as the other.

There is no way but this, Dollier. He is the

enemy of my king, and he is gi:eatly in my debt

Remember the Spaniards' country !

"

He laid a hand upon his sword. The face

of the priest was calm and grave, but in his eyes
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was a deep fire. At heart he was a soldier, a

loyalist, a gentleman of France. Perhaps there

came to him then the dreams of his youth, before

a thing happened which made him at last a

servant of the Church after he had been a soldier

of the king.

Presently the song of the voyageurs grew less,

the refrain softened and passed down the long

line, and, as it were, from out of far mists came
the muffled challenge

—

" Qui Vive I Qui vivtl in the dawn."

Then a silence fell once more. But presently

from out of the mists there came, as it were,

the echo of their challenge

—

** Qui vivel Qui vivel in the dawn."

The paddles stilled in the water and a thrill

ran through the line of voyageurs,—even Iber-

ville and his friends were touched by it

Then there suddenly emerged from the haze

on their left, ahead of them, a long canoe with

tall figures in bow and stem, using paddles.

They wore loiig cloaks, and feathers waved from

their heads. In the centre of the canoe was
what seemed a body under a pall, at its head
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and feet small censers. The smell of the wood

came to them, and a little trail of sweet smoke

was left behind as the canoe swiftly passed into

the mist on the other side and was gone.

It had been seen vaguely. No one spoke,

no one challenged; it had come and gone

like a dream. What it was, no one, not even

Iberville, could guess, though he thought it a

pilgrimage of burial, such as was sometimes

made by distinguished members of Indian

tribes. Or it may have been—which is likely

—a dead priest being carried south by Indian

friends.

The impression left upon the party was,

however, characteristic. There was none but,

with the smell of the censers in his nostrils,

made the sacred gesture; and had the Jesuit

Silvy or the Ahh6 de Casson been so dis-

posed, the event might have been made into

the supernatural.

After a time the mist cleared away, and

nothing could be seen on the path they had

travelled but the plain of clear water and the

distant shore they had left Ahead of them
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was another shore, and they reached this at

last Where the mysterious canoe had vanished,

none could tell.

Days upon days they travelled, with incredible

labour, now portaging over a stubborn country,

now placing their lives in hazard as they shot

down untravelJed rapids.

One day on the Black Wing River a canoe
was torn open and its three occupants were
thrown into the rapids. Two of them were
expert swimmers and were able to catch the

stern of another canoe as it ran by, and reached

safe water, bruised but alive. The third was a
boy, Maurice Joval, the youngest of the party,

whom Iberville had been at first loth to bring

with him. But he had remembered his own
ambitious youth, and had consented, persuading

De Troyes that the lad was worth encourage-

ment. His canoe was not far behind when the

other ran on the rocks. He saw the lad struggle

bravely and strike out, but a cross current caught

him and carried him towards the steep shore.

There he was thrown against a rock. His
strengrth seemed to fail, but he grasped the
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rock. It was scraggy, and though it tore and

bruised him he clung to it

Iberville threw off his doublet, and prepared

to spring as his boat came down. But another

had made ready. It was the abb^, with his

cassock gone, and his huge form showing finely.

He laid his hand upon Iberville's arm. " Stay

here," he said, " I go ; I am the stronger."

But Iberville, as cries of warning and appeal

rang out around him,—the drowning lad had not

cried out at all,—sprang into the water. Not

alone. The abb^ looked around him, made the

sacred gesture, and then sprang also into an

eddy a distance below, and at an angle made

his way up towards the two. Priest though he

was, he was also an expert riverman, and his

vast strength served him royally. He saw

Iberville tossed here and there but with impos-

sible strength and good fortune reach the lad.

The two grasped each other and then struck

out for the high shore. De Casson seemed to

know what would happen. He altered his

course, and, making for the shore also at a point

below, reached it He saw with a kind of

10
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despair that it was steep and had no trees;

yet his keen eyes also saw, not far below, the

dwarfed bole of a tree jutting out from the rock.

There lay the chance. Below this was a great

turmoil ofrapids. A prayer mechanically passed

the priest's lips, though his thoughts were those

of a warrior then. He almost enjoyed the

danger for himself: his fea*- was for Iberville and
for the motherless boy.

He had guessed and hoped aright Iberville,

supporting the now senseless boy, swung down
the mad torrent, his eyes blinded with blood so

that he could not see. But lie heard De Casson's

voice and with a splendid effort threw himself

and the lad towards it The priest also fought

upwarc^s to them and caught them as they came,

having reserved his great strength until now.

Throwing his left arm over the lad he relieved

Iberville of his burden, but called to him to hold

on. The biood was flowing into Iberville's eyes

and he could do nothing else. But now came
the fight between the priest and the mad waters.

Once—twice—thrice they went beneath, but

neither Iberville nor himself let go, and to the
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apprehensive cries of their friends there suc-

ceeded calls of delight, for De Casson had seized

the jutting bole and held on. It did not give,

and they were safe for a moment

A quarter of a mile below there was smoother

water, and soon the canoes were ashore, and

Perrot, Sainte-H^l^ne, and others were running

to the rescue. They arrived just in time. Ropes

were let down, and the lad was drawn up

insensible. Then came the priest, for Iberville,

battered as he was, would not stir until the abb^

had gone up—a stout strain on the rope. For-

tunately there were clefts and fissures in the

wall, which could be used in the ascent. De
Casson had consented to go first, chiefly because

he wished to gratify the still youthful pride of

Iberville, who thought the soldier should see the

priest into safety. Iberville himself came up

slowly, for he was stiff and his limbs were

shaking. His clothes were in tatters, and his fine

face was like that of a warrior defaced by swords.

But he refused to be carried, and his first care

was for the boy, who had received no mortal

injury.
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" You have saved the boy, Pierre," said the

priest, in a low voice.

" Self-abasing always, dear abb^
; you saved

us both. By heaven, but the king lost a great

man in you !

"

" Hush ! Mere brawn, Pierre I . . . . By the

blessing of God," he added quickly.

n
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CHAPTER XI

WITH THE STRANGE PEOPLE

AFTER this came varying days of hardship

by land and water, and then another

danger. One day they were crossing a great

northern lake. The land was moist with the

sweat of quick-springing verdure; flocks of

wild fowl rose at all points, and herds of

caribou came drinking and feeding at the

shore. The cries of herons, loons, and river-

hens rose with strange distinctness, so delicate

was the atmosphere, and the blue of the sky

was exquisite.

As they paddled slowly along this lake,

keeping time to their songs with the paddles,

there suddenly grew out of the distance a great

flotilla of canoes with tall prows, and behind

them a range of islands which they had not
14»



V

/

150 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

before seen. The canoes were filled with men
—Indians, it would seem, by the tall feathers

lifting from their heads. A moment before

there had been nothing. The sudden appear-

ance was even more startling than the strange

canoe that crossed their track on Lake of the

Winds. Iberville knew at once that it was a
mirage, and the mystery of it did not last long
even among the superstitious. But they knew
now that somewhere in the north—presumably
not far away—was a large band of Indians,

possibly hostile; their own numbers were
about fourscore. There was the chance that

the Indians were following or intercepting

them. Yet, since they had left the Ottawa
River, they had seen no human being, save in

that strange canoe on Lake of the Winds.
To the east were the dreary wastes of Lab-
rador, to the west were the desolate plains

and hills, stretching to the valley of the Sas-
katchewan.

Practically in command, Iberville advised

watchfulness and preparation for attack. Pre-

sently the mirage faded away as suddenly as
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It came. For days again they inarched and

voyaged on, seeing still no human being. At

last they came to a lake, which they crossed

in their canoes ; then they entered the mouth of

a small river, travelling northward. The river

narrowed at a short distance from its mouth,

and at a certain point the stream turned sharply.

As the first canoe rounded the point it came

full upon half a hundred canoes blocking the

river, filled by Indians with bended bows.

They were a northern tribe that had never

before seen the white man. Tall and stern,

they were stout enemies, but they had no fire-

arms, and, as could be seen, they were aston-

ished at the look of the little band, which, at

the command of De Troyes, who with Iber-

ville was in the first boat, came steadily

on. Suddenly brought face to face there was

a pause, in which Iberville, who knew several

Indian languages, called to them to make

way.

He was not understood, but he had pointed

to the white standard of France flaring with the

golden lilies; and perhaps the drawn swords
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and the martial manner of the h'ttle band—
who had donned gay trappings, it being Iber-

ville's birthday— conveyed in some way his

meaning. The bows of the strangers stayed
drawn, awaiting word from the leader. Near
the chief stood a man seven feet in height,

a kind of bodyguard, who presently said some-
thing in his ear. He frowned, then seemed to
debate, and his face cleared at last. Raising a
spear, he saluted the French leaders, and then
pointed towards ihe shore, where there was a
space clear of trees, a kind of plateau. De
Troyes and Iberville, thinking that a truce

and parley were meant, returned the salute

with their swords, and presently the canoes
of both parties made over to the shore. It

was a striking sight: the grave, watchful faces

of the Indians, who showed up grandly in

the sun, their skin like fine rippling bronze
as they moved; their tall feathers tossing,

rude bracelets on their wrists, while some wore
necklets of brass or copper. The chief was
a stalwart savage with a cruel eye, but the

most striking figure of all—either French or



WITH THE STRANGE PEOPLE 153

Indian— was that of the chiefs bodyguard.

He was, indeed, the Goliath of the tribe, who,

after the manner of oth:r champions, was
ever ready for challenge in the name of his

master. He was massively built, with long

sinewy arms; but Iberville noticed that he

was not powerful at the waist in proportion

to the rest of his body, and that his neck

was thinner than it should be. But these

were items, for in ail he was a fine piece

of humanity, and Iberville said as much to

De Casson, involuntarily stretching up as he
did so. Tall and athletic himself, he never

saw a man of calibre but he felt a wish to

measure strength with him, not from vanity,

but through the mere instincts of the warrior.

Priest as he was, it is possible that De Casson

shared the young man's feeling, though chasten-

ing years had overcome impulses of youth.

It was impossible for the French leaders to

guess how this strange pariey would end,

and when many more Indians suddenly showed
on the banks they saw that they might have
tough work.
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"What do you think of it, Iberville?" said

De Troyes.

*'A juggler's puzzle—let us ask Perrot," was

the reply.

Perrot confessed that he knew nothing of

this tribe of Indians. The French leaders,

who had never heard of Indians who would

fight in the open, were, in spite of great

opposing numbers, in warrior mood. Pre-

sently all the canoes were got to land, and

without any hostile sign the Indians filed

out on the centre of the plateau, where were

pitched a number of tents. The tents were

in a circle, surrounding a clear space of

ground, and the chief halted in the middle

of this. He and his men had scarcely noticed

the Frenchmen as they followed, seemingly

trusting the honour of the invaders that

they would not attack from behind. It

was these Indians who had been seen in the

mirage. They had followed the Frenchmen,

had gone parallel with them for scores of

miles, and had at last at this strategic point

waylaid them.

1,1

[III
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The conference was short The French

ranged in column on one side, the Indians on

the other, and then the chief stepped forward.

De Troyes did the same, and not far behind

him were Iberville, the other officers and

Perrot. Behind the chief was the champion,

then, a little distance away, on either side, the

Indian councillors.

The chief waved his hand proudly towards

the armed warriors behind him, as if showing

their strength, speaking meanwhile, and then,

with effective gesture, remarking the handful of

French. Presently, pointing to his fighting

man, he seemed to ask that the matter be settled

by single combat

The French leaders understood: Goliath

would have his David. The champion suddenly

began a sing-song challenge, during which

Iberville and his comrades conferred. The

champion's eyes ran up and down the line

and alighted on the large form of De

Casson, who calmly watched him. Iber-

ville saw this look and could not help but

laugh, though the matter was serious. He
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pictured the good abW fighting for the band.
At this the champion began to beat his breast
defiantly.

Iberville threw off his coat, and motioned his
friends back. Immediately there was protest
They had not known quite what to do, but
Perrot had offered to fight the champion, and
they, supposing it was to be a fight with weapons,
had hastily agreed. It was clear, however, that
it was to be a wrestle to the death. Iberville
quelled all protests, and they stepped back.
There was a final call from the champion, and
^^hen he became silent From the Indians rose
one long cry of satisfaction, and then they too
stilled, the chief fell back, and the two men
stood alone in the centre. Iberville, whose face
had become grave, went to De Casson and
whispered to him. The abbd gave him his
blessing, and then he turned and went back.
He waved his hand to his brothers ard his
friends,— a gay Cavalier-like motion,— then
took off all save his small clothes and stood
out

Never was seen, perhaps, a stranger sight

:
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a gentleman of France ranged against a savage
wrestler, without weapons, stripped to the waist,

to fight like a gladiator. But this was a new
land, and Iberville could ever do what another
of his name or rank could not. There was
only one other man in Canada who could do
the same—old Count Frontenac himself, who,
dressed in all his Court finery, had danced a
war-dance in the torchlight with Iroquois

chiefs.

Stripped, Iberville's splendid proportions could

be seen at advantage. He was not massively

made, but from crown to heel there was perfect

muscular proportion. His admirable training

and his splendidly nourished body—cared for,

as in those days only was the body cared for

—promised much, though against so huge a
champion. Then, too, Iberville in his boyhood
had wrestled with Indians and had learned

their tricks. Added to this were methods
learned abroad, which might prove useful now.
Yet anyone looking at the two would have
begged the younger man to withdraw.

Never was battle shorter. Iberville, too

i
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proud to give his errny on- moment of

athletic trifling, ran in on him. For a time

they were locked, straining terribly, and
then the neck of the champion went with h

snap and he lay dead in the middle of the

green.

The Indians and the French were both so

dumbfounded that for a moment no one stirrod,

and Iberville went back and quietly put on
his clothes. But presently cries of rage and

mourning came from the Indians, and weapons

threatened. But the chief waved aggression

down, and came forward to the dead man. He
looked for a moment, and then as Iberville and
De Troyes came near, he gazed at Iberville

in wonder, and all at once reached out both

hands to him. Iberville took them and shook

them heartily.

There was something uncanny in the sudden

death of the champion, and Iberville's achieve-

ment had conquered these savages, who, after

all, loved such deeds, though at the hand of

an enemy. And now the whole scene was
changed. The French courteously but firmly
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demanded homage, and got it, as the superior

race can get it from the inferior, when events

are, ev a distantly, in their favour; and here

were martial display, a band of fearless men,

weapons which the savages had never seen

before, trumpets, and, most of all, a chief who
was his own champion, and who had snapped

the neck of their Goliath as one would break

a tree-branch.

From the moment Iberville and the chief

shook hands they were friends, and after two
days, when they parted company, there was no
Indian among all this strange tribe but would
have followed him anywhere. As it was, he

and De Troyes preferred to make the expedition

with his handful of men, and so parted with

the Indians, after having made gifts to the chief

and his people. The most important of these

presents was a musket, handled by the chief at

first as though it were some deadly engine. The
tribe had been ^reatly astonished at hearing

a volley fired by the whole band at once, and
at seeing caribou shot before their eyes; but

when the chief himself, after divers attempts.
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shot a caribou, they stood in proper awe. With

mutual friendliness they parted. Two weeks

later, after great trials, the band emerged on

the shores of Hudson's Bay almost without

baggage, and starving.
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CHAPTER XII

OUT OF THE NET

'T^HE last two hundred miles of their journey
-l had been made under trying conditions.

Accidents had befallen the canoes which carried

the food, and the country through which they
passed was almost devoid of game. During
the last three days they had little or nothing to

eat. When, therefore, at night they came
suddenly upon the shores of Hudson's Bay,
and Fort Hayes lay silent before them, they

were ready for desperate enterprises. The high
stockade walls with stout bastions and small

cannon looked formidable, yet there was no
man of them but was better pleased that the

odds were against him than with him. Though
it was late spring, the night was cold, and all

were wet, hungry, and chilled.

II
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Iberville's first glance at the bay and the fort

brought disappointment No vessel lay in the

harbour, therefore it was probable Gering was

not there. But there were other forts, and this

one must be taken meanwhile. The plans were

quickly made. Iberville advised a double attack

:

an improvised battering-ram at the great gate,

and a party to climb the stockade wall at another

quarter. This climbing-party he would himself

lead, accompanied by his brother Sainte-Hdlfene,

Perrot, and a handful of agile woodsmen. He

had his choice, and his men were soon gathered

round him. A tree was cut down in the woods

some distance from the shore, shortened, and

brought down, ready for its duty of battering-

ram.

The night was beautiful. There was a bright

moon, and the sky by some strange trick of

atmosphere had taken on a green hue, against

which everything stood out with singular

distinctness. The air was placid, and through

the stillness came the low humming wash of

the water to the hard shore. The fort stood

on an upland, looking in its solitariness like
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some lonely prison-house, where men went

more to have done with the world than for

punishment Iberville was in that mood wherein

men (io stubborn deeds—when justice is more

with them than mercy, and selfishness than either.

"If you meet the man, Pierre?" De Casson

said before the party started.

Iberville laughed softly. "If we meet, may

my mind be his, abb^ ? But he is not here

—

there is no vessel, you see ! Still, there are more

forts on the bay."

The band knelt down before they started.

It was strange to hear in that lonely waste, a

handful of men, bent on a deadly task, singing

a low chant of penitence—a Kyrie eleison.

Afterwards came the benediction upon this

buccaneering expedition, behind which was one

man's personal enmity, a merchant company's

cupidity, and a great nation's lust of conquest

!

Iberville stole across the shore and up the

hill with his handful of men. There was no

sound from the fort ; all were asleep. No

musket-shot welcomed them, no cannon roared

on the night; there was no sentry. What
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should people on the outposts of the world

need of sentries, so long as there were walls to

keep out wild animals I In a few moments

Iberville and his companions were over the

wall. Already the attack on the gate had

begun, a passage was quickly made, and by the

time Iberville had forced open the doors of the

block-house, his followers making a wild hubbub

as of a thousand men, De Troyes and his party

were at his heels. Before the weak garrison

could make resistance they were in the hands

of their enemies, and soon were gathered in the

yard—men, women, and children.

Geiing was not there. Iberville was told

that he was at one of the other forts along the

shore: either Fort Rupert on the east, a hundred

and twenty miles away, or at Fort Albany,

ninety miles to the north and west. Iberville

determined to go to Fort Rupert, and with a

few followers, embarking in canoes, assembled

before it two nights after. A vessel was in the

harbour, and his delight was keen. He divided

his men, sending Perrot to take the fort, while

himself with a small party moved to the attack
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of the vessel. Gering had delayed a day too

long. He had intended leaving the day before,

but the arrival of the governor of the Company
had induced him to remain another day ; enter-

taining his guest at supper, and toasting him

in some excellent wine got in Hispaniola. So

palatable was it that all drank deeply, and

other liquors found their way to the fo'castle.

Thus in the dead of night there was no open

eye on the Valiant.

The Frenchmen pushed out gently from the

shore, paddled noiselessly over to the ship's side,

and clambered up. Iberville was the first to

step on deckj and he was followed by Perrot

and De Casson, who had, against Iberville's

will, insisted on coming. Five ethers came

after. Already they could hear the other party

at the gate of the fort, and the cries of the

besiegers, now in the fortyard, came clearly to

them.

The watch of the Valiant, waking suddenly,

sprang up and ran forward, making no outcry,

dazed, but bent on fighting. He came, however,

on the point of Perrot's sabre and was cut
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down. Meanwhile Iberville, hot for mischief,

stamped upon the deck. Immediately a number

of armed men came bundling up the hatch-

way. Among these appeared Gering and the

governor, who thrust themselves forward with

drawn swords and pistols. The first two men
ho appeared above the hatchway were

promptly despatched, and Iberville's sword was

falling upon Gering, whom he did not recognise,

when De Casson's hand diverted the blow.

It caught the shoulder of a man at Gering's

side.

" 'Tis Monsieur Gering !

" said the priest

"Stop! stopl" cried a voice behind these.

" I am the governor. We surrender."

There was nothing else to do: in spite of

Gering's show of defiance, though death was

above him if he resisted. He was but half-

way up.

"It is no use, Mr. Gering," urged the

governor ;
" they have us like sheep in a pen."

"Very well," said Gering suddenly, handing

up his sword and stepping up himself. **To

whom do I surrender?"
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"To an old acquaintance, monsieur," said

Iberville, coming near, "who will cherish you

for the king of France."

" Damnation 1" cried Gering, and his eyes

hungered for his sword again.

"You would not visit mc, so I came to !ook

for you; though why, monsieur, you shouid

hide up here in the porch of the world passeth

knowledge."

" Monsieur is witty," answered Gering stoutly;

" but if he will grant me my sword again and

an hour alone with him, I shall ask no greater

joy in life."

By this time the governor was on deck, and

he interposed.

"I beg, sir," he said to Iberville, "you will

see there is no useless slaughter at yon fort;

for I guess that your men have their way

with it."

" Shall my messenger, in your name, tell your

people to give in ?
"

" Before God, no : I hope that they will fight

while remains a ch n \ And be sure, sir, I

should not have yieid'd here, but that I foresaw
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hopeless slaughter. Nor would I ask your
favour there, but that I know you are like to

have bloody barbarians with you—and we have
women and children I

"

"We have no Indians, we are all French,"

answered Iberville quietly, and sent the mes-
senger away.

At that moment Perrot touched his arm, and
pointed to a man whose shoulder was being
bandaged. It was lladisson, who had caught
Iberville's sword when the abb^ diverted it

"By the mass I" said Iberville; "the gift of

the saints."

He pricked Radisson with the point of his

sword. "Well, Monsieur Renegade, who holds
the spring of the trap ? You have some prayers,

I hope. And if there is no priest among your
English, we'll find you one before you swing
next sundown."

Radisson threw up a malignant look, but said

nothing
; and went on caring for his wound.

"At sunset, remember. You will see to it,

Perrot," he added.

"Pardon me, monsieur," said the governor.

1,1 I
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"This is an officer of our company, duly
surrendered."

"Monsieur will know this man is a traitor,
and that I have long-standing orders to kill
him wherever found.-What has monsieur to
say for him?" Iberville added, turning to
Gering.

"As an officer of the company," was the
reply, « he has the rights of a prisoner of war."
"Monsieur, we have met at the same table,

and I cannot think you should plead for a
traitor. If you will say that the man"—
But here Radisson broke in. "I want no

one to speak for me. I hate you all "-^e spat
at rberville- 'and I will hang when I must, no
sooner."

"Not so badly said," Iberville responded.
"'Tis a pity, Radisson, you let the devil buy
you."

"T'shI The devil pays good coin, ana I'm
not hung yet,' he sullenly returned.

By ttm time all the prisoners save Gering,
the governor, and Radian, were secured'
Iberville ordered their disposition, and then

wiPg mm, 'nfity^
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having set a guard, went down to deal with

the governor for all the forts on the bay.

Because the firing had ceased, he knew that

the fort had been captured ; and, indeed, word

soon came to this effect Iberville then gave

orders that the prisoners from the fort should

be brought on board next morning, to be

carried on to Fort Albany, which was yet for

attack. He was ill-content that a hand-to-hand

fight with Gering had been prevented.

He was now all courtesy to the governor

and Gering, and, offering them their own wine,

entertained them with the hardships of their

travel up. He gave the governor assurance

that the prisoners should be treated well, and no

property destroyed. Afterwards, with apologies,

he saw them bestowed in a cabin, the door

fastened, and a guard set. Presently he went

on deck, and giving orders that Radisson

should be kept safe on the after-deck, had

rations served out Then, after eating, he

drew his cloak over him in the cabin and fell

asleep.

Near daybreak a man came swimming along
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the side of the ship to the small port-hole of

a cabin. He paused before it, took from his

pocket a nail, and threw it within. There was

no response, and he threw another, and again

there was no response. Hearing the step of

someone on the deck above he drew in close

to the side of the ship, diving under the water

and lying still. A moment after he reappeared

and moved—almost floated— on to another

port -hole. He had only one nail left; he

threw it in, and Gering's face appeared.

" Hush, monsieur 1 " Radisson called up. " I

have a key which may fit, and a bar of iron. If

you get clear, make for this side."

He spoke in a whisper. At that moment he

again heard steps above, and dived as before.

The watch looked over, having heard a slight

noise ; but not knowing that Gering^s cabin was

beneath, thought no harm. Presently Radisson

came up again. Gering understood; having

heard the footsteps.

" I will make the trial," he said. " Can you

give me no other weapon ?
"

" I have only the one," responded Radisson,

k\

>. •!
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not unselfish enough to give it up. His chief
Idea, after all. was to put Gering under obliga-
tion to him.

^

" I will do my best," said Gering.
Then he turned to the governor, who did not

care to risk his life in the way of escape.
Gering tried the key. but it would not turn

.easily and he took it out again. Rubbing
away the rust, he used tallow from the candle
and tried the lock again ; still it would not
turn. He looked to the fastenings, but they
were solid, and he feared noise; he made one
more attempt with the lock, and suddenly it
turned. He tried the handle, and the door
opened. Then he bade good-bye to the
governor and stepped out, almost upon the
guard, who was sound asleep. Looking round
he saw Iberville's cloak, which its owner had
thrown off in his sleep. He stealthily picked
It up, and then put Iberville's cap on his head.
Of nearly the same height, with these disguises
he might be able to pass for his captor.
He threw the cloak over his shoulders, stole

silently to the hatchway, and cautiously climbed

1

i
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up. Thrusting out his head he looked about

him, and he saw two or three figures bundled

together at the mainmast—woodr.men who had
celebrated victor) .00 sincerely. He looked for

the watch, but could not see him. Then he
drew himself carefuiiy up, and on his hands and
knees passed to the starboard side and moved
aft. Doing so he saw the watch start up
from the capstan where he had been resting,

and walk towards him. He did not quicken

his pace. He trusted to his ruse—he would

impersonate Iberville, possessed as he was of

the hat and cloak. He moved to the bulwarks

and leaned against them, looking into the water.

The sentry was deceived ; he knew the hat and
cloak, and he was only too glad to have, as he
thought, escaped the challenge of having slept

at his post ; so he began resolutely to pace the

deck. Gering watched him closely, and moved
deliberately to the stern. In doing so he
suddenly came upon a body. He stopped and
turned round, leaning against the bulwarks as

before. This time the watch came within

twenty feet of him, saluted and retired.
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I ;

Immediately Gering looked again at the body

near him, and started back, for his feet were in

a little pool. He understood: Radisson had

escaped by killing his guard. It was not possible

that the crime atid the escape could go long

undetected ; the watch might at any moment
come the full length of the ship. Gering flashed

a glance at him again,—^his back was fo him

still,—suddenly doffed the hat and cloak, vaulted

lightly upon the bulwarks, caught the anchor-

chain, slid down it into the water, and struck

out softly along the side. Immediately Radis-

son was beside him.

"Can you dive?" the Frenchman whispered.

" Can you swim under water ?
"

"A little."

*' Then, with me quick I

"

The Frenchman dived and Gering followed

him. The water was bitter cold, but when a

man is saving his life endurance multiplies.

The Fates were with them: no alarm came

from the ship, and they reached the bank in

safety. Here they were upon a now hostile

shore without food, fire, shelter, and weapons;



OUT OF THE NET '75

their situation was desperate even yet Radis-

son's ingenuity was not quite enough, so Gering

solved the problem : there were the Frenchmen's

canoes ; they must be somewhere on the shore.

Because Radisson was a Frenchman, he might

be able to impose upon the watch guarding the

canoes. If not, they still had weapons of a

kind—Radisson a knife, and Gering the bar of

iron. They moved swiftly along the shore,

fearing an alarm meanwhile. If they could but

get weapons and a canoe they would make

their way either to Fort Albany, so warning it,

or attempt the desperate journey to New York.

Again fortune was with them. As it chanced,

the watch, suffering from the cold night air,

had gone into the bush to bring wood for firing.

The two refugees stole near, and in the very

first canoe found three muskets, and there

were also bags filled with food. They hastily

pushed out a canoe, got in, and were miles

away before their escape was discovered.

Radisson was for going south at once to

New York, but Gering would not hear of it,

and at the mouth of a musket Radisson obeyed.
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They reached Fort Albany and warned it

Having thus done his duty towards the

Hudson's Bay Company, and knowing that

surrender must come, and that in this case

his last state would be worse than his first,

Gering proceeded with Radisson—^hourly more

hateful to him, yet to be endured for what had

happened—southward upon the trail the French-

men had taken northward.

A couple of hours after Gering had thrown

his hat and cloak into the blood of the catfreur

du boist and slid down the anchor-chain, Iberville

knew that his quarry was fiown. The watch had

thought that Iberville had gone below, and he

had again relaxed, but presently a little maggot

of wonder got into his brain. He then went

aft. Dawn was just breaking ; the grey moist

light shone with a naked coldness on land and

water; wild-fowl came fluttering, voiceless, past;

night was still drenched in sleep. Suddenly he

saw the dead body, and his boots dabbled in

wet I

In all that concerned the honour of the arms

of France and the conquest of the three forts,
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Hayes, Rupert, and Albany. Iberville might be
content, but he chafed at the escape of his
enemies.

**! will not say it is better so, Pierre," urged
De Casson; "but you have done enough for
the kmg. Let your own cause come later."
"And it will come,abb^," he answered, with

anger. "His account grows; we must settle
all one day. And Radisson shall swing or Iam no soldier—«;o 1

"
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CHAPTER XIII

"AS WATER UNTO WINE**

THREE months afterwards George Gering

was joyfully preparing to take two

voyages. Perhaps, indeed, his keen taste for

the one had much to do with his eagerness for

the other—though most men find getting gold

as cheerful as getting married. He had re-

ceived a promise of marriage from Jessica, and

he was also soon to start with William Phips

for the Spaniards' country. His return to New
York with the news of the capture of the

Hudson's Bay posts brought consternation.

There was no angrier man in all America than
178
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Colonel Richard Nicholls; the,^ „^ ^^t^
no girl .n all the world more agitated thai,
Jessica, then a guest at Government House.
Her father was there also, cheerfully await-
•ng her marriage with Gering. whom, since he
had lost most traces of PuriUnism. he liked.
He had long suspected the girl's interest in
Iberville; if he had known that two letters
from him-unanswered-had been treasured,
read and ,e-read, he would have been anxious,
ihat his daughter should many a French-
man-a filibustiering seigneur, a Catholic, the
enemy of the British colonies, whose fellow-
countrymen incited the Indians to harass and
to massacre—was not to be borne.

Besides, the Honourable Hogarth Leveret
whose fame in the colony was now often in
penl because of his CavaUer propensities, and
whose losses had aged him, could not bear that
he should sink and car^^ u, daughter with
him. Jessica was the apple of his eye ; for her
he would have borne all sorts of trials ; but he
could not bear to see her called on to bear
them. Like most people out of the heyday of
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their own youthi he imagined the way a maid's

fancy ought to ga
If he had Icnown how much his daughter's

promise to marry Gering would cost her, he

would not have had it But indeed she did

not herself guess it She had, with the dreamy

pleasure of a young girl, dwelt upon an event

which might well hold her delighted memory:

distance, difference of race, language, and life,

all surrounded Iberville with an engaging fas-

cination. Besides, what woman could forget a

man who gave her escape from a fate such as

Bucklaw had prepared for her ? But she saw the

hopelessness of the thing, everything was steadily

acting in Gering's favour, and her father's trouble

decided her at last

When Gering arrived at New York and told

his story—^to his credit with no dispraise of

Iberville, rather as a soldier—she felt a pang

greater than she had ever known. Like a good

British maid, she was angry at the defeat of the

British, she was indignant at her lover's failure

and proud of his brave escape, and she would

have herself believe that she was angry at
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Iberville. But it was no use; she was ill-

content while her father and others called him
buccaneer and filibustier, and she joyed that
old William Drayton, who had ever spoken
well of the young Frenchman, laughed at their

insults, saying that he was as brave, comely,
and fine-tempered a lad as he had ever met,
and that the capture of the forts was genius—
"Genius and pith, upon my soul I" he said

stoutly; "and if he comes this way he shall

have a right hearty welcome, though he come
to fight"

In the first excitement of Gering's return,

sorry for his sufferings and for his injured

ambition, she had suddenly put her hands in
his and had given her word to marry him.
She was young, and a young giri does not

always know which it is that moves her : the
melancholy of the impossible, from which she
sinks in a kind of peaceful despair upon the
possible, or the flush of a deep desire; she
acts in an atmosphere of the emotions, and
cannot therefore be sure of herself. But when
it was done there came reaction to Jessica. In
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the solitude of her own room—the room above
the hallway, from which she had gone to be
captured by Bucklaw—she had misgivings. If

she had been asked whether she loved Iberville,

she might have answered no. But he was a
possible lover; and every woman weighs the
possible lover against the accepted one—often,
at first, to fluttering apprehensions. In this

brief reaction many a woman's heart has been
caught away.

A few days after Gering's arrival he was
obliged to push on to Boston, there to meet
Phips. He hoped that Mr. Leveret and Jessica

would accompany him, but Governor Nicholls

would not hear of it just yet. Truth is, wherever
the girl went she was light and cheerfulness,

although her ways were quiet and her sprightli-

ness was mostly in her looks. She was im-
pulsive, but impulse was ruled by a reserve at

once delicate and unembarrassed. She was as

much beloved in the town of New York as in

Boston.

Two days after Gering left she was wandering
in the garden, when the governor joined her.
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"Well, well, my pretty councillor," he said,—
" an hour to cheer an old man's leisure ?

"

"As many as you please," she answered

daintily, putting her hand within his arm. " I

am so very cheerful I need to shower the sur-

plus." There was a smile at her lips, but her

eyes were misty. Large, brilliant, gentle, they

had now also a bewildered look, which even

the rough old soldier saw. He did not under-

stand, but he drew the hand further within his

arm and held it there, and for the instant he

knew not what to say. The girl did not speak

;

she only kept looking at him with a kind of

inward smiling. Presently, as if he had sud-

denly lighted upon a piece of news for the

difficulty, he said, " Radisson has come."

" Radisson I " she cried.

" Yes. You know 'twas he that helped George

to escape ?
"

"Indeed, no!" she answered. "Mr. Gering

did not tell me." She was perplexed, annoyed,

yet she knew net why.

Gering had not brought Radisson into New
York— had indeed forbidden him to come
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there, or to Boston, until word was given him
;

for while he felt bound to let the scoundrel go
with him to the Spaniards' country, it was not

to be forgotten that the fellow had been with

Bucklaw. But Radisson had no scruples when
Gering was gone, though the proscription had
never been withdrawn.

"We will have to give him freedom, coun-

cillor, eh ? even though we proclaimed him, you
remember." He laughed, and added, "You
would demand that, yea or nay."

" Why should I ? " she asked.

" Now, give me wisdom all ye saints I Why
—why ? Faith, he helped your lover from the

clutches of the French coxcomb."

" Indeed," she answered, " such a villain helps

but for absurd benefits. Mr. Gering might have

stayed with Monsieur Iberville in honour and
safety at least. And why a coxcomb? You
thought different once; and you cannot doubt

his bravery. Enemy of our country though he

be, I am surely bound to speak him well—he
saved my life."

Anxious to please her, he answered: "Wise

lu
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as ever, councillor. What an old bear am 1

1

When I called him coxcomb, 'twas as an
Englishman hating a Frenchman, who gave our
tongues to gall— a handful of posts gone, a
ship passed to the spoiler, the governor of the
Company a prisoner, and our young commander's
reputation at some trial! My temper was
pardonable, eh, mistress?"

The girl smiled, and added, « There v i good
reason why Mr. Gering brought not Radisson
here, and I should beware that man. A traitor

is ever a traitor. He is French too, and as a
good Englishman you should hate a// French-
men, should you not ?

"

" Merciless witch I Where got you that wit ?

If I must, I kneel"; and he groaned in mock
despair. "And if Monsieur Iberville should
come knocking at our door you would have me
welcome him lovingly?"

"Surely; there is peace, is there not? Has
not the king, because of his love for Louis,

commanded all goodwill between us and
Canada ?

"

The governor laughed bitterly. "Much pity
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that he hasl how can we live at peace v/ith

buccaneers ?
"

Their talk was interrupted here; but a few

days later, in the same garden, Morris came to

them. " A ship enters harbour," he said, " and

its commander sends this letter."

An instant after the governor turned a troubled

face on the girl and said :
" Your counsel of the

other day is put to rapid test, Jessica. This

comes from monsieur, who would pay his re-

spects to me."

He handed the note to her. It said that

Iberville had brought prisoners whom he was

willing to exchange for French prisoners in the

governor's hands.

Entering New York harbour with a single

vessel showed in a strong light Iberville's bold,

almost reckless, courage. The humour of it

was not lost on Jessica, though she turned pale,

and the paper fluttered in her fingers.

^* What will you do ? " she said.

"I will treat him as well as he will let me,

sweetheart"

Two hours afterwards, Iberville came up the
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street with Sainte - H^l^ne, De Casson, and
Perrot:— De Troyes had gone to Quebec,—
courteously accompanied by Morris and an
officer of the New York Militia. There was
no enmity shown the Frenchmen, for many
remembered what had once made Iberville

popular in New York. Indeed, Iberville, whose
memory was of the best, now and again accosted

some English or Dutch resident, whose face he
recalled.

The governor was not at first cordial ; but Iber-

ville's cheerful soldierliness, his courtier spirit

and his treatment of the English prisoners, soon
placed him on a footing near as friendly as that

of years before. The governor praised his

growing reputation, and at last asked him to

dine, saying that Mistress Leveret would no
doubt be glad to meet her rescuer again.

"Still, I doubt not," said the governor, "there
will be embarrassment, for the lady can scarce

forget that you had her lover prisoner. But
these things are to be endured. Besides, you
and Mr. Gering seem as easily enemies as other

men are friends."
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Iberville was amazed. So, Jessica and Gering

were affianced I And the buckle she had sent

him he wore now in the folds of his lace I How
could he know what comes from a woman's

wavering sympathies, what from her inborn

coquetry, and what from love itself? He was

merely a man with much to learn.

He accepted dinner and said, ''As for Mon-

sieur Gering, your excellency, we are as easily

enemies as he and Radisson are comrades-in-

arms."

"Which is harshly put, monsieur. When a

man is breaking prison he chooses any tool.

You put a slight upon an honest gentleman."

"I fear that neither Mr. Gering nor myself

is too generous with each other, your excel-

lency," answered Iberville lightly.

This frankness was pleasing, and soon the

governor took Iberville into the drawing-room,

where Jessica was. She was standing by the

great fireplace, and she did not move at first,

but looked at Iberville in something of her old

simple way. Then she offered him her hand

with a quiet smile.
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** I fear you are not glad to see me," he said,

with a smile. "You cannot have had good
reports of me—no ?

"

" Yes, I am glad," she answered gently. « You
know, monsieur, mine is a constant debt. You
do not come to me, I take it, as the conqueror

of Englishmen."

"I come to you," he answered, "as Pierre

le Moyne of Iberville, who had once the honour
to do you slight service. I have never tried to

forget that, because by it I hoped I might be

remembered—an accident of price to me."

She bowed and at first did not speak ; then

Morris came to say that someone awaited the

governor, and the two were left alone.

"I have not forgotten," she began softly,

breaking a silence.

" You will think me bold, but I believe you
will never forget," was his meaning reply.

"Yes, you are bold," she replied, with the

demure smile which had charmed him long ago.

Suddenly she looked up at him anxiously, and,
" Why did you go to Hudson's Bay ? " she asked.

" I would have gone ten times as far for the

111
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same cause," he answered, and he looked boldly,

earnestly, into her eyes.

She turned her head away. " You have all

your old recklessness," she answered. Then her

eyes softened, and, " All your old courage," she

added.

" I have all my old motive."

" What is—your motive ?
"

Does a woman never know how much such

speeches cost? Did Jessica quite know when
she asked the question, what her own motive

was; how much it had of delicate malice

—

unless there was behind it a simple sincerity?

She was inviting sorrow. A man like Iberville

was not to be counted lightly ; for every word

he sowed, he would reap a harvest of some kind.

He came close to her, and looked as though

he would read her through and through. " Can
you ask that question ? " he said most seriously.

" If you ask it because from your soul you

wish to know, good ! But if you ask it as a

woman who would read a man's heart, and

then »—

"Oh, hush!— hush!" she whispered. Her
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face became pale, and her eyes had a painful

brightness. " You must not answer. I had no
right to ask. Oh, monsieur 1" she added, "I
would have you always for my friend if I could,

though you are the enemy of my country and
of the man—I am to marry."

"I am for my king," he replied; "and I am
enemy of him who stands between you and me.
For see : from the hour that I met you I knew
that some day, even as now, I should tell you
that—I love you—indeed, Jessica, with all my
heart."

"Oh, have pity!" she pleaded. "I cannot

listen—I cannot."

"You shall listen, for you have remembered

me and have understood. Voild!" he added,

hastily catching her silver buckle from his

bosom. " This that you sent me, look where I

have kept it—on my heart I

"

She drew back from him, her face in her

hands. Then suddenly she put them out as

though to prevent him coming near her, and
said

—

"Oh, r.o— nol You will spare me; I am
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an affianced wife." An appealing- smile shone

through her tears. "Oh, will you not go?"

she begged. " Or, will you not stay and forget

what you have said ? We are little more than

strangers ; I scarcely know you ; I "

—

" We are no strangers I " he broke in. " How
can that be, when for years I have thought of

you—^you of me? But I am content to wait,

for my love shall win you yet You "

—

She tame to him and put her hands upon his

arm. " You remember," she said, with a touch

of her old gaiety, and with an inimitable grace,

'* what good friends we were that first day we

met ? Let us be the same now—for this time at

least. Will you not grant me this for to-day ?
"

"And to-morrow?" he asked, inwardly de-

termining to stay in the port of New York and

to carry her off as his wife ; but, unlike Buck-

law, with her consent.

At that moment the governor returned, and

Iberville's question was never answered. Nor

did he dine at Government House, for word

came secretly that English ships were coming

from Boston to capture him. He had there-
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fore no other resource but to sail out and push
on for Quebec He would not peril the lives
of his men merely to follow his will with
Jessica.

What might have occurred had he stayed is

not easy to say—fortunes turn on strange trifles.

The girl, under the influence of his masterful
spirit and the rare charm of his manner, might
have—as many another has—broken her troth.
As it was, she wrote Iberville a letter and sent
it by a courier, who never delivered it By the
same fatality, of the letters which he wrote her
only one was received. This told her that when
he returned from a certain cruise he would visit
her again, for he was such an enemy to her
country that he was keen to win what did it

most honour. Gering had pressed for a marriage
before he sailed for the Spaniards' country, but
she had said no, and when he urged it she'had
shown a sudden coldness. Therefore, bidding
her good-bye, he had sailed away with Phips,
accompanied, much against his will, by Radis-
son. Bucklaw was not with them. He had set
sail from England in a trading schooner, and

>3
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was to join Phips at Port de la Planta. Gering

did not know that Bucklaw had share in the

expedition, nor did Bucklaw guess the like oC

Gering.

Within two weeks of the time that Phips in

his BridgwaUr MtrcAanf, manned by a full

crew, twenty fighting men, and twelve guns,

with Gering in command of the Swallow^ a

smaller ship, got away to the south, Iberville

also sailed in the same direction. He had found

awaiting him, on his return to Quebec, a priest

bearing messages and a chart from another

priest who had died in the Spaniards' countiy.

(



CHAPTER XIV

IN WHICH THE HUNTERS ARE OUT

T BERVILLE had a good ship. The Maid
A ofProvence carried a handful of guns and
a small but carefully chosen crew, together
with Sainte-Hdine, Perrot, and the lad Maurice
Joval, who had conceived for Iberville friendship
nigh to adoration. Those were days when the
young were encouraged to adventure, and Iber-
irille had no compunction in giving the boy
this further taste of daring.

Iberville, thorough sailor as he was, had
chosen for his captain one who had sailed the
Spanish Main. He had commanded on mer-
chant ships which had been suddenly turned
into menK)f-war, and was suited to the present
enterprise: taciturn, harsh of voice, singularly
impatient, but a perfect seaman and as brave as

Uf
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could be. He had come to Quebec late the

previous autumn with the remnants of a ship

which, rotten when she left the port of Havre,

had sprung a leak in mid-ocean, had met a storm,

lost her mainmast, and by the time she reached

the St Lawrence had scarce a stick standing.

She was still at Quebec, tied up in the bay of

St. Charles, from which she would probably go

out no more. Her captain—^Jean Berigord

—

had chafed on the bit in the little H6tel Col-

bert, making himself more feared than liked,

till one day he was taken to Iberville by

Perrot.

A bargain was soon struck. The nature of

the expedition was not known in Quebec, for

the sailors were not engaged till the eve of

starting, and Perrot's men were ready at his

bidding without why or wherefore. Indeed,

when the Maid of Provence left the island of

Orleans, her nose seawards, one fine July morn-

ing, the only persons in Quebec that knew

her destination were the priest who had brought

Iberville the chart of the river, with its accurate

location of the sunken galleon, Iberville's
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brothers,and Count Frontenac himself—returned
again as governor.

"See, Monsieur Iberville," said the governor,

as with a fine show of compliment, in full

martial dress, with his officers in gold lace,

perukes, powder, swords, and ribbons, he bade
Iberville good-bye—** See, my dear captain, that

you find the treasure, or make these greedy

English pay dear for it. They have a long

start, but that is nothing, with a ship under you
that can show its heels to any craft. I care

not so much about the treasure, but I pray you
humble those dull Puritans, who turn buccaneers

in the name of the Lord."

Iberville made a gallant reply, and, with

Sainte-H^l^ne, received a hearty farewell from
the old soldier, who, now over seventy years of

age, was as full of spirit as when he distinguished

himself at Arras fifty years before. In Iberville

he saw his own youth renewed, and foretold

the high part he would yet play in the fortunes

of New France. Iberville had got to the door
and was bowing himself out when, with a quick

gesture, Frontenac stopped him, stepped quickly
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forward, and clasping his shoulders kissed him

on each cheek, and said in a deep, kind voice, " I

know, mon en/ant, what lies behind this. A man

pays the price one time or another : he draws

his sword for his mistress and his king; both

forget, but one's country remains—^remains."

Iberville said nothing, but with an admiring

glance into the aged, iron face, stooped and

kissed Frontenac's hand and withdrew silently.

Frontenac, proud, impatient, tyrannical, was the

one man in New France who had a powerful

idea of the future of the country, and who loved

her and his king by the law of a loyal nature.

Like Wolsey, he had found his king ungrateful,

and had stood almost alone in Canada among
his enemies, as at Versailles among his traducers

—imperious, unyielding, and yet forgiving.

Married too at an early age, his young wife,

caring little for the duties of maternity and more

eager to serve her own ambi*^'r is than his, left

him that she might share the fottaiicr jf Mad:i •

moiselle de Montpensier.

Iberville had mastered the chart before he

sailed, and when they were well on their way
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he disclosed to the captain the object of their

voyage. Berigord listened to all he had to say,

and at first did no more than blow tobacco

smoke hard before him. "Let me see the

chart," he said at last, and scrutinising it care-

fully, added :
" Yes, yes, 'tis right enough. I've

been in the port and up the river. But neither

we nor the English '11 get a handful of gold or

silver thereabouts. 'Tis throwing good money

after none at alL"

" The money is mine, my captain," said Iber-

ville good-humouredly. "There will be sport,

and I ask but that you give me every chance

you can."

" Look then, monsieur," replied the smileless

man, " I'll run your ship for all she holds from

here to hell, if you twist your finger. She's as

good a craft as ever I spoke, and I'll swear her

for any weather. The fighting and the gold as

you and the devil agree I

"

Iberville wished nothing better— a captain

concerned only with his own duties. Berigord

gathered the crew and the divers on deck, and

in half a dozen words told them the object of
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Some of the n?n had been with him to Hudson's
Bay, and they wished nothing better than
%ating the English, aud all were keen with
the lust of gold— even though it were for
another. As it was, Iberville promised them
all a share of what was got.

On the twentieth day after leaving Quebec
they sighted islands, and simultaneously they
saw five ships bearing away towards them.
Iberville was apprehensive that a fleet of the
kind could only be hostile, for merchant ships
would hardly sail together so, and it was not
possible that they were French. There remained
the probability that they were Spanish or
English ships. He had no intention of running
away, but at the same time he had no wish to
fight before he reached Port de la Planta and
had had his hour with Gering and Phips and
the lost treasure. Besides, five ships was a
large undertaking, which only a madman would
willingly engage. However, he kept steadily on
his course. But there was one chance of avoid-
ing a battle without running away—the glass
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had been falling all night and morning. Beri-
gord, when questioned, grimly replied that there
was to be trouble, but whether with the fleet or
the elements was not clear, and Iberville did
not ask.

He got his reply effectively and duly how-
ever. A wind suddenly sprang up from the
north-west, followed by a breaking cross sea.
It as suddenly swelled to a hurricane, so .hat if
Berigord had not been fortunate as to his crew,
and had not beca so fine a sailor, the Maid 0/
Provence might have fared badly, for he kept all
sail on as long as he dare, and took it in none
too soon. But so thoroughly did he know the
craft and trust his men that she did what he
wanted

;
and though she was tossed and ham-

mered by the sea till it seemed that she must,
with every next wave, go down, she rode into
safety at last, five hundred miles out of their
course.

The storm had saved them from ihe hostile
fleet, which had fared ill. They were first
scattered, then two of them went down, another
was so disabled that she had to be turned back



202 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

to the port they had left, and the remaining two

were separated, so that their only course was to

return to port also. As the storm came up they

had got withip fighting distance of the Maid of

Provence, and had opened ineffectual fire, which

she—occupied with the impact of the storm

—

did not return. Escaped the dangers of the

storm, she sheered into her course again, and

ran away to the south-west, until Hispaniola

came io sight



CHAPTER XV

IN THE MATTER OF BUCKLAW

'T^HE Bridgwater Merchant and the Swallow
* made the voyage down with no set-backs,

having fair weather and a sweet wind on their

quarter all the way, to the wild comer of an
island, where a great mountain stands sentinel

and a bay washes upon a curving shore and up
the River De la Planta. There were no vessels

in the harbour and there was only a small
settlement on the shore, and as they came to
anchor well away from the gridiron of reefs

known as the Boilers, the prospect was hand-
some: the long wash of the waves, the curling

white of the breakers, and the rainbow-coloured
water. The shore was luxuriant, and the sun
shone intemperately on the sea and the land,

covering all with a fine beautiful haze, like the
Ml

!,,
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most exquisite powder sifted through the air.

All on board the Bridgwater Merchant and the

Sxvailow were in hearty spirits. There had been
some sickness, but the general health of the ex-

pedition was excellent.

It was not till the day they started from

Boston that Phips told Gering he expected to

meet someone at the port who had gone to

prepare the way, to warn them by fires in case

of danger, and to allay any opposition among
the natives—if there were any. But he had not

told him who the herald was.

Truth is, Phips was anxious that Gering

should have no chance of objecting to the

scoundrel who had, years before, tried to kidnap

his now aflfianced wife,— who had escaped a
deserved death on the gallows. It was a rude

age, and men of Phips' quality, with no par-

ticular niceness as to women, or horror as to

mutiny when it was twenty years old, com-
promised with their conscience for expediency

and gain. Moreover, in his humorous way,

Bucklaw, during his connection with Phips in

England, had made himself agreeable and re-
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sourcefuL Phips himself had sprung from the
lower orders,—the son of a small farmer,—and
even in future days, when he rose to a high
position in the colonies, gaining knighthood and
other honours, he had the manners and speech
of " a man of the people." Bucklaw understood
men

:
he knew that his only game was that of

bluntness. This was why he boarded Phips in

Cheapside without subterfuge or disguise.

Nor had Phips told Bucklaw of Gering's

coming; so that when the Bridgwater Mer-
chant and the Swallow entered Port de la

Planta, Bucklaw himself, as he bore out in a
small sail-boat, did not guess that he was likely

to meet a desperate enemy. He had waited
patiently, and had reckoned almost to a day
when Phips would arrive. He was alongside

before Phips had called anchor. His cheerful

countenance came up between the frowning
guns, his hook-hand ran over the rail, and in a
moment he was on deck facing—Radisson.
He was unprepared for the meeting, but he

had taken too many chances in his lifetime to

show astonishment. He and Radisson had
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fought and parted; they had been ir ugly

business together, and they were likely to be,

now thi^t they had met, in ugly business again.

Bucklaw's tiger ran up to stroke his chin with

the old grotesque gesture. "Hal" he said

saucily, "cats and devils have nine lives."

There was the same sparkle in the eye as of

old, the same buoyant voice. For himself, he

had no particular quarrel with Radisson; the

more so because he saw a hang-dog sulkiness in

Radisson's eye. It was ever his cue when others

were angered to be cool. The worst of his

crimes had been performed with an air of

humorous cynicism. He could have great

admiration for an enemy such as Iberville;

and he was not a man to fight needlessly. He
had a firm belief that he had been intended

for a high position—^a great admiral, or general,

or a notable buccaneer.

Before Radisson had a chance to reply came

Phips, who could not help but show satisfaction

at Bucklaw's presence ; and in a moment they

were on their way together to the cabin, followed

by ihe eyes of the enraged Radisson. Phips
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disliked Radisson; the sinister Frenchman,
with his evil history, was impossible to the
open, bluff captain. He had been placed upon
Phips' vessel because he knew the entrance to
the harbour; but try as he would for a kind of
comradeship he failed : he had an ugly vanity
and a bad heart. There was only one decent
thing which still clung to him in rags and
tatters— the fact that he was a Frenchman.
He had made himself hated on the ship-
having none of the cunning tact of Bucklaw.
As Phips and Bucklaw went below, a sudden
devilry entered into him. He was ripe for
quarrel, eager for battle. His two black eyes
were like burning beads, his jaws twitched. If
Bucklaw had but met him without this rough,
bloodless irony, he might have thrown himself
with ardour into the work of the expedition

;

but he stood alone, and hatred and war rioted
in him.

Below in the cabin Phips and Bucklaw were
deep in the chart of the harbour and the river.

The plan of action was decided upon. A canoe
was to be built out of a cotton-tree large enough

I
I
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to carry eight or ten oars. This and the tender,

with men and divers, were to go in search of the

wreck under the command of Bucklaw and the

captain of the Swallow, whose name Phips did

not mention. Phips himself was to remain on

the Bridgwater Merchant, the Swallow lying

near with a goodly number of men to meet any

possible attack from the sea. When all was

planned, Phips told Bucklaw who was the com-

mander of the Swallow. For a moment the

fellow's coolness was shaken ; the sparkle died

out of his eye and he shot up a furtive look at

Phips, but he caught a grim smile on the face of

the sturdy sailor. He knew at once there was

no treachery meant, and he guessed that Phips

expected no crisis. It was ever his way to act

with promptness, being never so resourceful as

when his position was most critical: he was

in the power of Gering and Phips, and he knew
it, but he knew also that his game must be a

bold one.

"Bygones are bygones, captain," he said;

"and what's done can't be helped, and as it was

no harm came anyhow."

il
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"Bygones are bygones," replied the other
"and let's hope that Mr. Gering will say so'
too."

" Haven't you told hfm, sir ? »

"Never a word~but I'll send for him now,
and bygones let it be."

Bucklaw nodded, and drummed the table
with his tiger. He guessed why Phips had not
told Gering, and he foresaw trouble. He trusted
however, to the time that had passed since thJ
kidnapping, and on Gering's hunger for treasure.
Phips had compromised, and why not he ? But
If Gering was bent on trouble, why, there was
the last resource of the peace-lover. He tapped
the rapier at his side. He ever held that he was
peaceful, and it is recorded that at the death of
an agitated victim, he begged him to "sit still
and not fidget"

He laid no plans as to what he should do
when Gering came. Like the true gamester, he
waited to see how he should be placed

; then he
could draw upon his resources. He was puzzled
about Radisson, but Radisson could wait • he
was so much the superior of the coarser villain

'4
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that he gave him little thought. As he waited

he thought more about the treasure at hand

than of either—or all—his enemies.

He did not stir, but kept drumming till he

knew that Gering was aboard, and heard his

footsteps, with the captain's, coming. He

showed no excitement, though he knew a crisis

was at hand. A cool, healthy sweat stood out

on his forehead, cheeks, and lips, and his blue

eyes sparkled clearly and coldly. He rose as

the two men appeared.

Phips had not even told his lieutenant But

Gering knew Bucklaw at the first glance, and

his eyes flashed and a hand went to his sword.

" Captain Phips," he said angrily, " you know

who this man is ?
**

" He is the guide to our treasure-house, Mr.

Gering."

" His name is Bucklaw—a mutineer con-

demned to death, the villain who tried to kidnap

Mistress Leveret."

It was Bucklaw that replied. " Right—right

you are, Mr. Gering. I'm Bucklaw, mutineer,

or what else you please. But that's ancient
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-ancient I'm sinner no more. You and
Monsieur Iberville saved the maid-I meant no
harm to her; 'twas but for ransom. I am
atoning now-to make your fortune, give you
glory. Shall bygones be bygones, Mr. Gering?
What say you ?

"

Bucklaw stood still at the head of the table.
But he was very watchful. What the end
might have been it is hard to tell, but a thing
occurred which took the affair out of Gering's
hands.

A shadow darkened the companion-way, and
Radisson came quickly down. His face was
sinister, and his jaws worked like an animal's
Coming to the table he stood between Gering
and Bucklaw, and looked from one to the other
Bucklaw was cool, Gering very quiet, and he
misinterpreted.

"You are great friends, eh, all together?" he
said viciously. "All together you will get the
gold. It is no matter what one English do, the
other absolve for gold. A buccaneer, a stealer
of women—no, it is no matter! All English-
all together I But I am French-I am the dirt
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—I am for the scuppers. Bah I I will have the

same as Bucklaw—you see ?

"

" You will have the irons, my friend I " Phips

roared.

A knife flashed in the air, and Bucklaw's

pistol was out at the same instant The knife

caught Bucklaw in the throat and he staggered

against the table like a stuck pig, the bullet

hit Radisson in the chest and he fell back

against the wall, his pistol dropping from his

hand. Bucklaw, bleeding heavily, lurched for-

ward, pulled himself together, and, stooping,

emptied his pistol into the moaning Radisson.

Then he sank on his knees, snatched the other's

pistol, and fired again into Radisson's belly;

after which with a last effort he plunged his

own dagger into the throat of the dying man,

and, with his fingers still on the handle, fell

with a gurgling laugh across the Frenchman's

body.

Radisson recovered for an instant. He gave

a hollow cry, drew the knife from his own throat

and, with a wild, shambling motion, struck at

the motionless Bucklaw, pinning an arm to the
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ground. Then he muttered an oath and fell

back dead.

The tournament of blood was over. So swift

had it been there was no chance to -nterfere.

Besides, Gering was not inclined to save the

life of either ; while Phips, who now knew the

chart, as he thought, as well as Bucklaw, was
not concerned, though he liked the mutineer.

For a moment they both looked at the

shambles without speaking. Sailors for whom
Phips had whistled crowded the cabin.

"A damned bad start, Mr. Gering I" Phips

said, as he moved towards the bodies.

"For them, yes; but they might have given

us a bad ending."

"For the Frenchman, he's got less than was
brewing for him, but Bucklaw was a humorous
dog."

As he said this he stooped to Bucklaw
and turned him over, calling to the sailors to

clean the red trough and bring the dead men on
deck, but presently he cried, "By the devil's

tail, the fellow lives! Here, a hand quick,

you lubbers, and fetch the surgeon."
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Bucklaw was not dead. He had got two ugly

wounds and was bleeding heavily, but his heart

still beat. Radisson's body was carried on deck,

and within half an hour was dropped into the

deep. The surgeon, however, would not permit

Bucklaw to be removed until he had been cared

for, and so Phips and Gering went on deck

and made preparations for the treasure-hunt

A canoe was hollowed out by a dozen men

in a few hours, the tender was got ready, the

men and divers told off, and Gering took

command of the searching-party, while Phips

remained on the ship.

They soon had everything ready for a start in

the morning. Word was brought that Bucklaw

still lived, but was in a high fever, and that the

chances were all against him; and Phips sent

cordials and wines from his own stores, and

asked that news be brought to him of any

change.

Early in the morning Gering, after having

received instructions from Phips, so far as he

knew (for Bucklaw had not told all that was

necessary), departed for the river. The canoe
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and tender went up the stream a distance,

and began to work down from the farthest

point indicated in the chart. Gering continued

in the river nearly all day, and at night camped
on the shore. The second day brought no

better luck, nor yet the third : the divers had

seen no vestige of a wreck, nor any sign of

treasure— nothing except four skeletons in a

heap, tied together with a chain, where the

water was deepest. These were the dead priests,

for whom Bucklaw could account. The water

was calm, the tide rising and falling gently, and

when they arrived among what was called the

Shallows, they could see plainly to the bottom.

They passed over the Boilers, a reef of shoals,

and here they searched diligently, but to no

purpose; the divers went down frequently, but

could find nothing. The handful of natives in

the port came out and looked on apathetically

;

one or two Spaniards also came, but they

shrugged their shoulders and pitied the foolish

adventurers. Gering had the power of inspiring

his men, and Phips was a martinet and was

therefore obeyed j but the hfeless days and
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unrewarded labour worked on the men, and at
last the divers shirked their task.

Meanwhile, Bucklaw was fighting hard for life.

As time passed, the flush ofexpectancy waned
;

the heat was great, the waiting seemed endless.

Adventure was needed for the spirits of the
men, and of this now there was nothing.

Morning after morning the sun rose in a moist,
heavy atmosphere ; day after day went in a
quest which became dreary, and night after

night settled upon discontent. Then came
threats. But this was chiefly upon the Bridg-
water Merchant Phips had picked up his

sailors in English ports, and nearly all of them
were brutal adventurers. They were men used
to desperate enterprises, and they had flocked

to him because they smelled excitement and
booty. Of ordinary merchant seamen there
were only a few. When the Duke of Albemarle
had come aboard at Plymouth before they set
sail, he had shrugged his shoulders at the motley
crew. To his hint Phips had only replied with
a laugh: these harum-scarum scamps were
more to his mind than ordinary seamen. At
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heart he himself was half- barbarian. It is

possible he felt there might some time be a
tug-of-war on board, but he did not borrow
trouble. Bucklaw had endorsed eveiy man
that he had chosen ; indeed, Phips knew that
many of them were old friends of Bucklaw.
Again, of this he had no fear; Bucklaw was a
man of desperate deeds, but he knew that in

himself the pirate had a master. Besides, he
would pick up in Boston a dozen men upon
whom he could depend; and cowardice had no
place in him. Again, the Swallow, commanded
by Gering, was fitted out with New England
seamen; and on these dependence could be put

Therefore, when there came rumblings of
mutiny on the Bridgwater Merchant, there was
faithful, if gloomy, obedience, on the Swallow.
Had there been plenty of work to do, had they
been at sea instead of at anchor, the nervousness
would have been little ; but idleness begot
irritation, and irritation mutiny. Or had Bucklaw
been on deck, instead of in the surgeon's cabin
playing a hard game with death, matters might
not have gone so far as they did ; for he would
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have had immediate personal influence repressive

of revolt. As it was, Phips had to work the

thing out according to his own lights. One

afternoon, when Gering was away with the

canoes on the long search, the crisis came. It

was a day when life seemed to stand still; a

creamy haze ingrained with delicate blue had

settled on land and sea ; the long white rollers

slowly travelled over the Boilers, and the sea

rocked like a great cradle. Indefiniteness of

thought, of time, of event, seemed over all ; on

board the two ships life swung idly as a ham-

mock ; but only so in appearance.

Phips was leaning against the deck-house,

watching through his glass the search-canoes.

Presently he turned and walked aft. As he did

so the surgeon and the chief mate came running

towards him. They had not time to explain,

for came streaming upon deck a crowd of

mutineers. Phips did not hesitate an instant;

he had no fear—he was swelling with anger.

"Why now, you damned dogs
!

" he blurted

out, " what mean you by this ? What's all this

show of cutlasses ?
"

py»a»^a«»«!-.tK.«,i,»,«^i-,
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The ringleader stepped forvard. "We're
sick of doing nothing," he answered. "We've
come on a wild-goose chase. There's no trea-

sure here. We mean you no harm ; we want
not the ship out of your hands."

"Then," cried Phips, "in the name of all the

devils, what want you ?
"

" Here's as we think : there's nothing to be
got out of this hunt, but there's treasure on the

high seas all the same. Here's our offer : keep
command of your ship—and run up the black

flag I"

Phips' arm shot out and dropped the man
to the ground.

"That's it, you filthy rogues?" he roared.

"Me to turn pirate, eh? You'd set to weaving
ropes for the necks of every one of us—blood
of my soul !

"

He seemed not to know that cutlasses were
threatening him, not to be aware that the man
at his feet, clutching his weapon, was mad with

rage.

" Now look," he said, in a big loud voice, " I

know that treasure is here, and I know we'll find
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it; if not now, when we get Bucklaw on his

feet."

"Ay! Bucklaw! Bucktawl" ran through the

throng.

"Well, then, Bucklaw, as you say! Now

here's what I'll do, scoundrels though you be.

Let me hear no more of this foolery, stick to

me till the treasure's found,—for God take my

soul if I leave this bay till I have found it I

—

and you shall have good share of booty."

He had grasped the situation with such

courage that the mutineers hesitated. He saw

his advantage and followed it up, asking for

three of their number to confer with him as to

a bond upon his proposal. After a time the

mutineers consented, the bond was agreed toi

and the search went on.



CHAPTER XVI

IN THE TREASURE HOUSE

'T^HE canoes and tender kept husking up
J- down among the Shallows, finding no-

thing. At last one morning they pushed out
from the side of the Bridgwater Merchant, more
limp than ever. The stroke of the oars was list-

less, but a Boston sailor of a merry sort came
to a cheery son^

—

"I knows a town, an' it's a fine town,
And many a brig goes sailin' to its quay j

T knows an inn, an' it's a fine inn.

An' a lass that's fair to see.

I knows a town, an' it's a fine town;
I knows an inn, an' it's a fine inn—

But O my lass I an' O the gay gown.
Which I have seen my pretty 'a I

"I knows a port, an' it's a good port,

An' many a brig is ridm' easy there j

I knows a home, an' it's a good home,
An' a lass that's sweet an' fair.

221

!
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I knows a port, an' it's a good port,

I knows a home, an' it's a good home-
But O the pretty that is my sort,

That's wearyin' till I come t

'•I knows a day, an' it's a fine day,

The day a sailor man comes back to town.

I knows a tide, an' it's a good tide.

The tide that gets you quick to anchors down
I knows a day, an' it's a fine day,

I knows a tide, an' it's a good tide

—

And God help the lubber, I say,

That's stole the sailor man's bride t

"

The song had its way with them and they

joined in and lay to their oars with almost too

much goodwill. Gering, his arms upon the side

of the canoe, was looking into the water idly.

It was clear far down, and presently he saw

what seemed a feather growing out of the side

of a rock. It struck him as strange, and he

gave word to back water. They were just out-

side the Boilers in deep water. Drawing back

carefully, he saw the feather again, and ordered

one of the divers to go down.

They could see the man descend and gather

the feather, then he plunged deeper still and

they lost sight of him. But soon he came up
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rapidly, and was quickly inside the boat, to

tell Gering that he had seen several great guns.

At this the crew peered over the boat -side

eagerly. Gering's heart beat hard. He knew
what it was to rouse wild hope and then to see

despair follow, but he kept an outward calm and
told the diver to go down again. Time seemed
to stretch to hours before they saw the man re-

turning with something in his arm. He handed
up his prize, and behold it was a pig of silver I

The treasure was found ; and there went up a
great cheer. All was activity, for, apart from
the delight of discovery, Phips had promised a
share to every man. The place was instantly

buoyed, and they hastened back to the port

with the grateful tidings to Phips. With his

glass he saw them coming and by their hard
rowing he guessed that they had news. When
they came within hail they cheered, and when
they saw the silver the air rang with shouts.

As Gering stepped on board with the silver

Captain Phips ran forward, clasped it in both
hands, and cried, "We are all made, thanks be
to God I"

if
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Then all hands were ordered on board, and

because the treasure lay in a safe anchorage

they got the ships away towards it

Bucklaw, in the surgeon's cabin, was called

out of delirium by the noise. He was worn

almost to a skeleton, his eyes were big and

staring, his face had the paleness of death.

The return to consciousness was sudden

—

perhaps nothing else could have called him

back. He wriggled out of bed and, supporting

himself against the wall, made his way to the

door, and crawled away, mumbling to himself

as he went

A few minutes afterwards Phips and Gering

were talking in the cabin. Phips was weighing

the silver up and down in his hands.

" At least three hundred good guineas here 1

"

he said.

There was a shuffling behind them, and as

Phips turned, a figure lunged on him, clutched

and hugged the silver. It was Bucklaw.

"Mine! minel" he called in a hoarse voice,

with great gluttonous eyes. "All mine!" he

cried again. Then he gasped and came to the
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ground in a heap, with the silver hugged in his

arms. All at once he caught at his throat; the

bandage of his wound fell away and there was

a rush of blood over the silver. With a wild

laugh he plunged face forward on the metal—
and the blood of the dead Bucklaw consecrated

the firstfruits of the treasure.

As the vessel rode up the harbour the body

was dropped into the deep.

"Worse men—worse men, sir, bide with the

king," said Phips to Gering. "A merry villain,

that Bucklaw!"

The ship came to anchor at the buoys, and no

time was lost Divers were 3ent down, and by

great good luck found the room where the

bullion was stored. The number of divers was

increased, and the work of raising the bullion

went on all that day. There is nothing like the

lust for gold in the hearts of men. From stem

to stern of the Bridgwater Merchant and the

Swallow this wild will had its way. Work went

on until the last moment of sun. That night

talk was long and sleep short, and work was on

again at sunrise. In three days they took up
15
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thirty-two tons of bullion. In the afternoon of

the third day the storeroom was cleared, and

then they searched the hold. Here they found,

cunningly distributed among the ballast, a great

many bags of pieces-of-eight These, having lain

in the water so long, were crusted with a strong

substance, which they had to break with iron bars.

It was reserved for Phips himself to make the

grand discovery. He donned a diving-suit and

went below to the sunken galleon. Silver and

gold had been found, but he was sure there were

other treasures. After much searching he found,

in a secret place of the captain's cabin, a chest

which, on being raised and broken open,was found

full of pearls,diamonds,and other precious stones.

And now the work was complete, and on

board the Bridgwater Merchant was treasure to

the sum of three hundred thousand pounds, and

more. Joyfully did Phips raise anchor. But

first he sent to the handful of people in the port

a liberal gift of money and wine and provisions

from the ship's stores. With a favourable

breeze he got away agreeably, and was clear

pf the harbour and cleaving northward before
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sunset—-the Swallow leading the treasure-ship

like a pilot All was joy and hilarity ; but there

remained one small danger yet : they had raised

their treasure unmolested, but could they bring

it to Boston and on to England ? Phips would
have asked that question very seriously indeed

had he known that the Maid of Provence was
bowling out of the nor'-east towards the port

which he had just left.

The Maid of Provence had had a perilous

travel. Escaping the English warships, she fell

in with a pirate craft. She closed with it,

plugged it with cannon-shot, and drew off, then

took the wind on her beam and came drifting

down on her, boarded her and, after a swift and
desperate fight, killed every pirate-rogue save

one—the captain—whom for reasons they made
a prisoner. Then they sank the rover, and got
away to Port do la Planta as fast as they were
able. But by reason of the storm and the fight-

ing, and drifting out of their course, they had
lost ten days ; and thus it was they reached the

harbour a few hours after the Bridgwater Mer-
chant and the Swallow had left
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They waited till morning and sailed cautiously

in—to face disappointment They quickly

learned the truth from the natives. There was
but one thing to do, and Iberville lost no time.

A few hours to get fresh water and fruit and to

make some repairs, for the pirate had not been
idle in the fight—and then Berigord gave the
nose of the good little craft to the sea, and drove
her on with an honest wind, like a hound upon
the scent. Iberville was vexed, but not unduly

;

he had the temper of a warrior who is both
artist and gamester. As he said to Perrot,

"Well, Nick, theyVe saved us the trouble of

lifting the treasure; we'll see now who shall

beach it."

He guessed that the English ships would sail

to Boston for better arming ere they ventured
to the English Channel. He knew the chances
were against him, but it was his cue to keep
heart in his followers. For days they sailed

without seeing a single ship ; then three showed
upon the horizon and faded away. They
kept on, passing Florida and Carolina, hoping
to reach Boston before the treasure-ships, and
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to rob them at their own door. Their chances
were fair, for the Maid of Provence had proved
swift, good-tempered, and a sweet sailer in bad
waters.

Iberville had reckoned well One evening,
after a sail northward as fine as the voyage
down was dirty, they came up gently within
forty miles of Boston, and then, because there
was nothing else to do, went idling up and down
all night, keeping watch. The next morning
there was a mist in the air, which might become
fog. Iberville had dreaded this ; but he was to
have his chance, for even when Berigord's face
loured most the lookout from the shrouds
called down that he sighted two ships. They
were making for the coast All sail was put on,
they got away to meet the new-comers, and
they were not long in finding these to be
their quarry.

Phips did not think that any ship would
venture against them so near Boston, and could
not believe the Maid of Provence an enemy. He
thought her an English ship eager to welcome
them, but presently he saw the white ensign of
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France at the mizzen, and a round shot rattled

through the rigging of the Bridgwater Merchant.

But he was two to one, and the game seemed

with him. No time was wasted. Phips' ships

came to and stood alongside, and the gunntis

got to work. The Bridgwater Merchant was

high in the water, and her shot at first did little

damage to the Maid of Provence, which, having

the advantage of the wind, came nearer and

nearer. The Swallow^ with her twenty odd

guns, did better work, and carried away the

foremast of the enemy, killing several men. But

Iberville came on slowly, and, anxious to dis-

pose of the Swallow first, gave her broadsides

between wind and water, so that soon her decks

were spotted with dying men, her bulwarks

broken in, and her mainmast gone. The

cannonade was heard in Boston, from which, a

few hours later, two merchantmen set out for

the scene of action, each carrying good guns.

But the wind suddenly sank, and as the Maid
of Provence, eager to close with the Bridgwater

Merchant, edged slowly down, a fog came

between, and the firing ceased on both sides.
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Iberville let his ship drift on her path, intent on

a hand-to-hand fight aboard the Bridgwater

Merchant; the grappling-irons were ready, and
as they drifted there was silence.

Every eye was strained. Suddenly a shape

sprang out of the grey mist, and the Maid of
Provence struck. There was a crash of timbers

as the bows of the Swallow—it was she—were

stove in, and then a wild cry. Instantly she

began to sink. The grappling-irons remained

motionless on the Maid of Provence. Iberville

heard a commanding voice, a cheer, and saw a

dozen figures jump from the shattered bow
towards the bow of his own ship intent on

fighting, but all fell short save one. It was a

great leap, but the Englishman made it, catch-

ing the chains, and scrambling on deck. A
cheer greeted him—the Frenchmen could not

but admire so brave a feat The Englishman

took no notice, but instantly turned to see his

own ship lurch forward and, without a sound

from her decks, sink gently down to her grave.

He stood looking at the place where she had

been, but there was only mist He shook his

g%.^??y: a»«>.jM«jt)wiitlijiBj!a;jti!Bt3,'"-|w^ipi_i,i „
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head and a sob rattled in his throat ; his brave
taciturn crew had gone down without a cry.

He turned and faced his enemies. They had
crowded forward—Iberville, Sainte-Hd^ne, Per-
rot, Maurice Joval, and the staring sailors. He
choked down his emotion and faced them all

like an animal at bay as Iberville stepped for-

ward. Without a word Gering pointed to the
empty scabbard at his side.

"No, pardon me," said Iberville drily, "not as
our prisoner, monsieur. You have us at advan-
tage

; you will remain our guest"

"I want no quarter/' said Gering proudly
and a little sullenly.

"There can be no question of quarter,

monsieur. You are only one against us all.

You cannot fight; you saved your life by
boarding us. Hospitality is sacred

; you may
not be a prisoner of war, for there h no war
between our countries."

"You came upon a private quarrel?*' asked
Gering.

"Truly; and for the treasure—fair bone of
fight between us."
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There was a pause, in which Gering stood

half turned from them, listening. But the

Bridgwater Merchant had drifted away in the
mist I Presently he turned again to Iberville

with a smile defiant and triumphant Iberville

understood, but showed nothing of what he felt,

and he asked Sainte-H^l^ne to show Gering to

the cabin.

When the fog cleared away there was no
sign of the Bridgwater Merchant, and Iberville,

sure that she had made the port of Boston, and
knowing that there must be English vessels

searching for him, bore away to Quebec with
Gering on board.

He parted from his rival the day they arrived

—Perrot was to escort him a distance on his

way to Boston.

Gering thanked him for his courtesy.

"Indeed, then," said Iberville, "this is a debt
—if you choose to call it so—for which I would
have no thanks—no. For it would please me
better to render accounts all at once some day,

and get return in different form, monsieur."

" Monsieur," said Gering, a little grandly, " you
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have come to me three times ; next time I will

come to you."

"I trust that you will keep your word,"

answered Iberville, smiling.

That day Iberville, protesting helplessly, was
ordered away to France on a man-of-war, which

had rocked in the harbour of Quebec for a
month awaiting his return. Even Frontenac

himself could not help him, for the order had
come from the French minister.
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CHAPTER XVII

THE GIFT OF A CAPTIVE

"PORTUNE had not been kind to Iberville,

A but still he kept a stoical cheerfulness.

With the pride of a man who feels that he has

impressed a woman, and knowing the strength

of his purpose, he believed that Jessica should

yet be his. Meanwhile matters should not lie

still. In those days men made love by proxy,

and Iberville turned to De Casson and Perrot

The night before he started for France they

sat together in a little house flanking the

Chateau St. Louis. Iberville had been speaking.

"I know the strength of your feelings,

Iberville," said De Casson, " but is it wise, and

is it right?"

Iberville made an airy motion with his hand.

"My dear abb^, there is but one thing worth
886
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living for, and that is to follow your convictions.
See

:
I have known you since you took me from

my mother's last farewell. I have believed in
you, cared for you, trusted you ; we have been
good comrades. Come, now, tell me: what
would you think if my mind drifted I No, no
no! to stand by one's own heart is the gift of
an honest man. I am a sad rogue, abbd, as
you know, but I swear I would sooner let slip
the friendship of King Louis himself than the
hand of a good comrade. Well, my sword is
for my king. I must obey him, I must leave
my comrades behind, but I shall not forget, and
they must not forget" At this he got to his
feet, came over, laid a hand on the abba's
shoulder, and his voice softened: "Abb^ the
woman shall be mine."

" If God wills so, Iberville."

" He will. He will."

"Well," said Perrot, with a little laugh- «I
thmk God will be good to a Frenchman when
an Englishman is his foe.

"But the girl is English-and a heretic."
urged the ahhi helplessly.
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Perrot laughed again. " That will make Him
sorry for her."

Meanwhile Iberville had turned to the table,
and was now reading a letter. A pleased look
came on his face, and he nodded in satisfaction.
At last he folded it up with a smile and sealed
it «' Well" he said, "the English is not good,
for I have seen my Shakespeare little this time
back, but it will do-it must do. In such things
rhetoric is nothing. You will take it, Perrot?"
he said, holding up the letter.

Perrot reached out for it

"And there is something more." Iberville
drew from his finger a costly ring. It had
come from the hand of a Spanish noble, whose
place he had taken in Spain years before. He
had prevented his men from despoiling the
castle, had been bidden to take what he would,
and had chosen only this.

"Tell her," he said, "that it was the gift of
a captive to me, and that it is the gift of a
captive to her. For, upon my soul, I am prisoner
to none other in God's worid."

Perrot weighed the ring up and down in his
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hand. "Bienl* he said, "monsieur, it is a fine

speech, but I do not understand. A prisoner,

eh? I remember when you were a prisoner

with me upon the Ottawa. Only a boy—only

a boy, but, holy Mother, that was different 1 I

will tell her how you never gave up ; how you

'.vent on the hunt after Grey Diver, the Iroquois.

Through the woods, silent—silent for days and

day?, Indians all round us. Death in the brush,

death in the tree-top, death from the river-bank.

I said to you. Give up ; but you kept on. Then
there were days when there was no sleep—no

rest—'.ye were like ghosts. Sometimes we come

to a settler's cabin and see it all smoking;

sometimes to a fort and find only a heap of

bones—and other things 1 But you would not

give up; you kept on. What for? That

Indian chief killed your best friend. Well, that

was for hate
; you keep on and on and on for

hate—and you had your way with Grey Diver;

I heard your axe crash in his skull. All for

hate 1 And what will you do for love ?—I will

ask her what will you do for love. Ah, you are

a great man

—

mais ouif I will tell her so,"
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"Tell her what you please, Penot"
Iberville hummed an air as at some goodly

prospect Yet when he turned to the others
again there grew a quick mist in his eyes. It
was not so much the bought of the woman as
of the men. There came to him with sudden
force how these two comrades had been ever
ready to sacrifice themselves for him, and he
ready to accept the sacrifice. He was not
ashamed of the mist, but he wondered that the
thing had come to him all at once. He grasped
the hands of both, shook them heartily, then
dashed his fingers across his eyes, and with the
instinct of every imperfect man,—that touch of
the aboriginal in all of us, who must have a sign
for an emotion,—he went to a cabinet and out
came a bottle of wine.

An hour after, Perrot left him at the ship's

side. They were both cheerful. "Two years,
Perrot ; two years I " he said.

"AA, mon grand capiiaine !
"

Iberville turned away, then came back again.

"You will start at once?"

" At once ; and the abbd shall write."
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Upon the lofty bank of the St Lawrence, at

the Sault au Matelot, a tall figure clad io a
cassock stood and watched the river below. On
the high cliff of Point Levis lights were showing,

and fires burning as far off as the island of

Orleans. And in that sweet curve of shore, from
the St Charles to Beauport, thousands of stars

seemed shining. Nearer still, from the heights,

there was the same strange scintillation; the

great promontory had a coronet of stars. In the

lower town there was like illumination, and out

upon the river trailed long processions of light.

It was the feast of good Sainte Anne do Beauprd
All day long had there been masses and pro-

cessions on land. Hundreds of Jesuits, with

thousands of the populace, had filed behind the

cross and the host And now there was a
candle in every window. Indians, half-breeds,

coureurs du bois, native Canadians, seigneurs,

and noblesse, were joining in the function. But
De Casson's eyes were not for these. He was
watching the lights of a ship that slowly made
its way down the river among the canoes, and
his eyes never left it till it had passed beyond
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of Orleans and was lost in the

I94t

the island

night

"Men ch^rr he said, "«^ enfantf She is
not for him

; she should not be. As a priest it
were my duty to see that he should not marry
her. As a man/'-he sighed-" as a man I
would give my life for him."

He lifted his hand and made the sign of the
cross towards that spot on the horizon whither
Iberville had gone.

"He will be a great man some day," he
added to himself-" a great man. There will be
empires here, and when histories are written
Pierre's shall be a name beside Frontenac's and
La Salle's."

All the human affection of the good abba's
life centred upon Iberville. Giant in stature, so
ascetic and refined was his mind, his life, that he
had the intuition of a woman and, what was
more, little of the bigotry of his brethren. As
he turned from the heights, made his way along
the cliff and down Mountain Street, his thoughts
were still upon the same subject He suddenly
paused.

I6
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"He will marry the sword," he said, "and not

the woman."

How far he was right we may judge if we
enter the house of Governor Nicholls at New
York one month later.

n



CHAPTER XVIII

MAIDEN NO MORE

JT was late midsummer, and just such an
evening as had seen the attempted capture

of Jessica Leveret years before. She sat at a
window, looking out upon the garden and the
river. The room was at the top of the house.
It had been to her a kind of playroom when
she had visited Governor Nicholls years before.
To every woman memory is a kind of rdigion

*

and to Jessica as much as to any, perhaps more
than to most, for she had imagination. She
half sat, half knelt, her elbow on her knee, her
soft cheek resting upon her firm, delicate hand.
Her beauty was as fresh and sweet as on the
day we first saw her. More, something deep
and rich had entered into it. Her eyes had got
that fine steadfastness which only deep tender-

248 ^
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ness and pride can give a woman: she had
lived. She was smiling now, yet she was not

merry; her brightness was the sunshine of

a nature touched with an Arcadian simplicity.

Such an one could not be wholly unhappy.

Being made for others more than for herself,

she had something of the divine gift of self-

forgetfulness.

As she sat there, her eyes ever watching

the river as though for someone she expected,

there came from the garden beneath the

sound of singing. It was not loud, but deep

and strong

—

"As the wave to the shore, as the dew to the leaf,

As the breeze to the flower,

As the scent of a rose to the heart of a child,

As the rain to the dusty land—
My heart goeth out unto Thee—unto Thee f

The night is far speKt and the day is at hand.

"As the song of a bird to the till of a star.

As the sun to the eye,

As the anvil of man to the hammers of God,
As the snow to the north

—

Is my word unto Thy word—to Thy word

!

755* night is far spent and the day is at hand**

It was Morris who was singing. With growth
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of years had come increase of piety, and it was
his custom once a week to gather about him
such of the servants as would for the reading of
Scripture.

To Jessica the song had no rdigious signifi-
cance. By the time it had passed through the
atmosphere of memory and meditation, it carried
a different meaning. Her forehead dropped
forward in her fingers, and remained so until the
song ended. Then she sighed, smiled wistfully,
and shook her head.

"Poor fellow! poor— Iberville I" she said,
almost beneath her breath.

The next morning she was to be married.
George Gering had returned to her, for the
second time defeated by Iberville. He had
proved hiniself a brave man, and, what was
much in her father's sight, he was to have his
share of Phips' booty. And what was still
more, Gering had prevailed upon Phips to allow
Mr. Leveret's investment in the first expedition
to receive a dividend from the second. There-
fore she was ready to fulfil her promise. Yet
had she misgivings? For, only a few days
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before, she had sent for the old pastor at Boston
who had known her since she was a child. She
wished, she said, to be married by him and no
other at Governor Nicholls' house, rather than
at her own home at Boston, where there was
none other of her name.

The old pastor had come that afternoon, and
she had asked him to see her that evening.
Not long after Morris had done with singing
there came a tapping at her door. She answered
and old Pastor Macklln entered,~a white-haired
man of kindly yet stern countenance—by nature
a gentleman, by practice a bigot He came
forward and took both her hands as she rose.

"My dear young ladyl" he said, and smiled
kindly at her. After a word of greeting she
offered him a chair, and came again to the
window.

Presently she looked up and said very simply,
" I am going to be married. You have known
me ever since I was born : do you think I will

make a good wife?"

"With prayer and chastening of the spirit, my
daughter," he said.
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"But suppose that at the altar I remembered
another man ?

"

"A sin, my child, for which should be due
sorrow."

The girl smiled sadly. She felt poignantly
how little he could help her.

"And if the man were a Catholic and a
Frenchman ?" she said.

"A papist and a Frenchman I" he cried,

lifting up his hands. "My daughter, you ever
were too playful. You speak of things impos-
sible. I pray you listen."

Jessica raised her hand as if to stop him and
to speak herself, but she let him go on. With
the least encouragement she might have told
him all She had had her moment of weakness,
but now it was past There are times when
every woman feels she must have a confidant
or her heart will burst—have counsel or she will

die. Such a time had come to Jessica. But she
now learned, as we all must learn, that we live

our dark hour alone.

She listened as in a dream to the kindly
bigot When he had finished, she knelt and
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received his blessing. All the time she wore
that strange, quiet smile. Soon afterwards he
left her.

She went again to the window. "A papist
and a Frenchman—an unpardonable sin!" she
said into the distance. "Jessica, what a sinner
art thou!"

Presently there was a tap, the door opened,
and George Gering entered. She turned to
receive him, but there was no great lighting of
the facfe. He came quickly to her, and ran his
arm round her waist A great kindness looked
out of her eyes. Somehow she felt herself
superior to him—her love was less and her
nature deeper. He pressed her fingers to his
lips. -*0f what were you thinking, Jessica?"
he asked.

"Of what a sinner I am," she answered, with
a sad kind of humour.

"What a villain must I be, then!" he re-
sponded.

" Well, yes," she said musingly ; « I think you
are something of a villain, George."

" Well, well, you shall cure me of all mine
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iniquities/' he said. "There will be a lifetime
for it. Come, let us to the garden."

"Wait," she said. «I told you that I was a
smner, George

; I want to tell you how."
" Tell me nothing

; let us both go and repent/'
he rejoined, laughing, and he hurried her away.
She had lost her opportunity.

Next morning she was married. The day
was glorious. The town was garlanded, and
there was not an English merchant or a Dutch
burgher but wore his holiday dress. The
ceremony ended, a traveller came among the
crowd. He asked a hurried question or two
and then edged away. Soon he made a stand
under the trees, and, viewing the scene, nodded
his head and said, « The abb^ was right."

It was Perrot. A few hours afterwards the
crowd had gone and the governor's garden was
empty. Perrot still kept his watch under the
tree, though why he could hardly say-his
errand was useless now. But he had the gift of
waiting. At last he saw a figure issue from
a door and go down into the garden. He
remembered the secret gate. He made a
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detour, reached it, and entered. Jessica was
walking up and down in the pines. In an
hour or so she was to leave for England. Her
husband had gone to the ship to do some
needful things, and she had stolen out for a
moment's quiet When Perrot faced her, she
gave a little cry and started back. But presently
she recovered, smiled at him, and said kindly,

"You come suddenly, monsieur."

"Yet have I travelled hard and long," he
answered.

"Yes?"

"And I have a message for you."

"A message?" she said abstractedly, and
turned a little pale.

"A message and a gift from Monsieur Iber-
ville."

He drew the letter and the ring from his
pocket and held them out, repeating Iberville's

message. There was a troubled look in her
eyes and she was trembling a littie now, but she
spoke clearly.

"Monsieur," she said, "you will tell Monsieur
Iberville that I may not; I am married."
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"So, madame/' he said "But I still must
give my message." When he had done so he
said, "Will you take the letter?" He held it
out

There was a moment's doubt and then she
took it, but she did not speak.

"Shall I cany no message, madame?"
She hesitated. Then, at last, "Say that I

wish him good fortune—with all my heart"
"Good fortune~ah, madame I" he answered,

in a meaning tone.

"Say that I pray God may bless him, and
make him a friend of my countiy," she added in
a low, almost broken voice, and she held out
her hand to him.

The gallant woodsman pressed it to his lips.
"I am sorry, madame," he replied, with an
admiring look.

She shook herhead sadly. "Adieu, monsieur!"
she said steadily and very kindly.

A moment after he was gone. She looked at
the missive steadfastly for a moment, then thrust
it into the folds of her dress and, very pale
walked quietly to the house, where, inside her
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ow.f . i.om, she lighted a candle. She turned the
letter over in her hand once or twice, and her
fingers hung at the seal. But all at once she
raised it to her lips, and then with a grave, firm
look, held it in the flame and saw it pass in
smoke. It was the last effort for victory.

1

1
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CHAPTER XIX

WHICH TELLS OF A BROTHER'S BLOOD
CRYING FROM THE GROUND

'npWO men stood leaning against a great gun
^ aloft on the heights of Quebec. The air

of an October morning fluttered the lace at their
breasts and lifted the long brown hair of the
younger man from his shoulders. His companion
was tall, alert, bronzed, grey-headed, with an
eagle eye and a glance of authoiity. He laid
his hand on the shoulder of the younger man
and said, " I am glad you have come, Iberville,

for I need you, as I need all your brave family
—I could spare not one."

268
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"You honour me, sir," was the reply; "and,

believe me, there is none in Quebec but thanks

God that their governor is here before Phips

rounds Isle Orleans yonder."

"You did nobly while I was away there in

Montreal, waiting for the New Yorkers to take

it—if they could. They were a sorry rabble, for

they rushed on La Prairie,—that meagre place-
massacred and turned tail."

" That's strange, sir, for they are brave men,
stupid though they be. I have fought them."

" Well, well, as that may be I We will give

them chance for bravery. Our forts are strong

from the Sault au Matelot round to Cham-
pigny's palace, the trenches and embankments
are well ended, and if they give me but two
days more I will hold the place against twice

their thirty-four sail and twenty-five hundred
men."

"For how long, your excellency?"

Count Frontenac nodded. "Spoken like a

soldier. There's the vital point By the mass,

just so long as food lasts I But here we are with

near two thousand men, and all the people from
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the villages, besides Calli^res' seven or eight
hundred, should they arrive in time—and, pray
God they may, for there will be work to do. If
they come at us in front here and behind from
tlie Saint Charl.j, shielding their men as they
cross the river, we shall have none too many

;

but we must hold it"

The governor drew himself up proudly. He
had sniffed the air of battle for over fifty years
with all manner of enemies, and his heart was in
the thing. Never had there been in Quebec a
more moving sight than when he arrived from
Montreal the evening before, and climbed Moun-
tain Street on his way to the chateau. Women
and children pressed round him, blessing him

;

priests, as he passed, lifted hands in benediction
';

men cheered and cried for joy ; in every house'
there was thanksgiving that the imperious old
veteran had come in time.

Prevost the town mayor, Champigny the
Intendant, Sainte-H^l^ne, Maricourt, and Lon-
gueil, had worked with the skill of soldiers who
knew their duty, and it was incredible what had
been done since the alarm had come to Prevost
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I I

that Phips had entered the St Lawrence and

was anchored at Tadousac.

"And how came you to be here, Iberville?"

queried the go»^ernor pleasantly. "We scarce

expected you."

" The promptings of the saints and the happy

kindness of King Louis, who will send my ship

here after me. I boarded the first merchantman

with its nose to the sea, and landed here soon

after you left for Montreal."

"So? Good! See you, see you, Iberville:

what of the lady Puritan's marriage with the

fire-eating Englishman ?
"

The governor smiled as he spoke, not look-

ing at Iberville. His glance was upon the

batteries in lower town. He had inquired

carelessly, for he did not think the question

serious at this distance of time. Getting no

answer, he turned smartly upon Iberville, sur-

prised, and he was struck by the sudden

hardness in the sun-browned face and the

flashing eyes. Years had deepened the power

of face and form,

"Your excellency will remember," he answered.
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m a low, cold tone, "that I once was counselled
to marry the sword."

The governor laid his hand upon Iberville's

shoulder. "Pardon me," he said. « I was not
wise or kind. But I warrant the sword will be
your best wife in the end."

" I have a favour to ask, your excellency."

"You might ask many, my Iberville. If all

gentlemen here, clerics and laymen, asked as
few a? you, my life would be peaceful. Your
services have been great, one way and another.
Ask, and I almost promise now."

"'Tis this. Six months ago you had a
prisoner here, captured on the New England
border. After he was exchanged you found
that he had sent a plan of the fortifications

to the Government of Massachusetts. He
passed in the name of George Escott Do you
lemember?"

"Very well indeed."

" Suppose he were taken prisoner again ?"

"I should try him."

" And shoot him, if guilty ?
*

"Or hang him."

17
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" His name was not Escott. It was Gering

—

Captain George Gering."

The governor looked hard at Iberville for a

moment, and a grim smile played upon his lips.

" H'm ! How do you guess that ?
"

"From Perrot, who knows him well"

«Why did Perrot not tell me ?
"

"Perrot and Sainte-Hd^ne had been up at

Sault Sainte Marie. They did not arrive until

the day he was exchanged, nor did not know till

then. There was no grave reason for speaking,

and they said nothing."

"And what imports this?"

" I have no doubt that Mr. Gering is with Sir

William Phips below at Tadousac. If he is

taken let him be at my disposal."

The governor pursed his lips, then flashed a

deep, inquiring glance at his companion. « The
new mistress turned against the old, Iberville

!

"

he said. "Gering is ^er husband, eh? Well, I

will trust you : it shall be as you wish—a matter

for us two alone."

At that moment Sainte - H^l^ne and Mari-

court appeared, and presently, in the waning



ing—

for a

s lips.

up at

until

•w till

king,

hSir

he is

led a

'The

lie
!

»

ell, I

atter

(fan-

ning

TELLS OF A BROTHER'S BLOOD 259

light, they all went down towards the convent
of the Ursulines, and made their way round the

rock, past the three gates to the palace of the

Intendant, and so on to the St Charles River.

Next morning word was brought that Phips

was coming steadily up, and would probably

arrive that day. All was bustle in the town,

and prayers and work went on without ceasing.

Late in the afternoon the watchers from the rock

of Quebec saw the ships of the New England
fleet slowly rounding the point of the Island of

Orleans.

To the eyes of Sir William Phips and his men
the great fortress, crov/ned with walls, towers,

and guns, rising three hundred feet above the

water, the white banner flaunting from the

chdteau and the citadel, the batteries, the

sentinels upon the walls—were suggestive of

stem work. Presently there drew away from
Phips' fleet a boat carrying a subaltern with a

flag of truce, who was taken blindfold to the

Chdteau St Louis. Frontenac's final words to

the youth were these: "Bid your master do his

best, and I will do mine,"
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Disguised as a riverman, Iberville himself,

with others, rowed the subaltern back almost to
the side of the admiral's ship, for by the freak

of some peasants the boat which had brought
him had been set adrift. As they rowed from
the ship back towards the shore, Iberville,

looking up, saw, standing on the deck Phips
and George Gering. He had come for this. He
stood up in his boat and took off his cap. His
long clustering curls fell loose on his shoulders,

and he waved a hand with a nonchalant courtesy.

Gering sprang forward. "Iberville!" he cried,

and drew his pistol.

Iberville saw the motion, but did not stir.

He called up, however, in a clear, distinct voice,

"Breaker of parole, keep your truce I

"

"He is right," said Gering quietly; "quite
right."

Gering was now hot for instant landing and
attack. Had Phips acted upon his advice the
record of the next few days might have been
reversed. But the disease of counsel, delibera-

tion, and prayer had entered into the soul of the
sailor and treasure -hunter, now Sir William
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Phips, governor of Massachusetts. He delayed
too long

:
the tide turned ; there could be no

landing that night.

Just after sundown there was a great noise,

and the ringing of bells and sound of singing

came over the water to the idle fleet

"What does it mean?" asked Phips of a
French prisoner captured at Tadousac.

"Ma foil That you lose the game," was the
reply. "Calliajres, the governor of Montreal,
with his Canadians, and Nicholas P*;rrot with
his coureiirs du bois have arrived. You have
too much delay, monsieur."

In Quebec, when this contingent arrived, the
people went wild. And Perrot was never
prouder than when, in Mountain Street, Iber-

ville, after three years' absence, threw his arms
round him and kissed him on each cheek.

It was in the dark hour before daybreak that
Iberville and Perrot met for their first talk

after the long separation. What had occurred
on the day of Jessica's marriage Perrot had,
ivi'th the Abb^ de Casson's help, written to

Iberville. But they had had no words fogether.
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Now, in a room of the citadel which looked out

on the darkness of the river and the deeper

gloom of the Levis shore, they sat and talked, a
single candle burning, their weapons laid on the

table between them.

They said little at first, but sat in the window
looking down on the town and the river. At
last Iberville spoke. "Tell me it all as you
remember it, Perrot"

Perrot, usually swift of speech when once
started, was very slow now. He felt the weight

of every word, and he had rather have told of

the scalping of a hundred men than of his last

meeting with Jessica. When he had finished,

Iberville said, "She kept the letter, you say?"
Perrot nodded, and drew the ring from a

pouch which he carried. « I have kept it safe,"

he said, and held it out Iberville took it and
turned it over in his hand, with an enigmatical

smile. '-I will hand it to her myself," he said,

half beneath his breath.

"You do not give her up, monsieur?"

Iberville laughed. Then he leaned forward,

and found Perrot's eyes in the half darkness.

ti I'



j'

TELLS OF A BROTHER'S BLOOD 263

* Perrot, she kept the letter, she would have kept

the ring if she could. Listen : Monsieur Gering

has held to his word ; he has come to seek me
this time. He knows that while I live the

woman is not his, though she bears his name.

She married him

—

Why ? It is no matter—he

was there, I was not There were her father,

her friends ! I was a Frenchman, a Catholic—

a

thousand things ! And a woman will yield her

hand while her heart remains in her own keeping.

Well, he has come. Now, one way or another

he must be mine. We have great accounts to

settle, and I want it done between him and me.

If he remains in the ship we must board it

With our cme little craft there in the St Charles

we will sail out, grapple the admiral's ship, and

play a great game : one against thirty-four. It

has been done before. Capture the admiral's

ship and we can play the devil with the rest of

tl^m. If not, we can die. Or, if Gering lands

and fights, be also must be ours. Sainte-Hd^ne

and Markourt know him, and they with myself,

Clermont, and Saint Denis, are to lead and

resist attacks by land—Frontenac has promised

a I
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that: so he must be ours one way or another.

He must be captured, tried as a spy, and then
he is mine—is mine I

"

"Tried as a spy—ah, I seel You would
disgrace ? Well, but even then he is not yours."

Iberville got to his feet « Don't try to think
it out, Perrot It will come to you in good time.

I can trust you—you are with me in all ?
"

"Have I ever failed you?"
" Never. You will not hesitate to go against

the admiral's ship ? Think, what an adventure

!

Remember Adam Dollard and the Long Sault I

"

What man in Canada did not remember that
handful of men, going out with an antique
courage to hold back the Iroquois, and save
the colony, and die? Perrot grasped Iberville's

hand, and said, " Where you go, I go. Where I

go, my men will follow."

Their pact was made. They sat there in

silence till the grey light of morning crept slowly
in. Still they did not lie down to rest; they
were waiting for De Casson. He came before a
ray of sunshine had pierced the leaden light.

Tall, massive, proudly built, his white hair a rim
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about his forehead, his deep eyes watchful and
piercing, he looked a soldier in disguise, as
indeed he was to-day as much a soldier as when
he fought under Turenne forty years before.

The three comrades were together agaia
Iberville told his plans. The abb^ lifted his

fingers in admonition once or twice, but his

eyes flashed as Iberville spoke of an attempt to

capture the admiral on his own ship. When
Iberville had finished, he said in a low voice—

" Pierre, must it still be so—that the woman
shall prompt you to these things?"

" I have spoken of no woman, abbd"
"Yet you have spoken." He sighed and

raised his hand. "The man—the men—down
there would destroy our country. They are our
enemies, and we do well to slay. But remember,
Pierre—'What God hath joined let no man put
asunder!' To fight him as an enemy of your
country—well ; to fight him that you may put
asunder is not well."

A look, half- pained, half- amused, crossed

Iberville's face.

" And yet heretics—heretics, abb^ I

"
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" Marriage is no heresy."

" H'm—they say different at Vers illes."

" Since De Montespan went, and De Maintenon

rules?**

Iberville laughed. " Well, well, perhaps not."

They sat silent for a time, but presently

Iberville rose, went to a cupboard, drew forth

some wine and meat, and put the coffee on the

fire, Then, with a gesture as of remembrance,

he went to a box, drew forth his own violin, and

placed it in the priest's hands. It seemed

strange that, in the midst of such great events,

—

the loss or keeping of an empire,—these men

should thus devote the few hours granted them

for sleep; but they did according to their natures.

The priest took the instrument and tuned it

softly. Iberville blew out the candle. There

was only the light of the fire, with the gleam of

the slow-coming dawn. Once again, even as

years before in the little house at Montreal,

De Casson played—now with a martial air. At

last he struck the chords of a song which had

been a favourite with the Carignan - Sali^res

regiment.
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Instantly Iberville and Perrot responded, and

there rang out from three strong throats the

words

—

"Ihere was a king of Normandy,
And he rode forth to war,

Gaifaluron faluretle J

He had five hundred men—no moret
Gai faluron donddl

** There was a king of Normandy,

Came back from war again;

He brought a maid, O, fair > as she!

And twice five hundred men

—

Gai faluron falurette I

Gai faluron dondil"

They were still singing when soldiers came

by the window in the first warm light of sunrise.

These caught it up, singing it as they marched

on. It was taken up again by other companies,

and by the time Iberville presented himself to

Count Frontenac, not long after, there was

hardly a citizen, soldier, or woodsman, but was

singing it.

The weather and water were blustering all

that day, and Phips did not move, save for a

small attempt—repulsed—by a handful of men

to examine the landing. The next morning,

(
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however, the attack began. Twelve hundred
men were landed at Beauport, in the mud and
low water, under one Major Walley. With him
was Gering, keen for action—he had persuaded
Phips to allow him to fight on land.

To meet the English, Iber\-ille, Sainte-H^l^ne,
and Perrot issued forth with three hundred
sharpshooters and a band of Huron Indians. In
the skirmish that followed Iberville and Perrot
pressed with a handful of men forward veiy
close to the ranks of the English. In the charge
which the New Englander ordered, Iberville and
Perrot saw Gering, and they tried hard to reach
him. But the movement between made it

impossible without running too great risk. For
hours the fierce skirmishing went on, but in the
evening the French withdrew and the New
Englanders made their way towards the St
Charles, where vessels were to meet them, and
protect them as they crossed the river and
attacked the town in the rear—help that never
came. For Phips, impatient, spent his day in a
terrible cannonading, which did no great damage
to the town-or the cliff. It was a game of
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thunder, nothing worse, and Walley and Gering

with their men were neglected.

The fight with the ships began again at day-

break. Iberville, seeing that Walley would not

attack, joined Sainte-Hdl^ne and Maricourt at

the battery, and one of Iberville's shots brought

down the admiral's flagstaff, with its cross of

St. George. It drifted towards the shore, and

Maurice Joval went out in a canoe under a

galling fire and brought it up to Frontenac.

Iberville and Sainte-Hd^e concentrated

themselves on the Six Fnends—Hie admiral's

ship. In vain Phips' gunners tried to dislodge

them and their guns. They sent ball after ball

into her hull and through her rigging; they

tore away her mainmast, shattered her mizzen-

mast, and handled her as viciously as only

expert gunners could. The New Englander

replied bravely, but Quebec was not destined

to be taken by bombardment, and Iberville saw

the Six Friends drift, a shattered remnant, out

of his line of fire.

It was the beginning of the end. One by one

the thirty-four craft drew away, and Walley and
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Gering were left with their men, unaided in the

siege. There was one moment when the

cannonading was greatest and the skirmishers

seemed withdrawn, that Gering, furious with the

delay, almost prevailed upon the cautious Wailey

to dash across the river and make a desperate

charge up the hill, and in at the back door of

the town. But Wailey was, after all, a merchant

and not a soldier, and would not do it Gering

fretted on his chain, sure that Iberville was with

the guns against the ships, and would return to

harass his New Englanders soon. That evening

it turned bitter cold, and without the ammuni-
tion promised by Phips, with little or no food

and useless field-pieces, their lot was hard.

But Gering had his way the next morning.

Wailey set out to the Six Friends to represent

his case to the admiral. Gering saw how the

men chafed, and he sounded a few of them.

Their wills were with him: they had come to

fight, and fight they would, if they could but get

the chance. With a miraculous swiftness the

whispered word went through the lines. Gering

could not command them to it, but if the men
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went forward he must go with them ! The ships

in front were silent. Quebec was now interested

in these men near the St Charles River.

As Iberville stood with Frontenac near the

palace of the Intendant, watching, he saw the

enemy suddenly hurry forward. In an instant

he was dashing down to join his brothers,

Sainte-H^l^ne, Longueil, and Perrot; and at

the head of a body of men they pushed on to

get over the ford and hold it, while Frontenac,

leading three battalion.5 )f troops, got away

more slowly. There were but a few hundred

men with Iberville, arrayed against Gering's

many hunureds; but the French were bush-

fighters and the New Englanders were only

stout sailors and ploughmea Yet Gering had

no reason to be ashamed of his men that day

;

they charged bravely, but their enemies were hid

to deadly advantage behind trees and thickets,

the best sharpshooters of the province.

Perrot had had his orders from Iberville:

Iberville himself was, if possible, to engage

Gering in a hand-to-hand fight ; Perrot, on the

other hand, was to cut Gering off from his men
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and bring him in a prisoner. More than once

both had Gering within range of their muskets,

but they held their hands, nor indeed did

Gering himself, who once also had a chance of

bringing Iberville down, act on his opportunity.

Gering*s men were badly exposed, and he sent

them hard at the thickets, clearing the out-

posts at some heavy loss. His men were now
scattered, and he shifted his position so as to

bring him nearer the spot where Sainte-Hd^ne

and Longueil were pushing forward fresh out-

posts. He saw the activity of the two brothers,

but did not recognise them, and sent a handful

of men to dislodge them. Both Sainte-H^l^ne

and Longueil exposed themselves for a moment,

as they made for an advantageous thicket

Gering saw his opportunity, took a musket from

a soldier and fired. Sainte-H^l^ne fell mortally

wounded. Longueil sprang forward with a ciy

of rage, but a spent ball struck him.

Iberville, at a distance, saw the affair. With
a smothered oath he snatched a musket from

Maurice Joval, took steady aim and fired. The
distance was too great, the wind too strong;
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he only carried away an epaulet. But Perrot,
who was not far from the fallen brotherai

suddenly made a dash within easy range of the
rifles of the British, and cut Gering and two of
his companions off from the main body. It was
done so suddenly that Gering found himself
between two fires. His companions drew close
to him, prepared to sell their lives deariy, but
Perrot called to them to surrender. Gering saw
the fruitlessness of resistance and, to save his

companions' lives, yielded.

The siege of Quebec was over. The British

contented themselves with holding their position
till Walley retum*;d bearing the admiral's
orders to embark again for the fleet. And
so in due time they did—in rain, cold, and
gloom.

In a few days Sir William Phips, having
patched up his shattered ships, sailed away,
with the knowledge that the capture of Quebec
was not so easy as finding a lost treasure. He
had tried in vain to effect Gering's release.

When Gering surrendered, Perrot took his
sword with a grim coolness and said, ''Come
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monsieur, and see what you think your stay

with us may be like."

In a moment he was stopped beside the

dead body of Sainte-H^l^ne. "Your musket

did this," said Perrot, pointing down. " Do you

know him ?
"

Gering scooped over and looked. " My God !

"

he said, " Sainte-H^^ne !

"

Perrot crossed himself and mumbled a prayer.

Th^n he took from his bosom a scarf and drew

it over the face of the dead man. He turned to

Longueil.

''And here, monsieur, is another brother of

Monsieur Iberville," he said.

Longueil was insensible but not dangerously

wounded. Perrot gave a signal and the two

brothers were lifted and carried down towards

the ford, followed by Perrot and Gering. On

their way they met Iberville.

All the brother, the comrade, in Iberville

spoke first He felt Longueil's hand and

touched his pulse, then turned, as though he

had not seen Gering, to the dead body of

Sainte-Hd^ne. Motioning to the men to put
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it down, he stooped and took Perrot's scarf

from the dead face. It was yet warm, and the

handsome features wore a smile. Iberville

looked for a moment with a strange, cold quiet-

ness. He laid his hand upon the brow,
touched the cheek, gave a great sigh, and made
the sacred gesture over the body ; then taking
his own handkerchief he spread it over the
face. Presently he motioned for the bodies to

be carried on.

Perrot whispered to him, and now he turned

and looked at Gering with a malignant steadi-

ness.

"You have had the great honour, sir," he
said, "to kill one of the bravest gentlemen of
France. More than once to-day myself and my
friend here "—pointing to Perrot—« could have
killed you. Why did we not? Think you, that

you might kill my brother, whose shoe latchet

were too high for you? Monsieur, the sum
mounts up." His voice was full of bitterness

and hatred. "Why did we spare you?" he
repeated, and paused.

Gering could understand Iberville's quiet,
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vicious anger. He would rather have lost a

hand than have killed Sainte-H^l^ne, who had,

on board the Maid of Provence^ treated him with

great courtesy. He only shook his head now.

"Well, I will tell you," said Iberville. "We
have spared you to try you for a spy. And

after—after 1"—^his laugh was not pleasant to

hear.

"A spy ? It is false 1 " cried Gering.

"You will remember, monsieur, that once

before you gave me the lie 1

"

Gering made a proud gesture of defiance, but

answered nothing. That night he was lodged

in the citadel



CHAPTER XX

A TRAP IS SET

/'^ ERING was tried before Governor Fron-

^^ tenac and the full council. It was certain

that he, while a prisoner at Quebec, had sent to

Boston plans of the town, the condition of the

defences, the stores, the general armament and
the approaches, for the letter was intercepted.

Gering's defence was straightforward. He
held that he had sent the letter at a time when
he was a prisoner simply, which was justifiable

;

not when a prisoner on parole, which was
shameless. The temper of the court was
against him. Most important was the enmity

of the Jesuits, whose hatred of Puritanism cried

out for sacrifice. They had seen the work of

the saints in every turn of the late siege, and
they believed that the Lord had delivered them
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man into their liands. In secret ways their

influence was strong upon many of the council,

particularly those who were not soldiers. A
soldier can appreciate bravery, and Gering had

been courageous. But he had killed one of the

most beloved of Canadian officers, the gallant

Sainte-H^l^nel Frontenac, who foresaw an

end of which the council could not know,

summed up, not unfairly, against Gering.

Qering's defence was able, proud, and some-

times passionate. Once or twice his words

stung his judges like whips across their faces.

He showed no fear; he asked no mercy. He
held that he was a prisoner of war, and entitled

to be treated as such. So strong, indeed, was
his pleading, so well did his stout courage stand

by him, that had Count Frontenac balanced in

his favour he might have been quit of the

charge of spying. But before the trial Iberville

had had solitary talk with Frontenac, in which

a request was repeated and a promise renewed.

Gering was condemned to die. It was
perhaps the bravest moment of a brave life.

"Gentlemen," he said, "I have heard your

in

m
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sentence, but, careless of military honour as

you are, you will not dare put me to death.

Do not think because we have failed this once

that we shall not succeed again. I tell you,

that if, instead of raw Boston sailors, ploughmen

and merchant captains, and fishing craft and

trading vessels, I had three English warships

and one thousand men, I would level your town

from the citadel to the altar of St. Joseph's. I

do not fear to die, nor that I shall die by your

will. But, if so, 'twill be with English loathing

of injustice."

His speech was little like to mollify his

judges, and at his reference to St Joseph's a

red spot showed upon many cheeks, while

to the charge against their military honour,

Frontenac's eyes lighted ominously. But the

governor merely said, " You have a raw temper,

sir. We will chasten you with bread and water

;

and it were well for you, even by your strange

religion, to qualify for passage from this world."

Gering was taken back to prison. As he

travelled the streets he needed all his fortitude,

for his fiery speech had ^one abroad, distorte4
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from its meaning, and the common folk railed
at fcim. As chastening, it was good exercise;
but when now and again the name of Sainte-
H6lhnc rang towards him, a cloud passed over
his face; that touched him in a tender corner
He had not met Iberville since his capture

but now, on entering the prison, he saw his'
enemy not a dozen paces from the door, pale
and stern. Neither made a sign, but with a
bitter sigh Gering entered. It waa curious how
their fortunes had see-sawed the one against
the other for twelve years.

Left alone in his cell with his straw and bread
and water, he looked round mechanically. It
was yet afternoon. All at once it came to him
that this was not the cell which he had left that
day. He got up and began to examine it
Like every healthy prisoner, he thought upon
means and chances of escape.

It did not seem a regular eel! for prisoners,
for there was a second door. This was in one
comer and very narrow, the walls not coming
to a right angle, but having another little strip
Of wall between. He tried to settle its position

'
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by tracing in hii mind the way he had come
through the prison. Iberville or Perrot could

have done so instinctively, but he was not

woodsman enough. He thought, however, that

the doorway led to a staircase, like most doors

of the kind in old buildings. There was the

window. It was small and high up from the

floor, and even could he loosen the bars, it were
not possible to squeeze through. Besides, there

was the yard to cross and the outer wall to

scale. And that achieved, with the town still

full of armed men, he would have a perilous run.

He tried the door: it was stoutly fastened;

the bolts were on the other side; the keyhole

was filled. Here was sufficient exasperation.

He had secreted a small knif ; on his person,

and he now sat down, turned it over in his

hand, looked up at the window and the smooth
wall below it, at the mocking door, then smiled

at his own poor condition and gave himself to

cheerless meditation.

He was concerned most for his wife. It was
not in him to give up till the inevitable was on
him, and he could not yet believe that Count
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Frontenac would cany out the sentence. At
the sudden thought ofthe rope,-so ignominious,
so hateful—he shuddered. But the shame of
it was for his ivife, who had dissipated a certain
selfish and envious strain in him. Jessica had
drawn from him the Puritanism which had
made him self-conscious, envious, insular.

' \



CHAPTER XXI

AN UNTOWARD MESSENGER

A FEW days after this, Jessica, at her home
in Boston, — in the room where she

had promised her father to be George Gering's

wife,—^sat watching the sea. Its slow swinging

music came up to her through the October air.

Not far from her sat an old man, his hands

clasping a chair-arm, a book in his lap, his chin

sunk on his breast The figure, drooping

helplessly, had still a distinguished look, an air

of honourable pride. Presently he raised his

head, his drowsy eyes lighted as they rested

on her, and he said, "The fleet has not

returned, my dear ? Quebec is not yet taken ?
'*

"No, father," she replied, "not yet."

"Phips is a great man—a great man!" he

said chuckling. " Ah, the treasure I

"
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Jessica did not reply. Her fingers went
up to her eyes; they seemed to cool the hot
lids.

"Ay, ay, it was good," he added, in a
quavering voice, "and I gave you your
dowry 1"

Now there was a gentle, soft laugh of delight
and pride, and he reached out a hand towards
her. She responded with a little laugh which
was not unlike his, but there was something
more: that old sweet sprightliness of her youth,
shot through with a haunting modulation,-
almost peiisiveness,-but her face was self-
possessed. She drew near, pressed the old
man's hand, and spoke sofUy. Presently she
saw that he was asleep. She sat for some time,
not stirring. At last she was about to rise and
take him to his room, but hearing noises in
the street she stepped to the window. There
were men below, and this made her apprehensive
She hurried over, kissed the old man, passed
from the room, and met her old servant Hulm
in the passage, who stretched out her hand in
distress.
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"What is it, Hulm?" she said, a chill at her

heart

" Oh, how can I tell you 1 " was the answer.
" Our fleet was beaten, and—and my master is

a prisoner."

The wife saw that this was not all. « Tell me
everything, Hulm," she said trembling, yet

ready for the worst.

" Oh, my dear, dear mistress, I cannot I

"

"Hulm, you see that I am calm," she

answered. "You are only paming me."

"They are to try him for his life!" She

caught her mistress by the waist, but Jessica

recovered instantly. She was very quiet, very

pale, yet the plumbless grief of her eyes brought

tears to Hulm's face. She stood for a moment
in deep thought

" Is your brother Aaron in Boston, Hulm ?
"

she asked presently.

" He is below, dear mistress."

" Ask him to step to the dining-room. And
that done, please go to my father. And, Hulm,

dear creature, you can aid me better if you do

not weep."



i

a86 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

She then passed down a side staircase and
entered the dining-room. A moment afterwards

Aaron Hulm came in.

"Aaron," she said, as he stood confused
before her misery, "know you the way to
Quebec ?

"

" Indeed, madame, very well. Madame, I am
sorry "

—

"Let us not dwell upon it, Aaron. Can you
get a few men together to go there?"

"Within an hour."

"Very well, I shall be ready."

"You, madame—ready? You do not think
of going?"

"Yes, I am going."

" But, madame, it is not safe. The Abenaquis
and Iroquois are not friendly, and "—

"Is tkis friendly? Is it like a good friend,

Aaron Hulm? Did I not nurse your mother
when "

—

He dropped on one knee, took her hand and
kissed it. « Madame," he said loyally, " I will do
anything you ask ; I feared only for your safety."

An hour afterwards she came into the room
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where her father still slept. Stooping, she

kissed his forehead and fondled his thin grey
hair. Then she spoke to Hulm.

"Tell him," she said, "that I will come back
soon

: that my husband needs me, and that I

have gone to him. Tell him that we will dotk

come back—both, Hulm, you understand I

"

" Dear mistress, I understand." But the poor
soul made a gesture of despair.

"It is even as I say. We will both come
back," was the quiet reply. "Something as

truthful as God Himself tells me.—Take care

of my dear father—I know you will ; keep from
him the bad news, and comfort him."

Then with an affectionate farewell she went
to her room, knelt down and prayed. When
she rose she said to herself, "I am thankful

now that I have no child."

In ten minutes a little company of people,

led by Aaron Hulm, started away from Boston,

making for a block-house fifteen miles distant,

where they were to sleep.

The journey was perilous, and more than

once it seemed as if they could not reach
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Quebec alive, but no member of the party was
more cheerful than Jessica. Her braveiy and
spirit never faltered before the others, though
sometimes at night, when lying awake, she had
a wild wish to cry out or to end her troubles in
the fast-flowing Richelieu. But this was only
at night In the daytime action eased the
strain, and at last she was rewarded by seeing,
from the point of Levis, the citadel of Quebec.

*

They were questioned and kept in check for
a time, but at length Aaron and herself were
let cross the river. It was her first sight of
Quebec, and its massive, impregnable form
struck a chill to her heart : it suggested great
sternness behind it They were passed on
unmolested towards the Chateau St Louis.
The anxious wife wished to see Count Frontenac
himself and then to find Iberville. Enemy of
her country though he was, she would appeal
to him. As she climbed the steep steps of
Mountain Street, worn with hard travel, she
turned faint But the eyes of curious folk were
on her, and she drew herself up bravely.

She was admitted almost at once to the
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governor. He was at dinner when she came.

When her message was brought to him, his

brows twitched with surprise and perplexity. He
called Maurice Joval, and ordered that she be

shown to his study and tendered every courtesy.

A few moments later he entered the room.

Wonder and admiration crossed his face. He
had not thought to see so beautiful a woman.
Himself an old courtier, he knew women, and

he could understand how Iberville had been

fascinated. She had arranged her toilette at

Levis, and there were few traces of the long,

hard journey, save that her hands and face

were tanned. The eloquence of her eyes, the

sorrowful, distant smile which now was natural

to her, worked upon the old soldier before she

spoke a word. And after she had spoken, had

pleaded her husband's cause and appealed to

the nobleman's chivalry, Frontenac was moved.

But his face was troubled. He drew out his

watch and studied it

Presently he went to the door and called

Maurice Joval. There was whispering, and

then the young man went away.
»9



390 THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD

"Madame, you have spoken of Monsieur

Iberville/' said the governor. ''Years ago he

spoke to me of you."

Her eyes dropped, and then they raised

steadily, clearly. "I am sure, sir," she said,

"that Monsieur Iberville would tell you that

my husband could never be dishonourable.

They have been enemies, but noble enemies."

"Yet, Monsieur Iberville might be pre-

judiced," rejoined the governor. "A brother's

life has weight"

"A brother's life I " she broke in fearfully.

" Madame, your husband killed Iberville's

brother."

She swayed. The governor's arm was as

quick to her waist as a gallant's of twenty-five

:

not his to resist the despair of so noble a

creature. He was sorry for her ; but he knew

that if all had gone as had been planned by

Iberville, within a half-hour this woman would

be a widow.

With some women, perhaps, he would not

have hesitated : he would have argued that the

prize was to the victor, and that, Gering gone,
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Jessica would amiably drift upon Iberville.

But it came to him that she was not as many

other women. He looked at his watch again,

and she mistook the action.

"Oh, your excellency," she said, "do not

grudge these moments to one pleading for a

life—for justice."

"You mistake, madame," he said; "I was

not grudging the time—for myself."

At that moment Maurice Joval entered and

whispered to the governor. Frontenac rose.

"Madame," he said, "your husband has

escaped."

A cry broke from her. " Escaped I escaped I

"

She saw a strange look in the governor's eyes.

"But you have not told me all," she urged;

" there is more. Oh, your esccellency, speak I

"

"Only this, madame: he may be retaken

and"—
" And then ? What then ? " she cried.

"Upon what happens then," he as drily as

regretfully added, " I shall have no power."

But to the quick searching prayer, the proud

eloquence of the woman, the governor, bound
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though he was to secrecy, could not be ada-

mant

"There is but one thing I can do for you,"

he said at last " You know Father Dollier de
Casson ?

"
v ^

V

To her assent, he added, "Then go to him.

Ask no questions. If anything can be done, he
may do it for you ; that he will I do not know."

She could not solve the riddle, but she must
work it out There was the one great fact:

her husband had escaped.

"You will do all you can do, your excel-

lency?" she said.

"Indeed, madame, I have done all I can," he
said.

With impulse she caught his hand and kissed

it A minute afterwards she was gone with

Maurice Joval, who had orders to bring her to

the abba's house—that, and no more.

The governor, left alone, looked at the hand
that she had kissed and said, "Wei*, well, ( am
but a fool still. Yet—a woman ia a miiiion!"

He took out his watch. " Too late I " he added.

"Poor lady 1"
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A few minutes afterwards Jessica met the

abW on his own doorstep. Maurice Joval

disappeared, and the priest and the woman were

alone together. She told him what had just

happened.

"There is some mystery," she said, pain in

her voice. "Tell me, has my husband been

retaken ?
"

" Madame, he has."

"Is he in danger?"

The priest hesitated, then presently inclined

his head in assent

"Once before I talked with you," she said,

" and you spoke good things. You are a priest

of God. I know that you can help me, or

Count Frontenac would not have sent me to

you. Oh, will you take me to my husband ?
"

If Count Frontenac had had a struggle, he:*e

was a greater. First, the man was a priest in

the days when the Huguenots were scattering

to the four ends of the earth. The woman
and her husband were heretics, and what better

were they than thousands of others? Then,

Sainte-H^l^ne had been the soldier - priest's

I
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pupil. Last of all, there war, ibervill"., over

whom tin's woman had cast a charm pv'irilous to

his soul's salvation. He loved Iberville as his

own sea. The priest in him decided against

the woman; the soldier in him was with

Iberville in thi.r event -for a soldier's revenge

was its mainspring. But beneath all was a
kindly soul which intolerance could not warp,
and this at last responded.

His first words gave her a touch of hope.

" Madame," he said, « I know not that aught
can be done, but come.**
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CHAPTER XXII

FROM tiger's claw TO LION*S MOUTH

"PVERY nation has its traitors, and there

^—^ was an English ren^ade soldier &c

Quebec At Iberville's suggestion he was
made one of the guards of the prison. It

was he that, pretending to let Gering win his

confidence, at last aided him to escape through

the narrow comer-door of his cell.

Gering got free of the citadel—miraculously,

as he thought ; and, striking off from the road,

began to make his way by a roundabout to the

St Charles River, where at some lonely spot

he might find a boat No alarm had been

given, and as time passed his chances seemed

growing, when suddenly there sprang from the

grass round him armed men, who closed in,

and at the points of swords and rapiers seized
296
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Wm. Scarcely a word was spoken by his

captors, and he did not know who they were,

until, after a long detour, he was brought inside

a manor-bouse, and there, in the hght of flaring

candles, faced Perrot and Iberville. It was
Perrot who had seized him.

"Monsieur," said Perrot, saluting, "be sure

this is a closer prison than that on the heights."

This said, he wheeled and left the room.

The two gentlemen were left alone. Gering
folded his arms and stood defiant.

"Monsieur," said Iberville, in a low voice,

" we are fortunate to meet so at last"

" I do not understand you," was the reply,

"Then let me speak of that which was
unfortunate. Once you called me a fool and
a liar. We fought and were interrupted. We
met again, with the same ending, and I was
wounded by the man Bucklaw. Before the

wound was healed I had to leave for Quebec.
Years passed, you know well how. We met
in the Spaniards' country, where you killed

my servant; and again at Fort Rupert, you
remember. At the fort you surrendered before
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we had a chance to fight Again, we were on

the hunt for treasure. You got it ; and almost

in your own harbour I found you, and fought

you and a greater ship with you, and ran you

down. As yoiir ship sank you sprang from it

to my own ship—a splendid leap. Then you

were my guest, and we could not fight ; all—all

unfortunate."

He paused. Gering was cool ; he saw Iber-

ville's purpose, and he was ready to respond to it

"And then?" asked Gering. "Your charge

is long—is it finished ?
"

A hard light came into Iberville's eyes.

" And then, monsieur, you did me the honour

to come to my own country. We did not meet

in the fighting, and you killed my brother."

Iberville crossed himself. "Then"—^his voice

was hard and bitter

—

** you were captured ; no

longer a prisoner of war, but one who had

broken his parole. You were thrown into

prison, were tried and condemned to death.

There remained two things: that you should

be left to hang, or an escape—that we should

meet here and now."
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"You chose the better way, monsieur."

"I treat you with consideration, I hope^
monsieur.*^

Gering waved his hand ia acknowledgment,
and said, « What weapons do you choose?"

Iberville quietly laid on the table a number of
swords.

"If I should survive this duel, monsieur,"
questioned Gering, "shall I be free?"

« Monsieur, escape will be unnecessary."

"before we engage, let me say that I r^ret
your brother's death."

"Monsieur, I hope to deepen that regret,"
answered Iberville quietly. Then they took up
their swords.



CHAPTER XXIII

AT THE GATES OF MISFORTUNE

MEANWHILE the abbd and Jessica

were making their way swiftly towards

the manor-house. They scarcely spoke as

they went, but in Jessica's mind was a vague

horror. Lights sparkled on the crescent shore

of Beauport, and the torches of fishermen flared

upon the St Charles. She looked back once

towards the heights of Quebec and saw the

fires of many homes—they scorched her eyes.

She asked no questions. The priest beside her

was silent, not looking at her at all. At last

he turned and said

—

" Madame, whatever has happened, whatever

may happen, I trust you will be brave."

"Monsieur I'Abb^," she answered, "I have

travelled from Boston here—can you doubt it ?
'*
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The priest sighed. « May the hope that gave
you strength remain, madame!"
A little longer and then they stood within

a garden thick with plants and trees. As
they passed through it, Jessica was vaguely
aware of the rich fragrance of fallen leaves
and the sound of waves washing the foot of
the cliffs.

The abW gave a low call, and almost
instantly Perrot stood before them. Jessica
recognised him. With a little cry she stepped
to him quickly and placed her hand upon his
arm. She did not seem conscious that he
was her husband's enemy: her husband's life

was in danger, and it must be saved at any
cost.

« Monsieur," she said, « where is my husband ?

You know. Tell me."

Perrot put her hand from his arm gently, and
looked at the priest in doubt and surprise.

The abb^ said not a word, but stood gazing
off into the night.

"Will you not tell me of my husband?" she
repeated. "He is within that house?" She
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pointed to the manor-house. " He is in danger

;

I will go to him."

She made as if to go to the door, but he

stepped before her.

« Madame" he said, "you cannot enter."

Just then the moon shot from behind a cloud,

and all their faces could be seen. There was a

flame in Jessica's eyes which Perrot could not

stand, and he turned away. She was too much

the woman to plead weakly.

"Tell me," she said, "whose house this is."

"Madame, it is Monsieur Iberville's."

She could not check a gasp, but both

the priest and the woodsman saw how in-

trepid was the struggle in her, and they both

pitied.

"Now I understand! Oh, now I under-

stand I " she cried. "A plot was laid. He was

let escape that he might be cornered here

—

one single man against a whole country. Oh,

cowards! cowards!"

« Pardon me, madame," said Perrot, bristling

up, " not cowards. Your husband has a chance

for his life. You know Monsieur Iberville—he

V
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is a man all honour. More than once he might
have had your husband's life, but he gave it

to him."

Her foot tapped the ground impatiently, her
hands clasped before her. "Go on! oh, go
onl" she said. "What Is it? why is he
here? Have you no pity, no heart?" She
turned towards the priest. "You are a man
of God. You said once that you would help
me make peace between my husband and
Monsieur IberviUe^ but you join here with his

enemies."

"Madame, believe me, you are wrong. I

have done all I could : I have brought you
here."

"Yes, yes; forgive me," she replied. She
turned to Perrot again. " It is with you, thea
You helped to save my life once—what right

have you to destroy it now? You and Mon-
sieur Iberville gave me the world when it

were easy to have lost it; now when the
world is everything to me because my husband
lives in it, you would take his life and break
mine,"
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Suddenly a thought flashed into her riiind.

Her eyes brightened, her hand trembled towards

Perrot, and touched him. *<Once I gave you

something, monsieur, which I had worn on my
own bosom. That little gift—of a grateful girl,

tell me, have you it still?"

Perrot drew from his doublet the medallion

she had given him, and fingered it uncertainly.

" Then you value it," she added. '* You value

my gift, and yet when my husband is a

prisoner, to what perilous ends God only

knows, you deny me to him. I will not plead

;

I ask as my right I have come from Count

Frontenac; he sent me to this good priest

here. Were my husband in the citadel now I

should be admitted. He is here with the man
who, you know, once said he loved me. My
husband is wickedly held a prisoner; I ask for

entrance to him."

Pleading, apprehension, seemed gone from

her ; she stood superior to her fear and sorrow.

The priest reached a hand persuasively towards

Perrot, and he was about to speak, but Perrot,

coming close to the troubled wife, said, "The
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door is locked ; they are there alone. I cannot

let you in, but come with me. You have a

voice—it may be heard Come."

Presently all three were admitted into the

dim hallway.



CHAPTER XXIV

IN WHICH THE SWORD IS SHEATHED

HOW had it gone with Iberville and

Gering ?

The room was large, scantily, though com-
fortably, furnished. For a moment after they

took up their swords they eyed each other

calmly. Iberville presently smiled: he was
recalling that night, years ago, when by the

light of the old Dutch lantern they had fallen

upon each other, swordsmen, even in those

days, of more than usual merit. They had

practised greatly since. Iberville was the taller

of the two, Gering the stouter. Iberville's eye

was slow, calculating, penetrating; Gering's

was swift, strangely vigilant Iberville's hand
was large, compact, and supple ; Gering's small

and firm,

ao
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They drew and fell on guard. Each at first

played warily. They were keen to know how
much of skill was likely to enter into this duel,

for each meant that it should be deadly. In the

true swordsman there is found that curious sixth

sense, which is a combination of touch, sight,

apprehension, divination. They had scarcely

made half a dozen passes before each knew
that he was pitted against a master of the art—
an art partly lost in an age which better loves

the talk of swords than the handling of them.

But the advantage was with Iberville, not

merely because of more practice,—Gering made
up for that by a fine certainty of nerve,--but

because he had a prescient quality of mind,

joined to the calculation of the perfect gamester.

From the first Iberville played a waiting

game. He knew Gering's impulsive nature,

and he wished to draw him on, to irritate him,

as only one swordsman can irritate another.

Gering suddenly led off with a disengage from

the carte line into tierce, and, as he expected,

met the short parry and riposte. Gering tried

by many means to draw Iberville's attack, and,
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failing to do so, played more rapidly than he
ought, which was what Iberville wished.

Presently Iberville's chance came. In the care-

lessness of annoyance, Gering left part of his

sword arm uncovered, while he was meditating

a complex attack, and he paid the penalty by
getting a sharp prick from Iberville's sword-

point. The warning came to Gering in time.

When they crossed swords again, Iberville,

whether by chance or by momentary want of

skill, parried Gering's disengage from tierce to

carte on to his own left shoulder.

Both had now got a taste of blood, and there

is nothing like that to put the lust of combat
into a maa For a moment or two the fight

went on with no special feat, but so hearty

became the action that Iberville, seeing Gering

flag a little,—due somewhat to loss of blood,—

suddenly opened such a rapid attack on the

advance that it was all Gering could do to parry,

without thought of riposte, the successive lunges

of the swift blade. As he retreated, Gering felt,

as he broke ground, that he was nearing the

wall, and, even as he parried, incautiously threw

I
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a half-glance over his shoulder to see how near.

Iberville saw his chance, his finger was shaping

a fatal lunge, when there suddenly came from

the hallway a woman's voice. So weird was it

that both swordsmen drew back, and once more

Gering's life was waiting in the hazard.

Strange to say, Iberville recognised the voice

first. He was angered with himself now that

he had paused upon the lunge and saved

Gering. Suddenly there rioted in him the dis-

appointed vengeance of years. He had lost her

once by sparing this man's life. Should he lose

her again ? His sword flashed upward.

At that moment Gering recognised his wife's

voice, and he turned pale. " My wife
!

" he said.

They closed again. Gtring was now as cold

as he had before been ardent, and he played with

malicious strength and persistency. His nerves

seemed of iron. But there had come to Iberville

the sardonic joy of one who plays for the final

hazard, knowing that he shall win. There was

one great move he had reserved for the last.

With the woman's voice at the door beseeching,

her fingers trembling upon the panel, they could
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not prolong the fight Therefore, at the moment

when Gering was pressing Iberville hard, the

Frenchman suddenly, with a trick of the Italian

school, threw his left leg en arrUre and made a

lunge, which ordinarily would have spitted his

enemy, but at the critical moment one word

came ringing clearly through the locked door. It

was his own name, not Iberville, but—" Pierre I

Pierre!"

He had never heard the voice speak that

name. It put out his judgment, and instead of

his sword passing through Gering's body it only

grazed his ribs.

Perhaps there was in him some ancient touch

of superstition, some sense of fatalism, which

now made him rise to his feet and throw his

sword upon the table.

" Monsieur," he said cynically, " again we are

unfortunate."

Then he went to the door, unlocked it, and

threw it open upon Jessica. She came in upon

them trembling, pale, yet glowing with her

anxiety.

Instantly Iberville was all courtesy. One
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could not have guessed that he had just been
engaged in a deadly conflict As his wife
entered, Gering put his sword aside. Iberville
closed the door, and the three stood looking at
each other for a moment Jessica did not
throw herself into her husband's arms. The
position was too painful, too tragic, for even the
great emotion in her heart Behind Iberville's
courtesy she read the deadly mischief. But she
had a power born for imminent circumstances,
and her mind was made up as to her course.
It had been made up when, at the critical
moment, she had called out Iberville's Christian
name. She rightly judged that this had saved
her husband's life, for she guessed that Iberville
was the better swordsman.

She placed her hands with slight resistance
on the arms of her husband, who was about
to clasp her to his breast, and said, "I am
glad to find you, George." That was all.

He also had heard that cry, "Pierre," and he
felt shamed that his life was spared because of
It-he knew well why the sword had not gone
through his body. She felt less humiliation,
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because, as it seemed to her, she had a right to

ask of Iberville what no other woman could ask

for her husband.

A moment after, at Iberville's request, they

were all seated. Iberville had pretended not to

notice the fingers which had fluttered towards

him. As yet nothing had been said about the

duel, as if by tacit consent So far as Jessica

was concerned it might never have happened.

As for the men, the swords were there, wet

with the blood they had drawn, but they made

no sign. Iberville put meat and wine and fruit

upon the table, and pressed Jessica to take

refreshment. She responded, for it was in

keeping with her purpose. Presently Iberville

said, as he poured a glass of wine for her, " Had

you been expected, madame, there were better

entertainment"

" Your entertainment, monsieur," she replied,

" has two sides,"—she glanced at the swords

—

" and this is the better."

" If it pleases you, madame."

"I dare not say," she returned, "that my

coming was either pleasant or expected,"
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He raised his glass towards her, "Madame, I
am proud to pledge you once more. I recall the
first time that we met"
Her reply was instant "You came, an

ambassador of peace to the governor of New
York. Monsieur, I come, an ambassador of
peace to you."

" Yes, I remember. You asked me then what
was the greatest, bravest thing I ever did. You
ever had a buoyant spirit, madame„"

"Monsieur," she rejoined, with feeling, "will
you let me answer that question for you now?
The bravest and greatest thing you ever did was
to give a woman back her happiness."

" Have I done so ?

"

"In your heart, yes, I believe. A little while
ago my husband's life and freedom were in your
hands—you will place them in mine now, will
you not?"

Iberville did not reply directly. He twisted
his wineglass round, sipped from it pleasantly,
and said, « Pardon me, madame, how were yoj
admitted here ?

"

She told him.

U
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"Singular, singular!" he replied; **I never

knew Perrot fail me before. But you have

eloquence, madame, and he knew, no doubt,

that you would always be welcome to my
home."

There was that in his voice which sent the

blood stinging through Gering's veins. He
half came to his feet, but his wife's warning,

pleading glance brought him to his chair

again.

" Monsieur, tell me," she said, " will you give

my husband his freedom ?
"

" Madame, his life is the State's."

"But he is in your hands now. Will you

not set him free ? You know that the charge

against him is false—false I He is no spy.

Oh, monsieur, you and he have been enemies,

but you know that he could not do a dishonour-

able thing."

" Madame, my charges against him are true."

"I know what they are," she said earnestly,

"but this strife is not worthy of you, and it is

shaming me. Monsieur, you know I speak

truly."
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"You called me Pierre a little while ago," he
said

;
« will you not now ?

"

His voice was deliberate, everjr word hanging
in its utterance. Ti- :

^^; a courteous smile, an
apparent abandon manner but there was
devilry behind all, for here, for the first time, he
saw this woman, fought for and lost, in his
presence with her husband, begging that hus-
band's life of him. Why had she called him
Pierre? Was it because she knew it would
touch a tender corner of his heart ? Should that
be so—well, he would wait

" Will you listen to me?" she said, in a low
gentle voice.

" I love to hear you speak," was his reply, and
he looked into her eyes as he had boldly looked
years before, but his gaze made hers drop.
There was revealed to her all that was in his
mind.

" Then, hear me," she said slowly. « There
was a motherless young girl. She had as fresh
and cheerful a heart as any in the world. She
had not many playmates, but there was one
young lad who shared her sports and pleasant
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hours, who was her good friend Years passed
;

she was nearing womanhood, the young man
was still her friend, but in his mind there had

come something deeper. A young stranger

also came, handsome, brave, and brilliant He
was such a man as any girl could like and

any man admire. The girl liked him, and she

admired him. The two young men quarrelled

;

they fought ; and the girl parted them. Again

they would have fought, but this time the girl's

life was in danger. The stranger was wounded

in saving her. She owed him a debt— such a

debt as only a woman can feel ; because a

woman loves a noble deed more than she loves

her life—a good woman."

She paused, and for an instant something

shook in her throat Her husband looked at

her with £ deep wonder. And although Iber-

ville's eyes played with his glass of wine, they

were fascinated by her face, and his ear was

strangely charmed by her voice.

" Will you go on ? " he said.

" The three parted. The girl never forgot the

stranger. What might have happened if he had
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always been near her, who can tell—who can
tell ? Again in later years the two men met.
the stranger the aggressor—without due cause."

"Pardon me, madame, the deepest cause," said
Iberville meaningly.

She pretended not to understand, and con-
tinued

—

"The girl, believing that what she was ex-
pected to do would be best for her, promised
her hand in marriage. At this time the stranger
came. She saw him but for a day, for an hour,
then he passed away. Time went on again, and
the two men met in battle—men now, not boys

;

once more the stranger was the victor. She
married the defeated man. Perhaps she did not
love him as much as he loved her, but she knew
that the other love, the love of the stranger, was
impossible—impossible. She came to care for
her husband more and more—she came to love
him. She might have loved the stranger—who
can tell ? But a woman's heart cannot be seized
as a ship or a town. Believe me, monsieur, I

speak the truth. Years again passed: her
husband's life was in the stranger's hand
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Through great danger she travelled to plead

for her husband's life. Monsieur, she does not

plead for an unworthy cause. She pleads for

justice, in the name of honourable warfare, for

the sake of all good manhood. Will— will

you refuse her?"

She paused. Gering's eyes were glisten-

ing. Her honesty, fine eloquence, and simple

sincerity, showed her to him in a new, strong

light Upon Iberville, the greater of the two,

it had a greater effect He sat still for a

moment, looking at the woman with the pro-

found gaze of one moved to the soul. Then he

got to his feet slowly, opened the door, and

quietly calling Perrot, whispered to him. Perrot

threw up his hands in surprise, and hurried

away.

Then Iberville shut the door, and came back.

Neither men had made any show of caring for

their wounds. Still silent, Iberville drew forth

linen and laid it upon the table. Then he went

to the window, and as he looked through the

parted curtains out upon the water—the room

hung over the edge of the cliff—he bound his
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own shoulder. Gering had lost blood, but weak
as he was he carried himself well. For full
half an hour Iberville stood motionless while
the wife bound her husband's wounds.
At length the door opened and Perrot

entered. Iberville did not hear him at first, and
Perrot came over to him. "All is ready, mon-
sieur," he said,

Iberville, nodding, came to the table where
stood the husband and wife, and Perrot left ':he
ropm. He picked up a sword and laid it beside
Gering, then waved his hand towards the door.
"You are free to go, monsieur," he said.

" You will have escort to your country. Go now
—pray, go quickly."

He feared he might suddenly repent of his
action, and going to the door, he held it open
for them to pass. Gering picked up the sword,
found the belt and sheath, and stepped to the
doorway with his wife. Here he paused as if
he would speak to Iberville: he was ready
now for final peace. But Iberville's eyes looked
resolutely away, and Gering sighed and passed
mto the hallway. Now the wife stood beside
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Iberville. She lookec at him steadily, but at

first he would not meet her eye. Presently,

however, he did so.

"Good-bye," she said brokenly, "I shall

always remember—always."

His reply was bitter. "Good-bye, madame:
I shall forget"

She made a sad little gesture and passed on,

but presently turned, as if she could not bear
that kind of parting, and stretched out her
hands to him.

« Monsieur,—Pierre I " she cried, in a weak,
choking voice.

With impulse he caught both her hands in

his and kissed them. «I shall— remember,"
he said, with great gentleness.

Then they passed from the hallway, and he
was alone. He stood looking at the closed

door, but after a moment went to the table, sat

down, and threw his head forward in his arms.

An hour afterwards, when Count Frontenac
entered upon him, he was still in the same
position. Frontenac touched him on the arm,
and he rose. The governor did not speak, but
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caught him by the shoulders with both hands,
and held him so for a moment, looking kindly
at him. Iberville picked up his sword from the
table and said calmly-—

" Once, sir, you made it a choice between the
woman and the sword.'*

Then he raised the sword and solemnly
pressed his lips against the hilt-cross.

t s

THE END.
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Poetry
Btfi>YARD KIPLINa

THE SEVEN SEAS. By Rudyard Kipling. Crown 8vo. 6s
ISO copies on hand-made paper. DemyZvo, 2\s
30 copies on Japanese paper. DemyZvo. /lzs.

OSOROB WTNDHAK
SHAKESPEARE'S POEMS. Edited, with an Introduction and

^

l^otes. by George Wvndham, M.P. Vr^« 8J J ef
[Et$glish Clasiics.

T^xT^, W. B. BSNLBT

Also 15 copies on Japanese paper. DemySvo. £2, 2s.

POEMS AND BALLADS. B^y 'Q,' Author of 'Green Baysetc. Crown Zvo. Buckram. 35. 6d. ' *

History, Biography, and Travel
r,.»,^ -r, . , , CAPTAIN HINDBTHE FALL OF THE CONGO ARABS

HiNDE. With Portraits and Plans. Demy Zvo.

By Sidney
l2s. 6d.

L.

CentraVAfrica. Tvvo white men onIv.»
f°'«».«nd the Aral slave-rai'ders in

Commandant Dhanis Tnd th" writlr ^tT^t *^* '^^°™ t^« ;•>!« y""-*.' war-
greater part of the time «„.„» k-^^-SLI _^"* V°?'''.CapU.n Hinde. During the

of hisposidon was e„;teo i!fLT^' '"V*' r'"?-*°
»he peculiar c5rcumsUn«s
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B. BABma aouLD
THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By S. BARING

Gould. With over 450 lUustrationa in the Text and 13' Photo-
gravure Plates. Large quarto. 36*.

'^'^!JM^r°'^*"*'}^""^J"'« '° J»!«o«y " written rather for the geiienirMder than for the military student, and while foUowing the main Imes of

S.*?S'j^n 'iT*?*:'- " ~H«=«?«» eW«fly
T'.^ »•»* development^ his SaractTand

his personal qiwlities. Speaal stress is laid on his earliTiife—the period in Trhichhis mmd and character took their definite shape and direction.
•

'"*Mi^!-****V" "^ *^* book is tU wealth of illustration. There are over ico
lUustraUons, large and smalL in the text, and there are also more than adoiln

its ilhist

reprodw
etc. etc.

It is not too much to say that no such magnificent book on Napoleon has ever been
published.

VICTOR Huao
THE LETTERS OF VICTOR HUGO. Translated from the

French by F. Clarke, M.A. In Two Volutrus. Demy Hvo.
10s. 6d. each. Vol.1. 1815-35.

ThU is the first volume of one of the most interesting and important collection of
l'"l'15'*'EV'W«hed m France. The correspondence dates*from VictorHugo's
boyhood to his death, and none of the letters faava been published before. Theanangement is chiefly chronological, but where there is an interesting set of
letters to one newon these axe arranged together. The first volume contains,among others, (x) Letters to his father ; (a) toTiis young wife ; (3) to his confeww^
ftf"""^* I r^ * "^ important set of about fifty letters to Sainte-Btuve : uS
letters about his early books and plays.

"vu»c
,
y^/

J. BL RIGG

ST. ANSELM OF CANTERBURY: A Chapter in the
History of Religion. By J. M. Rigg, of Lincoln's Inn,
Barrister-at-Law. Demy 8vo. Js. 6d.

This work gives for the first time in moderate compass a complete portrait of St.
Anselm, exhibiting him m his intimate and interior as well as in his public life.'
Thus, while the great ecclesiastico-pohtical struggle in which he played so prominenta part is fully dealt with, unusual prominence is given to the profound and subtle
speculations by which he permanently influenced theological and metaphysical
thought

;
while it will be a surprise to most readers to find him also appeariiiK as

the author ofsome of the most exquisite religious poetry in the Latin language.

'

EDWARD GIBBON

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE]
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edition, edited with Notes,
Appendices, and Maps by J. B. Bury, M.A., FeUowlof Trinity
College, Dublin. /« Seven Volumes. Demy Svo,' gt'U top., '8x1 bd.
eacA. Crown Svo. 6s. each. Vol. II.
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W. H. FlIMDBBS PETRIB

^ "rlfP
^^

^^r.
^^^^^' ^^^^ ™ EARLIEST TiMES TOTHE Pri^ent Day Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. D.C.L°

Jilustrated. In Stx Voiumes. Crorm 8w. 6j. each.
Vol. II. XVIL-XVIII. Dynasties. W. M. F. Petrie.

presented by Dr.

'A history written

^ft^k.^„*^Ji:rw'^i"2SP"*P""o*« «>"«>d and accurate'sivacant place in the Englfah hteratnre of Egyptology.'—TYw*.

fJw" '^f Z^ •clentific precision so worthily repres

J. WELLS
A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. By T Wells M a tt-ii

ts^'j^.^ con., oxfo.d.^^^i.^^i.^^'jt^rr:

>. DB B. enBim
ENGLISH INDUSTRY

: HISTORICAL OUTLINES BvH.™ B. G...,»s. M.A. With 5 Maps. Z).«r fe.. .ol <S ^. ^l

MBS. OUPHANT

^ [Leaders of Religion.

Naval and Military
DAVID HANNAT

A SHORT HISTORY OF THE ROYAL NAVY ^ fromEarly Times to the Present Day. By d/vh) Hann^v
Illustrated. DemySvo. i^s.

^ Hannay.

mcnt of the Empire/and STnSr life'^ Th« ».^k"^^ P"*/*^ ^ »•>• develop!

II .'
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COL. COOPER xnra
A SHORT HISTORY OF THE BRITISH ARMY. By Lieut -

Colonel Cooper King, of the Staff College, Camberley. Illustrated.
Demy Svo. js. 6d.

™femlS'?n ri^» R
describing the nature of the different armies that have been

S^^i *^"**^"""°i'""*Jj°* f™"* *•»« early "<» feudal levies theDTMent
hriffli?^L°^'*°S, ?*" <**»?*" « toctics,unifom,MdM.i^?nn?e
Wn l>Wn* °P?"' !°*^ *^* .campaigns in which the army has^ffi hwebeen so far foUowed as to explain the part played by British r4im«iteinSem!

O. W. STSBVEN8
NAVAL POLICY

: With a Description of English and
Foreign Navibs. By G. W. Stbrvens. Demy Svo. 6s.

^'^
wiSl^s^etcftlftn^l» »K'^'^'''""*°'*'r"?.'*'"P°'^^ "avies of the world.
T» Ju.

*.?**•='* o* "« "ne» on which our naval policy might possibly be develooed

S^^s .™«nf r"'*?'^""=^l*^°?.l" PX«> ofthe instruments ofmod«a™fare-
fhr«'.t^ '"'j*"*'^''' *".*^ *^* Hke-with a view to determine how feTvw^M^
SSdWhTbuSr^nH^l"'^-'" 'Ti^^^^^^- Anid<S?Jolfcyrthe"sKeccnea lor tne building and manning of our fleet : and the l^t chanter Udevoted to docks, coaUng-stations. and elpecially colonial defence.

^

Theology
F. B. JEV0M8

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF RELIGION.
By F. B. jEVONs, M.A., Litt.D., Tutor at the University ofDurham
Demy Svo. 10s. 6d,

^"iSim^^^f n."^^*'
°^

*^u*- f^L'**
of 'Theological Handbooks' edited by Dr

^ ArtiS^LlS^'aVvtJkSoS^^^^ ^'^''' ^'- ^'^-'^ '^^^"^-
>^' ®; Jevons' 'Introduction to the History of Reliirion' treat. nrMr]t>'.-.i:...v..

I^Lfe^n? S%'u"ch^?oi?raTs;^^?h?ticX^; ''|;^Io"'"t1S'Kn a,;^ Ih' f '^.'^P"^ * fystenSTaccount of?h4 JotSb of JriS,!religion and the development of early religious institutions. * pnmiuve

W. TOBKE FAUSSETT
THE DE CATECHIZANDIS RUDIBUS OF ST.'AUGUS-

TINE. Edited,
,
with Introduction, Notes, etc., by W. Yorkb

Faussett, M.A.; late Scholar of Balliol Coll. Crown Svo. 3s:' 6d.

^°J^i*|op of a Treatise on the Essentials of Christian Doctrine, and the bestmethods of impressing them on candidates for baptism. The editor bestows UMnthis patnstic work the same caie which a treatise of Cicero nSSbt cS Th«e
matter. No better introduction to the study <rf the Latin Fathm thebr stvlTAnrlWction. could be found than this treatise, w6ch alsoh^no iMkdTmii^lKt
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General Literature

,-, ^ B. B. STEEL
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY Rv p r- ,STEEL, M.A.. F.C.S. mt^U™2I^' cr^ls^- J^^g^^"

Tur.-^^T.i,.,. 0. LOWES DIOnHBONTHE GREEK VIEW OF LIFF n^ r- r T^

[University Extension Series.

_ .
J. A. H0B80NTHE PROBLEM OF THE UNEMPLOYFn t* t aHOBSC, B.A. Author of 'Th^KS'^.m. ^ij^^t

, ,

\Soctal Questions Series.
S. E. BALLYGERMAN COMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE R„

[Commercial Series.

T-.,^^ L. F. PBICE

''?T.^/S2f^JLfi^i; ^-^ ^-A. Fellow or OHel

^'fc^Lr"*^ °^ ^ """'-' «f studies in Economics and Industrial and Social

Fiction
MARIE CORELLrs ROMANCES
FIRST COMPLETE AND UNIFORM EDITION

vfr. »,
Large crown Zvo. dr.

:. A^ROMA^NCE OK TWO WOK.OS. J^VE^XA.
'•

B^RaIbAS
°'"

'J'!n™-
*•' WORMWOOD.

7. BARABBAS. 8. THE SORROWS OF SATAN.
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BABmO aOULD

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. By S. Baring Gould. CH Zvo. 6j.?

GUAVAS THE TINNER. By S. Baring Gould, Author of

• Mchalah,* * The Broom Squire,' etc. Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6s.

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. By S. Baring GouldJ

New Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

A new edition, uniform with the Authot's other novels.

LUCAS KAUT
THE CARISSIMA. By Lucas Malet. Author of * The Wages of

Sin,' etc Crown Szw. 6s.

This is the first novel w'nich Lucas Malet has written rince her very powerful ' The
Wages of Sm.'

ARTHUB HOBBISON

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. By Arthur Morrison. Author

of * Tales of Mean Streets. ' Crown Svo. 6s.

This, the first long story which Mr. Morrison has written, is like his remarkable
' Tales of Mean Streets,' a realistic study of East End life.

W. E. N0BBI8

CLARISSA FURIOSA. By W. E. NoRRis, 'Author of 'The

Rogue,' etc. Crotm Svo. 6s.

L. COPE OOBMFORD "

CAPTAIN JACOBUS : A ROMANCE OF HIGHWAYMEN.
By L. CoPB CORNFORD. Illustrated. Crown %vo. 6s.

J. BLOUNDELLB BVBTON

DENOUNCED.' By J. Bloundelle Burton, Author of 'In

theDay of Adversity,' etc. CrottmSvo. 6s.

J. MACLABEN COBBAIT

WILT THOU HAVE THIS WOMAN ? By J. M. COBBAN,
' Author^of * The King of Andaman.' Crown Svo. 6s.

J. F. BBEWEB

THE^SPECULATORS. By J. F. Brewer. Crown Svo. 6s.

A.-BALF01TB'

BY STROKE"OF SWORD? By Andrew BALFOUR. Crown
• Svo, 6s.
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THE DAUGHTER OF ALOU^rp „
^ c„w.8w. «,.

ALOUETTE. By Mary a. Owen

THE SPIRIT OF SToZ^f"
A^'°'"''°f°=«»°-' C^S^'' ?°"*''° ^'^' Author ofA romance of the Sea.

^rvwnnvo. 6s.
"*

IN THE GREAT DEEp^t^""
Barry. Author of 's7eveBroI^''l^

°'' "^"^ Sea. By T abteve Brown's Bunyip/ C««^8«,. &.'' *

THP VTT T A ^^ JAMSB GORDON

"ISl^ '^^^ ™= 'DOCTOR. B.;a„ksOokoo.

THE SIGN OF TH?'^^?> „Cn«.«8j„. 3,.s^
ariUER. By Bertkam Mitford

A>loryofSonlhAfrica.

THE SQUIRE OF WANDAL^p . c3s.6a.
AiNXJALES. By A. SHIELD. CroTonSvo.

MONOLOGUES OF xkE n'??^^
^^^/,.«/8z^. 3,. 6^,

'"^ I^EAD. By G. W. Steevens.

A HANDFUL OF EXOT^'c^^'^c
3s.6a. EXOTICS. By S. GORDON. Cro^ SvoA volume of stories ofJewish life i„ R^j..

^ ''^'•

THE SUPPLANTER. Lf^,,^ ,^. i-. NEUMANN. Crown Svo. ^s. 6d.

THE SIN OF ANGEL^J*^^'*'^^^^
3s. ea.

^''''^^S' By EvELVN Dickinson. Cra^on8vo.

A MAN WITH RT Anif^ KEMNBDY
C.^Jn^'^ACK EYELASHES. By H. A. Kehnhx>v.
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PUBLICATIONS

*oetry

Eu^jrwrd Kipling. BARRACK-ROOM BALLADS; And
Other Verses. By Rudyard Kipling. MfUA EdUUs. Crown
ovo. 6s.

'^•^H"*'" T".^4.'-"°«' ^^'*« '»*' of character. . . . Unmistakable genius
« II
D*^ every line.'—Ttmtt.
BarrMk-Room Ballads" contains some of the best work that Mr. Kipling has

xommy, are, in our ojpuion, altogether superior to anything of the kind thatEnglish literature has hitherto produced.*—y«/W««.
iiic»waiu«

'^'l^.h^i»^fc»!!"i*J*»
imagination, they palpitate with emotion. We read themwith laughter .and tears ; the metres throb in our pulses, the cunningly orderedwords tmgle with life ; and if this be not poetry, what aV-PallInJCGtSe.

"Q." THE GOLDEN POMP : A Procession of English Lyrics
from Surrey to Shirley, arranged by A. T. Quillbr Couch. Crffwn
ovo. Buckram. 6s.

'A delightful volume : a really golden " Pomp." 'S/eeiaior.

" Q-'' GREEN BAYS : Verses and Parodies. By « Q. " Author
of'Dead Man's Rock,' etc. Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d.

'^l"C^ *''ff'^^
' rare and versatile gift of parody, great command of metre, anda \'ery pretty turn of humour.'— Times.

H. 0. Beeching. LYRA SACRA : An Anthology of Sacred Verse.
Edited by H. C. Beeching, M.A. CroTvn 8vo. Buckram. 6s.

-TitHts.

VERSE.

I*

'^" *n*o'o8y of high excellence.'—^tkemeum.A charming selection, which maintains a lofty standard of excellence.'-

W. B. Yeats. AN ANTHOLOGY OF IRISH
Edited by W. B. Yeats. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d.

• An attractive and catholic selection.'—r/wMA
It IS edited by the most original and most accomplished of modem Irish poets, andagamst his editing but a single objection can be brought, namely, that itexcludes
from the collection his own delicate lyrics.'Saturday Revitw.

E. Mackay. A SONG OF THE SEA : My Lady of Dreams,
and other Poems.
Letters of a Violinist.*

By Eric Mackay, Author of «The Love
Second Edition. Fcap. 8fV0f gilt top. 5^.

• Everywhere Mr. Mackay displays himself the master of a style marked by all the
characteristics of the best rhetoric He has a keen sense ofrhythm and of general
balance ; his verse is excellently sonorous.'—G/<»**.

Throughout the book the poetic workmanship is fine. 'Seoistnan.

A 2
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nineteenth century next to " Fau-f " r» i •

A.O." VERSES TO ORDER. By "AG" r «
net. ' ^y '^^ ^- Cn 8w. 2j, 6^.

A small volume of verse by a writer «,!,«.- • •.• i

«ngag,„g,e.^^d,„ffi^j^„^,^^j^|c pac^ry^^Th„e^^^^
very bright and

I*n«rlttidge. BALLADS OF THE nUAxrv i.
Chivalry, EnterDrise ro,,ro„- j^T ^^^VE

; Poems of
TimT^' the P«^rr'D?y 1%:, '^T^'''^'

'*^'" '*•« ^'«««t

Demy Zvo, gilt top es
^' ^*^'°'=- ^ith Portrait.

Erjlish Classics
Edited by W. E. Henley.

Very dainty volumes are ^hau • *\.^ _
veryag«4bletoth/el Sv«i.Ji^^-/-=^^ ?««1 light-green b
tot}iem.'-C&&. ^ '*"*'^** *«*"**<««" theph^ that n»S

'The volumes are stronelv l«>,.n^ : ^ .

bindmg are all

'Tli« 7" " "^ — roight be applied

I . 1 n H A ^wT '% 0*\ "f^ V ^ V ^ .MK. _

notfa

'^"|''iri?«.1;SPsS.'°^|,°LW|?-RAM shandy;
WHI.LET, ,„d . PohS? 2w4 " Inlralucaon by Charms
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THE ADVENTURES OF HAJJI BABA OF ISPAHAN.
By James Morier. With an Introduction by E. G. Browne, M. A.

,

and a Portrait. 2 vols. is.

THE LIVES OF DONNE, WOTTON, HOOKER, HER-
BERT, AND SANDERSON. By Izaak Walton. With an
Introduction by Vernon Blackburn, and a Portrait, y. 6d.

THE LIVES OF THE ENGLISH POETS. By Samuel
Johnson, LL.D. With an Introduction by J. H. Millar, and a
Portrait. 3 vo/s. 10s. td.

Illustrated Books
Jane Barlow. THE BATTLE OF THE FROGS AND MICE,

translated by Jane Barlow, Author of « Irish Idylls,' and pictured
ly F. D. Bedford. Stnail/\/to. 6s. nee.

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES retold by S.
Baring Gould. With numerous illustrations and initial letters by
Arthur J. Gaskin. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Buckram, ds.

•Mr. Baring Gould has done a good deed, and is deserving of gratitude, in re-writing
in honest, simple style the old stones that delighted the chifdhood of " our fathersand grandfathers. We do not think he has omitted any of our favourite stories,
the stories that arecommonly regarded as merely "old fashioned." As to the formof the book, and the printing, which is by Messrs. Constable, it were difficult tocommend overmuch, —Saturday Revieiv.

S. Baring Gould. OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. Col-
lected and edited by S. Baring Gould. With Numerous Illustra-
tions by F. D. Bedford. SecondEdition. Crown 8vo. Buckram. 6s.

•A charming volume, which children will be sure to appreciate. The stories havebeen selected with great ingenuity from various old ballads and folk-tales, and.

R?r!n! r *"t '°"i r f./ ''^'''*,*'J.'*
"adjusted, now stand forth, clothed ik MrBaring Gouki s delightful English, to enchant youthful readers. All the tales

are good.'—Guardian. "

S. Baring Gould. A BOOK OF NURSERY SONGS AND
RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring Gould, and Illustrated by the
Birmingham Art School. Buckram^ gilt top. Crown ^0. 6s.

• The volume is very complete in its way, as it contains nursery songs to the number
ot 77, game-rhymes, and jingles. To the student we commend the sensible intro-
ductton, and the explanatory aotes. The volume is superbly printed on soft,
thick paper, which it is a pleasure to touch ; and the borders and pictures are. aswe have said, among the very best specimens we have seen of the Gaskin school*—Strmtngham Gazette.
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C.^«8r..,^7,j;; '^r"^-""*^
'""•^"t^d ^y Walter Ckane.

""
~o"t1?i'?;^J»f-,Jj?' T6t^r?,^yt\^'^^i^.orCHrUt from the Middle A^e.

,

^^°'*^*'^*by modem ^nt^^Tft^^f'i.^^^^* the Urge number ofJ^^"•An ethology which, from its unity ofilmfHKu"" ""1"'^ '"*"• "»*«"» "™.
"ght to exl^t than most oUMlli'^G''uari}^i '^"' """'"«' ^« « »>««•'

History

Trinity College, Dublin /« L. i', "'"'• "'*•> ''«"°» »f

nindenPetrie. A HISTORYof Er.vPT ».„
Times to the Peesent Day mL'k w''?^^*""^PKTRIE, D.CL., LL.D., ProLor^?^ ^, 7'' "• *''•"«""''

ninders Petrie. EGYPTIAN tales v^. /^
Vclumu. CnwHiw. 3..W.«„/

""'^"" Elus. - 7» 7W



SRSE. Edited
'alter Crane.

« the Middle Ages
umber of poemi it
r the firit time.

Hence, has a betttr

IE ROMAN
1. Edited with
A., Fellow of
8w. Gilt top.

work. . . . p,o.
ning is amazing,
' form, and at a

Z^ yet indicating
be >f the utmost
can.

I " a marvel of
predict that the
u edition of our

best edition the

E Earliest
•• Flinders
t University

'o, 6s. each.

W. M. F.

isented by Dr.
e study, and
tfius.

by W. M.
- In Two

drawings are

eivs.

Messrs. Methuen's List 13

^^^??*^*- EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. By
8^. yw''''"^*'^''"'^"^'^-

With 120 Illustrations. Cfvwl

InsUtution.h. displays both oSilifiition. wiS ^' skil iSll"id«in^7h'i

febfuflotem^ng'^^^^^^^^^ .nycasahis treatmenfof his sub-

S. Buii^ Oould. THE TRAGEDY OF THE C^SARS.The Emperors of the Julian and Claudian Lines. With numerous

A,?ho;*T',i'°u'",^u"'/''
^'''"^' ^•"*=°«' «»<=• By S. Baring gTuld'Author of 'Mehalah,' etc. TAird Edition. Royanvo. \<sA most splendid and fascinating book on a subject of undyine interest The «*»»

C«^°1^h\^^" 5he use the author has made of thr«isting portrSs ofThe
UneX'et^ch" il'?i h)] r "I'/"'

*•"'"'"" ^« has exhibited in dealing with thi°

.^^1f=LVirfiSrJl5,:S'S'C^^^^^ ..lustrations are supllied on a

"^t^^^rno^iiL^g" ?n\T«-rg"^'^^^^^^^^^
presented hi. narrativeTn such a wa*y"^not foSeon; duU 'paf^-^iSS^H'r

^' ^^K J^^ COLLEGES OF OXFORD : Their History
their Traditions By Members of the University. Edited W A

'

Clark, M.A.
, Fellow and Tutor of Lincoln College. 8w. 12/ %d

^^co^ei^5o*fterd:?l?j7*^t!' ^° '**' "-"^ y«"' " "^« -^-^^ ^oov o;

^%T,.J"? "^STORY OF FLORENCE FROM 1434

Iw. 12/. el^
Perrens. Translated by Hannah LynJh;

f" Medi^s.''^
^'"•°" •"***" '^' domination of Cosimo, Hero, and Loren«, de

^ h % Horabwgh. THE CAMPAIGN OF WATERLOOBy E. L. S. HORSBURGH, B.A. JVitA Plans. Crown 8vo KsA bnllwnt essay-simp e, sound, and thoro.-^h.'-2?«,Vy ChromcU
^

^'^f^^Zt^^^'^' '"°^''""^' tht mostcri/cSlhT^-been produced.'

H.B. George. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HISTORY. ByH B

'^Ih^'m*' ^" undertaken a very useful task-that of making military affairs in.telli^ble and instructive to non-military readers-and has executed ^J^th^^ 3



m

ii 1

1

p

14 Messrs. Methuen's List

lab/u;rc}l?aJ'„iS.'-l^Sa;^^^^^^^^ of a work of Inunense
O'Gra^y. THE STORY OF IRELAND n o

Biography

• the Vailima Letters are rich in alllh.v^**-,/'^''''- -^«^^''«'''- 7*. 6^.
for Stevenson th?.Kon ofi^ oK'll^^^^^^^ »"»-« «cured

• P* lY?-
^^•** ^"«"- "journalists, feilow-novelists,

But.hi^hlsthftidoofex^aat?o„ts™^^^^^

%trl^ r^gJSKlriirC^^^Jf-rf^l-atren.^^.re more like •' Scou^fJoSrnal-r Id^^^^^^^^ '"k''"?
''^ » t««ure. Thej

-National Observer.
"** *''*" »"y other literary autobiography:

r. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF SIR FREDERirK- roi^r.

§^S«^::''°" ""^ «--' °^*heTJy%'eterre^^T\hri?^_^

W. G. OoUingwood. THE LIFE OF JOHN RUSKiN rW. G. COLLINGWOOD. M. A., Editor of Mr Ckin's Poems J^lnumerous Portraits, and 13 Drawings by Mr RuskTn
" Z'^^

^

Ediiim. 2 vols. 8vc. 32^.
'^'^'"''^

' No more magnificent volumes have been published for . i«n- .1 . -«.It IS long since we had a biography wi h s..rh rfliifL r^ ^[^o- -Timet.
,

Such a book is a pleasure foFthe Ly. Sid a io^ fo?
.'' °^ '"b'tance and of form.

•A noble monument of a nobL '^i^^'_^iTlI'^T^-J?^:^^
^ne'tmtA "wwui one«f .h. ..bSrsw"^°s;ss«?:<;2ji jk-g.

8.

Jl
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0. Waldstein. JOHN RUSKIN : a Study. By Charles
Waldstein, M.A., Fellow of King's College, Cambridge. With a
Photogravure Portrait after Professor Hbrkomer. Post Svo. 55.

'A thoughtful, impartial, well-written criticism of Ruskin's teaching, intended to
separate what the author regards as valuable and permanent from what is transient
and erroneous in the great master's writing.'

—

Daily Chronicle.

W. H. Hutton. THE LIFE OF SIR THOMAS MORE. By
W. H. Hutton, M.A., Author of « William Laud.' With Portraits,

Crown Svo. Ss.

' The book lays good claim to high rank among our Uographies. It is excellently,
even lovingly, written.'

—

ScotsmaM.
* An excellent monograph.'

—

Times.
'A most complete presentation.'

—

Daily Chronicl*.

M. Eaufinann. CHARLES KINGSLEY. By M. Kaufmann,
M.A. Crown %vo. Buckram, $s.

A biography of Kingsley, especially dealing yn. . his achievements in social reform.
' The nuthor has certainly gone about his work with conscientiousness and industry. —

Shegield Daily Telegraph.

A. F. Bobbins. THE EARLY PUBLIC LIFE OF WILLIAM
EWART GLADSTONE. By A. F. ROBBINS. With Portraits.

Crown Svo. 6s.

'Considerable labour and much skill of presentation have not been unworthily
expended on this interesting work.'

—

Times.

Olark BnsseU. THE LIFE OF ADMIRAL LORD COL-
LINGWOOD. By W. Clark Russell, Author of * The Wreck
of the Grosvenor.' With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. TAtrd
Edition. Crowit Zvo, 6s.

* A most excellent and wholesome book, which we should like to see in the hands of
every boy in the country.'

—

Si. James's Gazette.
' A really good hook.'—Saturday Review.

Southey. ENGLISH SEAMEN (Howard, CliflFord, Hawkins,
Drake, Cavendish). By Robert Southey. Edited, with an
Introduction, by David Hannay. SecondEdition, Crown Svo. 6s.

' Admirable and well-told stories of our naval history.'

—

Army andNaxy Gazette.
'A brave, inspiriting book.'

—

Black and White.
'The work of a master of style, and delightful all through.'—Z7ai^ Chronicle.

General Literature

S. Baring Oould. OLD COUNTRY LIFE. By S. Baring
Gould, Author of ' Mehalah,* etc. With Sixty-seven Illustrations
by W. Parkinson F. D. Bedford, and F. Mabey. Large
Crown Svo. 10s, 6d. Fifth and Cheaper Edition, 6s.

' " Old Country Life," as healthy wholesome reading, full of breezy life and move-'
ment, full of quaint stories vigorously told, will not be excelled by any book to be
published throughout the year. Sound, hearty, and English to the core.'— World.
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' A coIWh'a., »c—:.-__ .
'-•"ui.u. intra iLdttton. CrownZvo. 6s

The whole volume is delightful

«4 1.
•"/ '^- FARING GOULD. 7%i,

_ —.. « ""'ume IS aeiightful

s.

aSfFa^tiSARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG

Melodies. Colllcted by S RfRiL /?^'*"*^' ,^"^ t^eir Traditional

(containing 25 sings each), ?l;^f;'
^j^^ ^"^P'««o. In4 Parts

/^, 5x. /« one Vol.^ French JrJ;', ^f
'''" ''' ''^'' ^-'

^nchcollection ofhumour. pathos, grace, and ioiVancy' s. ^ .S. Barinir Oould vni? ireu » ,,

«

^" ~^'*^*'*'^»y Review.

/^T^'^«,^?iS'*|^^«^J'iSANDSTRANGE

,

8w. SKondEdUim. |;™'"»=- ^y S. Baring Gould. Crmm

Baring Gould. THE mj-cr.^J^ l'i~^'""«'^e«^«".S. Baring Gould. thE nF'^t"^ ~-^--^^.

^J^CE ^fs. B™i.Go?.f^^L ^'^ SOUTHERN
TH^^,^,^-

^=^^0RI5» S. HuTTON,et^' S 'numerous Illustrations
This book is the first serious attemnt tl H -u ? •"• ^^''^^ S&A 32J.

-' attention.'—r»V»»«.R.S.Baden.PoweU T7Ennw
Diary ofLi^uSAe Native jS^^^^^J^L ^^ PREMPEH A
Baden-Powell. Whh"?^Kattl^^^^^ ByLieu^boh
Chapter on the Political and CoSSSV,,^,^^^^ a Specia
George Baden-Powell. KCiS g m I T ^^^^shanti by Sir

A n T^l' ^^'^^f"'' -"^st readable record «f^h' •
'^'''^•'' ^^''- 'O^- 6'/-
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W. R OladBtone. THE SPEECHES AND PUBLIC AD-
DRESSES OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P.
Edited by A. W. Hotton, M.A,, and H. J. Cohen, M.A. With
Portraiti. 8w. Vols. IX. and X. i2s.6d.eacA.

Henley and WhiMey. A BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE.
Collected by W. E. Henley and Charles Whibley. Cr. Svo 6s

^A unique volume of extracts-an .art gallery of early prost.'-Btrmine/iam Poit

•Ouife ddStfuTPTT^V*? ^'- H«VVLy« He?oica.-:SS;^Si.
X^ , ;^- ul' ^^^ "^.V" ""^^^ has been excellen., and the volume h« beenmost admirably printed by Messrs. ConsUble. A greater treat for those not wellacquainted with pre-Restotation prose could not be imagined!" !?5>i^«J^^'

*'"

J. Weils. OXFORD AND OXFORD LIFE. By Members of

«r*'P"'''!!^'"^-
^^""^^^ ^y J- "^^^^s, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of

Wadham College. Crvwn Svo. ss. 6d.

.

|d'st Ky^WnTvefsi^i^E^ttsiS^' ^^ ^^^'^^ ^ ^o^^'^ -"^-S
^f OxE^^^iti^li »Y'="*

°" the production of a readable and intelligent accountOf Uxlor- as it is at the present time, written by persons who are oossessed ofaclose acquamtance with the system and life of the UnlvershJ.^-^/yC^'^.

W. M. Dixon. A PRIMER OF TENNYSON. By W. M
Dixon, M.A., Professor of English Literature at Mason Colleee
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d.

'

"^graph'TsiW^JS.^ °^''^'^ '^^ ^»« literary Judgments. The biblio-

'

^nf tI';' ''"•'P^,*-? °' *^'^« Laureate's work has yet been published. His sketch

rfJ.T/i-^" ' '•'^' coptams everything essential
; Eis bibHo|raphy b fuU Sid ron-cise

:
his literary criticism is most interesting.'—C^^^ herald.

W.A.Ora^e. A PRIMER OF BURNS. By W. A. Craigie.
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d.

^*'agkss«y.'*''"°"*°°*"'^'^*^''"»« the 'Primer Of Tennyson.' It hMidso
'A valuable addition to the literature of the vo^u'—TimtMAn excellent short account.•-Pall Mall Gagetit.An admirable introduction.'—C/o^*.

L Whibley. GREEK OLIGARCHIES : THEIR ORGANISA
of Pembroke College, Cambridge. Crown Svo. 6s.

''^ubM!'-i"&^
^^"^"^

'' " ""''^^ ">«> well-arranged study of an obscure
• Mr. IVhibley is never tedious or pedantic.'—/'*// Mall Gauttt.

W. B. WorBfold. SOUTH AFRICA : Its History'and its Future.By W. Basil Worsfold. M.A. IViiA a Map. Crown Svo. 6*.An intensely interesting book.•—Daily Chronicle.A monumental work compressed into a very moderate compass.'-»V«
A3
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%j«^J^^^TAt^° P'T'CAL REVIEWS Bv

J.

jr iHiDf by an old frisnd of Mr. Roakia.

Science

^Wf n«ir"Bf,5?^°n- V-o" Man..

°'^Z«^.^°'K'NK OF BIOLOGY. By P

**-'&1iS^2;:'0«S.^',H0FTHEMYX0GA
A wort m„.i. .- -.-:,.."''_". Coloured Plates. JP<y«/8w. 1?^ J^,
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Philosophy

L. T. HobhOTlSO. THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. By
L. T. HoBHOUSB, Fellow and Tutor of Corpus College, Oxford.
Demy Svo. 2is.

' The most important contribution to English philosophy since the publication of Mr.
Bradley's "Appearance and Reality." Full of brilliant criticism and of positive
theories which are models of lucid statement.'—^/<wf9«; fftrald.

• An elaborate and often brilliantly written volume. The treatment is one of great
freshness, and the illustrations are particularly numerous and apt.'—Tiw*.

W. H. Pairbrother. THE PHILOSOPHY OF T. H. GREEN
By W. H. Fairbrother, M.A., Lecturer at Lincoln College,
Oxford. Crown Svo. y. 6d.

This volume is ejrpository, not critical, and U btended for senior students at the
Universities and others, as a sutement of Green's teaching, and an introduction to
the study of Idealist {"bilosophy.

' In every way an admirable book. As an introduction to the writings of perhaps the
most remarkable speculative thinker whom England has produced in the present
century, nothing could be better than Mr. Fairbrother's exposition and criticism.'—
Glasgow Htrald,

r. W. Bussdl. THE SCHOOL OF PLATO : its Origin and
its Revival under the Roman Empire. By F. W. Bussell, M.A

,

Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. Demy Svo. 7wo
volumes, los. 6d. each. Vol. A

•A highly valuable contribution to the history of ancient thought'-CiiMrow Herald.
•A clever and stimulating book, provocative ofthought and deserving careful reading.'—Manchtster Guardian.

P. a Granger. THE WORSHIP OF THE ROMANS. By
F. S. Granger, M.A., Litt.D., Professor of Philosophy at Univer-
sity College, Nottingham. Crown Svo. 6s.

The author delineates that group of beliefs which stood in close connection with the
Roman religion, and among 'he subjects treated are Dreams, Nature Worship,
Roman Magic, Divination, Holy Places, Victims, etc. Thus the book iu nlso
a contribution to folk-lore and comparative psychology,

•A scholarly analysis of the religious ceremonies.beliefs, and superstitions of ancient
Rome, conducted in the new instructive light of comparative anthropology '—
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Theology

C. S. GIBSOK. D.D.. Vi^ „fi ."^ " '»^«""«ion b, E.

»w./. Anuu,i..vm.
^'^"'""'- ^"nytm. },.&/. m».

ByR L. OiiSrM A T,?'?^
OF THE INCARNATION

**nied and reverent • li.,.!^ -«

J

•**'*' ''WWWWX. £>enty%vo. itt

• -/^<^»ad remarkably Ml i^uSt^Ti^''^"'-'^ Obtervtr.

^ W^The^J&"?^S^^ON^"BIECTS CONNECTED

afel^fp°FJ?ERS OF OLD TESTAMENT CRITI
CH.VKI,, DS.fS ftS'r'of Z^*;'"'°"

^'"'"«" By T Ka« .. Oxford. Larg..^°|^f
'*= '""P'^laUon of Ho^ S^rJ;

--,-.«^„«„veconection. Bishop \V«TmVt'«Jco^ 1. "'"^OP Westcott.
'

BEBCHfirS.AS?S\^? SCHOOLBOYS. By H CCanon Scott HoIlanT cJ^S°"'^*?/ With a PrJfaVi %Seven «r.on. preached hefor. the boy. o^B^eld cV ej-e.
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E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOYHOOD. Noites on the
Religious Training of Boys. With a Preface by J. R. Illinq-
WORTH. By E. B. Layard, M.A. i8ot#. \u

SDetodonal 25ooii0«

WUh Futt-pagt Ittustratims. Fcap. %vo. Buckram, y. 6d.

Padded tnorocco^ 5^.

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. By Thomas A Kempis.
With an Introduction by Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C. M.
Gere, and printed in black and red. Second Edition,

'Amongst all the innumerable English editions of the " Imitation," there can have
been few which were prettier than this one, printed in strong and handsome type
by Messrs. Constable, with all the glory of red initials, and the comfort of buckram
brading.'—<;^sx^0w Herald.

THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By JOHN Keble. With an Intro-

duction and Notes by W. Lock, M.A. , Sub-Warden of Keble College,

Ireland Professor at Oxibrd, Author of the ' Life of John Keble.'

Illustrated by R. Anning Bell.
'The present edition is annouted with all the care and insifht to be expected from

Mr. Lock. The progress and circumstances of its composition are detailed in the
Introduction. There is an interesting Appendix on the mss. of the " Chnstian
Year," and another giving the order in which the peems were written. A " Short
Analysis of the lliought" is prefixed to each, and any difficulty in the text Is ex-
plained in a note.

—

Guardian.
' The most acceptable edition of thb ever-popular work.'—GMe.

Leaders of Religion
Edited by H. C BEECHING, M.A. With Portraits, crown Bvo.

A series of short bii^raphies of the most prominent leaders

of religious life and thought of all ages and countries.

The following are ready—

CARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. Hutton.

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Overton, M.A.

BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. W. Daniel, M.A.

CARDINAL MANNING. By A. W. HuTTON, M.A.

CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C. G. MOULE, M.A.

JOHN KEBLE. By Walter Lock, M.A.

THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. Oliphant.

LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. L. Ottley, M.A.

3/6
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JOHN KNnv » J^
HoiTOIi, M.A."""" KNOX By F. M'CuiOf

/OHNHOWE. ByR.F.H0RX0K,DD
BISHOP KEN. ByF.A.O.*RKEMA'
GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER It h

n»i. ,

vc^'iA^iS.K. By T. HODOKIN. D C T

Fiction

•<X aHILLIHO NOVCL*
Mario OowUi's Norela

li Cnvmtvt. St.eati.
A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLrx! i- .

VENDETTA. Si^^i^^^ ^'^'""^ ^'***

THELMA. Fourtunth Ediiion
ARDATH. TmthEdUum.
™^^0"I- OF ULITH. A«,«^,«^
WORMWOOD. Ai-^^^^vji».

"''^^^ir^^*' °^ ™= WORtr^S TRAGEDY.

&-« >i-«-sa s?i5f^S^£;stt
THE SORROWS OF SATAN t- - .

'
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THE GOD IN THE CAR. Seventh Edition.
'A verjr remarkable book, deserving of critical analysis impossible within our limit

;

brilliant, but not superficial ; well considered, but not elaborated ; constructed
with the proverbial art that conceals, but yet allows itself to be enjoyed by readers
to whom fine literary method is a keen pleasure ; true withcut cynicism, subtle
without affectation, humorous without strain, witty withoat i^ence, inevitably
sad, with an unmorose simplicity.'-- Tht World.

The characters are traced

A CHANGE OF AIR. Fourth Edition.
'A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to human nature,

with a masterly hand.'—TYwwf.

A MAN OF MARK. Third Edition.
' Of all Mr. Hope's books, <' A Man of Mark " is the one which best compares with

" The Prisoner of Zenda." The two romances are unmistakably the work of the
same writer^ and he possesses a style of narrative peculiarly seductive, piquant,
comprehensive, and—his own.'—National Oittrvtr.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT ANTONIO. Third
Edition.

' It is a perfectly enchanting story of love and chivalry, and pure romance. The
outlawed Count is the most constant, desperate, and withal modest and tender of
lovers, a peerless gentleman, an intrepid tighter, a very faithful friend, and a most
magnanimous foe. In short, he is an altogether admirable, lovable, and delight-
fulnero. There is not a word in the volume that can give offence to the most
fastidious taste of man or woman, and there is not, either, a dull paragraph in it
The book is everywhere instinct with the most exhilarating spirit of adventure,
and delicately perfumed with the sentiment of all heroic ana honourable deeds i^
htstot]r«iid romance.'—<;«anfta».

S. Baring Gould's Novels

Crcwn 8vo. 6j. each.

'To say that a book is by the author of " Mehalah" is to imply that it conUins a
story cast on strong lines, containing dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic
descriptions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious mKgtxj. -.speaker.

'That whatever Mr. BAring Gould writes is well worth reading, is a conclusion that
may be very generally accepted. His views of life are fresh and vigorous, his
language pointed and characteristic, the incidents of which he makes use are
striking and original, his characters are life-like, and though somewhat excep-
tional people, are drawn and coloured with artistic force. Add to this that his
descriptions of scenes and scenery are painted with the loving eves and skilled
hands of a master of his art, that he is always fresh and never dull, and under
such conditions it is no wonder that readers have gdned confidence both in his
power of amusing and satisfying them, and that year by year bis popularity
widens.'—Cntr/ CtrcuUsr.

ARMINELL : A Social Romance. Fourth Edition,

URITH : A Story of Dartmoor. Fourth Edition,
' The author is at bis best.'— TYinm.
* He hat neariy reached the high water-mark of " Mehalah." '—Nmtitnmt Okurtir,
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Olbert Parked Novels

PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE rr^*.•Stori« happily concnVedandt^ei;
^^''''^ ^<lition.
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MRS. FALCHION. Third Edition.
* A splendid study of character.'

—

Atktnaum. '

'

' But little behind anything that has been done by any writer of our time. '—Pall
MallGmMttii.

'A very striking and admirable novel.'

—

St. Jmmtit GautU.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
'The plot is original and one difiicult to work out ; but Mr. Parker h»s done it with

great skill and delicacy. The reader who is not interested in this original, fresh,

and well-told tale must be a dull person indeed.'

—

Daily Chronicle.

'A strong and successful piece of workmanship. The portrait of Lali, strong,

dignified, and pure, is exceptionally well drawa'

—

ManchttUr Gu fdian.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Fourth Edition.
*l rybody with a soul for romance will thoroughly enjoy "The Trail of th»

dword." '

—

St. James'* Gauttt.
' A rousing and dramatic tale. A book like this^ in which swords flasli, great sur-

prises are undertaken, and daring deeds dont, in which men and women live and
love in the old straightforward passionate way, is a joy inexpressible to the re-

viewer, brain-weary ofthe domestic tragedies and psychological puzzles of every-
day fiction ; and we cannot but believe that to the reader it will bring refreshment
as welcome and as keen.'

—

Daily Chronicle.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : The Story of

a Lost Napoleon. Third Edition.
' Here we find romance—real, breathing, liviBg romance, but it runs flush with our
own times, level with our own feelings. Not here can we complain of lack of
inevitableness or homogeneity. The character of Valmond is drawn unerringly

;

his career, brief as it is, is placed before us as convincingly as history itself. The
book must be read, we may say re-read, for any one thoroughly to appreciate

Mr. Parker's delicate touch and innate sympathy with humanity.'—/*«?/ Mall
Gautte.

'The one work of genius which 1895 has as yet produced.'—^«tv Age.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH: The Last Adven-

tures of * Pretty Pierre.'

' The present book is full of fine and moving stories of the great North, and it will

add to Mr. Parker's already high reputation.'—(?/iwfv«/ Herald.
' The new book is very romantic and very entertainmg—full of that peculiarly

elegant spirit of adventure which is so characteristic of Mr. Parker, and of that

poetic thrill which has given him warmer, if kss numerous, admirers than even
his romantic story-tellbg gift has Aoxm.'—Sketch.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illustrated. Fourth

Edition.
' The best thing he has done ; one of the best things that any one has done lately.'—

"^.t. James's Gauttt.
' ^ 1. Parker seems to become stronger and easier with every serious novel that he

attempts. . . . In " The Seats of the Mighty" he shows the matured power which
bis former novels have led us to expect, and has produced a really fine historical

novel. . . . The great creation of the book is Doltaire. . . . Hb character is

drawn with qtute masterly strokes, for he is a villain who is not altogether a villain,

and who attracts the reader, as he did the other characters, by the extraordinary

brilliance of his gifts, and by the almost unconscious acts of nobility which he
performs. . . . Most sincerely is Mr. Parker to be congrattilated on the finest

novel he has yet ^zixxtn'—Athenaum,
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J. H. Plndlater. THE GREEN GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.
By Janr H. Findlater. Third Edition. Crown 8w. 6s.

'A powerful and vivid aiory.'—SUiMdmrtl.
' A beautiful story, sad and straage as truth ItinXt.'—ymmify Fmir.
' A work of remarkable interest and originality.'

—

National Ohttrvtr,
* A really original VioyA,'—JoumalofEducation,
'A very charming and pathetic tiAit,~PallMall Gauttt.
' A singularly original, clever, and beautiful story.'~6'iMin/nsN.
' " The Green Graves of Balgowrie " reveals to us a new Scotch writer of undoubted

faculty and reserve force.'

—

Spectator.
' An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, and beautiful.'—J3/<k-A and Wkii4,
' Permeated with high and noble purpose. It is one ef the most wholesome stories

we have met with, and cannot fa!: to leave a deep and lasting impression.'—

Netusagtnt.

E. P. BensTin, DODO : A DETAIL OF THE DAY. By E. F.

Benson. Sixteenth Edition. Crown 8w. 6s.
* A delightfully witty sketch oiaotitty.'—S^ctator.
' A perpetual feast ofepigram and paradox.'—^/«'«^/r.
' By a writer of quite exceptional vAA\\ty.'—AiheH»MM.
• Brilliantly written.'—WorW.

E. P. Benson. THE RUBICON. By E. F. Benson, Author of
* Dodo.' Fifth Edition. Crown 8w. 6s.

' Well written, stimulating, unconventional, and, in a word, characteristic'

—

Birmingham Post.
• An exceptional achievement ; a notable advance on his previous ytoAL.'—National

Obstrvtr.

M. M. Dowie. GALLIA. By M6nie Muriel Dowie, Author
of * A Girl in the Carpathians.' Third Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

freshness and originality, while the subsidianr as well as the

principarcharacters live and move, and the story itself is readable from title-page
surpnsutg

' The style is generally admirable, the dialogue not seldom brilliant, the situations

rprising in their fre

ncipal characters li'

to colophon.'—^a/wnAy Rtvitw.
' A very notable book ; a very sympathetically, at times delightfully written book.

—Daily Graphic.

Mrs. Oliphant. SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. By Mrs.
Oliphant. Crown Svo. 6s.

' Full of her own peculiar charm of style and simple, subtle character-patnting comes
her new gift, the delightful story before us. The scene mostly lies in the moors,

and at the touch of the authoress a Scotch moor becomes a living thing, strong,

tender, beautiful, and chAnztivA'—Pall Mall Gautte.

Mrs. Olipliant. THE TWO MARYS. . By Mrs. Oliphant.
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s.

W. E. Norris. MATTHEW AUSTIN. By W. E. Norris, Author
of * Mademoiselle de Mersac,' etc. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

' "Matthew Austin " may safely be pronounced one of the most intellectually satis-

factory and morally bracing novels of the current yt»r.'—Daily Ttkgraph. .

W. E. Norris. HIS GRACE. By ,.W. E. Norris. Third
Edition, Crown Sko. 6%.\ ^^. —— _

* Mr. Norris has diRWii a really fine character in" the Dukeof Hurstbounie,*at'once

unconventional and very true to the conventionalities of life, weak and strong in

a breath, capable of inane follies and heroic decisions, yet not so definitely por-

traycd as to relieve a reader of the necessity of study.'— .,4 //i/«<r»<»r.-

T
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T. L. Paton. A HOME IN INVERESK. By T. L Paton.
Crown Svo. 6s.

' A distinc'Ty iresh and fascinating no\t\.'~Monirott Standard.
'A book which bears marks of considerable pxomist.'—Scotsman.
'A pleasant and well-written story.'—Vaify Chronicle.

John Davidson. MISS ARMSTRONG'S AND OTHER CIR-
CUMSTANCES. By John Davidson. Crown Zvo. ds.

' Throughout the volume there is a strong vein of originality, a strength in the
handling, and a knowledge of human nature that are worthy of the highest praise.*—Scotsman,

J. B. Burton. IN THE DAY OF ADVERSITY. By J.
Bloundellb Burton. Crown 8vo. 6s.

' Unusually interesting and full of highly dramatic situations.'—<;«M(n/2«M.
* A well-written story, drawn from that mexhaustible mine, the time of Ixjuis XIV.
—Pali Mall Gazette.

H. Johnston. DR. CONGALTON'S LEGACY. By Henry
Johnston. Crown Svo. 6s.

' The story is redolent of humour, pathos, and tenderness, while it is not without a
touch of tragedy.' —Scotsman.
A worthy and permanent contribution to Scottish creative literature.'—C/<w^»w(/
Herald.

Julian Oorbett. A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. By
Julian Corbett. CrownZvo. 6s.

' In this stirring story Mr. Julian Corbett has done excellert work, welcome alike
for its distinctljr literary flavour, and for the wholesome tone which pervades it.

Mr. Corbett writes with immense spirit^ and the book is a thorough!^ enjoyable
one in all respects. The salt of the ocean is in it, and the right neroic ring re-
sounds through its gallant adventures.'—.S/^-aA^n

0. Phillips Woolley. THE QUEENSBERRY CUP. A Tale
of Adventure. By Clive Phillips Woollev, Author of • Snap,'
Editor of 'Big Game Shooting.' Illustrated. Crown Svo. 6s.

' A book whioli will delight boys: a book which upholds the healthy schoolboy code
of morality. '

—

Scotsman.
' A brilliant Itook. Dick St. Clair, of Caithness, is an almost ideal chaiacter—a com-

bination of the mediaeval knight and the modern ^fSWst.'—Admiralty andHorse-
guards Gazette.

Robert Barr. IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. By Robert
Barr. Third Edition. Crown Svo. 6s.

'A book which has abundantly satisfied us by its capital humour.'

—

Daily Chronicle.
' Mr^ Barr has achieved a triumph whereof he has every reason to be proud
Mall Gazette.

Pall

L. Daintrey. THE KING OF ALBERIA. A Romance of
the Balkans. By Laura Daintrey. Crown Svo. 6s.

' Miss Daintrey seems to have an intimate acquaintance with the people and politics
of the Balkan countries in which the scene of her lively and picturesque romance

I ! laid. On almost every page we find clever touches of local colour which dif-

ferentiate her book unmistakably from the ordinary novel of commerce. The
story is briskly told, and well conceived.'—C/ajf^jw Herald.
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AUT DIABOLIIS AUT NIHIL. By X. L.

THE COMING OF CUCULAIN. A Romance of the T sroic
Age of Ireland. By Standish O'Gradv. Jtllustrated.

THE GODS GIVE MY DONKEY WINGS. By ANGUS
Evan Abbott.

THE STAR GAZERS. By G. Manville Fenn.
THE POISON OF ASPS. By R. Orton Prowse.
THE QUIET MRS. FLEMING. By R. Pryce.
THE PLAN OF CAMPAIGN. By F. Mabel Robinson.
DISENCHANTMENT. By F. Mabel Robinson.
MR. BUTLER'S WARD. By F. Mabel Robinson.
A LOST ILLUSION. By Leslie Keith.
A REVEREND GENTLEMAN. By J. M. Cobban.
A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. By W. E. NORRIS.
A CAVALIER'S LADYE. By Mrs. Dicker.

2/6
HALF-CROWN NOVELS

A Series ofNovels by popular Authors.

1. HOVENDEN, V.C. By F. Mabel Robinson.
2. ELI'S CHILDREN. By G. Manville Fenn.
3- A DOUBLE KNOT. By G. Manville Fenn.
4. DISARMED By M. Betham Edwards.
5. A MARRIAGE AT SEA. By W. Clark Russell.
6. IN TENT AND BUNGALOW. By the Author of ' Indian

Idylls.'

7. MY STEWARDSHIP. By E. M'QuEEN Gray.
8. JACK'S FATHER. By W. E. NoRRlS.

9. JIM B.

Lynn Linton. THE TRUE HISTORY OF JOSHUA DAVID-
SON, Christian and Communist. By E. Lynn Linton. Eleventh
Edition. Post 8w. is.

Books for Boys and Girls
A Series ofBooks by well-known Authors, well illustrated.

1. THE ICELANDER'S SWORD. By S. Baring Gould.
2. TWO LITTLE ~

E. Cdthbll.

3)6

CHILDREN AND CHING. By Edith
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i- Sg??i^|5^|i,H|RO By M. M. B:.kh.

; fS.-
HOCK.KKZ.^,,3 VOVAOK. B, w. c.kk

7- SYD BELTON • Or -n, o
ByG. Manv,i.i.eFenn. "'' "'«' "O"" "ot go to Sea.

The Peacock Library

'. A PINCH OF TxptTZ'T "'" '"'"'^- \
'• THE RED grZnSe i^^E. JyL- B- Wauokd
3- THE SECRET OF MADA&^^''^5«'°R™.

9. MV LAND Of\\^J;L=S'%^^^, M-H.^,^

University Extension Series

PWncX^^L^;4«™^S.MA
Crown Zvo. Pric^ f„Jj.

^""^se, iXottingham.

tTV /f ^ '^ ^""^^ exceptions) zs. 6d
THE INDUST

-^"""^'"^ '"'^'*'^' <^re ready J

'A compact and clear sto™ «f . ^ '^'^^^ ^*^^ Plans, is
' "^

-"
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A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POLITICAL ECONOMY By
L. L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxon. SecoHdEdition

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY
: An Inquiry into the Industrial

Conditions of the Poor. By J. A. Hobson, M.A Third Edition,
VICTORIAN POETS. By A. Sharp.
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By J. E. Symes, M.A.
PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, M.A., Lecturer in Philo-

lophy at University College, Nottingham.

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. By
G. Massee, Kew Gardens. With IHustratiom.

AIR AND WATER. Professor V. B. Lewes, M.A. Illustrated.
THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. By C W

KiMMiNS, M.A. Camb. Illustrated.

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY LIFE. By V. P. Sells. M A
Illustrated.

ENGMSH SOCIAL REFORMERS. H. de B. Gibbins, M A
ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN-TEENTH CENTURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A.
THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Elementary Principles of

Chemistry. ByM. M. Pattison .vIuir, M.A. Illustrated
A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY By M C

Potter, M.A., F.L.S. Illustrated. 31. 6d.

THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A Popular introduction to
Astronomy. By R. A. Gregory. With nu^atrous Illustrations

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of Weather and Climate
By H. N. DiCKsor, F.R.S.E., F.R. Met. Soc. Illustrated.

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. By George
J. BURCH, M.A. mth numerous Illustrations. 3^.

THE EARTH. An Introduction to Physiography. Bv Evan
Small, M.A. Illustrated.

«» r / /

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. Theobald, M.A. Illustrated.

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO BROWNING BvW. M. Lixoy, M.A. ' ^

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT. By E. Jenks, M.A.,
Profesr t of Law at University College, Liverpool.

: •

III



II

34 Messrs. Methuen's List

Social Questions of To-day

2/6

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, M.A.

Crown 8v0. 2s. 6d.

Thefollowing Volumes ofthe Series are ready •_TRADE UNIONISM-NEW AND OLD tk^ 'r tr

"H/.?or.f^t.S7?f ^T?yZ^S^„,™.DAY, By G. J.
Edition.

rtistory of Co-operation.' Second

"^^J^U^^l^l^^ W.K,KSO». M.A.,

PROBLEMS OF POVERTV . a. i •' •

ConditioMoflhePoor bVt'a JJ."''"'?,'!?''' "« Industrial

THE COMMERCE OF NAtIons;- l''^^^'^'"-

A SHORTER WORKING DAY RvH » A

^uct^L^? '"''^ ^"^S CHILDREN. By Gertrude
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MUNICIPALITIES AT WORK. The Municipal Policy of
Six Great Towns, and its Influence on their Social Welfare. By
Frederick Dolman.

SOCIALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT. By M. Kauf-
KANN.

THE HOUSING OF THE WORKING CLASSES. By R.
F. BOWMAKBR.

MODERN CIVILISATION IN SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC
ASPECTS. By W. Cunningham, D.D. , Fellow of Trinity College,

Cambridge.

IV
'I

'. Howell,
«</ Edition.

?y G. J.
an. Second

rsoN, M.A.,

;
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rd Edition.
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ERTRUDE

LEY, and

Classical Translations

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasen ise

College, Oxford.

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a New Series of Translations from the

Greek and Latin Classics. They have enlisted the services of some
of the best Oxford and Cambridge Scholars, and it is their intention that

the Series shall be distinguished by literary excellence as well as by
scholarly accuracy.

yESCHYLUS—Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eumenides. Trans-
lated by Lewis Campbell, LL.D., late Professor of Greek at St
Anosws. 5r.

CICERO—De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. P. MoOR, M.A.,
Assistant Master at Qifton. 3^. 6d.

CICERO—Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro Murena, Philippic 11.,

In Catilinam). Translated by H. E. D. Blakistok, M.A., Fellow
and Tutor of Trinity College, Oxford. 5^.

CICERO—De Natura Deorum. Translated by F. Brooxs,
M. A., late Scholar of Balliol Coll^;e, Oxford, y. 6d.

LI CLAN—Six Dialogues (Nigriis^, Icaro-Menippus, The Cock,
The Ship, The Parasite, Tbs Lover of Falsehood). Translated by
S. T. Irwin, M.A., Assistant Master at Clifton; late Scholar of
Exeter Collie, OxfcHrd. 3J. 6d.

SOPHC'CLES—Electra and Ajax. Translated by E. D. A.
Moeshead, M.A., late Scholar of New College, Oxford j Assistant

Master at Winchester. 2s. 6u.

I r

TACITUS—Agricola ajEid Germania.
Tov.'NSKSND, late Sdidsr of Trinity CoIl«

Translated by R. B.
ge, Cambridge, at. 6d,
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Educational Books

"^^""d!^^. £/^-^o„. Notes, Ma^ etc
C*vu^8v,. 2s.

" '^'^''*"* ^^''' «t Weymouth (Slkg^*

TACITI GERAfANM r^ ,1,

HERODOTUS risYSEL^rr^''"-
''''^"''«- -'

By A. C. LiBOELfM A hfiS'^^.^^S- With Vocabulary.
School. Fcap. Zvc

,;''^'''''''^^' Master at Nottingham hS
^^^JCTIONS FROM THE ODYSqPv «M.A.. late Assistant Master at Eton / ' o

^^ ^' ^' ^TONE,
PLAUTUS

: THE CAPTIvr T^ "^^ ^'"'
''' ''''

J. H. Frekse. M.A., late FelWotst^''^
?"°'/°^"' ^^'"™^ ^y

DEMOSTHENES AGAINST rlt^-^°^"^'^
Cambridge, i.. J

Edited with Nofes^^^^^,!La^^^^O^ AND CALLICLES.
formerly Scholar of Queen's CoZe oLd r^"

^^'^^ ^•^•'
Denstone College, /r.^^. ^,, ^J

°''^°'*'' Assistant Master at

A ^^,, GERMANA COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR R w
'^:i:''t:^^^ --" at^^otfngham\£ ^C.'

THE.^WORLD OF SCIENcT''^„h .' n.
Light, Sound, Magnetism. Scity Btat^"^^'"^''*^'

"^^*'
Astronomy, and Geology By R e'lt mt^c

°°^°^' Physiology,

ELEMENTARY LIGHT Bv P i.
*'"''•'•'=*• -^«'»«"' -ffm>«,.

Illustrations.' C^^« grt.* ^,^6^' '
^'^^'^ ^'^h numerous
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ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion to the History of
England. By H. E. Malden, M.A. Ctmun 8w. 3^. 6d.

A book which aims at concentrating information noon dates mne*tA<rv aA^.i.

ZZ^"^ «i^u««».. etc.. wfich is ««Hj^o,5d'iji[t2S fJ'dSSSl

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS AND DUTIES
By H. E. Maldbn, M.A. is. 6d.

"^^^y^Y *°?.! •^" the same ground as is traverted in th« school books on thissubject written to satisfy the requiremenU of the Ed^tbn codelt^ould
fec7,'

^"^^^^ *M *rP*^r» °^ " t«t-book, as it is we ba^d in W*tori3facts, and keeps quite clear of party matters.'-.Jf»/,«««.
nisioncai

METHUEN'8 COHMEftCIAL SERIES.

Edited by H. db B. GIBBINS, M.A.

BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES FROM ELIZA-BETH TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. Gibbins, M. A.. Author of
The Industrial History of Ei^land,' etc. etc. 2s.

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION PAPERS. By H. de B
GiBBlNS, M.A. IS. 6d.

THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE. By H. de B. Gibbins
M.A. is. 6d.

*

A MANUAL OF FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRE-
SPONDENCE. By S. E. Bally, Modern Language Master at
the Manchester Grammar School, zs.

A FRENCH COMMERCIAL READER. By S. E. Bally.
2S.

COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with special reference to Trade
Routes, New Markets, and Manufacturing Districts. By L. W. Lyde,
M.A., of the Academy, Glasgow. 2s.

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. Jackson, M.A. is. 6d.

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By F. G. Taylor,
M.A. IS. 6d,
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WORKS BY A. M. M. 8TEDMAN, M.A.

'""'IJl^^i^^^^X"-- °" ^^~y Accidence.

pJ^fZ;
^^"^^^ LESSONS. FcurtAEdmr. CrovmZvo 2s

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY
Rome. iSmr. i,. U.

Part I. The Hel-

Part I. The Kings of

"nU.^^^^|^il*<=|i/OR UNSEEN TRANSLA.

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENPF -pi
Exercises. Cr<ru,n%vo, xs. 6a. ^thVoSry .^"^'^ ^"^

With Vocabulary, 2s.
Second EdUton. Fcap.Zvo. u. 6d.

^
';?^*^'J.''^^

O'^ LATIN IDIOMS AND PHRASES.

STEPS TO GREEK, limo.. u

^^lO^^l ^A«?,A£^S ^0« UNSEEN TRANSLA-

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION a«coriu,g to Subjects. S.ccmlEMj^^F„;^^\ ^"^ed

^'^S.l'^^J^^S ^IJ-ff™":.?- Jr
*« '- or

lary. Fcap. 8w. 2s. ed.
introduction, Notes, and Vocabu-
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STEPS TO FRENCH. iZmo. Zd.

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Crown Bvo. is.

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANSLA-
TION. Second Edition. Fcap. Hvo. is. 6d.

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELEMENTARY
SYNTAX. With Vocabulary. Crown Svo. zs. 6d.

FRLNCH VOCABULARIES FOR REPETITION : Arranged
according to Subjects. TAird Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is.

SCHOOL EXAMINATION SERIES.

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A.
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