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				I

				“The Ever­last­ing Stars Look Down, Like Glisten­ing Eyes Bright with Im­mor­tal Pity, Over the Lot of Man.”

			
			
				I

				Nearly five years have gone by!

				Five years, since the charred ru­ins of grim Bastille—stone im­age of Ab­so­lut­ism and of Auto­cracy—set the seal of vic­tory upon the ex­pres­sion of a people’s will and marked the be­gin­ning of that mar­vel­lous era of Liberty and of Fra­tern­ity which has led us step by step from the de­throne­ment of a King, through the martryr­dom of count­less in­no­cents, to the tyranny of an ol­ig­archy more ar­bit­rary, more re­lent­less, above all more cruel, than any that the dic­tat­ors of Rome or Stam­boul ever dream of in their wild­est thirst for power. An era that sees a popu­lace al­ways clam­our­ing for the Mil­len­ni­um, which rant­ing dem­agogues have nev­er ceased to prom­ise: a Mil­len­ni­um to be achieved al­tern­at­ively through the ex­term­in­a­tion of Ar­is­to­cracy, of Titles, of Riches, and the ab­rog­a­tion of Priest­hood: through de­throned roy­alty and de­sec­rated al­tars, through an army without lead­er­ship, or an As­sembly without power.

				They have nev­er ceased to prate, these frothy rhet­or­icians! And the people went on, vaguely be­liev­ing that one day, soon, that Mil­len­ni­um would surely come, after seas of blood had purged the soil of France from the last vestige of by­gone op­pres­sion, and after her sons and daugh­ters had been mas­sacred in their thou­sands and their tens of thou­sands, un­til their head­less bod­ies had built up a ver­it­able scal­ing lad­der for the tot­ter­ing feet of lust­ful climbers, and these in their turn had per­ished to make way for oth­er ranters, oth­er speech­makers, a new De­mos­thenes or long-tongued Cicero.

				In­ev­it­ably these too per­ished, one by one, ir­re­spect­ive of their vir­tues or their vices, their er­rors or their ideals: Vergni­aud, the en­thu­si­ast, and Des­moulins, the ir­re­spons­ible; Barnave, the just, and Chaumette, the blas­phemer; Hébert, the car­ri­on, and Danton, the power. All, all have per­ished, one after the oth­er: vic­tims of their greed and of their crimes—they and their ad­her­ents and their en­emies. They slew and were slain in their turn. They struck blindly, like ra­ging beasts, most of them for fear lest they too should be struck by beasts more furi­ous than they. All have per­ished; but not be­fore their iniquit­ies have forever sul­lied what might have been the most glor­i­ous page in the his­tory of France—her fight for Liberty. Be­cause of these mon­sters—and of a truth there were only a few—the fight, it­self sub­lime in its ideals, noble in its con­cep­tion, has be­come ab­hor­rent to the rest of man­kind.

				But they, ar­raigned at the bar of his­tory, what have they to say, what to show as evid­ence of their pat­ri­ot­ism, of the pur­ity of their in­ten­tions?

				On this day of April, 1794, year II of the New Cal­en­dar, eight thou­sand men, wo­men, and not a few chil­dren, are crowding the pris­ons of Par­is to over­flow­ing. Four thou­sand heads have fallen un­der the guil­lot­ine in the past three months. All the great names of France, her noblesse, her ma­gis­tracy, her clergy, mem­bers of past Par­lia­ments, shin­ing lights in the sci­ences, the arts, the Uni­ver­sit­ies, men of sub­stance, po­ets, brain-work­ers, have been torn from their homes, their churches or their places of refuge, dragged be­fore a trav­esty of justice, judged, con­demned and slaughtered; not singly, not in­di­vidu­ally, but in batches—whole fam­il­ies, com­plete hier­arch­ies, en­tire house­holds: one lot for the crime of be­ing right, an­oth­er for be­ing nobly born; some be­cause of their re­li­gion, oth­ers be­cause of pro­fessed free-thought. One man for de­vo­tion to his friend, an­oth­er for per­fidy; one for hav­ing spoken, an­oth­er for hav­ing held his tongue, and an­oth­er for no crime at all—just be­cause of his fam­ily con­nec­tions, his pro­fes­sion, or his an­ces­try.

				For months it had been the in­no­cents; but since then it has also been the as­sas­sins. And the popu­lace, still await­ing the Mil­len­ni­um, clam­our for more vic­tims and for more—for the ar­is­to­crat and for the sans-cu­lotte, and howl with ex­ec­ra­tion im­par­tially at both.

			
			
				II

				But through this mad orgy of murder and of hatred, one man sur­vives, stands apart in­deed, wield­ing a power which the whole pack of in­furi­ated wolves thirst­ing for his blood are too cow­ardly to chal­lenge. The Girondists and the Ex­trem­ists have fallen. Hébert, the idol of the mob, Danton its hero and its mouth­piece, have been hurled from their throne, sent to the scaf­fold along with ci-devant nobles, ar­is­to­crats, roy­al­ists and trait­ors. But this one man re­mains, calm in the midst of every storm, ab­so­lute in his will, in­di­gent where oth­ers have grasped riches with both hands, ad­ored, al­most dei­fied, by a few, dreaded by all, sphinx-like, in­vul­ner­able, sin­is­ter—Robe­s­pi­erre!

				Robe­s­pi­erre at this time was at the height of his pop­ular­ity and of his power. The two great Com­mit­tees of Pub­lic Safety and of Gen­er­al Se­cur­ity were swayed by his de­sires, the Clubs wor­shipped him, the Con­ven­tion was packed with obed­i­ent slaves to his every word. The Danton­ists, cowed in­to sub­mis­sion by the bold coup which had sent their lead­er, their hero, their idol, to the guil­lot­ine, were like a tree that has been struck at the root. Without Danton, the gi­ant of the Re­volu­tion, the col­los­sus of crime, the maker of the Ter­ror, the thun­der­bolt of the Con­ven­tion, the part was at­rophied, robbed of its strength and its vi­tal­ity, its last few mem­bers hanging, servile and timor­ous, upon the great man’s lips.

				Robe­s­pi­erre was in truth ab­so­lute mas­ter of France. The man who had dared to drag his only rival down to the scaf­fold was bey­ond the reach of any at­tack. By this fi­nal act of un­par­alleled des­pot­ism he had re­vealed the secrets of his soul, shown him­self to be ra­pa­cious as well as self-seek­ing. Some­thing of his aloof­ness, of his in­cor­rupt­ib­il­ity, had van­ished, yield­ing to that ever-present and tower­ing am­bi­tion which hitherto none had dared to sus­pect. But am­bi­tion is the one vice to which the gen­er­al­ity of man­kind will al­ways ac­cord homage, and Robe­s­pi­erre, by gain­ing the vic­tory over his one in the Con­ven­tion, in the Clubs and in the Com­mit­tees, had ta­citly agreed to obey. The tyr­ant out of his vault­ing am­bi­tion had brought forth the slaves.

				Faint hearted and servile, they brooded over their wrongs, gazed with smoul­der­ing wrath on Danton’s va­cant seat in the Con­ven­tion, which no one cared to fill. But they did not mur­mur, hardly dared to plot, and gave as­sent to every de­cree, every meas­ure, every sug­ges­tion pro­mul­gated by the dic­tat­or who held their lives in the hol­low of his thin white hand; who with a word, a ges­ture, could send his en­emy, his de­tract­or, a mere crit­ic of his ac­tions, to the guil­lot­ine.

			
		
	
		
			
				II

				Feet of Clay

			
			
				I

				On this 26th day of April, 1794, which in the newly con­sti­tuted cal­en­dar is the 7th Floreal, year II of the Re­pub­lic, three wo­men and one man were as­sembled in a small, closely cur­tained room on the top floor of a house in the Rue de la Planchette, which is situ­ated in a re­mote and dreary quarter of Par­is. The man sat upon a chair which was raised on a dais. He was neatly, in­deed im­macu­lately, dressed, in dark cloth coat and tan breeches, with clean lin­en at throats and wrists, white stock­ings and buckled shoes. His own hair was con­cealed un­der a mouse-col­oured wig. He sat quite still, with one leg crossed over the oth­er, and his thin, bony hands were clasped in front of him.

				Be­hind the dais there was a heavy cur­tain which stretched right across the room, and in front of it, at op­pos­ite corners, two young girls, clad in grey, cling­ing draper­ies, sat upon their heels, with the palms of their hands rest­ing flat upon their thighs. Their hair hung loose down their backs, their chins were up­lif­ted, their eyes fixed, their bod­ies ri­gid in an at­ti­tude of con­tem­pla­tion. In the centre of the room a wo­man stood, gaz­ing up­wards at the ceil­ing, her arms fol­ded across her breast. Her grey hair, lank and un­ruly, was par­tially hid­den by an ample float­ing veil of an in­def­in­ite shade of grey, and from her mea­gre shoulders and arms, her gar­ment—it was hardly a gown—des­cen­ded in straight, heavy, shape­less folds. In front of her was a small table, on it a large crys­tal globe, which res­ted on a stand of black wood, ex­quis­itely carved and in­laid with moth­er-of-pearl, and be­side it a small met­al box.

				Im­me­di­ately above the old wo­man’s head an oil lamp, the flame of which was screened by a piece of crim­son silk, shed a feeble and lur­id light upon the scene. Against the wall half a dozen chairs, on the floor a thread­bare car­pet, and in one corner a broken-down chif­fonier rep­res­en­ted the sum total of the fur­niture in the stuffy little room. The cur­tains in front of the win­dow, as well as the portières which masked both the doors, were heavy and thick, ex­clud­ing all light and most of the out­side air.

				The old wo­man, with eyes fixed upon the ceil­ing, spoke in a dull, even mono­tone.

				“Cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre, who is the Chosen of the Most High, hath deigned to enter the humble abode of his ser­vant,” she said. “What is his pleas­ure today?”

				“The shade of Danton pur­sues me,” Robe­s­pi­erre replied, and his voice too soun­ded tone­less, as if muffled by the heav­ily weighted at­mo­sphere. “Can you not lay him to rest?”

				The wo­man stretched out her arms. The folds of her wool­len draper­ies hung straight from shoulder to wrist down to the ground, so that she looked like a shape­less bod­i­less, grey ghost in the dim, red light.

				“Blood!” she ex­claimed in a weird, ca­da­ver­ous wail. “Blood around thee and blood at thy feet! But not upon thy head, O Chosen of the Almighty! Thy de­crees are those of the Most High! Thy hand wields His aven­ging Sword! I see thee walk­ing upon a sea of blood, yet thy feet are as white as lilies and thy gar­ments are spot­less as the driv­en snow. Avaunt,” she cried in sepulchral tones, “ye spir­its of evil! Avaunt, ye vam­pires and ghouls! and ven­ture not with your nox­ious breath to dis­turb the serenity of our Morn­ing Star!”

				The girls in front of the dais raised their arms above their heads and echoed the old sooth­say­er’s wails.

				“Avaunt!” they cried sol­emnly. “Avaunt!”

				Now from a dis­tant corner of the room, a small fig­ure de­tached it­self out of the murky shad­ows. It was the fig­ure of a young negro, clad in white from head to foot. In the semi­d­ark­ness the draper­ies which he wore were alone vis­ible, and the whites of his eyes. Thus he seemed to be walk­ing without any feet, to have eyes without any face, and to be car­ry­ing a heavy ves­sel without us­ing any hands. His ap­pear­ance in­deed was so start­ling and so un­earthly that the man upon the dais could not sup­press and ex­clam­a­tion of ter­ror. Whereupon a wide row of dazzlingly white teeth showed some­where between the folds of the spec­tral draper­ies, and fur­ther en­hanced the spook-like ap­pear­ance of the black­amoor. He car­ried a deep bowl fash­ioned of chased cop­per, which he placed upon the table in front of the old wo­man, im­me­di­ately be­hind the crys­tal globe and the small met­al box. The seer then opened the box, took out a pinch of some­thing brown and powdery, and hold­ing it between fin­ger and thumb, she said sol­emnly:

				“From out the heart of France rises the in­cense of faith, of hope, and of love!” and she dropped the powder in­to the bowl. “May it prove ac­cept­able to him who is her chosen Lord!”

				A blu­ish flame shot up from out the depth of the ves­sel, shed for the space of a second or two its ghostly light upon the gaunt fea­tures of the old hag, the squat and grin­ning face of the negro, and toyed with the will-o’-the-wisp-like fit­ful­ness of the sur­round­ing gloom. A sweet-scen­ted smoke rose up­wards to the ceil­ing. Then the flame died down again, mak­ing the crim­son dark­ness around ap­pear by con­trast more lur­id and more mys­ter­i­ous than be­fore.

				Robe­s­pi­erre had not moved. His bound­less van­ity, his in­sa­ti­able am­bi­tion, blinded him to the ef­frontery, the ri­dicule of this mys­ti­cism. He ac­cep­ted the tan­gible in­cense, took a deep breath, as if to fill his en­tire be­ing with its heady fumes, just as he was al­ways ready to ac­cept the ful­some ad­u­la­tion of his de­votees and of his sy­co­phants.

				The old char­lat­an then re­peated her in­cant­a­tions. Once more she took powder from the box, threw some of it in­to the ves­sel, and spoke in a sepulchral voice:

				“From out of the heart of those who wor­ship thee rises the in­cense of their praise!”

				A del­ic­ate white flame rose im­me­di­ately out of the ves­sel. It shed a mo­ment­ary, un­earthly bright­ness around, then as speedily van­ished again. And for the third time the witch spoke the mys­tic words:

				“From out the heart of an en­tire na­tion rises the in­cense of per­fect joy in thy tri­umph over thine en­emies!”

				This time, how­ever, the ma­gic powder did not act quite so rap­idly as it had done on the two pre­vi­ous oc­ca­sions. For a few seconds the ves­sel re­mained dark and un­re­spons­ive; noth­ing came to dis­pel the sur­round­ing gloom. Even the light of the oil lamp over­head ap­peared sud­denly to grow dim. At any rate, so it seemed to the auto­crat who, with nerves on edge, sat upon his throne-like seat, his bony hands, so like the talons of a bird of prey, clutch­ing the arms of his chair, his nar­row eyes fixed upon the sybil, who in her turn was gaz­ing on the met­al ves­sel as if she would ex­tort some cabal­ist­ic mys­tery from its depth.

				All at once a bright red flame shot out of the bowl. Everything in the room be­came suf­fused with a crim­son glow. The old witch bend­ing over her cauldron looked as if she were smeared with blood, her eyes ap­peared blood­shot, her long hooked nose cast a huge black shad­ow over her mouth, dis­tort­ing the face in­to a hideous, ca­da­ver­ous grin. From her throat is­sued strange sounds like those of an an­im­al in the throes of pain.

				“Red! Red!” she lamen­ted, and gradu­ally as the flame sub­sided and fi­nally flickered out al­to­geth­er, her words be­came more dis­tinct. She raised the crys­tal globe and gazed fix­edly in­to it. “Al­ways red,” she went on slowly. “Thrice yes­ter­day did I cast the spell in the name of Our Chosen … thrice did the spir­its cloak their iden­tity in a blood-red flame … red … al­ways red … not only blood … but danger … danger of death through that which is red …”

				Robe­s­pi­erre had ris­en from his seat, his thin lips were mur­mur­ing hasty im­prec­a­tions. The kneel­ing fig­ur­ants looked scared, and strange wail­ing sounds came from their mouths. The young black­amoor alone looked self-pos­sessed. He stood by, evid­ently en­joy­ing the scene, his white teeth gleam­ing in a huge, board grin.

				“A truce on riddles, Moth­er!” Robe­s­pi­erre ex­claimed at last im­pa­tiently, and des­cen­ded hast­ily from the dais. He ap­proached the old nec­ro­man­cer, seized her by the arm, thrust his head in front of hers in an en­deav­our to see some­thing which ap­par­ently was re­vealed to her in the crys­tal globe. “What is it you see in there?” he quer­ied harshly.

				But she pushed him aside, gazed with rapt in­tent­ness in­to the globe.

				“Red!” she mur­mured. “Scar­let … aye, scar­let! And now it takes shape … Scar­let … and it ob­scures the Chosen One … the shape be­comes more clear … the Chosen One ap­pears more dim …”

				Then she gave a pier­cing shriek.

				“Be­ware! … be­ware! … that which is Scar­let is shaped like a flower … five petals, I see them dis­tinctly … and the Chosen One I see no more …”

				“Mal­edic­tion!” the man ex­claimed. “What fool­ery is this?”

				“No fool­ery,” the old char­lat­an re­sumed in a dull mono­tone. “Thou didst con­sult the or­acle, oh thou, who art the Chosen of the people of France! and the or­acle has spoken. Be­ware of a scar­let flower! From that which is scar­let comes danger of death for thee!”

				Wher­at Robe­s­pi­erre tried to laugh.

				“Someone has filled thy head, Moth­er,” he said in a voice which he vainly tried to steady, “with tales of the mys­ter­i­ous Eng­lish­man who goes by the name of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel—”

				“Thy mor­tal en­emy, O Mes­sen­ger of the Most High!” the old blas­phemer broke in sol­emnly. “In far-off fo­g­bound Eng­land he hath sworn thy death. Be­ware—”

				“If that is the only danger which threatens me—” the oth­er began, striv­ing to speak care­lessly.

				“The only one, and the greatest one,” the hag went on in­sist­ently. “Des­pise it not be­cause it seems small and re­mote.”

				“I do not des­pise it; neither do I mag­ni­fy it. A gnat is a nuis­ance, but not a danger.”

				“A gnat may wield a poisoned dart. The spir­its have spoken. Heed their warn­ing, O Chosen of the People! Des­troy the Eng­lish­man ere he des­troy thee!”

				“Pardi!” Robe­s­pi­erre re­tor­ted, and des­pite the stuffi­ness of the room he gave a shiver as if he felt cold. “Since thou dost com­mune with the spir­its, find out from them how I can ac­com­plish that.”

				The wo­man once more raised the crys­tal globe to the level of her breast. With her el­bows stretched out and her draper­ies fall­ing straight all around her, she gazed in­to it for a while in si­lence. Then she began to mur­mur.

				“I see the Scar­let Flower quite plainly … a small Scar­let Flower … And I see the great Light which is like an au­re­ole, the Light of the Chosen One. It is of dazzling bright­ness—but over the Scar­let Flower casts a Sty­gi­an shad­ow.”

				“Ask them,” Robe­s­pi­erre broke in per­emp­tor­ily, “ask thy spir­its how best I can over­come mine en­emy.”

				“I see some­thing,” the witch went on in an even mono­tone, still gaz­ing in­to the crys­tal globe “white and rose and tender … is it a wo­man … ?”

				“A wo­man?”

				“She is tall, and she is beau­ti­ful … a stranger in the land … with eyes dark as the night and tresses black as the raven’s wing … Yes, it is a wo­man … She stands between the Light and that blood-red flower. She takes the flower in her hand … she fondles it, raises it to her lips … Ah!” and the old seer gave a loud cry of tri­umph. “She tosses it mangled and bleed­ing in­to the con­sum­ing Light … And now it lies faded, torn, crushed, and the Light grows in ra­di­ance and in bril­liancy, and there is none now to dim its pristine glory—”

				“But the wo­man? Who is she?” the man broke in im­pa­tiently. “What is her name?”

				“The spir­its speak no names,” the seer replied. “Any wo­man would gladly be thy hand­maid, O Elect of France! The spir­its have spoken,” she con­cluded sol­emnly. “Sal­va­tion will come to thee by the hand of a wo­man.”

				“And mine en­emy?” he in­sisted. “Which of us two is in danger of death now—now that I am warned—which of us two?—mine Eng­lish en­emy, or I?”

				Noth­ing loth, the old hag was ready to con­tin­ue her sortilege. Robe­s­pi­erre hung breath­less upon her lips. His whole per­son­al­ity seemed trans­formed. He ap­peared eager, fear­ful, cred­u­lous—a dif­fer­ent man to the cold, cal­cu­lat­ing des­pot who sent thou­sands to their death with his meas­ured oratory, the mere power of his pres­ence. In­deed, his­tory has sought in vain for the prob­ably motive which drove this cyn­ic­al tyr­ant in­to con­sult­ing this pi­ti­able char­lat­an. That Cath­er­ine Théot had cer­tain psych­ic powers has nev­er been gain­said, and since the philo­soph­ers of the eight­eenth cen­tury had un­der­mined the re­li­gious su­per­sti­tions of the Middle Ages, it was only to be ex­pec­ted that in the great up­heav­al of this aw­ful Re­volu­tion, men and wo­men should turn to the mys­tic and the su­per­nat­ur­al as to a solace and res­pite from the fathom­less misery of their daily lives.

				In this world of ours, the more stu­pendous the events, the more abysmal the cata­strophes, the more do men real­ise their own im­pot­ence and the more eagerly do they look for the Hid­den Hand that is power­ful enough to bring about such events and to hurl upon them such dev­ast­at­ing cata­clysms. In­deed, nev­er since the dawn of his­tory had so many theo­sophies, de­mon­o­log­ies, oc­cult arts, spir­itu­al­ism, ex­or­cism of all sorts, flour­ished as they did now: the The­ists, the Rosicru­cians, the Il­lu­minati, Sweden­borg, the Count of Saint Ger­main, Weishaupt, and scores of oth­ers, avowed char­lat­ans or earn­est be­liev­ers, had their neo­phytes, their de­votees, and their cults.

				Cath­er­ine Théot was one of many: for the nonce, one of the most note­worthy in Par­is. She be­lieved her­self to be en­dowed with the gift of proph­ecy, and her fet­ish was Robe­s­pi­erre. In this at least she was genu­ine. She be­lieved him now to be a new Mes­si­ah, the Elect of God. Nay! she loudly pro­claimed him as such, and one of her earli­est neo­phytes, an ex-Carthu­s­i­an monk named Gerle, who sat in the Con­ven­tion next to the great man, had whispered in the lat­ter’s ear the in­si­di­ous flat­tery which had gradu­ally led his foot­steps to the witch’s lair.

				Wheth­er his own van­ity—which was without lim­it and prob­ably without par­al­lel—caused him to be­lieve in his own heav­en-sent mis­sion, or wheth­er he only de­sire to strengthen his own pop­ular­ity by en­dow­ing it with su­per­nat­ur­al prestige, is a mat­ter of con­jec­ture. Cer­tain it is that he did lend him­self to Cath­er­ine Théot’s cabal­ist­ic prac­tices and that he al­lowed him­self to be flattered and wor­shipped by the nu­mer­ous nepo­hytes who flocked to this new temple of ma­gic, either from mys­tic­al fe­vour or merely to serve their own ends by fawn­ing on the most dreaded man in France.

			
			
				II

				Cath­er­ine Théot had re­mained ri­gidly still, in rapt con­tem­pla­tion. It seemed as if she pondered over the Chosen One’s last per­emp­tory de­mand.

				“Which of us two,” he had quer­ied, in a dry, hard voice, “is in danger of death now—now that I am warned—mine Eng­lish en­emy, or I?”

				The next mo­ment, as if moved by in­spir­a­tion, she took an­oth­er pinch of powder out of the met­al box. The nig­ger’s bright black eyes fol­lowed her every move­ment, as did the dic­tat­or’s half-con­temp­tu­ous gaze. The girls had be­gun to in­tone a mono­ton­ous chant. As the seer dropped the powder in­to the met­al bowl, a highly scen­ted smoke shot up­wards and the in­teri­or of the ves­sel was suf­fused with a golden glow. The smoke rose in spir­als. Its fumes spread through the air­less room, ren­der­ing the at­mo­sphere in­suf­fer­ably heavy.

				The dic­tat­or of France felt a strange ex­ulta­tion run­ning through him, as with deep breaths he in­haled the po­tent fumes. It seemed to him as if his body had sud­denly be­come eth­er­e­al­ised, as if he were in truth the Chosen of the Most High as well as the idol of France. Thus dis­em­bod­ied, he felt in him­self bound­less strength! the power to rise tri­umphant over all his en­emies, who­ever they may be. There was a mighty buzz­ing in his ears like the re­ver­ber­a­tion of thou­sands of trum­pets and drums ringing and beat­ing in uni­son to his ex­al­ta­tion and to his might. His eyes ap­peared to see the whole of the people of France, clad in white robes, with ropes round their necks, and bow­ing as slaves to the ground be­fore him. He was rid­ing on a cloud. His throne was of gold. In his hand he had a sceptre of flame, and be­neath his feet lay, crushed and mangled, a huge scar­let flower. The sybil’s voice reached his ears as if through a sur­per­nal trum­pet:

				“Thus lie forever crushed at the feet of the Chosen One, those who have dared to defy his power!”

				Great­er and great­er be­came his ex­ulta­tion. He felt him­self up­lif­ted high, high above the clouds, un­til he could see the world as a mere crys­tal ball at his feet. His head had touched the portals of heav­en; his eyes gazed upon his own majesty, which was second only to that of God. An etern­ity went by. He was im­mor­tal.

				Then sud­denly, through all the mys­tic mu­sic, the clari­on sounds and songs of praise, there came a sound, so strange and yet so hu­man, that the almighty dic­tat­or’s wan­der­ing spir­it was in an in­stant hurled back to earth, brought down with a mighty jerk which left him giddy, sick, with throat dry and burn­ing eyes. He could not stand on his feet, in­deed would have fallen but that the negro had hast­ily pulled a chair for­ward, in­to which he sank, swoon­ing with un­ac­count­able hor­ror.

				And yet that sound had been harm­less enough: just a peal of laughter, merry and in­ane—noth­ing more. It came faintly echo­ing from bey­ond the heavy portière. Yet it had un­nerved the most ruth­less des­pot in France. He looked about him, scared and mys­ti­fied. Noth­ing had been changed since he had gone wan­der­ing in­to Elysi­an fields. He was still in a stuffy, cur­tained room; there was the dais on which he had sat; the two wo­men still chanted their weird lament; and there was the old nec­ro­man­cer in her shape­less, col­our­less robe, coolly set­ting down the crys­tal globe upon its carved stand. There was the black­amoor, grin­ning and mis­chiev­ous, the met­al ves­sel, the oil lamp, the thread­bare car­pet. What of all this had been a dream? The clouds and the trum­pets, or that peal of hu­man laughter with the quaint, in­ane catch in it? No one looked scared: the girls chanted, the old hag mumbled vague dir­ec­tions to her black at­tend­ant, who tried to look sol­emn, since he was paid to keep his imp­ish mirth in check.

				“What was that?” Robe­s­pi­erre mur­mured at last.

				The old wo­man looked up.

				“What was what, O Chosen One?” she asked.

				“I heard a sound—” he mumbled. “A laugh … Is any­one else in the room?”

				She shrugged her shoulders.

				“People are wait­ing in the ante­cham­ber,” she replied care­lessly, “un­til it is the pleas­ure of the Chosen One to go. As a rule they wait pa­tiently, and in si­lence. But one of them may have laughed.” Then, as he made no fur­ther com­ment but still stood there si­lent, as if ir­res­ol­ute, she quer­ied with a great show of de­fer­ence: “What is thy next pleas­ure, O thou who art be­loved of the people of France?”

				“Noth­ing … noth­ing!” he mur­mured. “I’ll go now.”

				She turned straight to him and made him elab­or­ate obeis­ance, wav­ing her arms about her. The two girls struck the ground with their fore­heads. The Chosen One, in his in­ner­most heart vaguely con­scious of ri­dicule, frowned im­pa­tiently.

				“Do not,” he said per­emp­tor­ily, “let any­one know that I have been here.”

				“Only those who id­ol­ise thee—” she began.

				“I know—I know,” he broke in more gently, for the ful­some ad­u­la­tion soothed his ex­acer­bated nerves. “But I have many en­emies … and thou too art watched with malevol­ent eyes … Let not our en­emies make cap­it­al of our in­ter­course.”

				“I swear to thee, O Mighty Lord, that thy ser­vant obeys thy be­hests in all things.”

				“That is well,” he re­tor­ted drily. “But thy ad­epts are wont to talk too much. I’ll not have my name ban­died about for the glor­i­fic­a­tion of thy nec­ro­mancy.”

				“Thy name is sac­red to thy ser­vants,” she in­sisted with pon­der­ous solem­nity. “As sac­red as is thy per­son. Thous art the re­gen­er­at­or of the true faith, the Elect of the First Cause, the high priest of a new re­li­gion. We are but thy ser­vants, thy hand­maids, thy wor­ship­pers.”

				All this char­lat­an­ism was pre­cious in­cense to the lim­it­less van­ity of the des­pot. His im­pa­tience van­ished, as did his mo­ment­ary ter­ror. He be­came kind, urbane, con­des­cend­ing. At the last, the old hag al­most pros­trated her­self be­fore him, and clasp­ing her wrinkled hands to­geth­er, she said in tones of rev­er­en­tial en­treaty:

				“In the name of thy­self, of France, of the en­tire world, I ad­jure thee to lend ear to what the spir­its have re­vealed this day. Be­ware the danger that comes to thee from the scar­let flower. Set thy almighty mind to com­pass its de­struc­tion. Do not dis­dain a wo­man’s help, since the spir­its have pro­claimed that through a wo­man thou shalt be saved. Re­mem­ber! Re­mem­ber!” she ad­jured him with ever-grow­ing earn­est­ness. “Once be­fore, the world was saved through a wo­man. A wo­man crushed the ser­pent be­neath her foot. Let a wo­man now crush that scar­let flower be­neath hers. Re­mem­ber!”

				She ac­tu­ally kissed his feet; and he, blinded by self-con­ceit to the folly of this fet­ish­ism and the ri­dicule of his own ac­cept­ance of it, raised his hand above her head as if in the act of pro­noun­cing a be­ne­dic­tion.

				Then without an­oth­er word he turned to go. The young negro brought him his hat and cloak. The lat­ter he wrapped closely round his shoulders, his hat he pulled down well over his eyes. Thus muffled and, he hoped, un­re­cog­nis­able, he passed with a firm tread out of the room.

			
			
				III

				For awhile the old witch waited, strain­er her ears to catch the last sound of those re­treat­ing foot­steps; then, with a curt word and an im­pa­tient clap­ping of her hands, she dis­missed her at­tend­ants, the negro as well as her neo­phytes. These young wo­men at her word lost quickly enough their air of rapt mys­ti­cism, be­came very hu­man in­deed, stretched out their limbs, yawned lust­ily, and with none too grace­ful move­ments un­curled them­selves and struggled to their feet. Chat­ter­ing and laugh­ing like so many mag­pies let out of a cage, they soon dis­ap­peared through the door in the rear.

				Again the old wo­man waited si­lent and mo­tion­less un­til that merry sound too gradu­ally sub­sided. Then she went across the room to the dais, and drew aside the cur­tain which hung be­hind it.

				“Cit­izen Chauvelin!” she called per­emp­tor­ily.

				A small fig­ure of a man stepped out from the gloom. He was dressed in black, his hair, of a non­des­cript blonde shade and his crumpled lin­en alone told light in the gen­er­al som­bre­ness of his ap­pear­ance.

				“Well?” he re­tor­ted drily.

				“Are you sat­is­fied?” the old wo­man went on with eager im­pa­tience. “You heard what I said?”

				“Yes, I heard,” he replied. “Think you he will act on it?”

				“I am cer­tain of it.”

				“But why not have named Ther­esia Cabar­rus? Then, at least, I would have been sure—”

				“He might have re­coiled at an ac­tu­al name,” the wo­man replied, “sus­pec­ted me of con­niv­ance. The Chosen of the people of France is shrewd as well as dis­trust­ful. And I have my repu­ta­tion to con­sider. But, re­mem­ber what I said: ‘tall, dark, beau­ti­ful, a stranger in this land!’ So, if in­deed you re­quire the help of the Span­iard—”

				“In­deed I do!” he re­joined earn­estly. And, as if speak­ing to his own in­ward self, “Ther­esia Cabar­rus is the only wo­man I know who can really help me.”

				“But you can­not force her con­sent, cit­izen Chauvelin,” the sybil in­sisted.

				The eyes of cit­izen Chauvelin lit up sud­denly with a flash of that old fire of long ago, when he was power­ful enough to com­pel the con­sent or the co­oper­a­tion of any man, wo­man or child on whom he had deigned to cast an ap­prais­ing glance. But the flash was only mo­ment­ary. The next second he had once more re­sumed his un­ob­trus­ive, even humbled, at­ti­tude.

				“My friends, who are few,” he said, with a quick sigh of im­pa­tience; “and mine en­emies, who are without num­ber, will read­ily share your con­vic­tion, Moth­er, that cit­izen Chauvelin can com­pel no one to do his bid­ding these days. Least of all the af­fi­anced wife of power­ful Tal­li­en.”

				“Well, then,” the sybil ar­gued, “how think you that—”

				“I only hope, Moth­er,” Chauvelin broke in suavely, “that after your séance today, cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre him­self will see to it that Ther­esia Cabar­rus gives me the help I need.”

				Cath­er­ine Théot shrugged her shoulders.

				“Oh!” she said drily, “the Cabar­rus knows no law save that of her caprice. And as Tal­li­en’s fiancée she is al­most im­mune.”

				“Al­most, but not quite! Tal­li­en is power­ful, but so was Danton.”

				“But Tal­li­en is prudent, which Danton was not.”

				“Tal­li­en is also a cow­ard; and eas­ily led like a lamb, with a hal­ter. He came back from Bor­deaux tied to the ap­ron-strings of the fair Span­iard. He should have spread fire and ter­ror in the re­gion; but at her bid­ding he dis­pensed justice and even mercy in­stead. A little more air­ing of his mod­er­ate views, a few more acts of un­pat­ri­ot­ic clem­eney, and power­ful Tal­li­en him­self may be­come ‘sus­pect.’ ”

				“And you think that, when he is,” the old wo­man re­joined with grim sar­casm, “you will hold his fair be­trothed in the hol­low of your hand?”

				“Cer­tainly!” he as­sen­ted, and with an acid smile fell to con­tem­plat­ing his thin, talon-like palms. “Since Robe­s­pi­erre, coun­selled by Moth­er Théot, will him­self have placed her there.”

				Whereupon Cath­er­ine Théot ceased to ar­gue, since the oth­er ap­peared so sure of him­self. Once more she shrugged her shoulders.

				“Well, then, if you are sat­is­fied …” she said.

				“I am. Quite,” he replied, and at once plunged his hand in the breast-pock­et of his coat. He had caught the look of av­arice and of greed which had glittered in the old hag’s eyes. From his pock­et he drew a bundle of notes, for which Cath­er­ine im­me­di­ately stretched out a grasp­ing hand. But be­fore giv­ing her the money, he ad­ded a stern warn­ing.

				“Si­lence, re­mem­ber! And, above all, dis­cre­tion!”

				“You may rely on me, cit­izen,” the sybil ri­pos­ted quietly. “I am not likely to blab.”

				He did not place the notes in her hand, but threw them down on the table with a ges­ture of con­tempt, without deign­ing to count. But Cath­er­ine Théot cared noth­ing for his con­tempt. She coolly picked up the notes and hid them in the folds of her vo­lu­min­ous draper­ies. Then as Chauvelin, without an­oth­er word, had turned un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously to go, she placed a bony hand upon his arm.

				“And I can rely on you, cit­izen,” she in­sisted firmly, “that when the Scar­let Pim­per­nel is duly cap­tured …”

				“There will be ten thou­sand livres for you,” he broke in im­pa­tiently, “if my scheme with Ther­esia Cabar­rus is suc­cess­ful. I nev­er go back on my word.”

				“And I’ll not go back on mine,” she con­cluded drily. “We are de­pend­ent on one an­oth­er, cit­izen Chauvelin. You want to cap­ture the Eng­lish spy, and I want ten thou­sand livres, so that I may re­tire from act­ive life and quietly cul­tiv­ate a plot of cab­bages some­where in the sun­shine. So you may leave the mat­ter to me, my friend. I’ll not al­low the great Robe­s­pi­erre to rest till he has com­pelled Ther­esia Cabar­rus to do your bid­ding. Then you may use her as you think best. That gang of Eng­lish spies must be found, and crushed. We can­not have the Chosen of the Most High threatened by such ver­min. Ten thou­sand livres, you say?” the sybil went on, and once again, as in the pres­ence of the dic­tat­or, a mys­tic ex­ulta­tion ap­peared to pos­sess her soul. Gone was the glit­ter of av­arice from her eyes; her wizened face seem trans­figured, her shrunken form to gain in stature. “Nay! I would serve you on my knees and ac­cord you wor­ship, if you avert the scar­let danger that hov­ers over the head of the Be­loved of France!”

				But Chauvelin was ob­vi­ously in no mood to listen to the old hag’s jeremi­ads, and while with arms up­lif­ted she once more worked her­self up to a hys­ter­ic­al burst of en­thu­si­asm for the bloodthirsty mon­ster whom she wor­shipped, he shook him­self free from her grasp and fi­nally slipped out of the room, without fur­ther wast­ing his breath.

			
		
	
		
			
				III

				The Fel­low­ship of Grief

			
			
				I

				In the ante­cham­ber of Cath­er­ine Théot’s abode of mys­ter­ies some two hours later, half a dozen per­sons were sit­ting. The room was long, nar­row and bare, its walls dank and col­our­less, and save for the rough wooden benches on which these per­son sat, was void of any fur­niture. The benches were ranged against the walls; the one win­dow at the end was shuttered as to ex­clude all day­light, and from the ceil­ing there hung a broken-down wrought-iron chan­delier, wherein a couple of lighted tal­low candles were set, the smoke from which rose in ir­reg­u­lar spir­als up­wards to the low and blackened ceil­ing.

				These per­sons who sat or sprawled upon the benches did not speak to one an­oth­er. They ap­peared to be wait­ing. One or two of them were seem­ingly asleep; oth­ers, from time to time, would rouse them­selves from their apathy, look with dim, in­quir­ing eyes in the dir­ec­tion of a heavy portière. When this sub­sided again all those in the bare wait­ing-room re­sumed their pa­tient, leth­ar­gic at­ti­tude, and a si­lence—weird and ab­so­lute—reigned once more over them all. Now and then some­body would sigh, and at one time one of the sleep­ers snored.

				Far away a church clock struck six.

			
			
				II

				A few minutes later, the portière was lif­ted, and a girl came in­to the room. She held a shawl, very much the worse for wear, tightly wrapped around her mea­gre shoulders, and from be­neath her rough wollen skirt her small feet ap­peared clad in well-worn shoes and darned worsted stock­ings. Her hair, which was fair and soft, was par­tially hid­den un­der a white muslin cap, and as she walked with a brisk step across the room, she looked neither to right nor left, ap­peared to move as in a dream. And her large grey eyes were brim­ming over with tears.

				Neither her rap­id pas­sage across the room nor her exit through a door im­me­di­ately op­pos­ite the win­dow cre­ated the slight­est stir amongst those who were wait­ing. Only one of the men, a huge un­gainly gi­ant, whose long limbs ap­peared to stretch half-across the bare wooden floor, looked up lazily as she passed.

				After the girl had gone, si­lence once more fell on the small as­sembly. Not a sound came from be­hind the portière; but from bey­ond the oth­er door the faint pat­ter of the girl’s feet could be heard gradu­ally fad­ing away as she went slowly down the stone stairs.

				A few more minutes went by, then the door be­hind the portière was opened and a ca­da­ver­ous voice spoke the word, “Enter!”

				There was a faint stir among those who waited. A wo­man rose from her seat, said dully: “My turn, I think?” and, glid­ing across the room like some bod­i­less spectre, she presently van­ished be­hind the portière.

				“Are you go­ing to the Fraternal Sup­per to­night, cit­izen Lan­glois?” the gi­ant said, after the wo­man had gone. His tone was rasp­ing and harsh and his voice came with a wheeze and an ob­vi­ously pain­ful ef­fort from his broad, doubled-up chest.

				“Not I!” Lan­glois replied. “I must speak with Moth­er Théot. My wife made me prom­ise. She is too ill to come her­self, and the poor un­for­tu­nate be­lieves in the Théot’s in­cant­a­tions.”

				“Come out and get some fresh air, then,” the oth­er re­joined. “It is stifling in here!”

				It was in­deed stuffy in the dark, smoke-laden room. The man put his bony hand up to his chest, as if to quell a spasm of pain. A hor­rible, rasp­ing cough shook his big body and brought a sweat to his brow. Lan­glois, a wizened little fig­ure of a man, who looked him­self as if he had one foot in the grave, waited pa­tiently un­til the spasm was over, then, with the in­dif­fer­ence pe­cu­li­ar to these tur­bu­lent times, he said lightly:

				“I would just as soon sit here as wear out shoe-leath­er on the cobble­stones of this God­for­saken hole. And I don’t want to miss my turn with moth­er Théot.”

				“You’ll have an­oth­er four hours may­hap to wait in this filthy at­mo­sphere.”

				“What an ar­isto you are, cit­izen Rat­eau!” the oth­er re­tor­ted drily. “Al­ways talk­ing about the at­mo­sphere!”

				“So would you, if you had only one lung where­with to in­hale this filth,” growled the gi­ant through a wheeze.

				“Then don’t wait for me, my friend,” Lan­glois con­cluded with a care­less shrug of his nar­row shoulders. “And, if you don’t mind miss­ing your turn …”

				“I do not,” was Rat­eau’s curt reply. “I would as soon be last as not. But I’ll come back presently. I am the third from now. If I’m not back you can have my turn, and I’ll fol­low you in. But I can’t—”

				His next words were smothered in a ter­rible fit of cough­ing, as he struggled to his feet. Lan­glois swore at him for mak­ing such a noise, and the wo­men, roused from their som­no­lence, sigh with im­pa­tience or resig­na­tion. But all those who re­mained seated on the benches watched with a kind of dull curi­os­ity the un­gainly fig­ure of the asth­mat­ic gi­ant as he made his way across the room and anon went out through the door.

				His heavy foot­steps were heard des­cend­ing the stone stairs with a shuff­ling sound, and the clat­ter of his wooden shoes. The wo­men once more settled them­selves against the dank walls, with feet stretched out be­fore them and arms fol­ded over their breasts, and in that highly un­com­fort­able po­s­i­tion pre­pared once more to go to sleep.

				Lan­glois bur­ied his hands in the pock­ets of his breeches, spat con­ten­tedly upon the floor, and con­tin­ued to wait.

			
			
				III

				In the mean­while, the girl who, with tear-filled eyes, had come out of the in­ner mys­ter­i­ous room in Moth­er Théot’s apart­ments, had, after a slow des­cent down the in­ter­min­able stone stairs, at last reached the open air.

				The Rue de la Planchette is only a street in name, for the houses in it are few and far between. One side of it is taken up for the ma­jor por­tion of its length by the dry moat which at this point forms the bound­ary of the Ar­sen­al and of the mil­it­ary ground around the Bastille. The house wherein lodged Moth­er Théot is one of a small group situ­ated be­hind the Bastille, the grim ru­ins of which can be dis­tinctly seen from the up­per win­dows. Im­me­di­ately fa­cing those houses is the Porte St. Ant­oine, through which the way­farer in this re­mote quarter of Par­is has to pass in or­der to reach the more pop­u­lous parts of the city. This is just a lonely and squal­id back­wa­ter, broken up by un­developed land and tim­ber yards. One end of the street abuts on the river, the oth­er be­comes merged in the equally re­mote sub­urb of Popin­court.

				But, for the girl who had just come out of the heavy, fet­id at­mo­sphere of Moth­er Théot’s lodgings, the air which reached her nos­trils as she came out of the wick­et-gate, was pos­it­ive manna to her lungs. She stood for awhile quite still, drink­ing in the balmy spring air, al­most dizzy with the sen­sa­tion of pur­ity and of free­dom which came to her from over the vast stretch of open ground oc­cu­pied by the Ar­sen­al. For a minute or two she stood there, then walked de­lib­er­ately in the dir­ec­tion of the Porte St. Ant­oine.

				She was very tired, for she had come to the Rue de la Planchette on foot all the way from the small apart­ment in the St. Ger­main quarter, where she lodged with her moth­er and sis­ter and a young broth­er; she had be­come weary and jaded by sit­ting for hours on a hard wooden bench, wait­ing her turn to speak with Moth­er Théot, and then stand­ing for what seemed an etern­ity of time in the pres­ence of the sooth­say­er, who had fur­ther har­assed her nerves by weird proph­ecies and mys­tic in­cant­a­tions.

				But for the nonce wear­i­ness was for­got­ten. Ré­gine de Ser­val was go­ing to meet the man she loved, at a tryst­ing-place which they had marked as their own: the porch of the church of Petit St. Ant­oine, a se­cluded spot where neither pry­ing eyes could see them nor ears listen to what they had to say. A spot which to poor little Ré­gine was the very threshold of Para­dise, for here she had Ber­trand all to her­self, un­dis­turbed by the prattle of Joséphine or Jacques or the quer­ulous com­plaints of ma­man, cooped up in that miser­able apart­ment in the old St. Ger­main quarter of the city.

				So she walked briskly and without hes­it­a­tion. Ber­trand had agreed to meet her at five o’clock. It was now close on half-past six. It was still day­light, and a bril­liant April sun­set tinged the cu­pola of Ste. Mar­ie with gold and drew long fant­ast­ic shad­ows across the wide Rue St. Ant­oine.

				Ré­gine had crossed the Rue des Bal­ais, and the church porch of Petit St. Ant­oine was bust a few paces farther on, when she be­came con­scious of heavy, drag­ging foot­steps some little way be­hind her. Im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards, the dis­tress­ing sound of a rack­ing cough reached her ears, fol­lowed by heartrend­ing groans as of a hu­man creature in griev­ous bod­ily pain. The girl, not in the least frightened, in­stinct­ively turned to look, and was moved to pity on see­ing a man lean­ing against the wall of a house, in a state bor­der­ing on col­lapse, his hands con­vuls­ively grasp­ing his chest, which ap­peared lit­er­ally torn by a vi­ol­ent fit of cough­ing. For­get­ting her own troubles, as well as the joy which awaited her so close at hand, Ré­gine un­hes­it­at­ingly re­crossed the road, ap­proached the suf­fer­er, and in a gentle voice asked him if she could be of any as­sist­ance to him in his dis­tress.

				“A little wa­ter,” he gasped, “for mercy’s sake!”

				Just for a second or two she looked about her, doubt­ful as to what to do, hop­ing per­haps to catch sight of Ber­trand, if he had not giv­en up all hope of meet­ing her. The next, she had stepped boldly through the wick­et-gate of the nearest porte-cochère, and find­ing her way to the lodge of the con­ci­erge, she asked for a drop of wa­ter for a passerby who was in pain. A jug of wa­ter was at once handed to her by a sym­path­et­ic con­ci­erge, and with it she went back to com­plete her simple act of mercy.

				For a mo­ment she was puzzled, not see­ing the poor vag­a­bond there, where she had left him half-swoon­ing against the wall. But soon she spied him, in the very act of turn­ing un­der the little church porch of Petit St. Ant­oine, the hal­lowed spot of her fre­quent meet­ings with Ber­trand.

			
			
				IV

				He seemed to have crawled there for shel­ter, and there he col­lapsed upon the wooden bench, in the most re­mote angle of the porch. Of Ber­trand there was not a sign.

				Ré­gine was soon by the side of the un­for­tu­nate. She held up the jug of wa­ter to his quak­ing lips, and he drank eagerly. After that he felt bet­ter, muttered vague words of thanks. But he seemed so weak, des­pite his stature, which ap­peared im­mense in this nar­row en­clos­ure, that she did not like to leave him. She sat down be­side him, sud­denly con­scious of fa­tigue. He seemed harm­less enough, and after awhile began to tell her of his trouble. This aw­ful asthma, which he had con­trac­ted in the cam­paign against the Eng­lish in Hol­land, where he and his com­rades had to march in snow and ice, of­ten shoe­less and with noth­ing but bass mats around their shoulders. He had but lately been dis­charged out of the army as totally un­fit, and he had no money where­with to pay a doc­tor, he would no doubt have been dead by now but that a com­rade had spoken to him of Moth­er Théot, a mar­vel­lous sor­ceress, who knew the art of drugs and simples, and could cure all ail­ments of the body by the mere lay­ing on of hands.

				“Ah, yes,” the girl sighed in­vol­un­tar­ily, “of the body!”

				Through the very act of sit­ting still, a deadly las­sit­ude had crept in­to her limbs. She was thank­ful not to move, to say little, and to listen with half an ear to the vag­a­bond’s jeremi­ads. Any­how, she was sure that Ber­trand would no longer be wait­ing. He was ever im­pa­tient if he thought that she failed him in any­thing, and it was she who had ap­poin­ted five o’clock for their meet­ing. Even now the church clock way above the porch was strik­ing half-past six. And the asth­mat­ic gi­ant went glibly on. He had par­tially re­covered his breath.

				“Aye!” he was say­ing, in re­sponse to her lament, “and of the mind, too. I had a com­rade whose sweet­heart was false to him while he was fight­ing for his coun­try. Moth­er Théot gave him a po­tion which he ad­min­istered to the faith­less one, and she re­turned to him as full of ar­dour as ever be­fore.”

				“I have no faith in po­tions,” the girl said, and shook her head sadly the while tears once more gathered in her eyes.

				“No more have I,” the gi­ant as­sen­ted care­lessly. “But if my sweet­heart was false to me I know what I would do.”

				This he said in so droll a fash­ion, and the whole idea of this ugly, un­gainly creature hav­ing a sweet­heart was so com­ic­al, that des­pite her will, the ghost of a smile crept round the young girl’s sens­it­ive mouth.

				“What would you do, cit­izen?” she quer­ied gently.

				“Just take her away, out of the reach of tempta­tion,” he replied sen­ten­tiously. “I should say, ‘This must stop,’ and ‘You come away with me, ma mie!’ ”

				“Ah!” she re­tor­ted im­puls­ively, “it is easy to talk. A man can do so much. What can a wo­man do?”

				She checked her­self ab­ruptly, ashamed of hav­ing said so much. What was this miser­able caitiff to her that she should as much as hint her troubles in his hear­ing? In these days of count­less spies, of in­nu­mer­able con­fid­ence tricks set to catch the un­wary, it was more than fool­hardy to speak of one’s private af­fairs to any stranger, let alone to an out-at-el­bows vag­a­bond who was just the sort of re­fuse of hu­man­ity who would earn a pre­cari­ous live­li­hood by the sale of in­form­a­tion, true or false, wormed out of some in­no­cent fel­low-creature. Hardly, then, were the words out of her mouth than the girl re­pen­ted of her folly, turned quick, frightened eyes on the ab­ject creature be­side her.

				But he ap­peared not to have heard. A wheezy cough came out of his bony chest. Nor did he meet her ter­ri­fied gaze.

				“What did you say, citoy­enne?” he muttered fret­fully. “Are you dream­ing? … or what? …”

				“Yes—yes!” she mur­mured vaguely, her heart still beat­ing with that sud­den fright. “I must have been dream­ing … But you … you are bet­ter—?”

				“Bet­ter? Per­haps,” he replied, with a hoarse laugh. “I might even be able to crawl home.”

				“Do you live very far?” she asked.

				“No. Just by the Rue de l’Ani­er.”

				He made no at­tempt to thank her for her gentle min­is­tra­tion, and she thought of how un­gainly he looked—al­most re­pel­lent—sprawl­ing right across the porch, with his long legs stretched out be­fore him and his hands bur­ied in the pock­ets of his breeches. Nev­er­the­less, he looked so help­less and so pi­ti­able that the girl’s kind heart was again stirred with com­pas­sion, and when presently he struggled with dif­fi­culty to his feet, she said im­puls­ively:

				“The Rue de l’Ani­er is on my way. If you will wait, I’ll re­turn the jug to the kind con­ci­erge who let me have it and I’ll walk with you. You really ought not to be about the street alone.”

				“Oh, I am bet­ter now,” he muttered, in the same un­gra­cious way. “You had best leave me alone. I am not a suit­able gal­lant for a pretty wench like you.”

				But already the girl had tripped away with the jug, and re­turned two minutes later to find that the curi­ous creature had already star­ted on his way and was fifty yards or more farther up the street by now. She shrugged her shoulders, feel­ing mor­ti­fied at his in­grat­it­ude, and not a little ashamed that she had forced her com­pas­sion where it was so ob­vi­ously un­wel­come.

			
		
	
		
			
				IV

				One Dram of Joy Must Have a Pound of Care

			
			
				I

				She stood for a mo­ment, gaz­ing mech­an­ic­ally on the re­treat­ing fig­ure of the asth­mat­ic gi­ant. The next mo­ment she heard her name spoken, and turned quickly with a little cry of joy.

				“Ré­gine!”

				A young man was hur­ry­ing to­wards her, was soon by her side and took her hand.

				“I have been wait­ing,” he said re­proach­fully, “for more than an hour.”

				In the twi­light his face ap­peared pinched and pale, with dark, deep-sunken eyes that told of a troubled soul and a con­sum­ing, in­ward fire. He wore cloth clothes that were very much the worse for wear, and boots that were down at heel. A battered tri­corne hat was pushed back from his high fore­head, ex­pos­ing the veined temples with the line of brown hair, and the arched, in­tel­lec­tu­al brows that pro­claimed the en­thu­si­ast rather than the man of ac­tion.

				“I am sorry, Ber­trand,” the girl said simply. “But I had to wait such a long time at Moth­er Théot’s, and—”

				“But what were you do­ing now?” he quer­ied with an im­pa­tient frown. “I saw you from a dis­tance. You came out of yon­der house, and then stood here like one be­wildered. You did not hear when first I called.”

				“I have had quite a funny ad­ven­ture,” Ré­gine ex­plained; “and I am very tired. Sit down with me, Ber­trand, for a mo­ment. I’ll tell you all about it.”

				A flat re­fus­al hovered palp­ably on his lips.

				“It is too late—” he began, and the frown of im­pa­tience deepened upon his brow. He tried to protest, but Ré­gine did look very tired. Already, without wait­ing for his con­sent, she had turned in­to the little porch, and Ber­trand per­force had to fol­low her.

				The shades of even­ing now were fast gath­er­ing in, and the lengthened shad­ows stretched out away, right across the street. The last rays of the sink­ing sun still tinged the roofs and chim­ney pots op­pos­ite with a crim­son hue. But here, in the hal­lowed little tryst­ing-place, the king­dom of night had already es­tab­lished its sway. The dark­ness lent an air of solitude and of se­cur­ity to this tiny refuge, and Ré­gine drew a happy little sigh as she walked de­lib­er­ately to its farther­most re­cess and sat down on the wooden bench in it ex­treme and darkest angle.

				Be­hind her, the heavy oaken door of the church was closed. The church it­self, own­ing to the con­tu­ma­cious­ness of its par­ish priest, had been de­sec­rated by the ruth­less hands of the Ter­ror­ists and left derel­ict, to fall in­to de­cay. The stone walls them­selves ap­peared cut off from the world, as if os­tra­cised. But between them Ré­gine felt safe, and when Ber­trand Mon­crif some­what re­luct­antly sat down be­side her, she also felt al­most happy.

				“It is very late,” he mur­mured once more, un­gra­ciously.

				She was lean­ing her head against the wall, looked so pale, with eyes closed and blood­less lips, that the young man’s heart was sud­denly filled with com­punc­tion.

				“You are not ill, Ré­gine?” he asked, more gently.

				“No,” she replied, and smiled bravely up at him. “Only very tired and a little dizzy. The at­mo­sphere in Cath­er­ine Théot’s rooms was stifling, and then when I came out—”

				He took her hand, ob­vi­ously mak­ing an ef­fort to be pa­tient and to be kind; and she, not no­ti­cing the ef­fort or his ab­sorp­tion, began to tell him about her little ad­ven­ture with the asth­mat­ic gi­ant.

				“Such a droll creature,” she ex­plained. “He would have frightened me but for that aw­ful, church­yard cough.”

				But the mat­ter did not seem to in­terest Ber­trand very much; and presently he took ad­vant­age of a pause in her nar­rat­ive to ask ab­ruptly:

				“And Moth­er Théot, what had she to say?”

				Ré­gine gave a shud­der.

				“She fore­tells danger for us all,” she said.

				“The old char­lat­an!” he re­tor­ted with a shrug of the shoulders. “As if every­one was not in danger these days!”

				“She gave me a powder,” Ré­gine went on simply, “which she thinks will calm Joséphine’s nerves.”

				“And that is folly,” he broke in harshly. “We do not want Joséphine’s nerves to be calmed.”

				But at his words, which in truth soun­ded al­most cruel, Ré­gine roused her­self with a sud­den air of au­thor­ity.

				“Ber­trand,” she said firmly, “you are do­ing a great wrong by drag­ging the child in­to your schemes. Joséphine is too young to be used as a tool by a pack of thought­less en­thu­si­asts.”

				A bit­ter, scorn­ful laugh from Ber­trand broke in on her vehe­mence.

				“Thought­less en­thu­si­asts!” he ex­claimed roughly. “Is that how you call us, Ré­gine? My God! where is your loy­alty, your de­vo­tion? Have you no faith, no as­pir­a­tions? Do you no longer wor­ship God or rev­er­ence your King?”

				“In heav­en’s name, Ber­trand, take care!” she whispered hoarsely, looked about her as if the stone walls of the porch had ears and eyes fixed upon the man she loved.

				“Take care!” he re­joined bit­terly. “Yes! that is your creed now. Cau­tion! Cir­cum­spec­tion! You fear—”

				“For you,” she broke in re­proach­fully; “for Joséphine; for ma­man; for Jacques—not for my­self, God knows!”

				“We must all take risks, Ré­gine,” he re­tor­ted more com­posedly. “We must all risk our miser­able lives in or­der to end this aw­ful, re­volt­ing tyranny. We must have a wider out­look, think not only of ourselves, of those im­me­di­ately round us, but of France, of hu­man­ity, of the en­tire world. The des­pot­ism of a bloodthirsty auto­crat has made of the people of France a people of slaves, cringing, fear­ful, ab­ject—swayed by his word, too cow­ardly now to rebel.”

				“And what are you? My God!” she cried pas­sion­ately. “You and your friends, my poor young sis­ter, my fool­ish little broth­er? What are you, that you think you can stem the tor­rent of this stu­pendous Re­volu­tion? How think you that your feeble voices will be heard above the roar of a whole na­tion in the throws of misery and of shame?”

				“It is the still small voice,” Ber­trand replied, in the tone of a vis­ion­ary, who sees mys­ter­ies and who dreams dreams, “that is heard by its per­sist­ence even above the fury of thou­sands in full cry. Do we not call our or­gan­isa­tion ‘the Fa­tal­ists’? Our aim is to take every op­por­tun­ity by quick, short speeches, by mix­ing with the crowd and put­ting in a word here and there, to make pro­pa­ganda against the fiend Robe­s­pi­erre. The popu­lace are like sheep; they’ll fol­low a lead. One day, one of us—it may be the humblest, the weak­est, the young­est; it may be Joséphine or Jacques; I pray God it may be me—but one of us will find the word and speak it at the right time, and the people will fol­low us and turn against that ex­ec­rable mon­ster and hurl him from his throne, down in­to Ge­henna.”

				He spoke be­low his breath, in a hoarse whis­per which even she had to strain her ears to hear.

				“I know, I know, Ber­trand,” she re­joined, and her tiny hand stole out in a pathet­ic en­deav­our to cap­ture his. “Your aims are splen­did. You are won­der­ful, all of you. Who am I, that I should even with a word or a pray­er, try to dis­suade you to do what you think is right? But Joséphine is so young, so hot­headed! What help can she give you? She is only sev­en­teen. And Jacques! He is just an ir­re­spons­ible boy! Think, Ber­trand, think! If any­thing were to hap­pen to these chil­dren, it would kill ma­man!”

				He gave a shrug of the shoulders and smothered a weary sigh. She had suc­ceeded in cap­tur­ing his hand, clung to it with the strength of a pas­sion­ate ap­peal.

				“You and I will nev­er un­der­stand one an­oth­er, Ré­gine,” he began; then ad­ded quickly, “over these mat­ters,” be­cause, fol­low­ing on his cruel words, he had heard the tiny cry of pain, so like that of a wounded bird, which much against her will had es­caped her lips. “You do not un­der­stand,” he went on, more quietly, “that in a great cause the suf­fer­ings of in­di­vidu­als are nought be­side the glor­i­ous achieve­ment that is in view.”

				“The suf­fer­ings of in­di­vidu­als,” she mur­mured, with a pathet­ic little sigh. “In truth ’tis but little heed you pay, Ber­trand, to my suf­fer­ings these days.” She paused awhile, then ad­ded un­der her breath: “Since first you met Ther­esia Cabar­rus, three months ago, you have eyes and ears only for her.”

				He smothered an angry ex­clam­a­tion.

				“It is use­less, Ré­gine—” he began.

				“I know,” she broke in quietly. “Ther­esia Cabar­rus is beau­ti­ful; she has charm, wit, power—all things which I do not pos­sess.”

				“She has fear­less­ness and a heart of gold,” Ber­trand re­joined and, prob­ably des­pite him­self, a sud­den warmth crept in­to his voice. “Do you not know of the mar­vel­lous in­flu­ence which she ex­er­cised over that fiend Tal­li­en, down in Bor­deaux? He went there filled with a ver­it­able ti­ger’s fury, ready for a whole­sale butchery of all the roy­al­ists, the ar­is­to­crats, the bour­geois, over there—all those, in fact, whom he chose to be­lieve were con­spir­ing against this hideous Re­volu­tion. Well! un­der Ther­esia’s in­flu­ence he ac­tu­ally mod­i­fied his views and be­came so le­ni­ent that he was re­called. You know, or should know, Ré­gine,” the young man ad­ded in a tone of bit­ter re­proach, “that Ther­esia is as good as she is beau­ti­ful.”

				“I do know that, Ber­trand,” the girl re­joined with an ef­fort. “Only—”

				“Only what?” he quer­ied roughly.

				“I do not trust her … that is all.” Then, as he made no at­tempt at con­ceal­ing his scorn and his im­pa­tience, she went on in a tone which was much harsh­er, more un­com­prom­ising than the one she had ad­op­ted hitherto: “Your in­fatu­ation blinds you, Ber­trand, or you—an en­thu­si­ast­ic roy­al­ist, an ar­dent loy­al­ist—would not place your trust in an avowed Re­pub­lic­an. Ther­esia Cabar­rus may be kind­hearted—I don’t deny it. She may have done and she may be all that you say; but she stands for the neg­a­tion of every one of your ideals, for the de­struc­tion of what you ex­alt, the glor­i­fic­a­tion of the prin­ciples of this ex­ec­rable Re­volu­tion.”

				“Jeal­ousy blinds you, Ré­gine,” he re­tor­ted moodily.

				She shook her head.

				“No, it is not jeal­ousy, Ber­trand—not com­mon, vul­gar jeal­ousy—that prompts me to warn you, be­fore it is too late. Re­mem­ber,” she ad­ded sol­emnly, “that you have not only your­self to think of, but that you are ac­count­able to God and to me for the in­no­cent lives of Joséphine and of Jacques. By con­fid­ing in that Span­ish wo­man—”

				“Now you are in­sult­ing her,” he broke in mer­ci­lessly. “Mak­ing her out to be a spy.”

				“What else is she?” the girl ri­pos­ted vehe­mently. “You know that she is af­fi­anced to Tal­li­en, whose in­flu­ence and whose cruelty are second only to those of Robe­s­pi­erre. You know it, Ber­trand!” she in­sisted, see­ing that at last she had si­lenced him and that he sat be­side her, sul­len and ob­stin­ate. “You know it, even though you choose to close your eyes and ears to what is com­mon know­ledge.”

				There was si­lence after that for a while in the nar­row porch, where two hearts once united were filled now with bit­ter­ness, one against the oth­er. Even out in the street it had be­come quite dark, the dark­ness of a spring night, full of mys­ter­i­ous lights and grey, in­de­term­in­ate shad­ows. The girl shivered as with cold and drew her tattered shawl more closely round her shoulders. She was vainly try­ing to swal­low her tears. Goaded in­to say­ing more than she had ever meant to, she felt the fi­nal­ity of what she had said. Some­thing had fi­nally snapped just now: some­thing that could nev­er in after years be put to­geth­er again. The boy and girl love which had sur­vived the past two years of trouble and of stress, lay wounded un­to death, bleed­ing at the foot of the shrine of a man’s in­fatu­ation and a wo­man’s van­ity. How im­possible this would have seemed but a brief while ago!

				Through the dark­ness, swift vis­ions of past happy times came fleet­ing be­fore the girl’s tear-dimmed gaze: vis­ions of walks in the woods round Auteuil, of drift­ing down­stream in a boat on the Seine on hot Au­gust days—aye! even of danger shared and per­il­ous mo­ments passed to­geth­er, hand in hand, with bated breath, in darkened rooms, with cur­tains drawn and ears strain­ing to hear the dis­tant can­non­ade, the shouts of an in­furi­ated popu­lace or the rattle of death carts upon the cobble­stones. Swift vis­ions of past sor­rows and past joys! An im­mense self-pity filled the girl’s heart to burst­ing. An in­sist­ent sob that would not be sup­pressed rose to her throat.

				“Oh, Moth­er of God, have mercy!” she mur­mured through her tears.

				Ber­trand, shamed and con­fused, his heart stirred by the misery of this girl whom he had so dearly loved, his nerves strained bey­ond en­dur­ance through the many mad schemes which his en­thu­si­asm was forever evolving, felt like a creature on the rack, torn between com­punc­tion and re­morse on the one hand and ir­res­ist­ible pas­sion on the oth­er.

				“Ré­gine,” he pleaded, “for­give me! I am a brute, I know—a brute to you, who have been the kind­est little friend a man could pos­sibly hope for. Oh, my dear,” he ad­ded pi­ti­ably, “if you would only un­der­stand …”

				At once her tender, wo­manly sen­ti­ment was to the fore, sweep­ing pride and just re­sent­ment out of the way. Hers was one of those moth­erly natures that are al­ways more ready to com­fort than to chide. Already she had swal­lowed her tears, and now that with a wear­ied ges­ture he had bur­ied his face in his hands, she put her arm around his neck, pil­lowed his head against her breast.

				“I do un­der­stand, Ber­trand,” she said gently. “And you must nev­er ask my for­give­ness, for you and I have loved one an­oth­er too well to bear an­ger or grudge one to­ward the oth­er. There!” she said, and rose to her feet, and seemed by that sud­den act to gath­er up all the mor­al strength of which she stood in such sore need. “It is get­ting late, and ma­man will be anxious. An­oth­er time we must have a more quiet talk about our fu­ture. But,” she ad­ded, with re­newed ser­i­ous­ness, “if I con­cede you Ther­esia Cabar­rus without an­oth­er mur­mur, you must give me back Joséphine and Jacques. If—if I—am to lose you—I could not bear to lose them as well. They are so young …”

				“Who talks of los­ing them?” he broke in, once more im­pa­tient, en­thu­si­ast­ic—his mood­i­ness gone, his re­morse smothered, his con­science dead to all save to his schemes. “And what have I to do with it all? Joséphine and Jacques are mem­bers of the Club. They may be young, but they are old enough to know the value of an oath. They are pledged just like I am, just like we all are. I could not, even if I would, make them false to their oath.” Then, as she made no reply, he leaned over to her, took her hands in his, tried to read her in­scrut­able face through the shad­ows of night. He thought that he read ob­stin­acy in her ri­gid at­ti­tude, the un­re­spons­ive pla­cid­ity of her hands. “You would not have them false to their oath?” he in­sisted.

				She made no reply to that, only quer­ied dully:

				“What are you go­ing to do to­night?”

				“To­night,” he said with pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness, his eyes glow­ing with the fer­vid ad­our of self-im­mol­a­tion, “we are go­ing to let hell loose around the name of Robe­s­pi­erre.”

				“Where?”

				“At the open-air sup­per in the Rue St. Hon­oré. Joséphine and Jacques will be there.”

				She nod­ded mech­an­ic­ally, quietly dis­en­gaged her hands from his fe­ver­ish grasp.

				“I know,” she said quietly. “They told me they were go­ing. I have no in­flu­ence to stop them.”

				“You will be there, too?” he asked.

				“Of course. So will poor ma­man,” she replied simply.

				“This may be the turn­ing point, Ré­gine,” he said with pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness, “in the his­tory of France!”

				“Per­haps!”

				“Think if it, Ré­gine! Think of it! Your sis­ter, your young broth­er! Their name may go down to pos­ter­ity as the sa­viours of France!”

				“The sa­viours of France!” she mur­mured vaguely.

				“One word has swayed a mul­ti­tude be­fore now. It may do so again … to­night!”

				“Yes,” she said. “And those poor chil­dren be­lieve in the power of their oratory.”

				“Do not you?”

				“I only re­mem­ber that you, Ber­trand, have prob­ably spoken of your plan to Ther­esia Cabar­rus, that the place will be swarm­ing with the spies of Robe­s­pi­erre, and that you and the chil­dren will be re­cog­nised, seized, dragged in­to pris­on, then to the guil­lot­ine! My God!” she ad­ded, in a pi­ti­ful mur­mur. “And I am power­less to do any­thing but look on like an in­sen­tient log, whilst you run your rash heads in­to a noose, and then fol­low you all to death, whilst ma­man is left alone to per­ish in misery and in want.”

				“A pess­im­ist again, Ré­gine!” he said with a forced laugh, and in his turn rose to his feet. “ ’Tis little we have ac­com­plished this even­ing,” he ad­ded bit­terly, “by talk­ing.”

				She said noth­ing more. An icy chill had hold of her heart. Not only of her heart, but of her brain and her whole be­ing. Strive as she might, she could not enter in­to Ber­trand’s schemes, and as his whole en­tity was wrapped up in them she felt es­tranged from him, out of touch, shut out from his heart. Un­speak­able bit­ter­ness filled her soul. She hated Ther­esia Cabar­rus, who had en­slaved Ber­trand’s fancy, and above all she mis­trus­ted her. At this mo­ment she would gladly have giv­en her life to get Ber­trand away from the in­flu­ence of that wo­man and away from that mad­cap as­so­ci­ation which called it­self “the Fa­tal­ists,” and in­to which he had dragged both Joséphine and Jacques.

				Si­lently she pre­ceded him out of the little church porch, the ha­bitu­al tryst­ing-place, where at one time she had spent so many happy hours. Just be­fore she turned off in­to the street, she looked back, as if through the im­pen­et­rable dark­ness which en­vel­oped it now she would con­jure up, just once more, those happy im­ages of the past, but the dark­ness made no re­sponse to the mute cry of her fancy, and with a last sigh of in­tense bit­ter­ness, she fol­lowed Ber­trand down the street.

			
			
				II

				Less than five minutes after Ber­trand and Ré­gine had left the porch of Petit St. Ant­oine, the heavy oak door of the church was cau­tiously opened. It moved noise­lessly upon its hinges, and presently through the aper­ture the fig­ure of a man emerged, hardly dis­cern­ible in the gloom. He slipped through the door in­to the porch, then closed the former noise­lessly be­hind him.

				A mo­ment or two later his huge, bulky fig­ure was lum­ber­ing up the Rue St. Ant­oine, in the dir­ec­tion of the Ar­sen­al, his down-at-heel shoes mak­ing a dull clip-clop on the cobble­stones. There were but very few pass­ersby at this hour, and the man went along with his pe­cu­li­ar shuff­ling gaint un­til he reached the Porte St. Ant­oine. The city gates were still open at this hour, for it was only a little while ago that the many church clocks of the quart­i­er had struck eight, nor did the ser­geant at the gate pay much heed to the beg­garly caitiff who went by; only he and the half-dozen men of the Na­tion­al Guard who were in charge of the gate, did re­mark that the be­lated way­farer ap­peared to be in dis­tress with a ter­rible asth­mat­ic cough which caused one of the men to say with grim fa­cetious­ness:

				“Pardi! but here’s a man who will not give ma­man guil­lot­ine any trouble!”

				They all no­ticed, moreover, that after the asth­mat­ic gi­ant had passed through the city gate, he turned his shuff­ling foot­steps in the dir­ec­tion of the Rue de la Planchette.

			
		
	
		
			
				V

				Ras­cal­ity Re­joices

			
			
				I

				The Fraternal Sup­pers were a great suc­cess. They were the in­ven­tion of Robe­s­pi­erre, and the un­usu­al warmth of these early spring even­ings lent the sup­port of their balmy at­mo­sphere to the scheme.

				Whole Par­is is out in the streets on these mild April nights. Fam­il­ies out on a hol­i­day, after the daily spec­tacle of the death-cart tak­ing the en­emies of the people, the con­spir­at­ors against their liberty, to the guil­lot­ine.

				And ma­man brings a bas­ket filled with whatever scanty pro­vi­sions she can save from the max­im­um per day al­lowed for the pro­vi­sion­ing of her fam­ily. Be­side her, papa comes along, drag­ging his young­est by the hand—the lat­ter no longer chubby and rosy, as were his pro­to­types in the days gone by, be­cause food is scarce and dear, and milk un­ob­tain­able; but look­ing a man for all that, though bare­footed and bare-kneed, with the red cap upon his lank, un­washed locks, and hug­ging against his mea­gre chest a tiny toy guil­lot­ine, the latest pop­u­lar fancy, all com­plete with mini­ature knife and pul­leys, and frame artist­ic­ally painted a vivid crim­son.

				The Rue St. Hon­oré is a typ­ic­al ex­ample of what goes on all over the city. Though it is very nar­row and there­fore pe­cu­li­arly in­con­veni­ent for the hold­ing of out­door en­ter­tain­ments, the Fraternal Sup­pers there are ex­tens­ively pat­ron­ised, be­cause the street it­self is con­sec­rated as hold­ing the house wherein lives Robe­s­pi­erre.

				Here, as else­where, huge bra­zi­ers are lit at in­ter­vals, so that ma­ter­fa­mili­as may cook the few her­rings she has brought with her if she be so minded, and all down the nar­row street tables are set, in­no­cent of cloths or even of that clean­li­ness which is next to the equally neg­lected vir­tue of god­li­ness. But the tables have an air of cheeri­ness nev­er­the­less, with res­in torches, tal­low candles, or old stable lan­terns set here and there, the flames flick­er­ing in the gentle breeze, adding pic­tur­esque­ness to the scene which might oth­er­wise have seemed sor­did, with those pew­ter mugs and tin plates, the horn-handled knives and iron spoons.

				The scanty light does little more than ac­cen­tu­ate the dark­ness around, the deep shad­ows un­der pro­ject­ing bal­conies or lin­tels of por­tes-cochères care­fully closed and barred for the night; but it glints with weird willo’-the-wisp-like fit­ful­ness on crim­son caps and tri­col­our cock­ades, on drawn and be­grimed faces, bony arms, or lean, brown hands.

				A mot­ley throng, in truth! The work­ers of Par­is, its pro­let­ari­at, all con­scrip­ted ser­vants of the State—slaves, we might call them, though they deem them­selves free men—all driv­en in­to hard manu­al la­bour, partly by star­va­tion and wholly by the de­cree of the Com­mit­tees, who de­cide how and when and in what form the na­tion re­quires the arms or hands—not the brains, mind you!—of its cit­izens. For brains the na­tion has no use, only in the heads of those who sit in Con­ven­tion or on Com­mit­tees. “The State hath no use for sci­ence,” was grimly said to La­vois­i­er, the great chem­ist, when he begged for a few days’ sur­cease from death in or­der to com­plete some im­port­ant ex­per­i­ments.

				But coal-heavers are use­ful cit­izens of the State; so are smiths and ar­mour­ers and gun­makers, and those who can sew and knit stock­ings, do any­thing in fact to clothe and feed the na­tion­al army, the de­fend­ers of the sac­red soil of France. For them, for those work­ers—the hon­est, the in­dus­tri­ous, the sober—are the Fraternal Sup­pers in­ven­ted; but not for them only. There are the “tricot­teuses,” sex­less hags, who, by or­der of the State, sit at the foot of the scaf­fold sur­roun­ded by their fam­il­ies and their chil­dren and knit, and knit, the while they jeer—still by or­der of the State—at the con­demned—old men, young wo­men, chil­dren even, as they walk up to the guil­lot­ine. There are the “in­sul­teuses pub­liques,” pub­lic in­sul­ters, wo­men mostly—save the mark!—paid to howl and blas­pheme as the death-carts rattle by. There are the “tappe-durs,” the hit-hards, who, armed with weighted sticks, form the body­guard around the sac­red per­son of Robe­s­pi­erre. Then, the mem­bers of the So­ciété Ré­volu­tion­naire, re­cruited from the re­fuse of misery and of de­grad­a­tion of this great city; and—oh, the hor­ror of it all!—the “En­fants Rouges,” the red chil­dren, who cry “Death” and “à la lan­terne” with the best of them—pre­co­cious little off­springs of the new Re­pub­lic. For them, too, are the Fraternal Sup­pers es­tab­lished: for all the rif­fraff, all the sweep­ings of ab­ject hu­man­ity. For they too must be amused and en­ter­tained, lest they sit in clusters and talk them­selves in­to the be­lief that they are more wretched, more in­di­gent, more abased, than they were in the days of mon­arch­ic­al op­pres­sion.

			
			
				II

				And so, on these balmy even­ings of mid-April, fam­ily parties are gathered in the open air, around mea­gre sup­pers that are “fraternal” by or­der of the State. Fam­ily parties which make for ca­marader­ie between the hon­est man and the thief, the sober cit­izen and the home­less vag­a­bond, and help one to for­get awhile the misery, the star­va­tion, the slavery, the daily struggle for bare ex­ist­ence, in an­ti­cip­a­tion of the be­lated Mil­len­ni­um.

				There is even laughter around the fest­ive boards, fun and frol­ic. Jokes are cracked, mostly of a grim or­der. There is in­tox­ic­a­tion in the air: spring has got in­to the heads of the young. And there is even kiss­ing un­der the shad­ows, love­mak­ing, sen­ti­ment; and here and there per­haps a shred of real hap­pi­ness.

				The pro­vi­sions are scanty. Every fam­ily brings its own. Two or three her­rings, sprinkled with shred­ded onions and wet­ted with a little vin­eg­ar, or else a few boiled prunes or a pot­tage of len­tils and beans.

				“Can you spare some of that bread, cit­izen?”

				“Aye! if I can have a bite of your cheese.”

				They are fraternal sup­pers! Do not, in the name of Liberty and Equal­ity, let us for­get that. And the whole of it was Robe­s­pi­erre’s idea. He con­ceived and car­ried it through, com­manded the voices in the Con­ven­tion that voted the money re­quired for the tables, the benches, the tal­low candles. He lives close by, in this very street, humbly, quietly, like a true son of the people, shar­ing house and board with cit­izen Du­play, the cab­in­et­maker, and with his fam­ily.

				A great man, Robe­s­pi­erre! The only man! Men speak of him with bated breath, young girls with glow­ing eyes. He is the fet­ish, the idol, the demi­god. No be­ne­fact­or of man­kind, no saint, no hero-mar­tyr was ever wor­shipped more de­votedly than this death-deal­ing mon­ster by his vo­tar­ies. Even the shade of Danton is re­viled in or­der to ex­alt the vir­tues of his suc­cess­ful rival.

				“Danton was gorged with riches: his pock­ets full, his stom­ach sat­is­fied! But look at Robe­s­pi­erre!”

				“Al­most a wraith!—so thin, so white!”

				“An as­cet­ic!”

				“Con­sumed by the fire of his own pat­ri­ot­ism.”

				“His elo­quence!”

				“His self­less­ness!”

				“You have heard him speak, cit­izen?”

				A girl, still in her ’teens, her el­bows rest­ing on the table, her hands sup­port­ing her roun­ded chin, asks the ques­tion with bated breath. Her large grey eyes, hol­low and glow­ing, are fixed upon her vis-à-vis, a tall, un­gainly creature, who sprawls over the table, vainly try­ing to dis­pose of his long limbs in a man­ner com­fort­able to him­self.

				His hair is lank and mat­ted with grease, his face covered in coal-dust; a sen­night’s growth of beard, stub­bly and dusty, ac­cen­tu­ates the square­ness of his jaw even whilst it fails to con­ceal al­to­geth­er the cruel, sar­cast­ic curves of his mouth. But for the mo­ment, in the rapt eyes of the young en­thu­si­ast, he is a proph­et, a seer, a hu­man mar­vel: he has heard Robe­s­pi­erre speak.

				“Was it in the Club, cit­izen Rat­eau?” an­oth­er wo­man asks—a young mat­ron with a poor little starveling at her breast.

				The man gives a loud guf­faw, dis­plays in the feeble, flick­er­ing light of the nearest torch a row of hideous un­even teeth, scored with gaps and stained with to­bacco juice.

				“In the Club?” he says with a curse, and spits in a con­veni­ent dir­ec­tion to show of his con­tempt for that or any oth­er in­sti­tu­tion. “I don’t be­long to any Club. There’s no money in my pock­et. And the Jac­obins and the Cor­deliers like to see a man with a de­cent coat on his back.”

				His guf­faw broke in a rasp­ing cough which seemed to tear his broad chest to rib­bons. For a mo­ment speech was denied him; even oaths failed to reach his lips, trem­bling like an un­set jelly in this dis­tress­ing spasm. His neigh­bours along­side the table, the young en­thu­si­ast op­pos­ite, the comely mat­ron, paid no heed to him—waited in­dif­fer­ently un­til the clumsy lout had re­gained his breath. This, mark you, was not an era of gen­tle­ness or wo­manly com­pas­sion, and an asth­mat­ic mud­lark was not like to ex­cite pity. Only when he once more stretched out his long limbs, raised his head and looked about him, pant­ing and blear-eyed, did the girl in­sist quietly:

				“But you have heard Him speak!”

				“Aye!” the ruf­fi­an replied drily. “I did.”

				“When?”

				“Night be­fore last. Tenez! He was step­ping out of cit­izen Du­play’s house yon­der. He saw me lean­ing against the wall close by. I was tired, half asleep, what? He spoke to me and asked me where I lived.”

				“Where you lived?” the girl echoed, dis­ap­poin­ted.

				“Was that all?” the mat­ron ad­ded with a shrug of her shoulders.

				The neigh­bours laughed. The men en­joyed the dis­com­fit­ure of the wo­men, who were all cran­ing their necks to hear some­thing great, some­thing pal­pit­at­ing, about their idol.

				The young en­thu­si­ast sighed, clasped her hands in fa­vour.

				“He saw that you were poor, cit­izen Rat­eau,” she said with con­vic­tion; “and that you were tired. He wished to help and com­fort you.”

				“And where did you say you lived, cit­izen?” the young mat­ron went on, in her calm, mat­ter-of-fact tone.

				“I live far from here, the oth­er side of the wa­ter, not in an ar­is­to­crat­ic quarter like this one—what?”

				“You told Him you lived there?” the girl still in­sisted. Any scrap or crumb of in­form­a­tion even re­motely con­nec­ted with her idol was manna to her body and balm to her soul.

				“Yes, I did,” cit­izen Rat­eau as­sen­ted.

				“Then,” the girl re­sumed earn­estly, “so­lance and com­fort will come to you very soon, cit­izen. He nev­er for­gets. His eyes are upon you. He knows your dis­tress and that you are poor and weary. Leave it to him, cit­izen Rat­eau. He will know how and when to help.”

				“He will know, more like,” here broke in a harsh voice, vi­brat­ing with ex­cite­ment, “how and when to lay his talons on an ob­scure and help­less cit­izen whenev­er his Batches for the guil­lot­ine are in­suf­fi­cient to sat­is­fy his lust!”

				A dull mur­mur greeted this tirade. Only those who sat close by the speak­er knew which he was, for the lights were scanty and burnt dim in the open air. The oth­ers only heard—re­ceived this ar­row-shot aimed at their idol—with for the most part a kind of dull re­sent­ment. The wo­men were more loudly in­dig­nant. One or two young de­votees gave a shrill cry or so of pas­sion­ate in­dig­na­tion.

				“Shame! Treas­on!”

				“Guil­lot­ine, for­sooth! The en­emies of the people all de­serve the guil­lot­ine!”

				And the en­emies of the people were those who dared raise their voice against their Chosen, their Fet­ish, the great, in­com­pre­hens­ible Mys­tery.

				Cit­izen Rat­eau was once more rendered help­less by a tear­ing fit of cough­ing.

				But from afar, down the street, there came one or two as­sent­ing cries.

				“Well spoken, young man! As for me, I nev­er trus­ted that blood­hound!”

				And a wo­man’s voice ad­ded shrilly: “His hands reek of blood. A butcher, I call him!”

				“And a tyr­ant!” as­sen­ted the ori­gin­al spokes­man. “His aim is a dic­tat­or­ship, with his min­ions hanging around him like ab­ject slaves. Why not Ver­sailles, then? How are we bet­ter off now than in the days of king­ship? Then, at least, the streets of Par­is did not stink of blood. Then, at least—”

				But the speak­er got no fath­er. A hard crust of very dry, black bread, aimed by a sure hand, caught him full in the face, whilst a hoarse voice shouted lust­ily:

				“Hey there, cit­izen! If thou’lt not hold thy tongue ’tis thy neck that will be reek­ing with blood o’er soon, I’ll war­rant!”

				“Well said, cit­izen Rat­eau!” put in an­oth­er, speak­ing with his mouth full, but with splen­did con­vic­tion. “Every word uttered by that jack­anapes yon­der reeks of treas­on!”

				“Shame!” came from every side.

				“Where are the agents of the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety? Men have been thrown in­to pris­on for less than this.”

				“Shame!”

				“De­nounce him!”

				“Take him to the nearest Sec­tion!”

				“Ere he wreaks mis­chief more last­ing than words!” cried a wo­man, who tried as she spoke to give her ut­ter­ance its full, sin­is­ter mean­ing.

				“Shame! Treas­on!” came soon from every side. Voices were raised all down the length of the tables—shrill, full-throated, even dull and in­dif­fer­ent. Some really felt in­dig­na­tion—burn­ing, fe­ro­cious in­dig­na­tion; oth­ers only made a noise for the sheer pleas­ure of it, and be­cause the past five years had turned cries of “Treas­on!” and of “Shame!” in­to a habit. Not that they knew what the dis­turb­ance was about. The street was long and nar­row, and the cries came some way from where they were sit­ting; but when cries of “Treas­on!” flew through the air these days, ’twas best to join in, lest those cries turned against one, and the next stage in the pro­ceed­ings be­came the ap­proach of an Agent of the Sûreté, the nearest pris­on, and the in­ev­it­able guil­lot­ine.

				So every­one cried “Shame!” and “Treas­on!” whilst those who had first dared to raise their voices against the pop­u­lar dem­agogue drew to­geth­er in­to a closer batch, try­ing no doubt to gath­er cour­age through one an­oth­er’s prox­im­ity. Eager, ex­cited, a small com­pact group of two men—one a mere boy—and three wo­men, it al­most seemed as if they were suf­fer­ing from some tem­por­ary hal­lu­cin­a­tion. How else would five isol­ated per­sons—three of them in their first youth—have dared to brave a mul­ti­tude?

				In truth Ber­trand Mon­crif, face to face as he be­lieved with mar­tyr­dom, was like one trans­figured. Al­ways en­dowed with good looks, he ap­peared like a ver­it­able young proph­et, har­anguing the mul­ti­tude and fore­tell­ing its doom. The gloom partly hid his fig­ure, but his hand was out­stretched, and the out­line of an aven­ging fin­ger point­ing straight out be­fore him, ap­peared in the weird light of the res­in torch, as if carved in glow­ing lava. Now and then the fit­ful light caught the sharp out­line of his face—the straight nose and poin­ted chin, and brown hair mat­ted with the sweat of en­thu­si­asm.

				Be­side him Ré­gine, mo­tion­less and white as a wraith, ap­peared alive only by her eyes, which were fixed on her be­loved. In the hulk­ing gi­ant with the asth­mat­ic cough she had re­cog­nised the man to whom she had min­istered earli­er in the day. Some­how, his pres­ence here and now seemed to her sin­is­ter and threat­en­ing. It seemed as if all day he had been dog­ging her foot­steps: first at the sooth­say­er’s, then he surely must have fol­lowed her down the street. Then he had in­spired her with pity; now his hideous face, his grimy hands, that croak­ing voice and church­yard cough, filled her with name­less ter­ror.

				He ap­peared to her ex­cited fancy like a ver­it­able spectre of death, hov­er­ing over Ber­trand and over those she loved. With one arm she tried to press her broth­er Jacques closer to her breast, to quench his eager­ness and solence his fool­hardy tongue. But he, like a fierce, im­pa­tient young an­im­al, fought to free him­self from her lov­ing em­brace, shouted ap­prov­al to Ber­trand’s oratory, played his part of the young pro­pa­gand­ist, heed­less of Ré­gine’s warn­ings and of his moth­er’s tears. Next to Ré­gine, her sis­ter Joséphine—a girl not out of her ’teens, with all the eager­ness and ex­ag­ger­a­tion of ex­treme youth, was shout­ing quite as loudly as her broth­er Jacques, clap­ping her small hands to­geth­er, turn­ing glow­ing, de­fy­ing, ar­rog­ant eyes on the crowd of great un­washed whom she hoped to sway with her ar­dour and her elo­quence.

				“Shame on us all!” she cried with pas­sion­ate vehe­mence. “Shame on us French wo­men and French men that we should be the ab­ject slaves of such a bloodthirsty tyr­ant!”

				Her moth­er, pale-faced, del­ic­ate, had ob­vi­ously long since giv­en up all hope of con­trolling this un­ruly little crowd. She was too list­less, too an­em­ic, had no doubt suffered too much already, to be afraid for her­self or for her chil­dren. She was past any thought or fear. Her wan face only ex­pressed des­pair—des­pair that was ab­so­lutely fi­nal—and the resig­na­tion of si­lent self-im­mol­a­tion, con­tent to suf­fer be­side those she loved, only pray­ing to be al­lowed to share their mar­tyr­dom, even though she had no part in their en­thu­si­asm.

				Ber­trand, Joséphine and Jacques had all the ar­dour of mar­tyr­dom. Ré­gine and her moth­er all its resig­na­tion.

			
			
				III

				The Fraternal Sup­per threatened to end in a free fight, wherein the only sal­va­tion for the young fire-eat­ers would lie in a swift tak­ing to their heels. And even then the chances would be hope­lessly against them. Spies of the Con­ven­tion, spies of the Com­mit­tees, spies of Robe­s­pi­erre him­self, swarmed all over the place. They were marked men and wo­men, those five. It was use­less to ap­pear de­fi­ant and high-minded and pat­ri­ot­ic. Even Danton had gone to the guil­lot­ine for less.

				“Shame! Treas­on!”

				The balmy air of mid-Apirl seemed to echo the sin­is­ter words, but Ber­trand ap­peared un­con­scious of all danger. Nay! it al­most seemed as if he cour­ted it.

				“Shame on you all!” he called out loudly, and his fresh, son­or­ous voice rang out above the tu­mult and the hoarse mur­mur­ings. “Shame on the people of France for bow­ing their necks to such mon­strous tyranny. Cit­izens of Par­is, think on it! Is not Liberty a mock­ery now? Do you call your bod­ies your own? They are but food for can­non at the bid­ding of the Con­ven­tion. Your fam­il­ies? You are par­ted from those you love. Your wife? You are torn from her em­brace. Your chil­dren? They are taken from you for the ser­vice of the State. And by whose or­ders? Tell me that! By whose or­ders, I say?”

				He was lash­ing him­self in­to a ver­it­able fury of self-sac­ri­fice, stood up be­side the table and with a ges­ture even bade Joséphine and Jacques be still. As for Ré­gine, she hardly was con­scious that she lived, so acute, so poignant was her emo­tion, so gaunt and real the ap­proach of death which threatened her be­loved.

				This of course was the end—this folly, this mad, sense­less, use­less folly! Already through the gloom she could see as in a hor­rible vis­ion all those she cared for dragged be­fore a tribunal that knew of no mercy; she could hear the death-carts rat­tling along the cobble­stones, she could see the hideous arms of the guil­lot­ine, ready to re­ceive this unique, this be­lieved, this pre­cious prey. She could feel Joséphine’s arms cling­ing pi­ti­ably to her for cour­age; she could see Jacques’ de­fi­ant young face, glory­ing in mar­tyr­dom; she could see ma­man, droop­ing like a faded flower, bereft of what was life to her—the near­ness of her chil­dren. She could see Ber­trand, turn­ing with a dy­ing look of love, not to her but to the beau­ti­ful Span­iard who had cap­tured his fancy and then sold him without com­punc­tion to the spies of Robe­s­pi­erre and of her own party.

			
			
				IV

				But for the fact that this was a “Fraternal Sup­per,” that people had come out here with their fam­il­ies, their young chil­dren, to eat and to make merry and to for­get all their troubles as well as the pall of crime that hung over the en­tire city, I doubt not but what the young Hot­spur and his crowd of rash­lings would ere now have been torn from their eats, trampled un­der foot, at best been dragged to the nearest Com­mis­sary, as the asth­mat­ic cit­izen Rat­eau had already threatened. Even as it was, the tem­per of many a pa­ter­fa­mili­as was sorely tried by this in­sist­ence, with wil­ful twist­ing of the ti­gers’ tails. And the wo­men were on the verge of re­pris­als. As for Rat­eau, he just seemed to gath­er his huge limbs to­geth­er, uttered an im­pa­tient oath and an angry: “By all the cats and dogs that render this world hideous with their howls, I have had about enough of this screech­ing oratory.” Then he threw one long leg over the bench on which he had been sit­ting, and in an in­stant was lost in the gloom, only to re­appear in the dim light a few seconds later, this time on the farther side of the table, im­me­di­ately be­hind the young rhet­or­ician, his ugly, be­grimed face with its grin­ning, tooth­less mouth and his broad, bent shoulders tower­ing above the oth­er’s slender fig­ure.

				“Knock him down, cit­izen!” a young wo­man cried ex­citedly. “Hit him in the face! Si­lence his ab­om­in­able tongue!”

				But Ber­trand was not to be si­lenced yet. No doubt the fever of no­tori­ety, of mar­tyr­dom, had got in­to his blood. His youth, his good looks—ob­vi­ous even in the fit­ful light and des­pite his tattered clothes—were an as­set in his fa­vour, no doubt; but a man-eat­ing ti­ger is apt to be in­dis­crim­in­ate in his ap­pet­ites and will de­vour a child with as much gusto as a gaf­fer; and this youth­ful firebrand was teas­ing the man-eat­ing ti­ger with reck­less in­sist­ence.

				“By whose or­ders,” he re­it­er­ated, with pas­sion­ate vehe­mence, “by whose or­ders are we, free cit­izens of France, dragged in­to this ab­om­in­able slavery? Is it by those of the Rep­res­ent­at­ives of the People? No! Of the Com­mit­tees chosen by the People? No! Of your Mu­ni­cip­al­it­ies? your Clubs? your Sec­tions? No! and again No! Your bod­ies, cit­izens, your free­dom, your wives, your chil­dren, are all slaves, the prop­erty, the toys of one man—real tyr­ant and trait­or, the op­press­or of the weak, the en­emy of the people; and that man is—”

				Again he was in­ter­rup­ted, this time more for­cibly. A ter­rif­ic blow on the head de­prived him of speech and of sight. His senses reeled, there was a mighty buzz­ing in his ears, which ef­fec­tu­ally drowned the cries of ex­ec­ra­tion or of ap­prov­al that greeted his tirade, as well as a new and deaf­en­ing tu­mult which filled the whole nar­row street with its weird and hideous sounds.

				Whence the blow had come, Ber­trand had no no­tion. It had all been so swift. He had ex­pec­ted to be torn limb from limb, to be dragged to the nearest Com­mis­sari­at: he cour­ted con­dem­na­tion, en­vis­aged the guil­lot­ine; ’stead of which, he was prosily knocked down by a bow which would have felled an ox.

				Just for a second, his fast-fad­ing per­cep­tions struggled back in­to con­scious­ness. He had a swift vis­ion of a gi­ant form tower­ing over him, with grimy fist up­lif­ted and tooth­less mouth grin­ning hideously, and of the crowd, rising from their seats, turn­ing their backs upon him, wav­ing their arms and caps frantic­ally, and shout­ing, shout­ing, with vo­ci­fer­ous lusti­ness. He also had an equally swift pang of re­morse as the faces of his com­pan­ions—of Ré­gine and Mme. de Ser­val, of Joséphine and Jacques—whom he dragged with him in­to this mad and pur­pose­less out­burst, rose proph­et­ic­ally be­fore him fro out the gloom, with wide-eyed, scared faces and arms up­lif­ted to ward off venge­ful blows.

				But the next mo­ment these light­ning-like vis­ions faded in­to com­plete ob­li­vi­on. He felt some­thing hard and heavy hit­ting him in the back. All the lights, the faces, the out­stretched hands, danced wildly be­fore his eyes, and he sank like a log on the greasy pave­ment, drag­ging pew­ter plates, mugs and bottles down with him in his fall.

			
		
	
		
			
				VI

				One Crowded Hour of Glor­i­ous Life

			
			
				I

				And all the while, the people were shout­ing:

				“Le vi­olà!”

				“Robe­s­pi­erre!”

				The Fraternal Sup­per was in­ter­rup­ted. Men and wo­men pushed and jostled and screamed, the while a small, spare fig­ure in dark cloth coat and im­macu­late breeches, with smooth brown hair and pale-as­cet­ic face, stood for a mo­ment un­der the lin­tel of a gap­ing porte-cochère. He had two friends with him; hand­some, en­thu­si­ast­ic St. Just, the right hand and the spur of the bloodthirsty mon­ster, own kins­man to Ar­mand St. Just the reneg­ade, whose sis­ter was mar­ried to a rich Eng­lish mil­lor; and Couthon, del­ic­ate, half-para­lysed, wheeled about in a chair, with one foot in the grave, whose de­vo­tion to the tyr­ant was partly made up of am­bi­tion, and wholly of genu­ine ad­mir­a­tion.

				At the up­roari­ous cheer­ing which greeted his ap­pear­ance, Robe­s­pi­erre ad­vanced in­to the open, whilst a sud­den swift light of tri­umph dar­ted from his nar­row, pale eyes.

				“And you still hes­it­ate!” St. Just whispered ex­citedly in his ear. “Why, you hold the people ab­so­lutely in the hol­low of your hand!”

				“Have pa­tience, friend!” Couthon re­mon­strated quietly. “Robe­s­pi­erre’s hour is about to strike. To hasten it now, might be court­ing dis­aster.”

				Robe­s­pi­erre him­self would, in the mean­while, have been in ser­i­ous danger through the ex­uber­ant wel­come of his ad­mirers. Their thought­less crowding around his per­son would eas­ily have giv­en some lurk­ing en­emy or hot­headed, would-be mar­tyr the chance of wield­ing an as­sas­sin’s knife with suc­cess, but for the pres­ence amongst the crowd of his “tappe-durs”—hit-hards—a mag­ni­fi­cent body­guard com­posed of picked gi­ants from the min­ing dis­tricts of East­ern France, who ral­lied around the great man, and with their weighted sticks kept the en­thu­si­ast­ic crowd at bay.

				He walked a few steps down the street, keep­ing close to the houses on his left; his two friends, St. Just and Couthon in his car­ry­ing chair, were im­me­di­ately be­hind him, and between these three and the mob, the tappe-durs, strid­ing two abreast, formed a sol­id phalanx.

				Then, all of a sud­den, the great man came to a halt, faced the crowd, and with an im­press­ive ges­ture im­posed si­lence and at­ten­tion. His body­guard cleared a space for him and he stood in the midst of them, with the light of a res­in torch strik­ing full upon his spare fig­ure and bring­ing in­to bold re­lief that thin face so full of sin­is­ter ex­pres­sion, the cruel mouth and the coldly glit­ter­ing eyes. He was look­ing straight across the table, on which the debris of Fraternal Sup­pers lay in un­sa­voury con­fu­sion.

				On the oth­er side of the table, Mme. de Ser­val with her three chil­dren sat, or rather crouched, closely huddled against one an­oth­er. Joséphine was cling­ing to her moth­er, Jacques to Ré­gine. Gone was the eager­ness out of their at­ti­tude now, gone the en­thu­si­asm that had re­viled the bloodthirsty tyr­ant in the teeth of a threat­en­ing crowd. It seemed as if, with that ter­rif­ic blow dealt by a gi­ant hand to Ber­trand who was their lead­er in this mad ad­ven­ture, the awe­some fear of death had des­cen­ded upon their souls. The two young faces as well as that of Mme. de Ser­val ap­peared dis­tor­ted and hag­gard, whilst Ré­gine’s eyes, dilated with ter­ror, strove to meet Robe­s­pi­erre’s steady gaze, which was charged with sin­is­ter mock­ery.

				And for one short in­ter­val of time the crowd was si­lent; and the ever­last­ing stars looked down from above on the do­ings of men. To these trem­bling, ter­ri­fied young creatures, sud­denly pos­sessed with youth’s pas­sion­ate de­sire to live, with a pas­sion­ate hor­ror of death, these few seconds of tense si­lence must have seemed like an etern­ity of suf­fer­ing. Then Robe­s­pi­erre’s thin face lighted up in a portent­ous smile—a smile that caused those pale cheeks yon­der to take on a still more ashen hue.

				“And where is our elo­quent orator of a while ago?” the great man asked quietly. “I heard my name, for I sat at my win­dow look­ing with joy on the frat­ern­isa­tion of the people of France. I caught sight of the speak­er, and came down to hear more clearly what he had to say. But where is he?”

				His pale eyes wandered slowly along the crowd; and such was the power ex­er­cised by the ex­traordin­ary man, so great the ter­ror that he in­spired, that every­one there—men, wo­men and chil­dren, work­ers and vag­a­bonds—turned their eyes away, dared not meet his glance lest in it they read an ac­cus­a­tion or a threat.

				In­deed, no one dared to speak. The young rhet­or­ician had dis­ap­peared, and every­one trembled lest they should be im­plic­ated in his es­cape. He had evid­ently got away un­der cov­er of the con­fu­sion and the noise. But his com­pan­ions were still there—four of them; the wo­man and the boy and the two girls, crouch­ing like frightened beasts be­fore the ob­vi­ous fury, the cer­tain ven­geance of the people. The mur­murs were omin­ous. “Death! Guil­lot­ine! Trait­ors!” were words eas­ily dis­tin­guish­able in the con­fused bab­bling of the sul­len crowd.

				Robe­s­pi­erre’s cruel, ap­prais­ing glance res­ted on those four pathet­ic forms, so help­less, so des­per­ate, so ter­ri­fied.

				“Cit­izens,” he said coldly, “did you not hear me ask where your elo­quent com­pan­ion is at this mo­ment?”

				Ré­gine alone knew that he lay like a log un­der the table, close to her feet. She had seen him fall, struck by that aw­ful blow from a bru­tal fist; but at the omin­ous query she in­stinct­ively pressed her trem­bling lips close to­geth­er, whilst Joséphine and Jacques clung to her with the strength of des­pair.

				“Do not par­ley with the rabble, cit­izen,” St. Just whispered eagerly. “This is a grand mo­ment for you. Let the people of their own ac­cord con­demn those who dared to de­fame you.”

				And even Couthon, the prudent, ad­ded sen­ten­tiously:

				“Such an op­por­tun­ity may nev­er oc­cur again.”

				The people, in truth, were over-ready to take ven­geance in­to their own hands.

				“Á la lan­terne, les ar­is­tos!”

				Gaunt, be­draggled forms leaned across the table, shook be­grimed fists in the dir­ec­tion of the four crouch­ing fig­ures. With the blind in­stinct of trapped beasts, they re­treated in­to the shad­ows step by step, as those threat­en­ing fists ap­peared to draw closer, clutch­ing at the nearest table and drag­ging it with them, in an al­to­geth­er fu­tile at­tempt at a bar­ri­cade.

				“Holy Moth­er of God, pro­tect us!” mur­mured Mme. de Ser­val from time to time.

				Be­hind them there was noth­ing but the rows of houses, no means of es­cape even if their trem­bling knees had not re­fused them ser­vice; whilst vaguely, through their ter­ror, they were con­scious of the prox­im­ity of that aw­ful asth­mat­ic creature with the wheezy cough and the hideous, tooth­less mouth. At times he seemed so close that they shut their eyes, al­most feel­ing his grimy hands around their throat, his huge, hairy arms drag­ging them down to death.

				It all happened in the space of a very few minutes, far few­er even than it would take com­pletely to visu­al­ise the pic­ture. Robe­s­pi­erre, like an aven­ging wraith, the­at­ric­al yet im­pass­ive, stand­ing in the light of a huge res­in torch, which threw al­tern­ate lights and shad­ows, grot­esque and weird, upon his mea­gre fig­ure, now elong­at­ing the thin, straight nose, now widen­ing the nar­row mouth, mis­shap­ing the fig­ure till it ap­peared like some fant­ast­ic ghoul-form from the neth­er world. Be­hind him, his two friends were lost in the gloom, as were now Mme. de Ser­val and her chil­dren. They were en­sconced against a heavy porte-cochère, a rick­ety table alone stand­ing between them and the mob, who were ready to drag them to the nearest lan­tern and im­mol­ate them be­fore the eyes of their out­raged idol.

				“Leave the trait­ors alone!” Robe­s­pi­erre com­manded. “Justice will deal with them as they de­serve.”

				“Á la lan­terne!” the people—more es­pe­cially the wo­men—de­man­ded in­sist­ently.

				Robe­s­pi­erre turned to one of his “tappe-durs.”

				“Take the ar­is­tos to the nearest Com­mis­sari­at,” he said. “I’ll have no blood­shed to mar our Fraternal Sup­per.”

				“The Com­mis­sari­at, for­sooth!” a rauc­ous voice pos­it­ively bel­lowed. “Who is go­ing to stand between us and our ven­geance? Robe­s­pi­erre has been out­raged by this rabble. Let them per­ish in sight of all!”

				How it all happened after that, none who were there could in truth have told you. The dark­ness, the flick­er­ing lights, the glow of the bra­zi­ers, which made the inky black­ness around more pro­nounced, made everything in­dis­tin­guish­able to or­din­ary hu­man sight. Cer­tain it is that cit­izen Rat­eau—who had con­sti­tuted him­self the spokes­man of the mob—was at one time seen tower­ing be­hind the four un­for­tu­nates, with his huge arms stretched out, his head thrown back, his mouth wide open, scream­ing ab­use and vi­tu­per­a­tion, de­mand­ing the people’s right to take the law in­to its own sov­er­eign hands.

				At that mo­ment the light of the nearest res­in torch threw his hulk­ing per­son in­to bold re­lief against a heavy porte-cochère which was im­me­di­ately be­hind him. The mob ac­claimed him, cheered him to the echoes, agreed with him that sum­mary justice in such a case was lone sat­is­fy­ing. The next in­stant a puff of wind blew the flame of the torch in a con­trary dir­ec­tion, and dark­ness sud­denly en­vel­oped the rant­ing co­los­sus and the cower­ing prey all ready to his hand.

				“Rat­eau!” shouted someone.

				“Hey, there! cit­izen Rat­eau! Where art thou?” came soon from every side.

				No an­swer came from the spot where Rat­eau had last been seen, and it seemed as if just then a strong cur­rent of air had slammed a heavy door to some­where in the gloom. Cit­izen Rat­eau had dis­ap­peared, and the four trait­ors along with him.

				It took a few seconds of valu­able time ere the mob sus­pec­ted that it was be­ing robbed of its prey. Then a huge up­heav­al oc­curred, a mo­tion of the hu­man mass densely packed in the Rue St. Hon­oré, that was not un­like the rush of wa­ter through a nar­row gorge.

				“Rat­eau!” People were yelling the name from end to end of the street.

			
			
				II

				Su­per­sti­tion, which was rampant in these days of carnage and of crime, had pos­ses­sion of many a craven soul. Rat­eau had van­ished. It seemed as if the Evil One, whose name had been so freely in­voked dur­ing the course of the Fraternal Sup­per, had in very truth spir­ited Rat­eau away.

				On the top of the tu­mult came a si­lence as com­plete as that of a grave­yard at mid­night. The “tappe-durs,” who at their chief’s com­mand had been for­ging their way through the crowd, in or­der to reach the trait­ors, ceased their hoarse calls of “Make way there, in the name of the Con­ven­tion!” whilst St. Just, who still stood close to his friend, lit­er­ally saw the cry stifled on Robe­s­pi­erre’s lips.

				Robe­s­pi­erre him­self had not al­to­geth­er real­ised what had happened. In his in­ner­most heart he had already yiel­ded to his friends’ sug­ges­tion, and was will­ing to let mob-law run its course. As St. Just had said: what a tri­umph for him­self if his de­tract­ors were lynched by the mob! When Rat­eau towered above the four un­for­tu­nates, hurl­ing vi­tu­per­a­tion above their heads, the tyr­ant smiled, well sat­is­fied; and when the gi­ant thus in­con­tin­ently van­ished, Robe­s­pi­erre for a mo­ment or two re­mained com­pla­cent and con­tent.

				Then the whole crowd os­cil­lated in the dir­ec­tion of the mys­ter­i­ous porte-cochère. Those who were in the front ranks threw them­selves against the heavy pan­els, whilst those in the rear pushed with all their might. But the porte-cochères of old Par­is are heav­ily con­struc­ted. Wood­work that had res­isted the pas­sage of cen­tur­ies with­held the on­slaught of a pack of half-starved caitiffs. But only for awhile.

				The mob, fear­ing that it was get­ting foiled, broke in­to a howl of ex­ec­ra­tion, and Robe­s­pi­erre, his face more drawn and grey than be­fore, turned to his com­pan­ions, try­ing to read their thoughts.

				“If it should be—” St. Just mur­mured, yet dared not put his sur­mise in­to words.

				Nor had he time to do so, or Robe­s­pi­erre the leis­ure to visu­al­ise his own fears. Already the massive oak pan­els were yield­ing to per­sist­ent ef­forts. The mighty wood­work began to crack un­der the pres­sure of this liv­ing bat­ter­ing ram; when sud­denly the howls of those who were in the rear turned to a wild cry of de­light. Those who were push­ing against the porte-cochère paused in their task. All necks were sud­denly craned up­wards. The weird lights of torches and the glow of bra­zi­ers glin­ted on guant necks and up­turned chins, turned heads and faces in­to phant­asmagor­ic, un­earthly shapes.

				Robe­s­pi­erre and his two com­pan­ions in­stinct­ively looked up too. There, some few métres lower down the street, on the third-floor bal­cony of a neigh­bour­ing house, the fig­ure of Rat­eau had just ap­peared. The win­dow im­me­di­ately be­hind him was wide open and the room bey­ond was flooded with light, so that his huge per­son ap­peared dis­tinctly sil­hou­et­ted—a black and gar­gan­tu­an mass—against the vivid and glow­ing back­ground. His head was bare, his lank hair fluttered in the breeze, his huge chest was bare and his ragged shirt hung in tat­ters from his brawny arms. Flung across his left shoulder, he held an in­an­im­ate fe­male form, whilst with his right hand he dragged an­oth­er through the open win­dow in his wake. Just be­low him, a huge bra­zi­er was shed­ding its crim­son glow.

				The sight of him—gaunt, weird, a ver­it­able tower of pro­tean re­venge—para­lysed the most ebul­li­ent, si­lenced every clam­our. For the space of two seconds only did he stand there, in full view of the crowd, in full view of the almighty tyr­ant whose de­fam­a­tion he had sworn to avenge. Then he cried in stentori­an tones:

				“Thus per­ish all con­spir­at­ors against the liberty of the people, all trait­ors to its cause, by the hands of the people and for the glory of their chosen!”

				And, with a mighty twist of his huge body, he picked up the in­an­im­ate form that lay life­less at his feet. For a mo­ment he held the two in his arms, high above the iron rail­ing of the bal­cony; for a mo­ment those two life­less, shape­less forms hung in the dark­ness in midair, whilst an en­tire crowd of fan­at­ics held their breath and waited, awed and pal­pit­at­ing, only to break out in­to frantic cheer­ing as the gi­ant hurled the two life­less bod­ies down, straight in­to the glow­ing bra­zi­er.

				“Two more to fol­low!” he shouted lust­ily.

				There was push­ing and jost­ling and cheer­ing. Wo­men screamed, men blas­phemed and chil­dren cried. Shouts of “Vive Rat­eau!” mingled with those of “Vive Robe­s­pi­erre!” a circle was formed, hands hold­ing hands, and a wild sara­band danced around the glow­ing bra­zi­er. And this mad orgy of en­thu­si­asm las­ted for full three minutes, un­til the fore­most among those who, awe­struck and hor­ri­fied, had ap­proached the bra­zi­er in or­der to see the fi­nal agony of the ab­om­in­able trait­or, burst out with a pro­longed “Mal­edic­tion!”

				Bey­ond that ex­clam­a­tion, they were speech­less—poin­ted with trem­bling hands at the shape­less bundles on which the dull fire of the bra­zi­ers had not yet ob­tained a pur­chase.

				The bundles were shape­less in­deed. Rags hast­ily tied to­geth­er to rep­res­ent hu­man forms; but rags only! No fe­male trait­ors, no ar­is­tos be­neath! The people had been fooled, hideously fooled by a trait­or all the more ex­ec­rable, as he had seemed one of them­selves.

				“Mal­edic­tion! Death to the trait­or!”

				Aye, death in­deed! The gi­ant, who­ever he might be, would have to bear a charmed life if he were to es­cape the maddened fury of a foiled popu­lace.

				“Rat­eau!” they shouted hoarsely.

				They looked up to that third-floor bal­cony which had so fas­cin­ated them awhile ago. But now the win­dow was shut and no light from with­in chased the gloom that hung over the houses around.

				“Rat­eau!” the people shouted.

				But Rat­eau had dis­ap­peared. It all seemed like a dream, a night­mare. Had Rat­eau really ex­is­ted, or was he a wraith, sent to tease and to scare those hon­est pat­ri­ots who were out for liberty and for fra­tern­ity? Many there were who would have liked to hold on to that the­ory—men and wo­men whose souls, warped and starved by the ex­cesses and the miser­ies of the past five years, clung to any su­per­sti­tion, any so-called su­per­nat­ur­al rev­el­a­tions, that failed to re­place the old re­li­gion that had been ban­ished from their hearts.

				But in this case not even su­per­sti­tion could be al­lowed free play. Rat­eau had van­ished, it is true. The house from whence he had thus mocked and flouted the people was searched through and through by a mob who found noth­ing but bare boards and na­ked walls, empty rooms and dis­used cup­boards on which to wreak its fury.

				But down there, ly­ing on the top of the bra­zi­er, were those two bundles of rags slowly be­ing con­sumed by the smoul­der­ing em­bers, si­lent proofs of the ex­ist­ence of that hulk­ing creature whose size and power had, with that swift­ness pe­cu­li­ar to hu­man con­cep­tions, already be­come le­gendary.

				And in a third-floor room, a lamp that had re­cently been ex­tin­guished, a coil of rope, more rags, male and fe­male clothes, a pair of boots, a battered hat, were mute wit­nesses to the swift pas­sage of the mys­ter­i­ous gi­ant with the wheezy cough—the trick­ster who had fooled a crowd and thrown the great Robe­s­pi­erre him­self in­to ri­dicule.

			
		
	
		
			
				VII

				Two In­ter­ludes

			
			
				I

				Two hours later the Rue St. Hon­oré had re­sumed its ha­bitu­al grave­yard-like still­ness. The still­ness had to come at last. Men in their wild­est pas­sions, in their most ebul­li­ent moods, must calm down soon­er or later, if only tem­por­ar­ily. Blood aglow with en­thu­si­asm, or rage, or id­ol­atry, can­not re­tain its fever-pitch un­in­ter­rup­tedly for long. And so si­lence of that tur­bu­lent scene of awhile ago.

				Here, as in oth­er quar­ters of Par­is, the fraternal sup­pers had come to an end; and per­spir­ing mat­rons, drag­ging weary chil­dren at their skirts, wen­ded their way home­wards, whilst their men went to con­sum­mate the even­ing’s en­ter­tain­ment at one of the nu­mer­ous clubs or cab­arets where the mar­vel­lous do­ings in the Rue St. Hon­oré could be com­fort­ably lived over again or re­tailed to those, less for­tu­nate, who had not been there to see.

				In the early morn­ing the “nettoyeurs pub­liques” would be com­ing along, to clear away the debris of the fest­iv­it­ies and to gath­er up the tables and benches which were the prop­erty of the sev­er­al Mu­ni­cip­al sec­tions, and put them away for the next oc­ca­sion.

				But these “nettoyeurs” were not here yet. They, too, were spend­ing an hour or two in the nearest cab­arets, dis­cuss­ing the start­ling events that had rendered no­tori­ous one corner of the Rue St. Hon­oré.

				And so the streets were en­tirely deser­ted, save here and there for the swift pas­sage of a furt­ive form, hug­ging the walls, with hands in pock­ets and a crim­son cap pulled over the eyes, anxious only to es­cape the vi­gil­ance of the night-watch­man, swift of foot and si­lent of tread; and anon, in the Rue St. Hon­oré it­self, when even these night­birds had ceased to flut­ter, the noise­less move­ment of a dark and mys­ter­i­ous form that stirred cau­tiously upon the greasy cobble­stones. More si­lent, more furt­ive than any hunted beast creep­ing out of its lair, this mys­ter­i­ous form emerged from un­der one of the tables that was stand­ing nearly op­pos­ite the house where Robe­s­pi­erre lived and close to the one where the su­per­hu­man co­los­sus had wrought his ma­gic trick.

				It was Ber­trand Mon­crif. No longer a fiery Des­mos­thenes now, but a hunted, ter­ror-filled hu­man creature, whom a stun­ning blow from a gi­ant fist had rendered sense­less, even whilst it saved him from the con­sequences of his own folly. His senses still reel­ing, his limbs cramped and aching, he had lain stark and still un­der the table just where he had fallen, not suf­fi­ciently con­scious to real­ise what was hap­pen­ing bey­ond his very lim­ited range of vis­ion or to mar­vel what was the ul­ti­mate fate of his com­pan­ions.

				His only in­stinct through­out this co­matose con­di­tion was the blind one of self-pre­ser­va­tion. Feel­ing rather than hear­ing the tu­mult around him, he had gathered his limbs close to­geth­er, lain as still as a mouse, crouch­ing with­in him­self in the shel­ter of the table above. It was only when the si­lence around had las­ted an etern­ity of time that he ven­tured out of his hid­ing-place. With ut­most cau­tion, hardly dar­ing to breathe, he crept on hands and knees and looked about him, up and down the street. There was no one about. The night for­tu­nately was moon­less and dark; nature had put her­self on the side of those who wished to pass un­per­ceived.

				Ber­trand struggled to his feet, smoth­er­ing a cry of pain. His head ached furi­ously, his knees shook un­der him; but he man­aged to crawl as far as the nearest house, and res­ted for awhile against its wall. The fresh air did him good. The April breeze blew across his burn­ing fore­head.

				For a few minutes he re­mained thus, quite still, his eyes gradu­ally re­gain­ing their power of vis­ion. He re­col­lec­ted where he was and all that had happened. An icy shiver ran down his spine, for he also re­membered Ré­gine and Mme. de Ser­val and the two chil­dren. But he was still too much dazed, really only half con­scious, to do more than vaguely mar­vel what had be­come of them.

				He ven­tured to look fear­fully up and down the street. Tables scattered pell-mell, the un­sa­voury rem­nants of fraternal sup­pers, a couple of smoul­der­ing bra­zi­ers, col­lect­ively met his gaze. And at one point, sprawl­ing across a table, with head lost between out­stretched arms, a fig­ure, ap­par­ently asleep, per­haps dead.

				Ber­trand, now noth­ing but a bundle of nerves, could hardly sup­press a cry of ter­ror. It seemed to him as if his life de­pended on wheth­er that sprawl­ing fig­ure was alive or dead. But he dared not ap­proach in or­der to make sure. For awhile he waited, sink­ing more and more deeply in­to the shad­ows, watch­ing that mo­tion­less form on which his life de­pended.

				The fig­ure did not move, and gradu­ally Ber­trand nerved him­self up to con­fid­ence and then to ac­tion. He bur­ied his head in the folds of his coat-col­lar and his hands in the pock­ets of his breeches, and with si­lence, stealthy foot­steps he star­ted to make his way down the street. At first he looked back once or twice at the im­mob­ile fig­ure sprawl­ing across the table. It had not moved, still ap­peared as if it might be dead. Then Ber­trand took to his heels and, no longer look­ing either be­hind him or to the right or left, with el­bows pressed close to his side, he star­ted to run in the dir­ec­tion of the Tu­iler­ies.

				A minute later, the mo­tion­less fig­ure came back to life, rose quickly and with swift, noise­less tread, star­ted to run in the same dir­ec­tion.

			
			
				II

				In the cab­arets through­out the city, the chief top­ic of con­ver­sa­tion was the mys­ter­i­ous events of the Rue St. Hon­oré. Those who had seen it all had mar­vel­lous tales to tell of the hero of the ad­ven­ture.

				“The man was eight or else nine feet high; his arms reached right across the street from house to house. Flames spur­ted out of his mouth when he coughed. He had horns on his head; cloven feet; a forked tail!”

				These were but a few of the as­sev­er­a­tions which rendered the per­son of the fic­ti­tious cit­izen Rat­eau a le­gendary one in the eyes of those who had wit­nessed his amaz­ing prowess. Those who had not been thus fa­voured listened wide-eyed and open-mouthed.

				But all agreed that the mys­ter­i­ous gi­ant was in truth none oth­er than the far-fame Eng­lish­man—that spook, that ab­om­in­able trick­ster, that dev­il in­carn­ate, known to the Com­mit­tees as the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.

				“But how could it be the Eng­lish­man?” was sud­denly put for­ward by cit­izen Hot­tot, the pic­tur­esque land­lord of the Cab­aret de la Liber­té, a well-known ren­dez­vous close to the Car­rou­sel. “How could it be the Eng­lish­man who played you that trick, see­ing that you all say it was cit­izen Rat­eau who … The dev­il take it all!” he ad­ded, and scratched his bald head with sav­age vigour, which he al­ways did whene’er he felt sorely per­plexed. “A man can’t be two at one and the same time; nor two men be­come one. Nor … Name of a name of a dog!” con­cluded the worthy cit­izen, puff­ing and blow­ing in the maze of his own puz­zle­ment like an old wal­rus that is flounder­ing in the wa­ter.

				“It was the Eng­lish­man, I tell thee!” one of his cus­tom­ers as­ser­ted in­dig­nantly. “Ask any­one who saw him! Ask the tappe-durs! Ask Robe­s­pi­erre him­self! He saw him, and turned as grey as—as putty, I tell thee! he con­cluded, with more con­vic­tion than elo­quence.

				“And I tell thee,” broke in cit­izen Sic­al, the butcher—he with the bul­let-head and bull-neck and a fist that could in truth have felled an ox; “I tell thee that it was cit­izen Rat­eau. Don’t I know cit­izen Rat­eau?” he ad­ded, and brought that heavy fist of his down upon the up­turned cask on which stood pew­ter mugs and bottles of eau-de-vie, and glared ag­gress­ively round upon the as­sembly. He had only one eye; the oth­er presen­ted a hideous ap­pear­ance, scarred and blotched, the res­ult of a ter­rible fatal­ity in his early youth. The one eye leered with a glance of tri­umph as well as of a chal­lenge, dar­ing any less mus­cu­lar per­son to im­pugn his vera­city.

				One man alone was bold enough to take up the chal­lenge—a wizened little fel­low, a print­er by trade, with skin of the tex­ture of grained oak and a few un­ruly curls that tumbled over one an­oth­er above a highly pol­ished fore­head.

				“And I tell thee, cit­izen Sic­al,” he said with firm de­cision; “I tell thee and those who aver, as thou dost, that cit­izen Rat­eau had any­thing to do with those mon­key-tricks, that ye lie. Yes!” he re­it­er­ated em­phat­ic­ally, and pay­ing no heed to the glower­ing looks and blas­phemies of Sic­al and his friends. “Yes, ye lie! Not con­sciously, I grant you; but you lie nev­er­the­less. Be­cause—” He paused and glanced around him, like a clev­er act­or con­scious of the ef­fect which he pro­duced. His tiny beady eyes blinked in the glare of the lamp be­fore him.

				“Be­cause what?” came in an eager chor­us from every side.

				“Be­cause,” re­sumed the oth­er sen­ten­tiously, “all the while that ye were sup­ping at the ex­pense of the State in the open, and had your giz­zards stirred by the jug­gling devices of some un­known moun­te­bank, cit­izen Rat­eau was ly­ing com­fort­ably drunk and snor­ing lust­ily in the ante­cham­ber of Moth­er Théot, the sooth­say­er, right at the oth­er end of Par­is!”

				“How do you know that, cit­izen Lan­glois?” quer­ied the host with icy re­prov­al, for butcher Sic­al was his best cus­tom­er, and Sic­al did not like be­ing con­tra­dicted. But little Lan­glois with the shiny fore­head and tiny, beady, hu­mor­ous eyes, con­tin­ued un­per­turbed.

				“Pardi!” he said gaily, “be­cause I was at Moth­er Théot my­self, and saw him there.”

				That cer­tainly was a state­ment to stag­ger even the great Sic­al. It was re­ceived in com­plete si­lence. Every­one promptly felt that the mo­ment was pro­pi­tious for an­oth­er drink; nay! that the situ­ation de­man­ded it.

				Sic­al, and those who had fought against the Scar­let Pim­per­nel the­ory, were too staggered to speak. They con­tin­ued to im­bibe cit­izen Hot­tot’s eau-de-vie in sul­len brood­ing. The idea of the le­gendary Eng­lish­man, which has so un­ex­pec­tedly been strengthened by cit­izen Lan­glois’ state­ment con­cern­ing Rat­eau, was re­pug­nant to their com­mon sense. Su­per­sti­tion was all very well for wo­men and weak­lings like Lan­glois; but for men to be asked to ac­cept the the­ory that a kind of dev­il in hu­man shape had so thrown dust in the eyes of a num­ber of per­fectly sober pat­ri­ots that they lit­er­ally could not be­lieve what they saw, was noth­ing short of an in­sult.

				And they had seen Rat­eau at the fraternal sup­per, had talk­ing with him, un­til the mo­ment when … Then who in Satan’s name had they been talk­ing with?

				“Here, Lan­glois! Tell us—”

				And Lan­glois, who had be­come the hero of the hour, told all he knew, and told it, we are told, a dozen times and more. How he had gone to Moth­er Théot’s at about four o’clock in the af­ter­noon, and had sat pa­tiently wait­ing be­side his friend Rat­eau, who wheezed and snored al­tern­ately for a couple of hours. How, at six o’clock or a little after, Rat­eau went out be­cause—the ar­isto, for­sooth!—had found the at­mo­sphere filthy in Moth­er Théot’s ante­cham­ber—no doubt he went to get an­oth­er drink.

				“At about half-past sev­en,” the little print­er went on glibly, “my turn came to speak with the old witch. When I came out it was long past eight o’clock and quite dark. I saw Rat­eau sprawl­ing upon a bench, half asleep. I tried to speak with him, but he only grunted. How­ever, I went out then to get a bit of sup­per at one of the open-air places, and at ten o’clock I was once more past Moth­er Théot’s place. One or two people were com­ing out of the house. They were all grumbling be­cause they had been told to go. Rat­eau was one who was for mak­ing a dis­turb­ance, but I took him by the arm. We went down the street to­geth­er, and par­ted com­pany in the Rue de l’Ani­er, where he lodges. And here I am!” con­cluded Lan­glois, and turned tri­umphantly to chal­lenge the gaze of every one of the scep­tics around him.

				There was not a single doubt­ful point in his nar­rat­ive, and though he was ques­tioned—aye! and severely cross-ques­tioned, too—he nev­er once swerved from his nar­rat­ive or in any man­ner did he con­tra­dict him­self. Later on it tran­spired that there were oth­ers who had been in Moth­er Théot’s ante­cham­ber that day. They too sub­sequently cor­rob­or­ated all that the little print­er had said. One of them was the wife of Sic­al’s own broth­er; and there were oth­ers. So, what would you?

				“Name of a name of a dog, then, who was it who spir­ited the ar­is­tos away?”

			
		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Beau­ti­ful Span­iard

			
			
				I

				In the Rue Ville­dot, which is in the Louvre quarter of Par­is, there is a house, stone built and five-stor­ied, with grey shut­ters to all the win­dows and bal­conies of wrought iron—a house ex­actly sim­il­ar to hun­dreds and thou­sands of oth­ers in every quarter of Par­is. Dur­ing the day the small wick­et in the huge porte-cochère is usu­ally kept open; it al­lows a peep in­to a short dark pas­sage, and bey­ond it to the lodge of the con­ci­erge. Bey­ond this again there is a court­yard, in­to which, from every one of its four sides, five rows of win­dows, all ad­orned with grey shut­ters, blink down like so many col­our­less eyes. The in­ev­it­able wrought-ri­on bal­conies ex­tend along three sides of the quad­rangle on every one of the five floors, and on the bal­us­trade of these, pieces of car­pet in vari­ous stages of de­cay are usu­ally to be seen hanging out to air. From shut­ter to shut­ter clothes lines are stretched and sup­port fant­ast­ic ar­rays of fam­ily lin­en that flap lazily in the sul­try, viti­ated air which alone finds its way down the shaft of the quad­rangle.

				On the left of the en­trance pas­sage and op­pos­ite the lodge of the con­ci­erge there is a tall glass door, and bey­ond it the ves­ti­bule and primary stair­case, which gives ac­cess to the prin­cip­al apart­ments—those that look out upon the street and are al­to­geth­er more lux­uri­ous and more airy than those which give upon the court­yard. To the lat­ter, two back stair­ways give ac­cess. They are at the far corners of the court­yard; both are pitch dark and reek of stuffi­ness and evil smells. The apart­ments which they serve, es­pe­cially those on the lower floors, are de­pend­ent for light and air on what modic­um of these gifts of heav­en comes down the shaft in­to the quad­rangle.

				After dark, of course, porte-cochère and wick­et are both closed, and if a be­lated lodger of vis­it­or de­sires to enter the house, he must ring the bell and the con­ci­erge in his lodge will pull a com­mu­nic­at­ing cord that will un­latch the wick­et. It is up to the be­lated vis­it­or or lodger to close the wick­et after him, and he is bound by law to give his name, to­geth­er with the num­ber of the apart­ment to which he is go­ing, in to the con­ci­erge as he goes past the lodge. The con­ci­erge, on the oth­er hand, will take a look at him so that he may identi­fy him should trouble or po­lice in­quiry arise.

				On this night of April, some­where near mid­night, there was a ring at the out­er door. Cit­izen Leb­lanc, the con­ci­erge, roused from his first sleep, pulled the com­mu­nic­at­ing cord. A young man, hat­less and in torn coat and muddy breeches, slipped in through the wick­et and hur­ried past the lodge, giv­ing only one name, but that in a clear voice, as he passed:

				“Citoy­enne Cabar­rus.”

				The con­ci­erge turned over in his bed and grunted, half asleep. His duty clearly was to run after the vis­it­or, who had failed to give his own name; but to be­gin with, the worthy con­ci­erge was very tired; and then the name which the be­lated caller had giv­en was one re­quir­ing spe­cial con­sid­er­a­tion.

				The citoy­enne Cabar­rus was young and well fa­voured, and even in these troub­lous days, youth and beauty de­man­ded cer­tain priv­ileges which no pat­ri­ot­ic con­ci­erge could re­fuse to grant. Moreover, the afore­said lady had vis­it­ors at all hours of the day and late in­to the night—vis­it­ors for the most part with whom it was not well to in­ter­fere. Cit­izen Tal­li­en, the pop­u­lar Rep­res­ent­at­ive in the Con­ven­tion was, as every­one knew, her ar­dent ad­orer. ’Twas said by all and sun­dry that since the days when he met the fair Cabar­rus in Bor­deaux and she ex­er­cised such a mel­low­ing in­flu­ence upon his bloodthirsty pat­ri­ot­ism, he had no thought save to win her re­gard.

				But he was not the only one who came to the dreary old apart­ment in the Rue Ville­dot, with a view to wor­ship­ping at the Queen of Beauty’s shrine. Cit­izen Leb­lanc had seen many a great Rep­res­ent­at­ive of the People pass by his lodge since the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia came to dwell here. And if he be­came very con­fid­en­tial and his in­ter­locutor very in­sist­ent, he would throw out a hint that the greatest man in France today was a not in­fre­quent vis­it­or in the house.

				Ob­vi­ously, there­fore, it was best not to pry too closely in­to secrets, the keep­ing of which might prove un­com­fort­able for one’s peace of mind. And cit­izen Leb­lanc, toss­ing rest­lessly in his sleep, dreamed of the fair Cabar­rus and wished him­self in the place of those who were priv­ileged to pay their court to her.

			
			
				II

				And so the be­lated vis­it­or was able to make his way across the court­yard and up the dark back stairs un­mo­les­ted, but even this re­as­sur­ing fact failed to give him con­fid­ence. He hur­ried on with the swift and stealthy foot­step which had be­come ha­bitu­al to him, glan­cing over his shoulder from time to time, wide-eyed and with ears alert, and heart quiv­er­ing with ap­pre­hen­sion.

				Up the dark and nar­row stair­case he hur­ried, dizzy and sick, his head reel­ing in the dank at­mo­sphere, his shak­ing hands seek­ing the sup­port of the walls as he climbed wear­ily up to the third floor. Here he al­most meas­ured his length upon the land­ing, tottered up again and came down sprawl­ing on his knees against one of the doors—the one which had the num­ber 22 painted upon it. For the mo­ment it seemed as if he would once more fall in­to a swoon. Ter­ror and re­lief were play­ing hav­oc with his whirl­ing brain. He had not suf­fi­cient strength to stretch out an arm in or­der to ring the bell, but only beat feebly against the pan­el of the door with his moist palm.

				A mo­ment later the door was opened, and the un­for­tu­nate fell for­ward in­to the ves­ti­bule at the feet of a tall ap­par­i­tion clad in white and hold­ing a small table lamp above her head. The ap­par­i­tion gave a little scream which was en­tirely hu­man and wholly fem­in­ine, hast­ily put down the lamp on a small con­sole close by, and by re­treat­ing force­fully farther in­to the ves­ti­bule, dragged the half-an­im­ate form of the young man along too; for he was now cling­ing to a hand­ful of white skirt with the strength of des­pair.

				“I am lost, Ther­esia!” he moan pi­ti­ably. “Hide me, for God’s sake! … only for to­night!”

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus was frown­ing now, looked more per­plexed than kindly, and cer­tainly made no at­tempt to raise the crouch­ing fig­ure from the ground. Anon she called loudly: “Pepita!” and whilst wait­ing for an an­swer to this call, she re­mained quite still, and the frown of puz­zle­ment on her face yiel­ded to one of fear. The young man, ob­vi­ously only half con­scious, con­tin­ued to moan and to im­plore.

				“Si­lence, you fool!” she said per­emp­tor­ily. “The door is still open. Any­one on the stairs could hear you. Pepita!” she called again, more harshly this time.

				The next mo­ment an old wo­man came from some­where out of the dark­ness, threw up her hands at sight of that grov­el­ling fig­ure on the floor, and would no doubt have broken out in loud lament but that her young mis­tress ordered her at once to close the door.

				“Then help the citoy­en Mon­crif to a sofa in my room,” the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia went on per­emp­tor­ily. “Give him a res­tor­at­ive and see above all to it that he hold his tongue!”

				With a quick im­per­i­ous jerk she freed her­self from the con­vuls­ive grasp of the young man, and walk­ing quickly across the small ves­ti­bule, she went through a door at the end of it that had been left ajar, leav­ing the un­for­tu­nate Mon­crif to the min­is­tra­tions of Pepita.

			
			
				III

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus, who had ob­tained a di­vorce from her hus­band, the Mar­quis de Fon­tenay (by vir­tue of a de­cree of the former Le­gis­lat­ive As­sembly, which al­lowed—nay, en­cour­aged—the dis­sol­u­tion of a mar­riage with an émigré who re­fused to re­turn to France). Ther­esia Cabar­rus was, in this year 1794, in her twenty-fourth year, and per­haps in the zenith of her beauty and in the plen­it­ude of that power which had sub­jug­ated so many men. In what that power con­sisted the his­tor­i­an has vainly tried to guess; for it was not her beauty only that brought so many to her feet. In the small oval face, the poin­ted chin, the full, sen­su­ous lips, so typ­ic­ally Span­ish, we look in vain for traces of that beauty which we are told sur­passed that of oth­er wo­men of her time; whilst in the dark, vel­vety eyes, more tender than spir­itu­al, and in the nar­row arched brows, we fail to find an ex­pres­sion of the es­prit which had moul­ded Tal­li­en to her will and even brought Robe­s­pi­erre out of the shell of his as­ceti­cism—a will­ing vic­tim to her wiles.

				But who would be bold enough to ana­lyse that subtle qual­ity, ac­know­ledged by all, pos­sessed by a very few, which is vaguely de­noted by the word “charm”? Ther­esia Cabar­rus must have pos­sessed it to a mar­vel­lous de­gree—that, and an ut­ter cal­lous­ness for the feel­ings of her vic­tims, which would leave her mind cool and keen to pur­sue her own ends, whilst theirs was thrown in­to that maze of jeal­ousy and of pas­sion wherein prudence flies to the winds and the fever of self-im­mol­a­tion gets in­to the blood.

				At this mo­ment, in the sparsely fur­nished room of her dingy apart­ment, she looked like an angry god­dess. Her fig­ure, which un­deni­ably was su­perb, was drawn to its full height, its splen­did pro­por­tions ac­cen­tu­ated by the cling­ing folds of her mod­ish gown—a mar­vel of artist­ic scanti­ness, which only half con­cealed the per­fectly mod­elled bust, and left the roun­ded thigh, in its skin­tight, flesh-col­oured un­der­gar­ment, un­blush­ingly ex­posed. Her blue-black hair was dressed in the new fash­ion, copied from an­cient Greece and snooded by a glit­ter­ing an­tique fil­let; and her small bare feet were en­cased in sat­in san­dals. Truly a lovely wo­man, but for that air of cold dis­pleas­ure coupled with fear, which marred the har­mony of the dainty, child­like fea­tures.

				After awhile Pepita came back.

				“Well?” quer­ied Ther­esia im­pa­tiently.

				“Poor M. Ber­trand is very ill,” the old Span­ish wo­man replied with un­con­cealed sym­pathy. “He has fever, the poor cab­bage. Bed is the only place for him …”

				“He can­not stay here, as thou well know­est, Pepita,” the im­per­i­ous beauty re­tor­ted drily. “Thy head and mine are in danger every mo­ment that he spends un­der this roof.”

				“But thou couldst not turn a sick man out in­to the streets in the middle of the night.”

				“Why not?” Ther­esia ri­pos­ted coldly. “It is a beau­ti­ful and balmy night. Why not?” she re­it­er­ated fret­fully.

				“Be­cause he would die on thy door­step,” was old Pepita’s muttered reply.

				Ther­esia shrugged her shoulders.

				“He dies if he goes,” she said slowly, “and we die if he stays. Tell him to go, Pepita, ere cit­izen Tal­li­en comes.”

				A shud­der went through the old wo­man’s spare frame.

				“It is late,” she pro­tested. “Cit­izen Tal­li­en will not come to­night.”

				“Not only he,” Ther­esia re­joined coldly, “but—but—the oth­er—Thou know­est well, Pepita—those two ar­ranged to meet here in my lodgings to­night.”

				“But not at this hour!”

				“After the sit­ting of the Con­ven­tion.”

				“It is nearly mid­night. They’ll not come,” the old wo­man per­sisted ob­stin­ately.

				“They ar­ranged to meet here, to talk over cer­tain mat­ters which in­terest their party,” citoy­enne Cabar­rus went on, equally firmly. “They’ll not fail. So tell cit­izen Mon­crif to go, Pepita. He en­dangers my life by stay­ing here.”

				“Then do the dirty work thy­self,” the old wo­man muttered sul­lenly. “I’ll not be a part to cold-blooded murder.”

				“Well, since cit­izen Mon­crif’s life is more valu­able to thee than mine—”

				Ther­esia began, but got no fath­er. The words died on her lips.

				Ber­trand Mon­crif, very pale, still look­ing scared and wild, had quietly entered the room.

				“You wish me to go, Ther­esia,” he said simply. “You did not think surely that I would do any­thing that might en­danger your safety. My God!” he ad­ded with pas­sion­ate vehe­mence, “Do you not know that I would at any time lay down my life for yours?”

				Ther­esia shrugged her statuesque shoulders.

				“Of course, of course, Ber­trand,” she said a little im­pa­tiently, though ob­vi­ously try­ing to be kind. “But I do en­treat you not to go in­to hero­ics at this hour, and not to put on tra­gic airs. You must see that for your­self as well as for me it would be fatal if you were found here, and—”

				“And I am go­ing, Ther­esia,” he broke in ser­i­ously. “I ought nev­er to have come. I was a fool, as usu­al!” he ad­ded with bit­ter­ness. “But after that aw­ful fracas I was dazed and hardly knew what I was do­ing.”

				The frown of vex­a­tion re­appeared upon the wo­man’s fair, smooth brow.

				“The fracas?” she asked quickly. “What fracas?”

				“In the Rue St. Hon­oré. I thought you knew.”

				“No. I know noth­ing,” she re­tor­ted, and her voice was now trenchant and hard. “What happened?”

				“They were dei­fy­ing that brute Robe­s­pi­erre—”

				“Si­lence!” she broke in harshly. “Name no names.”

				“And they were dei­fy­ing a bloodthirsty tyr­ant, and I—”

				“And you rose from your seat,” she broke in again, and this time with a laugh that was cruel in its bit­ing irony; “and lashed your­self in­to a fury of elo­quent vi­tu­per­a­tion. Oh, I know! I know!” she went on ex­citedly. “You and your Fa­tal­ists, or whatever you call yourselves! And that rage for mar­tyr­dom! … Sense­less, stu­pid, and selfish! Oh, my God! how selfish! And then you came here to drag me down with you in­to an abyss of misery, along with you to the guil­lot­ine … to …”

				It seemed as if she were chok­ing, and her small white hands, with a grue­some and pathet­ic ges­ture, went up to her neck, smoothed it and fondled it, as if to shield it from that aw­ful fate.

				Ber­trand tried to pa­ci­fy her. It was he who was the more calm of the two now. It seemed as if her danger had brought him back to full con­scious­ness. He for­got his own danger, the threat of death which lay in wait for him, prob­ably on the very threshold of this house. He was a marked man now; mar­tyr­dom had ceased to be a dream: it had be­come a grim real­ity. But of this he did not think. Ther­esia was in danger, com­prom­ised by his own cal­lous selfish­ness, his mind was full of her; and Ré­gine, the true and loy­al friend, the be­loved of past hap­pi­er years, had no place in his thoughts be­side the ex­quis­ite en­chant­ress, whose very near­ness was para­dise.

				“I am go­ing,” he said earn­estly. “Ther­esia, my be­loved, try to for­give me. I was a fool—a crim­in­al fool! But lately—since I thought that you—you did not really care; that all my hopes of fu­ture hap­pi­ness were naught but sense­less dreams; since then I seem to have lost my head—I don’t know what I am do­ing! … And so—”

				He got no farther. Ashamed of his own weak­ness, he was too proud to let her see that she made him suf­fer. For the mo­ment, he only bent the knee and kissed the hem of her dia­phan­ous gown. He looked so hand­some then, des­pite his be­draggled, woe­be­gone ap­pear­ance—so young, so ar­dent, that Ther­esia’s egot­ist­ic­al heart was touched, as it had al­ways been when the in­cense of his per­fect love rose to her soph­ist­ic­ated nos­trils. She put out her hand and brushed with a gentle, al­most ma­ter­nal, ges­ture the mat­ted brown hair from his brow.

				“Dear Ber­trand,” she mur­mured vaguely. “What a fool­ish boy to think that I do not care!”

				Already he had been brought back to his senses. The im­min­ence of her danger lent him the cour­age which he had been lack­ing, and un­hes­it­at­ingly now he jumped to his feet and turned to go. But she, quick in the trans­ition of her moods, had already seized him by the arm.

				“No, no!” she mur­mured in a hoarse whis­per. “Don’t go just yet … not be­fore Pepita has seen if the stairs are clear.”

				Her small hand held him as in a vice, whilst Pepita, obed­i­ent and si­lent, was shuff­ling across the ves­ti­bule in or­der to ex­ecute her mis­tress’s com­mands. But, even so, Ber­trand struggled to get away. An epi­tome of their whole life, this struggle between them!—he try­ing to free him­self from those in­si­di­ous bonds that held him one mo­ment and loosed him the next; that numbed him to all that he was wont to hold sac­red and dear—his love for Ré­gine, his loy­alty, his hon­our. An epi­tome of her char­ac­ter and his: he, weak and yield­ing, every a ready mar­tyr thirst­ing for self-im­mol­a­tion; and she, just a bundle of fem­in­ine caprice, swayed by sen­ti­ment one mo­ment and by con­sid­er­a­tions of am­bi­tion or of per­son­al safety the next.

				“You must wait, Ber­trand,” she urged in­sist­ently. “Cit­izen Tal­li­en may be on the stairs—he or—or the oth­er. If they saw you! … My God!”

				“They would con­clude that you had turned me out of doors,” he ri­pos­ted simply. “Which would, in ef­fect, be the truth. I en­treat you to let me go!” he ad­ded earn­estly. “ ’Twere bet­ter they met me on the stairs than in here.”

				The old wo­man’s foot­steps were heard hur­ry­ing back. Ber­trand struggled to free him­self—did in truth suc­ceed; and Ther­esia smothered a des­per­ate cry of warn­ing as he strode rap­idly through the door and across the ves­ti­bule only to be met here by Pepita, who pushed him with all her might in­con­tin­ently back.

				Ther­esia held her tiny handker­chief to her mouth to deaden the scream that forced it­self to her lips. She had fol­lowed Ber­trand out of the salon, and now stood in the door­way, a liv­ing statue of fear.

				“Cit­izen Tal­li­en,” Pepita had mur­mured hur­riedly. “He is on the land­ing. Come this way.”

				She dragged Ber­trand by the arm, not wait­ing for or­ders from her mis­tress this time, along a nar­row dark pas­sage, which at its ex­treme end gave ac­cess to a tiny kit­chen. In­to this she pushed him and locked the door upon him.

				“Name of a name!” she muttered as she shuffled back to the ves­ti­bule. “If they should find him here!”

				Citoy­enne Cabar­rus had not moved. Her eyes, dilated with ter­ror, mutely ques­tioned the old wo­man as the lat­ter made ready to ad­mit the vis­it­or. Pepita gave reply as best she could, by si­lent ges­tures, in­dic­at­ing the pas­sage and the ac­tion of turn­ing a key in the lock. Her wrinkled old lips hardly stirred, and then only in or­der to mur­mur quickly and with a sud­den as­sump­tion of au­thor­ity:

				“Self-pos­ses­sion, my cab­bage, or you’ll en­danger your­self and us all!”

				Ther­esia pulled her­self to­geth­er. Ob­vi­ously the old wo­man’s warn­ing was not to be ig­nored, nor had it been giv­en a mo­ment too soon. Out­side, the vis­it­or had re­newed his im­pa­tient rat-tat against the door. The eyes of mis­tress and maid met for one brief second. Ther­esia was rap­idly re­gain­ing her pres­ence of mind; whereupon Pepita smoothed out her ap­ron, re­ad­jus­ted her cap, and went to open the door, even whilst Ther­esia said in a firm voice, loudly enough for the new vis­it­or to hear:

				“One of my guests, at last! Open quickly, Pepita!”

			
		
	
		
			
				IX

				A Hideous, Fear­ful Hour

			
			
				I

				A young man—tall, spare, with sal­low skin and shifty, rest­less eyes—pushed un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously past the old ser­vant, threw his hat and cane down on the nearest chair, and hur­ry­ing across the ves­ti­bule, entered the salon where the beau­ti­ful Span­iard, a pic­ture of se­rene in­dif­fer­ence, sat ready to re­ceive him.

				She had chosen for the set­ting of this scene a small settee covered in old rose bro­cade. On this she half sat, half re­clined, with an open book in her hand, her el­bow rest­ing on the frame of the settee, her cheek lean­ing against her hand. Im­me­di­ately be­hind her, the light from an oil lamp tempered by a shade of rose-col­oured silk, out­lined with a bril­liant, glow­ing pen­cil the con­tour of her small head, one ex­quis­ite shoulder, and the mass of her raven hair, whilst it ac­cen­tu­ated the cool halftones of her dia­phan­ous gown, on the round bare arms and bust, the tiny san­dalled feet and cross-gartered legs.

				A pic­ture in truth to dazzle the eyes of any man! Tal­li­en should have been at her feet in an in­stant. The fact that he paused in the door­way bore wit­ness to the un­ruly thoughts that ran ri­ot in his brain.

				“Ah, cit­izen Tal­li­en!” the fair Ther­esia ex­claimed with a per­fect as­sump­tion of sang­froid. “You are the first to ar­rive, and are in­deed wel­come; for I was nearly swoon­ing with en­nui. Well!” she ad­ded, with a pro­voc­at­ive smile, and ex­ten­ded a gra­cious arm in his dir­ec­tion. “Are you not go­ing to kiss my hand?”

				“I heard a voice,” was all the re­sponse which he gave to this se­duct­ive in­vit­a­tion. “A man’s voice. Who was it?”

				She raised a pair of del­ic­ately pen­cilled eye­brows. Her eyes be­came as round and as in­no­cent-look­ing as a child’s.

				“A man’s voice?” she ri­pos­ted with a per­fect air of as­ton­ish­ment. “You are crazy, mon ami; or else are cred­it­ing my faith­ful Pepita with a virile bass, which in truth she doth not pos­sess!”

				“Whose voice was it?” Tal­li­en re­it­er­ated, mak­ing an ef­fort to speak calmly, even though he was mani­festly shak­ing with chol­er.

				Whereupon the fair Ther­esia, no longer gra­cious or arch, looked him up and down as if he were no bet­ter than a lackey.

				“Ah, ça!” she re­joined coldly. “Are you per­chance try­ing to cross-ques­tion me? By what right, I pray you, cit­izen Tal­li­en, do you as­sume this hec­tor­ing tone in my pres­ence? I am not yet your wife, re­mem­ber; and ’tis not you, I im­age, who are the dic­tat­or of France.”

				“Do not tease me, Ther­esia!” the man in­ter­posed hoarsely. “Ber­trand Mon­crif is here.”

				For the space of a second, or per­haps less, Ther­esia gave no reply to the taunt. Her quick, alert brain had already faced pos­sib­il­it­ies, and she was far too clev­er a wo­man to take the risks which a com­plete eva­sion of the truth would have en­tailed at this mo­ment. She did not, in ef­fect, know wheth­er Tal­li­en was speak­ing from pos­it­ive in­form­a­tion giv­en to him by spies, or merely from con­jec­ture born of jeal­ousy. Moreover, an­oth­er would be here presently—an­oth­er, whose spies were cred­ited with om­ni­science, and whom she might not suc­ceed in dom­in­at­ing with a smile or a frown, as she could the love­sick Tal­li­en. There­fore, after that one brief in­stant’s re­flec­tion she de­cided to tem­por­ise, to shel­ter be­hind a half-truth, and replied, with a quick glance from un­der her long lashes:

				“I am not teas­ing you, cit­izen. Ber­trand came here for shel­ter awhile ago.”

				Tal­li­en drew a quick sigh of sat­is­fac­tion, and she went on care­lessly:

				“But, ob­vi­ously, I could not keep him here. He seemed hurt and frightened … He has been gone this past half-hour.”

				For a mo­ment it seemed as if the man, in face of this ob­vi­ous lie, would flare out in­to a hot re­tort; but Ther­esia’s lu­min­ous eyes sub­dued him, and be­fore the cool con­tempt ex­pressed by those ex­quis­ite lips, he felt all his blus­ter­ing cour­age ooz­ing away.

				“The man is an ab­om­in­able and an avowed trait­or,” he said sul­lenly. “Only two hours ago—”

				“I know,” she broke in coldly. “He vil­i­fied Robe­s­pi­erre. A dan­ger­ous thing to do. Ber­trand was ever a fool, and he lost his head.”

				“He will lose it more ef­fec­tu­ally to­mor­row,” Tal­li­en re­tor­ted grimly.

				“You mean that you would de­nounce him?”

				“That I will de­nounce him. I would have done so to­night, be­fore com­ing here, only—only—”

				“Only what?”

				“I was afraid he might be here.”

				Ther­esia broke in­to a ringing if some­what ar­ti­fi­cial peal of laughter.

				“I must thank you, cit­izen, for this con­sid­er­a­tion of my feel­ings. It was, in truth, thought­ful of you to think of spar­ing me a scan­dal. But, since Ber­trand is not here—”

				“I know where he lodges. He’ll not es­cape, citoy­enne. My word on it!”

				Tal­li­en spoke very quietly, but with that con­cen­trated fury of which a fiercely jeal­ous man is ever cap­able. He had re­mained stand­ing in the door­way all this while, his eyes fixed on the beau­ti­ful wo­man be­fore him, but his at­ten­tion fe­ver­ishly di­vided between her and what might be go­ing on in the ves­ti­bule be­hind him.

				In an­swer to his last threat­en­ing words, the lovely Ther­esia re­joined, more ser­i­ously:

				“So as to make sure I do not es­cape either!” And a flash of with­er­ing an­ger shot from her dark eyes on the un­ro­mantic fig­ure of her ad­orer. “Or you, mon ami! You are de­term­ined that Mme. Ro­land’s fate shall over­take me, eh? And no doubt you will be thrilled to the mar­row when you see my head fall in­to your pre­cious salad-bowl. Will yours fol­low mine, think you? Or will you prefer to emu­late cit­izen Ro­land’s more ro­mantic end­ing?”

				Even while she spoke, Tal­li­en had been un­able to repress a shud­der.

				“Ther­esia, in heav­en’s name—!” he mur­mured.

				“Bah, mon ami! There is no longer a heav­en these days. You and your party have care­fully ab­ol­ished the Here­after. So, after you and I have taken our walk up the steps of the scaf­fold—”

				“Ther­esia!”

				“Eh, what?” she went on coolly. “Is that not per­chance what you have in con­tem­pla­tion? Mon­crif, you say, is an avowed trait­or. Has openly vil­i­fied and in­sul­ted your demi­god. He has been seen com­ing to my apart­ments. Good! I tell you that he is no longer here. But let that pass. He is de­nounced. Good! Sent to the guil­lot­ine. Good again! And Ther­esia Cabar­rus in whose house he tried to seek refuge, much against her will, goes to the guil­lot­ine in his com­pany. The pro­spect may please you, mon ami, be­cause for the mo­ment you are suf­fer­ing from a sense­less at­tack of jeal­ousy. But I con­fess that it does not ap­peal to me.”

				The man was si­lent now; awed against his will. His curi­ously rest­less eyes swept over the grace­ful ap­par­i­tion be­fore him. In­sane jeal­ousy was fight­ing a grim fight in his heart with ter­ror for his be­loved. Her ar­gu­ment was a sound one. Even he was bound to ad­mit that. Power­ful though he was in the Con­ven­tion, his in­flu­ence was as noth­ing com­pared with that of Robe­s­pi­erre. And he knew his re­doubt­able col­league well enough that an in­sult such as Mon­crif had put upon in the Rue St. Hon­oré this night would nev­er be for­giv­en, neither in the young hot­head him­self nor in any of his friends, ad­her­ents, or mere pity­ing sym­path­isers.

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus was clev­er enough and quick enough to see that she had gained one point.

				“Come and kiss my hand,” she said, with a little sight of sat­is­fac­tion.

				This time the man obeyed, without an in­stant’s hes­it­a­tion. Already he was down on his knees, re­pent­ant and hu­mi­li­ated. She gave him her small, san­dalled foot to kiss. After that, Tal­li­en be­came ab­ject.

				“You know that I would die for you, Ther­esia!” he mur­mured pas­sion­ately.

				This is the second time to­night that such an as­ser­tion had been made in this room. And both had been made in deadly earn­est, whilst the fair listen­er had re­mained equally in­dif­fer­ent to both. And for the second time to­night, Ther­esia passed her cool white hand over the bent head of an ar­dent wor­ship­per, whilst her lips mur­mured vaguely:

				“Fool­ish! Oh, how fool­ish! Why do men tor­ture them­selves, I won­der, with sense­less jeal­ousy?”

				In­stinct­ively she turned her small head in the dir­ec­tion of the pas­sage and the little kit­chen, where Ber­trand Mon­crif had found tem­por­ary and pre­cari­ous shel­ter. Self-pity and a kind of fierce help­less­ness not un­tinged with re­morse made her eyes ap­pear re­sent­ful and hard.

				There, in the stuffy little kit­chen at the end of the dark, dank pas­sage, love in its pure sense, hap­pi­ness, brief per­haps but un­al­loyed, and cer­tainly ob­scure, lay in wait for her. Here, at her feet, was se­cur­ity in the present tur­moil, power, and a fit­ting back­ground for her beauty and her tal­ents. She did not want to lose Ber­trand; in­deed, she did not in­tend to lose him. She sighed a little re­gret­fully as she thought of his good looks, his en­thu­si­asm, his self­less ar­dour. Then she looked down once more on the nar­row shoulders, the lank, col­our­less hair, the bony hands of the erstwhile law­yer’s clerk to whom she had already prom­ised mar­riage, and she shuddered a little when she re­membered that those same hands in­to which she had prom­ised to place her own and which now grasped hers in pas­sion­ate ad­or­a­tion had, of a cer­tainty, signed the or­der for those ex­ec­rable mas­sacres which had forever sul­lied the early days of the Re­volu­tion. For a mo­ment—a brief one, in truth—she mar­velled if uni­on with such a man was not too heavy a price to pay for im­munity and for power.

				But the hes­it­ancy only las­ted a few seconds. The next, she had thrown back her head as if in de­fi­ance of the whis­per­ings of con­science and of heart. She need not lose her youth­ful lov­er at all. He was sat­is­fied with so little! A few kind words here, an oc­ca­sion­al kiss, a prom­ise or two, and he would al­ways re­main her will­ing slave.

				It were fool­ish in­deed, and far, far too late, to give way to sen­ti­ment at this hour, when Tal­li­en’s in­flu­ence in the Con­ven­tion was second only to that of Robe­s­pi­erre, whilst Ber­trand Mon­crif was a fu­git­ive, a sus­pect, a poor miser­able fan­at­ic, whose hot­headed­ness was forever land­ing him from one dan­ger­ous situ­ation in­to an­oth­er.

				So, after in­dul­ging in the faintest little sigh of yearn­ing for the might-have-been, she met her latest ad­orer’s wor­ship­ping glance with coquet­tish air of wo­manly sub­mis­sion, which com­pleted his sub­jug­a­tion, and said lightly:

				“And now give me my or­ders for to­night, mon ami.”

				She settled her­self down more com­fort­ably upon the settee, and gra­ciously al­lowed him to sit on a low chair be­side her.

			
			
				II

				The tur­bu­lent little in­cid­ent was closed. Ther­esia had her way, and poor, har­assed Tal­li­en suc­ceeded in shut­ting away in the in­ner­most re­cesses of his heart the pangs of jeal­ousy which still tor­tured him. His god­dess was now all smiles, and the subtle flat­tery im­plied by her pref­er­ence for him above his many rivals warmed his at­rophied heart and soothed his bound­less van­ity.

				We must ac­cept the ver­dict of his­tory that Ther­esia Cabar­rus nev­er loved Tal­li­en. The truth ap­pears to be that what love she was cap­able of had un­doubtedly been giv­en to Ber­trand Mon­crif, whom she would not en­tirely dis­miss from his al­le­gi­ance, even though she had at last been driv­en in­to prom­ising mar­riage to the power­ful Ter­ror­ist.

				It is doubt­ful if, des­pite that half­hearted and wholly selfish love for the young roy­al­ist, she had ever in­ten­ded that he should be more to her than a slav­ish wor­ship­per, a friend on whom she could count for per­petu­al ad­or­a­tion or mere sen­ti­ment­al dal­li­ance; but a hus­band—nev­er! Cer­tain it is that even Tal­li­en, in­flu­en­tial as he was, was only a pis-al­ler. The lovely Span­iard, we make no doubt, would have pre­ferred Robe­s­pi­erre as a fu­ture hus­band, or, fail­ing him, Louise-Ant­oine St. Just, but the lat­ter was deeply en­am­oured of an­oth­er wo­man; and Robe­s­pi­erre was too cau­tious, too am­bi­tious, to al­low him­self to be en­meshed.

				So she fell back on Tal­li­en.

			
			
				III

				“Give me my or­ders for to­night,” the lovely wo­man had said to her fu­ture lord. And he—a bundle of van­ity and ego­ism—was flattered and soothed by this sub­mis­sion, though he knew in his heart of hearts that it was only pre­tence.

				“You will help me, Ther­esia?” he pleaded.

				She nod­ded, and asked coldly: “How?”

				“You know that Robe­s­pi­erre sus­pects me,” he went on, and in­stinct­ively, at the mere breath­ing of that awe-in­spir­ing name his voice sank to a mur­mur. “Ever since I came back from Bor­deaux.”

				“I know. Your le­ni­ency there is at­trib­uted to me.”

				“It was your in­flu­ence, Ther­esia—” he began.

				“That turned you,” she broke in coldly, “from a blood­stained beast in­to a right-minded jus­ti­ci­ary. Do you re­gret it?”

				“No, no!” he pro­tested; “since it gained me your love.”

				“Could I love a beast of prey?” she re­tor­ted. “But if you do not re­gret, you are cer­tainly afraid.”

				“Robe­s­pi­erre nev­er for­gives,” he re­joined vaguely. “And he had sent me to Bor­deaux to pun­ish, not to par­don.”

				“Then you are afraid!” she in­sisted. “Has any­thing happened?”

				“No; only his usu­al hints—his vague threats. You know them.”

				She nod­ded.

				“The same,” he went on somberly, “that he used ere he struck Danton.”

				“Danton was hot­headed. He was too proud to ap­peal to the popu­lace who id­ol­ised him.”

				“And I have no pop­ular­ity to which I can ap­peal. If Robe­s­pi­erre strikes at me in the Con­ven­tion, I am doomed—”

				“Un­less you strike first.”

				“I have no fol­low­ing. We none of us have. Robe­s­pi­erre sways the Con­ven­tion with one word.”

				“You mean,” she broke in more vehe­mently, “that you are all cringing cow­ards—the ab­ject slaves of one man. Two hun­dred of you are long­ing for this era of blood­shed to cease; two hun­dred would stay the piti­less work of the guil­lot­ine—and not one is plucky enough to cry, ‘Halt! It is enough!’ ”

				“The first man who cries ‘Halt!’ is called a trait­or,” Tal­li­en re­tor­ted gloomily. “And the guil­lot­ine will not rest un­til Robe­s­pi­erre him­self had said, ‘It is enough!’ ”

				“He alone knows what he wants. He alone fears no one,” she ex­claimed, al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily giv­ing grudging ad­mir­a­tion where in truth she felt naught but loath­ing.

				“I would not fear either, Ther­esia,” he pro­tested, and there was a note of tender re­proach in his voice, “if it were not for you.”

				“I know that, mon ami,” she re­joined with an im­pa­tient little sight. “Well, what do you want me to do?”

				He leaned for­ward in his chair, closer to her, and did not mark—poor fool!—that, as he drew near, she re­coiled ever so slightly from him.

				“There are two things,” he said in­sinu­at­ingly, “which you could do, Ther­esia, either of which would place Robe­s­pi­erre un­der such last­ing ob­lig­a­tion to you that he would ad­mit us in­to the in­ner circle of his friends, trust us and con­fide in us as he does in St. Just or Couthon.”

				“Trust you, you mean. He nev­er would trust a wo­man.”

				“It means the same thing—se­cur­ity for us both.”

				“Well?” she re­joined. “What are these two things?”

				He paused a mo­ment, ap­peared to hes­it­ate; then said res­ol­utely:

				“Firstly, there is Ber­trand Mon­crif … and his Fa­tal­ists—”

				Her face hardened. She shook her head.

				“I warned Robe­s­pi­erre about to­night,” she said. “I knew that a lot of young fools meant to cause a fracas in the Rue St. Hon­oré. But the whole thing has been a fail­ure, and Robe­s­pi­erre has no use for fail­ures.”

				“It need not be a fail­ure—even yet.”

				“What do you mean?”

				“Robe­s­pi­erre will be here dir­ectly,” he urged, in a whis­per rendered hoarse with ex­cite­ment. “Ber­trand Mon­crif is here—Why not de­liv­er the young trait­or, and earn Robe­s­pi­erre’s grat­it­ude?”

				“Oh!” she broke in in­dig­nant protest. Then, as she caught the look of jeal­ous an­ger which at her ob­vi­ous agit­a­tion sud­denly flared up in his nar­row eyes again, she went on with a care­less shrug of her statuesque shoulders: “Ber­trand is not here, as I told you, my friend. So these means of serving your cause are out of my reach.”

				“Ther­esia,” he urged, “by de­ceiv­ing me—”

				“By tan­tal­iz­ing me,” she broke in harshly, “you do your­self no good. Let us un­der­stand one an­oth­er, my friend,” she went on more gently. “You wish me to serve you by serving the dic­tat­or of France. And I tell you you’ll not gain your ends by taunt­ing me.”

				“Ther­esia, we must make friends with Robe­s­pi­erre! He has the power; he rules over France. Whilst I—”

				“Ah!” she re­tor­ted with vehe­mence. “That is where you and your weak-kneed friends are wrong! You say that Robe­s­pi­erre rules France. ’Tis not true. It is not Robe­s­pi­erre, the man, who rules; it is his name! The name of Robe­s­pi­erre has be­come a fet­ish, an id­ol­atry. Be­fore it every head is bent and every cour­age cowed. It rules by the fear which it evokes and by the slavery which it com­pels un­der the per­petu­al threat of death. Be­lieve me,” she in­sisted, “ ’tis not Robe­s­pi­erre who rules, but the guil­lot­ine which he wields! And we are all of us help­less—you and I and your friends. And all the oth­ers who long to see the end of this era of blood­shed and of re­venge, we have got to do as he tells us—pile up crime upon crime, mas­sacre upon mas­sacre, and bear the odi­um of it all, while he stands aloof in dark­ness and in solitude, the brain that guides, whilst you and your party are only the hands that strike. Oh! the hu­mi­li­ation of it! And if you were but men, all of you, in­stead of pup­pets—”

				“Hush, Ther­esia, in heav­en’s name!” Tal­li­en broke in per­emp­tor­ily at last. He had vainly tried to pa­ci­fy her while she poured forth the vi­als of her re­sent­ment and her con­tempt. But now his ears, at­tuned to sens­it­ive­ness by an ever-present danger, had caught a sound which pro­ceeded from the ves­ti­bule—a sound which made him shud­der—a foot­step—the open­ing of a door—a voice. “Hush!” he en­treated. “Every dumb wall has ears, these days!”

				She broke in­to a harsh, ex­cited little laugh.

				“You are right, my friend,” she said un­der her breath. “What do I care, after all? What do any of us care now, so long as our necks are fairly safe upon our shoulders? But I’ll not sell Ber­trand,” she ad­ded firmly. “If I did it I should des­pise my­self too much and hate you worse. So tell me quickly what else I can do to pro­pi­ti­ate the ogre!”

				“He’ll tell you him­self,” Tal­li­en mur­mured hur­riedly, as the sounds in the ves­ti­bule be­came more loud and dis­tinct­ive. “Here they are! And, in heav­en’s name, Ther­esia, re­mem­ber that our lives are at that one man’s mercy!”

			
		
	
		
			
				X

				The Grim Idol That the World Ad­ores

			
			
				I

				Ther­esia, be­ing a wo­man, was ne­ces­sar­ily the more ac­com­plished act­or. While Tal­li­en re­tired in­to a gloomy corner of the room, vainly try­ing to con­ceal his agit­a­tion, she rose quite se­rene in or­der to greet her vis­it­ors.

				Pepita had just ad­mit­ted in­to her mis­tress’s apart­ments a sin­gu­lar group, com­posed of two able-bod­ied men sup­port­ing a palsied one. One of the former was St. Just, one of the most ro­mantic fig­ures of the Re­volu­tion­ary peri­od, the con­fid­ant and in­tim­ate friend of Robe­s­pi­erre and own cous­in to Ar­mand St. Just and to the beau­ti­ful Mar­guer­ite, who had mar­ried the fas­ti­di­ous Eng­lish mi­lord, Sir Percy Blakeney. The oth­er was Chauvelin, at one time one of the most in­flu­en­tial mem­bers of the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety, now little more than a hanger-on of Robe­s­pi­erre’s party. A man of no ac­count, to whom not even Tal­li­en and his col­leagues thought it worth while to pay their court. The palsied man was Couthon, des­pite his crimes an al­most pathet­ic fig­ure in his help­less­ness, after his friends had de­pos­ited him in an arm­chair and wrapped a rug around his knees. The car­ry­ing chair in which he spent the great­er part of his life had been left down be­low in the con­ci­erge’s lodge, and St. Just and Chauvelin had car­ried him up the three flights of stairs to citoy­enne Cabar­rus’s apart­ment.

				Close be­hind these three men came Robe­s­pi­erre.

				Heav­ens! if a thun­der­bolt had fallen from the skies on that night of the 26th of April, 1794, and des­troyed house No. 22 in the Rue Ville­dot, with all those who were in it, what a tor­rent of blood would have been stemmed, what hor­rors aver­ted, what misery fore­fen­ded!

				But noth­ing un­to­ward happened. The four men who sat that night and well in­to the small hours of the morn­ing in the dingy apart­ment, oc­cu­pied for the present by the beau­ti­ful Cabar­rus, were al­lowed by in­scrut­able Provid­ence to dis­cuss their ne­far­i­ous designs un­checked.

				In truth, there was no dis­cus­sion. One man dom­in­ated the small as­sembly, even though he sat for the most part si­lent and ap­par­ently self-ab­sorbed, wrapped in that ta­cit­urnity and even oc­ca­sion­al som­no­lence which seemed to have be­come a pose with him of late. He sat on a high chair, prim and up­right. Im­macu­lately dressed in blue cloth coat and white breeches, with clean lin­en at throat and wrist, his hair neatly tied back with a black silk bow, his nails pol­ished, his shoes free from mud, he presen­ted a marked con­trast to the ill-con­di­tioned ap­pear­ance of those oth­er products of re­volu­tion­ary ideals.

				St. Just, on the oth­er hand—young, hand­some, a bril­liant talk­er and con­vinced en­thu­si­ast—was only too will­ing to air his com­pel­ling elo­quence, was in ef­fect the mouth­piece of the great man as he was his con­fid­ant and his right hand. He had ac­quired in the camps which he so fre­quently vis­ited a breezy, dic­tat­ori­al man­ner that pleased his friends and ir­rit­ated Tal­li­en and his clique, more es­pe­cially when sen­ten­tious phrases fell from his lips which were ob­vi­ously the echo of some of Robe­s­pi­erre’s former speeches in the Con­ven­tion.

				Then there was Couthon, sar­cast­ic and con­temp­tu­ous, de­light­ing to tease Tal­li­en and to af­fect a truc­u­lent man­ner, which brought ab­ject flat­tery from the oth­er’s lips.

				St. Just the fiery young dem­agogue, and Couthon the half-para­lysed en­thu­si­ast, were known to be push­ing their lead­er to­ward the pro­clam­a­tion of a tri­um­vir­ate, with Robe­s­pi­erre as chief dic­tat­or and them­selves as his two hands; and it amused the help­less cripple to see just how far the ob­sequious­ness of Tal­li­en and his col­leagues would go in sub­scrib­ing to so mon­strous a pro­ject.

				As for Chauvelin, he said very little, and the de­fer­ence where­with he listened to the oth­ers, the oc­ca­sion­al unc­tu­ous words which he let fall, bore testi­mony to the hu­mi­li­at­ing sub­ser­vi­ence to which he had sunk.

				And the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia, presid­ing over the small as­sembly like a god­dess who listens to the prattle of men, sat for the most part quite still, on the one dainty piece of fur­niture of which her dingy apart­ment boas­ted. She was care­ful to sit so that the rosy glow of the lamp fell on her in the dir­ec­tion most be­com­ing to her at­ti­tude. From time to time she threw in a word; but all the while her whole at­ten­tion was con­cen­trated on what was said. At her fu­ture hus­band’s ful­some words of flat­tery, at his ob­vi­ous cow­ardice be­fore the pop­u­lar idol and his cringing ab­ject­ness, a faint smile of con­tempt would now and then force it­self up to her lips. But she neither re­proved nor en­cour­aged him. And when Robe­s­pi­erre ap­peared to be flattered by Tal­li­en’s ob­sequious­ness she even gave a little sigh of sat­is­fac­tion.

			
			
				II

				St. Just, now as al­ways the mouth­piece of his friend, was the first to give a ser­i­ous turn to the con­ver­sa­tion. Com­pli­ments, flat­ter­ies, had gone their round; plat­it­udes, grandi­loquent phrases on the sub­ject of coun­try, in­tel­lec­tu­al re­volu­tion, liberty, pur­ity, and so on, had been spouted with vary­ing elo­quence. The fraternal sup­pers had been al­luded to with servile eu­logy of the gi­ant brain who had con­ceived the pro­ject.

				Then it was that St. Just broke in­to a eu­phemist­ic ac­count of the dis­orderly scene in the Rue St. Hon­oré.

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus, roused from her queen­like in­dif­fer­ence, at once be­came in­ter­ested.

				“The young trait­or!” she ex­claimed, with a great show of in­dig­na­tion. “Who was he? What was he like?”

				Couthon gave quite a minute de­scrip­tion of Ber­trand, and ac­cur­ate one, too. He had faced the blas­phemer—thus was he called by this com­pact group of de­votees and sy­co­phants—for fully five minutes, and des­pite the flick­er­ing and de­cept­ive light, had stud­ied his fea­tures, dis­tor­ted by fury and hate, and was quite sure that he would know them again.

				Ther­esia listened eagerly, caught every in­flec­tion of the voices as they dis­cussed the strange events that fol­lowed. The keen­est ob­serv­er there could not have de­tec­ted the slight­est agit­a­tion in her large, vel­vety eyes—not even when the met Robe­s­pi­erre’s coldly in­quir­ing gaze. No one—not even Tal­li­en—could have guessed what an ef­fort it cost her to ap­pear un­con­cerned, when all the while she was strain­ing every sense in the dir­ec­tion of the small kit­chen at the end of the pas­sage, where the much-dis­cussed Ber­trand was still ly­ing con­cealed.

				How­ever, the cer­tainty that Robe­s­pi­erre’s spies and those of the Com­mit­tees had ap­par­ently lost com­plete track of Mon­crif, did much to re­store her as­sur­ance, and her gaiety be­came after awhile some­what more real.

				At one time she turned boldly to Tal­li­en.

				“You were there, too, cit­izen,” she said pro­vok­ingly. “Did you not re­cog­nise any of the trait­ors?”

				Tal­li­en stammered out an evas­ive an­swer, im­plored her with a look not to taunt him and not to play like a thought­less child with­in sight and hear­ing of a man-eat­ing ti­ger. There­isa’s dal­li­ance with the young and hand­some Ber­trand must in truth be known to Robe­s­pi­erre’s army of spies, and he—Tal­li­en—was not al­to­geth­er con­vinced that the fair Span­iard, des­pite her as­sur­ances to the con­trary, was not har­bour­ing Mon­crif in her apart­ment even now.

				There­fore he would not meet her tan­tal­ising glance; and she, de­lighted to tease, threw her­self with great­er zest than be­fore in­to the dis­cus­sion, amused to see sober Tal­li­en, whom in her in­ner­most heart she des­pised, en­dur­ing tor­tures of ap­pre­hen­sion.

				“Ah!” she ex­claimed, ap­par­ently en­rap­tured by St. Just’s glow­ing ac­count of the oc­cur­rence, “what would I not give to have seen it all! In truth, we do not of­ten get such thrill­ing in­cid­ents every day in this dull and dreary Par­is. The death-carts with their load of sim­per­ing ar­is­tos have ceased to en­ter­tain us. But the drama in the Rue St. Hon­oré! à la bonne heure! What a pal­pit­at­ing scene!”

				“Es­pe­cially,” ad­ded Couthon, “the spir­it­ing away of the com­pany of trait­ors through the agency of that mys­ter­i­ous gi­ant, who some aver was just a coal-heaver named Rat­eau, well known to half the night-birds of the city as an asth­mat­ic rep­rob­ate; whilst oth­ers vow that he was—”

				“Name him not, friend Couthon,” St. Just broke in with a sar­cast­ic chuckle. “I pray thee, spare the feel­ings of cit­izen Chauvelin.” And his bold, pro­vok­ing eyes shot a glance of cool irony on the un­for­tu­nate vic­tim of his taunt.

				Chauvelin made no re­tort, pressed his thin lips more tightly to­geth­er as if to smoth­er any in­cip­i­ent ex­pres­sion of the re­sent­ment which he felt. In­stinct­ively his glance sought those of Robe­s­pi­erre, who sat by, still ap­par­ently dis­in­ter­ested and im­pass­ive, with head bent and arms cross over his nar­row chest.

				“Ah, yes!” here in­ter­posed Tal­li­en unc­tu­ously. “Cit­izen Chauvelin has had one or two op­por­tun­it­ies of meas­ur­ing his prowess against that of the mys­ter­i­ous Eng­lish­man; but we are told that, des­pite his tal­ents, he has met with no suc­cess in that dir­ec­tion.”

				“Do not tease our mod­est friend Chauvelin, I pray you, cit­izen,” Ther­esia broke in gaily. “The Scar­let Pim­per­nel—that is the name of the mys­ter­i­ous Eng­lish­man, is it not?—is far more elu­sive and a thou­sand times more re­source­ful and dar­ing than any mere man can pos­sibly con­ceive. ’Tis wo­man’s wits that will bring him to his knees one day. You can take my word for that!”

				“Your wits, citoy­enne?”

				Robe­s­pi­erre had spoken. It was the first time, since the dis­cus­sion had turned on the present sub­ject, that he had opened his lips. All eyes were at once rev­er­en­tially turned to him. His own, cold and sar­cast­ic, were fixed upon Ther­esia Cabar­rus.

				She re­turned his glance with pro­vok­ing cool­ness, shrugged her splen­did shoulders, and re­tor­ted air­ily:

				“Oh, you want a wo­man with some tal­ent as a sleuth­hound—a fe­male coun­ter­part of cit­izen Chauvelin. I have no geni­us in that dir­ec­tion.”

				“Why not?” Robe­s­pi­erre went on drily. “You, fair citoy­enne, would be well qual­i­fied to deal with the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, see­ing that your ad­orer, Ber­trand Mon­crif, ap­pears to be a protégé of the mys­ter­i­ous League.”

				At this taunt, uttered by the dic­tat­or with de­lib­er­ate em­phas­is, like one who knows what he is talk­ing about, Tal­li­en gave a gasp and his sal­low cheeks be­came the col­our of lead. But Ther­esia placed her cool, re­as­sur­ing hand upon his.

				“Ber­trand Mon­crif,” she said se­renely, “is no ad­orer of mine. He fores­wore his al­le­gi­ance to me on the day that I plighted my troth to cit­izen Tal­li­en.”

				“That is as may be,” Robe­s­pi­erre re­tor­ted coldly. “But he cer­tainly was the lead­er of the gang of trait­ors whom that meddle­some Eng­lish rabble chose to snatch away to­night from the ven­geance of a justly in­censed popu­lace.”

				“How do you know that, cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre?” Ther­esia asked. She was still main­tain­ing an out­wardly calm at­ti­tude; her voice was ap­par­ently quite steady, her glance ab­so­lutely se­rene. Only Tal­li­en’s keen per­cep­tions were able to note the al­most wax-like pal­lor which had spread over her cheeks and the strained, high-pitched tone of her usu­ally mel­low voice. “Why do you sup­pose, cit­izen,” she in­sisted, “that Ber­trand Mon­crif had any­thing to do with the fracas to­night? Me­thought he had emig­rated to Eng­land—or some­where,” she ad­ded air­ily, “after—after I gave him his def­in­ite con­gé.”

				“Did you think that, citoy­enne?” Robe­s­pi­erre re­joined with a wry smile. “Then let me tell you that you are un­der a mis­ap­pre­hen­sion. Mon­crif, the trait­or, was the lead­er of the gang that tried to rouse the people against me to­night. You ask me how I know it?” he ad­ded icily. “Well, I saw him—that is all!”

				“Ah!” ex­claimed Ther­esia, in well-played mild as­ton­ish­ment. “You say Ber­trand Mon­crif, cit­izen? He is in Par­is, then?”

				“Seem­ingly.”

				“Strange, he nev­er came to see me!”

				“Strange, in­deed!”

				“What does he look like? Some people have told me that he is get­ting fat.”

				The dis­cus­sion had now re­solved it­self in­to a duel between these two: the ruth­less dic­tat­or, sure of his power, and the beau­ti­ful wo­man, con­scious of hers. The at­mo­sphere of the drab­bily fur­nished room had be­came elec­tric­al. Every­one felt it. Every man in­stinct­ively held his breath, con­scious of the quick­en­ing of his pulses, of the ac­cel­er­ated beat­ing of his heart.

				Both the du­el­lists ap­peared per­fectly calm. Of the two, in truth, Robe­s­pi­erre ap­peared the most moved. His stac­cato voice, the drum­ming of his poin­ted fin­gers upon the arms of his chair, sug­ges­ted that the banter of the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia was get­ting on his nerves. It was like the lash­ing of a puma’s tail, the ir­rit­a­tion of a tempter un­ac­cus­tomed to be­ing pro­voked, and Ther­esia was clev­er enough—above all, wo­man enough—to note that, since the dic­tat­or was moved, he could not be per­fectly sure of his ground. He would not dis­play this secret ir­rit­a­tion if by a word he could con­found his beau­ti­ful ad­versary, and openly threaten where now he only in­sinu­ated.

				“He saw Ber­trand in the Rue St. Hon­oré,” was the sum total of her quick reas­on­ing; “but does not know that he is here. I won­der what it is he does want!” came as an af­ter­thought.

				The one that really suffered through­out, and suffered acutely, was Tal­li­en. He would have giv­en all that he pos­sessed to know for a cer­tainty that Ber­trand Mon­crif was no longer in the house. Surely Ther­esia would not be fool­hardy enough to pro­voke the power­ful dic­tat­or in­to one of those par­oxysms of spite­ful fury for which he was no­tori­ous—fury wherein he might be cap­able of any­thing—in­sult­ing his host­ess, set­ting his spies to search her apart­ments for a trait­or if he sus­pec­ted one of ly­ing hid­den away some­where. In truth, Tal­li­en, trem­bling for his be­loved, was ready to swoon. How mar­vel­lous she was! how se­rene! While men held their breath be­fore the in­ex­or­able des­pot, she went on teas­ing the ti­ger, even though he had already be­gun to snarl.

				“I en­treat you, cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre,” she said, with a pout, “to tell me if Ber­trand Mon­crif has grown fat.”

				“That I can­not tell you, citoy­enne,” Robe­s­pi­erre replied curtly. “Hav­ing re­cog­nised my en­emy, I no longer paid heed to him. My at­ten­tion was ar­res­ted by his res­cuer—”

				“That elu­sive Scar­let Pim­per­nel,” she broke in gaily. “Un­re­cog­nis­able to all save to cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre, un­der the dis­guise of an asth­mat­ic gos­soon. Ah, would I had been there!”

				“I would you had, citoy­enne,” he re­tor­ted. “You would have real­ised that to re­fuse your help to un­mask an ab­om­in­able spy after such an epis­ode is tan­tamount to treas­on.”

				Her gaiety dropped from her like a mantle. In a mo­ment she was ser­i­ous, puzzled. A frown ap­peared between her brows. Her dark eyes flashed, rap­idly in­quir­ing, sus­pi­cious, fear­ful, upon Robe­s­pi­erre.

				“To re­fuse my help?” she asked slowly. “My help in un­mask­ing a spy? I do not un­der­stand.”

				She looked from one man to the oth­er. Chauvelin was the only one who would not meet her gaze. No, not the only one. Tal­li­en, too, ap­peared ab­sorbed in con­tem­plat­ing his fin­ger nails.

				“Cit­izen Tal­li­en,” she quer­ied harshly. “What does this mean?”

				“It means just what I said,” Robe­s­pi­erre in­ter­vened coldly. “That ab­om­in­able Eng­lish spy has fooled us all. You said your­self that ’tis a wo­man’s wit that will bring that elu­sive ad­ven­turer to his knees one day. Why not yours?”

				Ther­esia gave no im­me­di­ate reply. She was med­it­at­ing. Here, then, was this oth­er means to her hand, whereby she was to pro­pi­ti­ate the man-eat­ing ti­ger, turn his snarl in­to a purr, ob­tain im­munity for her­self and her fu­ture lord, but what a pro­spect!

				“I fear me, cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre,” she said after awhile, “that you over­es­tim­ate the keen­ness of my wits.”

				“Im­possible!” he re­tor­ted drily.

				And St. Just, ever the echo of his friend’s un­spoken words, ad­ded with a great show of gal­lantry:

				“The citoy­enne Cabar­rus, even from her pris­on in Bor­deaux, suc­ceeded in snar­ing our friend Tal­li­en, and mak­ing him the slave of her beauty.”

				“Then why not the Scar­let Pim­per­nel?” was Couthon’s simple con­clu­sion.

				“The Scar­let Pim­per­nel!” Ther­esia ex­claimed with a shrug of her hand­some shoulders. “The Scar­let Pim­per­nel, for­sooth! Why, me­seems that no one knows who he is! Just now you all af­firmed that he was a coal-heaver named Rat­eau. I can­not make love to a coal-heaver, can I?”

				“Cit­izen Chauvelin knows who the Scar­let Pim­per­nel is,” Couthon went on de­lib­er­ately. “He will put you on the right track. All that we want is that he should be at your feet. It is so easy for the citoy­enne Cabar­rus to ac­com­plish that.”

				“But if you know who he is,” she urged, “why do you need my help?”

				“Be­cause,” St. Just replied, “the mo­ment that he lands in France he sheds his iden­tity, as a man would a coat. Here, there, every­where—he is more elu­sive than a ghost, for a ghost is al­ways the same, whilst the Scar­let Pim­per­nel is nev­er twice alike. A coal-heaver one day; a prince of dan­dies the next. He has lodgings in every quarter of Par­is and quits them at a mo­ment’s no­tice. He has con­fed­er­ates every­where: con­ci­erges, cab­aret-keep­ers, sol­diers, vag­a­bonds. He has been a pub­lic let­ter-writer, a ser­geant of the Na­tion­al Guard, a rogue, a thief! ’Tis only in Eng­land that he is al­ways the same, and cit­izen Chauvelin can identi­fy him there. ’Tis there that you can see him, citoy­enne, there that you can spread your nets for him; from thence that you can lure him to France in your train, like you lured cit­izen Tal­li­en to obey your every whim in Bor­deaux. Once a man hath fallen a vic­tim to the charms of beau­ti­ful Ther­esia Cabar­rus,” ad­ded the young dem­agogue gal­lantly, “she need only to beck­on and he will fol­low, as does cit­izen Tal­li­en, as did Ber­trand Mon­crif, as do so many oth­ers. Bring the Scar­let Pim­per­nel to your feet, here in Par­is, citoy­enne, and we will do the rest.”

				While his young de­votee spoke thus vehe­mently, Robe­s­pi­erre had re­lapsed in­to his usu­al pose of af­fected de­tach­ment. His head was bent, his arms were fol­ded across his chest. He ap­peared to be asleep. When St. Just paused, Ther­esia wait­ing awhile, her dark eyes fixed on the great man who had con­ceived this mon­strous pro­ject. Mon­strous, be­cause of the treach­ery that it de­man­ded.

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus had in truth iden­ti­fied her­self with the Re­volu­tion­ary gov­ern­ment. She had prom­ised to marry Tal­li­en, who out­wardly at least was as bloodthirsty and ruth­less as was Robe­s­pi­erre him­self; but she was a wo­man and not a de­mon. She had re­fused to sell Ber­trand Mon­crif in or­der to pander to Tal­li­en’s fear of Robe­s­pi­erre. To en­tice a man—who­ever he was—in­to mak­ing love to her, and then to be­tray him to his death, was in it­self an ab­hor­rent idea. What she might do if ac­tu­al danger of death threatened her, she did not know. No hu­man soul can with cer­tainty say, “I would not do this or that, un­der any cir­cum­stances whatever!” Cir­cum­stance and im­pulse are the only two forces that cre­ate cow­ards or her­oes. Prin­ciples, will­power, vir­tue, are really sub­ser­vi­ent to those two. If they prove the stronger, everything in man must yield to them.

				And Ther­esia Cabar­rus had not yet been tried by force of cir­cum­stance or driv­en by force of im­pulse. Self-pre­ser­va­tion was her dom­in­ant law, and she had not yet been in ac­tu­al fear of death.

				This is not a jus­ti­fic­a­tion on the part of this vera­cious chron­icle of Ther­esia’s sub­sequent ac­tions; it is an ex­plan­a­tion. Faced with this de­mand upon her on the part of the most power­ful des­pot in France, she hes­it­ated, even though she did not al­to­geth­er dare to re­fuse. Wo­man­like, she tried to tem­por­ise.

				She ap­peared puzzled; frowned. Then asked vaguely:

				“Is it then that you wish me to go to Eng­land?”

				St. Just nod­ded.

				“But,” she con­tin­ued, in the same in­de­term­in­ate man­ner, “me­seems that you talk very glibly of my—what shall I say?—my pro­posed dal­li­ance with the mys­ter­i­ous Eng­lish­man. Sup­pose he—he does not re­spond?”

				“Im­possible!” Couthon broke in quickly.

				“Oh!” she pro­tested. “Im­possible? Eng­lish­men are known to be prudish—mor­al—what? And if the man is mar­ried—what then?”

				“The citoy­enne Cabar­rus un­der­rates her powers,” St. Just ri­pos­ted glibly.

				“Ther­esia, I en­treat!” Tal­li­en put in dole­fully.

				He felt that the in­ter­view, from which he had hoped so much, was prov­ing a fail­ure—nay, worse! For he real­ised that Robe­s­pi­erre, thwarted in this de­sire, would bit­terly re­sent Ther­esia’s pos­it­ive re­fus­al to help him.

				“Eh, what?” she ri­pos­ted lightly. “And it is you, cit­izen Tal­li­en, who would push me in­to this erot­ic ad­ven­ture? I’ faith, your trust in me is highly flat­ter­ing! Have you not thought that in the pro­cess I might fall in love with the Scar­let Pim­per­nel my­self? He is young, they say, hand­some, ad­ven­tur­ous; and I am to try and cap­ture his fancy … the but­ter­fly is to dance around the flame … No, no! I am too much afraid that I may singe my wings!”

				“Does that mean,” Robe­s­pi­erre put in coldly, “that you re­fuse us your help, citoy­enne Cabar­rus?”

				“Yes—I re­fuse,” she replied calmly. “The pro­ject does not please me, I con­fess—”

				“Not even if we guar­an­teed im­munity to your lov­er, Ber­trand Mon­crif?”

				She gave a slight shud­der. Her lips felt dry, and she passed her tongue rap­idly over them.

				“I have no lov­er, ex­cept cit­izen Tal­li­en,” she said stead­ily, and placed her fin­gers, which had sud­denly be­come ice-cold, upon the clasped hands of her fu­ture lord. Then she rose, thereby giv­ing the sig­nal for the break­ing-up of the little party.

				In truth, she knew as well as Tal­li­en that the meet­ing had been a fail­ure. Tal­li­en was look­ing sal­low and ter­ribly wor­ried. Robe­s­pi­erre, ta­cit­urn and sul­len, gave her one threat­en­ing glance be­fore he took his leave.

				“You know, citoy­enne,” he said coldly, “that the na­tion has means at its dis­pos­al for com­pel­ling its cit­izens to do their duty.”

				“Ah, bah!” re­tor­ted the fair Span­iard, shrug­ging her shoulders. “I am not a cit­izen of France. And even your un­err­ing Pub­lic Pro­sec­utor would find it dif­fi­cult to frame an ac­cus­a­tion against me.”

				Again she laughed, de­term­ined to ap­pear gay and in­con­sequent through it all.

				“Think how the ac­cus­a­tion would sound, cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre!” she went on mock­ingly. “ ‘The citoy­enne Cabar­rus, for re­fus­ing to make amor­ous over­tures to the mys­ter­i­ous Eng­lish­man known as the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, and for re­fus­ing to ad­min­is­ter a love-philtre to him as pre­pared by Moth­er Théot at the bid­ding of cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre!’ Con­fess! Con­fess!” she ad­ded, and her rip­pling laugh had a genu­ine note of mer­ri­ment in it at last, “that we none of us would sur­vive such ri­dicule!”

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus was a clev­er wo­man, and by speak­ing the word “ri­dicule,” she had touched the one weak chink in the tyr­ant’s ar­mour. But it is not al­ways safe to prod a ti­ger, even with a child’s cane, or even from be­hind pro­tect­ing bars. Tal­li­en knew this well enough. He was on ten­ter­hooks, long­ing to see the oth­ers de­part so that he might throw him­self once again at Ther­esia’s feet and im­plore her to obey the des­pot’s com­mands.

				But Ther­esia ap­peared un­will­ing to give him such an­oth­er chance. She pro­fessed in­tense fa­tigue, bade him “good night” with such ob­vi­ous fi­nal­ity, that he dared not out­stay his wel­come. A few mo­ments later they had all gone. Their gra­cious host­ess ac­com­pan­ied them to the door, since Pepita had by this time cer­tainly gone to bed. The little pro­ces­sion was formed, with St. Just and Chauvelin sup­port­ing their palsied com­rade, Robe­s­pi­erre de­tached and si­lent, and fi­nally Tal­li­en, whose last ap­peal­ing look to his be­loved would have melted a heart of stone.

			
		
	
		
			
				XI

				Strange Hap­pen­ings

			
			
				I

				Now the dingy little apart­ment in the Rue Ville­dot was si­lent and dark. The el­eg­ant little lamp with its rose-col­oured shade was turned down in the with­draw­ing-room, leav­ing only a tiny glim­mer of light, which failed to dis­pel the gloom around. The noc­turn­al vis­it­ors had de­par­ted more than a quarter of an hour ago; nev­er­the­less, the beau­ti­ful host­ess had not yet gone to bed. In fact, she had hardly moved since she bade the fi­nal adieu to her timor­ous lov­er. The en­forced gaiety of the last few mo­ments still sat like a mask upon her face. All that she had done was to sink with a sigh of wear­i­ness upon the settee.

				And there she re­mained, with neck craned for­ward, listen­ing, strain­ing every nerve to listen, even though the heavy, meas­ured foot­steps of the five men had long since ceased to echo up and down the stone pas­sages and stairs. Her foot, in its quaint small san­dal, beat now and then an im­pa­tient tat­too upon the thread­bare car­pet. Her eyes at in­ter­vals cast anxious looks upon the old-fash­ioned clock above the man­tel­piece.

				It struck half-past two. Whereupon Ther­esia rose and went out in­to the ves­ti­bule. Here a tal­low candle flickered faintly in its pew­ter sconce and emit­ted an evil-smelling smoke, which rose in spir­als to the blackened ceil­ing.

				Ther­esia paused, glanced in­quir­ingly down the nar­row pas­sage which gave ac­cess to the little kit­chen bey­ond. Between the kit­chen and the corner of the ves­ti­bule where she was stand­ing, two doors gave on the pas­sage: her bed­room, and that of her maid Pepita. Ther­esia was vividly con­scious of the strange si­lence which reigned in the whole apart­ment. The pas­sage was pitch dark save at its farthest end, where a tiny ray of light found its way un­der­neath the kit­chen door.

				The si­lence was op­press­ive, al­most ter­ri­fy­ing. In a hoarse, anxious voice, Ther­esia called:

				“Pepita!”

				But there came no an­swer. Pepita ap­par­ently had gone to bed, was fast asleep by now. But what had be­come of Ber­trand?

				Full of vague mis­giv­ings, her nerves tingling with a name­less fear, Ther­esia picked up the candle and tip­toed down the pas­sage. Out­side Pepita’s door she paused and listened. Her large dark eyes looked weird in their ex­pres­sion of puz­zle­ment and of awe, the flick­er­ing light of the candle throw­ing gleams of or­ange-col­oured lights in­to the depths of the widely dilated pu­pils.

				“Pepita!” she called; and some­how the sound of her own voice ad­ded to her ter­ror. Strange that she should be frightened like this in her own fa­mil­i­ar apart­ment, and with a faith­ful, sturdy maid sleep­ing the oth­er side of this thin par­ti­tion wall!

				“Pepita!” Ther­esia’s voice was shak­ing. She tried to open the door, but it was locked. Why had Pepita, con­trary to her habit, locked her­self in? Had she, too, been a prey to some un­ex­plain­able pan­ic? Ther­esia knocked against the door, rattled the handle in its sock­et, called more loudly and more in­sist­ently, “Pepita!” and, re­ceiv­ing no reply, fell, half-swoon­ing with fear, against the par­ti­tion wall, whilst the candle slipped out of her trem­bling grasp and fell with a clat­ter to the ground.

				She was now in com­plete dark­ness, with senses reel­ing and brain para­lysed. How long she re­mained thus, in a state bor­der­ing on col­lapse, she did not know; prob­ably not more than a minute or so. Con­scious­ness re­turned quickly, and with it the cold sweat of an ab­ject fear; for through this re­turn­ing con­scious­ness she had per­ceived a groan is­su­ing from be­hind the locked door. But her knees were still shak­ing; she felt un­able to move.

				“Pepita!” she called again; and to her own ears her voice soun­ded hoarse and muffled. Strain­ing her ears and hold­ing her breath, she once more caught the sound of a smothered grown.

				Whereupon, driv­en in­to ac­tion by the ob­vi­ous dis­tress of her maid, Ther­esia re­covered a cer­tain meas­ure of self-con­trol. Pulling her­self vig­or­ously to­geth­er, she began by grop­ing for the candle which had dropped out of her hand a while ago. Even as she stooped down for this she con­trived to say in a mod­er­ately clear and firm voice:

				“Cour­age, Pepita! I’ll find the light and come back.” Then she ad­ded: “Are you un­able to un­lock the door?”

				To this, how­ever, she re­ceived no reply save an­oth­er muffled groan.

				Ther­esia now was on her hands and knees, grop­ing for the can­dle­stick. Then a strange thing happened. Her hands, as they wandered vaguely along the flagged floor, en­countered a small ob­ject, which proved to be a key. In an in­stant she was on her feet again, her fin­gers run­ning over the door un­til they en­countered the key­hole. In­to this she suc­ceeded, after fur­ther grop­ing, in in­sert­ing the key; it fit­ted and turned the lock. She pushed open the door, and re­mained para­lysed with sur­prise upon the threshold.

				Pepita was re­clin­ing in an arm­chair, her hands tied be­hind her, a wool­len shawl wound loosely around her mouth. In a dis­tant corner of the room, a small oil-lamp, turned very low, cast a glim­mer of light upon the scene. For Ther­esia to run to the pin­ioned wo­man and undo the bonds that held her was but the work of a few seconds.

				“Pepita!” she cried. “What in heav­en’s name has happened?”

				The wo­man seemed not much the worse for her en­forced duress. She groaned, and even swore un­der her breath, and in­deed ap­peared more dazed than hurt. Ther­esia, im­pa­tient and ex­cited, had to shake her more than once vig­or­ously by the shoulder be­fore she was able to gath­er her scattered wits to­geth­er.

				“Where is M. Ber­trand?” Ther­esia asked re­peatedly, ere she got a reply from her be­wildered maid.

				At last Pepita was able to speak.

				“In very truth, Ma­dame,” she said slowly, “I do not know.”

				“How do you mean, you do not know?” Ther­esia quer­ied, with a deepened frown.

				“Just what I say, my pi­geon,” Pepita re­tor­ted with marked acerbity. “You ask me what has happened, and I say I do not know. You want to know what has be­come of M. Ber­trand. Then go and look for your­self. When I last saw him, he was in the kit­chen, un­fit to move, the poor cab­bage!”

				“But, Pepita,” Ther­esia in­sisted, and stamped her foot with im­pa­tience, “you must know how you came to be sit­ting here, pin­ioned and muffled. Who did it? Who has been here? God pre­serve the wo­man, will she nev­er speak!”

				Pepita by now had fully re­covered her senses. She had struggled to her feet, and went to take up the lamp, then led the way to­ward the door, ap­par­ently in­tent on find­ing out for her­self what had be­come of M. Ber­trand and in no way shar­ing her mis­tress’s un­reas­on­ing ter­ror. She hal­ted on the threshold and turned to Ther­esia, who quite mech­an­ic­ally star­ted to fol­low her.

				“M. Ber­trand was sit­ting in the arm­chair in the kit­chen,” she said simply. “I was ar­ran­ging a cush­ion for his head, to make him more com­fort­able, when sud­denly a shawl was flung over my head without the slight­est warn­ing. I had seen noth­ing; I had not heard the merest sound. And I had not the time to ut­ter a scream be­fore I was muffled up in the shawl. Then I was lif­ted off the ground as if I were a sack of feath­ers, and I just re­mem­ber smelling some­thing ac­rid which made my head spin round and round. But I re­mem­ber noth­ing more after un­til I heard voices in the ves­ti­bule when thy guests were go­ing away. Then I heard thy voice and tried to make thee hear mine. And that is all!”

				“When did that hap­pen, Pepita?”

				“Soon after the last of thy guests had ar­rived. I re­mem­ber I looked at the clock. It must have been half an hour after mid­night.”

				While the wo­man spoke, Ther­esia had re­mained stand­ing in the middle of the room, look­ing in the gloom like an elfin ap­par­i­tion, with her cling­ing, dia­phan­ous draper­ies. A frown of deep puz­zle­ment lay between her brows and her lips were tightly pressed to­geth­er as if in wrath; but she said noth­ing more, and when Pepita, lamp in hand, went out of the room, she fol­lowed.

			
			
				II

				When, the kit­chen door be­ing opened, that room was found to be empty, Ther­esia was no longer sur­prised. Some­how she had ex­pec­ted this. She knew that Ber­trand would be gone. The win­dows of the kit­chen gave on the ubi­quit­ous wrought-iron bal­cony, as did all the oth­er win­dows of the apart­ment. That those win­dows were un­fastened, had only been pushed to from the out­side, ap­peared to her as a mat­ter of course. It was not Ber­trand who had thrown the shawl over Pepita’s head; there­fore someone had come in from the out­side and had kid­napped Ber­trand—someone who was pe­cu­li­arly bold and dar­ing. He had not come in from the bal­cony and through the win­dow, be­cause the lat­ter had been fastened as usu­al by Pepita much earli­er in the even­ing. No! He had gone that way, tak­ing Ber­trand with him; but he must have entered the place in some oth­er mys­ter­i­ous man­ner, like a dis­em­bod­ied sprite bent on mis­chief or mys­tery.

				Whilst Pepita fumbled and grumbled, Ther­esia star­ted on a tour of in­spec­tion. Still deeply puzzled, she was no longer afraid. With Pepita to speak and the lamps all turned on, her ha­bitu­al cour­age and self-pos­ses­sion had quickly re­turned to her. She had no be­lief in the su­per­nat­ur­al. Her ma­ter­i­al­ist­ic, en­tirely ra­tion­al mind at once re­jec­ted the sup­pos­i­tion, hin­ted at by Pepita, that ma­gic­al powers had been at work to take Ber­trand Mon­crif to a place of safety.

				Some­thing was go­ing on in her brain, cer­tain the­or­ies, guesses, con­jec­tures, which she was pas­sion­ately eager to set at rest. Nor did it take her long. Candle in hand, she had gone round to ex­plore. No soon­er had she entered her own bed­room than the solu­tion of the mys­tery lay re­vealed be­fore her, in a shut­ter, forced open from the out­side, a broken pane of glass which had al­lowed a hand to creep in and sur­repti­tiously turn the handle of the tall French win­dow to al­low of easy in­gress. It had been quickly and clev­erly done; the splin­ters of glass had made no noise as they fell upon the car­pet. But for the dis­ap­pear­ance of Ber­trand, the cir­cum­stances sug­ges­ted a nimble house­break­er rather than a be­ne­vol­ent agency for the res­cue of young rash­lings in dis­tress.

				The frown of puz­zle­ment deepened on Ther­esia Cabar­rus’s brow, and her mo­bile mouth with the per­fectly arched if some­what thin lips ex­pressed a kind of fe­line an­ger, whilst the hand that held the pew­ter can­dle­stick trembled per­cept­ibly.

				Pepita’s as­ton­ish­ment ex­pressed it­self by sun­dry ex­clam­a­tions: “Name of a name!” and “Is it pos­sible?” The ex­plan­a­tion of the mys­tery had loosened her tongue, and while she set stolidly to work to clear up the debris of glass in her mis­tress’s bed­room, she al­lowed free rein to her in­dig­na­tion against the im­pudent ma­raud­er, who in doubt had only been foiled in his at­tempt at whole­sale rob­bery by some lucky cir­cum­stance which would presently come to light.

				The worthy old peas­ant ab­so­lutely re­fused to con­nect the de­par­ture of M. Ber­trand with so ob­vi­ous an at­tempt at house­break­ing.

				“M. Ber­trand was de­term­ined to go, the poor cab­bage!” she said de­cis­ively; “since thou didst make him un­der­stand that his stay­ing here was a danger to thee. He no doubt took an op­por­tun­ity to slip out the front door whilst thou wast en­gaged in con­ver­sa­tion with that pack of mur­der­ers, whom may the good God pun­ish one of these days!”

				From which re­mark we may gath­er that Pepita had not im­bibed re­volu­tion­ary ideals with the air of her nat­ive An­dalusia.

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus, wear­ied bey­ond en­dur­ance by all the events of this night, as well as by her old ser­vant’s in­cess­ant gabble, fi­nally sent her, still mut­ter­ing and grumbling, to bed.

			
		
	
		
			
				XII

				Chauvelin

			
			Ther­esia had op­posed a stern re­fus­al to Pepita’s re­quest that she might put her mis­tress to bed be­fore she her­self went to rest. She did not want to go to bed: she wanted to think, and now that that pe­cu­li­ar air of mys­tery, that si­lence and semi­d­ark­ness no longer held their grue­some sway in her apart­ment, she did not feel afraid.

			Pepita went to bed. For awhile, Ther­esia could hear her mov­ing about, with pon­der­ous, shuff­ling foot­steps; then, presently everything was still. The clock of old St. Roch struck three. Not much more than half an hour had gone by since her guests had been de­par­ted. To Ther­esia it seemed like an in­fin­ity of time. The sense of a baff­ling mys­tery be­ing at work around her had roused her ire and killed all lat­ent fear.

			But what was the mys­tery?

			And was there a mys­tery at all? Or was Pepita’s ra­tion­al ex­plan­a­tion of the oc­cur­rence of this night the right one after all?

			Citoy­enne Cabar­rus, un­able to sit still, wandered up and down the pas­sage, in and out of the kit­chen; in and out of her bed­room, and thence in­to the ves­ti­bule. Then back again. At one mo­ment, when stand­ing in the ves­ti­bule, she thought she heard someone mov­ing on the land­ing out­side the front door. Her heart beat a little more rap­idly, but she was not afraid. She did not be­lieve in house­break­ers and she felt that Pepita, who was a very light sleep­er, was well with­in call.

			So she went to the front door and opened it. The quick cry which she gave was one of sur­prise rather than of fear. In her be­lated vis­it­or she had re­cog­nised cit­izen Chauvelin; and some­how, by a vague pro­cess of reas­on­ing, his pres­ence just at this mo­ment seemed quite ra­tion­al—in keep­ing with the un­solved mys­tery that was so baff­ling to the fair Ther­esia.

			“May I come in, citoy­enne?” Chauvelin said in a whis­per. “It is late, I know; but there is ur­gency.”

			He was stand­ing on the threshold, and she, a few paces away from him in the ves­ti­bule. The candle, which now burned low in its sock­et, was be­hind her. Its light touched with a weird, flick­er­ing glow on the pale face of the once noted Ter­ror­ist, with its pale eyes and sharply hooked nose, which gave him the air of a gaunt bird of prey.

			“It is late,” she mur­mured vaguely. “What do you want?”

			“Some­thing has happened,” he replied, still speak­ing be­low his breath. “Some­thing which con­cerns you. And, be­fore speak­ing of it to cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre—”

			At the dread name Ther­esia stepped farther back in­to the ves­ti­bule.

			“Enter!” she said curtly.

			He came in, and she closed the door care­fully be­hind him. Then she led the way in­to the with­draw­ing room and turned up the wick of the lamp un­der its rosy shade. She sat down and mo­tioned to him to do the same.

			“What is it?” she asked.

			Be­fore reply­ing, Chauvelin’s fin­ger and thumb—thin and poin­ted like the talons of a vul­ture—went fum­bling in the pock­et of his waist­coat. From it he ex­trac­ted a small piece of neatly fol­ded pa­per.

			“When we left your apart­ment, citoy­enne—my friend St. Just and I sup­port­ing poor palsied Couthon, and Robe­s­pi­erre fol­low­ing close be­hind us—I spied this scrap of pa­per, which St. Just’s care­less foot had just kicked to one side when he was step­ping across the threshold. Some un­known hand must have in­sinu­ated it un­der­neath the door. Now, I nev­er des­pise stray bits of pa­per. I have had so many through my hands that proved after ex­am­in­a­tion to be of para­mount im­port­ance. So, whilst the oth­ers were busy with their own af­fairs I, un­seen by them, had already stooped and picked the pa­per up.”

			He paused for a mo­ment or two, then, sat­is­fied that he held the beau­ti­ful wo­man’s un­di­vided at­ten­tion, he went on in his ha­bitu­al dry, urbane mono­tone:

			“Now, though I was quite sure in my own mind, citoy­enne, that this bil­let-doux was in­ten­ded for your fair hands, I felt that, as its find­er, I had some sort of li­en upon it—”

			“To the point, cit­izen, I pray you!” Ther­esia broke in harshly, tried by a show of im­pa­tience and of fa­tigue to hide the anxi­ety which had once more taken pos­ses­sion of her heart. “You found a let­ter ad­dressed to me; you read it. As you have brought it here, I pre­sume that you wish me to know its con­tents. So get on, man, get on!” she ad­ded more vehe­mently. “It is not at three in the morn­ing that one cares for dal­li­ance.”

			By way of reply, Chauvelin slowly un­fol­ded the note and began to read:

			
				“ ‘Ber­trand Mon­crif is a young fool, but he is too good to be the plaything of a sleek black pan­ther­ess, how­ever beau­ti­ful she might be. So I am tak­ing him away to Eng­land where, in the arms of his long-suf­fer­ing and loy­al sweet­heart, he will soon for­get the brief mad­ness which so nearly landed him on the guil­lot­ine and made of him a tool to serve the selfish whims of Ther­esia Cabar­rus.’ ”

			

			Ther­esia had listened to the brief, en­ig­mat­ic epistle without dis­play­ing the slight­est sign of emo­tion or sur­prise. Now, when Chauvelin had fin­ished read­ing, and with his strange, dry smile had handed her the tiny note, she took it and for awhile con­tem­plated it in si­lence, her face per­fectly pla­cid save for a curi­ous and omin­ous con­trac­tion of the brows and a screw­ing-up of the fine eyes, which gave her a curi­ous, snake­like ex­pres­sion.

			“You know, of course, citoy­enne,” Chauvelin said after awhile, “who the writer of this—shall we say?—im­pudent epistle hap­pens to be?”

			She nod­ded.

			“The man,” he went on pla­cidly, “who goes by the name of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. The im­pudent Eng­lish ad­ven­turer whom cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre has asked you, citoy­enne, to lure in­to the net which we may spread for him.”

			Still Ther­esia was si­lent. She did not look at Chauvelin, but kept her eyes fixed upon the scrap of pa­per, which she had fol­ded in­to a long, nar­row rib­bon and was twin­ing in and out between her fin­gers.

			“A while ago, citoy­enne,” Chauvelin con­tin­ued, “in this very room, you re­fused to lend us a help­ing hand.”

			Still no reply from Ther­esia. She had just smoothed out the mys­ter­i­ous epistle, care­fully fol­ded it in­to four, and was in the act of slip­ping it in­to the bos­om of her gown. Chauvelin waited quite pa­tiently. He was ac­cus­tomed to wait­ing, and pa­tience was an in­teg­ral part of his stock in trade. Op­por­tunism was an­oth­er.

			Ther­esia was sit­ting on her fa­vour­ite settee, lean­ing for­ward with her hands clasped between her knees, her head was bent, and the tiny rose-shaded lamp failed to throw its glim­mer of light upon her face. The clock on the man­tel­shelf be­hind her was tick­ing with in­sen­tient mono­tony. Anon, a dis­tant chime struck the quarter after three. Whereupon Chauvelin rose.

			“I think we un­der­stand one an­oth­er, citoy­enne,” he said quietly, and with a sigh of com­plete sat­is­fac­tion. “It is late now. At what hour may I have the priv­ilege of see­ing you alone?”

			“At three in the af­ter­noon?” she replied tone­lessly, like one speak­ing in a dream. “Cit­izen Tal­li­en is al­ways at the Con­ven­tion then, and my door will be denied to every­body else.”

			“I’ll be here at three o’clock,” was Chauvelin’s fi­nal word.

			Ther­esia had not moved. He made her a deep bow and went out of the room. The next mo­ment, the open­ing and shut­ting of the out­er door pro­claimed that he had gone.

			After that, Ther­esia Cabar­rus went to bed.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				The Fish­er­man’s Rest

			
			
				I

				And whilst the whole of Europe was in trav­ail with the re­per­cus­sion of the gi­gant­ic up­heav­al that was shak­ing France to its his­tor­ic found­a­tions, the last few years had seen but very little change in this little corner of Eng­land.

				The Fish­er­man’s Rest stood where it had done for two cen­tur­ies and long be­fore thrones had tottered and anoin­ted heads fallen on the scaf­fold. The oak rafters, black with age, the mo­nu­ment­al hearth, the tables and high-backed benches, seemed like mute testi­mon­ies to good or­der and to tra­di­tion, just as the shiny pew­ter mugs, the foam­ing ale, the brass that glittered like gold, bore wit­ness to un­im­paired prosper­ity and an even, well-reg­u­lated life.

				Over in the kit­chen yon­der, Mis­tress Sally Waite, as she now was, still ruled with a firm if some­what hasty hand, the weight of which, so the naughty gos­sips averred, even her hus­band, Mas­ter Harry Waite, had ex­per­i­enced more than once. She still queened it over her fath­er’s house­hold, presided over his kit­chen, and drove the young scull­ery wenches to their task with her sharp tongue and an oc­ca­sion­al slap. But The Fish­er­man’s Rest could not have gone on without her. The cop­per sauce­pans would in truth not have glittered so, nor would the home-brewed ale have tasted half so lus­cious to Mas­ter Jelly­band’s faith­ful cus­tom­ers, had not Mis­tress Sally’s strong brown hands drawn it for them, with just the right amount of creamy foam on the top and not a bit too much.

				And so it was still many a “Ho, Sally! ’Ere Sally! ’Ow long’ll you be with that there beer!” or “Say, Sally! A cut of your cheese and homebaked bread; and look sharp about it!” that re­soun­ded from end to end of the long, low-raftered cof­fee-room of The Fish­er­man’s Rest, on this fine May day of the year of grace 1794.

				Sally Waite, her muslin cap set at a be­com­ing angle, her ker­chief primly fol­ded over her well-de­veloped bos­om, and her kirtle neatly raised above a pair of ex­ceed­ingly shapely ankles, was in and out of the room, in and out of the kit­chen, trip­ping it like a be­ne­vol­ent if some­what sub­stan­tial fairy, ban­dy­ing chaff here, ad­min­is­ter­ing re­buke there, hot, pant­ing and ex­cited.

			
			
				II

				The while mine host, Mas­ter Jelly­band—per­haps a shade more portly of fig­ure, a thought more bald of pate, these last two years—stood with stubby legs firmly planted upon his own hearth, wherein, des­pite the warmth of a glor­i­ous af­ter­noon, a log fire blazed away mer­rily. He was giv­ing forth his views upon the polit­ic­al situ­ation of Europe gen­er­ally with the self-sat­is­fied as­sur­ance born of com­plete ig­nor­ance and true Brit­ish in­su­lar pre­ju­dice.

				Be­lieve me, Mr. Jelly­band was in no two minds about “them mur­der­in’ fur­riners over yon­der” who had done away with their King and Queen and all their no­bil­ity and qual­ity, and whom Eng­land had at last de­cided to lick in­to shape.

				“And not a mo­ment too soon, hark’ee, Mr. ’Empseed,” he went on sen­ten­tiously. “And if I ’ad my way, we should ’ave pun­ished ’em prop­er long be­fore this—blown their bloom­in’ Par­is in­to smithereens and car­ried off the pore Queen afore those mur­der­ous vil­lains ’ad ’er pretty ’ead off ’er shoulders!”

				Mr. Hemp­seed, from his own priv­ileged corner in the inglen­ook, was not al­to­geth­er pre­pared to ad­mit that.

				“I am not for in­ter­fer­ing with oth­er folks’ ways,” he said, rais­ing his quak­ing treble so as to stem ef­fec­tu­ally the tor­rent of Mas­ter Jelly­band’s elo­quence. “As the Scrip­tures say—”

				“Keep your dirty fin­gers from off my waist!” came in de­cis­ive tones from Mis­tress Sally Waite, whilst the shrill sound made by the vi­ol­ent con­tact of a fem­in­ine hand against a manly cheek froze the Scrip­tur­al quo­ta­tion on Mr. Hemp­seed’s lips.

				“Now then, now then, Sally!” Mr. Jelly­band thought fit to say in stern tones, not lik­ing his cus­tom­ers to be thus sum­mar­ily dealt with.

				“Now then, fath­er,” Sally re­tor­ted, with a toss of her brown curls, “you just at­tend to your polit­ics, and Mr. ’Empseed to ’is Scrip­tures, and leave me to deal with them im­pudent jack­anapes. You wait!” she ad­ded, turn­ing once more with a part­ing shot dir­ec­ted against the dis­com­fited of­fend­er. “If my ’Arry catches you at them tricks, you’ll see what you get—that’s all!”

				“Sally!” Mr. Jelly­band ad­mon­ished, more sternly this time. “You’ll ’ave my lord Hast­ings ’ere be­fore ’is din­ner is ready.”

				Which sug­ges­tion so over­awed Mis­tress Sally that she promptly for­got the mis­do­ings of the for­ward swain and failed to hear the sar­cast­ic chuckle which greeted the men­tion of her hus­band’s name. With an ex­cited little cry, she ran quickly out of the room.

				Mr. Hemp­seed, loftily un­aware of in­ter­rup­tion, con­cluded his sen­ten­tious re­mark:

				“As the Scrip­tures say, Mr. Jelly­band: ‘ ’Ave no fel­low­ship with the un­fruit­ful work of dark­ness.’ I don’t ’old not with in­ter­fer­ing. Re­mem­ber what the Scrip­tures say: ‘ ’E that com­mit­teth sin is of the dev­il, and the dev­il sin­neth from the be­gin­ning,’ ” he con­cluded with sub­lime ir­rel­ev­ance, sagely nod­ding his head.

				But Mr. Jelly­band was not thus lightly to be con­foun­ded in his ar­gu­ment—no, not by any quo­ta­tion, rel­ev­ant or oth­er­wise!

				“All very fine, Mr. ’Empseed,” he said, “and good enough for them ’oo, like your­self, are wil­l­in’ to side with them mur­der­in’ rep­rob­ates …”

				“Like my­self, Mr. Jelly­band?” pro­tested Mr. Hemp­seed, with as much vigour as his shrill treble would al­low. “Nay, but I’m not for them chil­dren of dark­ness—”

				“You may be or you may not,” Mr. Jelly­band went on, noth­ing daun­ted. “There be many as are, and ’oo’d say ‘Let ’em murder,’ even now, but I say that them as ’oo talk that way are not true Eng­lish­men; for ’tis we Eng­lish­men ’oo can teach the fur­riner just what ’e may do and what ’e may not. And as we’ve got the ships and the men and the money, we can just fight ’em as are not of our way o’ thinkin’. And let me tell you, Mr. ’Empseed, that I’m pre­pared to back my opin­ions ’gainst any man as don’t agree with me!”

				For the nonce Mr. Hemp­seed was si­lent. True, a Scrip­tur­al text did hov­er on his thin, quiv­er­ing lips; but as no one paid any heed to him for the mo­ment its ap­pos­ite­ness will forever re­main doubt­ful. The hon­ours of vic­tory res­ted with Mr. Jelly­band. Such lofty pat­ri­ot­ism, coupled with so much sound know­ledge of polit­ic­al af­fairs, could not fail to leave its im­press upon the more ig­nor­ant and the less fer­vent amongst the fre­quenters of The Fish­er­man’s Rest.

				In­deed, who was more qual­i­fied to pass an opin­ion on cur­rent events than the host of that much-fre­quen­ted re­sort, see­ing that the ladies and gen­tle­men of qual­ity who came to Eng­land from over the wa­ter, so as to es­cape all them mur­ther­in’ rep­rob­ates in their own coun­try, did most times halt at The Fish­er­man’s Rest on their way to Lon­don or to Bath? And though Mr. Jelly­band did not know a word of French—no fur­rin lingo for him, thank ’ee!—he nev­er­the­less had mixed with all that no­bil­ity and gentry for over two years now, and had learned all that there was to know about the life over there, and about Mr. Pitt’s in­ten­tions to put a stop to all those ab­om­in­a­tions.

			
			
				III

				Even now, hardly had mine hosts con­ver­sa­tion with his fa­voured cus­tom­ers as­sumed a more do­mest­ic turn, than a loud clat­ter on the cobble­stones out­side, a jingle and a rattle, shouts, laughter and bustle, an­nounced the ar­rival of guests who were priv­ileged to make as much noise as they pleased.

				Mr. Jelly­band ran to the door, shouted for Sally at the top of his voice with a “Here’s my lord Hast­ings!” to add spur to Sally’s hustle. Polit­ics were for­got­ten for the nonce, ar­gu­ments set aside, in the ex­cite­ment of wel­com­ing the qual­ity.

				Three young gal­lants in trav­el­ling clothes, smart of ap­pear­ance and de­bon­air of mien, were ush­er­ing a party of strangers—three ladies and two men—in­to the hos­pit­able porch of The Fish­er­man’s Rest. The little party had walked across from the in­ner har­bour, where the grace­ful masts of an el­eg­ant schoon­er lately ar­rived in port were seen gently sway­ing against the del­ic­ately col­oured af­ter­noon sky. Three or four sail­ors from the schoon­er were car­ry­ing lug­gage, which they de­pos­ited in the hall of the inn, then touched their fore­locks in re­sponse to a pleas­ant smile and nod from the young lords.

				“This way, my lord,” Mas­ter Jelly­band re­it­er­ated with jovi­al ob­sequious­ness. “Everything is ready. This way! Hey, Sallee!” he called again; and Sally, hot, ex­cited, blush­ing, came trip­ping over from the kit­chen, wip­ing her hot plump palms against her ap­ron in an­ti­cip­a­tion of shak­ing hands with their lord­ships.

				“Since Mr. Waite isn’t any­where about,” my lord Hast­ings said gaily, as he put a bold arm round Mis­tress Sally’s dainty waist, “I’ll e’en have a kiss, my pretty one.”

				“And I, too, by gad, for old sake’s sake!” Lord Tony as­ser­ted, and planked a hearty kiss on mis­tress Sally’s dimpled cheek.

				“At your ser­vice, my lords, at your ser­vice!” Mas­ter Jelly­band re­joined, laugh­ing. Then ad­ded more soberly: “Now then, Sally, show the ladies up in­to the blue room, the while their lord­ships ’ave a first shake down in the cof­fee-room. This way, gen­tle­men—your lord­ships—this way!”

				The strangers in the mean­while had stood by, wide-eyed and some­what be­wildered in face of this ex­uber­ant hil­ar­ity which was so un­like what they had pic­tured to them­selves of dull, fog-rid­den Eng­land—so un­like, too, the dreary mor­ose­ness which of late had re­placed the erstwhile light­hearted gaiety of their own coun­try­men. The porch and the nar­row hall of The Fish­er­man’s Rest ap­peared to them seeth­ing with vi­tal­ity. Every­one was talk­ing, nobody seemed to listen; every­one was merry, and every­one knew every­body else and was pleased to meet them. Son­or­ous laughter echoed from end to end along the sol­id beams, black and shiny with age. It all seemed so homely, so happy. The de­fer­ence paid to the young gal­lants and to them as strangers by the sail­ors and the innkeep­er was so genu­ine and hearty without the slight­est sign of servil­ity, that those five people who had left be­hind them so much class-hatred, enmity and cruelty in their own coun­try, felt an un­ac­count­able tight­en­ing of the heart, a few hot tears rise to their eyes, partly of joy, but partly too of re­gret.

			
			
				IV

				Lord Hast­ings, the young­est and mer­ries of the Eng­lish party, guided the two French­men to­ward the cof­fee-room, with many a jest in at­ro­cious French and kindly words of en­cour­age­ment, all in­ten­ded to put the strangers at their ease.

				Lord An­thony Dewhurst and Sir An­drew Ffoulkes—a trifle more ser­i­ous and earn­est, yet equally happy and ex­cited at the suc­cess of their per­il­ous ad­ven­ture and at the pro­spect of re­union with their wives—lingered a mo­ment longer in the hall, in or­der to speak with the sail­ors who had brought the lug­gage along.

				“Do you know aught of Sir Percy?” Lord Tony asked.

				“No, my lord,” the sail­or gave an­swer; “not since he went ashore early this morn­ing. ’Er Lady­ship was waitin’ for ’im on the pier. Sir Percy just ran up the steps and then ’e shouted to us to get back quickly. ‘Tell their lord­ships,’ ’e says, ‘I’ll meet them at The Rest.’ And then Sir Percy and ’er lady­ship just walked off and we saw naun more of them.”

				“That was many hours ago,” Sir An­drew Ffoulkes mused, with an in­ward smile. He too saw vis­ions of meet­ing his pretty Su­z­anne very soon, and walk­ing away with her in­to the land of dreams.

				“ ’Twas just six o’clock when Sir Percy ’ad the boat lowered,” the sail­or re­joined. “And we rowed quick back after we landed ’im, but the Day­dream, she ’ad to wait for the tie. We wurr a long while get­tin’ in­to port.”

				Sir An­drew nod­ded.

				“You don’t know,” he said, “if the skip­per had any fur­ther or­ders?”

				“I don’t know, sir,” the man replied. “But we mun be in read­i­ness al­ways. No one knows when Sir Percy may wish to set sail again.”

				The two young men said noth­ing more, and presently the sail­ors touched their fore­locks and went away. Lord Tony and Sir An­drew ex­changed know­ing smiles. They could eas­ily pic­ture to them­selves their be­loved chief, in­defatig­able, like a boy let out from school, ex­hil­ar­ated by the deadly danger through which he had once more passed un­scathed, clasp­ing his ad­ored wife in his arms and wan­der­ing off with her, heav­en knew whith­er, liv­ing his life of joy and love and hap­pi­ness dur­ing the brief hours which his own in­dom­it­able en­ergy, his reck­less cour­age, ac­cor­ded to the sen­ti­ment­al side of his com­plex nature.

				Far too im­pa­tient to wait un­til the tide al­lowed the Day­dream to get in­to port, he had been rowed ashore in the early dawn, and his beau­ti­ful Mar­guer­ite—punc­tu­al to the as­sig­na­tion con­veyed to her by one of those mys­ter­i­ous means of which Percy alone knew the secret—was ready there to re­ceive him, to for­get in the shel­ter of his arms the days of rack­ing anxi­ety and of cruel ter­ror for her be­loved through which she had again and again been forced to pass.

				Neither Lord Tony nor Sir An­drew Ffoulkes, the Scar­let Pim­per­nel’s most faith­ful and de­voted lieu­ten­ants, be­grudged their chief these ex­tra hours of bliss, the while they were left in charge of the party so lately res­cued from hor­rible death. They knew that with­in a day or two—with­in a few hours, per­haps—Blakeney would tear him­self away once more from the cling­ing em­brace of his ex­quis­ite wife, from the com­fort of lux­ury of an ideal home, from the ad­u­la­tion of friends, the pleas­ures of wealth and of fash­ion, in or­der may­hap to grovel in the squal­or and filth of some out­land­ish corner of Par­is, where he could be in touch with the in­no­cents who suffered—the poor, the ter­ror-stricken vic­tims of the mer­ci­less re­volu­tion. With­in a few hours, may­hap, he would be risk­ing his life again every mo­ment of the day, in or­der to save some poor hunted fel­low-creature—man, wo­man or child—from death that threatened them at the hands of in­hu­man mon­sters who knew neither mercy nor com­punc­tion.

				And for the nine­teen mem­bers of the League, they took it in turns to fol­low their lead­er where danger was thick­est. It was a priv­ilege eagerly sought, de­served by all, and ac­cor­ded to those who were most highly trus­ted. It was in­vari­ably fol­lowed by a peri­od of rest in happy Eng­land, with wife, friends, joy and lux­ury. Sir An­drew Ffoulkes, Lord An­thony Dewhurst and my lord Hast­ings had been of the ex­ped­i­tion which brought Mme. de Ser­val with her three chil­dren and Ber­trand Mon­crif safely to Eng­land, after ad­ven­tures more per­il­ous, more reck­less of danger, than most. With­in a few hours they would be free to for­get in the em­brace of cling­ing arms every per­il and every ad­ven­ture save the etern­al one of love, free to for­swear everything out­side that, save their ven­er­a­tion for their chief and their loy­alty to his cause.

			
		
	
		
			
				XIV

				The Cast­away

			
			
				I

				An ex­cel­lent din­ner served by Mis­tress Sally and her at­tend­ant little wenches put every­body in­to rare good-hu­mour. Ma­dame de Ser­val—pale, del­ic­ate, with gentle, plaint­ive voice and eyes that had ac­quired a pathet­ic­ally furt­ive look—even con­trived to smile, her heart warmed by the genu­ine wel­come, the rare gaiety that ir­ra­di­ated this for­tu­nate corner of God’s earth. Wars and ru­mours of war reached it only as an echo of great things that went on in the vast out­side world; and though more than one of Dover’s gal­lant sons had per­ished in one or the oth­er of the Duke of York’s un­for­tu­nate in­cur­sions in­to Hol­land, or in one of the nu­mer­ous nav­al en­gage­ments off the West­ern shores of France, on the whole, the war, in­ter­mit­tent and des­ultory, had not yet cast its heavy gloom over the en­tire coun­try.

				Joséphine and Jacques de Ser­val, whose en­thu­si­asm for mar­tyr­dom had re­ceived so severe a check in the course of the Fraternal Sup­per in the Rue. St. Hon­oré, had at first with the self-con­scious­ness of youth ad­op­ted an at­ti­tude of ob­stin­ate and ir­re­claim­able sor­row, un­til the antics of Mas­ter Harry Waite, pretty Sally’s hus­band—jeal­ous as a young tur­key-cock of every gal­lant who dared to ogle his bux­om wife—brought laughter to their lips. My Lord Hast­ings’ com­ic­al at­tempts at speak­ing French, the droll mis­takes he made, eas­ily did the rest; and soon their lively, high-pitched Lat­in voices mingled with un­im­paired gaiety with the more mel­low sound of Anglo-Sax­on tongues.

				Even Ré­gine de Ser­val had smiled when my lord Hast­ings had asked her with grave solem­nity wheth­er Mme. de Ser­val would wish “le fou de des­cendre”—the lun­at­ic to come down­stairs—mean­ing all the while wheth­er she wanted the fire in the big hearth to be let down, see­ing that the at­mo­sphere in the cof­fee-room was grow­ing ter­ribly hot.

				The only one who seemed quite un­able to shake off his mor­ose­ness was Ber­trand Mon­crif. He sat next to Ré­gine, si­lent, some­what sul­len, a look that seemed al­most one of dull re­sent­ment linger­ing in his eyes. From time to time, when he ap­peared pe­cu­li­arly moody or when he re­fused to eat, her little hand would steal out un­der the table and press his with a gentle, moth­erly ges­ture.

			
			
				II

				It was when the merry meal was over and while Mas­ter Jelly­band was go­ing the round with a fine bottle of smuggled brandy, which the young gen­tle­men sipped with un­mis­tak­able rel­ish, that a com­mo­tion arose out­side the inn; whereupon Mas­ter Harry Waite ran out of the cof­fee-room in or­der to see what was amiss.

				Noth­ing very much ap­par­ently. Waite came back after a mo­ment or two and said that two sail­ors from the barque An­gela were out­side with a young French lad, who seemed more dead than alive, and whom it ap­pears the barque had picked up just out­side French wa­ters, in an open boat, half per­ished with ter­ror and in­an­i­tion. As the lad spoke noth­ing but French, the sail­ors had brought him along to The Fish­er­man’s Rest, think­ing that maybe some of the qual­ity would care to in­ter­rog­ate him.

				At once Sir An­drew Ffoulkes, my Lord Tony and Lord Hast­ings were on the qui vive. A lad in dis­tress, com­ing from France, found alone in an open boat, sug­ges­ted one of those tra­gedies in which the League of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel was wont to play a role.

				“Let the lad be taken in­to the par­lour, Jelly­band,” Sir An­drew com­manded. “You’ve got a fire in there, haven’t you?”

				“Yes, yes, Sir An­drew! We al­ways keep fires go­ing here un­til past the 15th of May.”

				“Well then, get him in there. Then give him some of your smuggled brandy first, you old dog! then some wine and food. After that we’ll find out some­thing more about him.”

				He him­self went along in or­der to see that his or­ders were car­ried out. Jelly­band, as usu­al, had already deputed his daugh­ter to do the ne­ces­sary, and in the hall there was Mis­tress Sally, cap­able and com­pas­sion­ate, sup­port­ing, al­most car­ry­ing, a youth who in truth ap­peared scarce able to stand.

				She led him gently in­to the small private par­lour, where a cheer­ful log-fire was blaz­ing, sat him down in an arm­chair be­side the hearth, after which Mas­ter Jelly­band him­self poured half a glass of brandy down the poor lad’s throat. This re­vived him a little, and he looked about him with huge, scared eyes.

				“Sainte Mére de Dieu!” he mur­mured feebly. “Where am I?”

				“Nev­er mind about that now, my lad,” replied Sir An­drew, whose know­ledge of French was of a dis­tinctly high­er or­der than that of his com­rades. “You are among friends. That is enough. Have some­thing to eat and drink now. Later we’ll talk.”

				He was eye­ing the boy keenly. Con­tact with suf­fer­ing and misery over there in France, un­der the lead­er­ship of the most self­less, most un­der­stand­ing man of this or any time, had in­tens­i­fied his powers of per­cep­tion. Even the first glance had re­vealed to him the fact that here was no or­din­ary waif. The lad spoke with a gentle, highly re­fined voice; his skin was del­ic­ate, and his face ex­quis­itely beau­ti­ful; his hands, though covered with grime, and his feet, en­cased in huge, coarse boots, were small and dain­tily shaped, like those of a wo­man. Already Sir An­drew had made up his mind that if the oil­skin cap which sat so ex­traordin­ar­ily tightly on the boy’s head were to be re­moved, a wealth of long hair would cer­tainly be re­vealed.

				How­ever, all these facts, which threw over the young stranger a fur­ther veil of mys­tery, could not in all hu­man­ity be in­vest­ig­ated now. Sir An­drew Ffoulkes, with the con­sum­mate tact born of kind­li­ness, left the lad alone as soon as he ap­peared able to sit up and eat, and him­self re­joined his friends in the cof­fee-room.

			
		
	
		
			
				XV

				The Nest

			
			
				I

				No one, save a very few in­tim­ates, knew of the little nest wherein Sir Percy Blakeney and his lady hid their hap­pi­ness on those oc­ca­sions when the in­defatig­able Scar­let Pim­per­nel was only able to spend a few hours in Eng­land, and when a jour­ney to their beau­ti­ful home in Rich­mond could not be thought of. The house—it was only a cot­tage, timbered and creep­er-clad—lay about a mile and a half out­side Dover, off the main road, perched up high on rising ground over a nar­row lane. It had a small garden round it, which in May was ablaze with daf­fodils and blue­bells, and in June with roses. Two faith­ful ser­vants, a man and his wife, looked after the place, kept the nest cosy and warm whenev­er her lady­ship wear­ied of fash­ion, or else, ac­tu­ally ex­pect­ing Sir Percy, would come down from Lon­don for a day or two in or­der to dream of that elu­sive and tran­si­ent hap­pi­ness for which her soul hungered, even while her in­dom­it­able spir­it ac­cep­ted the in­ev­it­able.

				A few days ago the weekly cour­i­er from France had brought her a line from Sir Percy, to­geth­er with the prom­ise that she should rest in his arms on the 1st of May. And Mar­guer­ite had come down to the creep­er-covered cot­tage know­ing that, des­pite obstacles which might prove in­su­per­able to oth­ers, Percy would keep his world.

				She had stolen out at dawn to wait for him on the pier; and sure enough, as soon as the May-day sun, which had ris­en today in his glory as if to crown her brief hap­pi­ness with warmth and radi­ence, had dis­sip­ated the morn­ing mist, her yearn­ing eyes had spied the smart white gig which had put off from the Day­dream leav­ing the grace­ful ship to await the turn of the tide be­fore put­ting in­to port.

				Since then, every mo­ment of the day had been one of rap­ture. The first sight of her hus­band in his huge caped coat, which seemed to add fur­ther inches to his great height, his call of tri­umph when he saw her, his arms out­stretched, there, far away in the small boat, with a ges­ture of such in­fin­ite long­ing that for a second or two tears ob­scured Mar­guer­ite’s vis­ion. Then the draw­ing up of the boat against the land­ing-stage; Percy’s spring ashore; his voice, his look; the strength of his arms; the ar­dour of his em­brace. Rap­ture, in truth, to which the thought of its brief dur­a­tion alone lent a touch of bit­ter­ness.

				But of part­ing again Mar­guer­ite would not think—not today, while the birds were singing a deaf­en­ing pae­an of joy; not while the scent of grow­ing grass, of moits, trav­ail­ing earth, was in her nos­trils; not while the sap was in the trees, and the gummy crim­son buds of the chest­nuts were burst­ing in­to leaf. Not while she wandered up the nar­row lane between hedges of black­thorn in bloom, with Percy’s arm around her, his loved voice in her ear, his merry laughter echo­ing through the sweet morn­ing air.

				After that, break­fast in the low, raftered room—the hot, sa­voury milk, the home-backed bread, the home-churned but­ter. Then the long, de­li­cious, in­tim­ate talk of love, and of yearn­ings, of duty and of gal­lant deeds. Blakeney kept noth­ing secret from his wife; and what he did not tell her, that she eas­ily guessed. But it was from the mem­bers of the League that she learned all there was to know of hero­ism and self­less­ness in the per­il­ous ad­ven­tures through which her hus­band passed with so light­hearted a gaiety.

				“You should see me as an asth­mat­ic rep­rob­ate, m’dear,” he would say, with his in­fec­tious laugh. “And hear that cough! Lud love you, but I am migh­tily proud of that cough! Poor old Rat­eau does not do it bet­ter him­self; and he is genu­inely asth­mat­ic.”

				He gave her an ex­ample of his prowess; but she would not al­low him to go on. The sound was too weird, and con­jured up vis­ions which today she would fain for­get.

				“Rat­eau was a real find,” he went on more ser­i­ously; “be­cause he is three parts an im­be­cile and as obed­i­ent as a dog. When some of those dev­ils are on my track, lo! the real Rat­eau ap­pears and yours truly van­ishes where no one can find him!”

				“Pray God,” she mur­mured in­vol­un­tar­ily, “they nev­er may!”

				“They won’t, m’dear, they won’t!” he as­ser­ted with light­hearted con­vic­tion. “They have be­come so con­fused now between Rat­eau the coal­heaver, the mys­ter­i­ous Scar­let Pim­per­nel, and the prob­lem­at­ic Eng­lish mi­lor, that all three of these per­son­al­it­ies can ap­pear be­fore their eyes and they will let ’em all es­cape! I as­sure you that the con­fu­sion between the Scar­let Pim­per­nel who was in the ante­cham­ber of Moth­er Théot on that fate­ful af­ter­noon, and again at the Fraternal Sup­per in the Rue St. Hon­oré, and the real Rat­eau who was at Moth­er Théot’s while that same ex­cit­ing sup­per party was go­ing on, was so great that not one of those mur­der­ing rep­rob­ates could trust his own eyes and ears, and that we got away as eas­ily as rab­bits out of a torn net.”

				Thus did he ex­plain and laugh over the per­il­ous ad­ven­ture where he had faced a howl­ing mob dis­guised as Rat­eau the coal­heaver, and with al­most su­per­hu­man pluck and bold­ness had dragged Mme. de Ser­val and her chil­dren in­to the derel­ict house which was one of the League’s headquar­ters. That is how he char­ac­ter­ised the ex­traordin­ary feat of au­da­city when, in or­der to give his gal­lant lieu­ten­ants time to smuggle the un­for­tu­nates out of the house through a back and secret way, he showed him­self on the bal­cony above the mul­ti­tude, and hurled dummy fig­ures in­to the bra­zi­er be­low.

				Then came the story of Ber­trand Mon­crif, snatched half-un­con­scious out of the apart­ment of the fair Ther­esia Cabar­rus, whilst Robe­s­pi­erre him­self sat not half a dozen yards away, with only the thick­ness of a wall between him and his arch en­emy.

				“How the wo­man must hate you!” Mar­guer­ite mur­mured, with a slight shud­der of acute anxi­ety which she did her best to con­ceal. “There are things that a wo­man like the Cabar­rus will nev­er for­give. Wheth­er she cares for Ber­trand Mon­crif or no, her van­ity will suf­fer in­tensely, and she will nev­er for­give you for tak­ing him out of her clutches.”

				He laughed.

				“Lud, m’dear!” he said lightly. “If we were to take heed of all the people who hate us we should spend our lives pon­der­ing rather than do­ing. And all I want to pon­der over,” he ad­ded, whilst his glance of pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness seemed to en­vel­op her like an ex­quis­ite warm mantle, “is your beauty, your eyes, the scent of your hair, the de­li­cious fla­vour of your kiss!”

			
			
				II

				It was some hours later on that same glor­i­ous day, when the shad­ows of ash and chest­nut lay right across the lane and the arms of even­ing fol­ded the cosy nest in their mys­ter­i­ous em­brace, that Sir Percy and Mar­guer­ite sat in the deep win­dow-em­bras­ure of the tiny liv­ing-room. He had thrown open wide the case­ments, and hand rest­ing in hand, they watched the last ray of golden light linger­ing in the west and listened to the twit­ter­ings which came like tender “good nights” from the newly-built nests among the trees.

				It was one of those per­fect spring even­ings, rare enough in north­ern climes, without a breath of wind, when every sound car­ries clear and sharp through the still­ness around. The air was soft and slightly moist, with a tang in it of waken­ing life and of rising sap, and with the scent of wild nar­cissus and of wood vi­ol­ets rising like in­tox­ic­at­ing in­cense to the nos­trils. It was in truth one of those even­ing when hap­pi­ness it­self seems rudely out of place, and nature—ex­quis­ite, but so cruelly, tran­si­ent in her love­li­ness—de­mands the trib­ute of gentle mel­an­choly.

				A thrush said some­thing to its mate—some­thing in­sist­ent and tender that lulled them both to rest. After that, Nature be­came quite still, and Mar­guer­ite, with a catch in her throat which she would have giv­en much to sup­press, laid her head upon her hus­band’s breast.

				Then it was that sud­denly a man’s voice, hoarse but dis­tant, broke in upon the per­fect peace around. What it said could not at first be gathered. It took some time ere Mar­guer­ite be­came suf­fi­ciently con­scious of the dis­turb­ing noise to raise her head and listen. As for Sir Percy, he was wrapped in the con­tem­plat­ing of the wo­man he wor­shipped, and noth­ing short of an earth­quake would have dragged him back to real­ity, had not Mar­guer­ite raised her­self on her knees and quickly whispered:

				“Listen!”

				The man’s voice had been answered by a wo­man’s raised as if in de­fi­ance that seemed both pi­ti­ful and fu­tile.

				“You can­not harm me now. I am in Eng­land!”

				Mar­guer­ite leaned out of the win­dow, tried to peer in­to the dark­ness which was fast gath­er­ing over the lane. The voices had come from there: first the man’s, then the wo­man’s, and now the man’s again; both speak­ing in French, the wo­man ob­vi­ously ter­ri­fied and plead­ing, the man harsh and com­mand­ing. Now it was raised again, more in­cis­ive and dis­tinct than be­fore, and Mar­guer­ite had in truth some dif­fi­culty in re­press­ing the cry that rose to her lips. She had re­cog­nised the man’s voice.

				“Chauvelin!” she mur­mured.

				“Aye, in Eng­land, citoy­enne!” that omin­ous voice went on drily. “But the arm of justice is long. And re­mem­ber that you are not the first who has tried—un­suc­cess­fully, let me tell you!—to evade pun­ish­ment by fly­ing to the en­emies of France. Wherever you may hide, I will know how to find you. Have I not found you here, now?—and you but a few hours in Dover!”

				“But you can­not touch me!” the wo­man pro­tested with the cour­age of one in des­pair.

				The man laughed.

				“Are you really simple enough, citoy­enne,” he said, “to be con­vinced of that?”

				This sar­cast­ic re­tort was fol­lowed by a mo­ment or two of si­lence, then by a wo­man’s cry; and in an in­stant Sir Percy was on his feet and out of the house. Mar­guer­ite fol­lowed him as far as the porch, whence the slop­ing ground, aided by flagged steps here and there, led down to the gate and thence on to the lane.

				It was close be­side the gate that a hu­man-look­ing bundle lay huddled, when Sir Percy came upon the scene, even whilst, some fifty yards away at the sharp bend of the lane, a man could be seen walk­ing rap­idly away, his pace well-nigh at a run. Sir Percy’s in­stinct was for giv­ing chase, but the huddle-up fig­ure put out a pair of arms and clung to him so des­per­ately, with smothered cries of: “For pity’s sake, don’t leave me!” that it would have been in­hu­man to go. And so he bent down, raised the hu­man bundle from the ground, and car­ried it bod­ily up in­to the house.

				Here he de­pos­ited his bur­den upon the win­dow seat, where but a few mo­ments ago he had been wrapped in the con­tem­pla­tion of Mar­guer­ite’s eye­lashes, and with his ha­bitu­al quaint good-hu­mour, said:

				“I leave the rest to you, m’dear. My French is too at­ro­cious for deal­ing with the case.”

				Mar­guer­ite un­der­stood the hint. Sir Percy, whose com­mand of French was noth­ing short of phe­nom­en­al, nev­er used the lan­guage save when en­gaged in his per­il­ous un­der­tak­ings. His per­fect know­ledge of every idiom would have set any ill-in­ten­tioned eves­drop­per think­ing.

			
			
				III

				The hu­man bundle looked very pathet­ic ly­ing there upon the win­dow seat, propped up with cush­ions. It ap­peared to be a youth, dressed in rough fish­er­man’s clothes and with a cap that fit­ted tightly round the head; but with hands del­ic­ate as a wo­man’s and a face of ex­quis­ite beauty.

				Without an­oth­er word, Mar­guer­ite quietly took hold of the cap and gently re­moved it. A wealth of blue-black hair fell like a cas­cade over the re­cum­bent shoulders. “I thought as much!” Sir Percy re­marked quietly, even whilst the stranger, ap­par­ently ter­ri­fied, jumped up and burst in­to tears, moan­ing piteously:

				“Oh, mon Dieu! mon Dieu! Sainte Vi­erge, protégéz-moi!”

				There was noth­ing to do but to wait; and anon the first par­oxysm of grief and ter­ror passed. The stranger, with a wry little smile, took the handker­chief which Lady Blakeney was hold­ing out to her and pro­ceeded to dry her tears. Then she looked up at the kind Samar­it­ans who had be­friended her.

				“I am an im­post­or, I know,” she said, with lips that quivered like those of a child in grief. “But if you only knew … !”

				She sat bolt up­right now, squeez­ing and twirl­ing the wet handker­chief between her fin­gers.

				“Some kind Eng­lish gen­tle­men were good to me, down in the town,” she went on more glibly. “They gave me food and shel­ter, and I was left alone to rest. But I felt stifled in the nar­row room. I could hear every­one talk­ing and laugh­ing, and the even­ing air was so beau­ti­ful. So I ven­tured out. I only meant to breathe a little fresh air; but it was all so lovely, so peace­ful … here in Eng­land … so dif­fer­ent to …”

				She shuddered a little and looked as if she was go­ing to cry again. But Mar­guer­ite in­ter­posed gently:

				“So you pro­longed your walk, and found this lane?”

				“Yes. I pro­longed my walk,” the wo­man replied. “I did not no­tice that the road had be­come lonely. Then sud­denly I real­ised that I was be­ing fol­lowed, and I ran. Mon Dieu, how I ran! Whith­er, I knew not! I just felt that some­thing hor­rible was at my heels!”

				Her eyes, dilated with ter­ror, looked as black as sloes. They were fixed upon Mar­guer­ite, nev­er once raised on Sir Percy, who, stand­ing some way apart from the two wo­men, was look­ing down on them, si­lent and ap­par­ently un­moved.

				The stranger shuddered again; her face was al­most grey in its ex­pres­sion of fear, and her lips seemed quite blood­less. Mar­guer­ite gave her trem­bling hands an en­cour­aging pat.

				“It was lucky,” she said gently, “that you found your way here.”

				“I had seen the light,” the wo­man con­tin­ued more calmly. “And I be­lieve that at the back of my mind there was the in­stinct to run for shel­ter. Then sud­denly my foot knocked against a stone, and I fell. I tried to raise my­self quickly, but I had not the time, for the next mo­ment I felt a hand on my shoulder, and a voice—oh, a voice I dread, citoy­enne!—called to me by name.”

				“The voice of cit­izen Chauvelin?” Mar­guer­ite asked simply.

				The wo­man looked up quickly.

				“You knew—?” she mur­mured.

				“I knew his voice.”

				“But you know him?” the oth­er in­sisted.

				“I know him—yes,” Mar­guer­ite replied. “I am a com­pat­ri­ot of yours. Be­fore I mar­ried, I was Mar­guer­ite St. Just.”

				“St. Just?”

				“We are cous­ins, my broth­er and I, of the young deputy, the friend of Robe­s­pi­erre.”

				“God help you!” the wo­man mur­mured.

				“He has done so already, by bring­ing us both to Eng­land. My broth­er is mar­ried, and I am Lady Blakeney now. You too will feel happy and safe now that you are here.”

				“Happy?” the wo­man ejac­u­lated, with a piteous sob. “And safe? Mon Dieu, if only I could think it!”

				“But what have you to fear? Chauvelin may have re­tained some semb­lance of power over in France. He has none over here.”

				“He hates me!” the oth­er mur­mured. “Oh, how he hates me!”

				“Why?”

				The stranger made no im­me­di­ate reply. Her eyes, dark as the night, glow­ing and search­ing, seemed to read the very soul be­hind Mar­guer­ite’s se­rene brow. Then after awhile she went on, with seem­ing ir­rel­ev­ance:

				“It all began so fool­ishly! … mon Dieu, how fool­ishly! And I really meant noth­ing treach­er­ous to my own coun­try—noth­ing un­pat­ri­ot­ic, quoi?” she sud­denly seized Mar­guer­ite’s two hands and ex­claimed with child­like en­thu­si­asm: “You have heard of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, have you not?”

				“Yes,” Mar­guer­ite replied. “I have heard of him.”

				“You know then that he is the finest, bravest, most won­der­ful man in all the world?”

				“Yes, I know that,” Mar­guer­ite as­sen­ted with a smile.

				“Of course, in France they hate him. Nat­ur­ally! He is the en­emy of the re­pub­lic, quoi? He is against all those mas­sacres, the per­se­cu­tion of the in­no­cent. He saves them and helps them when he can. So they hate him. Nat­ur­ally.”

				“Nat­ur­ally!”

				“But I have al­ways ad­mired him,” the wo­man con­tin­ued, en­thu­si­asm glow­ing in her dark eyes. “Al­ways; al­ways! Ever since I heard what he had done, and how he saved the Comte de Tournay, and Ju­li­ette Marny, and Es­th­er Vin­cent, and—and count­less oth­ers. Oh, I knew about them all! For I knew Chauvelin well, and one or two of the men on the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety quite in­tim­ately, and I used to worm out of them all the true facts about the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. Can you won­der that with my whole soul I ad­mired him? I wor­shipped him! I could have laid down my life to help him! He has been the guid­ing star of my dreary life—my hero and my king!”

				She paused, and those deep, dark eyes of her were fixed straight out be­fore her, as if in truth she be­held the hero of her dreams. There was a glow now in her cheeks, and her mar­vel­lous hair fell like a sable mantle around her, fram­ing the per­fect oval of the face and en­han­cing by vivid con­trast the creamy white­ness of chin and throat and the rose-like bloom that had spread over her face. In­deed, this was an ex­quis­itely beau­ti­ful creature, and Mar­guer­ite, her­self one of the love­li­est wo­men of her time, was car­ried away by genu­ine, whole­hearted ad­mir­a­tion for the stranger, as well as by her en­thu­si­asm, which, in very truth, see­ing its ob­ject, was a per­fectly nat­ur­al feel­ing.

				“So now,” the wo­man con­cluded, com­ing back to the pain­ful real­it­ies of life with a shud­der, which ex­tin­guished the light in her eyes and took all the glow out of her cheeks, “so now you un­der­stand per­haps why Chauvelin hates me!”

				“You must have been rather in­dis­creet,” Mar­guer­ite re­marked with a smile.

				“I was, I sup­pose. And Chauvelin is so vin­dict­ive. He hates the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. Out of a few words, fool­ishly spoken per­haps, he has made out a case against me. A friend gave me warn­ing. My name was already in the hands of Fouc­quier-Tin­ville. You know what that means! Per­quis­i­tion! Ar­rest! Judg­ment! Then the guil­lot­ine! Oh, mon Dieu! And I had done noth­ing!—noth­ing! I fled out of Par­is. An in­flu­en­tial friend just con­trived to ar­range this for me. A faith­ful ser­vant ac­com­pan­ied me. We reached Boulogne. How, I know not! I was so weak, so ill, so wretched, I hardly lived. I just al­lowed François—that was my ser­vant—to take me whith­er­so­ever he wished. But we had no pass­ports, no pa­pers—noth­ing! And Chauvelin was on our track. We had to hide—in barns … in pig-styes … any­where! But we reached Boulogne at last … I had some money, for­tu­nately. We bribed a fish­er­man to let us have his boat. Only a small boat—ima­gine! A row­ing boat! And François and I alone in it! But it meant our lives if we didn’t go; and per­haps it meant our lives if we went! A row­ing boat on the great, big sea! … For­tu­nately the weath­er was fine, and François lif­ted me in­to the boat. And I just re­mem­ber see­ing the coast of France re­ced­ing, re­ced­ing, re­ced­ing—farther and farther from me. I was so tired. It is pos­sible that I slept. Then sud­denly some­thing woke me. I was wide awake. I had heard a cry. I knew I had heard a cry, and then a splash—an aw­ful splash! I was wet through. One oar hung in the row­lock; the oth­er had gone. And François was not there. I was all alone.”

				She spoke in hard, jerky sen­tences, as if every word hurt her phys­ic­ally as she uttered it. For the most part she was look­ing down on her hands, that twitched con­vuls­ively and twis­ted the tiny wet handker­chief in­to a ball. But now and again she looked up, not at Mar­guer­ite al­ways, rather at Sir Percy. Her glow­ing, tear-wet eyes fastened them­selves on him from time to time with an ap­peal­ing or a de­fi­ant gaze. He ap­peared si­lent and sym­path­et­ic, and his glance res­ted on her the whole while that she spoke, with an ex­pres­sion of de­tached if kindly in­terest, as if he did not quite un­der­stand everything that she said. Mar­guer­ite as usu­al was full of ten­der­ness and com­pas­sion.

				“How ter­ribly you must have suffered!” she said gently. “But what happened after that?”

				“Oh, I don’t know! I don’t know!” the poor wo­man re­sumed. “I was too numbed, too dazed with hor­ror and fear, to suf­fer very much. The boat drif­ted on, I sup­pose. It was a beau­ti­ful, calm night. And the moon was lovely. You re­mem­ber the moon last night?”

				Mar­guer­ite nod­ded.

				“But I re­mem­ber noth­ing after … after that aw­ful cry … and the splash! I sup­pose my poor François fain­ted or fell asleep … and that he fell in­to the wa­ter. I nev­er saw him again … And I re­mem­ber noth­ing un­til—un­til I found my­self on board a ship with a lot of rough sail­ors around me, who seemed very kind … They brought me ashore and took me to a nice warm place, where some Eng­lish gen­tle­men took com­pas­sion on me. And … and … I have already told you the rest.”

				She leaned back against the cush­ions of the seat as if ex­hausted with the pro­longed ef­fort. Her hands seemed quite cold now, al­most blue, and Mar­guer­ite rose and closed the win­dow be­hind her.

				“How kind and thought­ful you are!” the stranger ex­claimed, and after a mo­ment ad­ded with a weary sigh, “I must not tres­pass any longer on your kind­ness. It is late now, and … I must go.”

				She struggled to her feet, rose with ob­vi­ous re­luct­ance.

				“The inn where I was,” she said, “it is not far?”

				“But you can­not go out alone,” Mar­guer­ite reckoned. “You do not even know the way!”

				“Ah, no! But per­haps your ser­vant could ac­com­pany me … only as far as the town … After that I can ask the way … I should no longer be frightened.”

				“You speak Eng­lish then, Ma­dame?”

				“Oh, yes! My fath­er was a dip­lo­mat. He was in Eng­land once for four years. I learned a little Eng­lish. I have not for­got­ten it.”

				“One of the ser­vants shall cer­tainly go with you. The inn you speak of must be The Fish­er­man’s Rest, since you found Eng­lish gen­tle­men there.”

				“If Ma­dame will al­low me?” Sir Percy broke in, for the first time since the stranger had em­barked upon her nar­rat­ive.

				The stranger looked up at him with a half-shy, half-eager smile.

				“You, mi­lor!” she ex­claimed. “Oh no! I would be ashamed—”

				She paused, and her cheeks be­came crim­son whilst she looked down in ut­ter con­fu­sion on her ex­traordin­ary at­tire.

				“I had for­got­ten,” she mur­mured tear­fully. “François made me put on these aw­ful clothes when we left Par­is.”

				“Then I must lend you a cloak for to­night,” Mar­guer­ite in­ter­posed with a smile. “But you need not mind your clothes, Ma­dame. On this coast our people are used to see­ing un­for­tu­nate fu­git­ives land­ing in every sort of quise. To­mor­row we must find you some­thing wherein to travel to Lon­don.”

				“To Lon­don?” the stranger said with some eager­ness. “Yes! I would wish to go to Lon­don.”

				“It will be quite easy. Mme. de Ser­val, with her son and two daugh­ters and an­oth­er friend, is trav­el­ling by the coach to­mor­row. You could join them, I am sure. Then you would not be alone. You have money, Ma­dame?” Mar­guer­ite con­cluded, with prac­tic­al so­li­citude.

				“Oh, yes!” the oth­er replied. “I have plenty for present needs … in a wal­let … un­der my clothes. I was able to col­lect a little—and I have not lost it. I am not de­pend­ent,” she ad­ded, with a smile of grat­it­ude. “And as soon as I have found my hus­band—”

				“Your hus­band?” Mar­guer­ite ex­claimed.

				“M. le Mar­quis de Fon­tenay,” the oth­er answered simply. “Per­haps you know him. You have seen him … in Lon­don? … Not?”

				Mar­guer­ite shook her head.

				“Not to my know­ledge.”

				“He left me—two years ago … cruelly … emig­rated to Eng­land … and I was left alone in the world … He saved his own life by run­ning away from France; but I—I could not go just then … and so …”

				She seemed on the verge of break­ing down again, then re­covered her­self and con­tin­ued more quietly:

				“That was my idea, you see; to find my hus­band one day. Now a cruel Fate has forced me to fly from France; so I thought I would go to Lon­don and per­haps some kind friends will help me to find M. de Fon­tenay. I have nev­er ceased to love him, though he was so cruel. And I think that … per­haps … he also has not quite for­got­ten me.”

				“That were im­possible,” Mar­guer­ite re­joined gently. “But I have friends in Lon­don who are in touch with most of the émigrés here. We will see what can be done. It will not be dif­fi­cult, me­thinks, to find M. de Fon­tenay.”

				“You are an an­gel, milady!” the stranger ex­claimed; and with a ges­ture that was per­fect in its sug­ges­tion of gra­cious hu­mil­ity, she took Mar­guer­ite’s hand and raised it to her lips. Then she once more mopped her eyes, picked up her cap and hast­ily hid the wealth of her hair be­neath it. After which, she turned to Sir Percy.

				“I am ready, mi­lor,” she said. “I have in­truded far too long as it is upon your pri­vacy … But I am not brave enough to re­fuse your es­cort. Milady, for­give me! I will walk fast, very fast, so that mi­lor will re­turn to you very soon!”

				She wrapped her­self up in a cloak which, at Lady Blakeney’s bid­ding, one of the ser­vants had brought her, and a mo­ment or two later the stranger and Sir Percy were out of the house, whilst Mar­guer­ite re­mained for awhile on the porch, listen­ing to their re­treat­ing foot­steps.

				There was a frown of puzze­ment between her brows, a look of troubled anxi­ety in her eyes. Some­how, the brief so­journ of that strange and beau­ti­ful wo­man in her house had filled her soul with a vague feel­ing of dread, which she tried vainly to com­bat. There was no real sus­pi­cion against the wo­man in her heart—how could there be?—but she—Mar­guer­ite—who as a rule was so com­pas­sion­ate, so un­der­stand­ing of those mis­for­tunes, to al­le­vi­ate which Sir Percy was de­vot­ing his en­tire life, felt cold and un­re­spons­ive in this case—most un­ac­count­ably so. Mme. de Fon­tenay’s story differed but little in all its grim de­tail of misery and hu­mi­li­ation from the thou­sand and one oth­er sim­il­ar tales which had been poured for the past three years in­to her sym­path­et­ic ear. She had al­ways un­der­stood, had al­ways been ready to com­fort and to help. But this time she felt very much as if she had come across a sick or wounded rep­tile, some­thing weak and dumb and help­less, and yet with­al un­worthy of com­pas­sion.

				How­ever, Mar­guer­ite Blakeney was surely not the wo­man to al­low such fan­cies to dry the well of her pity. The gal­lant Scar­let Pim­per­nel was not wont to pause in his er­rands of mercy in or­der to re­flect wheth­er the ob­jects of his self­less im­mol­a­tion were worthy of it or no. So Mar­guer­ite, with a de­term­ined little sigh, chided her­self for her dis­loy­alty and cow­ardice, and hav­ing dried her tears she went with­in.

			
		
	
		
			
				XVI

				A Lov­er of Sport

			
			For the first five minutes, Sir Percy Blakeney and Ma­dame de Fon­tenay walked side by side in si­lence. Then she spoke.

			“You are si­lent, mi­lor?” she quer­ied, speak­ing in per­fect Eng­lish.

			“I was think­ing,” he replied curtly.

			“What?”

			“What a re­mark­ably fine act­ress is lost in the fash­ion­able Ther­esia Cabar­rus.”

			“Ma­dame de Fon­tenay, I pray you, mi­lor,” she re­tor­ted drily.

			“Ther­esia Cabar­rus nev­er­the­less. Ma­dame Tal­li­en prob­ably to­mor­row: for Ma­dame di­vorced that weak-kneed mar­quis as soon as the lay ‘contre les émigrés’ al­lowed her to re­gain her free­dom.”

			“You seem very well in­formed, mi­lor.”

			“Al­most as well as Ma­dame her­self,” he ri­pos­ted with a pleas­ant laugh.

			“Then you do not be­lieve my story?”

			“Not one word of it!” he replied.

			“Strange!” she mused. “For every word of it is true.”

			“Demmed strange!” he as­sen­ted.

			“Of course, I did not tell all,” she went on, with sud­den vehe­mence. “I could not. My lady would not un­der­stand. She has be­come—what shall I say?—very Eng­lish. Mar­guer­ite St. Just would un­der­stand … Lady Blakeney—no?”

			“What would Lady Blakeney not un­der­stand?”

			“Eh bi­en! About Ber­trand Mon­crif.”

			“Ah?”

			“You think I did harm to the boy … I know … you took him away from me … You! The Scar­let Pim­per­nel! … You see, I know! I know everything! Chauvelin told me …”

			“And guided you most dex­ter­ously to my door,” he con­cluded with a pleas­ant laugh. “There to en­act a de­li­cious com­edy of gruff-voiced bully and pathet­ic vic­tim of mer­ci­less per­se­cu­tion. It was all ex­cel­lently done! Al­low me to of­fer you my sin­cere con­grat­u­la­tions!”

			She said noth­ing for a mo­ment or two, then quer­ied ab­ruptly:

			“You think that I am here in or­der to spy upon you?”

			“Oh!” he ri­pos­ted lightly, “how could I be so pre­sump­tu­ous as to sup­pose that the beau­ti­ful Cabar­rus would be­stow at­ten­tion on so un­worthy an ob­ject as I?”

			“ ’Tis you now, mi­lor,” she re­joined drily, “who choose to play a role. A truce on it, I pray you; and rather tell me what you mean to do.”

			To this query he gave no reply, and his si­lence ap­peared to grate on Ther­esia’s nerves, for she went on harshly:

			“You will be­tray me to the po­lice, of course. And as I am here without pa­pers—”

			He put up his hand with that gently de­prec­at­ing ges­ture which was ha­bitu­al to him.

			“Oh!” he said, with his quiet little laugh, “why should you think I would do any­thing so un­chiv­al­rous?”

			“Un­chiv­al­rous?” she re­tor­ted with a pathet­ic sigh of wear­i­ness. “I sup­pose, here in Eng­land, it would be called an act of pat­ri­ot­ism or self-pre­ser­va­tion … like fight­ing an en­emy … or de­noun­cing a spy—”

			She paused a mo­ment or two, and as he once more took refuge in si­lence, she re­sumed with sud­den, mov­ing pas­sion:

			“So it is to be a be­tray­al after all! The selling of an un­for­tu­nate wo­man to her bitterest en­emy! Oh, what wrong have I ever done you, that you should per­se­cute me thus?”

			“Per­se­cute you?” he ex­claimed. “Pardi, Ma­dame; but this is a subtle joke which by your leave my dull wits are un­able to fathom.”

			“It is no joke, mi­lor,” she re­joined earn­estly. “Will you let me ex­plain? For in­deed it seems to me that we are at cross pur­poses, you and I.”

			She came to a halt, and he per­force had to do like­wise. They had come al­most to the end of the little lane; a few yards farther on it de­bouched on the main road. Bey­ond that, the lights of Dover Town and the Har­bour lights glin­ted in the still, starry night. Be­hind them the lane, sunk between grassy slopes and over­hung by old elms of fant­ast­ic shapes, ap­peared dark and mys­ter­i­ous. But here, where they stood, the moon shed its full ra­di­ance on the broad high­way, the clump of cop­per beeches over on the left, that tiny cot­tage with its thatched roof nest­ling at the foot of the cliff; and far away, on the pic­tur­esque mass of Dover Castle, the church and towers. Every bit of fen­cing, every tiny twig in the hawthorn hedges, stood out clear cut, sharp like met­al in the cold, search­ing light. Ther­esia—di­vinely slender and di­vinely tall, grace­ful des­pite the rough mas­cu­line clothes which she wore—stood boldly in the full light; the tendrils of her jet black hair were gently stirred by an im­per­cept­ible breeze, her eyes, dark and lu­min­ous, were fixed up­wards at the man whom she had set out to sub­jug­ate.

			“That boy,” she went on quite gently, “Ber­trand Mon­crif, was just a young fool. But I liked him, and I could see the abyss to which his folly was tend­ing. There was nev­er any­thing but friend­ship between us; but I knew that soon­er or later he would run his head in­to a noose, and then what good would his pasty-faced sweet­heart have been to him? Whilst I—I had friends, in­flu­ence—quoi? And I liked the boy; I was sorry for him. Then the cata­strophe came … the oth­er night. There was what those fe­ro­cious beasts over in Par­is were pleased to call a Fraternal Sup­per. Ber­trand Mon­crif was there. Like a young food, he star­ted to vil­i­fy Robe­s­pi­erre—Robe­s­pi­erre, who is the idol of France! There!—in the very midst of the crowd! They would have torn him limb from limb, it seems. I don’t know just what happened, for I wasn’t there; but he came to my apart­ment—at mid­night—dishevelled—his clothes torn—more dead than alive. I gave him shel­ter; I ten­ded him. Yes, I!—even whilst Robe­s­pi­erre and his friends were in my house, and I risked my life every mo­ment that Ber­trand was un­der my roof! Chauvelin sus­pec­ted some­thing then. Oh, I knew it! Those aw­ful pale, deep-set eyes of his seemed to be search­ing my soul all the time! At which pre­cise mo­ment you came and took Ber­trand away, I know not. But Chauvelin knew. He saw—he saw, I tell you! He had not been with us the whole time, but in and out of the apart­ment on some pre­text or oth­er. Then, after the oth­ers had left, he came back, ac­cused me of hav­ing har­boured not only Ber­trand, but the Scar­let Pim­per­nel him­self!—swore that I was in league with the Eng­lish spies and had ar­ranged with them to smuggle my lov­er out of the house. Then he went away. He did not threaten. You know him as well as I do. Threat­en­ing is not his way. But from his look I knew that I was doomed. Luck­ily I had François. We packed up my few be­long­ings then and there. I left my wo­man Pepita in charge, and I fled. As for the rest, I swear to you that it all happened just as I told it to milady. You say you do not be­lieve me. Very well! Will you then take me away from this sheltered land, which I have reached after ter­rible suf­fer­ings? Will you send me back to France, and drive me to the arms of a man who but waits to throw me in­to the tum­bril with the next batch of vic­tims for the guil­lot­ine? You have the power to do it, of course. You are in Eng­land; you are rich, in­flu­en­tial, a power in your own coun­try; whilst I am an ali­en, a polit­ic­al en­emy, a refugee, pen­ni­less and friend­less. You can do with me what you will, of course. But if you do that, mi­lor, my blood will stain your hands forever; and all the good you and your League have ever done in the cause of hu­man­ity will be wiped out by this ex­ec­rable crime.”

			She spoke very quietly and with soul-mov­ing earn­est­ness. She was also ex­quis­itely beau­ti­ful. Sir Percy Blakeney had been more than hu­man if he had been proof against such an ap­peal, made by such per­fect lips. Nature it­self spoke up for Ther­esia: the soft­ness and still­ness of the night; the starlit sky and the light of the moon; the sent of wood vi­ol­ets and of wet earth, and the pat­ter of tiny, mys­ter­i­ous feet in the hedgegrows. And the man whose whole life was con­sec­rated to the re­lief of suf­fer­ing hu­man­ity and whose ears were forever strained to hear the call of the weak and of the in­no­cent—he could far, far soon­er have be­lieved that this beau­ti­ful wo­man was speak­ing the truth, rather than al­low his in­stinct of sus­pi­cion, his keen sense of what was un­trust­worthy and dan­ger­ous, to steel his heart against her ap­peal.

			But whatever his thoughts might be, when she paused, wear­ied and shaken with sobs which she vainly tried to sup­press, he spoke to her quite gently.

			“Be­lieve me, dear lady,” he said, “that I had no thought of wrong­ing you when I owned to dis­be­liev­ing your story. I have seen so many strange things in the course of my chequered ca­reer that, in ver­ity, I ought to know by now how un­be­liev­able truth of­ten ap­pears.”

			“Had you known me bet­ter, mi­lor—” she began.

			“Ah, that is just it!” he re­joined quaintly. “I did not know you, Ma­dame. And now, me­seems, that Fate has in­ter­vened, and that I shall nev­er have the chance of know­ing you.”

			“How is that?” she asked.

			But to this he gave no im­me­di­ate an­swer, sug­ges­ted ir­rel­ev­antly:

			“Shall we walk on? It is get­ting late.”

			She gave a little cry, as if startled out of a dream, then star­ted to walk by his side with her long, easy stride, so full of sinu­ous grave. They went on in si­lence for awhile, down the main road now. Already they had passed the first group of town houses, and The Run­ning Foot­man, which is the last inn out­side the town. There was only the High Street now to fol­low and the Old Place to cross, and The Fish­er­man’s Rest would be in sight.

			“You have not answered my ques­tion, mi­lor,” Ther­esia said presently.

			“What ques­tion, Ma­dame?” he asked.

			“I asked you how Fate could in­ter­vene in the mat­ter of our meet­ing again.”

			“Oh!” he re­tor­ted simply. “You are stay­ing in Eng­land, you tell me.”

			“If you will deign to grant me leave,” she said, with gentle sub­mis­sion.

			“It is not in my power to grant or to re­fuse.”

			“You will not be­tray me—to the po­lice?”

			“I have nev­er be­trayed a wo­man in my life.”

			“Or to Lady Blakeney?”

			He made no an­swer.

			“Or to Lady Blakeney?” she in­sisted.

			Then, as he still gave no an­swer, she began to plead with pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness.

			“What could she gain—or you—by her know­ing that I am that un­for­tu­nate, home­less waif, without kindred and without friends, Ther­esia Cabar­rus—the beau­ti­ful Cabar­rus!—once the fiancée of the great Tal­li­en, now sus­pect of traf­fick­ing with her coun­try’s en­emies in France … and sus­pect of be­ing a sub­orned spy in Eng­land! … My God, where am I to go? What am I to do? Do not tell Lady Blakeney, mi­lor! On my knees I en­treat you, do not tell her! She will hate me—fear me—des­pise me! Oh, give me a chance to be happy! Give me—a chance—to be happy!”

			Again she had paused and placed her hand on his arm. Once more she was look­ing up at him, her eyes glisten­ing with tears, her full red lips quiv­er­ing with emo­tion. And he re­turned her ap­peal­ing, pathet­ic glance for a mo­ment or two in si­lence; then sud­denly, without any warn­ing, he threw back his head and laughed.

			“By Gad!” he ex­claimed. “But you are a clev­er wo­man!”

			“Mi­lor!” she pro­tested, in­dig­nant.

			“Nay: you need have no fear, fair one! I am a lov­er of sport. I’ll not be­tray you.”

			She frowned, really puzzled this time.

			“I do not un­der­stand,” she mur­mured.

			“Let us get back to The Fish­er­man’s Rest,” he re­tor­ted with char­ac­ter­ist­ic ir­rel­ev­ance. “Shall we?”

			“Mi­lor,” she in­sisted, “will you ex­plain?”

			“There is noth­ing to ex­plain, dear lady. You have asked me—nay! chal­lenged me—not to be­tray you to any­one, not even to Lady Blakeney. Very well! I ac­cept your chal­lenge. That is all.”

			“You will not tell any­one—any­one, mind you!—that Mme. de Fon­tenay and Ther­esia Cabar­rus are one and the same?”

			“You have my word for that.”

			She drew a scarce per­cept­ible sigh of re­lief.

			“Very well then, mi­lor,” she re­joined. “Since I am al­lowed to go to Lon­don, we shall meet there, I hope.”

			“Scarcely, dear lady,” he replied, “since I go to France to­mor­row.”

			This time she gave a little gasp, quickly sup­pressed—for she hoped mi­lor had not no­ticed.

			“You go to France to­mor­row, mi­lor?” she asked.

			“As I had the hon­our to tell you, I go to France to­mor­row, and I leave you a free hand to come and go as you please.”

			She chose not to no­tice the taunt; but sud­denly, as if moved by an un­con­trol­lable im­pulse, she said res­ol­utely:

			“If you go, I shall go too.”

			“I am sure you will, dear lady,” he re­tor­ted with a smile. “So there really is no reas­on why we should linger here. Our mu­tu­al friend M. Chauvelin must be im­pa­tient to hear the res­ult of this in­ter­view.”

			She gave a cry of hor­ror and in­dig­na­tion.

			“Oh! You—you still think that of me?”

			He stood there, smil­ing, look­ing down on her with that half-amused, lazy glance of his. He did not ac­tu­ally say any­thing, but she felt that she had her an­swer. With a moan of pain, like a child who has been badly hurt, she turned ab­ruptly, and bury­ing her face in her hands she sobbed as if her heart would break. Sir Percy waited quietly for a mo­ment or two, un­til the first par­oxysm of grief had quieted down, and he said gently:

			“Ma­dame, I en­treat you to com­pose your­self and to dry your tears. If I have wronged you in my thoughts, I humbly crave your par­don. I pray you to un­der­stand that when a man holds hu­man lives in his hands, when he is re­spons­ible for the life and safety of those who trust in him, he must be doubly cau­tious and in his turn trust no one. You have said your­self that now at last in this game of life and death, which I and my friends have played so suc­cess­fully these last three years, I hold the los­ing cards. Then must I watch every trick all the more closely, for a sound play­er can win through the mis­takes of his op­pon­ent, even if he hold a los­ing hand.”

			But she re­fused to be com­for­ted.

			“You will nev­er know, mi­lor—nev­er—how deeply you have wounded me,” she said through her tears. “And I, who for months past—ever since I knew!—have dreamed of see­ing the Scar­let Pim­per­nel one day! He was the hero of my dreams, the man who stood alone in the mass of self-seek­ing, venge­ful, cow­ardly hu­man­ity as the per­son­i­fic­a­tion of all that was fine and chiv­al­rous. I longed to see him—just once—to hold his hand—to look in­to his eyes—and feel a bet­ter wo­man for the ex­per­i­ence. Love? It was not love I felt, but hero-wor­ship, pure as one’s love for a starlit night or a spring morn­ing, or a sun­set over the hills. I dreamed of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, mi­lor; and be­cause of my dreams, which were too vi­tal for per­fect dis­cre­tion, I had to flee from home, sus­pec­ted, vil­i­fied, already con­demned. Chance brings me face to face with the hero of my dreams, and he looks on me as that vilest thing on earth: a spy!—a wo­man who could lie to a man first and send him af­ter­wards to his death!”

			Her voice, though more pas­sion­ate and in­tense, had nev­er­the­less be­come more steady. She had at last suc­ceeded in con­trolling her tears. Sir Percy had listened—quite quietly, as was his wont—to her strange words. There was noth­ing that he could say to this beau­ti­ful wo­man who was so in­genu­ously avow­ing her love for him. It was a curi­ous situ­ation, and in truth he did not rel­ish it—would have giv­en quite a great deal to see it end as speedily as pos­sible. Ther­esia, for­tu­nately, was gradu­ally gain­ing the mas­tery over her own feel­ings. She dried her eyes, and after a mo­ment or two, of her own ac­cord, she star­ted once more on her way.

			Nor did they speak again with one an­oth­er un­til they were un­der the porch of The Fish­er­man’s Rest. Then Ther­esia stopped, and with a per­fectly simple ges­ture she held out her hand to Sir Percy.

			“We may nev­er meet again on this earth, mi­lor,” she said quietly. “In­deed, I shall pray to le bon Dieu to keep me clear of your path.”

			He laughed good-hu­mouredly.

			“I very much doubt, dear lady,” he said, “that you will be in earn­est when you ut­ter that pray­er!”

			“You choose to sus­pect me, mi­lor; and I’ll no longer try to com­bat your mis­trust. But to one more word you must listen: Re­mem­ber the fable of the li­on and the mouse. The in­vin­cible Scar­let Pim­per­nel might one day need the help of Ther­esia Cabar­rus. I would wish you to be­lieve that you can al­ways count on it.”

			She ex­ten­ded her hand to him, and he took it, the while his in­vet­er­ately mock­ing glance chal­lenged her earn­est one. After a mo­ment or two he stooped and kissed her fin­ger­tips.

			“Let me rather put it dif­fer­ently, dear lady,” he said. “One day the ex­quis­ite Ther­esia Cabar­rus—the Eger­ia of the Ter­ror­ists, the fiancée of the Great Tal­li­en—might need the help of the League of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.”

			“I would soon­er die than seek your help, mi­lor,” she pro­tested earn­estly.

			“Here in Dover, per­haps … but in France? … And you said you were go­ing back to France, in spite of Chauvelin and his pale eyes, and his sus­pi­cions of you.”

			“Since you think so ill of me,” she re­tor­ted, “why should you of­fer me your help?”

			“Be­cause,” he replied lightly, “with the ex­cep­tion of my friend Chauvelin, I have nev­er had so amus­ing an en­emy; and if would af­ford me in­tense sat­is­fac­tion to render you a sig­nal ser­vice.”

			“You mean, that you would risk your life to save mine?”

			“No. I should not risk my life, dear lady,” he said with his puzz­ling smile. “But I should—God help me!—do my best, if the need arose, to save yours.”

			After which, with an­oth­er ce­re­mo­ni­ous bow, he took fi­nal leave of her, and she was left stand­ing there, look­ing after his tall, re­treat­ing fig­ure un­til the turn of the street hid him from view.

			Who could have fathomed her thoughts and feel­ings at that mo­ment? No one, in truth; not even her­self. Ther­esia Cabar­rus had met many men in her day, sub­jug­ated and fooled not a few. But she had nev­er met any­one like this be­fore. At one mo­ment she had thought she had him: he ap­peared moved, ser­i­ous, com­pas­sion­ate, gave her his word that he would not be­tray her; and in that word, her un­err­ing in­stinct—the in­stinct of the ad­ven­turess, the wo­man who suc­ceeds by her wits as well by her charm—told her that she could trust. Did he fear her, or did he not? Did he sus­pect her? Ther­esia could not say. She had no ex­per­i­ence of such men. As for the word “sport,” she hardly knew its mean­ing; and yet he had talked of not be­tray­ing her be­cause he was “a lov­er of sport”! It was all very puzz­ling; very mys­ter­i­ous.

			For a long while she re­mained stand­ing in the porch. From the square bay win­dow on her right came the sound of laughter and chat­ter, is­su­ing from the cof­fee-room, whilst one or two noisy groups of sail­ors and their girls passed her by, singing and laugh­ing, down the street. But in the porch, where she stood, the noisy world ap­peared dis­tant, as if she were alone in one of her own cre­ation. She could, just by clos­ing her eyes and ears to the life around her, ima­gine she could still hear the merry, lazy, drawl­ing voice of the man she had set out to pun­ish. She could still see his tall fig­ure and hu­mor­ous face, with those heavy eyes that lit up now and again with a strange, mys­ter­i­ous light, and the firm lips every ready to break in­to a smile. She could still see the man who so loved sport that he swore not to be­tray her, and risked the chance, in his turn, of fall­ing in­to a trap.

			Well! he had de­fied and in­sul­ted her. The let­ter which he left for her after he had smuggled Ber­trand Mon­crif out of her apart­ment, rankled and stung her pride as noth­ing had ever done be­fore. There­fore the man must be pun­ished, and in a man­ner that would leave no doubt in his mind as to whence came the blow that struck him. But it was all go­ing to be very much more dif­fi­cult than the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia Cabar­rus had al­lowed her­self to be­lieve.

		
	
		
			
				XVII

				Re­union

			
			
				I

				It was a thought­ful Ther­esia who turned in­to the nar­row hall of The Fish­er­man’s Rest a few mo­ments later. The inn, when she left it earli­er in the even­ing, had still been all an­im­a­tion and bustle con­sequent on the ar­rival of their lord­ships with the party of ladies and gen­tle­men over from France, and the ex­cite­ment of mak­ing all these grand folk com­fort­able for the night. Ther­esia Cabar­rus, in her dis­guise as a young stowaway, had only aroused passing in­terest—refugees of every con­di­tion and de­gree were fre­quent enough in these parts—and when awhile ago she had slipped out in or­der to en­act the elab­or­ate role de­vised by her and Chauvelin, she had done so un­per­ceived. Since then, no doubt there had been one or two curs­ory ques­tions about the mys­ter­i­ous stowaway, who had been left to feed and rest in the tiny liv­ing-room; but equally no doubt, in­terest in him waned quickly when it was dis­covered that he had gone, without as much as thank­ing those who had be­friended him.

				The trav­el­lers from France had long since re­tired to their rooms, broken with fa­tigue after the many ter­rible ex­per­i­ences they had gone through. The young Eng­lish gal­lants had gone, either to friends in the neigh­bour­hood or—in the case of Sir An­drew Ffoulkes and Lord An­thony Dewhurst—rid­den away in the early part of the even­ing, so as to reach Ash­ford may­hap or Maid­stone be­fore night­fall, and thus lessen the dis­tance which still sep­ar­ated them from the loved ones at home.

				A good deal of noise and laughter was still is­su­ing from the cof­fee-room. Through the glass door Ther­esia could see the habitués of The Fish­er­man’s Rest—yokels and fish­er­folk—sit­ting over their ale, some of them play­ing cards or throw­ing dice. Mine host was there too, en­gaged as usu­al in an­im­ated dis­cus­sion with some priv­ileged guests who sat in the inglen­ook.

				Ther­esia slipped noise­lessly past the glass door. Straight in front of her a second pas­sage ran at right angles; two or three steps led up to it. She tip­toed up these, and then looked about her, try­ing to re­con­struct in her mind the dis­pos­i­tion of the vari­ous rooms. On her left a glass par­ti­tion di­vided the pas­sage from the small par­lour wherein she had found shel­ter on her ar­rival. On her right the pas­sage ob­vi­ously led to the kit­chen, for much noise of crock­ery and shrill fem­in­ine voices and laughter came from there.

				For a mo­ment Ther­esia hes­it­ated. Her ori­gin­al in­ten­tion had been to find Mis­tress Waite and see if a bed for the night were still avail­able; but a slight noise or move­ment is­su­ing from the par­lour caused her to turn. She peeped through the glass par­ti­tion. The room was dimly lighted by a small oil-lamp which hung from the ceil­ing. A fire still smouldered in the hearth, and be­side it, sit­ting on a low stool star­ing in­to the em­bers, his hands held between his knees, was Ber­trand Mon­crif.

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus had some dif­fi­culty in smoth­er­ing the cry of sur­prise which had ris­en to her throat. In­deed, for the mo­ment she thought that the dim light and her own ima­gin­at­ive fancy was play­ing her a fant­ast­ic trick. The next, she had opened the door quite noise­lessly and slipped in­to the room. Ber­trand had not moved. Ap­par­ently he had not heard; or if he had curs­or­ily glanced up, he had dis­dained to no­tice the roughly clad fel­low who was dis­turb­ing his solitude. Cer­tain it is that he ap­peared ab­sorbed in gloomy med­it­a­tions; whilst Ther­esia, prac­tic­al and de­lib­er­ate, drew the cur­tains to­geth­er that hung in front of the glass par­ti­tion, and thus made sure that in­trud­ing eyes could not catch her un­awares. Then she mur­mured softly:

				“Ber­trand!”

				He woke as from a dream, looked up and saw her. He passed a shak­ing hand once or twice across his fore­head, then sud­denly real­ised that she was ac­tu­ally there, near him, in the flesh. A hoarse cry es­caped him, and the next mo­ment he was down on his knees at her feet, his arms around her, his face bur­ied in the folds of her mantle.

				Everything—anxi­ety, sor­row, even sur­prise—was for­got­ten in the joy of see­ing her. He was cry­ing like a child, and mur­mur­ing her name in the in­ter­vals of cov­er­ing her knees, her hands, her feet in their rough boots with kisses. She stood there, quite still, look­ing down on him, yield­ing her hands to his caresses. Around her full red lips there was an un­defin­able smile; but the light in her eyes was cer­tainly one of tri­umph.

				After awhile he rose, and she al­lowed him to lead her to an arm­chair by the hearth. She sat down, and he knelt at her feet with one arm around her waist, and his head against her breast. He had nev­er in his life been quite so ex­quis­itely happy. This was not the im­per­i­ous Ther­esia, im­pa­tient and dis­dain­ful, as she had been of late—cruel even some­times, as on that last even­ing when he thought he would nev­er see her again. It was the Ther­esia in the early days in Par­is, when first she came back from Bor­deaux, with a repu­ta­tion for ideal­ism as well as for beauty and wit, and with a gra­cious ac­cept­ance of his homage which had com­pletely sub­jug­ated him.

				She in­sisted on hear­ing every de­tail of his es­cape out of Par­is and out of France, un­der the pro­tec­tion of the League of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. In truth, he did not know who his res­cuer was. He re­membered but little of that aw­ful night when, after the ter­rible do­ings at the Fraternal Sup­per, he had sought refuge in her apart­ment and then real­ised that, like a crim­in­al and selfish fool, he was com­prom­ising her pre­cious life by re­main­ing un­der her roof.

				He had re­solved to go as soon as he was able to stand—re­solved if need be to give him­self up at the nearest Poste de Sec­tion, when in a semi­con­scious state he be­came aware that someone was in the room with him. He had not the time or the power to rouse him­self and to look about, when a cloth was thrown over his face and he felt him­self lif­ted off the chair bod­ily and car­ried away by power­ful arms, whith­er he knew not.

				After that, a great deal had happened—it all seemed in­deed like a dream. At one time he was with Ré­gine de Ser­val in a coach, at oth­ers with her broth­er Jacques, in a hut at night, ly­ing on straw, try­ing to get some sleep, and tor­tured with thoughts of Ther­esia and fear for her safety. There were halts and delays, and rushes through the night. He him­self was quite dazed, felt like a pup­pet that was dragged hith­er and thith­er in com­plete un­con­scious­ness. Ré­gine was con­stantly with him. She did her best to com­fort him, would try to wile away the weary hours in the coach or in vari­ous hid­ing-places by hold­ing his hand and talk­ing of the fu­ture—the happy fu­ture in Eng­land, when they would have a home of their own, se­cure from the ter­rors of the past two years, peace­ful in com­plete ob­li­vi­on of the cruel past. Happy and peace­ful! My God! As if there could be any hap­pi­ness or peace for him, away from the wo­man he wor­shipped!

				Ther­esia listened to the tale, for the most part in si­lence. From time to time she would stroke his hair and fore­head with her cool, gentle hand. She did ask one or two ques­tions, but these chiefly on the sub­ject of his res­cuer: Had he seen him? Had he seen any of the Eng­lish gen­tle­men who ef­fected his es­cape?

				Oh, yes! Ber­trand saw a good deal of the three or four young gal­lants who ac­com­pan­ied him and the party all the way from Par­is. He only saw the last of them here, in this inn, a few hours ago. One of them gave him some money to en­able him to reach Lon­don in com­fort. They were very kind, en­tirely un­selfish. Mme. de Ser­val, Ré­gine, and the oth­ers were over­whelmed with grat­it­ude, and oh, so happy! Joséphine and Jacques had for­got­ten all about their duty to their coun­try in their joy at find­ing them­selves united and safe in this new land.

				But the Scar­let Pim­per­nel him­self, Ther­esia in­sisted, try­ing to con­ceal her im­pa­tience un­der a ven­eer of tender so­li­citude—had Ber­trand seen him?

				“No!” Ber­trand replied. “I nev­er once set eyes on him, though it was he un­doubtedly who dragged me help­less out of your apart­ment. The oth­ers spoke of him—al­ways as ‘the chief.’ They seemed to rev­er­ence him. He must be fine and brave. Ré­gine and her moth­er and the two young ones have learned to wor­ship him. Small won­der! see­ing what he did for them at that aw­ful Fraternal Sup­per.”

				“What did he do?” Ther­esia quer­ied.

				And the story had to be told by Ber­trand, just as he had had it straight from Ré­gine. The asth­mat­ic coal-heaver—the quar­rel—Robe­s­pi­erre’s ar­rival on the scene—the shouts—the mob. The ter­ror of that aw­ful gi­ant who had dragged them in­to the empty house, and there left them in the care of oth­ers scarce less brave than him­self. Then the dis­guises—the wan­der­ings through the streets—the deathly anxi­ety at the gates of the city—the fi­nal es­cape in a laun­dry cart. Mir­acles of self-ab­neg­a­tion! Won­ders of in­genu­ity and of dar­ing! What won­der that the name of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel was one to be revered!

				“On my knees will I pay homage to him,” Ber­trand con­cluded fer­vently; “since he brought you to my arms!”

				She had him by the shoulders, held him from her at arm’s length, whilst she looked—in­quir­ing, slightly mock­ing—in­to his eyes.

				“Brought me to your arms, Ber­trand?” she said slowly. “What do you mean?”

				“You are here, Ther­esia,” he ri­pos­ted. “Safe in Eng­land … through the agency of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.”

				She gave a hard, mirth­less laugh.

				“Aye!” she said drily; “through his agency. But not as you ima­gine, Ber­trand.”

				“What do you mean?”

				“The Scar­let Pim­per­nel, my friend, after he had dragged you away from the shel­ter which you had found un­der my roof, sent an an­onym­ous de­nun­ci­ation of me to the nearest Roste de Sec­tion, as hav­ing har­boured the trait­or Mon­crif and con­spir­ing with him to as­sas­sin­ate Robe­s­pi­erre whilst the lat­ter was in my apart­ment.”

				Ber­trand uttered a cry of hor­ror.

				“Im­possible!” he ex­claimed.

				“The chief Com­mis­sary of the Sec­tion,” she went on glibly, earn­estly—nev­er tak­ing her eyes off his, “at risk of his life, gave me warn­ing. Aided by him and a faith­ful ser­vant, I con­trived to es­cape—out of Par­is first, then across coun­try in the midst of un­speak­able misery, and fi­nally out of the coun­try in­to an open boat, un­til I was picked up by a chance ves­sel and brought to this inn more dead than alive.”

				She fell back against the cush­ion of the chair, her sinu­ous body shaken with sobs. Ber­trand, speech­less with hor­ror, could but try and soothe his be­loved as she had soothed him a while ago, when past ter­rors and past bit­ter ex­per­i­ences had un­manned him. After a while she be­came more calm, con­trived to smile through her tears.

				“You see, Ber­trand, that your gal­lant Scar­let Pim­per­nel is as mer­ci­less in hate as he is self­less in love.”

				“But why?” the young man ejac­u­lated vehe­mently. “Why?”

				“Why he should hate me?” she re­joined with a pathet­ic little sigh and a shrug of the shoulders. “Chi­en sabe, my friend! Of course, he does not know that of late—ever since I have gained the re­gard of cit­izen Tal­li­en—my life has been de­voted to in­ter­ven­ing on be­half of the in­no­cent vic­tims of our re­volu­tion. I sup­pose he takes me for the friend and com­pan­ion of all those ruth­less Ter­ror­ists whom he ab­hors. He has for­got­ten what I did in Bor­deaux, and how I risked my life there, and did so daily in Par­is for the sake of those whom he him­self be­friends. It may all be a ques­tion of mis­un­der­stand­ing,” she ad­ded, with gentle resig­na­tion, “but ’tis one that well-nigh did cost me my life.”

				Ber­trand fol­ded her in his arms, held her against him, as if to shield her with his body against every danger. It was his turn now to com­fort and to con­sole, and she res­ted her head against his shoulder—a per­fect wo­man rather than an un­ap­proach­able di­vin­ity, giv­ing him through her weak­ness more ex­quis­ite bliss than he had ever dreamed of be­fore. The minutes sped on, winged with hap­pi­ness, and time was for­got­ten in the in­fin­ity of joy.

			
			
				II

				Ther­esia was the first to rouse her­self from this dream of hap­pi­ness and ob­li­vi­on. She glanced up at the clock. It was close upon ten. Con­fused, ad­or­able, she jumped to her feet.

				“You will ru­in my repu­ta­tion, Ber­trand,” she said with a smile, “thus early in a strange land!”

				She would ar­range with the land­lord’s daugh­ter, she said, about a bed for her­self, as she was very tired. What did he mean to do?

				“Spend the night in this room,” he replied, “if mine host will let me. I could have such happy dreams here! These four walls will re­flect your ex­quis­ite im­age, and ’tis your dear face will smile down on me ere I close mine eyes in sleep.”

				She had some dif­fi­culty in es­cap­ing fro his cling­ing arms, and ’twas only the def­in­ite prom­ise that she gave him to come back in a few minutes and let him know what she had ar­ranged, that ul­ti­mately en­abled him to let her go. Even so, he felt in­ex­press­ibly sad when she went, watched her re­treat­ing fig­ure, so supple and so quaint in the rough, mas­cu­line clothes and the heavy mantle, as she walked res­ol­utely down the pas­sage in the dir­ec­tion of the kit­chen. From the cof­fee-room there still came the sound of bustle and of mer­ri­ment; but this little room seemed so peace­ful, so re­mote—a shrine, now that his god­dess had hal­lowed it by her pres­ence.

				Ber­trand drew a deep sigh, partly of hap­pi­ness, partly of ut­ter wear­i­ness. He was more tired than he knew. She had prom­ised to come back and say good night … in a few minutes … But the minutes seemed leaden-footed now … and he was half-dead with fa­tigue. He threw him­self down on the hard, un­com­fort­able horse­hair sofa, where­on he hoped to pass the night if the land­lord would let him, and glanced up at the clock. Only three minutes since she had gone … of course she would not be long … only a few more minutes … a very few … He closed his eyes, for the lids felt heavy … of a surety he would hear her come …

			
		
	
		
			
				XVIII

				Night and Morn­ing

			
			
				I

				Ther­esia waited for a mo­ment or two at the turn of the pas­sage, un­til her keen ear had told her that Ber­trand was no longer on the watch and had closed the door be­hind him. Then she re­traced her steps—on tip­toe, lest he should hear.

				She found her way to the front door; it was still on the latch. She opened it and peered out in­to the night. The little porch was deser­ted, but out there on the quay a few pass­ersby still livened the even­ing with chat­ter or song. Ther­esia was on the point of step­ping out of the porch, when a fa­mil­i­ar voice hailed her softly by name:

				“Citoy­enne Cabar­rus!”

				A man, dressed in dark clothes, with high boots and sug­ar-loaf hat, came out from the dark angle be­hind the porch.

				“Not here!” Ther­esia whispered eagerly. “Out on the quay. Wait for me there, my little Chauvelin. I’ll be with you anon. I have so much to tell you!”

				Si­lently, he did as she de­sired. She waited for a mo­ment in the porch, watch­ing the mea­gre fig­ure in the dark cloak mak­ing its way across to the quay, then walk­ing rap­idly in the dir­ec­tion of the Pent. The moon was dazzlingly bril­liant. The har­bour and the dis­tant sea glistened like dia­mond-stud­ded sheets of sil­ver. From afar there came the sound of the castle clock strik­ing ten. The groups of pass­ersby had dwindled down to an oc­ca­sion­al amor­ous couple strolling home­wards, whis­per­ing soft noth­ings and gaz­ing en­rap­tured at the moon; or half-a-dozen sail­ors lolling down the quays arm in arm, on their way back to their ship, ob­struct­ing the road, yelling and singing the re­frain of the new­est rib­ald song; or per­haps a be­lated ped­dler, weary of an un­prof­it­able beat, wend­ing his way de­jec­tedly home.

				One of these poor wretches—a cripple with a wooden leg and bent nearly double with the heavy load on his pack—paused for a mo­ment be­side the porch, held out a grimy hand to Ther­esia, with a pi­ti­able cry.

				“Of your char­ity, kind sir! Buy a little some­thing from the pore ole man, to buy a bit of bread!”

				He looked ut­terly woe­be­gone, with lank grey hair blown about by the breeze and a col­our­less face covered with sweat, that shone like painted met­al in the moon­light.

				“Buy a little some­thing, kind sir!” he went on, in a shrill, throaty voice. “I’ve a sick wife at ’ome, and pore little gran’childen!”

				Ther­esia—a little frightened, and not at all char­it­ably in­clined at this hour—turned hast­ily away and went back in­to to house, whith­er the cripple’s vig­or­ous curses fol­lowed her.

				“May Satan and all his armies—”

				She shut the door on him and hastened up the pas­sage. That ca­da­ver­ous old rep­rob­ate had caused her to shud­der as with the presen­ti­ment of com­ing evil.

			
			
				II

				With in­fin­ite pre­cau­tion, Ther­esia peeped in­to the room where she had left Ber­trand. She saw him ly­ing on the sofa, fast asleep.

				On the table in the middle of the room there was an old ink-horn, a pen, and few loose sheets of pa­per. Noise­less as a mouse, Ther­esia slipped in­to the room, sat at the table, and hur­riedly wrote a few lines. Ber­trand had not moved. Hav­ing writ­ten her missive, Ther­esia fol­ded it care­fully, and still on tip­toe, more stealth­ily even than be­fore, she slipped the pa­per between the young man’s loosely clasped fin­gers. Then, as sound­lessly as she had come, she glided out of the room, ran down the pas­sage, and was out in the porch once more, breath­less but re­lieved.

				Ber­trand had not moved; and no one had seen her. Ther­esia only paused in the porch long enough to re­cov­er her breath, then, without hes­it­a­tion and with rap­id strides, she crossed over to the wa­ter’s edge and walked along in the dir­ec­tion of the Pent.

				Whereupon, the fig­ure of the old cripple emerged from out the shad­ows. He gazed after the fast re­treat­ing fig­ure of Ther­esia for a mo­ment or two, then threw down his load, straightened out his back, and stretched out his arms from the shoulders with a sigh of con­tent. After which amaz­ing pro­ceed­ings he gave a soft, in­ward chuckle, un­strapped his wooden leg, slung it with his dis­carded load across his broad shoulders, and turn­ing his back upon har­bour and sea, turned up the High Street and strode rap­idly away.

			
			
				III

				When Ber­trand Mon­crif woke, the dawn was peep­ing in through the un­cur­tained win­dow. He felt cold and stiff. It took him some time to real­ise where he was, to col­lect his scattered senses. He had been dream­ing … here in this room … Ther­esia had been here … and she had laid her head against his breast and al­lowed him to soothe and com­fort her. Then she said that she would come back … and he … like a fool … had fallen asleep.

				He jumped up, fully awake now; and as he did so a fol­ded scrap of pa­per fell out of his hand. He had not known that it was there when first he woke, and some­how it ap­peared to be a part of his dream. As it lay there on the sanded floor at his feet, it looked strangely ghost­like, omin­ous; and it was with a trem­bling hand that, presently, he picked it up.

				Every minute now brought fuller day­light in­to the room; a grey, cold light, for the win­dow faced the south­w­est, show­ing a wide stretch of the tid­al har­bour and the open sea bey­ond. The sun, not fully ris­en, had not yet shed warmth over the land­scape, and to Ber­trand this col­our­less dawn, the mys­ter­i­ous still­ness which earth as­sumes just be­fore it wakens to the sun’s kiss, seemed in­ex­press­ibly dreary and des­ol­ate.

				He went to the win­dow and threw open the case­ment. Down be­low, a kit­chen wench was busy scrub­bing the flagged steps of the porch; over in the in­ner har­bour, one or two fish­ing ves­sels were pre­par­ing to put out to sea; and from the tid­al har­bour, the grace­ful yacht which yes­ter­day had brought him—Ber­trand—and his friends safely to this land of refuge, was majestic­ally glid­ing out, like a beau­ti­ful swan with gleam­ing wings out­spread.

				Con­trolling his ap­pre­hen­sion, his nervous­ness, Ber­trand at last con­trived to un­fold the mys­ter­i­ous epistle. He read the few lines that were traced with a del­ic­ate, fem­in­ine hand, and with a sigh of in­fin­ite long­ing and of ar­dent pas­sion, he pressed the pa­per to his lips. Ther­esia had sent him a mes­sage. Find­ing him asleep, she had slipped it in­to his hand. The mar­vel was that he did not wake when she stooped over him, and per­haps even touched his fore­head with her lips.

				“A kind soul,” so the mes­sage ran, “hath taken com­pas­sion on me. There was no room for me at the inn, and she has offered me a bed in her cot­tage, some­where close by. I do not know where it is. I have ar­ranged with the land­lord that you shall be left un­dis­turbed in the small room where you found one an­oth­er, and where the four walls will whis­per to you of me. Good night, my be­loved! To­mor­row you will go to Lon­don with the de Ser­vals. I will fol­low later. It is bet­ter so. In Lon­don you will find me at the house of Mme. de Neafchâteau, a friend of my fath­er’s who lives at No. 54 in the Soho Square, and who offered me hos­pit­al­ity in the days when I thought I might vis­it Lon­don for pleas­ure. She will re­ceive me now that I am poor and an ex­ile. Come to me there. Un­til then my heart will feed on the memory of your kiss.”

				The let­ter was signed “Ther­esia.”

				Ber­trand pressed it time and again to his lips. Nev­er in his wild­est dreams had he hoped for this; nev­er even in those early days of rap­ture had he tasted such per­fect bliss. The let­ter he hid against his breast. He was im­meas­ur­ably happy, felt as if he were tread­ing on air. The sea, the land­scape, no longer looked grey and dreary. This was Eng­land, the land of the free, the land wherein he had re­gained his be­loved. Ah, the mys­ter­i­ous Scar­let Pim­per­nel, while seek­ing ig­noble ven­geance against her, for sins which she nev­er had com­mit­ted, did in truth render him and her a price­less ser­vice. Ther­esia, cour­ted, ad­u­lated, over in Par­is, had been as far re­moved from Ber­trand Mon­crif as the stars; but here, where she was poor and lonely, a home­less refugee like him­self, she turned in­stinct­ively to the faith­ful lov­er, who would gladly die to en­sure her hap­pi­ness.

				With that let­ter in his pos­ses­sion, Ber­trand felt that he could not re­main in­doors. He was pin­ing for open spaces, the sea, the moun­tains, God’s pure air—the air which she too was breath­ing even now. He snatched up his hat and made his way out of the little build­ing. The kit­chen wench paused in her scrub­bing and looked up smil­ing as he ran past her, singing and shout­ing for joy. For Ré­gine—the tender, lov­ing heart that pined for him and for his love—he had not a thought. She was the past, the dull, drabby past wherein he had dwelt be­fore he knew how glor­i­ous a thing life could be, how golden the fu­ture, how rosy that ho­ri­zon far away.

				By the time he reached the har­bour, the sun had ris­en in all its glory. Way out against the trans­lu­cent sky, the grace­ful sil­hou­ette of the schoon­er swayed gently in the morn­ing breeze, her out­spread sails gleam­ing like wings that are tinged with gold. Ber­trand watched her for awhile. He thought of the mys­ter­i­ous Scar­let Pim­per­nel and the hideous ven­geance which he had wrought against his be­loved. And the rage which pos­sessed his soul at the thought ob­scured for a mo­ment the beauty of the morn­ing and the glory of the sky. With a ges­ture char­ac­ter­ist­ic of his blood and of his race, he raised his fist and shook it in the dir­ec­tion of the dis­tant ship.

			
		
	
		
			
				XIX

				A Ren­contre

			
			
				I

				For Mar­guer­ite, that won­der­ful May-day, like so many oth­ers equally happy and equally won­der­ful, came to an end all too soon. To dwell on those winged hours were but to re­cord sor­row, anxi­ety, a pas­sion­ately re­sent­ment coupled with an equally pas­sion­ate ac­cept­ance of the in­ev­it­able. Her in­tim­ate friends of­ten mar­velled how Mar­guer­ite Blakeney bore the strain of these con­stantly re­cur­ring farewells. Every time that in the early dawn she twined her lov­ing arms round the neck of the man she wor­shipped, feel­ing that may­hap she was look­ing in­to those dear, lazy, laugh­ing eyes for the last time on earth—every time, it seemed to her as if earth could not hold great­er misery.

				Then after that came that ter­rible half-hour, whilst she stood on the land­ing-stage—his kisses still hot upon her lips, her eyes, her throat—and watched and watched that tiny speck, that fast-sail­ing ship that bore him away on his er­rand of mercy and self-sac­ri­fice, leav­ing her lonely and in­fin­itely des­ol­ate. And then the days and hours, when he was away and it was her task to smile and laugh, to ap­pear to know noth­ing of her hus­band save that he was a so­ci­ety but­ter­fly, the pet of the salons, an ex­quis­ite, some­thing of a fool, whose fre­quent ab­sences were ac­coun­ted for by deer­stalk­ing in Scot­land or fish­ing in the Tweed, or hunt­ing in the shires—any­thing and everything that would throw dust in the eyes of the fash­ion­able crowd of whom she and he formed an in­teg­ral part.

				“Sir Percy not with you to­night, dear Lady Blakeney?”

				“With me? Lud love you, no! I have not seen him these three weeks past.”

				“The dog!”

				People would talk and ask ques­tions, throw out sug­ges­tions and in­nu­en­does. So­ci­ety a few months ago had been greatly agit­ated be­cause the beau­ti­ful Lady Blakeney, the most fash­ion­able wo­man about town, had taken a mad fancy for—you’ll nev­er be­lieve it, my dear!—for her own hus­band. She had him by her side at routs and river-parties, in her op­era-box and on the Mall. It was pos­it­ively in­de­cent! Sir Percy was the pet of So­ci­ety, his sal­lies, his in­ane laugh, his lazy, de­li­cious, im­per­tin­ent ways and his ex­quis­ite clothes, made the suc­cess of every salon in which he chose to ap­pear. His Roy­al High­ness was nev­er so good-tempered as when Sir Percy was by his side. Then, for his own wife to mono­pol­ise him was pre­pos­ter­ous, ab­nor­mal, ex­tra­vag­ant! Some people put it down to for­eign ec­cent­ri­city; oth­ers to Lady Blakeney’s shrewd­ness in thus throw­ing dust in the eyes of her none-too-clev­er lord, in or­der to mask some in­trigue or secret amour, of which So­ci­ety had not as yet the key.

				For­tu­nately for the feel­ings of the fash­ion­able world, this phase of con­jugal af­fec­tion did not last long. It had been at its height last year, and had waned per­cept­ibly since. Of late, so it was averred, Sir Percy was hardly ever at home, and his ap­pear­ances at Blakeney Man­or—his beau­ti­ful house at Rich­mond—were both in­fre­quent and brief. He had evid­ently tired of play­ing second fiddle to his ex­quis­ite wife, or been ir­rit­ated by her caustic wit, which she was wont to sharpen at his ex­pense; and the mén­age of these two lead­ers of fash­ion had, in the opin­ion of those in the know, once more re­sumed a more nor­mal as­pect.

				When Lady Blakeney was in Rich­mond, Lon­don or Bath, Sir Percy was shoot­ing or fish­ing or yacht­ing—which was just as it should be. And when he ap­peared in so­ci­ety, smil­ing, el­eg­ant, al­ways an ex­quis­ite, Lady Blakeney would scarce no­tice him, save for mak­ing him a butt for her lively tongue.

			
			
				II

				What it cost Mar­guer­ite to keep up this role none but a very few ever knew. The iden­tity of one of the greatest her­oes of this or any time was known to his most bit­ter en­emy—not to his friends. So Mar­guer­ite went on smil­ing, jok­ing, flirt­ing, while her heart ached and her brain was at times well-nigh numb with anxi­ety. His in­tim­ates ral­lied round her, of course: the splen­did little band of her­oes who formed the League of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel—Sir An­drew Ffoulkes and his pretty wife; Lord An­thony Dewhurst and his lady, whose great dark eyes still wore the im­press of the tragedy which had darkened the first month of her happy wed­ded life. Then there was my lord Hast­ings; and Sir Evan Cruche, the young Squire of Holt, and all the oth­ers.

				And for the Prince of Wales, it is more than sur­mised by those com­pet­ent to judge that His Roy­al High­ness did in­deed guess at the iden­tity of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, even if he had not ac­tu­ally been ap­prised of it. Cer­tain it is that his tact and dis­cre­tion did on more than one oc­ca­sion save a situ­ation which might have proved em­bar­rass­ing for Mar­guer­ite.

				In all these friends then—in their con­ver­sa­tion, their happy laughter, their splen­did pluck and equally splen­did gaiety, the echo of the chief whom they ad­ored—Mar­guer­ite found just the solace that she needed. With Lady Ffoulkes and Lady An­thony Dewhurst she had everything in com­mon. With those mem­bers of the League who happened to be in Eng­land, she could talk over and in her mind trace the vari­ous stages of the per­il­ous ad­ven­ture on which her be­loved and the oth­ers were even then en­gaged.

				And there were al­ways the memor­ies of those all too brief days at Dover or in Rich­mond, when her lov­ing heart tasted such per­fect hap­pi­ness as is gran­ted only to the elect: the hap­pi­ness that comes from per­fect love, per­fect al­tru­ism, a com­plete un­der­stand­ing and meas­ure­less sym­pathy. On those memor­ies her hun­ger­ing soul could sub­sist in the in­ter­vals, and with them as her un­ali­en­able prop­erty, she could even bid the grim spectre of un­hap­pi­ness be­gone.

			
			
				III

				Of Ma­dame de Fon­tenay—for as such Mar­guer­ite still knew her—she saw but little. Wheth­er the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia had gone to Lon­don or no, wheth­er she had suc­ceeded in find­ing her tru­ant hus­band, Mar­guer­ite did not know and cared less. The un­ac­count­able an­ti­pathy which she had felt on that first night of her ac­quaint­ance with the lovely Span­iard still caused her to hold her­self aloof. Sir Percy, true to his word, had not be­trayed the ac­tu­al iden­tity of Ther­esia Cabar­rus to his wife; but in his light, in­souci­ant man­ner had dropped a word or two of warn­ing, which had sharpened Mar­guer­ite’s sus­pi­cions and strengthened her de­term­in­a­tion to avoid Mme. de Fon­tenay as far as pos­sible. And since mon­et­ary or oth­er ma­ter­i­al help was ap­par­ently not re­quired, she had no reas­on to re­sume an in­ter­course which, in point of fact, was not cour­ted by Ther­esia either.

				But one day, walk­ing alone in Rich­mond Park, she came face to face with Ther­esia. It was a beau­ti­ful late af­ter­noon in Ju­ly, the end of a day which had been a com­par­at­ively happy one for Mar­guer­ite—the day when a cour­i­er had come from France with news of Sir Percy; a let­ter from him, telling her that he was well and hint­ing at the pos­sib­il­ity of an­oth­er of those glor­i­ous days to­geth­er at Dover.

				With that mes­sage from her be­loved just to hand, Mar­guer­ite had felt ut­terly un­able to ful­fill her so­cial en­gage­ments in Lon­don. There was noth­ing of any im­port­ance that claimed her pres­ence. His Roy­al High­ness was at Brighton; the op­era and the rout at Lady Por­tarles’ could well get on without her. The even­ing prom­ised to be more than or­din­ar­ily beau­ti­ful, with a ra­di­ant sun­set and the soft, sweet-scen­ted air of a mid­sum­mer’s even­ing.

				After din­ner, Mar­guer­ite had felt temp­ted to stroll out alone. She threw a shawl over her head and stepped out on to the ter­race. The vista of vel­vet lawns, of shady paths and rose bor­ders in full bloom, stretched out in­to the dim dis­tance be­fore her; and bey­ond these, the bound­ary wall, ivy-clad, over­hung with stately limes, and broken in­to by the finely wrought iron gates that gave straight in­to the Park.

				The shades of even­ing were be­gin­ning to draw in, and the garden was as­sum­ing that subtle veil of mys­ter­i­ous mel­an­choly which per­fect beauty al­ways lends. In the stately elms far away, a black­bird was whist­ling his even­song. The night was full of sweet odours—roses and he­lio­trope, lime and mignon­ette—whilst just be­low the ter­race a bed of white to­bacco swung ghost­like its per­fumed censer in­to the air. Just an even­ing to lure a lonely soul in­to the open, away from the in­dif­fer­ent, the cas­u­al, in­to the heart of nature, al­ways po­tent enough to soothe and to con­sole.

			
			
				IV

				Mar­guer­ite strolled through the grounds with a light foot, and anon reached the mo­nu­ment­al gates, through which the ex­quis­ite peace and leafy solitude of the Park seemed to beck­on in­sist­ently to her. The gate was on the latch; she slipped through and struck down a wood­land path bordered by tangled un­der­growth and tall brack­en, and thus reached the pond, when sud­denly she per­ceived Mme. de Fon­tenay.

				Ther­esia was dressed in a cling­ing gown of dia­phan­ous black silk, which gave value to the ex­quis­ite creamy white­ness of her skin and to the vivid crim­son of her lips. She wore a trans­par­ent shawl round her shoulders, which with the new-mod­ish, high-waisted ef­fect of her gown, suited her sinu­ous grace to per­fec­tion. But she wore no jew­ellery, no or­na­ments of any kind: only a mag­ni­fi­cent red rose at her breast.

				The sight of her at this place and at this hour was so un­ex­pec­ted that, to Mar­guer­ite’s su­per-sens­it­ive in­tu­ition, the ap­pear­ance of this beau­ti­ful wo­man, strolling list­less and alone be­side the wa­ter’s edge, seemed like a pres­age of evil. Her first in­stinct had been to run away be­fore Mme. de Fon­tenay was aware of her pres­ence; but the next mo­ment she chided her­self for this child­ish cow­ardice, and stood her ground, wait­ing for the oth­er wo­man to draw near.

				A minute or two later, Ther­esia had looked up and in her turn had per­ceived Mar­guer­ite. She did not seem sur­prised, rather came for­ward with a glad little cry, and her two hands out­stretched.

				“Milady!” she ex­claimed. “Ah, I see you at last! I have oft wondered why we nev­er met.”

				Mar­guer­ite took her hands, greeted her as warmly as she could. In­deed she did her best to ap­pear in­ter­ested and sym­path­et­ic.

				Mme. de Fon­tenay had not much to re­late. She had found refuge in the French con­vent of the As­sump­tion at Twick­en­ham, where the Moth­er Su­per­i­or had been an in­tim­ate friend of her moth­er’s in the happy olden days. She went out very little, and nev­er in so­ci­ety. But she was fond of strolling in this beau­ti­ful Park. The sis­ters had told her that Lady Blakeney’s beau­ti­ful house was quite near. She would have liked to call—but nev­er dared—hop­ing for a chance ren­contre which hitherto had nev­er come.

				She asked kindly after mi­lor, and seemed to have heard a ru­mour that he was at Brighton, in at­tend­ance on his roy­al friend. Of her hus­band, Mme. de Fon­tenay had as yet found no trace. He must be liv­ing un­der an as­sumed name, she thought—not doubt in dire poverty—Ther­esia feared it, but did not know—would give worlds to find out.

				Then she asked Lady Blakeney wheth­er she knew aught of the de Ser­vals.

				“I was so in­ter­ested in them,” she said, “be­cause I had heard some­thing of them while I was in Par­is, and see­ing that we ar­rived in Eng­land the same day, though un­der such dif­fer­ent cir­cum­stances. But we could not jour­ney to Lon­don to­geth­er, as you, milady, so kindly sug­ges­ted, be­cause I was very ill the next day … Ah, can you won­der? … A kind friend in Dover took care of me. But I re­mem­ber their name, and have oft mar­velled if we should ever meet.”

				Yes; Mar­guer­ite did see the de Ser­vals from time to time. They ren­ted a small cot­tage not very far from here—just out­side of town. One of the daugh­ters, Ré­gine, was em­ployed all day at the fash­ion­able dress­maker’s in Rich­mond. The young­er girl, Joséphine, and the boy, Jacques, was do­ing work in a not­ary’s of­fice. It was all very dreary for them, but their cour­age was mar­vel­lous; and though the chil­dren did not earn much, it was suf­fi­cient for their wants.

				Ma­dame de Fon­tenay was vastly in­ter­ested. She hoped that Ré­gine’s mar­riage with the man of her choice would bring a ray of real hap­pi­ness in­to the house­hold.

				“I hope so too,” Lady Blakeney as­sen­ted.

				“Milady has seen the young man—Ré­gine’s fiancé?”

				“Oh, yes! once or twice. But he is en­gaged in busi­ness all day, it seems. He is in­clined to be mor­bid and none too full of ar­dour. It is a pity; for Ré­gine is a sweet girl and de­serves hap­pi­ness.”

				“We have so much sor­row in com­mon,” she said with a pathet­ic smile. “So many mis­for­tunes. We ought to be friends.”

				Then she gave a slight little shiver.

				“The weath­er is ex­traordin­ar­ily cold for Ju­ly,” she said. “Ah, how one misses the glor­i­ous sun­shine of France!”

				She wrapped her thin, trans­par­ent shawl closer round her shoulders. She was del­ic­ate, she ex­plained. Al­ways had been. She was a child of the South, and fully ex­pec­ted the Eng­lish cli­mate would kill her. In any case, it was fool­ish of her to stand thus talk­ing, when it was so cold.

				After which she took her leave, with a gra­cious in­clin­a­tion of the head and a cor­di­al au re­voir. Then she turned off in­to a small path un­der the trees, cut through the grow­ing brack­en; and Mar­guer­ite watched the grace­ful fig­ure thought­fully, un­til the leafy un­der­growth hid her from view.

			
		
	
		
			
				XX

				De­par­ture

			
			
				I

				The next morn­ing’s sun rose more ra­di­ant than be­fore. Mar­guer­ite greeted it with a sigh that was en­tirely a happy one. An­oth­er round of the clock had brought her a little near­er to the time when she would see her be­loved. The next cour­i­er might in­deed bring a mes­sage nam­ing the very day when she could rest once more in his arms for a few brief hours, which were so like the fore­taste of heav­en.

				Soon after break­fast she ordered her coach, in­tend­ing to go to Lon­don in or­der to vis­it Lady Ffoulkes and give Sir An­drew the mes­sage which was con­tained for him in Percy’s last let­ter. Whilst wait­ing for the coach, she strolled out in­to the garden, which was gay with roses and blue lark­spur, sweet wil­li­am and he­lio­trope, alive with a deaf­en­ing chor­us of black­birds and thrushes, the twit­ter­ing of spar­rows and the last call of the cuckoo. It was a garden brim­ful of memor­ies, filled in rich abund­ance with the im­age of the man she wor­ship. Every bird­song seemed to speak his name, the sough­ing of the breeze amidst the trees seemed to hold the echo of his voice; the per­fume of thyme and mignon­ette to bring back the sa­vour of his kiss.

				Then sud­denly she be­came aware of hur­ry­ing foot­steps on the grav­elled path close by. She turned, and saw a young man whom at first she did not re­cog­nise, run­ning with breath­less haste to­wards her. He was hat­less, his lin­en crumpled, his coat-col­lar awry. At sight of her he gave a queer cry of ex­cite­ment and re­lief.

				“Lady Blakeney! Thank God! Thank God!”

				Then she re­cog­nised him. It was Ber­trand Mon­crif.

				He fell on his knees and seized her gown. He ap­peared en­tirely over­wrought, un­bal­anced, and Mar­guer­ite tried in vain at first to get a co­her­ent word out of him. All that he kept on re­peat­ing was:

				“Will you help me? Will you help us all?”

				“In­deed I will, if I can, M. Mon­crif,” Mar­guer­ite said gently. “Do try and com­pose your­self and tell me what is amiss.”

				She per­suaded him to rise, and presently to fol­low her to a garden seat, where she sat down. He re­mained stand­ing in front of her. His eyes still looked wild and scared, and he passed a shak­ing hand once or twice through his un­ruly hair. But he was ob­vi­ously mak­ing an ef­fort to com­pose him­self, and after a little while, dur­ing which Mar­guer­ite waited with ut­most pa­tience, he began more co­her­ently:

				“Your ser­vants said, milady,” he began more quietly, “that you were in the garden. I could not wait un­til they called you, so I ran to find you. Will you try and for­give me? I ought not to have in­truded.”

				“Of course I will for­give you,” Mar­guer­ite re­joined with a smile, “if you will only tell me what is amiss.”

				He paused a mo­ment, then cried ab­ruptly:

				“Ré­gine has gone!”

				Mar­guer­ite frowned, puzzled, and mur­mured slowly, not un­der­stand­ing:

				“Gone? Whith­er?”

				“To Dover,” he replied, “with Jacques.”

				“Jacques?” she re­it­er­ated, still un­com­pre­hend­ing.

				“Her broth­er,” he re­joined. “You know the boy?”

				Mar­guer­ite nod­ded.

				“Hot­headed, im­puls­ive,” Mon­crif went on, try­ing to speak calmly. “He and the girl Joséphine al­ways had it in their minds that they were destined to lib­er­ate France from her present state of an­archy and blood­shed.”

				“Like you your­self, M. Mon­crif!” Mar­guer­ite put in with a smile.

				“Oh, I be­came sobered, reas­on­able, when I real­ised how fu­tile it all was. We all owe our lives to that noble Scar­let Pim­per­nel. They were no longer ours to throw away. At least, that was my the­ory, and Ré­gine’s. I have been en­gaged in busi­ness; and she works hard … Oh, but you know!” he ex­claimed im­puls­ively.

				“Yes, I know all your cir­cum­stances. But to the point, I pray you!”

				“Jacques of late has been very ex­cited, fe­ver­ish. We did not know what was amiss. Ré­gine and I oft spoke of him. And Mme. de Ser­val has been dis­traught with anxi­ety. She wor­ships the boy. He is her only son. But Jacques would not say what was amiss. He spoke to no one. Went to his work every day as usu­al. Last night he did not come home. A mes­sage came for Mme. de Ser­val to say that a friend in Lon­don had per­suaded him to go to the play and spend the night with him. Mme. de Ser­val thought noth­ing of that. She was pleased to think that Jacques had some amuse­ment to dis­tract him from his brood­ing thoughts. But Ré­gine, it seems, was not sat­is­fied. After her moth­er had gone to bed, she went in­to Jacque’s room; found some pa­pers, it seems … let­ters … I know not … proof in fact that the boy was even then on his way to Dover, hav­ing made ar­range­ments to take ship for France.”

				“Mon Dieu!” Mar­guer­ite ex­claimed in­vol­un­tar­ily. “What sense­less folly!”

				“Ah! but that is not the worst. Folly, you say! But there is worse folly still!”

				With the same feb­rile move­ments that char­ac­ter­ised his whole at­ti­tude, he drew a stained and crumpled let­ter from his pock­et.

				“She sent me this, this morn­ing,” he said. “That is why I came to you.”

				“You mean Ré­gine?” Mar­guer­ite asked, and took the let­ter which he was hand­ing to her.

				“Yes! She must have brought it round her­self … to my lodgings … in the early dawn. I did not know what to do … whom to con­sult … A blind in­stinct brought me here … I have no oth­er friend …”

				In the mean­while Mar­guer­ite was de­ci­pher­ing the let­ter, turn­ing a deaf ear to his ram­blings.

				“My Ber­trand,” so the let­ter ran, “Jacques is go­ing to France. Noth­ing will keep him back. He says it is his duty. I think that he is mad, and I know that it will kill ma­man. So I go with him. Per­haps at the last—at Dover—my tears and en­treat­ies might yet pre­vail. If not, and he puts this sense­less pro­ject in ex­e­cu­tion, I can watch over him there, and per­haps save him from too glar­ing a folly. We go by coach to Dover, which starts in an hour’s time. Farewell, my be­loved, and for­give me for caus­ing you the anxi­ety; but I feel that Jacques has more need of me than you.”

				Be­low the sig­na­ture “Ré­gine de Ser­val” there were a few more lines, writ­ten as if with an af­ter­thought:

				“I have told ma­man that my em­ploy­er is send­ing me down in­to the coun­try about some dresses for an im­port­ant cus­tom­er, and that as Jacques can get a few days’ leave from his work, I am tak­ing him with me, for I feel the coun­try air would do him good.

				“Ma­man will be as­ton­ished and no doubt hurt that Jacques did not send her word of farewell, but it is best that she should not learn the truth too sud­denly. If we do not re­turn to Dover with­in the week, you will have to break the news as gently as you can.”

				Whilst Mar­guer­ite read the let­ter, Ber­trand had sunk upon the seat and bur­ied his head in his hands. He looked ut­terly de­jec­ted and for­lorn, and she felt a twinge of re­morse at thought how she had been wrong­ing him all this while by doubt­ing his love for Ré­gine. She placed a kindly hand on the young man’s shoulder.

				“What was your idea,” she asked, “in com­ing to me? What can I do?”

				“Give me ad­vice, milady!” he im­plored. “I am so help­less, so friend­less. When I had the let­ter, I could think of noth­ing at first. You see, Ré­gine and Jacques star­ted early this morn­ing, by the coach from Lon­don, long be­fore I had it. I thought you could tell me what to do, how to over­take them. Ré­gine loves me—oh, she loves me! If I knelt at her feet I could bring her back. But they are marked people, those two. The mo­ment they at­tempt to enter Par­is, they will be re­cog­nised, ar­res­ted. Oh, my God! have mercy on us all!”

				“You think you can per­suade Ré­gine, M. Mon­crif?”

				“I am sure,” he as­ser­ted firmly. “And you, milady! Ré­gine thinks the whole world of you!”

				“But there is the boy—Jacques!”

				“He is just a child—he ac­ted on im­pulse—and I al­ways had great au­thor­ity over him. And you, milady! The whole fam­ily wor­ship you! … they know what they owe you. Jacques has not thought of his moth­er; but if he did—”

				Mar­guer­ite rose without an­oth­er word.

				“Very well,” she said simply. “We go to­geth­er and see what we can do with those two ob­stin­ate young folk.”

				Ber­trand gave a gasp of sur­prise and of hope. His whole face lighted up and he gazed upon the beau­ti­ful wo­man be­fore him as a wor­ship­per would on his di­vin­ity.

				“You, milady?” he mur­mured. “You would … really … help me … like that?”

				Mar­guer­ite smiled.

				“I really would help you like that,” she said. “My coach is ordered; we can start at once. We’ll get re­lays at Maid­stone and at Ash­ford, and eas­ily reach Dover to­night, be­fore the ar­rival of the pub­lic coach. In any case, I know every one of any im­port­ance in Dover. We could not fail to find the run­aways.”

				“But you are an an­gel, milady!” Ber­trand con­trived to stam­mer, al­though ob­vi­ously he was over­whelemed with grat­it­ude.

				“You are ready to start?” Mar­guer­ite re­tor­ted, gently check­ing any fur­ther dis­play of emo­tion.

				He cer­tainly was hat­less, and his clothes were in an un­tidy con­di­tion; but such trifles mattered noth­ing at a mo­ment like this. Mar­guer­ite’s house­hold, on the oth­er hand, were ac­cus­tomed to these sud­den vagar­ies and de­par­tures of their mis­tress, either for Dover, Bath, or any known and un­known des­tin­a­tion, of­ten at a few minutes’ no­tice.

				In this case the coach was ac­tu­ally at the gates. The maids packed the ne­ces­sary valise; her lady­ship changed her smart gown for a dark trav­el­ling one, and less than half an hour after Ber­trand Mon­crif’s first ar­rival at the Man­or, he was searted be­side Lady Blakeney in her coach. The coach­man cracked his whip, the pos­tilion swung him­self in­to the saddle, and the ser­vants stood at at­ten­tion as the vehicle slowly swung out of the gates; and presently, the horses put­ting on the pace, dis­ap­peared along the road, fol­lowed by a cloud of dust.

			
			
				II

				Ber­trand Mon­crif, brood­ing, ab­sorbed in thoughts, said little or noth­ing while the coach swung along at a very brisk pace. Mar­guer­ite, who al­ways had plenty to think about, did not feel in the mood to try and make con­ver­sa­tion. She was very sorry for the young man, who in very truth must have suffered also from re­morse. His lack of ar­dour—ob­vi­ously only an out­ward lack—to­ward his fiancée and the mem­bers of her fam­ily, must to a cer­tain ex­tent have helped to pre­cip­it­ate the present cata­strophe. Cool­ness and mor­ose­ness on his part gave rise to want of con­fid­ence on the oth­er. Ré­gine, heart­sick at her lov­er’s seem­ing in­dif­fer­ence, was no doubt all the more ready to lav­ish love and self-sac­ri­fice upon the young broth­er. Mar­guer­ite was sorry enough for the lat­ter—a young fool, with the ex­alté Lat­in tem­pera­ment, brim­ming over with de­sires for self-im­mol­a­tion as fu­tile as they were sense­less—but her gen­er­ous heart went out to Ré­gine de Ser­val, a girl who ap­peared re­destined to sor­row and dis­ap­point­ments, en­dowed with an ex­cep­tion­ally warm nature and cursed with the in­ab­il­ity to draw whole­hearted af­fec­tion to her­self. She wor­shipped Ber­trand Mon­crif; she id­ol­ised her moth­er, her broth­er, her sis­ter. But though they, one and all, re­lied on her, brought her the con­fid­ences of their troubles and their dif­fi­culties, it nev­er oc­curred to any one of them to give up some­thing—a dis­trac­tion, a fancy, an ideal—for the sake of si­lent, thought­ful Ré­gine.

				Mar­guer­ite al­lowed her thoughts thus to dwell on these people, whom her hus­band’s splen­did sac­ri­fice on their be­half had rendered dear. In­deed, she loved them like she loved so many oth­ers, be­cause of the dangers which he had braved for their sakes. Their lives had be­come valu­able be­cause of his pre­cious one, daily risked be­cause of them. And at the back of her mind there was also the cer­tainty that if these two young fools did put their mad pro­ject in ex­e­cu­tion and en­deav­oured to re­turn to Par­is, it would again be the gal­lant Scar­let Pim­per­nel who would jeop­ard­ise his life to save them from the con­sequences of their own folly.

			
			
				III

				Lunch­eon and a brief halt was taken at Farn­ing­ham and Maid­stone reached by three o’clock in the af­ter­noon. Here Lady Blakeney’s own ser­vants took leave of her, and post-horses were en­gaged to take her lady­ship on to Ash­ford. Two hours later, at Ash­ford, fresh re­lays were ob­tained. The pub­lic coach at this hour was only some nine or ten miles ahead, it seems, and there was now every chance that Dover would be reached by night­fall and the young run­aways met by their pur­suers on ar­rival.

				All was then for the best. Ber­trand, after the coach had rattled out of Ash­ford, ap­peared to find com­fort and cour­age. He began to talk, long and earn­estly—of him­self, his plans and pro­jects, his love for Ré­gine, to which he al­ways found it so dif­fi­cult to give ex­pres­sion; of Ré­gine her­self and the de Ser­vals, moth­er, son and daugh­ters. His voice was tone­less and very even. The mono­tony of his dic­tion ac­ted after awhile as a sop­or­if­ic on Mar­guer­ite’s nerves. The rumble of the coach, the close­ness of this long af­ter­noon in Ju­ly, the rock­ing of the springs, made her feel drowsy. After a while took, a curi­ous scent per­vaded the in­teri­or of the coach—a sweet, heady scent that ap­peared to weigh her eye­lids down and gave her a feel­ing of de­li­cious and lazy beatitude. Ber­trand Mon­crif droned on, and his voice came to her fast-fad­ing senses as through a thick pulpy veil. She closed her eyes. That sweet, in­tox­ic­at­ing scent came, more marked, more in­sist­ent, to her nos­trils. She laid her head against the cush­ions, and still she heard the dreary mono­tone of Ber­trand’s voice, quite in­ar­tic­u­late now, like the hum of a swarm of bees …

				Then, all of a sud­den she was fully con­scious; only just in time to feel the weight of an iron hand against her mouth and to see Ber­trand’s face, ghastly of hue, eyes dis­tor­ted more with fear than rage, quite close to her own. She had not the time to scream, and her limbs felt as heavy as lead, so that she could not struggle. The next mo­ment a thick wool­len scarf was wound quickly and tightly round her head, cov­er­ing her mouth and eyes, only barely giv­ing her room to breathe, and her hands and arms were tied to­geth­er with cords.

				This bru­tal as­sault had been so quick and so sud­den that at first it seemed to Mar­guer­ite like part of a hideous dream. She was not fully con­scious, and was half suf­foc­ated by the thick folds of the scarf and that per­sist­ent odour, which by its sickened sweet­ness caused her well-nigh to swoon.

				Through this semi-con­scious­ness, how­ever, she was con­stantly aware of her en­emy, Ber­trand Mon­crif—the black-hearted trait­or who had car­ried out this ex­ec­rable out­rage: why and for what pur­pose, Mar­guer­ite was too dazed to at­tempt to guess. He was there, that she knew. She was con­scious of his hands mak­ing sure of the cords round her wrists, tight­en­ing the scarf around her mouth; then presently she felt him lean­ing across her body and throw­ing down the win­dow, and she heard him shout­ing to the driver:

				“Her lady­ship has fain­ted. Drive as fast as ever you can till you come to that white house yon­der on the right, the one with the green shut­ters and the tall yew at the gate!”

				The driver’s reply she could not hear, nor the crack of his whip. Cer­tain it is that, though the coach had rattled on at a great pace be­fore, the horses, as if in re­sponse to Ber­trand’s com­mands, now burned the ground un­der their hoofs. A few minutes went by—an etern­ity. Then that ter­rible cloy­ing per­fume was again held close to her nos­trils; an aw­ful dizzi­ness and naus­ea seized her; after which she re­membered noth­ing more.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXI

				Memor­ies

			
			
				I

				When Mar­guer­ite Blakeney fi­nally re­covered con­scious­ness, the sun was low down in the west. She was in a coach—not her own—which was be­ing whisked along the road at ter­rif­ic speed. She was alone, her mouth gagged, her wrists and her ankles tied with cords, so that she could neither speak nor move—a help­less log, be­ing taken … whith­er? … and by whom?

				Ber­trand was not here. Through the front win­dow of the coach she could per­ceive the vague out­line of two men sit­ting on the driver’s seat, whilst an­oth­er was rid­ing the off-lead­er. Four horses were har­nessed to the light coach. It flew along in a south­east­erly dir­ec­tion, the while the shades of even­ing were fast draw­ing in.

				Mar­guer­ite had seen too much of the cruel­ties and bar­bar­it­ies of this world, too much of the hatred that ex­is­ted between en­emy coun­tries, and too much of the bit­ter ran­cour felt by cer­tain men against her hus­band and in­dir­ectly against her­self, not to real­ise at once whence the blow had come that had struck her. Some­thing too in the shape of that back which she per­ceived through the win­dow in front of her, some­thing in the cut of the thread­bare coat, the set of the black bow at the nape of the neck, was too fa­mil­i­ar to leave her even for a mo­ment in doubt. Here was no or­din­ary foot­pad, no dar­ing ab­duc­tion with a view to re­ward or ransom. This was the work of her hus­band’s en­emies, who, through her, were once more striv­ing to get at him.

				Ber­trand Mon­crif had been the de­coy. Whence had come the hatred which promp­ted him to raise his hand against the very man to whom he owed his life, Mar­guer­ite was still too dazed to con­jec­ture. He had gone, and taken his secret of ran­cour with him, may­hap forever. Ly­ing pin­ioned and help­less as she was, Mar­guer­ite had but the one thought: in what way would those fiends who had her a pris­on­er use her as a lever­age against the life and hon­our of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel? They had held her once be­fore—not so very long ago—in Boulogne, and he had emerged un­scathed, vic­tori­ous over them all.

				Mar­guer­ite, help­less and pin­ioned, forced her thoughts to dwell on that time, when his en­emies had filled to the brim the cup of hu­mi­li­ation and of dread which was destined to reach him through her hands, and his in­genu­ity and his dar­ing dashed the cup to the ground ere it reached her lips. In truth, her plight then, at Boulogne, was in no way less ter­rible, less seem­ingly hope­less than now. She was a pris­on­er then, just as she was now; in the power of men whose whole life and en­tire range of thought had for the past two years been de­voted to the un­do­ing and an­ni­hil­a­tion of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. And there was a cer­tain grim sat­is­fac­tion for the pin­ioned, help­less wo­man in re­call­ing the many in­stances where the dar­ing ad­ven­turer had so com­pletely out­wit­ted his en­emies, as well as in the memory of those days at Boulogne when the life of count­less in­no­cents was to be the price of her own.

			
			
				II

				The em­bark­a­tion took place some­where on the coast around Birch­ing­ton. When, at dead of night, the coach came to a halt, and the tang of sea air and salt spray reached Mar­guer­ite’s burn­ing cheeks and parched lips, she tried with all her might to guess at her ex­act po­s­i­tion. But that was im­possible.

				She was lif­ted out of the coach, and at once a shawl was thrown over her face, so that she could not see. It was more in­stinct than any­thing else that guided her per­cep­tions. Even in the coach she had been vaguely con­scious of the dir­ec­tion in which she had been trav­el­ling. All that part of the coun­try was en­tirely fa­mil­i­ar to her. So of­ten she had driv­en down with Sir Percy, either to Dover or more of­ten to some lonely part of the coast, where he took ship for un­known des­tin­a­tions, that in her mind she could, even blinded with tears and half-con­scious as she was, trace in her mind the vari­ous turn­ings and side-roads along which she was be­ing borne at un­abat­ing speed.

				Birch­ing­ton—one of the fa­vour­ite haunts of the smug­gling fra­tern­ity, with its num­ber­less caves and re­treats dug by the sea in the chalk cliffs, as if for the ex­press be­ne­fit of ne’er-do-wells—seemed the nat­ur­al ob­ject­ive of the miscre­ants who had her in their power. In fact, at one mo­ment she was quite sure that the square tower of old Min­is­ter church flit­ted past her vis­ion through the win­dow of the coach, and that the horses im­me­di­ately after that sprin­ted the hill between Min­ster and Acoll.

				Be that as it may, there was no doubt that the coach came to a halt at a des­ol­ate spot. The day which had be­gun in ra­di­ance and sun­shine, had turned to an even­ing of squall and drizzle. A thin rain soon wet­ted Mar­guer­ite’s clothes and the shawl on her head through and through, greatly adding to her misery and dis­com­fort. Though she saw noth­ing, she could trace every land­mark of the cal­vary to the sum­mit of which she was be­ing borne like an in­sen­tient log.

				For a while she lay at the bot­tom of a small boat, aching in body as well as in mind, her eyes closed, her limbs cramped by the cords which ow­ing to the damp were cut­ting in­to her flesh, faint with cold and want of food, wet to the skin yet with eyes and head and hands burn­ing hot, and her ears filled with the dreary, mono­ton­ous sound of the oars creak­ing in the row­locks and the boom of the wa­ter against the sides of the boat.

				She was lif­ted out of the boat and car­ried, as she judged, by two men up a com­pan­ion lad­der, then down some steps and fi­nally de­pos­ited on some hard boards; after which the wet shawl was re­moved from her face. She was in the dark. Only a tiny streak of light found its way through a chink some­where close to the floor. A smell of tar and of stale food gave her a wretched sense of naus­ea. But she had by now reached a stage of phys­ic­al and men­tal pros­tra­tion wherein even acute bod­ily suf­fer­ing counts as noth­ing, and is en­dur­able be­cause it is no longer felt.

				After a while the fa­mil­i­ar mo­tion, the well-known sound of a ship weigh­ing an­chor, gave an­oth­er blow to her few linger­ing hopes. Every move­ment of the ship now bore her farther and farther from Eng­land and home, and rendered her po­s­i­tion more ut­terly miser­able and hope­less.

				Far be it from me to sug­gest even for a mo­ment that Mar­guer­ite Blakeney lost either spir­it or cour­age dur­ing this ter­rible or­deal. But she was so com­pletely help­less that in­stinct forced her to re­main mo­tion­less and qui­es­cent, and not to en­gage in a fight against over­whelm­ing odds. In mid-Chan­nel, sur­roun­ded by miscre­ants who had her in their power, she could ob­vi­ously do noth­ing ex­cept safe­guard what dig­nity she could by si­lence and seem­ing ac­qui­es­cence.

			
			
				III

				She was taken ashore in the early dawn, at a spot not very far from Boulogne. Pre­cau­tions were no longer taken against her pos­sible calls for help; even the cords had been re­moved from her wrists and ankles as soon as she was lowered in­to the boat that brought her to shore. Cramped and stiff though she was, she dis­dained the help of an arm which was held out to her to en­able her to step out of the boat.

				All the faces around her were un­fa­mil­i­ar. There were four or five men, surly and si­lent, who pi­loted her over the rocks and cliffs and then along the sands, to the little ham­let of Wimereux, which she knew well. The coast at this hour was still deser­ted; only at one time did the little party meet with a group of bux­om young wo­men, trudging along bare­footed with their shrimp­ing nets over their shoulders. They stared wide-eyed but oth­er­wise in­dif­fer­ent, at the un­for­tu­nate wo­man in torn, damp clothes, and with golden hair all dishevelled, who was bravely striv­ing not to fall whilst urged on by five rough fel­lows in ragged jer­seys, tattered breeches, and bare-kneed.

				Just for one mo­ment—a mere flash—Mar­guer­ite at sight of these girls had the wild no­tion to run to them, im­plore their as­sist­ance in the name of their sweet­hearts, their hus­bands, their songs; to throw her­self at their feet and beg them to help her, see­ing that they were wo­men and could not be without heart or pity. But it was a mere flash, the wild vag­ary of an over­ex­cited brain, the drift­ing straw that mocks the drown­ing man. The next mo­ment the girls had gone by, laugh­ing and chat­ter­ing. One of them in­toned the “Ça ira!” and Mar­guer­ite, for­tu­nately for her own dig­nity, was not ser­i­ously temp­ted to es­say so fu­tile, so sense­less an ap­peal.

				Later on, in a squal­id little hov­el on the out­skirts of Wimereux, she was at last giv­en some food which, though of the poorest and roughest de­scrip­tion, was nev­er­the­less wel­come, for it re­vived her spir­it and strengthened her cour­age, of which she had sore need.

				The rest of the jour­ney was un­event­ful. With­in the first hour of mak­ing a fresh start, she had real­ised that she was be­ing taken to Par­is. A few words dropped cas­u­ally by the men who had charge of her ap­prised her of the fact. Oth­er­wise they were very reti­cent—not al­to­geth­er rough or un­kind.

				The coach in which she trav­elled dur­ing this stage of the jour­ney was roomy and not un­com­fort­able, al­though the cush­ions were ragged and the leather­work mil­dewed. Above all, she had the su­preme com­fort of pri­vacy. She was alone in the coach, alone dur­ing the halts at way­side hostel­ries when she was al­lowed food and rest, alone through­out those two in­ter­min­able nights when, with brief in­ter­vals whilst re­lays of horses were put in­to the shafts or the men took it in turns to get food or drink in some house un­seen in the dark­ness, she vainly tried to get a snatch or two of sleep and a few mo­ments of for­get­ful­ness; alone through­out that next long day, whilst fre­quent sum­mer showers sent heavy rain­drops beat­ing against the win­dowpanes of the coach, and fa­mil­i­ar land­marks on the way to Par­is flit­ted like threat­en­ing ghouls past her aching eyes.

				Par­is was reached at dawn of the third day. Sev­enty-two hours had crept along leaden-footed, since the mo­ment when she had stepped in­to her own coach out­side her beau­ti­ful home in Rich­mond, sur­roun­ded by her own ser­vants, and with that trait­or Mon­crif by her side. Since then, what a load of sor­row, of anxi­ety, of phys­ic­al and men­tal suf­fer­ing had she borne! And yet, even that sor­row, even those suf­fer­ings and that anxi­ety, seemed as noth­ing be­side the heartrend­ing thoughts of her be­loved, as yet ig­nor­ant of her ter­rible fate and of the schemes which those fiends who had so shame­fully trapped her were even now con­coct­ing for the real­isa­tion of their ven­geance against him.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXII

				Wait­ing

			
			
				I

				The house to which Mar­guer­ite was ul­ti­mately driv­en, and where she presently found her­self ushered up the stairs in­to a small, well-fur­nished apart­ment, ap­peared to be situ­ated some­where in an outly­ing quarter of Par­is.

				The apart­ment con­sisted of three rooms—a bed­room, a sit­ting-room, and small cab­in­et de toi­lette—all plainly but nicely fur­nished. The bed looked clean and com­fort­able, there was a car­pet on the floor, one or two pic­tures on the wall, an arm­chair or two, even a few books in an ar­m­oire. An old wo­man, dour of mien but oth­er­wise will­ing and at­tent­ive, did all she could to min­is­ter to the poor wear­ied wo­man’s wants. She brought up some warm milk and home-baked bread. But­ter, she ex­plained, was not ob­tain­able these day, and the house­hold had not seen sug­ar for weeks.

				Mar­guer­ite, tired out and hungry, read­ily ate some break­fast; but what she longed for most and needed most was rest. So presently, at the gruff in­vit­a­tion of the old wo­man, she un­dressed and stretched her weary limbs between the sheets, with a sigh of con­tent. Anxi­ety, for the mo­ment, had to yield to the sense of well-be­ing, and with the name of her be­loved on her lips Mar­guer­ite went to sleep like a child.

				When she woke, it was late af­ter­noon. On a chair close by her bed­side was some clean lin­en laid out, a change of stock­ings, clean shoes, and a gown—a per­fect lux­ury, which made this si­lent and lonely house ap­pear more like the en­chanted abode of ogres or fair­ies than be­fore. Mar­guer­ite rose and dressed. The lin­en was fine, ob­vi­ously the prop­erty of a wo­man of re­fine­ment, whilst everything in the tiny dress­ing-room—a comb, hand-mir­ror, soap, and scen­ted wa­ter—sug­ges­ted that the del­ic­ate hand of a cul­tured wo­man had seen to their dis­pos­al. A while later, the dour at­tend­ant brought her some soup and a dish of cooked ve­get­ables.

				Every phase of the situ­ation be­came more and more puzz­ling as time went one. Mar­guer­ite, with the sense of well-be­ing fur­ther ac­cen­tu­ated by the feel of warm, dry clothes and of whole­some food, had her mind free enough to think and to pon­der. She had thrown open the win­dow, and peep­ing out, noted that it ob­vi­ously gave on the back of the house and that the view con­sisted of rough, un­cul­tiv­ated land, broken up here and there by work­shops, ware­houses, and tim­ber-yards. Mar­guer­ite also noted that she was gaz­ing out in the dir­ec­tion of the north­w­est, that the apart­ment wherein she found her­self was on the top floor of a de­tached house which, judging by cer­tain land­marks vaguely fa­mil­i­ar, was situ­ated some­where out­side the bar­ri­er of St. Ant­oine, and not very far from the Bastille and from the Ar­sen­al.

				Again she pondered. Where was she? Why was she be­ing treated with a kind­ness and con­sid­er­a­tion al­to­geth­er at vari­ance with the tac­tics usu­ally ad­op­ted by the en­emies of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel? She was not in pris­on. She was not be­ing starved, or threatened, or hu­mi­li­ated. The day wore on, and she was not con­fron­ted with one or oth­er of those fiends who were so ob­vi­ously us­ing her as a de­coy for her hus­band.

				But though Mar­guer­ite Blakeney was not in pris­on, she was a pris­on­er. This she had as­cer­tained five minutes after she was alone in the apart­ment. She could wander at will from room to room; but only in them, not out of them. The door of com­mu­nic­a­tion between the rooms was wide open; those that ob­vi­ously gave on a land­ing out­side were se­curely locked; and when a while ago the old wo­man had entered with the tray of food, Mar­guer­ite had caught sight of a group of men in the well-known tattered uni­form of the Na­tion­al Guard, stand­ing at at­ten­tion in a wide, long ante­cham­ber.

				Yes; she was a pris­on­er! She could open the win­dows of her apart­ment and in­hale the soft moist air which came across the wide tract of a bar­ren land; but these win­dows were thirty feet above the ground, and there was no pro­jec­tion in the out­side wall of the house any­where near that would af­ford a foothold to any­thing hu­man.

				Thus for twenty-four hours she was left to med­it­ate, thrown upon her own re­sources, with no oth­er com­pany save that of her own thoughts, and they were any­thing but cheer­ful. The un­cer­tainty of the situ­ation soon began to prey upon her nerves. She had been calm in the morn­ing; but as the day wore on the loneli­ness, the mys­tery, the si­lence, began to tell upon her cour­age. Soon she got to look upon the wo­man who waited on her as upon her jail­er, and when she was alone she was forever strain­ing her ears to hear what the men who were guard­ing her door might be say­ing among them­selves.

				The next night she hardly slept.

			
			
				II

				Twenty-four hours later she had a vis­it from cit­izen Chauvelin.

				She had been ex­pect­ing that vis­it all along, or else a mes­sage from him. When he came she had need of all her pluck and all her de­term­in­a­tion, not to let him see the emo­tion which his pres­ence caused her. Dread! Loath­ing! These were her pre­dom­in­ant sen­sa­tions. But dread above all; be­cause he was dressed with scru­pu­lous care and af­fected the man­ners and graces of a so­ci­ety which had long since cast him out. It was not the rough, out-at-el­bows Ter­ror­ist who stood be­fore her, the re­volu­tion­ary dem­agogue who hits out right and left against a caste that has al­ways spurned him and held it­self aloof; it was the broken-down gen­tle­man at war with for­tune, who strives by his wits to be re­venged against the buf­fetings of Fate and the ar­rog­ance which os­tra­cised him as soon as he was down.

				He began by ask­ing so­li­cit­ously after her well-be­ing; hoped the jour­ney had not over­fa­tigued her; humbly begged her par­don for the dis­com­fort which a high­er power com­pelled him to put upon her. He talked plat­it­udes in an even, unc­tu­ous voice un­til Mar­guer­ite, ex­as­per­ated, and her nerves on edge, curtly bade him to come to the point.

				“I have come to the point, dear lady,” he re­tor­ted suavely. “The point is that you should be com­fort­able and have no cause to com­plain whilst you are un­der this roof.”

				“And how long am I to re­main a pris­on­er un­der it?” she asked.

				“Un­til Sir Percy has in his turn hon­oured this house with his pres­ence,” he replied.

				To this she made no an­swer for a time, but sat quite still look­ing at him, as if de­tached and in­dif­fer­ent. He waited for her to speak, his pale eyes, slightly mock­ing, fixed upon her. Then she said simply:

				“I un­der­stand.”

				“I was quite sure you would, dear lady,” he re­joined blandly. “You see, the phase of hero­ics is past. I will con­fess to you that it proved of no avail when meas­ured against the lofty cool­ness of that peer­less ex­quis­ite. So we over here have shed our ar­dour like a mantle. We, too, now are quite calm, quite un­per­turbed, quite con­tent to wait. The beau­ti­ful Lady Blakeney is a guest un­der this roof. Well, soon­er or later that most gal­lant of hus­bands will de­sire to ap­proach his lady. Soon­er or later he will learn that she is no longer in Eng­land. Then he will set his in­com­par­able wits to work to find out where she is. Again, I may say that soon­er or later, per­haps, even aided by us, he will know that she is here. Then he will come. Am I not right?”

				Of course he was right. Soon­er or later Percy would learn where she was; and then he would come. He would come to her, des­pite every trap set for his un­do­ing, des­pite every net laid to catch him, des­pite danger of death that waited for him if he came.

				Chauvelin said little more. In truth, the era of hero­ics was at an end. At an end those omin­ous “either—ors” that he was wont to mete out with a voice quaver­ing with rage and lust of re­venge. Now there was no al­tern­at­ive, no deep-laid plot save one: to wait for the Scar­let Pim­per­nel un­til he came.

				In the mean­while she, Mar­guer­ite, must re­main help­less and a pris­on­er; she must eat and drink and sleep. She, the de­coy!—who would nev­er know when the crush­ing blow would fall that would mean a hun­dred deaths to her if it in­volved that of the hus­band whom she wor­shipped.

				After a while, Chauvelin went away. In fact, she nev­er knew ac­tu­ally when he did go. A while ago he had sat there on that up­right chair, quiet, well groomed, suave of speech and bland of man­ner.

				“Then he will come,” he had said quite urbanely. “Am I not right?”

				When Mar­guer­ite closed her eyes she could still see him, his mock­ing gaze fixed upon her, his thin, white hands fol­ded com­pla­cently be­fore him. And presently, as the day wore on and the shades of even­ing blurred one ob­ject in the room after an­oth­er, the straight-backed chair, still left in its place, as­sumed a fant­ast­ic hu­man shape—the shape of a mea­gre fig­ure with nar­row shoulders and thin, care­fully be-stockinged legs. And all the faint noises around her—the oc­ca­sion­al creak­ing of the fur­niture, the move­ments of the men out­side her door, the sough­ing of the even­ing breeze in the fo­liage of the elm trees—all were merged in­to a thin, bland hu­man voice, that went on re­peat­ing in a kind of thin, dreary mono­tone:

				“Then he will come. Am I not right?”

			
		
	
		
			
				XXIII

				Mice and Men

			
			
				I

				It was on her re­turn from Eng­land that Ther­esia Cabar­rus took to con­sult­ing the old witch in the Rue de la Planchette, driv­en thereto by am­bi­tion, and also no doubt by re­morse. There was noth­ing of the hardened crim­in­al about the fair Span­iard; she was just a spoilt wo­man who had been mocked and thwarted, and de­sired to be re­venged. The Scar­let Pim­per­nel had ap­peared be­fore her as one ut­terly im­per­vi­ous to her charms, and, egged on by Chauvelin, who used her for his own ends, she entered in­to a cal­lous con­spir­acy, the aim of which was the de­struc­tion of that gang of Eng­lish spies who were the en­emies of France, and the first stage of which was the heart­less ab­duc­tion of Lady Blakeney and her in­car­cer­a­tion as a de­coy for the ul­ti­mate cap­ture of her own hus­band.

				A cruel, ab­om­in­able act! Ther­esia, who had plunged head­long in­to this shame­ful crime, would a few days later have giv­en much to undo the harm she had wrought. But she had yet to learn that, once used as a tool by the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety and by Chauvelin, its most un­scru­pu­lous agent, no man or wo­man could hope to be­come free again un­til the work de­man­ded had been ac­com­plished to the end. There was no free­dom from that task­mas­ter save in death; and Ther­esia’s fit of com­punc­tion did not carry her to the lengths of self-sac­ri­fice. Mar­guer­ite Blakeney was her pris­on­er, the de­coy which would bring the Eng­lish mi­lor in­ev­it­ably to the spot where his wife was in­car­cer­ated; and Ther­esia, who had helped to bring this state of things about, did her best to smoth­er re­morse, and hav­ing done Chauvelin’s dirty work for him she set to to see what per­son­al ad­vant­age she could de­rive from it.

				Firstly, the sat­is­fac­tion of her petty re­venge: the Scar­let Pim­per­nel caught in a trap, would surely re­gret his in­ter­fer­ence in Ther­esia’s love af­fairs. Ther­esia cared less than noth­ing about Ber­trand Mon­crif, and would have been quite grate­ful to the Eng­lish mi­lor for hav­ing spir­ited that em­bar­rass­ing lov­er of hers away but for that let­ter which had wounded the beau­ti­ful Span­iard’s van­ity to the quick, and still rankled suf­fi­ciently to ease her con­science on the score of her sub­sequent ac­tions. That the let­ter was a bogus one, con­cocted and writ­ten by Chauvelin him­self in or­der to spur her on to a mean re­venge, Ther­esia did not know.

				But far stronger than thoughts of re­venge where Ther­esia’s schemes for her own fu­ture. She had be­gun to dream of Robe­s­pi­erre’s grat­it­ude, of her tri­umph over all those who had striv­en for over two years to bring that gang of Eng­lish spies to book. She saw her name writ largely on the roll of fame; she even saw in her mind, the tyr­ant him­self as her will­ing slave … and some­thing more than that.

				For her tool Ber­trand she had no fur­ther use. By way of a re­ward for the ab­om­in­able ab­duc­tion of Lady Blakeney, he had been al­lowed to fol­low the wo­man he wor­shipped like a lackey at­tached to her train. De­jec­ted, already spurned, he re­turned to Par­is with her, here to re­sume the life of hu­mi­li­ation and of des­pised ar­dour which had broken his spir­it and warped his nature, be­fore his gal­lant res­cuer had snatched him out of the toils of the beau­ti­ful Span­iard.

				With­in an hour of set­ting his foot on French soil, Ber­trand had real­ised that he had been noth­ing in Ther­esia’s sight but a lump of mal­le­able wax, which she had moul­ded to her own design and now threw aside as cum­ber­some and use­less. He had real­ised that her am­bi­tion soared far above link­ing her fate to an ob­scure and pen­ni­less lov­er, when the com­ing man of the hour—cit­izen Tal­li­en—was already at her feet.

			
			
				II

				Thus Ther­esia had at­tained one of her great de­sires: the Scar­let Pim­per­nel was as good as cap­tured, and when he fi­nally suc­cumbed he could not fail to know whence came the blow that struck him.

				With re­gard to her fu­ture, mat­ters were more doubt­ful. She had not yet sub­jug­ated Robe­s­pi­erre suf­fi­ciently to cause him to give up his more humble love and to lay down his power and pop­ular­ity at her feet; whilst the man who had offered her his hand and name—cit­izen Tal­li­en—was forever put­ting a check upon her am­bi­tion and his own ad­vance­ment by his pusil­lan­im­ity and lack of en­ter­prise.

				Whilst she was aching to push him in­to de­cis­ive ac­tion, in­to seiz­ing the su­preme power be­fore Robe­s­pi­erre and his friends had ir­re­voc­ably es­tab­lished theirs, Tal­li­en was for tem­por­ising, fear that in try­ing to snatch a dic­tat­or­ship he and his be­loved with him would lose their heads.

				“While Robe­s­pi­erre lives,” Ther­esia would ar­gue pas­sion­ately, “no man’s head is safe. Every rival, soon­er or later, be­comes a vic­tim. St. Just and Couthon aim at a dic­tat­or­ship for him. Soon­er or later they will suc­ceed; then death to every man who has ever dared op­pose them.”

				“There­fore ’tis wiser not to op­pose,” the prudent Tal­li­en would re­tort. “The time will come—”

				“Nev­er!” she ri­pos­ted hotly. “While you plot, and ar­gue and pon­der, Robe­s­pi­erre acts or signs your death-war­rant.”

				“Robe­s­pi­erre is the idol of the people; he sways the Con­ven­tion with a word. His elo­quence would drag an army of en­emies to the guil­lot­ine!”

				“Robe­s­pi­erre!” Ther­esia re­tor­ted with sub­lime con­tempt. “Ah, when you have said that, you think you have said everything! France, hu­man­ity, the people, sov­er­eign power!—all that, you as­sert, is em­bod­ied in that one man. But, my friend, listen to me!” she went on earn­estly. “Listen, when I as­sert that Robe­s­pi­erre is only a name, a fet­ish, a manikin set up on a ped­es­tal! By whom? By you, and the Con­ven­tion; by the Clubs and the Com­mit­tees. And the ped­es­tal is com­posed of that elu­sive en­tity which you call the people and which will dis­in­teg­rate from be­neath his feet as soon as the people have real­ised that those feet are less than clay. One touch of a firm fin­ger against that manikin, I tell you, and he will fall as dust be­fore you; and you can rise upon that same elu­sive ped­es­tal—pop­ular­ity, to the heights which he hath so eas­ily at­tained.”

				But, though Tal­li­en was at times car­ried away by her vehe­mence, he would al­ways shake his head and coun­sel prudence, and as­sure her that the time was not yet. Ther­esia, im­pa­tient and dic­tat­ori­al, had more than once hin­ted at rup­ture.

				“I could not love a weak­ling,” she would aver; and at the back of her mind there would rise schemes, which aimed at trans­fer­ring her fa­vours to the oth­er man, who she felt would be more worthy of her.

				“Robe­s­pi­erre would not fail me, as this cow­ard does!” she mused, even while Tal­li­en, blind and obed­i­ent, was bid­ding her farewell at the very door of the char­lat­an to whom Ther­esia had turned in her am­bi­tion and her dif­fi­culties.

			
			
				III

				Some­thing of the glam­our which had ori­gin­ally sur­roun­ded Moth­er Théot’s in­cant­a­tions had van­ished since sixty-two of her de­votees had been sent to the guil­lot­ine on charge of con­spir­ing for the over­throw of the Re­pub­lic. Robe­s­pi­erre’s en­emies, too cow­ardly to at­tack him in the Con­ven­tion or in the Clubs, had seized upon the mys­tery which hung over the séances in the Rue de la Planchette in or­der to un­der­mine his pop­ular­ity in the one and his power in the oth­er.

				Spies were in­tro­duced in­to the witch’s lair. The names of its chief fre­quenters be­came known, and soon whole­sale ar­rests were made, which were fol­lowed by the in­ev­it­able con­dem­na­tions. Robe­s­pi­erre had not ac­tu­ally been named; but the iden­tity of the sy­co­phants who had pro­claimed him the Mes­sen­ger of the Most High, the Morn­ing Star, or the Re­gen­er­at­or of Man­kind, were hurled across from the tribune of the Con­ven­tion, like poisoned ar­rows aimed at the tyr­ant him­self.

				But Robe­s­pi­erre had been too wary to al­low him­self to be dragged in­to the af­fair. His en­emies tried to goad him in­to de­fend­ing his wor­ship­pers, thus ad­mit­ting his as­so­ci­ation with the gang; but he re­mained prudently si­lent, and with cal­lous ruth­less­ness he sac­ri­ficed them to his own safety. He nev­er raised his voice nor yet one fin­ger to save them from death, and whilst he—bloodthirsty auto­crat—re­main firmly in­stalled upon his self-con­sti­tuted throne, those who had ac­claimed him as second only to God, per­ished upon the scaf­fold.

				Moth­er Théot, for some in­ex­plic­able reas­on, es­caped this whole­sale slaughter; but her séances were hence­forth shorn of their slend­our. Robe­s­pi­erre no longer dared fre­quent them even in dis­guise. The house in the Rue de la Planchette be­came a marked one to the agents of the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety, and the witch her­self was re­duced to in­nu­mer­able shifts to eke out a pre­cari­ous live­li­hood and to keep her­self in the good graces of those agents, by ren­der­ing them vari­ous un­avow­able ser­vices.

				To those, how­ever, who chose to defy pub­lic opin­ion and to dis­reg­ard the dangers which at­ten­ded the fre­quent­a­tion of Moth­er Théot’s sor­cer­ies, these lat­ter had lost little or noth­ing of their pristine solem­nity. There was the closely cur­tained room; the scen­ted, heavy at­mo­sphere; the chants, the col­oured flames, the ghost­like neo­phytes. Draped in her grey veils, the old witch still wove her spells and called on the powers of light and of dark­ness to aid her in fore­tell­ing the fu­ture. The neo­phytes chanted and twis­ted their bod­ies in quaint con­tor­tions; alone, the small black­amoor grinned at what ex­per­i­ence had taught him was noth­ing but quack­ery and char­lat­an­ism.

				Ther­esia, sit­ting on the dais, with the heady fumes of Ori­ent­al scents blur­ring her sight and the clear­ness of her in­tel­lect, was drink­ing in the hon­eyed words and flat­ter­ing proph­ecies of the old witch.

				“Thy name will be the greatest in the land! Be­fore thee will bow the migh­ti­est thrones! At thy word heads will fall and diedems will tot­ter!” Moth­er Théot an­nounced in sepulchral tones, whilst gaz­ing in­to the crys­tal be­fore her.

				“As the wife of cit­izen Tal­li­en?” Ther­esia quer­ied in an awed whis­per.

				“That the spir­its do not say,” the old witch replied. “What is a name to them? I see a crown of glory, and thy head sur­roun­ded by a golden light; and at thy feet lies some­thing which once was scar­let, and now is crim­son and crushed.”

				“What does it mean?” Ther­esia mur­mured.

				“That is for thee to know,” the sybil replied sternly. “Com­mune with the spir­its; lose thy­self in their em­brace; learn from them the great truths, and the fu­ture will be made clear to thee.”

				With which cryptic ut­ter­ance she gathered her veils around her, and with weird mur­murs of, “Evohe! Evohe! Sam­mael! Zam­iel! Evohe!” glided out of the room, mys­ter­i­ous and in­scrut­able, pre­sum­ably in or­der to al­low her be­wildered cli­ent to med­it­ate on the en­ig­mat­ic­al proph­ecy in solitude.

				But dir­ectly she had closed the door be­hind her, Moth­er Théot’s man­ner un­der­went a chance. Here the broad light of day ap­peared to di­vest her of all her sybil­line at­trib­utes. She be­came just an ugly old wo­man, wrinkled and hook-nosed, dressed in shabby draper­ies that were grey with age and dirt, and with claw-like hands that looked like the talons of a bird of prey.

				As she entered the room, a man who had been stand­ing at the win­dow op­pos­ite, star­ing out in­to the dis­mal street be­low, turned quickly to her.

				“Art sat­is­fied?” she asked at once.

				“From what I could hear, yes!” he replied, “though I could have wished thy pro­nounce­ments had been more clear.”

				The hag shrugged her lean shoulders and nod­ded in the dir­ec­tion of her lair.

				“Oh!” she said. “The Span­iard un­der­stands well enough. She nev­er con­sults me or in­vokes the spir­its but they speak to her of that which is scar­let. She knows what it means. You need not fear, cit­izen Chauvelin, that in the pur­suit of her vault­ing am­bi­tion, she will for­get that her primary duty is to you!”

				“No,” Chauvelin as­ser­ted calmly, “she’ll not for­get that. The Cabar­rus is no fool. She knows well enough that when cit­izens of the State have been em­ployed to work on its be­half, they are no longer free agents af­ter­wards. The work must be car­ried through to the end.”

				“You need not fear the Cabar­rus, cit­izen,” the sybil re­joined dryly. “She’ll not fail you. Her van­ity is im­mense. She be­lieves that the Eng­lish­man in­sul­ted her by writ­ing that flip­pant let­ter, and she’ll not leave him alone till she has had her re­venge.”

				“No!” Chauvelin as­sen­ted. “She’ll not fail me. Nor thou either, citoy­enne.”

				The old hag shrugged her shoulders.

				“I?” she ex­claimed, with a quiet laugh. “Is that likely? You prom­ised me ten thou­sand livres the day the Scar­let Pim­per­nel is cap­tured!”

				“And the guil­lot­ine,” Chauvelin broke in grimly, “if thou shouldst al­low the wo­man up­stairs to es­cape.”

				“I know that,” the old wo­man re­joined dryly. “If she es­capes ’twill not be through my con­niv­ance.”

				“In the ser­vice of the State,” Chauvelin ri­pos­ted, “even care­less­ness be­comes a crime.”

				Cath­er­ine Théot was si­lent for a mo­ment or two, pressed her thin lips to­geth­er; then re­joined quite quietly:

				“She’ll not es­cape. Have no fear, cit­izen Chauvelin.”

				“That’s brave! And now, tell me what has be­come of the coal­heaver Rat­eau?”

				“Oh, he comes and goes. You told me to en­cour­age him.”

				“Yes.”

				“So I give him po­tions for his cough. He has one foot in the grave.”

				“Would he had both!” Chauvelin broke in sav­agely. “That man is a per­petu­al men­ace to my plans. It would have been so much bet­ter if we could have sent him last April to the guil­lot­ine.”

				“It was in your hands,” Moth­er Théot re­tor­ted. “The Com­mit­tee re­por­ted against him. His meas­ure was full enough. Aid­ing that ex­ec­rable Scar­let Pim­per­nel to es­cape … ! Name of a name! it should have been enough!”

				“It was not proved that he did aid the Eng­lish spies,” Chauvelin re­tor­ted moodily. “And Fouc­quier-Tin­ville would not ar­raign him. He vowed it would an­ger the people—the rabble—of which Rat­eau him­self forms an in­teg­ral part. We can­not af­ford to an­ger the rabble these days, it seems.”

				“And so Rat­eau, the asth­mat­ic coal­heaver, walked out of pris­on a free man, whilst my neo­phytes were dragged up to the guil­lot­ine, and I was left without means of earn­ing an hon­est live­li­hood!” Moth­er Théot con­cluded with a dole­ful sigh.

				“Hon­est?” Chauvelin ex­claimed, with a sar­cast­ic chuckle. Then, see­ing that the old witch was ready to lose her tem­per, he quickly ad­ded: “Tell me more about Rat­eau. Does he of­ten come here?”

				“Yes; very of­ten. He must be in my ante­room now. He came dir­ectly he was let out of pris­on, and has haunted this place ever since. He thinks I can cure him of his asthma, and as he pays me well—”

				“Pays you well?” Chauvelin broke in quickly. “That starveling?”

				“Rat­eau is no starveling,” the old wo­man as­ser­ted. “Many an Eng­lish gold piece hath he giv­en me.”

				“But not of late?”

				“No later than yes­ter­day.”

				Chauvelin swore vi­ciously.

				“Then he is still in touch with that cursed Eng­lish­man!”

				Moth­er Théot shrugged her shoulders.

				“Does one ever know which is the Eng­lish­man and which is the asth­mat­ic Rat­eau?” she quer­ied, with a dry laugh.

				Whereupon a strange thing happened—so strange in­deed that Chauvelin’s next words turned to sav­age curses, and that Moth­er Théot, white to the lips, her knees shak­ing un­der her, tiny beads of per­spir­a­tion rising be­neath her scanty locks, had to hold on to the table to save her­self from fall­ing.

				“Name of a name of a dog!” Chauvelin muttered hoarsely, whilst the old wo­man, shaken by that su­per­sti­tious dread which she liked to arouse in her cli­ents, could only stare at him and mutely shake her head.

				And yet noth­ing very alarm­ing had oc­curred. Only a man had laughed, light-heartedly and long; and the sound of that laughter had come from some­where near—the next room prob­ably, or the land­ing bey­ond Moth­er Théot’s ante­room. It had come low and dis­tinct, slightly muffled by the in­ter­ven­ing wall. Noth­ing in truth to fright­en the most nervous child!

				A man had laughed. One of Moth­er Théot’s cli­ents prob­ably, who in the com­pany of a friend chose to wile away the weary hour of wait­ing on the sybil by hil­ari­ous con­ver­sa­tion. Of course, that was it! Chauvelin, curs­ing him­self now for his cow­ardice, passed a still shak­ing hand across his brow, and a wry smile dis­tor­ted mo­ment­ar­ily his thin, set lips.

				“One of your cli­ents is of good cheer,” he said with well-as­sumed in­dif­fer­ence.

				“There is no one in the ante­room at this hour,” the old hag mur­mured un­der her breath. “Only Rat­eau … and he is too scant of breath to laugh … he …”

				But Chauvelin no longer heard what she had to say. With an ex­clam­a­tion which no one who heard it could have defined, he turned on his heel and al­most ran out of the room.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXIV

				By Or­der of the State

			
			
				I

				The ante­cham­ber, wide and long, ran the whole length of Moth­er Théot’s apart­ment. Her witch’s lair and the room where she had just had her in­ter­view with Chauvelin gave dir­ectly on it on the one side, and two oth­er liv­ing rooms on the oth­er. At one end of the ante­cham­ber there were two win­dows, usu­ally kept closely shuttered; and at the oth­er was the main en­trance door, which led to land­ing and stair­case.

				The ante­cham­ber was empty. It ap­peared to mock Chauvelin’s ex­cite­ment, with its grey-washed walls streaked with grime, its worm-eaten benches and tar­nished chan­delier. Moth­er Théot, vol­uble and quak­ing with fear, was close at his heels. Curtly he ordered her to be gone; her mut­ter­ings ir­rit­ated him, her ob­vi­ous fear of some­thing un­known grated un­pleas­antly on his nerves. He cursed him­self for his cow­ardice, and cursed the one man who alone in this world had the power to un­nerve him.

				“I was dream­ing, of course,” he muttered aloud to him­self between his teeth. “I have that arch-dev­il, his laugh, his voice, his af­fect­a­tions, on the brain!”

				He was on the point of go­ing to the main door, in or­der to peer out on the land­ing or down the stairs, when he heard his name called im­me­di­ately be­hind him. Ther­esia Cabar­rus was stand­ing un­der the lin­tel of the door which gave on the sybil’s sanc­tum, her del­ic­ate hand hold­ing back the portière.

				“Cit­izen Chauvelin,” she said, “I was wait­ing for you.”

				“And I, citoy­enne,” he re­tor­ted gruffly, “had in truth for­got­ten you.”

				“Moth­er Théot left me alone for a while, to com­mune with the spir­its,” she ex­plained.

				“Ah!” he ri­pos­ted, slightly sar­cast­ic. “With what res­ult?”

				“To help you fur­ther, cit­izen Chauvelin,” she replied; “if you have need of me.”

				“Ah!” he ex­claimed with a sav­age curse. “In truth, I have need of every will­ing hand that will raise it­self against mine en­emy. I have need of you, cit­ize­ness; of that old witch; of Rat­eau, the coal­heaver; of every pat­ri­ot who will sit and watch this house, to which we have brought the one bait that will lure the gold­fish to our net.”

				“Have I not proved my will­ing­ness, cit­izen?” she re­tor­ted, with a smile. “Think you ’tis pleas­ant to give up my life, my salon, my easy, con­ten­ted ex­ist­ence, and be­come a mere drudge in your ser­vice?”

				“A drudge,” he broke in with a chuckle, “who will soon be great­er than a Queen.”

				“Ah, if I thought that! …” she ex­claimed.

				“I am as sure of it as that I am alive,” he replied firmly. “You will nev­er do any­thing with cit­izen Tal­li­en, citoy­enne. He is too mean, too cow­ardly. But bring the Scar­let Pim­per­nel to his knees at the chari­ot wheel of Robe­s­pi­erre, and even the crown of the Bour­bons would be yours for the ask­ing.”

				“I know that, cit­izen,” she re­joined dryly; “else I were not here.”

				“We hold all the win­ning cards,” he went on eagerly. “Lady Blakeney is in our hands. So long as we hold her, we have the cer­tainty that soon­er or later the Eng­lish spy will es­tab­lish com­mu­nic­a­tion with her. Cath­er­ine Théot is a good jail­er, and Cap­tain Boy­er up­stairs has a num­ber of men un­der his com­mand—ver­it­able sleuth­hounds, whose ef­fi­ciency I can guar­an­tee and whose eager­ness is stim­u­lated by the prom­ise of a mag­ni­fi­cent re­ward. But ex­per­i­ence has taught me that that ac­cursed Scar­let Pim­per­nel is nev­er so dan­ger­ous as when we think we hold him. His ex­traordin­ary his­tri­on­ic powers have been our un­do­ing hitherto. No man’s eyes are keen enough to pierce his dis­guises. That is why, citoy­enne, I dragged you to Eng­land; that is why I placed you face to face with him, and said to you, ‘That is the man.’ Since then, with your help, we hold the de­coy. Now you are my co­ad­jutor and my help. In your eyes I place my trust; in your wits, your in­stinct. In whatever guise the Scar­let Pim­per­nel presents him­self be­fore you—and he will present him­self be­fore you, or he is no longer the im­pudent and reck­less ad­ven­turer I know him to be!—I feel that you at least will re­cog­nise him.”

				“Yes; I think I should re­cog­nise him,” she mused.

				“Think you that I do not ap­pre­ci­ate the sac­ri­fice you make—the anxi­ety, the watch­ful­ness to which you so nobly sub­ject your­self? But ’tis you above all who are the lure which must in­ev­it­ably at­tract the Scar­let Pim­per­nel in­to my hands.”

				“Soon, I hope,” she sighed wear­ily.

				“Soon,” he as­ser­ted firmly. “I dare swear it! Un­til then, cit­ize­ness, in the name of your own fu­ture, and in the name of France, I ad­jure you to watch. Watch and listen! Oh, think of the stakes for which we are play­ing, you and I! Bring the Scar­let Pim­per­nel to his knees, citoy­enne, and Robe­s­pi­erre will be as much your slave as he is now the prey to a strange dread of that one man. Robe­s­pi­erre fears the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. A su­per­sti­tious con­vic­tion has seized hold of him that the Eng­lish spy will bring about his down­fall. We have all seen of late how aloof he holds him­self. He no longer at­tends the Com­mit­tees. He no longer goes to the Clubs; he shuns his friends; and his furt­ive glance is forever try­ing to pierce some ima­gin­ary dis­guise, un­der which he al­tern­ately fears and hopes to dis­cov­er his arch-en­emy. He dreads as­sas­sin­a­tion, an­onym­ous at­tacks. In every ob­scure mem­ber of the Con­ven­tion who walks up the steps of the tribune, he fears to find the Scar­let Pim­per­nel un­der a new, im­pen­et­rable mask. Ah, citoy­enne! what in­flu­ence you would have over him if through your agency all those fears could be drowned in the blood of that ab­om­in­able Eng­lish­man!”

				“Now, who would have thought that?” a mock­ing voice broke in sud­denly, with a quiet chuckle. “I vow, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin, you are wax­ing more elo­quent than ever be­fore!”

				Like the laughter of a while ago, the voice seemed to come from nowhere. It was in the air, muffled by the clouds of Moth­er Théot’s per­fumes, or by the thick­ness of doors and tapestries. Weird, yet hu­man.

				“By Satan, this is in­tol­er­able!” Chauvelin ex­claimed; and pay­ing no heed to Ther­esia’s faint cry of ter­ror, he ran to the main door. It was on the latch. He tore it open and dashed out upon the land­ing.

			
			
				II

				From here a nar­row stone stair­case, dank and sombre, led down­wards as well as up­wards, in a spir­al. The house had only the two stor­ies, perched above some dis­used and dilap­id­ated stor­age-rooms, to which a double out­side door and wick­et gave ac­cess from the street.

				The stair­case re­ceived its only light from a small win­dow high up in the roof, the panes of which were coated with grime, so that the well of the stairs, es­pe­cially past the first-floor land­ing, was al­most in com­plete gloom. For an in­stant Chauvelin hes­it­ated. Nev­er a cow­ard phys­ic­ally, he yet had no mind to pre­cip­it­ate him­self down a dark stair­case when may­hap his en­emy was ly­ing in wait for him down be­low.

				Only for an in­stant how­ever. The very next second had brought forth the pos­it­ive re­flec­tion: “Bah! As­sas­sin­a­tion, and in the dark, are not the Eng­lish­man’s ways.”

				Scarce a few yards from where he stood, the oth­er side of the door, was the dry moat which ran round the Ar­sen­al. From there, at a call from him, a dozen men and more would surge from the ground—sleuth­hounds, as he had told Ther­esia a mo­ment ago, who were there on the watch and whom he could trust to do his work swiftly and se­curely—if only he could reach the door and call for help. Elu­sive as that ac­cursed Pim­per­nel was, suc­cess­ful chase might even now be giv­en to him.

				Chauvelin ran down half a dozen steps, peered down the shaft of the stair­case, and spied a tiny light, which moved swiftly to and fro. Then presently, be­low the light a bit of tal­low candle, then a grimy hand hold­ing the candle, an arm, the top of a shaggy head crowned by a greasy red cap, a broad back un­der a tattered blue jer­sey. He heard the thump of heavy soles upon the stone floor­ing be­low, and a mo­ment or two later the weird, sepulchral sound of a church­yard cough. Then the light dis­ap­peared. For a second or two the dark­ness ap­peared more im­pen­et­rably dense; then one or two nar­row streaks of day­light showed the po­s­i­tion of the out­side door. Some­thing promp­ted him to call:

				“Is that you, cit­izen Rat­eau?”

				It was fool­ish, of course. And the very next mo­ment he had his an­swer. A voice—the mock­ing voice he knew so well—called up to him in reply:

				“At your ser­vice, dear M. Cham­b­ertin! Can I do any­thing for you?”

				Chauvelin swore, threw all prudence to the winds, and ran down the stairs as fast as his shak­ing knees would al­low him. Some three steps from the bot­tom he paused for the space of a second, like one turned to stone by what he saw. Yet it was simple enough: just the same tiny light, the grimy hand hold­ing the tal­low candle, the shaggy head with the greasy red cap … The fig­ure in the gloom looked preter­nat­ur­ally large, and the flick­er­ing light threw fant­ast­ic shad­ows on the face and neck of the co­los­sus, dis­tort­ing the nose to a grot­esque length and the chin to weird pro­por­tions.

				The next in­stant Chauvelin gave a cry like an en­raged bull and hurled his mea­gre per­son upon the gi­ant, who, shaken at the mo­ment by a tear­ing fit of cough­ing, was taken un­awares and fell back­wards, over­borne by the im­pact, drop­ping the light as he fell and still wheez­ing pi­ti­ably whilst try­ing to give vent to his feel­ings by vig­or­ous curses.

				Chauvelin, vaguely sur­prised at his own strength or the weak­ness of his op­pon­ent, pressed his knee against the lat­ter’s chest, gripped him by the throat, smoth­er­ing his curses and wheezes, turn­ing the fu­ner­al cough in­to ag­on­ised gasps.

				“At my ser­vice, in truth, my gal­lant Pim­per­nel!” he mur­mured hoarsely, feel­ing his small re­serve of strength ooz­ing away by the strenu­ous ef­fort. “What you can do for me? Wait here, un­til I have you bound and gagged, safe against fur­ther mis­chief!”

				His vic­tim had in fact giv­en a last con­vuls­ive gasp, lay now at full length upon the stone floor, with arms out­stretched, mo­tion­less. Chauvelin re­laxed his grip. His strength was spent, he was bathed in sweat, his body shook from head to foot. But he was tri­umphant! His mock­ing en­emy, car­ried away by his own his­tri­on­ics, had over­taxed his co­lossal strength. The care­fully sim­u­lated fit of cough­ing had taken away his breath at the crit­ic­al mo­ment; the sur­prise at­tack had done the rest; and Chauvelin—mea­gre, feeble, usu­ally the merest hu­man in­sect be­side the power­ful Eng­lish­man—had conquered by sheer pluck and re­source.

				There lay the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, who had as­sumed the guise of asth­mat­ic Rat­eau once too of­ten, help­less and broken be­neath the weight of the man whom he had hood­winked and de­rided. And now at last all the in­trigues, the hu­mi­li­ations, the schemes and the dis­ap­point­ments, were at an end. He—Chauvelin—free and hon­oured: Robe­s­pi­erre his grate­ful ser­vant.

				A wave of dizzi­ness passed over his brain—the dizzi­ness of com­ing glory. His senses reeled. When he staggered to his feet he could scarcely stand. The dark­ness was thick around him; only two streaks of day­light at right angles to one an­oth­er came through the chinks of the out­side door and vaguely il­lumined the in­teri­or of the dilap­id­ated stor­e­room, the last step or two of the wind­ing stair­way, the row of empty bar­rels on one side, the pile of rub­bish on the oth­er, and on the stone floor the huge fig­ure in grimy and tattered rags, ly­ing prone and mo­tion­less. Guided by those streaks of light, Chauvelin lurched up to the door, fumbled for the latch of the wick­et-gate, and find­ing it pulled the gate open and al­most fell out in­to the open.

			
			
				III

				The Rue de la Planchette was as usu­al lonely and deser­ted. It was a second or two be­fore Chauvelin spied a passerby. That minute he spent in call­ing for help with all his might. The passerby he quickly dis­patched across to the Ar­sen­al for as­sist­ance.

				“In the name of the Re­pub­lic!” he said sol­emnly.

				But already his cries had at­trac­ted the at­ten­tion of the sentries. With­in two or three minutes, half a dozen men of the Na­tion­al Guard were speed­ing down the street. Soon they had reached the house, the door where Chauvelin, still breath­less but with his ha­bitu­al of­fi­cial man­ner that brooked of no ar­gu­ment, gave them hasty in­struc­tions.

				“The man ly­ing on the ground in there,” he com­manded. “Seize him and raise him. Then one of you find some cord and bind him se­curely.”

				The men flung the double doors wide open. A flood of light il­lumined the stor­e­room. There lay the huge fig­ure on the floor, no longer mo­tion­less, but try­ing to scramble to his feet, once more torn by a fit of cough­ing. The man ran up to him; one of them laughed.

				“Why, if it isn’t old Rat­eau!”

				They lif­ted him up by his arms. He was help­less as a child, and his face was of a dull purple col­our.

				“He will die!” an­oth­er man said, with an in­dif­fer­ent shrug of the shoulders.

				But, in a way, they were sorry for him. He was one of them­selves. Noth­ing of the ar­isto about asth­mat­ic old Rat­eau!

				They had suc­ceeded in prop­ping him up and sit­ting him down upon a bar­rel. His fit of cough­ing was sub­sid­ing. He had breath enough now to swear. He raised his head and en­countered the pale eyes of cit­izen Chauvelin fixed as if sight­lessly upon him.

				“Name of a dog!” he began; but got no farther. Gid­di­ness seized him, for he was weak from cough­ing and from that strangling grip round his throat, after he had been at­tacked in the dark­ness and thrown vi­ol­ently to the ground.

				The men around him re­coiled at sight of cit­izen Chauvelin. His ap­pear­ance was al­most death­like. His cheeks and lips were liv­id; his hair dishevelled; his eyes of an un­earthly pale­ness. One hand, claw­like and shak­ing, he held out be­fore him, as if to ward off some hor­rible ap­par­i­tion.

				This trance-like state made up of a ghastly fear and a sense of the most hideous, most un­earthly im­pot­ence, las­ted for sev­er­al seconds. The men them­selves were frightened. Un­able to un­der­stand what had happened, they thought that cit­izen Chauvelin, whom they all knew by sight, had sud­denly lost his reas­on or was pos­sessed of a dev­il. For in truth there was noth­ing about poor old Rat­eau to fright­en a child!

				For­tu­nately the ten­sion was over be­fore real pan­ic had seized on any of them. The next mo­ment Chauvelin had pulled him­self to­geth­er with one of those mighty ef­forts of will of which strong natures are al­ways cap­able. With an im­pa­tient ges­ture he passed his hand across his brow, then back­wards and for­wards in front of his face, as if to chase away the de­mon of ter­ror that ob­sessed him. He gazed on Rat­eau for a mo­ment or two, his eyes trav­el­ling over the un­couth, semi­con­scious fig­ure of the coal­heaver with a search­ing, un­defin­able glance. Then, as if sud­denly struck with an idea, he spoke to the man nearest him:

				“Ser­geant Chazot? Is he at the Ar­sen­al?”

				“Yes, cit­izen,” the man replied.

				“Run across quickly then,” Chauvelin con­tin­ued; “and bring him hith­er at once.”

				The sol­dier obeyed, and a few more minutes—ten, per­haps—went by in si­lence. Rat­eau, weary, curs­ing, not al­to­geth­er in full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties, sat huddled up on the bar­rel, his bleary eyes fol­low­ing every move­ment of cit­izen Chauvelin with an anxious, furt­ive gaze. The lat­ter was pa­cing up and down the stone floor, like a caged, im­pa­tient an­im­al. From time to time he paused, either to peer out in­to the open in the dir­ec­tion of the Ar­sen­al, or to search the dark angles of the stor­e­room, kick­ing the piles of rub­bish about with his foot.

			
			
				IV

				Anon he uttered a sigh of sat­is­fac­tion. The sol­dier had re­turned, was even now in the door­way with a com­rade—a short, thick­set, power­ful-look­ing fel­low—be­side him.

				“Ser­geant Chazot!” Chauvelin said ab­ruptly.

				“At your com­mands, cit­izen!” the ser­geant replied, and at a sign from the oth­er fol­lowed him to the most dis­tant corner of the room.

				“Bend your ear and listen,” Chauvelin mur­mured per­emp­tor­ily. “I don’t want those fools to hear.” And, hav­ing as­sured him­self that he and Chazot could speak without be­ing over­heard, he poin­ted to Rat­eau, then went on rap­idly: “You will take this lout over to the cav­alry bar­racks. See the veter­in­ary. Tell him—”

				He paused, as if un­able to pro­ceed. His lips were trem­bling, his face, ashen-white, looked spec­tral in the gloom. Chazot, not un­der­stand, waited pa­tiently.

				“That lout,” Chauvelin re­sumed more stead­ily after a while, “is in col­lu­sion with a gang of dan­ger­ous Eng­lish spies. One Eng­lish­man es­pe­cially—tall, and a mas­ter of his­tri­on­ics—uses this man as a kind of double. Per­haps you heard … ?”

				Chazot nod­ded.

				“I know, cit­izen,” he said sagely. “The Fraternal Sup­per in the Rue St. Hon­oré. Com­rades have told me that no one could tell who was Rat­eau the coal­heaver and who the Eng­lish mi­lor.”

				“Ex­actly!” Chauvelin re­joined dryly, quite firmly now. “There­fore, I want to make sure. The veter­in­ary, you un­der­stand? He brands the horses for the cav­alry. I want a brand on this lout’s arm. Just a let­ter … a dis­tin­guish­ing mark …”

				Chazot gave an in­vol­un­tary gasp.

				“But, cit­izen—!” he ex­claimed.

				“Eh? What?” the oth­er re­tor­ted sharply. “In the ser­vice of the Re­pub­lic there is no ‘but,’ Ser­geant Chazot.”

				“I know that, cit­izen,” Chazot, abashed, mur­mured humbly. “I only meant … it seems so strange …”

				“Stranger things than that oc­cur every day in Par­is, my friend,” Chauvelin said dryly. “We brand horses that are the prop­erty of the State; why not a man? Time may come,” he ad­ded with a vi­cious snarl, “when the Re­pub­lic may de­mand that every loc­al cit­izen carry—in­delibly branded in his flesh and by or­der of the State—the sign of his own al­le­gi­ance.”

				“ ’Tis not for me to ar­gue, cit­izen,” Chazot re­joined, with a care­less shrug of the shoulders. “If you tell me to take cit­izen Rat­eau over to the veter­in­ary at the cav­alry bar­racks and have him branded like cattle, why …”

				“Not like cattle, cit­izen,” Chauvelin broke in blandly. “You shall com­mence pro­ceed­ings by ad­min­is­ter­ing to cit­izen Rat­eau a whole bottle of ex­cel­lent eau-de-vie, at the Gov­ern­ment’s ex­pense. Then, when he is thor­oughly and ir­re­triev­ably drunk, the veter­in­ary will put the brand upon his left fore­arm … just one let­ter … Why, the drunk­en rep­rob­ate will nev­er feel it!”

				“As you com­mand, cit­izen,” Chazot as­sen­ted with per­fect in­dif­fer­ence. “I am not re­spons­ible. I do as I’m told.”

				“Like the fine sol­dier that you are, cit­izen Chazot!” Chauvelin con­cluded. “And I know that I can trust to your dis­cre­tion.”

				“Oh, as to that—!”

				“It would not serve you to be oth­er­wise; that’s un­der­stood. So now, my friend, get you gone with the lout; and take these few words of in­struc­tions with you, for the cit­izen veter­in­ary.”

				He took tab­let and point from his pock­et and scribbled a few words; signed it “Chauvelin” with that el­eg­ant flour­ish which can be traced to this day on so many secret or­ders that em­an­ated from the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety dur­ing the two years of its ex­ist­ence.

				Chazot took the writ­ten or­der and slipped it in­to his pock­et. Then he turned on his heel and briefly gave the ne­ces­sary or­ders to the men. Once more they hois­ted the help­less gi­ant up on his feet. Rat­eau was will­ing enough to go. He was will­ing to do any­thing so long as they took him away from here, away from the pres­ence of that small dev­il with the hag­gard face and the pale, pier­cing eyes. He al­lowed him­self to be con­duc­ted out of the build­ing without a mur­mur.

				Chauvelin watched the little party—the six men, the asth­mat­ic coal­heaver and lastly the ser­geant—file out of the place, then cross the Rue de la Planchette and take the turn­ing op­pos­ite, the one that led through the Porte and the Rue St. Ant­oine to the cav­alry bar­racks in the Quart­i­er Bastille. After which, he care­fully closed the double out­side doors and, guided by in­stinct since the place down here was in dark­ness once more, he groped his way to the foot of the stairs and slowly moun­ted to the floor above.

			
			
				V

				He reached the first-floor land­ing. The door which led in­to Moth­er Théot’s apart­ments was on the latch, and Chauvelin had just stretched out his hand with a view to push­ing it open, when the door swung out on its hinges, as if moved by an in­vis­ible hand, and a pleas­ant, mock­ing voice im­me­di­ately be­hind him said, with grave po­lite­ness:

				“Al­low me, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin!”

			
		
	
		
			
				XXV

				Four Days

			
			What oc­curred dur­ing the next few seconds Chauvelin him­self would have been least able to say. Wheth­er he stepped of his own ac­cord in­to the ante­cham­ber of Cath­er­ine Théot’s apart­ment, or wheth­er an un­seen hand pushed him in, he could not have told you. Cer­tain it is that, when he re­turned to the full real­isa­tion of things, he was sit­ting on one of the benches, his back against the wall, whilst im­me­di­ately in front of him, look­ing down on him through half-closed, lazy eyes, dé­bon­nair, well groomed, un­per­turbed, stood his arch-en­emy, Sir Percy Blakeney.

			The ante­cham­ber was gloomy in the ex­treme. Someone in the in­ter­val had lighted the tal­low candles in the centre chan­delier, and these shed a feeble, flick­er­ing light on the dank, bare walls, the car­pet­less floor, the shuttered win­dows; whilst a thin spir­al of evil-smelling smoke wound its way to the blackened ceil­ing above.

			Of Ther­esia Cabar­rus there was not a sign. Chauvelin looked about him, feel­ing like a goaded an­im­al shut up in a nar­row space with its tor­ment­or. He was mak­ing des­per­ate ef­forts to re­gain his com­pos­ure, above all he made ap­peal to that cour­age which was wont nev­er to desert him. In truth, Chauvelin had nev­er been a phys­ic­al cow­ard, nor was he afraid of death or out­rage at the hands of the man whom he had so deeply wronged, and whom he had pur­sued with a ver­it­able lust of hate. No! he did not fear death at the hands of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. What he feared was ri­dicule, hu­mi­li­ation, those schemes—bold, ad­ven­tur­ous, seem­ingly im­possible—which he knew were already seeth­ing be­hind the smooth, un­ruffled brow of his arch-en­emy, be­hind those lazy, su­per­cili­ous eyes, which had the power to ir­rit­ate his nerves to the verge of de­men­tia.

			This im­pudent ad­ven­turer—no bet­ter than a spy, des­pite his ar­is­to­crat­ic mien and air of lofty scorn—this meddle­some Eng­lish brig­and, was the one man in the world who had, when he meas­ured his prowess against him, in­vari­ably brought him to ig­no­miny and de­ri­sion, made him a laugh­ing­stock be­fore those whom he had been wont to dom­in­ate; and at this mo­ment, when once again he was be­ing forced to look in­to those strangely pro­vok­ing eyes, he ap­praised their glance as he would the sword of a proved ad­versary, and felt as he did so just that same un­ac­count­able dread of them which had so of­ten para­lysed his limbs and at­rophied his brain whenev­er mis­chance flung him in­to the pres­ence of his en­emy.

			He could not un­der­stand why Ther­esia Cabar­rus had deser­ted him. Even a wo­man, if she happened to be a friend, would by her pres­ence have af­forded him mor­al sup­port.

			“You are look­ing for Mme. de Fon­tenay, I be­lieve, dear M. Cham­b­ertin,” Sir Percy said lightly, as if divin­ing his thoughts. “The ladies—ah, the ladies! They add charm, pi­quancy, eh? to the driest con­ver­sa­tions. Alas!” he went on with mock af­fect­a­tion, “that Mme. de Fon­tenay should have fled at first sound of my voice! Now she hath sought refuge in the old witch’s lair, there to con­sult the spir­its as to how best she can get out again, see­ing that the door is now locked … Deemed awk­ward, a locked door, when a pretty wo­man wants to be on the oth­er side. What think you, M. Cham­b­ertin?”

			“I only think, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin con­trived to re­tort, call­ing all his wits and all his cour­age to aid him in his hu­mi­li­at­ing po­s­i­tion, “I only think of an­oth­er pretty wo­man, who is in the room just above our heads and who would also be migh­tily glad to find her­self the oth­er side of a locked door.”

			“Your thoughts,” Sir Percy re­tor­ted with a light laugh, “are al­ways so in­genu­ous, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin. Strangely enough, mine just at this mo­ment run on the pos­sib­il­ity—not a very un­likely one, you will ad­mit—of shak­ing the breath out of your ugly little body, as I would that of a rat.”

			“Shake, my dear Sir Percy, shake!” Chauvelin ri­pos­ted with well-sim­u­lated calm. “I grant you that I am a puny rat and you are the most mag­ni­fi­cent of lions; but even if I lie mangled and breath­less on this stone floor at your feet, Lady Blakeney will still be a pris­on­er in our hands.”

			“And you will still be wear­ing the worst-cut pair of breeches it has ever been my bad for­tune to be­hold,” Sir Percy re­tor­ted, quite un­ruffled. “Lud love you, man! Have you guil­lotined all the good tail­ors in Par­is?”

			“You choose to be flip­pant, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin re­joined dryly. “But, though you have chosen for the past few years to play the role of a brain­less nin­com­poop, I have cause to know that be­hind your af­fect­a­tions there lurks an amount of sound com­mon sense.”

			“Lud, how you flat­ter me, my dear sir!” quoth Sir Percy air­ily. “I vow you had not so high an opin­ion of me last time I had the hon­our of con­vers­ing with you. It was at Nantes; do you re­mem­ber?”

			“There, as else­where, you suc­ceeded in cir­cum­vent­ing me, Sir Percy.”

			“No, no!” he pro­tested. “Not in cir­cum­vent­ing you. Only in mak­ing you look a demmed fool!”

			“Call it that, if you like, sir,” Chauvelin ad­mit­ted, with an in­dif­fer­ent shrug of the shoulders. “Luck has fa­voured you many a time. As I had the hon­our to tell you, you have had the laugh of us in the past, and no doubt you are un­der the im­pres­sion that you will have it again this time.”

			“I am such a be­liev­er in im­pres­sions, my dear sir. The im­pres­sion now that I have of your charm­ing per­son­al­ity is in­delibly graven upon my memory.”

			“Sir Percy Blakeney counts a good memory as one of his many ac­com­plish­ments. An­oth­er is his ad­ven­tur­ous spir­it, and the gal­lantry which must in­ev­it­ably bring him in­to the net which we have been at pains to spread for him. Lady Blakeney—”

			“Name her not, man!” Sir Percy broke in with af­fected de­lib­er­a­tion; “or I ver­ily be­lieve that with­in sixty seconds you would be a dead man!”

			“I am not worthy to speak her name, c’est en­tendu,” Chauvelin re­tor­ted with mock hu­mil­ity. “Nev­er­the­less, Sir Percy, it is around the per­son of that gra­cious lady that the Fates will spin their web dur­ing the next few days. You may kill me. Of course, I am at this mo­ment en­tirely at your mercy. But be­fore you em­bark on such a per­il­ous un­der­tak­ing, will you al­low me to place the po­s­i­tion a little more clearly be­fore you?”

			“Lud, man!” quoth Sir Percy with a quaint laugh. “That’s what I’m here for! Think you that I have sought your agree­able com­pany for the mere pleas­ure of gaz­ing at your ami­able coun­ten­ance?”

			“I only de­sired to ex­plain to you, Sir Percy, the dangers to which you ex­pose Lady Blakeney, if you laid vi­ol­ent hands upon me. ’Tis you, re­mem­ber, who sought this in­ter­view—not I.”

			“You are right, my dear sir, al­ways right; and I’ll not in­ter­rupt again. I pray you to pro­ceed.”

			“Al­low me then to make my point clear. There are at this mo­ment a score of men of the Na­tion­al Guard in the room above your head. Every one of them goes to the guil­lot­ine if they al­low their pris­on­er to es­cape; every one of them re­ceives a re­ward of ten thou­sand livres the day they cap­ture the Scar­let Pim­per­nel. A good spur for vi­gil­ance, what? But that is not all,” Chauvelin went on quite stead­ily, see­ing that Sir Percy had ap­par­ently be­come thought­ful and ab­sorbed. “The men are un­der the com­mand of Cap­tain Boy­er, and he un­der­stands that every day at a cer­tain hour—sev­en in the even­ing, to be pre­cise—I will be with him and in­ter­rog­ate him as to the wel­fare of the pris­on­er. If—mark me, Sir Percy!—if on any one day I do not ap­pear be­fore him at that hour, his or­ders are to shoot the pris­on­er on sight …”

			The word was scarce out of his mouth; it broke in a hoarse spasm. Sir Percy had him by the throat, shook him in­deed as he would a rat.

			“You cur!” he said in an omin­ous whis­per, his face quite close now to that of his en­emy, his jaw set, his eyes no longer good-hu­moured and mildly scorn­ful, but burn­ing with the fire of a mighty, un­bridled wrath. “You damned—in­solent—miser­able cur! As there is a Heav­en above us—”

			Then sud­denly his grip re­laxed, the whole face changed as if an un­seen hand has swept away the fierce lines of an­ger and hate. The eyes softened be­neath their heavy lids, the set lips broke in­to a mock­ing smile. He let go his hold of the Ter­ror­ist’s throat; and the un­for­tu­nate man, pant­ing and breath­less, fell heav­ily against the wall. He tried to steady him­self as best he could, but his knees were shak­ing, and faint and help­less, he fi­nally col­lapsed upon the nearest bench, the while Sir Percy straightened out his tall fig­ure, with un­ruffled com­pos­ure rubbed his slender hands one against the oth­er, as if to free them from dust, and said, with gentle, good-hu­moured sar­casm:

			“Do put your cravat straight, man! You look a dis­gust­ing ob­ject!”

			He dragged the corner of a bench for­ward, sat astride upon it, and waited with per­fect sang­froid, spy­glass in hand, while Chauvelin mech­an­ic­ally re­ad­jus­ted the set of his clothes.

			“That’s bet­ter!” he said ap­prov­ingly. “Just the bow at the back of your neck … a little more to the right … now your cuffs … Ah, you look quite tidy again! … a per­fect pic­ture, I vow, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin, of el­eg­ance and of a well-reg­u­lated mind!”

			“Sir Percy—!” Chauvelin broke in with a vi­cious snarl.

			“I en­treat you to ac­cept my apo­lo­gies,” the oth­er re­joined with ut­most cour­tesy. “I was on the verge of los­ing my tem­per, which we in Eng­land would call demmed bad form. I’ll not trans­gress again. I pray you, pro­ceed with what you were say­ing. So in­ter­est­ing—demmed in­ter­est­ing! You were talk­ing about mur­der­ing a wo­man in cold blood, I think—”

			“In hot blood, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin re­joined more firmly. “Blood fired by thoughts of just re­venge.”

			“Par­don! My mis­take! As you were say­ing—”

			“ ’Tis you who at­tack us. You—the meddle­some Scar­let Pim­per­nel, with your ac­cursed gang! … We de­fend ourselves as best we can, us­ing what weapons lie closest to our hand—”

			“Such as murder, out­rage, ab­duc­tion … and wear­ing breeches the cut of which would pro­voke a saint to in­dig­na­tion.”

			“Murder, ab­duc­tion, out­rage, as you will, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin re­tor­ted, as cool now as his op­pon­ent. “Had you ceased to in­ter­fere in the af­fairs of France when first you es­caped pun­ish­ment for your mach­in­a­tions, you would not now be in the sorry plight in which your own in­trigues have at last landed you. Had you left us alone, we should by now have for­got­ten you.”

			“Which would have been such a pity, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin,” Blakeney re­joined gravely. “I should not like you to for­get me. Be­lieve me, I have en­joyed life so much these past two years, I would not give up those pleas­ures even for that of see­ing you and your friends have a bath or wear tidy buckles on your shoes.”

			“You will have cause to in­dulge in those pleas­ures with­in the next few days, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin re­joined dryly.

			“What?” Sir Percy ex­claimed. “The Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety go­ing to have a bath? Or the Re­volu­tion­ary Tribunal? Which?”

			But Chauvelin was de­term­ined not to lose his tem­per again. In­deed, he ab­horred this man so deeply that he felt no an­ger against him, no re­sent­ment; only a cold, cal­cu­lat­ing hate.

			“The pleas­ure of pit­ting your wits against the in­ev­it­able,” he ri­pos­ted dryly.

			“Ah?” quoth Sir Percy air­ily. “The in­ev­it­able has al­ways been such a good friend to me.”

			“Not this time, I fear, Sir Percy.”

			“Ah? You really mean this time to—?” and he made a sig­ni­fic­ant ges­ture across his own neck.

			“In as few days as pos­sible.”

			Whereupon Sir Percy rose, and said sol­emnly:

			“You are right there, my friend, quite right. Delays are al­ways dan­ger­ous. If you mean to have my head, why—have it quickly. As for me, delays al­ways bore me to tears.”

			He yawned and stretched his long limbs.

			“I am get­ting so demmed fa­tigued,” he said. “Do you not think this con­ver­sa­tion has las­ted quite long enough?”

			“It was none of my seek­ing, Sir Percy.”

			“Mine, I grant you; mine, ab­so­lutely! But, hang it, man! I had to tell you that your breeches were badly cut.”

			“And I, that we are at your ser­vice, to end the busi­ness as soon as may be.”

			“To—?” And once more Sir Percy passed his firm hand across his throat. Then he gave a shud­der.

			“B-r-r-r!” he ex­claimed. “I had no idea you were in such a demmed hurry.”

			“We await your pleas­ure, Sir Percy. Lady Blakeney must not be kept in sus­pense too long. Shall we say that, in three days … ?”

			“Make if four, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin, and I am etern­ally your debt­or.”

			“In four days then, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin re­joined with pro­nounced sar­casm. “You see how ready I am to meet you in a spir­it of con­cili­ation! Four days, you say? Very well then; for four days more we keep our pris­on­er in those rooms up­stairs … After that—”

			He paused, awed may­hap, in spite of him­self, but the diabol­ic­al thought which had sud­denly come in­to his mind—a sud­den in­spir­a­tion which in truth must have em­an­ated from some un­clean spir­it with which he held con­verse. He looked the Scar­let Pim­per­nel—his en­emy—squarely in the face. Con­scious of his power, he was no longer afraid. What he longed for most at this mo­ment was to see the least sus­pi­cion of a shad­ow dim the mock­ing light that danced in those lazy, su­per­cili­ous eyes, or the merest tremor pass over the slender hand framed in price­less Mech­lin lace.

			For a while com­plete si­lence reigned in the bare, dank room—a si­lence broken only by the ster­tor­ous, rap­id breath­ing of the one man who ap­peared moved. That man was not Sir Percy Blakeney. He in­deed had re­mained quite still, spy­glass in hand, the good-hu­moured smile still dan­cing round his lips. Some­where in the far dis­tance a church clock struck the hour. Then only did Chauvelin put his full fiendish pro­ject in­to words.

			“For four days,” he re­it­er­ated with slow de­lib­er­a­tion, “we keep our pris­on­er in the room up­stairs … After that, Cap­tain Boy­er has or­ders to shoot her.”

			Again there was si­lence—only for a second per­haps; whilst down by the Sty­gi­an creek, where Time nev­er was, the elfish ghouls and imp­ish demons set up a howl of de­light at the hellish knavery of man.

			Just one second, whilst Chauvelin waited for his en­emy’s an­swer to this mon­strous pro­nounce­ment, and the very walls of the drabby apart­ment ap­peared to listen, ex­pect­ant. Over­head, could be dimly heard the meas­ured tramp of heavy feet upon the un­car­peted floor. And sud­denly through the bare apart­ment there rang the sound of a quaint, light­hearted laugh.

			“You really are the worst-dressed man I have ever come across, my good M. Cham­b­ertin,” Sir Percy said with rare good-hu­mour. “You must al­low me to give you the ad­dress of a good little tail­or I came across in the Lat­in Quarter the oth­er day. No de­cent man would be seen walk­ing up the guil­lot­ine in such a waist­coat as you are wear­ing. As for your boots—” He yawned again. “You really must ex­cuse me! I came home late from the theatre last night, and have not had my usu­al hours of sleep. So, by your leave—”

			“By all means, Sir Percy!” Chauvelin replied com­pla­cently. “At this mo­ment you are a free man, be­cause I hap­pen to be alone and un­armed, and be­cause this house is solidly built and my voice would not carry to the floor above. Also be­cause you are so nimble that no doubt you could give me the slip long be­fore Cap­tain Boy­er and his men came to my res­cue. Yes, Sir Percy; for the mo­ment you are a free man! Free to walk out of this house un­harmed. But even now, you are not as free as you would wish to be, eh? You are free to des­pise me, to over­whelm me with lofty scorn, to sharpen your wits at my ex­pense; but you are not free to in­dulge your de­sire to squeeze the life out of me, to shake me as you would a rat. And shall I tell you why? Be­cause you know now that if at a cer­tain hour of the day I do not pay my daily vis­it to Cap­tain Boy­er up­stairs, he will shoot his pris­on­er without the least com­punc­tion.”

			Whereupon Blakeney threw up his head and laughed heart­ily.

			“You are ab­so­lutely price­less, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin!” he said gaily. “But you really must put your cravat straight. It has once again be­come dis­ar­ranged … in the heat of your oratory, no doubt … Al­low me to of­fer you a pin.”

			And with in­im­it­able af­fect­a­tion, he took a pin out of his own cravat and presen­ted it to Chauvelin, who, un­able to con­trol his wrath, jumped to his feet.

			“Sir Percy—!” he snarled.

			But Blakeney placed a gentle, firm hand upon his shoulder, for­cing him to sit down again.

			“Easy, easy, my friend,” he said. “Do not, I pray you, lose that com­pos­ure for which you are so justly fam­ous. There! Al­low me to ar­range your cravat for you. A gentle tug here,” he ad­ded, suit­ing the ac­tion to the word, “a del­ic­ate flick there, and you are the most per­fectly cravat­ted man in France!”

			“Your in­sults leave me un­moved, Sir Percy,” Chauvelin broke in sav­agely, and tried to free him­self from the touch of those slender, strong hands that wandered so un­com­fort­ably in the vi­cin­ity of his throat.

			“No doubt,” Blakeney ri­pos­ted lightly, “that they are as fu­tile as your threats. One does not in­sult a cur, any more than one threatens Sir Percy Blakeney—what?”

			“You are right there, Sir Percy. The time for threats has gone by. And since you ap­pear so vastly en­ter­tained—”

			“I am vastly en­ter­tained, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin! How can I help it, when I see be­fore me a miser­able shred of hu­man­ity who does not even know how to keep his tie straight or his hair smooth, calmly—or al­most calmly—talk­ing of—Let me see, what were you talk­ing of, my ami­able friend?”

			“Of the host­age, Sir Percy, which we hold un­til the happy day when the gal­lant Scar­let Pim­per­nel is a pris­on­er in our hands.”

			“ ’M, yes! He was that once be­fore, was he not, my good sir? Then, too, you laid down mighty schemes for his cap­ture.”

			“And we suc­ceeded.”

			“By your usu­al ami­able meth­ods—lies, de­ceit, for­gery. The lat­ter has been use­ful to you this time too, eh?”

			“What do you mean, Sir Percy?”

			“You had need of the as­sist­ance of a fair lady for your schemes. She ap­peared dis­in­clined to help you. So when her in­con­veni­ent lov­er, Ber­trand Mon­crif, was hap­pily dragged away from her path, you forged a let­ter, which the lady rightly looked upon as an in­sult. Be­cause of that let­ter, she nour­ished a com­fort­able amount of spite against me, and lent you her aid in the fiendish out­rage for which you are about to re­ceive pun­ish­ment.”

			He had raised his voice slightly while he spoke, and Chauvelin cast an ap­pre­hens­ive glance in the dir­ec­tion of the door be­hind which he guessed that Ther­esia Cabar­rus must be strain­ing her ears to listen.

			“A pretty story, Sir Percy,” he said with af­fected cool­ness. “And one that does in­fin­ite cred­it to your ima­gin­a­tion. It is mere sur­mise on your part.”

			“What, my friend? What is sur­mise? That you gave a let­ter to Ma­dame de Fon­tenay which you had con­cocted, and which I had nev­er writ­ten? Why, man,” he ad­ded with a laugh, “I saw you do it!”

			“You? Im­possible!”

			“More im­possible things than that will hap­pen with­in the next few days, my good sir. I was out­side the win­dow of Ma­dame de Fon­tenay’s apart­ment dur­ing the whole of your in­ter­view with her. And the shut­ters were not as closely fastened as you would have wished. But why ar­gue about it, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin, when you know quite well that I have giv­en you a per­fectly ac­cur­ate ex­posé of the means which you em­ployed to make a pretty and spoilt wo­man help you in your ne­far­i­ous work?”

			“Why ar­gue, in­deed?” Chauvelin re­tor­ted dryly. “The past is past. I’ll an­swer to my coun­try, which you out­rage by your mach­in­a­tions, for the meth­ods which I em­ploy to cir­cum­vent them. Your con­cern and mine, my gal­lant friend, is solely with the fu­ture—with the next four days, in fact … After which, either the Scar­let Pim­per­nel is in our hands, or Lady Blakeney will be put against the wall up­stairs and sum­mar­ily shot.”

			Then only did some­thing of his ha­bitu­al lazy non­chal­ance go out of Blakeney’s at­ti­tude. Just for the space of a few seconds he drew him­self up to his full mag­ni­fi­cent height, and from the sum­mit of his splen­did au­da­city and the con­scious­ness of his own power, he looked down at the mean, cringing fig­ure of the en­emy who had hurled this threat of death against the wo­man he wor­shipped. Chauvelin vainly tried to keep up some semb­lance of dig­nity; he tried to meet the glance which no longer mocked, and to close his ears to the voice which, son­or­ous and com­mand­ing, now threatened in its turn.

			“And you really be­lieve,” Sir Percy Blakeney said slowly and de­lib­er­ately, “that you have the power to carry through your in­fam­ous schemes? That I—yes, I!—would al­low you to come with­in meas­ur­able dis­tance of their ex­e­cu­tion? Bah! my dear friend. You have learned noth­ing by past ex­per­i­ence—not even this: that when you dared to lay your filthy hands upon Lady Blakeney, you and the whole pack of as­sas­sins who have ter­ror­ized this beau­ti­ful coun­try far too long, struck the knell of your ul­ti­mate doom. You have dared to meas­ure your strength against mine by per­pet­rat­ing an out­rage so mon­strous in my sight that, to pun­ish you, I—even I!—will sweep you off the face of the earth and send you to join the pack of un­clean ghouls who have aided you in your crimes. After which—thank the Lord!—the earth, be­ing purged of your pres­ence, will be­gin to smell sweetly again.”

			Chauvelin made a vain ef­fort to laugh, to shrug his shoulders, to put on those airs of in­solence which came so nat­ur­ally to his op­pon­ent. No doubt the strain of this long in­ter­view with his en­emy had told upon his nerves. Cer­tain it is that at this mo­ment, though he was con­scious enough to rail in­wardly at his own cow­ardice, he was ut­terly un­able to move or to re­tort. His limbs felt heavy as lead, an icy shud­der was cours­ing down his spine. It seemed in truth as if some un­canny ghoul had entered the dreary, dank apart­ment and with gaunt, in­vis­ible hand was tolling a si­lent passing bell—the death-knell of all his am­bi­tions and all his hopes. He closed his eyes, for he felt giddy and sick. When he opened his eyes again he was alone.

		
	
		
			
				XXVI

				A Dream

			
			Chauvelin had not yet re­gained full pos­ses­sion of his fac­ulties, when a few seconds later he saw Ther­esia Cabar­rus glide swiftly across the ante­cham­ber. She ap­peared to him like a ghost—a pix­ie who had found her way through a key­hole. But she threw him a glance of con­tempt that was very hu­man, very fem­in­ine in­deed, and the next mo­ment she was gone.

			Out­side on the land­ing she paused. Strain­ing her ears, she caught the sound of a firm foot­fall slowly des­cend­ing the stairs. She ran down a few steps, then called softly:

			“Mi­lor!”

			The foot­steps paused, and a pleas­ant voice gave quiet reply:

			“At your ser­vice, fair lady!”

			Ther­esia, shrewd as well as brave, con­tin­ued to des­cend. She was not in the least afraid. In­stinct had told her be­fore now that no wo­man need ever have the slight­est fear of that el­eg­ant mi­lor with the quaint laugh and gently mock­ing mien, whom she had learned to know over in Eng­land.

			Mid­way down the stairs she came face to face with him, and when she paused, pant­ing, a little breath­less with ex­cite­ment, he said with per­fect cour­tesy:

			“You did me the hon­our to call me, Ma­dame?”

			“Yes, mi­lor,” she replied, in a quick, eager whis­per. “I heard every word that passed between you and cit­izen Chauvelin.”

			“Of course you did, dear lady,” he re­joined with a smile. “If a wo­man once res­isted the tempta­tion of put­ting a shell-like ear to a key­hole, the world would lose many a cause for en­ter­tain­ment.”

			“That let­ter, mi­lor—” she broke in im­pa­tiently.

			“Which let­ter, Ma­dame?”

			“That in­sult­ing let­ter to me … when you took Mon­crif away … You nev­er wrote it?”

			“Did you really think that I did?” he re­tor­ted.

			“No. I ought to have guessed … the mo­ment that I saw you in Eng­land …”

			“And real­ised that I was not a cad—what?”

			“Oh, mi­lor!” she pro­tested. “But why—why did you not tell me be­fore?”

			“It had es­caped my memory. And if I re­mem­ber rightly, you spent most of the time when I had the hon­our of walk­ing with you, in giv­ing me elab­or­ate and in­ter­est­ing ac­counts of your dif­fi­culties, and I, in listen­ing to them.”

			“Oh!” she ex­claimed vehe­mently. “I hate that man! I hate him!”

			“In truth, he is not a lov­able per­son­al­ity. But, by your leave, I pre­sume that you did not de­sire to speak with me so that we might dis­cuss our friend Chauvelin’s ami­able qual­it­ies.”

			“No, no, mi­lor!” she re­joined quickly. “I called to you be­cause—”

			Then she paused for a mo­ment or two, as if to col­lect her thoughts. Her eager eyes strove to pierce the gloom that en­vel­oped the fig­ure of the bold ad­ven­turer. She could only see the dim out­line of his power­ful fig­ure, the light from above strik­ing on his smooth hair, the el­eg­antly tied bow at the nape of his neck, the ex­quis­ite filmy lace at his throat and wrists. His head was slightly bent, one arm in a curve sup­por­ted his chapeau-bras, his whole at­ti­tude was one be­fit­ting a salon rather than this dank hov­el, where death was even now at his el­bow; it was as cool and un­per­turbed as it had been on that May-day even­ing, in the hawthorn scen­ted lanes of Kent.

			“Mi­lor,” she said ab­ruptly, “you told me once—you re­mem­ber?—that you were what you Eng­lish call a sports­man. Is that so?”

			“I hope al­ways to re­main that, dear lady,” he replied with a smile.

			“Does that mean,” she quer­ied, with a pretty air of de­fer­ence and hes­it­a­tion, “does that mean a man who would un­der no cir­cum­stances harm a wo­man?”

			“I think so.”

			“Now even if she—if she has sinned—trans­gressed against him?”

			“I don’t quite un­der­stand, Ma­dame,” he re­joined simply. “And, time be­ing short—Are you per­chance speak­ing of your­self?”

			“Yes. I have done you an in­jury, mi­lor.”

			“A very great one in­deed,” he as­sen­ted gravely.

			“Could you,” she pleaded, rais­ing earn­est, tear-filled eyes to his, “could you bring your­self to be­lieve that I have been noth­ing but a miser­able, in­no­cent tool?”

			“So was the lady up­stairs in­no­cent, Ma­dame,” he broke in quietly.

			“I know,” she re­tor­ted with a sigh. “I know. I would nev­er dare to plead, as you must hate me so.”

			He shrugged his shoulders with an air of care­less­ness.

			“Oh!” he said. “Does a man ever hate a pretty wo­man?”

			“He for­gives her, mi­lor,” she en­treated, “if he is a true sports­man.”

			“In­deed? You as­ton­ish me, dear lady. But in ver­ity you all in this un­happy coun­try are full of sur­prises for a plain, blunt-headed Brit­ish­er. Now what, I won­der,” he ad­ded, with a light, good-hu­moured laugh, “would my for­give­ness be worth to you?”

			“Everything!” she replied earn­estly. “I was de­ceived by that ab­om­in­able li­ar, who knew how to play upon a wo­man’s pique. I am ashamed, wretched … Oh, can­not you be­lieve me? And I would give worlds to atone!”

			He laughed in his quiet, gently iron­ic­al way.

			“You do not hap­pen to pos­sess worlds, dear lady. All that you have is youth and beauty and am­bi­tion, and life. You would for­feit all those treas­ures if you really tried to atone.”

			“But—”

			“Lady Blakeney is a pris­on­er … You are her jail­er … Her pre­cious life is the host­age for yours.”

			“Mi­lor—” she mur­mured.

			“From my heart, I wish you well, fair one,” he broke in lightly. “Be­lieve me, the pa­gan gods that fash­ioned you did not design you for tragedy … And if you ran counter to your friend Chauvelin’s de­sires, I fear me that that pretty neck of yours would suf­fer. A thing to be avoided at all costs! And now,” he ad­ded, “have I your per­mis­sion to go? My po­s­i­tion here is some­what pre­cari­ous, and for the next four days I can­not af­ford the lux­ury of en­ter­tain­ing so fine a lady, by run­ning my head in­to a noose.”

			He was on the point of go­ing when she placed a re­strain­ing hand upon his arm.

			“Mi­lor!” she pleaded.

			“At your ser­vice, dear lady!”

			“Is there naught I can do for you?”

			He looked at her for a mo­ment or two, and even through the gloom she caught his quiz­zical look and the mock­ing lines around his firm lips.

			“You can ask Lady Blakeney to for­give you,” he said, with a thought more ser­i­ous­ness than was ha­bitu­al to him. “She is an an­gel; she might do it.”

			“And if she does?”

			“She will know what to do, to con­vey her thoughts to me.”

			“Nay! but I’ll do more than that, mi­lor,” Ther­esia con­tin­ued ex­citedly. “I will tell her that I shall pray night and day for your de­liv­er­ance and hers. I will tell her that I have seen you, and that you are well.”

			“Ah, if you did that—” he ex­claimed, al­most in­vol­un­tar­ily.

			“You would for­give me, too?” she pleaded.

			“I would do more than that, fair one. I would make you Queen of France, in all but name.”

			“What do you mean?” she mur­mured.

			“That I would then re­deem the prom­ise which I made to you that even­ing, in the lane—out­side Dover. Do you re­mem­ber?”

			She made no reply, closed her eyes; and her vivid fancy, rendered doubly keen by the mys­tery which seemed to en­com­pass him as with a su­per­nal mantle, con­jured up the vis­ion of that un­for­get­table even­ing: the moon­light, the scent of the hawthorn, the call of the thrush. She saw him stoop­ing be­fore her, and kiss­ing her fin­ger­tips, even whilst her ears re­called every word he had spoken and every in­flec­tion of his mock­ing voice:

			“Let me rather put it dif­fer­ently, dear lady,” he had said then. “One day the ex­quis­ite Ther­esia Cabar­rus, the Eger­ia of the Ter­ror­ists, the fiancée of the great Tal­li­en, might need the help of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.”

			And she, angered, piqued by his cool­ness, thirst­ing for re­venge for the in­sult which she be­lieved he had put upon her, had then pro­tested earn­estly:

			“I would soon­er die,” she had boldly as­ser­ted, “than seek your help, mi­lor!”

			And now, at this hour, here in this house where Death lurked in every corner, she could still hear his re­tort:

			“Here in Dover, per­haps … But in France?”

			How right he had been! … How right! She—who had thought her­self so strong, so power­ful—what was she in­deed but a miser­able tool in the hands of men who would break her without scruple if she ran counter to their will? Re­morse was not for her—atone­ment too great a lux­ury for a tool of Chauvelin to in­dulge in. The black, hideous taint, the sin of hav­ing dragged this splen­did man and that in­no­cent wo­man to their death, must rest upon her soul forever. Even now she was jeop­ard­iz­ing his life, every mo­ment that she kept him talk­ing in this house. And yet the im­pulse to speak with him, to hear him say a word of for­give­ness, had been un­con­quer­able. One mo­ment she longed for him to go; the next she would have sac­ri­ficed much to keep him by her side. When he wished to go, she held him back. Now that, with his wonted care­less dis­reg­ard of danger, he ap­peared will­ing to linger, she sought for the right words where­with to bid him go.

			He seemed to di­vine her thoughts, re­mained quite still while she stood there with eyes closed, in one brief second re­view­ing the past. All! All! It all came back to her: her chal­lenge to him, his laugh­ing re­tort.

			“You mean,” she said at part­ing, “that you would risk your life to save mine?”

			“I should not risk my life, dear lady,” he had said, with his puzz­ling smile; “But I should—God help me!—do my best, if the need arose, to save yours.”

			Then he had gone, and she had stood un­der the porch of the quaint old Eng­lish inn and watched his splen­did fig­ure as it dis­ap­peared down the street. She had watched, puzzled, un­com­pre­hend­ing, her heart already stirred by that sweet, sad ache which at this hour brought tears to her eyes—the aching sor­row of that which could nev­er, nev­er be. Ah! if it had been her good for­tune to have come across such a man, to have aroused in him that ad­mir­a­tion for her­self which she so scorned in oth­ers, how dif­fer­ent, how very dif­fer­ent would life have been! And she fell to envy­ing the poor pris­on­er up­stairs, who owned the most pre­cious treas­ure life can of­fer to any wo­man: the love of a fine man. Two hot tears came slowly through her closed eyes, cours­ing down her cheeks.

			“Why so sad, dear lady?” he asked gently.

			She could not speak for the mo­ment, only mur­mured vaguely:

			“Four days—”

			“Four days,” he re­tor­ted gaily, “as you say! In four days, either I or a pack of as­sas­sins will be dead.”

			“Oh, what will be­come of me?” she sighed.

			“Whatever you choose.”

			“You are bold, mi­lor,” she re­joined more calmly. “And you are brave. Alas! what can you do, when the most power­ful hands in France are against you?”

			“Smite them, dear lady,” he replied air­ily. “Smite them! Then turn my back upon this fair land. It will no longer have need of me.” Then he made her a cour­teous bow. “May I have the hon­our of es­cort­ing you up­stairs? Your friend M. Chauvelin will be await­ing you.”

			The name of her task­mas­ter brought Ther­esia back to the real­it­ies of life. Gone was the dream of a while ago, when sub­con­sciously her mind had dwelt upon a sweet might-have-been. The man was noth­ing to her—less than noth­ing; a com­mon spy, so her friends averred. Even if he had not pre­sumed to write her an in­sult­ing let­ter, he was still the en­emy—the foe whose hand was raised against her own coun­try and against those with whose for­tunes she had thrown in her lot. Even now, she ought to be call­ing loudly for help, rouse the house with her cries, so that this spy, this en­emy, might be brought down be­fore her eyes. In­stead of which, she felt her heart beat­ing with ap­pre­hen­sion lest his quiet even voice be heard on the floor above, and he be caught in the snare which those who feared and hated him had laid for him.

			In­deed, she ap­peared far more con­scious of danger than he was; and while she chided her­self for her folly in hav­ing called to him, he was stand­ing be­fore her as if he were in a draw­ing-room, hold­ing out his arm to es­cort her in to din­ner. His foot was on the step, ready to as­cend, even whilst Ther­esia’s strain­ing ears caught the sound of oth­er foot­steps up above: foot­steps of men—real men, those!—who were set up there to watch for the com­ing of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, and whose vi­gil­ance had been spurred by prom­ise of re­ward and by threat of death. She pushed his arm aside al­most roughly.

			“You are mad, mi­lor!” she said, in a choked mur­mur. “Such fool­hardi­ness, when your life is in deadly jeop­ardy, be­comes crim­in­al folly—”

			“The best of life,” he said air­ily, “is folly. I would not miss this mo­ment for a king­dom!”

			She felt like a creature un­der a spell. He took her hand and drew it through his arm. She went up the steps be­side him.

			Every mo­ment she thought that one or more of the sol­diers would be com­ing down, or that Chauvelin, im­pa­tient at her ab­sence, might step out upon the land­ing. The dank, murky air seemed alive with omin­ous whis­per­ings, of stealthy treads upon the stone. Ther­esia dared not look be­hind her, fear­ful lest the grim pres­ence of Death it­self be sud­denly made mani­fest be­fore her.

			On the land­ing he took leave of her, stooped and kissed her hand.

			“Why, how cold it is!” he re­marked with a smile.

			His was per­fectly steady and warm. The very feel of it seemed to give her strength. She raised her eyes to his.

			“Mi­lor,” she en­treated, “on my knees I beg of you not to toy with your life any longer.”

			“Toy with my life?” he re­tor­ted gaily. “Noth­ing is fur­ther from my thoughts.”

			“You must know that every second which you spend in this house is fraught with the greatest pos­sible danger.”

			“Danger? Ne’er a bit, dear lady! I am no longer in danger, now that you are my friend.”

			The next mo­ment he was gone. For awhile, Ther­esia’s strain­ing ears still caught the sound of his firm foot­fall upon the stone steps. Then all was still; and she was left won­der­ing if, in very truth, the last few minutes on the dark stairs had not all been part of a dream.

		
	
		
			
				XXVII

				Ter­ror or Am­bi­tion

			
			Chauvelin had suf­fi­ciently re­covered from the emo­tions of the past half-hour to speak coolly and nat­ur­ally to Ther­esia. Wheth­er he knew that she had way­laid Sir Percy Blakeney on the stairs or no, she could not con­jec­ture. He made no ref­er­ence to his in­ter­view with the Scar­let Pim­per­nel, nor did he ques­tion her dir­ectly as to wheth­er she had over­heard what passed between them.

			Cer­tainly his at­ti­tude was a more dic­tat­ori­al one than it had been be­fore. Some of his first words to her con­tained a veiled men­ace. Wheth­er the sense of com­ing tri­umph gave him a fresh meas­ure of that ar­rog­ance which past fail­ures had nev­er wholly sub­dued, or wheth­er ter­ror for the fu­ture caused him to bluster and to threaten, it were im­possible to say.

			“Vi­gil­ance!” he said to Ther­esia, after a curt greet­ing. “In­cess­ant vi­gil­ance, night and day, is what your coun­try de­mands of you now, cit­ize­ness! All our lives now de­pend upon our vi­gil­ance.”

			“Yours per­haps, cit­izen,” she re­joined coolly. “You seem to for­get that I am not bound—”

			“You? Not bound?” he broke in roughly, and with a strident laugh. “Not bound to aid in bring­ing the most bit­ter en­emy of your coun­try to his knees? Not bound, now that suc­cess is in sight?”

			“You only ob­tained my help by a sub­ter­fuge,” she re­tor­ted; “by a forged let­ter and a vil­lain­ous lie—”

			“Bah! Are you go­ing to tell me, cit­ize­ness, that all means are not jus­ti­fi­able when deal­ing with those whose hands are raised against France? For­gery?” he went on, with pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness. “Why not? Out­rage? Murder? I would com­mit every crime in or­der to serve the coun­try which I love, and hound her en­emies to death. The only crime that is un­jus­ti­fi­able, citoy­enne, is in­dif­fer­ence. You? Not bound? Wait! Wait, I say! And if by your in­dif­fer­ence or your apathy we fail once more to bring that elu­sive en­emy to book, wait then un­til you stand at the bar of the people’s tribunal, and in the face of France, who called to you for help, of France, who be­set by a hun­dred foes, stretched ap­peal­ing arms to you, her daugh­ter, you turned a deaf ear to her en­treat­ies, and, shrug­ging your fair shoulders, calmly pleaded, ‘Bah! I was not bound!’ ”

			He paused, car­ried away by his own en­thu­si­asm, feel­ing per­haps that he had gone too far, or else had said enough to en­force the obed­i­ence which he ex­ac­ted. After awhile, since Ther­esia re­mained si­lent too, he ad­ded more quietly:

			“If we cap­ture the Scar­let Pim­per­nel this time, cit­ize­ness, Robe­s­pi­erre shall know from my lips that it is to you and to you alone that he owes this tri­umph over the en­emy whom he fears above all. Without you, I could not have set the trap out of which he can­not now es­cape.”

			“He can es­cape! He can!” she re­tor­ted de­fi­antly. “The Scar­let Pim­per­nel is too clev­er, too as­tute, too au­da­cious, to fall in­to your trap.”

			“Take care, citoy­enne, take care! Your ad­mir­a­tion for that elu­sive hero car­ries you bey­ond the bounds of prudence.”

			“Bah! If he es­capes, ’tis you who will be blamed—”

			“And ’tis you who will suf­fer, citoy­enne,” he ri­pos­ted blandly. With which part­ing shaft he left her cer­tain that she would pon­der over his threats as well as over his bold prom­ise of a rich re­ward.

			Ter­ror and am­bi­tion! Death, or the grat­it­ude of Robe­s­pi­erre! How well did Chauvelin gauge the in­de­cision, the shal­low­ness of a fickle wo­man’s heart! Ther­esia, left to her­self, had only those two al­tern­at­ives over which to pon­der. Robe­s­pi­erre’s grat­it­ude, which meant that the ad­mir­a­tion which already he felt for her would turn to stronger pas­sion. He was still heart-whole, that she knew. The re­gard which he was sup­posed to feel for the humble cab­in­et­maker’s daugh­ter could only be a passing fancy. The dic­tat­or of France must choose a mate worthy of his power and of his am­bi­tion; his friends would see to that. Robe­s­pi­erre’s grat­it­ude! What a vista of tri­umphs and of glory did that even­tu­al­ity open up be­fore her, what dizzy heights of sat­is­fied am­bi­tion! And what a con­trast if Chauvelin’s scheme failed in the end!

			“Wait,” he had cried, “un­til you stand at the bar of the people’s tribunal and plead in­dif­fer­ence!”

			Ther­esia shuddered. Des­pite the close at­mo­sphere of the apart­ment, she was shiv­er­ing with cold. Her loneli­ness, her isol­a­tion, here in this house, where an ap­palling and grim tragedy was even now in pre­par­a­tion, filled her with sick­en­ing dread. Over­head she could hear the sol­diers mov­ing about, and in one of the rooms close by her sens­it­ive ear caught the sound of Moth­er Théot’s shuff­ling tread.

			But the sound that was most in­sist­ent, that hammered away at her heart un­til she could have screamed with the pain, was the echo of a lazy, some­what in­ane laugh and of a gently mock­ing voice that said lightly:

			“The best of life is folly, dear lady. I would not miss this mo­ment for a king­dom.”

			Her hand went up to her throat to smoth­er the sobs that would rise up against her will. Then she called all her self-con­trol, all her am­bi­tion, to her aid. This present mood was sen­ti­ment­al non­sense, an abyss cre­ated by an over­sens­it­ive heart, in­to which she might be fall­ing head­long. What was this Eng­lish­man to her that thought of his death should prove such men­tal agony? As for him, he only laughed at her; des­pised her still, prob­ably; hated her for the in­jury she had done to that wo­man up­stairs whom he loved.

			Im­pa­tient to get away from this at­mo­sphere of tragedy and of mys­ti­cism which was prey­ing on her nerves, Ther­esia called per­emp­tor­ily to Moth­er Théot, and when the old wo­man came shuff­ling out of her room, de­man­ded her cloak and hood.

			“Have you seen aught of cit­izen Mon­crif?” she asked, just be­fore go­ing away.

			“I caught sight of him over the way,” Cath­er­ine Théot replied, “watch­ing this house, as he al­ways does when you, citoy­enne, are in it.”

			“Ah!” the im­per­i­ous beauty re­tor­ted, with a thought of spite in her mel­low voice. “Would you could give him a po­tion, Moth­er, to cure him of his in­fatu­ation for me!”

			“Des­pise no man’s love, citoy­enne,” the witch re­tor­ted sen­ten­tiously. “Even that poor vag­a­bond’s blind pas­sion may yet prove thy sal­va­tion.”

			A mo­ment or two later Ther­esia was once more on the dark stairs where she had dreamed of the hand­some mi­lor. She sighed as she ran swiftly down—sighed, and looked half-fear­fully about her. She still felt his pres­ence through the gloom; and in the ghostly light that feebly il­lumined the corner where­on he had stood, she still vaguely saw in spir­it his tall straight fig­ure, stoop­ing whilst he kissed her hand. At one mo­ment she was quite sure that she heard his voice and the echo of his pleas­ant laugh.

			Down be­low, Ber­trand Mon­crif was wait­ing for her, si­lent, humble, with the look of a faith­ful watch­dog upon his pale, wan face.

			“You make your­self ill, my poor Ber­trand,” Ther­esia said, not un­kindly, see­ing that he stood aside to let her pass, fear­ful of a re­buff if he dared speak to her. “I am in no danger, I as­sure you; and this con­stant dog­ging of my foot­steps can do no good to you or to me.”

			“But it can do no harm,” he pleaded earn­estly. “Some­thing tells me, Ther­esia, that danger does threaten you, un­be­known to you, from a quarter least ex­pec­ted.”

			“Bah!” she re­tor­ted lightly. “And if it did, you could not avert it.”

			He made a des­per­ate ef­fort to check the words of pas­sion­ate prot­est­a­tions which rose to his lips. He longed to pro­tect her from harm, how happy he would be if he might die for her. But ob­vi­ously he dared not say what lay nearest to his heart. All he could do now was to talk si­lently by her side as far as her lodgings in the Rue Ville­dot, grate­ful for this small priv­ilege, un­com­plain­ing and al­most happy be­cause she tol­er­ated his pres­ence, and be­cause while she walked the ends of her long scarf stirred by the breeze would now and again flut­ter against his cheek.

			Miser­able Ber­trand! He had laden his soul with an ab­om­in­able crime for this wo­man’s sake; and he had not even the sat­is­fac­tion of feel­ing that she gave him an in­fin­ites­im­al meas­ure of grat­it­ude.

		
	
		
			
				XXVIII

				In the Mean­while

			
			
				I

				Chauvelin, who, des­pite his many fail­ures, was still one of the most con­spicu­ous—since he was one of the most un­scru­pu­lous—mem­bers of the Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Saftey, had not at­ten­ded its sit­tings for some days. He had been too deeply ab­sorbed in his own schemes to trouble about those of his col­leagues. In truth, the coup which he was pre­par­ing was so stu­pendous, and if it suc­ceeded his tri­umph would be so mag­ni­fi­cent, that he could well af­ford to hold him­self aloof. Those who were still in­clined to scorn and to scoff at him today would be his most cringing sy­co­phants on the mor­row.

				He knew well enough—none bet­ter—that dur­ing this time the polit­ic­al at­mo­sphere in the Com­mit­tees and the Clubs was noth­ing short of elec­tric­al. He felt, as every­one did, that some­thing cata­stroph­ic was in the air, that death, more self-evid­ent than ever be­fore, lurked at every man’s el­bow, and stalked round the corner of every street.

				Robe­s­pi­erre, the tyr­ant, the auto­crat whose mere word swayed the mul­ti­tude, re­mained si­lent and im­pen­et­rable, ab­sent from every gath­er­ing. He only made brief ap­pear­ances at the Con­ven­tion, and there sat moody and self-ab­sorbed. Every­one knew that this man, dic­tat­or in all but name, was med­it­at­ing a Ti­tan­ic at­tack upon his en­emies. His veiled threats, uttered dur­ing his rare ap­pear­ances at the speak­er’s tribune, em­braced even the most pop­u­lar, the most prom­in­ent, amongst the rep­res­ent­at­ives of the people. Every­one, in fact, who was likely to stand in his way when he was ready to snatch the su­preme power. His in­tim­ates—Couthon, St. Just, and the oth­ers—openly ac­cused of plan­ning a dic­tat­or­ship for their chief, hardly took the trouble to deny the im­peach­ment, even whilst Tal­li­en and his friends, feel­ing that the tyr­ant had already de­creed their doom, went about like ghostly shad­ows, not dar­ing to raise their voice in the Con­ven­tion lest the first word they uttered brought down the sword of his lust­ful wrath upon their heads.

				The Com­mit­tee of Pub­lic Safety—now re­named the Re­volu­tion­ary Com­mit­tee—strove on the oth­er hand by a re­cru­des­cence of cruelty to in­gra­ti­ate it­self with the po­ten­tial dic­tat­or and to pose be­fore the people as alone pure and in­cor­rupt­ible, blind in justice, in­ex­or­able where the safety of the Re­pub­lic was con­cerned. Thus an ab­om­in­able emu­la­tion of ven­geance and of per­se­cu­tion went on between the Com­mit­tee and Robe­s­pi­erre’s party, wherein neither side could af­ford to give in, for fear of be­ing ac­cused of apathy and of mod­er­a­tion.

				Chauvelin, for the most part, had kept out of the tur­moil. He felt that in his hands lay the des­tiny of either party. His one thought was of the Scar­let Pim­per­nel and of his im­min­ent cap­ture, know­ing that, with the most in­vet­er­ate op­pon­ent of re­volu­tion­ary ex­cesses in his hands, he would with­in an hour be in a po­s­i­tion to link his tri­umph with one or the oth­er of the parties—either with Robe­s­pi­erre and his herd of butchers, or with Tal­li­en and the Mod­er­ates.

				He was the mys­ter­i­ous and in­vis­ible deus ex mach­ina, who anon, when it suited his pur­pose, would re­veal him­self in his full glory as the man who had tracked down and brought to the guil­lot­ine the most dan­ger­ous en­emy of the re­volu­tion­ary gov­ern­ment. And, so eas­ily is a mul­ti­tude swayed, that that one fact would bring him pop­ular­ity tran­scend­ing that of every oth­er man in France. He, Chauvelin, the des­pised, the de­rided, whose name had be­come syn­onym­ous with Fail­ure, would then with a word sweep those aside who had mocked him, hurl his en­emies from their ped­es­tals, and name at will the rulers of France. All with­in four days!

				And of these, two had gone by.

			
			
				II

				These days in mid-Ju­ly had been more than usu­ally sul­try. It seemed al­most as if Nature had linked her­self with the pas­sions of men, and hand in hand with Ven­geance, Lust and Cruelty, had rendered the air hot and heavy with the pres­age of on­com­ing storm.

				For Mar­guer­ite Blakeney these days had gone by like a night­mare. Cut off from all know­ledge of the out­side world, without news from her hus­band for the past forty-eight hours, she was en­dur­ing men­tal agony such as would have broken a weak­er or less trust­ing spir­it.

				Two days ago she had re­ceived a mes­sage, a few lines hast­ily scribbled by an un­known hand, and brought to her by the old wo­man who waited upon her.

				“I have seen him,” the mes­sage said. “He is well and full of hope. I pray God for your de­liv­er­ance and his, but help can only come by a mir­acle.”

				The mes­sage was writ­ten in a fem­in­ine hand, with no clue as to the writer.

				Since then, noth­ing.

				Mar­guer­ite had not seen Chauvelin again, for which in­deed she thanked Heav­en on her knees. But every day at a giv­en hour she was con­scious of his pres­ence out­side her door. She heard his voice in the ves­ti­bule: there would be a word or two of com­mand, the ground­ing of arms, then some whispered talk­ing; and presently Chauvelin’s stealthy foot­step would slink up to her door. And Mar­guer­ite would re­main still as a mouse that scents the pres­ence of a cat, hold­ing her breath, life al­most at a stand­still in this agony of ex­pect­a­tion.

				The re­mainder of the day time hung with a leaden weight on her hands. She was giv­en no books to read, not a needle where­with to busy her­self. She had no one to speak to save old Moth­er Théot, who waited on her and brought her her meals, nearly al­ways in si­lence, and with a dour mien which checked any at­tempt at con­ver­sa­tion.

				For com­pany, the un­for­tu­nate wo­man had noth­ing but her own thoughts, her fears which grew in in­tens­ity, and her hopes which were rap­idly dwind­ling, as hour fol­lowed hour and day suc­ceeded day in dreary mono­tony. No sound around her save the in­cess­ant tramp, tramp of sentries at her door, and every two hours the chan­ging of the guard in the ves­ti­bule out­side; then the whispered col­loquies, the sol­diers play­ing at cards or throw­ing dice, the bib­u­lous songs, the rib­ald laughter, the ob­scene words flung aloud like bits of filthy rag; the life, in fact, that re­volved around her jail­ers and seemed at a stand­still with­in her pris­on walls.

				In the late af­ter­noons the air would be­come in­suf­fer­ably hot, and Mar­guer­ite would throw open the win­dow and sit be­side it, her gaze fixed upon the ho­ri­zon far away, her hands ly­ing limp and moist upon her lap.

				Then she would fall to dream­ing. Her thoughts, swifter than flight of swal­lows, would cross the sea and go roam­ing across coun­try to her stately home in Rich­mond, where at this house the moist, cool air was fra­grant with the scent of late roses and of lime blos­som, and the mur­mur of the river lap­ping the mossy bank whispered of love and of peace. In her dream she would see the tall fig­ure of her be­loved com­ing to­ward her. The sun­set was play­ing upon his smooth hair and upon his strong, slender hands, al­ways out­stretched to­ward the in­no­cent and the weak. She would hear his dear voice call­ing her name, feel his arms around her, and her senses swoon­ing in the ec­stasy of that per­fect mo­ment which comes just be­fore a kiss.

				She would dream … only to wake up the next mo­ment to hear the church clock of St. Ant­oine strik­ing sev­en, and a minute or two later that omin­ous shuff­ling foot­step out­side her door, those whis­per­ings, the ground­ing of arms, a burst of cruel laughter, which brought her from the dizzy heights of il­lus­ive hap­pi­ness back to the hideous real­ity of her own hor­rible po­s­i­tion, and of the deadly danger which lay in wait for her be­loved.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXIX

				The Close of the Second Day

			
			
				I

				Soon after sev­en o’clock that even­ing the storm which had threatened all day burst in its full fury. A ra­ging gale tore at the dilap­id­ated roofs of this squal­id corner of the great city, and lashed the mud of the streets in­to mini­ature cas­cades. Soon the rain fell in tor­rents; one clap of thun­der fol­lowed on an­oth­er with ap­palling rapid­ity, and the dull, leaden sky was rent with vivid flashes of light­ning.

				Chauvelin, who had paid his daily vis­it to the Cap­tain in charge of the pris­on­er in the Rue de la Planchette, was un­able to pro­ceed home­wards. Wrapped in his cloak, he de­cided to wait in the dis­used stor­age-room be­low un­til it be­came pos­sible for an un­for­tu­nate ped­es­tri­an to sally forth in­to the open.

				There seems no doubt that at this time the man’s very soul was on the rack. His nerves were stretched to break­ing point, not only by in­cess­ant vi­gil­ance, by ob­ses­sion of the one idea, the one aim, but also by mul­ti­far­i­ous in­cid­ents which his over­wrought ima­gin­a­tion mag­ni­fied in­to at­tempts to rob him of his prey.

				He trus­ted no one—not Moth­er Théot, not the men up­stairs, not Ther­esia: least of all Ther­esia. And his tor­tured brain in­ven­ted and elab­or­ated schemes whereby he set one set of spies to watch an­oth­er, one set of sleuth­hounds to run after an­oth­er, in a kind of vi­cious and de­moni­ac circle of mis­trust and de­nun­ci­ation. Nor did he trust him­self any longer: neither his in­stinct nor his eyes, nor his ears. His in­tim­ates—and he had very few of these—said of him at that time that, if he had his way, he would have had every tat­ter­demalion in the city branded, like Rat­eau, lest they were bribed or temp­ted in­to chan­ging iden­tit­ies with the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.

				Whilst wait­ing for a lull in the storm, he was pa­cing up and down the dank and murky stor­age house, striv­ing by feb­rile move­ments to calm his nerves. Shiv­er­ing, des­pite the close­ness of the at­mo­sphere, he kept the folds of his mantle closely wrapped around his shoulders.

				It was im­possible to keep the out­er doors open, be­cause the rain beat in wildly on that side, and the place would have been in ut­ter dark­ness but for an old grimy lan­tern which some prudent hand had set up on a bar­rel in the centre of the vast space, and which shed a feeble circle of light around. The latch of the wick­et ap­peared to be broken, for the small door, driv­en by the wind, flapped back­wards and for­wards with ir­rit­at­ing cease­less­ness. At one time Chauvelin tried to im­pro­vise some means of fasten­ing it, for the noise helped to ex­acer­bate his nerves and, lean­ing out in­to the street in or­der to seize hold of the door, he saw the fig­ure of a man, bent nearly double in the teeth of the gale, shuff­ling across the street from the dir­ec­tion of the Porte St. Ant­oine.

				It was then nearly eight o’clock, and the light treach­er­ous, but des­pite the veil of tor­ren­tial rain which in­ter­vened between him and that shuff­ling fig­ure, some­thing in the gait, the stature, the stoop of the wide, bony shoulders, ap­peared un­pleas­antly fa­mil­i­ar. The man’s head and shoulders were wrapped in a tattered piece of sack­ing, which he held close to his chest. His arms were bare, as were his shins, and on his feet he had a pair of sabots stuffed with straw.

				Mid­way across the street he paused, and a tear­ing fit of cough­ing seemed to render him mo­ment­ar­ily help­less. Chauvelin’s first in­stinct promp­ted him to run to the stairs and to call for as­sist­ance from the Cap­tain Boy­er. In­deed, he was halfway up to the first floor when, look­ing down, he saw that the man had entered the place through the wick­et-door. Still cough­ing and splut­ter­ing, he had di­vested him­self of his piece of sack­ing and was crouch­ing down against the bar­rel in the centre of the room and try­ing to warm his hands by hold­ing them against the glass sides of the old lan­tern.

				From where he stood, Chauvelin could see the dim out­line of the man’s pro­file, the chin or­na­men­ted with a three-days’ growth of beard, the lank hair plastered above the pal­lid fore­head, the huge bones, coated with grime, that pro­truded through the rags that did duty for a shirt. The sleeves of this tattered gar­ment hung away from the arm, dis­play­ing a fiery, in­flamed weal, shaped like the let­ter M that had re­cently been burned in­to the flesh with a brand­ing iron.

				The sight of that mark upon the vag­a­bond’s arm caused Chauvelin to pause a mo­ment, then to come down the stairs again.

				“Cit­izen Rat­eau!” he called.

				The man jumped as if he had been struck with a whip, tried to struggle to his feet, but col­lapsed on the floor, while a ter­rible fit of cough­ing took his breath away. Chauvelin, stand­ing be­side the bar­rel, looked down with a grim smile on this miser­able wreck­age of hu­man­ity whom he had so ju­di­ciously put out of the way of fur­ther mis­chief. The dim flick­er of the lan­tern il­lu­mine the gaunt, bony arm, so that the charred flesh stood out like a crim­son, fiery string against a coat­ing of grime.

				Rat­eau ap­peared ter­ri­fied, scared by the sud­den ap­par­i­tion of the man who had in­flic­ted the shame­ful pun­ish­ment upon him. Chauvelin’s face, lighted from be­low by the lan­tern, did in­deed ap­pear grim and for­bid­ding. Some few seconds elapsed be­fore the coal­heaver had re­covered suf­fi­ciently to stand on his feet.

				“I seem to have scared you, my friend,” Chauvelin re­marked dryly.

				“I—I did not know,” Rat­eau stammered with a pain­ful wheeze, “that any­one was here … I came for shel­ter …”

				“I am here for shel­ter, too,” Chauvelin re­joined, “and did not see you enter.”

				“Moth­er Théot al­lows me to sleep here,” Rat­eau went on mildly. “I have had no work for two days … not since …” And he looked down rue­fully upon his arm. “People think I am an es­caped felon,” he ex­plained with sniv­el­ling timid­ity. “And as I have al­ways lived just from hand to mouth …”

				He paused, and cast an ob­sequious glance on the Ter­ror­ist, who re­tor­ted dryly:

				“Bet­ter men than you, my friend, live from hand to mouth these days. Poverty,” he con­tin­ued with grim sar­casm, “ex­alts a man in this glor­i­ous re­volu­tion of ours. ’Tis riches that shame him.”

				Rat­eau’s branded arm went up to his lanky hair, and he scratched his head du­bi­ously.

				“Aye,” he nod­ded, ob­vi­ously un­com­pre­hend­ing; “per­haps! But I’d like to taste some of that shame!”

				Chauvelin shrugged his shoulders and turned on his heel. The thun­der soun­ded a little more dis­tant and the rain less vi­ol­ent for the mo­ment, and he strode to­ward the door.

				“The chil­dren run after me now,” Rat­eau con­tin­ued dole­fully. “In my quart­i­er, the con­ci­erge turned me out of my lodging. They keep ask­ing me what I have done to be branded like a con­vict.”

				Chauvelin laughed.

				“Tell them you’ve been pun­ished for serving the Eng­lish spy,” he said.

				“The Eng­lish­man paid me well, and I am very poor,” Rat­eau re­tor­ted meekly. “I could serve the State now … if it would pay me well.”

				“In­deed? How?”

				“By telling you some­thing, cit­izen, which you would like to know.”

				“What is it?”

				At once the in­stinct of the in­form­er, of the sleuth­hound, was on the qui vive. The coal­heaver’s words, the ex­pres­sion of cun­ning on his ugly face, the cringing ob­sequious­ness of his at­ti­tude, all sug­ges­ted the spir­it of in­trigue, of un­der­hand deal­ing, of lies and de­nun­ci­ations, which were as the breath of life to this mas­ter-spy. He re­traced his steps, came and sat upon a pile of rub­bish be­side the bar­rel, and when Rat­eau, ter­ri­fied ap­par­ently at what he had said, made a mo­tion as if to slink away, Chauvelin called him back per­emp­tor­ily.

				“What is it, cit­izen Rat­eau,” he said curtly, “that you could tell me, and that I would like to know?”

				Rat­eau was cower­ing in the dark­ness, try­ing to ef­face his huge bulk and to smoth­er his rasp­ing cough.

				“You have said too much already,” Chauvelin went on harshly, “to hold your tongue. And you have noth­ing to fear … everything to gain. What is it?”

				For a mo­ment Rat­eau leaned for­ward, struck the ground with his fist.

				“Am I to be paid this time?” he asked.

				“If you speak the truth—yes.”

				“How much?”

				“That de­pends on what you tell me. And now, if you hold your tongue, I shall call to the cit­izen Cap­tain up­stairs and send you to jail.”

				The coal­heaver ap­peared to crouch yet fur­ther in­to him­self. He looked like a huge, shape­less mass in the gloom. His huge yel­low teeth could be heard chat­ter­ing.

				“Cit­izen Tal­li­en will send me to the guil­lot­ine,” he mur­mured.

				“What has cit­izen Tal­li­en to do with it?”

				“He pays great at­ten­tion to the citoy­enne Cabar­rus.”

				“And it is about her?”

				Rat­eau nod­ded.

				“What is it?” Chauvelin re­it­er­ated harshly.

				“She is play­ing you false, cit­izen,” Rat­eau mur­mured in a hoarse breath, and crawled like a long, bulky worm a little closer to the Ter­ror­ist.

				“How?”

				“She is in league with the Eng­lish­man.”

				“How do you know?”

				“I saw her here … two days ago … You re­mem­ber, cit­izen … after you …”

				“Yes, yes!” Chauvelin cried im­pa­tiently.

				“Ser­geant Chazot took me to the cav­alry bar­racks … They gave me to drink … and I don’t re­mem­ber much what happened. But when I was my­self again, I know that my arm was very sore, and when I looked down I saw this aw­ful mark on it … I was just out­side the Ar­sen­al then … How I got there I don’t know … I sup­pose Ser­geant Chazot brought me back … He says I was howl­ing for Moth­er Théot … She has mar­vel­lous salves, you know, cit­izen.”

				“Yes, yes!”

				“I came in here … My head still felt very strange … and my arm felt like liv­ing fire. Then I heard voices … they came from the stairs … I looked about me, and saw them stand­ing there …”

				Rat­eau, lean­ing upon one arm, stretched out the oth­er and poin­ted to the stairs, Chauvelin, with a vi­ol­ent ges­ture, seized him by the wrist.

				“Who?” he quer­ied harshly. “Who was stand­ing there?”

				His glance fol­lowed the dir­ec­tion in which the coal­heaver was point­ing, then in­stinct­ively wandered back and fastened on that fiery let­ter M which had been seared in­to the vag­a­bond’s flesh.

				“The Eng­lish­man and citoy­enne Cabar­rus,” Rat­eau replied feebly, for he had winced with pain un­der the ex­cited grip of the Ter­ror­ist.

				“You are cer­tain?”

				“I heard them talk­ing—”

				“What did they say?”

				“I do not know … But I saw the Eng­lish­man kiss the citoy­enne’s hand be­fore they par­ted.”

				“And what happened after that?”

				“The citoy­enne went to Moth­er Théot’s apart­ment and the Eng­lish­man came down the stairs. I had just time to hide be­hind that pile of rub­bish. He did not see me.”

				Chauvelin uttered a sav­age curse of dis­ap­point­ment.

				“Is that all?” he ex­claimed.

				“The State will pay me?” Rat­eau mur­mured vaguely.

				“Not a sou!” Chauvelin re­tor­ted roughly. “And if cit­izen Tal­li­en hears this pretty tale …”

				“I can swear to it!”

				“Bah! Citoy­enne Cabar­rus will swear that you lied. ’Twill be her word against that of a mud­lark!”

				“Nay!” Rat­eau re­tor­ted. “ ’Twill be more than that.”

				“What then?”

				“Will you swear to pro­tect me, cit­izen, if cit­izen Tal­li­en—”

				“Yes, yes! I’ll pro­tect you … And the guil­lot­ine has no time to trouble about suck muck-worms as you!”

				“Well, then, cit­izen,” Rat­eau went on in a hoarse mur­mur, “if you will go to the citoy­enne’s lodgings in the Rue Ville­dot, I can show you where the Eng­lish­man hides the clothes where­with he dis­guises him­self … and the let­ters which he writes to the citoy­enne when …”

				He paused, ob­vi­ously ter­ri­fied at the awe­some ex­pres­sion of the oth­er man’s face. Chauvelin had al­lowed the coal­heaver’s wrist to drop out of his grasp. He was sit­ting quite still, si­lent and grim, his thin, claw-like hands closely clasped to­geth­er and held between his knees. The flick­er­ing light of the lan­tern dis­tor­ted his nar­row face, lengthened the shad­ows be­neath the nose and chin, threw a high light just be­low the brows, so that the pale eyes ap­peared to gleam with an un­nat­ur­al flame. Rat­eau hardly dared to move. He lay like a huge bundle of rags in the inky black­ness bey­ond the circle of light pro­jec­ted by the lan­tern; his breath came and went with a drag­ging, hiss­ing sound, now and then broken by a pain­ful cough.

				For a mo­ment or two there was si­lence in the great dis­used stor­e­room—a si­lence broken only by the thun­der, dull and dis­tant now, and the cease­less, mono­ton­ous pat­ter of the rain. Then Chauvelin mur­mured between his teeth:

				“If I thought that she …” But he did not com­plete the sen­tence, jumped to his feet and ap­proached the big mass of rags and hu­man­ity that cow­ard in the gloom. “Get up, cit­izen Rat­eau!” he com­manded.

				The asth­mat­ic gi­ant struggled to his knees. His wooden shoes had slipped off his feet. He groped for them, and with trem­bling hands con­trived to put them on again.

				“Get up!” Chauvelin re­it­er­ated, with a snarl like an angry ti­ger.

				He took a small tab­let and a leaden point from his pock­et, and stoop­ing to­ward the light he scribbled a few words, and then handed the tab­let to Rat­eau.

				“Take this over to the Com­mis­sary of the Sec­tion in the Place du Car­rou­sel. Half a dozen men and a cap­tain will be de­tailed to go with you to the lodgings of the citoy­enne Cabar­rus in the Rue Ville­dot. You will find me there. Go!”

				Rat­eau’s hand trembled vis­ibly as he took the tab­lets. He was ob­vi­ously ter­ri­fied at what he had done. But Chauvelin paid no fur­ther heed to him. He had giv­en him his or­ders, know­ing well that they would be obeyed. The man had gone too far to draw back. It nev­er entered Chauvelin’s head that the coal­heaver might have lied. He had no cause for spite against the citoy­enne Cabar­rus, and the fair Span­iard stood on too high a pin­nacle of in­flu­ence for false de­nun­ci­ations to touch her. The Ter­ror­ist waited un­til Rat­eau had quietly slunk out by the wick­et door; then he turned on his heel and quickly went up the stairs.

			
			
				II

				In the ves­ti­bule on the top floor he called to Capi­taine Boy­er.

				“Cit­izen Cap­tain,” he said at the top of his voice, “You re­mem­ber that to­mor­row eve is the end of the third day?”

				“Pardi!” the Cap­tain re­tor­ted gruffly. “Is any­thing changed?”

				“No.”

				“Then, un­less by the eve of the fourth day that cursed Eng­lish­man is not in our hands, my or­ders are the same.”

				“Your or­ders are,” Chauvelin re­joined loudly, and poin­ted with grim in­ten­tion at the door be­hind which he felt Mar­guer­ite Blakeney to be listen­ing for every sound, “un­less the Eng­lish spy is in our hands on the even­ing of the fourth day, to shoot your pris­on­er.”

				“It shall be done, cit­izen!” Cap­tain Boy­er gave reply.

				Then he grinned ma­li­ciously, be­cause from be­hind the closed door there had come a sound like a quickly smothered cry.

				After which, Chauvelin nod­ded to the Cap­tain and once more des­cen­ded the stairs. A few seconds later he went out of the house in­to the stormy night.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXX

				When the Storm Burst

			
			
				I

				For­tu­nately the storm only broke after the bulk of the audi­ence was in­side the theatre. The per­form­ance was timed to com­mence at sev­en, and a quarter of an hour be­fore that time the cit­izens of Par­is who had come to ap­plaud citoy­enne Vestris, citoy­en Talma, and their col­leagues, in Chéni­er’s tragedy, Henri VIII, were in their seats.

				The theatre in the Rue de Riche­lieu was crowded. Talma and Vestris had al­ways been great fa­vour­ites with the pub­lic, and more so per­haps since their se­ces­sion from the old and re­ac­tion­ary Comédie Française. Cit­izen Chéni­er’s tragedy was in truth of a very poor or­der; but the audi­ence was not dis­posed to be crit­ic­al, and there was quite an ex­cited hush in the house when citoy­enne Vestris, in the part of “Anne de Boulen,” rolled off the mere­tri­cious verses:

				
					
						“Trop longtemps j’ai gardé le si­lence;
						

						Le poids qui m’ac­cab­lait tombe avec vi­ol­ence.”
					

				

				But little was heard of the storm which raged out­side; only at times the pat­ter of the rain on the domed roof be­came un­pleas­antly ap­par­ent as an in­har­mo­ni­ous ac­com­pani­ment to the de­clam­a­tion of the act­ors.

				It was a bril­liant even­ing, not only be­cause citoy­enne Vestris was in mag­ni­fi­cent form, but also be­cause of the num­ber of well-known people who sat in the vari­ous boxed and in the par­terre and who thronged the foy­er dur­ing the en­tr’act­es.

				It seemed as if the mem­bers of the Con­ven­tion and those who sat upon the Re­volu­tion­ary Com­mit­tees, as well as the more prom­in­ent speak­ers in the vari­ous Clubs, had made a point of show­ing them­selves to the pub­lic, gay, un­con­cerned, in­ter­ested in the stage and in the audi­ence, at this mo­ment when every man’s head was in­sec­ure upon his shoulders and no man knew wheth­er on reach­ing home he would not find a posse of the Na­tion­al Guard wait­ing to con­vey him to the nearest pris­on.

				Death in­deed lurked every­where.

				The even­ing be­fore, at a sup­per party giv­en in the house of deputy Bar­rère, a pa­per was said to have dropped out of Robe­s­pi­erre’s coat pock­et, and been found by one of the guests. The pa­per con­tained noth­ing but just forty names. What those names were the gen­er­al pub­lic did not know, nor for what pur­pose the dic­tat­or car­ried the list about in his pock­et; but dur­ing the rep­res­ent­a­tion of Henri VIII, the more ob­scure cit­izens of Par­is—happy in their own in­sig­ni­fic­ance—noted that in the foy­er dur­ing the en­tr’act­es, cit­izen Tal­li­en and his friends ap­peared ob­sequious, whilst those who fawned upon Robe­s­pi­erre were more than usu­ally ar­rog­ant.

			
			
				II

				In one of the pro­scen­i­um boxes, cit­ize­ness Cabar­rus at­trac­ted a great deal of at­ten­tion. In­deed, her beauty to­night was in the opin­ion of most men pos­it­ively dazzling. Dressed with al­most os­ten­ta­tious sim­pli­city, she drew all eyes upon her by her merry, ringing laughter, the ripple of con­ver­sa­tion which flowed al­most in­cess­antly from her lips, and the grace­ful, pro­voc­at­ive ges­tures of her bare hands and arms as she toyed with a mini­ature fan.

				In­deed, Ther­esia Cabar­rus was un­usu­ally light­hearted to­night. Sit­ting dur­ing the first two acts of the tragedy in her box, in the com­pany of cit­izen Tal­li­en, she be­came the cy­nos­ure of all eyes, proud and happy when, dur­ing the third in­ter­val, she re­ceived the vis­it of Robe­s­pi­erre.

				He only stayed with her a few mo­ments, and kept him­self con­cealed for the most part at the back of the box; but he had been seen to enter, and Ther­esia’s ex­clam­a­tion, “Ah, cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre! What a pleas­ant sur­prise! ’Tis not of­ten you grace the theatre with your pres­ence!” had been heard all over the house.

				In­deed, with the ex­cep­tion of Ele­onore Du­play, whose pas­sion­ate ad­mir­a­tion he rather ac­cep­ted than re­cip­roc­ated, the in­cor­rupt­ible and fe­line tyr­ant had nev­er been known to pay at­ten­tion to any wo­man. Great there­fore was Ther­esia’s tri­umph. Vis­ions of that grandeur which she had al­ways coveted and to which she had al­ways felt her­self pre­destined, danced be­fore her eyes; and re­mem­ber­ing Chauvelin’s proph­ecies and Moth­er Théot’s in­cant­a­tions, she al­lowed the dream-pic­ture of the mag­ni­fi­cent Eng­lish mi­lor to fade slowly from her ken, bid­ding it a re­luct­ant adieu.

				Though in her heart she still prayed for his de­liv­er­ance—and did it with a pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness—some imp­ish de­mon would hov­er at her el­bow and re­peat in her un­will­ing ear Chauvelin’s in­spired words: “Bring the Scar­let Pim­per­nel to his knees at the chari­ot-wheel of Robe­s­pi­erre, and the crown of the Bour­bons will be yours for the ask­ing.” And if, when she thought of that splen­did head fall­ing un­der the guil­lot­ine, a pang of re­morse and re­gret shot through her heart, she turned with a se­duct­ive smile to the only man who could place that crown at her feet. His pop­ular­ity was still at its zenith. To­night, whenev­er the audi­ence caught sigh of him in the Cabar­rus’ box, a wild cheer rang out from gal­lery to pit of the house. Then Ther­esia would lean over to him and whis­per in­sinu­at­ingly:

				“You can do any­thing with that crowd, cit­izen! You hold the people by the mag­net­ism of your pres­ence and of your voice. There is no height to which you can­not as­pire.”

				“The great­er the height,” he mur­mured moodily, “the diz­zi­er the fall …”

				“ ’Tis on the sum­mit you should gaze,” she re­tor­ted; “not on the abyss be­low.”

				“I prefer to gaze in­to the love­li­est eyes in Par­is,” he replied with a clumsy at­tempt at gal­lantry; “and re­main blind to the sum­mits as well as to the depths.”

				She tapped her dain­tily shod foot against the ground and gave an im­pa­tient little sigh. It seemed as if at every turn of for­tune she was con­fron­ted with pusil­lan­im­ity and in­de­cision. Tal­li­en fawn­ing on Robe­s­pi­erre; Robe­s­pi­erre afraid of Tal­li­en; Chauvelin a prey to nerves. How dif­fer­ent to them all was that cool, self-pos­sessed Eng­lish­man with the easy good-hu­mour and splen­did self-as­sur­ance!

				“I would make you Queen of France in all but name!” He said this as eas­ily, as un­con­cern­edly as if he were prom­ising an in­vit­a­tion to a rout.

				When, a mo­ment or two later, Robe­s­pi­erre took leave of her and she was left for a while alone with her thoughts, Ther­esia no longer tried to brush away from her men­tal vis­ion the pic­ture on which her mind loved to dwell. The tall, mag­ni­fi­cent fig­ure; the lazy, laugh­ing eyes; the slender hand that looked so firm and strong amidst the bil­lows of ex­quis­ite lace.

				Ah, well! The dream was over! It would nev­er come again. He him­self had wakened her; he him­self had cast the die which must end his splen­did life, even at the hour when love and for­tune smiled at him through the lips and eyes of beau­ti­ful Cabar­rus.

				Fate, in the guise of the one man she could have loved, was throw­ing Ther­esia in­to the arms of Robe­s­pi­erre.

			
			
				III

				The next mo­ment she was rudely awakened from her dreams. The door of her box was torn open by a vi­ol­ent hand, and turn­ing, she saw Ber­trand Mon­crif, hat­less, with hair dishevelled, clothes drip­ping and mud-stained, and lin­en soaked through. She was only just in time to ar­rest with a per­emp­tory ges­ture the cry which was ob­vi­ously hov­er­ing on his lips.

				“Hush—sh—sh!” came at once from every por­tion of the audi­ence, angered by this dis­turb­ing noise.

				Tal­li­en jumped to his feet.

				“What is it?” he de­man­ded in a quick whis­per.

				“A per­quis­i­tion,” Mon­crif replied hur­riedly, “in the house of the citoy­enne!”

				“Im­possible!” she broke in harshly.

				“Hush! … Si­lence!” the audi­ence muttered aud­ibly.

				“I come from there,” Mon­crif mur­mured. “I have seen … heard …”

				“Come out­side,” Ther­esia in­ter­jec­ted. “We can­not talk here.”

				She led the way out, and Tal­li­en and Mon­crif fol­lowed.

				The cor­ridor for­tu­nately was deser­ted. Only a couple of ouvreuses stood gos­sip­ing in a corner. Ther­esia, white to the lips—but more from an­ger than fear—dragged Mon­crif with her to the foy­er. Here there was no one.

				“Now, tell me!” she com­manded.

				Ber­trand passed his trem­bling hand through his soak­ing hair. His clothes were wet through. He was shak­ing from head to foot and ap­peared to have run till now he could scarcely stand.

				“Tell me!” Ther­esia re­it­er­ated im­pa­tiently.

				Tal­li­en stood by, half para­lysed with ter­ror. He did not ques­tion the young­er man, but gazed on him with com­pel­ling, hor­ror-filled eyes, as if he would wrench the words out of him be­fore they reached his throat.

				“I was in the Rue Ville­dot,” Mon­crif stammered breath­lessly at last, “when the storm broke. I sough shel­ter un­der the por­tico of a house op­pos­ite the citoy­enne’s lodgings … I was there a long time. Then the storm sub­sided … Men in uni­form came along … They were sol­diers of the Na­tion­al Guard … I could see that, though the street was pitch-dark … They passed quite close to me … They were talk­ing of the citoy­enne … Then they crossed over to her lodgings … I saw them enter the house … I saw cit­izen Chauvelin in the door­way … He chided them for be­ing late … There was a cap­tain, and there were six sol­diers, and that asth­mat­ic coal­heaver was with them.”

				“What!” Ther­esia ex­claimed. “Rat­eau?”

				“What in Satan’s name does it all mean?” Tal­li­en ex­claimed with a sav­age curse.

				“They went in­to the house,” Mon­crif went on, his voice rasp­ing through his parched throat. “I fol­lowed at a little dis­tance, to make quite sure be­fore I came to warn you. For­tu­nately I knew where you were … for­tu­nately I al­ways know …”

				“You are sure they went up to my rooms?” Ther­esia broke in quickly.

				“Yes. Two minutes later I saw a light in your apart­ment.”

				She turned ab­ruptly to Tal­li­en.

				“My cloak!” she com­manded. “I left it in the box.”

				He tried to protest.

				“I am go­ing,” she re­joined firmly. “This is some ghastly mis­take, for which that fiend Chauvelin shall an­swer with his life. My cloak!”

				It was Ber­trand who went back for the cloak and wrapped her in it. He knew—none bet­ter—that if his di­vin­ity de­sired to go, no power on earth would keep her back. She did not ap­pear in the least afraid, but her wrath was ter­rible to see, and boded ill to those who had dared pro­voke it. In­deed, Ther­esia, flushed with her re­cent tri­umph and with Robe­s­pi­erre’s rare if clumsy gal­lantries still ringing in her ear, felt ready to dare any­thing, to brave any­one—even Chauvelin and his threats. She even suc­ceeded in re­as­sur­ing Tal­li­en, ordered him to re­main in the theatre, and to show him­self to the pub­lic as ut­terly un­con­cerned.

				“In case a ru­mour of this out­rage pen­et­rates to the audi­ence,” she said, “you must ap­pear to make light of it … Nay! you must at once threaten re­pris­als against its per­pet­rat­ors.”

				Then she wrapped her cloak about her and, tak­ing Ber­trand’s arm, she hur­ried out of the theatre.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXXI

				Our Lady of Pity

			
			
				I

				It was like an out­raged di­vin­ity in the face of sac­ri­lege that Ther­esia Cabar­rus ap­peared in the ante­cham­ber of her apart­ment, ten minutes later.

				Her rooms were full of men; sentries were at the door; the fur­niture was over­turned, the up­hol­stery ripped up, cup­board doors swung open; even her bed and bed­ding lay in a tangled heap upon the floor. The lights in the rooms were dim, one single lamp shed­ding its feeble rays from the ante­cham­ber in­to the liv­ing-room, whilst an­oth­er flickered on a wall-brack­et in the pas­sage. In the bed­room the maid Pepita, guarded by a sol­dier, was loudly lament­ing and curs­ing in vol­uble Span­ish.

				Cit­izen Chauvelin was stand­ing in the centre of the liv­ing-room, in­tent on ex­amin­ing some pa­pers. In a corner of the ante­cham­ber cowered the un­gainly fig­ure of Rat­eau the coal­heaver.

				Ther­esia took in the whole tra­gic pic­ture at a glance; then with a proud, de­fi­ant toss of the head she swept past the sol­diers in the ante­cham­ber and con­fron­ted Chauvelin, be­fore he had time to no­tice her ap­proach.

				“Some­thing has turned your brain, cit­izen Chauvelin,” she said coolly. “What is it?”

				He looked up, en­countered her furi­ous glance, and at once made her a pro­found, iron­ic­al bow.

				“How wise was our young friend there to tell you of our vis­it, citoy­enne,” he said suavely.

				And he looked with mild ap­prov­al in the dir­ec­tion where Ber­trand Mon­crif stood between two sol­diers, who had quickly barred his pro­gress and were hold­ing him tightly by the wrists.

				“I came,” Ther­esia re­tor­ted harshly, “as the fore­run­ner of those who will know how to pun­ish this out­rage, cit­izen Chauvelin.”

				Once more he bowed, smil­ing blandly.

				“I shall be as ready to re­ceive them,” he said quietly, “as I am grat­i­fied to see the citoy­enne Cabar­rus. When they come, shall I dir­ect them to call and see their beau­ti­ful Eger­ia at the Con­ci­er­ger­ie, whith­er we shall have the hon­our to con­vey her im­me­di­ately?”

				Ther­esia threw back her head and laughed; but her voice soun­ded hard and forced.

				“At the Con­ci­er­ger­ie?” she ex­claimed. “I?”

				“Even you, citoy­enne,” Chauvelin replied.

				“On what charge, I pray you?” she de­man­ded, with bit­ing sar­casm.

				“Of traf­fick­ing with the en­emies of the Re­pub­lic.”

				She shrugged her shoulders.

				“You are mad, cit­izen Chauvelin!” she ri­pos­ted with per­fect sang­froid. “I pray you, or­der your men to rees­tab­lish or­der to my apart­ment; and re­mem­ber that I will hold you re­spons­ible for any dam­age that has been done.”

				“Shall I also,” Chauvelin re­joined with equally per­fect equan­im­ity, “re­place these let­ters and oth­er in­ter­est­ing ob­jects, there where we found them?”

				“Let­ters?” she re­tor­ted, frown­ing. “What let­ters?”

				“These, citoy­enne,” he replied, and held up to her gaze the pa­pers which he had in his hand.

				“What are they? I have nev­er seen them be­fore.”

				“Nev­er­the­less, we found them in that bur­eau.” And Chauvelin poin­ted to a small piece of fur­niture which stood against the wall, and the draw­ers of which had ob­vi­ously been for­cibly torn open. Then as Ther­esia re­mained si­lent, ap­par­ently un­un­der­stand­ing, he went on suavely: “They are let­ters writ­ten at dif­fer­ent times to Mme. de Fon­tenay, née Cabar­rus—Our Lady of Pity, as she was called by grate­ful Bor­deaux.”

				“By whom?” she asked.

				“By the in­ter­est­ing hero of ro­mance who is known to the world as the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.”

				“It is false!” she re­tor­ted firmly. “I have nev­er re­ceived a let­ter from him in my life!”

				“His hand­writ­ing is all too fa­mil­i­ar to me, citoy­enne; and the let­ters are ad­dressed to you.”

				“It is false!” she re­it­er­ated with un­abated firm­ness. “This is some dev­il­ish trick you have de­vised in or­der to ru­in me. But take care, cit­izen Chauvelin, take care! If this is a tri­al of strength ’twixt you and me, the next few hours will show who will gain the day.”

				“If it were a trail of strength ’twixt you and me, citoy­enne,” he re­joined blandly, “I would already be a van­quished man. But it is France this time who has chal­lenged a trait­or. That trait­or is Ther­esia Fon­tenay, née Cabar­rus. The tri­al of strength is between her and France.”

				“You are mad, cit­izen Chauvelin! If there were let­ters writ by the Scar­let Pim­per­nel found in my rooms, ’tis you who put them there!”

				“That state­ment you will be at liberty to sub­stan­ti­ate to­mor­row, citoy­enne,” he re­tor­ted coldly, “at the bar of the re­volu­tion­ary tribunal. There, no doubt, you can ex­plain away how cit­izen Rat­eau knew of the ex­ist­ence of those let­ters, and led me straight to their dis­cov­ery. I have an of­ficer of the Na­tion­al Guard, the com­mis­sary of the sec­tion, and half a dozen men, to prove the truth of what I say, and to add that in a wall-cup­board in your ante­cham­ber we also found this in­ter­est­ing col­lec­tion, the use of which you, citoy­enne, will no doubt be able to ex­plain.”

				He stepped aside and poin­ted to a curi­ous heap which littered the floor—rags for the most part: a tattered shirt, frayed breeches, a grimy cap, a wig made up of lank, col­our­less hair, the coun­ter­part of that which ad­orned the head of the coal­heaver Rat­eau.

				Ther­esia looked on those rags for a mo­ment in a kind of hor­ri­fied puz­zle­ment. Her cheeks and lips be­came the col­our of ashes. She put her hand up to her fore­head, as if to chase a hideous, ghoul­ish vis­ion away, and smothered a cry of hor­ror. Puz­zle­ment had giv­en place to a kind of su­per­sti­tious dread. The room, the rags, the faces of the sol­diers began to whirl around her—imp­ish shapes to dance a wild sara­band be­fore her eyes. And in the midst of this witch’s cauldron the fig­ure of Chauvelin, like a weird hobgob­lin, was ex­ecut­ing elf-like con­tor­tions and bran­dish­ing a pack­et of let­ters writ upon scar­let pa­per.

				She tried to laugh, to speak de­fi­ant words; but her throat felt as if it were held in a vice, and los­ing mo­ment­ary con­scious­ness she tottered, and only saved her­self from meas­ur­ing her length upon the floor by cling­ing with both hands to a table im­me­di­ately be­hind her.

				As to what happened after that, she only had a blurred im­pres­sion. Chauvelin gave a curt word of com­mand, and a couple of sol­diers came and stood to right and left of her. Then a pier­cing cry rang through the nar­row rooms, and she saw Ber­trand Mon­crif for one mo­ment between her­self and the sol­diers, fight­ing des­per­ately, shield­ing her with his body, tear­ing and ra­ging like a wild an­im­al de­fend­ing its young. The whole room ap­peared full of deaf­en­ing noise: cries and more cries—words of com­mand—calls of rage and of en­treaty. Then sud­denly the word “Fire!” and the det­on­a­tion of a pis­tol at close range, and the body of Ber­trand Mon­crif slid­ing down limp and im­pot­ent to the floor.

				After that, everything be­came dark around her. Ther­esia felt as if she were look­ing down an im­meas­ur­able abyss of inky black­ness, and that she was fall­ing, fall­ing …

				A thin, dry laugh brought her back to her senses, her pride to the fore, her van­ity up in arms. She drew her statuesque fig­ure up to its full height and once more con­fron­ted Chauvelin like an au­gust and out­raged di­vin­ity.

				“And at whose word,” she de­man­ded, “is this mon­strous charge to be brought against me?”

				“At the word of a free cit­izen of the State,” Chauvelin replied coldly.

				“Bring him be­fore me.”

				Chauvelin shrugged his shoulders and smiled in­dul­gently, like one who is ready to hu­mour a way­ward child.

				“Cit­izen Rat­eau!” he called.

				From the ante­room there came the sound of much shuff­ling, splut­ter­ing, and wheez­ing; then the dull clat­ter of wooden shoes upon the car­peted floor; and presently the un­gainly, grime-covered fig­ure of the coal­heaver ap­peared in the door­way.

				Ther­esia looked on him for a few seconds in si­lence, then she gave a ringing laugh, and with ex­quis­ite bare arm out­stretched she poin­ted to the scrubby ap­par­i­tion.

				“That man’s word against mine!” she called, with well-as­sumed mock­ery. “Rat­eau, the caitiff against Ther­esia Cabar­rus, the in­tim­ate friend of cit­izen Robe­s­pi­erre! What a sub­ject for a lam­poon!”

				Then her laughter broke. She turned once more on Chauvelin like an angry god­dess.

				“That ver­min!” she ex­claimed, her voice hoarse with in­dig­na­tion. “That sorry knave with a felon’s brand! In truth, cit­izen Chauvelin, your spite must be hard put to it to bring up such a wit­ness against me!”

				Then sud­denly her glance fell upon the life­less body of Ber­trand Mon­crif, and on the hor­rible crim­son stain which dis­col­oured his coat. She gave a shud­der of hor­ror, and for a mo­ment her eyes closed and her head fell back, as if she were about to swoon. But she quickly re­covered her­self. Her will­power at this mo­ment was un­con­quer­able. She looked with un­ut­ter­able con­tempt on Chauvelin; then she raised her cloak, which had slipped down from her shoulders, and wrapped it with a queen­like ges­ture around her, and without an­oth­er word led the way out of the apart­ment.

				Chauvelin re­mained stand­ing in the middle of the room, his face quite ex­pres­sion­less, his claw­like hands still fin­ger­ing the fate­ful let­ters. Two sol­diers re­mained with him be­side the body of Ber­trand Mon­crif. The maid Pepita, still shriek­ing and ges­tic­u­lat­ing vi­ol­ently, had to be dragged away in the wake of her mis­tress.

				In the door­way between the liv­ing-room and the ante­cham­ber, Rat­eau, humble, sniv­el­ling, more than a little frightened, stood aside in or­der to al­low the guard and their im­per­i­ous pris­on­er to pass. Ther­esia did not con­des­cend to look at him again; and he, shuff­ling and stum­bling in his clumsy wooden shoes, fol­lowed the sol­diers down the stairs.

			
			
				II

				It was still rain­ing hard. The cap­tain who was in charge of Ther­esia told her that he had a chaise ready for her. It was wait­ing out in the street. Ther­esia ordered him to send for it; she would not, she said, of­fer her­self as a spec­tacle to the rif­fraff who happened to be passing by. The cap­tain had prob­ably re­ceived or­ders to hu­mour the pris­on­er as far as was com­pat­ible with safety. Cer­tain it is that he sent one of his men to fetch the coach and to or­der the con­ci­erge to throw open the porte-cochère.

				Ther­esia re­mained stand­ing in the nar­row ves­ti­bule at the foot of the stairs. Two sol­diers stood on guard over the maid, whilst an­oth­er stood be­side Ther­esia. The cap­tain, mut­ter­ing with im­pa­tience, paced up and down the stone-paved floor. Rat­eau had paused on the stairs, a step or two just above where Ther­esia was stand­ing. On the wall op­pos­ite, sup­por­ted by an iron brack­et, a smoky oil-lamp shed a feeble, yel­low­ish flick­er around.

				A few minutes went by; then a loud clat­ter woke the echoes of the dreary old house, and a coach drawn by two an­cient, half-starved nags, lumbered in­to the court­yard and came to a halt in front of the open door­way. The cap­tain gave a sigh of re­lief, and called out: “Now then, citoy­enne!” whilst the sol­dier who had gone to fetch the coach jumped down from the box-seat and, with his com­rades, stood at at­ten­tion. The maid was sum­mar­ily bundled in­to the coach, and Ther­esia was ready to fol­low.

				Just then the draught through the open door blew her vel­vet cloak against the filthy rags of the miser­able ruf­fi­an be­hind her. An un­ex­plain­able im­pulse caused her to look up, and she en­countered his eyes fixed upon her. A dull cry rose to her throat, and in­stinct­ively she put up her hand to her mouth, striv­ing to smoth­er the sound. Hor­ror dilated her eyes, and through her lips one word es­caped like a hoarse mur­mur:

				“You!”

				He put a grimy fin­ger to his lips. But already she had re­covered her­self. Here then was the ex­plan­a­tion of the mys­tery which sur­roun­ded this mon­strous de­nun­ci­ation. The Eng­lish mi­lor had planned it as re­venge for the in­jury done to his wife.

				“Cap­tain!” she cried out shrilly. “Be­ware! The Eng­lish spy is at your heels!”

				But ap­par­ently the cap­tain’s com­plais­ance did not go to the length of listen­ing to the rav­ings of his fair pris­on­er. He was im­pa­tient to get this un­pleas­ant busi­ness over.

				“Now then, citoy­enne!” was his gruff re­tort. “En voit­ure!”

				“You fool!” she cried, bra­cing her­self against the grip of the sol­diers who were on the point of seiz­ing her. “ ’Tis the Scar­let Pim­per­nel! If you let him es­cape—”

				“The Scar­let Pim­per­nel?” the Cap­tain re­tor­ted with a laugh. “Where?”

				“The coal­heaver! Rat­eau! ’Tis he, I tell you!” And Ther­esia’s cries be­came more frantic as she felt her­self un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously lif­ted off the ground. “You fool! You fool! You are let­ting him es­cape!”

				“Rat­eau, the coal­heaver?” the cap­tain ex­claimed. “We have heard that pretty story be­fore. Here, cit­izen Rat­eau!” he went on, and shouted at the top of his voice. “Go and re­port your­self to cit­izen Chauvelin. Tell him you are the Scar­let Pim­per­nel! As for you, citoy­enne, enough of this shout­ing—what? My or­ders are to take you to the Con­ci­er­ger­ie, and not to run after spies—Eng­lish, Ger­man, or Dutch. Now then, cit­izen sol­diers! …”

				Ther­esia, throw­ing her dig­nity to the winds, did in­deed raise a shout that brought the oth­er lodgers of the house to their door. But her screams had be­come in­ar­tic­u­late, as the sol­diers, in obed­i­ence to the cap­tains im­pa­tient or­ders, had wrapped her cloak about her head. Thus the in­hab­it­ants of the dreary old house in the Rue Ville­dot could only as­cer­tain that the citoy­enne Cabar­rus who lodged on the third floor had been taken to pris­on, scream­ing and fight­ing, in a man­ner that no self-re­spect­ing ar­isto had ever done.

				Ther­esia Cabar­rus was ig­no­mini­ously lif­ted in­to the coach and de­pos­ited by the side of equally noisy Pepita. Through the folds of the cloak her re­it­er­ated cry could still faintly be heard:

				“You fool! You trait­or! You cursed, miser­able fool!”

				One of the lodgers on the second floor—a young wo­man who was on good terms with every male creature that wore uni­form—leaned over the bal­us­trade of the bal­cony and shouted gaily down:

				“Hey, cit­izen cap­tain! Why is the ar­isto scream­ing so?”

				One of the sol­diers looked up, and shouted back:

				“She has hold of the story that cit­izen Rat­eau is an Eng­lish mi­lor in dis­guise, and she wants to run after him!”

				Loud laughter greeted this tale, and a lusty cheer was set up as the coach swung clum­sily out of the court­yard.

				A mo­ment or two later, Chauvelin, fol­lowed by the two sol­diers, came quickly down the stairs. The noise from be­low had at last reached his ears. At first he too thought that it was only the proud Span­iard who was throw­ing her dig­nity to the winds. Then a word or two soun­ded clearly above the din:

				“The Scar­let Pim­per­nel! The Eng­lish spy!”

				The words ac­ted like a sor­cer­er’s charm—a call from the vasty deep. In an in­stant the rest of the world ceased to have any im­port­ance in his sight. One thing and one alone mattered; his en­emy.

				Call­ing to the sol­diers to fol­low him, he was out of the apart­ment and down in the ves­ti­bule be­low in a trice. The coach at that mo­ment was turn­ing out of the porte-cochère. The court­yard, wrapped in gloom, was alive with chat­ter­ing and laughter which pro­ceeded from the win­dows and bal­conies around. It was rain­ing fast, and from the bal­conies the wa­ter was pour­ing down in tor­rents.

				Chauvelin stood in the door­way and sent one of the sol­diers to as­cer­tain what the dis­turb­ance had all been about. The man re­turned with an ac­count of how the ar­isto had screamed and raved like a mad­wo­man, and tried to es­cape by send­ing the cit­izen cap­tain on a fool’s er­rand, vow­ing that poor old Rat­eau was an Eng­lish spy in dis­guise.

				Chauvelin gave a sigh of re­lief. He cer­tainly need not rack his nerves or break his head over that! He had good cause to know that Rat­eau, with the branded arm, could not pos­sibly be the Scar­let Pim­per­nel!

			
		
	
		
			
				XXXII

				Grey Dawn

			
			
				I

				Ten minutes later the court­yard and ap­proach of the old house in the Rue Ville­dot were once more wrapped in si­lence and in dark­ness. Chauvelin had with his own hands af­fixed the of­fi­cial seals on the doors which led to the apart­ments of citoy­enne Cabar­rus. In the liv­ing room, the body of the un­for­tu­nate Mon­crif still lay un­covered and un­watched, await­ing what hasty buri­al the com­mis­sary of the sec­tion would be pleased to or­der for it. Chauvelin dis­missed the sol­diers at the door, and him­self went his way.

				The storm was gradu­ally dy­ing away. By the time that the audi­ence filed out of the theatre, it was scarcely rain­ing. Only from afar, dull rum­blings of thun­der could still faintly be heard. Cit­izen Tal­li­en hur­ried along on foot to the Rue Ville­dot. The last hour had been pos­it­ive tor­ture for him. Al­though his reas­on told him that no man would be fool enough to trump up an ac­cus­a­tion against Ther­esia Cabar­rus, who was the friend, the Eger­ia of every in­flu­en­tial man in the Con­ven­tion or the Clubs, and that she her­self had al­ways been far too prudent to al­low her­self to be com­prom­ised in any way—al­though he knew all that, his over­wrought fancy con­jured up vis­ion which made him sick with dread. His Ther­esia in the hands of rough sol­diery—dragged to pris­on—he him­self un­able to as­cer­tain what had be­come of her—un­til he saw her at the bar of that aw­ful tribunal, from which there was no is­sue save the guil­lot­ine!

				And with this dread came un­en­dur­able, gnaw­ing re­morse. He him­self was one of the men who had helped to set up the ma­chinery of wild ac­cus­a­tions, mon­strous tribunals and whole­sale con­dem­na­tions which had been set in mo­tion now by an un­known hand against the wo­man he loved. He—Tal­li­en—the ar­dent lov­er, the fu­ture hus­band of Ther­esia, had aided in the con­sti­tu­tion of that ab­om­in­able Re­volu­tion­ary Com­mit­tee, which could strike at the in­no­cent as read­ily and as ruth­lessly as at the guilty.

				In­deed at this hour, this man, who long since had for­got­ten how to pray, when he heard the tower-clock of a neigh­bour­ing church strik­ing the hour, turned his eyes that were blurred with tears to­wards the sac­red edi­fice which he had helped to de­sec­rate, and found in his heart a half-re­membered pray­er which he mur­mured to the Fount of all Mercy and of Par­don.

			
			
				II

				Cit­izen Tal­li­en turned in­to the Rue Ville­dot, the street where lodged his be­loved. A minute or so later, he was mak­ing his way up the back stair­case of the dingy house where his di­vin­ity had dwelt un­til now. On the second-floor land­ing two wo­men stood gos­sip­ing. One of them re­cog­nised the in­flu­en­tial Rep­res­ent­at­ive.

				“It is cit­izen Tal­li­en,” she said.

				And the oth­er wo­man at once vo­lun­teered the in­form­a­tion:

				“They have ar­res­ted the citoy­enne Cabar­rus,” she said; “and the sol­diers did not know whith­er they were tak­ing her.”

				Tal­li­en did not wait to listen fur­ther. He stumbled up the stairs to the third floor, to the door which he knew so well. His trem­bling fin­gers wandered over the painted pan­els. They en­countered the of­fi­cial seals, which told their own mute tale.

				The whole thing, then, was not a dream. Those as­sas­sins had taken his Ther­esia and dragged her to pris­on, would drag her on the mor­row to an out­rageous mock­ery of a tribunal first, and then to death! Who shall say what wild thoughts of ret­ro­spec­tion and of re­morse coursed through the brain of this man—him­self one of the makers of a bloody re­volu­tion? What vis­ions of past ideals, good in­ten­tions, of hon­est pur­pose and in­cess­ant la­bour, passed be­fore his mind? That glor­i­ous re­volu­tion, which was to mark the re­gen­er­a­tion of man­kind, which was to have giv­en liberty to the op­pressed, equal­ity to the meek, fra­tern­ity in one vast hu­man fam­ily! And what did it lead to but to op­pres­sion far more cruel than all that had gone be­fore, to frat­ri­cide and to ar­rog­ance on the one side, servil­ity on the oth­er, to con­stant ter­ror of death, to dis­cour­age­ment and sloth?

				For hours cit­izen Tal­li­en sat in the dark, on the stair­case out­side Ther­esia’s door, his head bur­ied in his hands. The grey dawn, liv­ing and chill, which came peep­ing in through the sky­light over­head, found him still sit­ting there, stiff and numb with cold.

				Wheth­er what happened after that was part of a dream, he nev­er knew. Cer­tain it is that presently some­thing ex­traneous ap­peared to rouse him. He sat up and listened, leaned his back against the wall, for he was very tired. Then he heard—or thought he heard—firm, swift steps on the stairs, and soon after saw the fig­ure of two men com­ing up the stairs. Both the men were very tall, one of them un­usu­ally so, and the ghostly light of dawn made him ap­pear un­real and mys­ter­i­ous. He was dressed with mar­vel­lous el­eg­ance; his smooth, fair hair was tied at the nape of the neck with a sat­in bow; soft, bil­lowy lace gleamed at his wrists and throat, and his hands were ex­quis­itely white and slender. Both the men wore huge coats of fine cloth, ad­orned with many capes, and boots of fine leath­er, per­fectly cut.

				They paused on the ves­ti­bule out­side the door of Ther­esia’s apart­ment, and ap­peared to be study­ing the of­fi­cial seals af­fixed upon the door. Then one of them—the taller of the two—took a knife out of his pock­et and cut through the tapes which held the seals to­geth­er. Then to­geth­er they stepped coolly in­to the apart­ment.

				Tal­li­en had watched them, dazed and fas­cin­ated. He was so numb and weary that his tongue—just like it does in dreams—re­fused him ser­vice when he tried to call. But now he struggled to his feet and fol­lowed in the wake of the two mys­ter­i­ous strangers. With him, the in­stinct of the of­fi­cial, the re­spect due to reg­u­la­tions and laws framed by his col­leagues and him­self, had been too strong to al­low him to tamper with the seals, and there was some­thing mys­ter­i­ous and awe­some about that tall fig­ure of a man, dressed with su­preme el­eg­ance, whose slender, firm hands had so un­con­cern­edly com­mit­ted this flag­rant breach of the law. It did not oc­cur to Tal­li­en to call for help. Some­how, the whole in­cid­ent—the two men—were so ghost­like, that he felt that at a word they would van­ish in­to thin air.

				He stepped cau­tiously in­to the fa­mil­i­ar little ante­cham­ber. The strangers had gone through to the liv­ing-room. One of them was kneel­ing on the floor. Tal­li­en, who knew noth­ing of the tragedy which had been en­acted in­side the apart­ment of his be­loved, mar­velled what the men were do­ing. He crept stealth­ily for­ward and craned his neck to see. The win­dow at the end of the room had been left un­fastened. A weird grey streak of light came peep­ing in and il­lumined the awe­some scene: the over­turned fur­niture, the torn hangings; and on the ground, the body of a man, with the stranger kneel­ing be­side it.

				Tal­li­en, weary and dazed, al­ways of a del­ic­ate con­sti­tu­tion, felt nigh to swoon­ing. His knees were shak­ing, a cold dread of the su­per­nat­ur­al held his heart with an icy grip and caused his hair to tingle at the roots. His tongue felt huge and as if para­lysed, his teeth were chat­ter­ing to­geth­er. It was as much as he could do not to meas­ure his length on the ground; and the vague de­sire to re­main un­ob­served kept him crouch­ing in the gloom.

				He just could see the tall stranger pass his hands over the body on the floor, and could hear the oth­er ask him a ques­tion in Eng­lish.

				A few mo­ments went by. The strangers con­versed in a low tone of voice. From one or two words which came clearly to his ear, Tal­li­en gathered that they spoke in Eng­lish—a lan­guage with which he him­self was fa­mil­i­ar. The taller man of the two ap­peared to be giv­ing his friend some or­ders, which the lat­ter prom­ised to obey. Then, with ut­most pre­cau­tion, he took the body in his arms and lif­ted it from the floor.

				“Let me help you, Blakeney,” the oth­er said in a whis­per.

				“No, no!” the mys­ter­i­ous stranger replied quickly. “The poor worm is as light as a feath­er! ’Tis bet­ter he died as he did. His un­for­tu­nate in­fatu­ation was killing him.”

				“Poor little Ré­gine!” the young­er man sighed.

				“It is bet­ter so,” his friend re­joined. “We’ll be able to tell her that he died nobly, and that we’ve giv­en him Chris­ti­an buri­al.”

				No won­der that Tal­li­en thought that he was dream­ing! These Eng­lish were strange folk in­deed! Heav­en alone knew what they risked by com­ing here, at this hour, and in­to this house, in or­der to fetch away the body of their friend. They cer­tainly were wholly un­con­scious of danger.

				Tal­li­en held his breath. He saw the splen­did fig­ure of the mys­ter­i­ous ad­ven­turer step across the threshold, bear­ing the life­less body in his arms with as much ease as if he were car­ry­ing a child. The pale grey light of morn­ing was be­hind him, and his fine head with its smooth fair hair was sil­hou­et­ted against the neu­tu­al-tin­ted back­ground. His friend came im­me­di­ately be­hind him.

				In the dark ante­cham­ber he paused, and called ab­ruptly:

				“Cit­izen Tal­li­en!”

				A cry rose to Tal­li­en’s throat. He had thought him­self en­tirely un­ob­served, and the stranger a mere vis­ion which he was watch­ing in a dream. Now he felt that com­pel­ling eyes were gaz­ing straight at him, pier­cing the dark­ness for a clear­er sight of his face.

				But the spell was still on him, and he only moved in or­der to straight­en him­self out and to force his trem­bling knees to be still.

				“They have taken the citoy­enne Cabar­rus to the Con­ci­er­ger­ie,” the stranger went on simply. “To­mor­row she will be charged be­fore the Re­volu­tion­ary Tribunal. … You know what is the in­ev­it­able end—”

				It seemed as if some subtle ma­gic was in the man’s voice, in his very pres­ence, in the glance where­with he chal­lenged that of the un­for­tu­nate Tal­li­en. The lat­ter felt a wave of shame sweep over him. There was some­thing so splen­did in these two men—ex­quis­itely dressed, and per­fectly de­lib­er­ate and cool in all their move­ments—who were brav­ing and dar­ing death in or­der to give Chris­ti­an buri­al to their friend; whilst he, in face of the out­rage put upon his be­loved, had only sat on her de­sec­rated door­step like a dumb an­im­al pin­ing for its mas­ter. He felt a hot flush rush to his cheeks. With quick, nervy move­ments he re­ad­jus­ted the set of his coat, passed his thin hands over his rumpled hair; whilst the stranger re­it­er­ated with sol­emn sig­ni­fic­ance:

				“You know what is the in­ev­it­able end … The citoy­enne Cabar­rus will be con­demned …”

				Tal­li­en this time met the stranger’s eyes fear­lessly. It was the ma­gic of strength and of cour­age that flowed in­to him from them. He drew up his mea­gre stature to its full height and threw up his head with an air of de­fi­ance and of con­scious power.

				“Not while I live!” he said firmly.

				“Ther­esia Cabar­rus will be con­demned to­mor­row,” the stranger went on calmly. “Then the next day, the guil­lot­ine—”

				“Nev­er!”

				“In­ev­it­ably! … Un­less—”

				“Un­less what?” Tal­li­en quer­ied, and hung breath­less on the man’s lips as he would on those of an or­acle.

				“Ther­esia Cabar­rus, or Robe­s­pi­erre and his herd of as­sas­sins. Which shall it be, cit­izen Tal­li­en?”

				“By Heav­en!—” Tal­li­en ex­claimed force­fully.

				But he got no fur­ther. The stranger, bear­ing his bur­den, had already gone out of the room, closely fol­lowed by his friend.

				Tal­li­en was alone in the deser­ted apart­ment, where every broken piece of fur­niture, every torn cur­tain, cried out for ven­geance in the name of his be­loved. He said noth­ing. He neither pro­tested nor swore. But he tip­toed in­to the apart­ment and knelt down upon the floor close be­side the small sofa on which she was wont to sit. Here he re­mained quite still for a minute or two, his eyes closed, his hands tightly clasped to­geth­er. Then he stooped very low and pressed his lips against the spot where her pretty, san­dalled foot was wont to rest.

				After that he rose, strode with a firm step out of the apart­ment, care­fully clos­ing the doors be­hind him.

				The strangers had van­ished in­to the night; and cit­izen Tal­li­en went quietly back to his own lodgings.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXXIII

				The Cata­clysm

			
			
				I

				Forty names! Found on a list in the pock­et of Robe­s­pi­erre’s coat!

				Forty names! And every one of these that of a known op­pon­ent of Robe­s­pi­erre’s schemes of dic­tat­or­ship: Tal­li­en, Bar­rère, Vadi­er, Cam­bon, and the rest. Men power­ful today, prom­in­ent Mem­bers of the Con­ven­tion, lead­ers of the people, too—but op­pon­ents!

				The in­fer­ence was ob­vi­ous, the pan­ic gen­er­al. That night—it was the 8th Ther­midor, Ju­ly the 26th of the old cal­en­dar—men talked of flight, of ab­ject sur­render, of ap­peal—save the mark!—to friend­ship, ca­marader­ie, hu­man­ity! Friend­ship, ca­marader­ie, hu­man­ity? An ap­peal to a heart of stone! They talked of everything, in fact, save of de­fy­ing the tyr­ant; for such talk would have been folly.

				De­fy­ing the tyr­ant? Ye gods! When with a word he could sway the Con­ven­tion, the Com­mit­tees, the mul­ti­tude, bend them to his will, bring them to heel like any tamer of beasts when he cracks his whip?

				So men talked and trembled. All night they talked and trembled; for they did not sleep, those forty whose names were on Robe­s­pi­erre’s list. But Tal­li­en, their chief, was nowhere to be found. ’Twas known that his fiancée, the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia Cabar­rus, had been sum­mar­ily ar­res­ted. Since then he had dis­ap­peared; and they—the oth­ers—were lead­er­less. But, even so, he was no loss. Tal­li­en was ever pusil­lan­im­ous, a tem­por­iser—what?

				And now the hour for tem­por­ising is past. Robe­s­pi­erre then is to be dic­tat­or of France. He will be dic­tat­or of France, in spite of any op­pos­i­tion led by those forty whose names are on his list! He will be dic­tat­or of France! He has not said it; but his friends have shouted it from the house­tops, and have mur­mured un­der their breath that those who op­pose Robe­s­pi­erre’s dic­tat­or­ship are trait­ors to the land. Death then must be their fate.

				When then, ye gods? What then?

			
			
				II

				And so the day broke—smil­ing, mark you! It was a beau­ti­ful warm Ju­ly morn­ing. It broke on what is per­haps the most stu­pendous cata­clysm—save one—the world has ever known.

				Be­hold the pic­ture! A med­ley. A con­fu­sion. A whirl of everything that is pas­sion­ate and cruel, de­fi­ant and des­per­ate. Heav­ens, how des­per­ate! Men who have thrown lives away as if lives were in truth grains of sand; men who have juggled with death dealt it and tossed it about like cards upon a gam­ing table. They are des­per­ate now, be­cause their own lives are at stake; and they find now that life can be very dear.

				So, hav­ing greeted their lead­er, the forty draw to­geth­er, watch­ing the mo­ment when hu­mil­ity will be most op­por­tune.

				Robe­s­pi­erre mounts the tribune. The hour has struck. His speech is one long, im­pas­sioned, in­volved tirade, full at first on vague ac­cus­a­tions against the en­emies of the Re­pub­lic and the people, and is full of prot­est­a­tions of his own pat­ri­ot­ism and self­less­ness. Then he warms to his own oratory; his words are proph­et­ic of death, his voice be­comes harsh—like a screech owl’s, so we’re told. His ac­cus­a­tions are no longer vague. He be­gins to strike.

				Cor­rup­tion! Back­slid­ing! Treach­ery! Mod­er­at­ism!—oh, mod­er­at­ism above all! Mod­er­at­ism is treach­ery to the glor­i­ous re­volu­tion. Every vic­tim spared form the guil­lot­ine is a trait­or let loose against the people! A trait­or, he who robs the guil­lot­ine of her prey! Robe­s­pi­erre stands alone in­cor­rupt­ible, true, faith­ful un­to death!

				And for all that treach­ery, what rem­edy is there? Why, death of course! Death! The guil­lot­ine! New power to the sov­er­eign guil­lot­ine! Death to all the trait­ors!

				And sev­en hun­dred faces be­came paler still with dread, and the sweat of ter­ror rises on sev­en hun­dred brows. There were only forty names on that list … but there might be oth­ers some­where else!

				And still the voice of Robe­s­pi­erre thun­ders on. His words fall of sev­en hun­dred pairs of ears like on a sound­ing-board; his friends, his sy­co­phants, echo them; they ap­plaud, rise in wild en­thu­si­asm. ’Tis the ap­plause that is thun­der­ing now!

				One of the tyr­ant’s most ab­ject slaves has put for­ward the mo­tion that the great speech just de­livered shall forth­with be prin­ted, and dis­trib­uted to every town­ship, every vil­lage, through­out France, as a monu­ment to the lofty pat­ri­ot­ism of her greatest cit­izen.

				The mo­tion at one mo­ment looks as if it would be car­ried with ac­clam­a­tions; after which, Robe­s­pi­erre’s tri­umph would have ris­en to the height of dei­fic­a­tion. Then sud­denly the note of dis­sen­sion; the hush; the si­lence. The great As­sembly is like a sound­ing-board that has ceased to re­spond. Some­thing had turned the ac­clam­a­tions to mut­ter­ings, and then to si­lence. The sound­ing-board has giv­en forth a dis­son­ance. Cit­izen Tal­li­en has de­man­ded “delay in print­ing that speech,” and asked per­tin­ently:

				“What has be­come of the Liberty of Opin­ion in this Con­ven­tion?”

				His face is the col­our of ashes, and his eyes, ringed with purple, gleam with an un­nat­ur­al fire. The cow­ard has be­come bold; the sheep has donned the li­on’s skin.

				There is a flut­ter in the Con­ven­tion, a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion. But the ques­tion is put to the vote, and the speech is not to be prin­ted. A small mat­ter, in truth—print­ing or not print­ing … Does the Des­tiny of France hang on so small a peg?

				It is a small mat­ter; and yet how full of portent! Like the breath of mutiny blow­ing across a ship. But noth­ing more oc­curs just then. Robe­s­pi­erre, lofty in his scorn, puts the notes of his speech in­to his pock­et. He does not con­des­cend to ar­gue. He, the mas­ter of France, will not deign to bandy words with his slaves. And he stalks out of the Hall sur­roun­ded by his friends.

				There has been a breath of mutiny; but his is still the iron heel, power­ful enough to crush a ra­ging re­volt. His with­draw­al—proud, si­lent, men­acing—is in keep­ing with his char­ac­ter and with the pose which he has as­sumed of late. But he is still the Chosen of the People; and the mul­ti­tude is there, throng­ing the streets of Par­is—there, to avenge the in­sult put upon their idol by a pack of slink­ing wolves.

			
			
				III

				And now the pic­ture be­comes still more poignant. It is painted in col­ours more vivid, more glow­ing than and again the Hall of the Con­ven­tion is crowded to the roof, with Tal­li­en and his friends, in a close phalanx, early at their post!

				Tal­li­en is there, pale, res­ol­ute, the fire of his hatred kept up by anxi­ety for his be­loved. The night be­fore, at the corner of a dark street, a sur­repti­tious hand slipped a scrap of pa­per in­to the pock­et of his coat. It was a mes­sage writ­ten by Ther­esia in pris­on, and writ­ten with her own blood. How it ever came in­to his pock­et Tal­li­en nev­er know; but the few im­pas­sioned, ag­on­ised words, seared his very soul and whipped up his cour­age:

				“The Com­mis­sary of Po­lice has just left me,” Ther­esia wrote. “He came to tell me that to­mor­row I must ap­pear be­fore the tribunal. This means the guil­lot­ine. And I, who thought that you were a man … !”

				Not only is his own head in per­il, not only that of his friends; but the life of the wo­man whom he wor­ships hangs now upon the thread of his own au­da­city and of his cour­age.

				St. Just on this oc­ca­sion is the first to mount the tribune; and Robe­s­pi­erre, the very in­carn­a­tion of lust­ful and deadly Ven­geance, stands si­lently by. He has spent the af­ter­noon and even­ing with his friends at the Jac­obins’ Club, where deaf­en­ing ap­plause greeted his every word, and wild fury raged against his en­emies.

				It is then to be a fight to the fin­ish! To your tents, O Is­rael!

				To the guil­lot­ine all those who have dared to say one word against the Chosen of the People! St. Just shall thun­der Ven­geance from the tribune at the Con­ven­tion, whilst Hen­ri­ot, the drunk­en and dis­sol­ute Com­mand­ant of the Mu­ni­cip­al Guard, shall, by the might of sword and fire, pro­claim the sov­er­eignty of Robe­s­pi­erre through the streets of Par­is. That is the pic­ture as it has been painted in the minds of the tyr­ant and of his sy­co­phants: a pic­ture of death para­mount, and of Robe­s­pi­erre rising like a new Phoenix from out the fire of calumny and re­volt, great­er, more un­as­sail­able than be­fore.

				And lo! One sweep of the brush, and the pic­ture is changed.

				Ten minutes … less … and the whole course of the world’s his­tory is altered. No soon­er had St. Just moun­ted the tribune than Tal­li­en jumped to his feet. His voice, usu­ally meek and cul­tured, rises in a harsh cres­cendo, un­til it drowns that of the young­er orator.

				“Cit­izens,” he ex­claims, “I ask for truth! Let us tear aside the cur­tain be­hind which lurk con­cealed the real con­spir­at­ors and the trait­ors!”

				“Yes, yes! Truth! Let us have the truth!” One hun­dred voices—not forty—have raised the echo.

				The mutiny is on the verge of be­com­ing open re­volt, is that already, per­haps. It is like a spark fallen—who knows where?—in­to a powder magazine. Robe­s­pi­erre feels it, sees the spark. He knows that one move­ment, one word, one plunge in­to that magazine, fore­doomed though it be to de­struc­tion, one stamp with a sure foot, may yet quench the spark, may yet smoth­er the mutiny. He rushes to the tribune, tries to mount. But Tal­li­en has fore­stalled him, el­bows him out of the way, and turns to the sev­en hun­dred with a cry that rings far bey­ond the Hall, out in­to the streets.

				“Cit­izens!” he thun­ders in his turn. “I begged of you just now to tear aside the cur­tains be­hind which lurk the trait­ors. Well, the cur­tain is already rent. And if you dare not strike at the tyr­ant now, then ’tis I who will dare!” And from be­neath his coat he draws a dag­ger and raises it above his head. “And I will plunge this in­to his heart,” he cries, “if you have not the cour­age to smite!”

				His words, that gleam­ing bit of steal, fan the spark in­to a flame. With­in a few seconds, sev­en hun­dred voices are shout­ing, “Down with the tyr­ant!” Arms are wav­ing, hands ges­tic­u­late wildly, ex­citedly. Only a very few shout: “Be­hold the dag­ger of Bru­tus!” All the oth­ers re­tort with “Tyranny!” and “Con­spir­acy!” and with cries of “Vive la Liber­té!”

				At this hour all is con­fu­sion and deaf­en­ing up­roar. In vain Robe­s­pi­erre tries to speak. He de­mands to speak. He hurls in­sults, ana­thema, upon the Pres­id­ent, who re­lent­less re­fuses him speech and jingles his bell against him.

				“Pres­id­ent of As­sas­sins,” the fall­ing tyr­ant cries, “I de­mand speech of thee!”

				But the bell goes jingling on, and Robe­s­pi­erre, choked with rage and ter­ror, “turns blue” we are told, and his hand goes up to his throat.

				“The blood of Danton chokes thee!” cries one man. And these words seem like the last blow dealt to the fallen foe. The next mo­ment the voice of an ob­scure Deputy is raised, in or­der to speak the words that have been hov­er­ing on every lip:

				“I de­mand a de­cree of ac­cus­a­tion against Robe­s­pi­erre!”

				“Ac­cus­a­tion!” comes from sev­en hun­dred throats. “The de­cree of ac­cus­a­tion!”

				The Pres­id­ent jingles his bell, puts the ques­tion, and the mo­tion is passed un­an­im­ously.

				Max­im­i­li­en Robe­s­pi­erre—erstwhile mas­ter of France—is de­creed ac­cused.

			
		
	
		
			
				XXXIV

				The Whirl­wind

			
			
				I

				It was then noon. Five minutes later, the Chosen of the People, the fallen idol, is hustled out of the Hall in­to one of the Com­mit­tee rooms close by, and with his friends—St. Just, Couthon, Le­bas, his broth­er Au­gustin, and the oth­ers—all de­creed ac­cused and the or­der of ar­rest launched against them. As for the rest, ’tis the work of the Pub­lic Pro­sec­utor—and of the guil­lot­ine.

				At five o’clock the Con­ven­tion ad­journs. The depu­ties have earned food and rest. They rush to their homes, there to re­late what has happened; Tal­li­en to the Con­ci­er­ger­ie, to get a sight of Ther­esia. This is denied him. He is not dic­tat­or yet; and Robe­s­pi­erre, though ap­par­ently van­quished, still dom­in­ates—and lives.

				But from every church steeple the toc­sin bursts; and a pro­longed roll of drums ush­ers in the mo­ment­ous even­ing.

				In the city all is hope­less con­fu­sion. Men are run­ning in every dir­ec­tion, shout­ing, bran­dish­ing pis­tols and swords. Hen­ri­ot, Com­mand­ant of the Mu­ni­cip­al Guard, rides through the streets at the head of his gen­darmes like one pos­sessed, bent on de­liv­er­ing Robe­s­pi­erre. Wo­men and chil­dren fly scream­ing in every dir­ec­tion; the churches, so long deser­ted, are packed with people who, ter­ror-stricken, are try­ing to re­mem­ber long-for­got­ton pray­ers.

				Pro­clam­a­tions are read at street corners; there are ru­mours of a gen­er­al mas­sacre of all the pris­on­ers. At one mo­ment—the usu­al hour—the fa­mil­i­ar tum­bril with its load of vic­tims for the guil­lot­ine rattles along the cobble­stones of the Rue St. Ant­oine. The popu­lace, vaguely con­scious of some­thing stu­pendous in the air—even though the de­cree of ac­cus­a­tion against Robe­s­pi­erre has not yet tran­spired—loudly de­mand the re­lease of the vic­tims. They sur­round the tum­brils, cry­ing, “Let them be free!”

				But Hen­ri­ot at the head of his gen­darmes comes rid­ing down the street, and while the popu­lace shouts, “It shall not be! Let them be free!” he threatens with pis­tols and sabre, and re­torts, bel­low­ing: “It shall be! To the guil­lot­ine!” And the tum­brils, which for a mo­ment had hal­ted, lum­ber on, on their way.

			
			
				II

				Up in the at­tic of the lonely house in the Rue de la Planchette, Mar­guer­ite Blakeney heard but a mere faint echo of the con­fu­sion and of the up­roar.

				Dur­ing the pre­vi­ous long, sul­try af­ter­noon, it had seemed to her as if her jail­ers had been un­wontedly agit­ated. There was much more mov­ing to and fro on the land­ing out­side her door than there had been in the last three days. Men talked, mostly in whis­pers; but at times a word, a phrase here and there, a voice raised above the oth­ers, reached her strain­ing ears. She glued her ear to the key­hole and listened; but what she heard was all con­fu­sion, sen­tences that con­veyed but little mean­ing to her. She dis­tin­guished the voice of the Cap­tain of the Guard. He ap­peared im­pa­tient about some­thing, and talked about “miss­ing all the fun.” The oth­er sol­diers seemed to agree with him. Ob­vi­ously they were all drink­ing heav­ily, for their voices soun­ded hoarse and thick, and of­ten would break in­to bib­u­lous song. From time to time, too, she would hear the pat­ter of wooden shoes, to­geth­er with a wheezy cough, as from a man troubled with asthma.

				But it was all very vague, for her nerves by this time were on the rack. She had lost count of time, of place; she knew noth­ing. She was un­able even to think. All her in­stincts were merged in the dead of that si­lent even­ing hour, when Chauvelin’s furt­ive foot­steps would once more re­sound upon the stone floor out­side her door, when she would hear the quick word of com­mand that her­al­ded his ap­proach, the ground­ing of arms, the sharp query and quick an­swer, and when she would feel again the pres­ence of the re­lent­less en­emy who lay in wait to trap her be­loved.

				At one mo­ment that even­ing he had raised his voice, ob­vi­ously so that she might hear.

				“To­mor­row is the fourth day, cit­izen Cap­tain,” she had heard him say. “I may not be able to come.”

				“Then,” the voice of the Cap­tain had said in reply, “if the Eng­lish­man is not here by sev­en o’clock—”

				Chauvelin had giv­en a harsh, dry laugh, and re­tor­ted:

				“Your or­ders are as they were, cit­izen. But I think that the Eng­lish­man will come.”

				What it all meant Mar­guer­ite could not fail to con­jec­ture. It meant death to her or to her hus­band—to both, in fact. And all today she had sat by the open win­dow, her hands clasped in si­lent, con­stant pray­er, her eyes fixed upon the ho­ri­zon far away, long­ing with all her might for one last sight of her be­loved, fight­ing against des­pair, striv­ing for trust in him and for hope.

			
			
				III

				At this hour, the centre of in­terest is the Place de l’Hôtel de Ville, where Robe­s­pi­erre and his friends sit en­trenched and—for the mo­ment—safe. The pris­ons have re­fused one by one to close their gates upon the Chosen of the People; gov­ernors and jail­ers alike have quaked in the face of so mon­strous a sac­ri­lege. And the same gen­darmes who have been told off to es­cort the fallen tyr­ant to his pen­ul­tim­ate rest­ing-place, have had a touch of the same kind of scruple—or dread—and at his com­mand have con­veyed him to the Hôtel de Ville.

				In vain does the Con­ven­tion hast­ily re­as­semble. In vain—ap­par­ently—does Tal­li­en de­mand that the trait­or Robe­s­pi­erre and his friends be put out­side the pale of the law. They are for the mo­ment safe, re­dact­ing pro­clam­a­tions, send­ing out mes­sen­gers in every dir­ec­tion; whilst Hen­ri­ot and his gen­darmes, hav­ing struck ter­ror in the hearts of all peace­able cit­izens, hold the place out­side the Town Hall and pro­claim Robe­s­pi­erre dic­tat­or of France.

				The sun sinks to­wards the west be­hind a veil of mist. Fer­ment and con­fu­sion are at their height. All around the city there is an in­vis­ible bar­ri­er that seems to con­fine agit­a­tion with­in its walls. Out­side this bar­ri­er, no one knows what is hap­pen­ing. Only a vague dread has fil­trated through and gripped every heart. The guard at the sev­er­al gates ap­pear slack and un­dis­cip­lined. Sentries are ac­cos­ted by pass­ersby, eager for news. And, from time to time, from every dir­ec­tion, troops of the Mu­ni­cip­al gen­darmes ride furi­ously by, with shouts of “Robe­s­pi­erre! Robe­s­pi­erre! Death to the trait­ors! Long live Robe­s­pi­erre!”

				They raise a cloud of dust around them, trample un­heed­ingly over every obstacle, hu­man or oth­er­wise, that hap­pens to be in their way. They threaten peace­able cit­izens with their pis­tols and strike at wo­men and chil­dren with the flat of their sabres.

				As soon as they have gone by, ex­cited groups close up in their wake.

				“Name of a name, what is hap­pen­ing?” every­one quer­ies in af­fright.

				And gos­sip, con­jec­tures, ru­mours, hold un­dis­puted sway.

				“Robe­s­pi­erre is dic­tat­or of France!”

				“He has ordered the ar­rest of all the Mem­bers of the Con­ven­tion.”

				“And the mas­sacre of all the pris­on­ers.”

				“Pardi, a wise de­cree! As for me, I am sick of the etern­al tum­brils and the guil­lot­ine!”

				“Bet­ter fin­ish with the lot, say I!”

				“Robe­s­pi­erre! Robe­s­pi­erre!” comes as a far-off echo, to the ac­com­pani­ment of thun­der­ing hoofs upon the cobble­stones.

				And so, from mouth to mouth! The meek and the peace-lov­ing mag­ni­fy these ru­mours in­to ap­proach­ing cata­clysm; the op­por­tun­ists hold their tongue, ready to fall in with this party or that; the cow­ards lie in hid­ing and shout “Robe­s­pi­erre!” with Hen­ri­ot’s horde or “Tal­li­en!” in the neigh­bour­hood of the Tu­iler­ies.

				Here the Con­ven­tion has re­as­sembled, and here they are threatened presently by Hen­ri­ot and his ar­til­lery. The mem­bers of the great As­sembly re­main at their post. The Pres­id­ent has har­angued them.

				“Cit­izen depu­ties!” he calls aloud. “The mo­ment has come to die at our posts!”

				And they sit wait­ing for Hen­ri­ot’s can­non­ade, and calmly de­cree all the rebels “out­side the pale of the law.”

				Tal­li­en, moved by a spir­it of lofty cour­age, goes, fol­lowed by a few in­tim­ates, to meet Hen­ri­ot’s gun­ners boldly face to face.

				“Cit­izen sol­diers!” he calls aloud, and his voice has the res­on­ance of un­daun­ted cour­age. “After cov­er­ing yourselves with glory on the fields of hon­our, are you go­ing to dis­grace your coun­try?” He points a scorn­ful fin­ger at Hen­ri­ot who, bloated, purple in the face, grunt­ing and splut­ter­ing like an old seal, is reel­ing in his saddle. “Look at him, cit­izen sol­diers!” Tal­li­en com­mands. “He is drunk and be­sot­ted! What man is there who, be­ing sober, would dare to or­der fire against the rep­res­ent­at­ives of the people?”

				The gun­ners are moved, frightened too by the de­cree which has placed them “out­side the pale of the law.” Hen­ri­ot, fear­ing mutiny if he per­sisted in the mon­strous or­der to fire, with­draws his troops back to the Hôtel de Ville.

				Some fol­low him; some do not. And Tal­li­en goes back to the Hall of the Con­ven­tion covered with glory.

				Cit­izen Bar­ras is pro­moted Com­mand­ant of the Na­tion­al Guard and of all forces at the dis­pos­al of the Con­ven­tion, and ordered to re­cruit loy­al troops that will stand up to the trait­or Hen­ri­ot and his ruf­fi­anly gen­darmes. The lat­ter are in open re­volt against the Gov­ern­ment; but, name of a name! Cit­izen Bar­ras, with a few hun­dred pat­ri­ots, will soon put reas­on—and a few charges of gun­powder—in­to them!

			
			
				IV

				So, at five o’clock in the af­ter­noon, whilst Hen­ri­ot has once more col­lec­ted his gen­darmes and the rem­nants of his ar­til­lery out­side the Hôtel de Ville, cit­izen Bar­ras, ac­com­pan­ied by two aides-de-camp, goes forth on his re­cruit­ing mis­sion. He makes the round of the city gates, wish­ing to find out what loy­al sol­diers amongst the Na­tion­al Guard the Con­ven­tion can rely upon.

				Chauvelin, on his way to the Rue de la Planchette, meets Bar­ras at the Porte St. Ant­oine; and Bar­ras is full of the news.

				“Why were you not at your place at the As­sembly, cit­izen Chauvelin?” he asks of his col­league. “It was the grand­est mo­ment I have ever wit­nessed! Tal­li­en was su­perb, and Robe­s­pi­erre ig­noble! And if we suc­ceed in crush­ing that bloodthirsty mon­ster once and for all, it will be a new era of civil­isa­tion and liberty!”

				He halts, and con­tin­ues with a fret­ful sigh:

				“But we want sol­diers—loy­al sol­diers! All the troops that we can get! Hen­ri­ot has the whole of the Mu­ni­cip­al Gen­darm­er­ie at his com­mand, with mus­kets and guns; and Robe­s­pi­erre can al­ways sway that rabble with a word. We want men! … Men! …”

				But Chauvelin is in no mood to listen. Robe­s­pi­erre’s fall or his tri­umph, what are they to him at this hour, when the cur­tain is about to fall on the fi­nal act of his own stu­pendous drama of re­venge? Whatever hap­pens, who­ever re­mains in power, ven­geance is his! The Eng­lish spy in any event is sure of the guil­lot­ine. He is not the en­emy of a party, but of the people of France. And the sov­er­eignty of the people is not in ques­tion yet. Then, what mat­ters if the wild beasts in the Con­ven­tion are at one an­oth­er’s throat?

				So Chauvelin listens un­moved to Bar­ras’ pas­sion­ate tirades, and when the lat­ter, puzzled at his col­league’s in­dif­fer­ence, re­it­er­ates frown­ing:

				“I must have all the troops I can get. You have some cap­able sol­diers at your com­mand al­ways, cit­izen Chauvelin. Where are they now?”

				Chauvelin re­torts drily:

				“At work. On busi­ness at least as im­port­ant as tak­ing sides in a quar­rel between Robe­s­pi­erre and Tal­li­en.”

				“Pardi! …” Bar­ras protests hotly.

				But Chauvelin pays no fur­ther at­ten­tion to him. A neigh­bour­ing church clock has just struck six. With­in the hour his arch en­emy will be in his hands! Nev­er for a mo­ment does he doubt that the bold ad­ven­turer will come to the lonely house in the Rue de la Planchette. Even hat­ing the Eng­lish­man as he does, he knows that the lat­ter would not en­danger his wife’s safety by se­cur­ing his own.

				So Chauvelin turns on his heel, leav­ing Bar­ras to fume and to threaten. At the angle of the Porte St. Ant­oine, he stumbles against and nearly knocks over a man who sits on the ground, with his back to the wall, munch­ing a straw, his knees drawn up to his nose, a crim­son cap pulled over his eyes, and his two long arms en­circ­ling his shins.

				Chauvelin swore im­pa­tiently. His nerves were on the rack, and he was in no pleas­ant mood. The man, taken un­awares, had uttered an oath, which died away in a rack­ing fit of cough­ing. Chauvelin looked town, and saw the one long arm branded with the let­ter M the flesh still swollen and purple with the fire of the sear­ing iron.

				“Rat­eau!” he ejac­u­lated roughly. “What are you do­ing here?”

				Meek and servile, Rat­eau struggled with some dif­fi­culty to his feet.

				“I have fin­ished my work at Moth­er Théot’s, cit­izen,” he said humbly. “I was rest­ing.”

				Chauvelin kicked at him with the toe of his boot.

				“Then go and rest else­where,” he muttered. “The gates of the city are not refuges for vag­a­bonds.”

				After which act of un­ne­ces­sary bru­tal­ity, his tem­per mo­ment­ar­ily soothed, he turned on his heel and walked rap­idly through the gate.

				Bar­ras had stood by dur­ing this brief in­ter­lude, vaguely in­ter­ested in the little scene. But now, when the coal­heaver lurched past him, one of his aides-de-camp re­marked aud­ibly:

				“An un­pleas­ant cus­tom­er, cit­izen Chauvelin! Eh, friend?”

				“I be­lieve you!” Rat­eau replied read­ily enough. Then, with the mul­ish per­sist­ence of a gabby who is smart­ing un­der a wrong, he thrust out his branded arm right un­der cit­izen Bar­ras’ nose. “See what he has done to me!”

				Bar­ras frowned.

				“A con­vict, what? Then, how is it you are at large?”

				“I am not a con­vict,” Rat­eau pro­tested with sul­len em­phas­is. “I am an in­no­cent man, and a free cit­izen of the Re­pub­lic. But I got in cit­izen Chauvelin’s way, what? He is al­ways full of schemes—”

				“You are right there!” Bar­ras re­tor­ted grimly. But the sub­ject was not suf­fi­ciently in­ter­est­ing to en­gross his at­ten­tion fur­ther. He had so many and such mo­ment­ous things to do. Already he had nod­ded to his men and turned his back on the grimy coal­heaver, who, shaken by a fit of cough­ing, un­able to speak for the mo­ment, had put out his grimy hand and gripped the deputy firmly by the sleeve.

				“What is it now?” Bar­ras ejac­u­lated roughly.

				“If you will but listen, cit­izen,” Rat­eau wheezed pain­fully, “I can tell you—”

				“What?”

				“You were ask­ing cit­izen Chauvelin where you could find some sol­diers of the Re­pub­lic to do you ser­vice.”

				“Yes; I did.”

				“Well,” Rat­eau re­joined, and an ex­pres­sion of ma­li­cious cun­ning dis­tor­ted his ugly face. “I can tell you.”

				“What do you mean?”

				“I lodge in an empty ware­house over yon­der,” Rat­eau went on eagerly, and poin­ted in the dir­ec­tion where Chauvelin’s spare fig­ure had dis­ap­peared a while ago. “The floor above is in­hab­ited by Moth­er Théot, the witch. You know her, cit­izen?”

				“Yes, yes! I thought she had been sent to the guil­lot­ine along with—”

				“She was let out of pris­on, and has been do­ing some of cit­izen Chauvelin’s spy­ing for him.”

				Bar­ras frowned. This was none of his busi­ness, and the dirty coal­heaver in­spired him with an un­pleas­ant sense of loath­ing.

				“To the point, cit­izen!” he said curtly.

				“Cit­izen Chauvelin has a dozen or more sol­diers un­der his com­mand, in that house,” Rat­eau went on with a leer. “They are trained troops of the Na­tion­al Guard—”

				“How do you know?” Bar­ras broke in harshly.

				“Pardi!” was the coal­heaver’s dry reply. “I clean their boots for them.”

				“Where is the house?”

				“In the Rue de la Planchette. But there is an en­trance in­to the ware­house at the back of it.”

				“Al­lons!” was Bar­ras’ curt word of com­mand, to the two men who ac­com­pan­ied him.

				He strode up the street to­ward the gate, not caring wheth­er Rat­eau came along or no. But the coal­heaver fol­lowed in the wake of the three men. He had bur­ied his grimy fists once more in the pock­et of his tattered breeches; but not be­fore he had shaken them, each in turn, in the dir­ec­tion of the Rue de la Planchette.

			
			
				V

				Chauvelin in the mean­while had turned in­to Moth­er Théot’s house, and without speak­ing to the old char­lat­an, who was watch­ing for him in the ves­ti­bule, he moun­ted to the top floor. Here he called per­emp­tor­ily to Cap­tain Boy­er.

				“There is half an hour yet,” the lat­ter mur­mured gruffly; “and I am sick of all this wait­ing! Let me fin­ish with that cursed ar­isto in there. My com­rades and I want to see what is go­ing on in the city, and join in the fun, if there is any.”

				“Half an hour, cit­izen,” Chauvelin re­joined drily. “You’ll lose little of the fun, and you’ll cer­tainly lose your share of the ten thou­sand livres if you shoot the wo­man and fail to cap­ture the Scar­let Pim­per­nel.”

				“Bah! He’ll not come now,” Boy­er ri­pos­ted. “It is too late. He is look­ing after his own skin, pardi!”

				“He will come, I swear!” Chauvelin said firmly, as if in an­swer to his own thoughts.

				In­side the room, Mar­guer­ite has heard every word of this col­loquy. Its mean­ing is clear enough. Clear and hor­rible! Death awaits her at the hands of those ab­om­in­able ruf­fi­ans—here—with­in half an hour—un­less … Her thoughts are be­com­ing con­fused; she can­not con­cen­trate. Frightened? No, she is not frightened. She has looked death in the face be­fore now. That time in Boulogne. And there are worse things than death … There is, for in­stance, the fear that she might nev­er see her hus­band again … in this life … There is only half an hour or less than that … and … and he might not come … She prays that he might not come. But, if he does, then what chance has he? My God, what chance?

				And her tor­tured mind con­jures up vis­ions of his cour­age, his cool­ness, his amaz­ing au­da­city and luck … She thinks and thinks … if he does not come … and if he does …

				A dis­tant church clock strikes the half-hour … a short half-hour now …

				The even­ing is sul­try. An­oth­er storm is threat­en­ing, and the sun has tinged the heat-mist with red. The air smells foul, as in the midst of a huge, per­spir­ing crowd. And through the heat, the lull, above the hideous sounds of those ruf­fi­ans out­side her door, there is a rum­bling noise as of dis­tant, un­ceas­ing thun­der. The city is in trav­ail.

				Then sud­denly Boy­er, the Cap­tain of the ruf­fi­ans, ex­claims loudly:

				“Let me fin­ish with the ar­isto, cit­izen Chauvelin! I want to join in the fun.”

				And the door of her room is torn open by a sav­age, vi­ol­ent hand.

				The win­dow be­hind Mar­guer­ite is open, and she, fa­cing the door, clings with both hands to the sill. Her cheeks blood­less, her eyes glow­ing, her head erect, she waits, pray­ing with all her might for cour­age … only cour­age.

				The ruf­fi­anly cap­tain, in his tattered, mud-stained uni­form, stands in the door­way—for one mo­ment only. The next, Chauvelin has el­bowed him out of the way, and in his turn faces the pris­on­er—the in­no­cent wo­man whom he has pur­sued with such re­lent­less hatred. Mar­guer­ite prays with all her might, and does not flinch. Not for one second. Death stands there be­fore her in the guise of this man’s venge­ful lust, which gleams in his pale eyes. Death is there wait­ing for her, un­der the guise of the ig­noble sol­diers in the scrubby rags, with their mus­kets held in stained, filthy hands.

				Cour­age—only cour­age! The power to die as he would wish her to … could he but know!

				Chauvelin speaks to her; she does not hear. There is a mighty buzz­ing in her ears as of men shout­ing—shout­ing what, she does not know, for she is still pray­ing for cour­age. Chauvelin has ceased talk­ing. Then it must be the end. Thank God! she has had the cour­age not to speak and not to flinch. Now she closes her eyes, for there is a red mist be­fore her and she feels that she might fall in­to it—straight in­to that mist.

			
			
				VI

				With closed eyes, Mar­guer­ite sud­denly seems able to hear. She hears shouts which come from be­low—quite close, and com­ing near­er every mo­ment. Shouts, and the tramp, the scurry of many feet; and now and then that wheez­ing, asth­mat­ic cough, that strange, strange cough, and the click of wooden shoes. Then a voice, harsh and per­emp­tory:

				“Cit­izen sol­diers, your coun­try needs you! Rebels have de­fied her laws. To arms! Every man who hangs back is a desert­er and a trait­or!”

				After this, Chauvelin’s sharp, dic­tat­ori­al voice raised in protest:

				“In the name of the Re­pub­lic, cit­izen Bar­ras!—”

				But the oth­er breaks in more per­emp­tor­ily still:

				“Ah, ça, cit­izen Chauvelin Do you pre­sume to stand between me and my duty? By or­der of the Con­ven­tion now as­sembled, every sol­dier must re­port at once at his sec­tion. Are you per­chance on the side of the rebels?”

				At this point, Mar­guer­ite opens her eyes. Through the widely open door she sees the small, sable-clad fig­ure of Chauvelin, his pale face dis­tor­ted with rage to which he ob­vi­ously dare not give rein; and be­side him a short, stout­ish man in cloth coat and cord breeches, and with the tri­col­our scarf around his waist. His round face ap­pears crim­son with chol­er and in his right hand he grasps a heavy malacca stick, with a grip that pro­claims the de­sire to strike. The two men ap­pear to be de­fy­ing one an­oth­er; and all around them are the vague forms of the sol­diers sil­hou­et­ted against a dis­tant win­dow, through which the crim­son af­ter­noon glow comes peep­ing in on a cloud of flick­er­ing dust.

				“Now then, cit­izen sol­diers!” Bar­ras re­sumes, and in­con­tin­ently turns his back on Chauvelin, who, white to the lips, raises a fi­nal and men­acing word of warn­ing.

				“I warn you, cit­izen Bar­ras,” he says firmly, “that by tak­ing these men away from their post, you place your­self in league with the en­emy of your coun­try, and will have to an­swer to her for this crime.”

				His ac­cent is so con­vinced, so firm, and fraught with such dire men­ace, that for one in­stant Bar­ras hes­it­ates.

				“Eh bi­en!” he ex­claims. “I will hu­mour you thus far, cit­izen Chauvelin. I will leave you a couple of men to wait on your pleas­ure un­til sun­down. But, after that …”

				For a second or two there was si­lence. Chauvelin stands there, with his thin lips pressed tightly to­geth­er. Then Bar­ras adds, with a shrug of his wide shoulders:

				“I am con­tra­ven­ing my duty in do­ing even so much; and the re­spons­ib­il­ity must rest with you, cit­izen Chauvelin. Al­lons, my men!” he says once more; and without an­oth­er glance on his dis­com­fited col­league, he strides down the stairs, fol­lowed by Cap­tain Boy­er and the sol­diers.

				For a while the house is still filled with con­fu­sion and sounds: men tramp­ing down the stone stairs, words of com­mand, click of sabres and mus­kets, open­ing and slam­ming of doors. Then the sounds slowly die away, out in the street in the dir­ec­tion of the Porte St. Ant­oine. After which, there is si­lence.

				Chauvelin stands in the door­way with his back to the room and to Mar­guer­ite, his claw-like hands in­ter­twined con­vuls­ively be­hind him. The sil­hou­ette of the two re­main­ing sol­diers are still vis­ible; they stand si­lently and at at­ten­tion with their mus­kets in their hands. Between them and Chauvelin hov­ers the tall, un­gainly fig­ure of a man, clothed in rags and covered in soot and coal-dust. His feet are thrust in­to wooden shoes, his grimy hands are stretched out each side of him; and on his left arm, just above the wrist, there is an ugly mark like the brand seared in­to the flesh of a con­vict.

				Just now he looks ter­ribly dis­tressed with a tear­ing fit of cough­ing. Chauvelin curtly bids him stand aside; and at the same mo­ment the church clock of St. Louis, close by, strikes sev­en.

				“Now then, cit­izen sol­diers!” Chauvelin com­mands.

				The sol­diers grasp their mus­kets more firmly, and Chauvelin raises his hand. The next in­stant he is thrust vi­ol­ently back in­to the room, loses his bal­ance, and falls back­ward against a table, whilst the door is slammed to between him and the sol­diers. From the oth­er side of the door there comes the sound of a short, sharp scuffle. Then si­lence.

				Mar­guer­ite, hold­ing her breath, hardly real­ised that she lived. A second ago she was fa­cing death; and now …

				Chauvelin struggled pain­fully to his feet. With a mighty ef­fort and a hoarse cry of rage, he threw him­self against the door. The im­petus car­ried him fur­ther than he in­ten­ded, no doubt; for at that same mo­ment the door was opened, and he fell up against the massive form of the grimy coal­heaver, whose long arms closed round him, lif­ted him off the floor, and car­ried him like a bundle of straw to the nearest chair.

				“There, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin!” the coal­heaver said, in ex­ceed­ingly light and pleas­ant tones. “Let me make you quite com­fort­able!”

				Mar­guer­ite watched—dumb and fas­cin­ated—the dex­ter­ous hands that twined the length of rope round the arms and legs of her help­less en­emy, and wound his own tri­col­our scarf around that snarling mouth.

				She scarcely dared trust her eyes and ears.

				There was the hideous, dust-covered mud­lark with bare feet thrust in­to sabots, with ragged breeches and tattered shirt; there was the cruel, mud-stained face, the purple lips, the tooth­less mouth; and those huge, mus­cu­lar arms, one of them branded like the arm of a con­vict, the flesh still swollen with the sear­ing of the iron.

				“I must in­deed crave your lady­ship’s for­give­ness. In very truth, I am a dis­gust­ing ob­ject!”

				Ah, there was the voice!—the dear, dear, merry voice! A little weary per­haps, but oh! so full of laughter and of boy­ish shame­faced­ness! To Mar­guer­ite it seemed as if God’s own an­gels had opened to her the gates of Para­dise. She did not speak; she scarce could move. All that she could do was to put out her arms.

				He did not ap­proach her, for in truth he looked a dusty ob­ject; but he dragged his ugly cap off his head, then slowly, and keep­ing his eyes fixed upon her, he put one knee to the ground.

				“You did not doubt, m’dear, that I would come?” he asked quaintly.

				She shook her head. The last days were like a night­mare now; and in truth she ought nev­er to have been afraid.

				“Will you ever for­give me?” he con­tin­ued.

				“For­give? What?” she mur­mured.

				“These last few days. I could not come be­fore. You were safe for the time be­ing … That fiend was wait­ing for me …”

				She gave a shud­der and closed her eyes.

				“Where is he?”

				He laughed his gay, ir­re­spons­ible laugh, and with a slender hand, still covered with coal-dust, he point to the help­less fig­ure of Chauvelin.

				“Look at him!” he said. “Doth he not look a pic­ture?”

				Mar­guer­ite ven­tured to look. Even at sight of her en­emy bound tightly with ropes to a chair, his own tri­col­our scarf wound loosely round his mouth, she could not al­to­geth­er sup­press a cry of hor­ror.

				“What is to be­come of him?”

				He shrugged his broad shoulders.

				“I won­der!” he said lightly.

				Then he rose to his feet, and went on with quaint bash­ful­ness:

				“I won­der,” he said, “how I dare stand thus be­fore your lady­ship!”

				And in a mo­ment she was in his arms, laugh­ing, cry­ing, covered her­self now with coal-dust and with grime.

				“My be­loved!” she ex­claimed with a shud­der of hor­ror. “What you must have gone through!”

				He only laughed like a school­boy who had come through some imp­ish ad­ven­ture without much harm.

				“Very little, I swear!” he as­ser­ted gaily. “But for thoughts of you, I have nev­er en­joyed any­thing so much as this last phase of a glor­i­ous ad­ven­ture. After our clev­er friend here ordered the real Rat­eau to be branded, so that he might know him again wherever he saw him, I had to bribe the veter­in­ary who had done the deed, to do the same thing for me. It was not dif­fi­cult. For a thou­sand livres the man would have branded his own moth­er on the nose; and I ap­peared be­fore him as a man of sci­ence, eager for an ex­per­i­ment. He asked no ques­tions. And, since then, whenev­er Chauvelin gazed con­ten­tedly on my arm, I could have screamed for joy!”

				“For the love of Heav­en, my lady!” he ad­ded quickly, for he felt her soft, warm lips against his branded flesh; “don’t shame me over such a trifle! I shall al­ways love that scar, for the ex­cit­ing time it re­calls and be­cause it hap­pens to be the ini­tial of your dear name.”

				He stooped down to the ground and kissed the hem of her gown.

				After which he had to tell her as quickly and as briefly as he could, all that had happened in the past few days.

				“It was only by risk­ing the fair Ther­esia’s life,” he said, “that I could save your own. No oth­er spur would have goaded Tal­li­en in­to open re­volt.”

				He turned and looked down for a mo­ment on his en­emy, who lay pin­ioned and help­less, with hatred and baffled re­venge writ plainly on the con­tor­ted face and pale, rolling eyes.

				And Sir Percy Blakeney sighed, a quaint sigh of re­gret.

				“I only re­gret one thing, my dear M. Cham­b­ertin,” he said after a while. “And that is, that you and I will nev­er meas­ure wits again after this. Your dam­nable re­volu­tion is dead … I am glad I was nev­er temp­ted to kill you. I might have suc­cumbed, and in very truth robbed the guil­lot­ine of an in­ter­est­ing prey. Without any doubt, they will guil­lot­ine the lot of you, my good M. Cham­b­ertin. Robe­s­pi­erre to­mor­row; then his friends, his sy­co­phants, his im­it­at­ors—you amongst the rest … ’Tis a pity! You have so of­ten amused me. Es­pe­cially after you had put a brand on Rat­eau’s arm, and thought you would al­ways know him after that. Think it all out, my dear sir! Re­mem­ber our happy con­ver­sa­tion in the ware­house down be­low, and my de­nun­ci­ation of citoy­enne Cabar­rus … You gazed upon my branded arm then and were quite sat­is­fied. My de­nun­ci­ation was a false one, of course! ’Tis I who put the let­ters and the rags in the beau­ti­ful Ther­esia’s apart­ments. But she will bear me no malice, I dare swear; for I shall have re­deemed my prom­ise. To­mor­row, after Robe­s­pi­erre’s head has fallen, Tal­li­en will be the greatest man in France and his Ther­esia a vir­tu­al queen. Think it all out, my dear Mon­sieur Cham­b­ertin! You have plenty of time. Someone is sure to drift up here presently, and will free you and the two sol­diers, whom I left out on the land­ing. But no one will free you from the guil­lot­ine when the time comes, un­less I my­self …”

				He did not fin­ish; the rest of the sen­tence was merged in a merry laugh.

				“A pleas­ant con­ceit—what?” he said lightly. “I’ll think on it, I prom­ise you!”

			
			
				VII

				And the next day Par­is went crazy with joy. Nev­er had the streets looked more gay, more crowded. The win­dows were filled with spec­tat­ors; the very roofs were crowded with an eager, shout­ing throng.

				The sev­en­teen hours of agony were ended. The tyr­ant was a fallen, broken man, maimed, dumb, bul­lied and in­sul­ted. Aye! He, who yes­ter­day was the Chosen of the People, the Mes­sen­ger of the Most High, now sat, or rather lay, in the tum­bril, with broken jaw, eyes closed, spir­it already wan­der­ing on the shores of the Styx; in­sul­ted, railed at, cursed—aye, cursed!—by every wo­man, re­viled by every child.

				The end came at four in the af­ter­noon, in the midst of ac­clam­a­tions from a popu­lace drunk with glad­ness—ac­clam­a­tions which found their echo in the whole of France, and have nev­er ceased to reecho to this day.

				But of all that tu­mult, Mar­guer­ite and her hus­band heard but little. They lay snugly con­cealed the whole of that day in the quiet lodgings in the Rue de l’Ani­er, which Sir Percy had oc­cu­pied dur­ing these ter­ribly anxious times. Here they were waited on by that asth­mat­ic rep­rob­ate Rat­eau and his moth­er, both of whom were now rich for the rest of their days.

				When the shades of even­ing gathered in over the ju­bil­ant city, whilst the church bells were ringing and the can­nons boom­ing, a mar­ket garden­er’s cart, driv­en by a worthy farm­er and his wife, rattled out of the Porte St. Ant­oine. It cre­ated no ex­cite­ment, and sus­pi­cion was far from every­body’s mind. The pass­ports ap­peared in or­der; but even if they were not, who cared, on this day of all days, when tyranny was crushed and men dared to be men again?
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