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ADVERTISEMENT.

TrE following introdnctory remarks are extracted from
a review of Dumas’ Novels, etc., in BLACKWoOD’s MAGA-
ZINE.

¢¢On the eighteenth day of August, 1572, a great festi-
val was beld in the palace of the Lounvre. It was to cele-
brate the nuptials of Henry of Navarre and Marguerice
de Valois.

¢¢This alliance between the chief of the Protestant party
in France, and the sister of Charles IX. and daughter of
Catherine de Medicis, perplexed, and in some degree
alarmed, the Catholics, whilst it filled the Huguenots with
joy and exultation. The king had declared that he kncw
and made no difference between Romanist and Calvinist—
that all were alike his subjects, and equally beloved by
him. He caressed the throng of Huguenot nobles and
gentlemen whom the marriage had attracted to the courf,
was affectionate to his new brother-in-law, friendly with
the Prince of Condé, almost respectful to the venerable
Admiral de Coligny, to whom he proposed to confide the
command of an army in a projected war with Spain. The
chiefs of the Catholic party were not behindhand in fol-
lowing the example set them by Charles. Catherine de
Medicis was all smiles and affability ; the Duke of Anjou,
afterwards Henry III., received graciously the compli-
ments paid him by the Huguenots themselves on his suc-
cesses at Jarnac and Moncontour, battles which he had
won before he was eighteen years old ; Henry of Guise,
whose reputation as a leader already, at the age of 't.wo-and
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twenty, almost eqnalled that of his great father, wascour-
teous and friendly to those whose deadly foe he had so
lately been. The Duke of Mayenne and the Admiral, the
Guise and the Condé, were seen riding, conversing, and
making parties of pleasure together. It was the lion lying
down with the lamb.

¢ On the twenty-second of August, four days after the
marriage, in which the Huguenots saw a guarantee of the
peaceful exercise of their religion, the Admiral de Coligny
was passing throngh the street of St.-Germain-1’Auxerrois,
when he was shot at and wounded by a captain of Pefar-
diers, one Maurevel, who went by the name of Le Tweur
du Roi, literally, the King’s Killer. At midnight on the
twenty-fourth of August, the tocsin sounded, and the
massacre of St. Bartholomew began.

« It is at this stirring period of French history, abound-
ing in horrors and bloodshed, and in plots and intrigues,
that M. Alexandre Dumas commences ¢ Marguerite de
Valois.” 'Beginning with the marriage of Henry and Mar-
garet, he narrates, in his spirited and attractive style,
various episodes, real and imaginary, of the great massacre,
from the first fury of which Henry himself, doomed to
death by the remorseless Catherine de Medicis, was only
saved by his own caution, by the indecision of Charles IX.,
and the energy of Margaret of Valois. The marriage be-
tween the King of France’s sister and the King of Navarre
was merely one of convenance, agreed to by Henry for the
sake of his fellow Protestants, and used by Catherine and
Charles as a lure to bring ¢ those of the Religion,” as they
were called, to Paris, there to beslaughtered, unsuspecting
and defenseless. Margaret, then scarcely twenty years of
age, had already made herself talked of by her intrigues ;
Henry, who was a few months younger, but who, even at
that early period of his life, possessed a large share of the
shrewdness and prudence for which his countrymen, the
Béarnese, have at all times been noted, was, at the very
time of his marriage, deeply in love with the Baroness de
Saunve, one of Catherine de Medicis’ ladies, by whom he
was in his tarn beloved. But although little affection
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existed between the royal pair, the strong links of interest
and ambition bound them together ; and no sooner were
they married, than they entered into a treaty of political
alliance, to which, for some time, both steadily and truly
adhered. :

X * * *

“The author, according to his custom, introduces a
vast array of characters, for the most part historical, all
spiritedly drawn and well sustained. M. Dumas may, in
various respects, be held up as an example to our history
spoilers, self-styled writers of historical romance, on this
side the Channel.. One does not find him profaning public
edifices by causing all sorts of absurdities to pass, and of
twaddle to be spoken, within their precincts ; neither does
he make his kings and beggars, high-born dames and pri-
vate soldiers, use the very same language, all equally tame,
colorless, and devoid of character. The spirited and
varied dialogue in which his romances abound, illustrates
and brings out the qualities and characteristics of his
actors, and is not used for the sole purpose of making a
chapter out of what would be better told in a page. In
many ingtances, indeed, it would be difficult for him to tell
his story, by the barest narrative, in fewer words than he
does by pithy and pointed dialogue.”



Smaiiad bl \w@;.‘-,. ‘9“'(\‘

fn!'.imuwmuuw-@mm, 4 '
S el 502 A ‘“””‘mwtw.,

Ui SRS TYUCREI T ST I
W‘mmuwmw bt g, yeubiup,
wwu—m ! .x_n. i iy

W‘“‘ S A rvha ey
J'd" -R“‘ ~- )& "‘"“:
iha‘*~ ,' ‘ﬁf,l‘ .||-

(‘n} .ny ’4 ¢I
B i ’!‘(




CONTENTS,

CHAPTER. PAGE
I. M. De Guise’s Latin .....cocoeevuanns EQLOIEE ot Bopeadl
1I. Henry of Navarre and Matguerlte ................ 13
.. The*Poet=Kimg:? 50k ...t 0 B ks s, 25
IV. The Evening of the 24th of August, 1572.. 36
V. Of the Louvre in Particular, and of Vu-tue in
(€0 0 Bb o0 0000 ddoo 00 ob g 0 000 o M0 oo T8, 44
V1. The Debt Paid 51
VIL The Night of the 24th of August, 1572.. 62
VIS TheRVictimas . Y. ... o R SN0 L B i
IX, The Murderers..........ccoveuiinmsenrneneinnanne 56
X. Death, Mass, or the Bastille....................... 99
X1. The Hawthorn of the Cemetery of the Innocents.. 112
XII. Mutual Confidence.........ooiiviviinniiieennnn. .. 122
XII1. How there are Keys that Open Doors they are not
Meant for...........
XIV. Catherine and \Ia.rguente 500
XV. What Woman Wills, Heaven Wllls also 4
XVL The Body of a Dead Enemy Always Smells Sweet. 163
XVIL The Rival of Maitre Ambroise Paré........ ...... 173
XVIIL The Visit... ... .ooeiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiivian., 179
XIX, The Abode of Maitre René, Perfumer to the Queen-
Mother......cooveveveenenninnnnen 183
XX. The Black Hens.. 194
XXI. Madame de Sauve’s Chamber........ .....c...... 201
XXII. ¢“Sire, you will be King!”.........cocoiiiin., 210
XXIII. ANew COonvert...o.voeoieveeninreieeiens siveennns 215
XXIV. The Rue Tizon and the Rue Cloche-Percée. 227
XXV. Charry Mantle........... cocoecriee oovonesnenso. 237
XXVI. Marguerite........ovvviiveieniineneinneivnenennns 245
XXVIIL The Hand of Providence odo 250
XXVIII. The Letter from Rome............ C65066000000000a 256
XX1X. The Departure....o............. 0Gd050000000000000 PAED

vii



viii CONTENTS.

CHAPTER PAGE
XXX. Maurevel ....c....ce.u.. DR I0 1ot A0 I0 R SO 4L
XXXI. The Boar-Hunt. .. 3
PR KT At OTEBY LR .« ols ciossis bl bt binee ol B

XXXIII. The Gratitude of King Charles the Ninth........ 283
XXXIV. Man Proposes, but God Disposes....... s R
XXXV, The Two Kings......... oo s PRPrt S EIRE
XXX VI Maiie/Touchet £ i dmuucy | to e i e 303
XXXVIIL. The Return to the Louvre .. ........ocun... .. 807
XXXVIIL Interrogatories ......ccoveviivnrvneinonerannnns 316
XXXIX. Projects of Vengeance.........oevvevuieevuannann 328
iy RheAtrides: : .70 o o S L AL SN S 333
XLL ‘ThelHoroseope .4 . it ekl S o S gl #os i L 343
XLII. Mutual Conﬁdences ..... b TN AT R T 349
XLIII, The Ambassadors. . oo ops AL AN e Y R 338
XLIV, Orestes and Pylades .......... 363
XU Vo QEDHON . .z ife g I o aiovt O F s Ao a7l e e 370
XLVI. The Hostelry of ‘“La Belle Etoile”.............. 382
XLVIL De Mouy de Saint-Phale ..............cccvua.. 389
XLVIOIL Two Heads for One Crown........ccovvvevnvnn.. 396
XLIX. The Book of Venerie........ o0 a8 Too i £ eee.. 405
L. The Hawking Party ........ MBS a7 sl o SIS 411
LI. The Pavilion of Frangois the First............ .. 417
LII. The Examinations......
LI, ACHEOON., o , «us e oo bhon e o
LV. The Figure of VVax ..........
LVI. The Invisible Bucklers.......
LVIL The Trial........ccovveunnn..
LVIIL, The Torture of the Boot
LIX. The Chapel........cc.0ovvnnnnn.
LX. The Place Samt Jean-en-Gréve ................ 47
LXIII, The Platform of the Donjon at Vincennes....... 494
LXIV. The Regency ...... B A AD e SRR . [ SR 497

LXV. The King is Dead ! God Save the King l...... . . 500
DX VI AEPIIOZUe. . Lo s om0 o st Se-sacalbpe e s e . 504



MARGUERITE DE VALOIS.

CHAPTER I.
M. DE GUISE'S LATIN.

Ox Monday, the 18th of August, 1572, there was a
splendid féte at the Louvre.

The windows of the ancient royal residence were bril-
liantly illuminated, and the squares and streets adjacent,
usually so solitary after the clock of Saint Germain-1’Aux.
errois had tolled nine, were now crowded with people,
although it was past midnight.

All this assemblage, threatening, pressing, and tur-
bulent, resembled, in the gloom, a dark and rolling sea,
each swell of which increases to a foaming wave ; this sea
extending all along the quay, spent its waves at the hase
of the walls of the Louvre, on the one hand, and against
the Hotel de Bourbon, which was opposite, on the other,
There was in spite of the royal féte, and perhaps even be-
cause of the royal fate, something threatening in the as-
pect of the people.

The court was celebrating the marriage of Madame
Marguerite de Valois, daughter of Henry II. and sister
of King Charles IX., with Henry de Bourbon, King of
Navarre ; and that same morning the Cardinal de Bour-
bon had united the young couple with the usual ceremonial
observed at the marriages of the royal daughters of
France, on a stage erected at the entrance to Notre
Dame. .



2 MARGUERITE DE VALOIS.

This marriage had astonished everybody, and occasioned
much surmise to certain persons who saw clearer than
others. They conld not comprehend the union of two par-
ties who hated each other so thoroughly as did, at this
moment, the Protestant party and the Catholic party ; and
they wondered how the young Prince de Condé could for-
give the Duke d’Anjou, the king’s father, for the death of
his father, assassinated by Montesquiou, at Jarnac. They
asked how the young Duke de Guise could pardon Admiral
de Coligny for the death of his father, assassinated at
Orleans by Poltrot de Méré. Moreover, Jeanne de Navarre,
the courageous spouse of the weak Antoine de Bourbon,
who had conducted his son Henry to the royal espousals
which awaited him, had died scarcely two months before,
and singular reports had been spread abroad as to this
sudden death. It was everywhere whispered, and in some
places said alond, that she had discovered some terrible
secret ; and that Catherine de Medicis, fearing its dis-
closure, had poisoned her gloves, which had been made by
one René, her fellow-countryman, and deeply skilled in
such affairs. This report was the more spread and be-
lieved, when, after the death of this great queen, at her
son’s request, two celebrated physicians, one of whom was
the famous Ambroigse Paré, were instructed to open and
examine the body, but not the sknll. Asit was by the
smell that Jeanne de Navarre had been poisoned, it was
the brain alone that could present any traces of the erime,
and that was the sole part excluded from dissection. We
say crime, for no one doubted for a moment that a crime
had been committed.

This was not all. The king, Charles, in particular had
set his heart on this union, which not only re-establigshed
peace in hig kingdom, but also attracted to Paris the prin-
cipal Hugnenots of France, and his anxiety almost ap-
proached to obstinacy. As the two betrothed belonged
one to the Catholic religion and the other to the Reformed
religion, they were obliged to obtain a dispensation from
Gregory XIIIL, who then filled the papal chair. The
dispensation was slow in coming, and the delay causing
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great uneaginess to the late Qneen of Navarre, she had
one day expressed to Charles IX. her fears lest the dis-
pensation should not arrive ; to which the king replied :

“Be under no alarm, my dear aunt. I honor you
more than I do the Pope, and I love my sister more than
I fear his holiness. I am not a Hnguenot, but neither am
I a fool ; and if the Pope makes any difficulties, I will my-
self take Margaret by the hand, and unite her to your son
in the sight of open day.”

This speech was soon spread through the Lonvre and
the city, and whilst it greatly rejoiced the Huguenots,
had given the Catholics wherewithal to reflect upon ; and
they asked one another, with alow voice, if the king really
meant to betray them, or was only playing a part which
some fine morning or evening might have an unexpected
finale.

It was particnlarly with regard to Admiral de Coligny,
who for five or six years had been so bitterly opposed to
the king, that the conduct of Charles IX. appeared inex-
plicable ; after having put on his head a price of a hun-
dred and fifty thousand golden crowns, the king now swore
by him, called him his father, and declared openly that he
should in future confide the condnct of the war to him
alone. To such a pitch was this carried, that Catherine
de Medicis herself, who until then had controlled the
actions, will, and even desires of the young prince, seemed
beginning to be really uneasy, and not without reason ;
for, in a moment of confidence, Charles IX. had said to
the admiral, in reference to the war in Flanders, <« My
father, there is one other thing against which we must
be on our guard, and this is, that the queen, my mother,
who likes to poke her nose everywhere, as you well
know, shall learn nothing of this undertaking ; we must
keep it so quiet that she does not hear a word of it or,
meddler as she is, she will spoil all.”

Now, wise and experienced as he was, Coligny had not
kept this counsel secret ; and, albeit he had come to Paris
with great suspicions, and albeit at his departnre from
Chatillon a peasant had thrown herself at his feet, crying,



4 MARGUERITE DE VALOIS.

¢ Ah ! sir, our good master, do not go to Paris, for if you
do you will die—you and all who are with you !”—these
suspicions were lulled and almost destroyed in his breast,
and in that of Teligny, his son-in-law, to whom the king
was especially kind and attentive, calling him ¢¢ brother,”
as he called the admiral his ‘¢ father,” and behaving to
him as he did to his best friends.

The Huguenots, then, excepting some few morose and
suspicious gpirits, were completely re-assured. The death
of the Queen of Navarre passed over, as having been caused
by a pleurisy, and the spacious apartments of the Louvre
were filled with those brave Protestants to whom the
marriage of their young chief, Henry, promised an un-
expected return of good fortune. Admiral Coligny, La
Rochefoucault, the young Prince de Condé, Teligny, in
short, all the leaders of the party, were trinmphant when
they saw so powerful at the Louvre, and so welcome in Paris,
those whom, three months before, King Charles and Queen
Catherine would bave hanged on gibbets higher than those
of assassins. The king, the queen, the Duke d’Anjou,
and the Duke d’Alengon did the honors of the royal féte
with all courtesy and kindness.

The Duke d’Anjou received from the Huguenots them-
gelves well-merited compliments as to the two battles of
Jarnac and Moncontour, which he had gained before he
was eighteen years of age, more precocious in that than
either Casar or Alexander, to whom they compared him,
of course placing the conquerors of Pharsalia and Issus as
inferior to theliving prince. The Duke d’Alengon looked
on, with his bland, false smile, whilst Queen Catherine,
radiant with joy and diffuse in eompliment, congratulated
Prince Henry de Condé on his recent marriage with Marie
de Oléves, and the Messieurs de Guise themselves looked
gracious on the formidable enemies of their house, and the
Duke de Mayenne discoursed with M. de Tavanne and
the admiral on the impending war, which was now more
‘than ever threatened against Philippe IL

In the midst of these groups moved backwards and for-
wards, his head a little on one side, his ear open to all
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that was said, a young man about nineteen years of age,
with a keen eye, black hair cut very close, thick eyebrows,
and a nose curved like an eagle’s, with a sneering smile
.and a growing mustache and beard. This young man,
who hac first distinguished himself at the battle of Arnay-
le Duc, for which he had been very highly complimented,
was the dearly beloved pupil of Coligny, and the hero of
the day. Three months anterior, that is to say, when his
mother was living, they called him the Prince of Béarn,
now he was called the King of Navarre, and in aftertime,
Henry 1V.

From time to time a gloomy cloud passed snddenly and
rapidly over his brow ; questionless, he recollected that
““two months, two little months,” had scarce elapsed since
his mother’s death, and he less than any one doubted that
she had Been poisoned. But the clond was transitory, and
disappeared like a fleeting shadow, for they who spoke to
him, they who congratulated him, they who elbowed him,
were they who had assassinated the brave Jeanne d’Albret.

Some paces distant from the King of Navarre, almost
ag pensive and gloomy as the king affected to be joyous
and free from cares, was the young Duke de Guise, con-
versing with Teligny. More fortunate than the Béarnais,
at two-and-twenty he had almost attained the reputation
of his father, Frangois the great Duke de Guise. He was
an elegant gentleman, very tall, with a noble and haughty
look, and gifted with that natural majesty, which caused
it to be said that by hisside other princes seemed to belong
to the people. Yonng as he was the Catholics looked
up to him as the chief of their party, as the Huguenots
counsidered Henry of Navarre, whose portrait we have just
drawn, to be their chief. He had heretofore borne the title
of Prince de Joinville, and at the siege of Orleans fought
his first fight under his father, who died in his arms, de-
nouncing Admiral Coligny as his assassin. It was then
the young duke, like Hannibal, took a solemn oath to
avenge his father’s death on the admiral and his family,
and to pursne the foes to his religion without truce or re-
gpite, promising God to be his exterminating angeton earth,
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until the very last heretic should be cut off. It was there-
fore with the deepest astonishment that the people saw
this prince, usually so faithful to his word, extend the
hand of fellowship to those whom he had sworn to hold
as his eternal enemies, and discourse familiarly with the
son-in-law of the man whose death he had promised to his
dying father.

But as we have said, this was an evening of astonish-
ments.

All continued smilingly within, and a murmur more
soft and flattering than ever pervaded the Louvre at the
moment when the youthful bride, after having laid aside
her toilette of ceremony, her long mantle and flowing veil,
returned to the ball-room, accompanied by the lovely
Duchess de Nevers, her most intimate friend, and led by
her brother, Charles IX., who presented her to the prin-
cipal guests.

The bride was the danghter of Henry II., was the pearl
of the crown of France, MARGUERITE DE VALOIS, whom, ir
his familiar tenderness for her, King Charles IX., always
called ma seur Margot, < my sister Madge.”

Never was a more flattering reception, never one more
merited, than that which awaited the new Queen of Na-
varre. Marguerite at this period was scarcely twenty, and
already she was the object of all the poets’ eulogies, some
of whom compared her to Aurora, others to Cytherea;
she was, in truth, a beauty without rival in that court in
which Catherine de Medicis had assembled the loveliest
women of the age and country.

She had black hair and a brilliant complexion ; a volup-
tuous eye, veiled by long lids, coral and delicate lips, a
graceful neck, a full, enchanting figure, and concealed in
a satin slipper a tiny foot, scarce larger than an infant’s.
The French, who possessed her, were proud to see so lovely
a flower flourishing in their soil, and foreigners who passed
through France returned home dazzled with her beauty, if
they had but seen her, and amazed at her knowledge, if
they had discoursed with her ; for not only was Margue-
rite the loveliest, she was also the most erudite, woman of
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her time, and on all sides was quoted the remark of an
Ttalian savent who had been presented to her, and who,
after having conversed with her for an hour in Italian,
Spanish, and Latin, had said, on guitting her presence :
“To gee the court without seeing Marguerite de Valois, is
to see neither France nor the court.”

Thus it may be supposed, that addresses to King Charles
IX. and the Queen of Navarre were not wanting. The
Huguenots were great hands at addresses. Many strong
hints to the past, and stronger hints as to the future, were
adroitly slipped info these harangues ; buf to all such allu-
sions and speeches he replied, with his pale lips and arti-
ficial smiles :

¢“In giving my sister Margot to Henry of Navarre, I
give my sister to all the Protestants of the kingdom.”

This phrase assured some and made others smile, for it
had really a double sense: the one paternal, and with
which Charles IX. would not load his mind ; the other,
injurious to the bride, her hushand, and also to him who
said it, for it recalled some scandalous rumors with which
the chroniclers of the court had already found means to
gmirch the nuptial robe of Marguerite de Valois.

However, M. de Guise was conversing, as we have de-
scribed, with Teligny ; but he did not pay to the conver-
sation such sustained attention but that he turned away
somewhat, from time to time, to cast a glance at the
group of ladies, in the center of whom glittered the Queen
of Navarre. When the princess’s eye thus met that of the
young duke, a cloud seemed to overspread that lovely
brow, around which stars of diamonds formed a tremulous
circlet, and some agitating thought might be divined in
her restless and impatient manner.

The Princess Claude, the eldest sister of Marguerite,
who had been for some years married to the Duke of Lor-
raine, had observed this uneasiness, and going up to her,
was about to inquire the cause, when all stood aside at the
approach of the queen-mother, who came forward, leaning
on the arm of the young Prince de Condé, and the prin-
cess was thus suddenly shut out from her sister. There
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was then a general movement, by which the Duke de
Guise profited to approach Madame de Nevers, his sister-
in-law, and Marguerite.

Madame de Lorraine, who had not lost sight of her sister,
then remarked, instead of the clond which she had before
observed on her forehead, a burning blush come into her
cheeks. The duke approached still nearer, and when he
was within two steps of Marguerite, she appeared rather
to feel than see his presence, and turned round, making a
violent effort over herself in order to give her features an
appearance of calmness and indifference. The duke, then
respectfully bowing, murmured, in a low tone, ¢ Ipse
attuli.”—¢ 1 have brought it.”

Marguerite returned the salute of the:young duke, and
as she stooped, replied, in the same tone, ‘“ Noctu pro
more.”—< To-night, as usual.”

These words, uttered softly, were so lost in the enormous
collar which the princess wore, as to be heard only by the
person to whom they were addressed ; but brief as had
been the conference, it doubtless composed all the young
couple had to say, for after this exchange of two words
for three, they separated, Marguerite more thoughtful,
and the duke with his brow less clonded than when they
met. This little scene took place without the person
most interested appearing to remark it, for, on his side,
the King of Navarre had eyes but for one individual
amongst those whom Marguerite de Valois had around
her, and that was the lovely Madame de Sauve.

Charlotte de Beaune Semblancay, granddaughter of the
unfortunate Semblan¢ay, and wife of Simon de Fizes,
Baron de Sauve, was one of the ladies in waiting to
Catherine de Medicis, and one of the most redoubtable
auxiliaries of this queen, who poured forth to her enemies
philters of love when she dared not pour out Italian poison.
Delicately fair, and by turns sparkling with vivacity or
languishing in melancholy, always ready for love or in-
trigne, the two great occupations which for fifty years
employed the court of the three succeeding kings : a
woman in every acceptation of the word, and in all the
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charm of the idea, from the blue eye, languishing or
beaming fire, to the small and perfectly formed feet, hid-
den in their slippers of velvet, Madame de Sauve had
already for some months seized on every faculty of the
King of Navarre, then making his débit as lover as well
as politician, so completely, that Marguerite de Valois a
magnificent and royal beauty, had not even excited admi-
ration in the heart of her spouse ; and what was more
strange, and astonished all the world, even on the part of
that soul so full of darkness and mystery, Catherine de
Medicis, whilst she prosecuted her project of wunion
between her daughter and the King of Navarre, had not
ceased to favor almost openly his amour with Madame de
Sauve. But despite this powerful aid, and despite the
easy manners of the age, the lovely Charlotte had hitherto
resisted ; and this resistance, unheard-of, incredible, un-
precedented, even more than the beauty and wit of her
who resisted, had excited in the heart of the Béarnais a
passion which, unable to satisfy itself, had destroyed in
the young king’s heart all timidity, pride, and even thut
carelessness, half philosophy, half idleness, which formed
the basis of his character.

Madame de Sauve had been only a few minuntes in the
apartment ; from spite or grief, she had at first resolved
on not being present at her rival’s triumph, and under the
pretext of an indisposition, had allowed her husband, who
had been for five years secretary of state, to go alone to
the Louvre ; but when Catherine de DMedicis saw the
baron without his wife, had learned the cause that kept
away her dear Charlotte, and that the indisposition was
but slight, she wrote a few words to her, which the lady
instantly obeyed. Henry, sad as he had at first been at
her absence, had yet breathed more freely when he saw
M. de Sauve enter alone ; but at the moment when, not
expecting her appearance, he was about to pay some
court to the charming creature whom he was condemned,
if not to love, at least to treat as his wife, he saw Madame
de Sauve arise, as it were, from the further end of the
gallery. He was nailed to the place, his eyes fastened on
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the Circe, who enthralled him as if by magic chains, and
instead of continuing his steps towards his wife, by a
movement of hesitation which betrayed more astonish-
ment than alarm, he advanced to meet Madame de Sauve.

The courtiers, seeing the King of Navarre, whose in-
flammable heart they knew, approach the beautiful Char-
lotte, had not the courage to prevent their meeting, but
drew aside complaisantly ; so that at the same moment
when Marguerite de Valois and M. de Guise exchanged
the few words in Latin which we have noted above,
Henry, having approached Madame de Sauve, began, in a
French very intelligible, although with somewhat of a
Gascon accent, a conversation by no means so mysterious.

¢ Ah, ma mie!” he said, ‘“you have, then, come at the
very moment when they assured me that yon were unwell,
and I had lost all hope of seeing you ?

“ Your majesty,” replied Madame de Sauve, ‘¢ would
perhaps wish me to believe that it had cost you something
to lose this hope ?”

““Sang Diow! I believe it!” replied the Béarnais ;
‘¢know you not that you are my sun by day, and my star
by night ? By my faith, I was in deepest darkness till
you appeared and illumined all.”

¢ Then, monseigneur, I serve you a very ill turn.

¢ What mean youn, ma mie?” inquired Henry.

¢¢T mean that he who is master of the handsomest woman
in France should only have one desire—that the light
should disappear, and give way to darkness and to happi-
ness.”

““You know, cruel one, that my happiness is in the
hands of one woman only, and_ that she laughs at poor
Henry.”

“Oh !” replied the baroness, ‘“I believe, on the con-
trary, that it was this person who was the -sport and jest
of the King of Navarre.”

By my faith, dearest, you reproach me very unjustly,
and I do not comprehend how so lovely a mouth can be
go cruel. Do you suppose for & moment that it is I who
marry myself ?  No, ventre-saint-gris, it is not' I 1”
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¢¢ It is I, perhaps,” said the baroness, sharply.

¢ With your lovely eyes have you not seen farther,
baroness ? No, no ; it is not Henry of Navarre who weds
Marguerite de Valois.”

¢ And what is it, then ?”

““Why, sang Diow! it is the Reformed religion which
marries the Pope—that’s all.”

‘“No, no; your majesty loves Madame Margnerite.
And can I blame you ? Heaven forbid ! She is beautifal
enough to be adored.”

Henry reflected for a moment, and, as he reflected, a
meaning smile curled the corner of his lips.

‘¢ Baroness,” said he, “you have no right to seek a
gnarrel with me. What have you done to prevent me from
espousing Madame Marguerite ? Nothing. On the con-
trary, you have always driven me to despair, and I wed
her because you love me not.”

< If I had loved you, sire, I must have died in another
hour.”

¢ In another hour ! What do yon mean ? And of what
death would you have died ?*

¢ Of jealousy l—for in another honr the Queen of
Navarre will send away her women, and your majesty your
gentlemen.”

¢¢Is that really the thought that occupies your mind,
ma mie?”

““1 have not said so. I only say, that if T loved you it
would oceupy my mind most tormentingly.”

¢ But suppose,” said Henry, ¢ that the King of Navarre
should not send away his gentlemen this evening ?”

 Sire,” replied Madame de Sauve, looking at the king
with astonishment for once -nnfeigned ‘“you say things
impossible and incredible.”

¢ What must I do, to make you belleve them ?*

¢ Give me a proof—and that proof you cannot give me.”

¢ Yes, baroness, yes ! By Saint Henry, I will give it
you !” exclaimed the king, gaziiig amorously on her.

¢ Oh, your majesty ! ” murmured the lovely Charlotte,
with downcagt eyes, ¢ I do not comprehend.”
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‘‘There are four Henries in this room, my adorable !”
replied the king. <“Henry de France, Henry de Condé,
Henry de Guise : but there is only one Henry of Navarre.”

“Well 2”

“Well; if this Henry of Navarre is with you all
night—"

¢ All night 1

““Yes ; then you will be certain that he is not with any
other.”

‘“Ah! if you do that, sire,” said Madame Sauve.

€ On the honor of a gentleman, I will do it !”

Madame de Sauve raised her beaming and love-promis-
ing eyes to the kmg, whose heart beat with joy.

¢ And then,” said Henry, ‘“ what will you say ?”

“I will say,” replied Charlotte, ¢ that your majesty
really loves me.”

¢ Ventre-saint-gris! then you shall say it. Have you
not about you some waiting-woman whom you can trust ?*’

¢ Yes, Dariole is devoted to me.”

““Sang-Diow ! then say to her, that I will make her
fortune when I am King of France, as the astrologers
prophesy.”

- Charlotte smiled, for even at this period the Gascon
reputation of the Béarnais was already established with
respect to his promises.

““Well, then, what do youn desire of Dariole P ”

“ Little for her, a great deal for me. Your apartment
is over mine ? ”

“Yes.”

«Let her wait behind the door. I will strike  three
blows gently, and——"

Madame de Sauve kept silence for several seconds, and
then, as if she had looked around her to observe if she
were overheard, she fastened her gaze for a moment on
the group which environed the gmeen-mother : brief as
the moment was, it was sufﬁcle.nt for Catherine and her.
lady-in-waiting to exchange a look.

¢¢Oh, if I were inclined,” said Madame de Sauve, w1th' !
a syren’s accent that would have melted Ulysses himself—.
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«if T were inclined to make your majesty tell a false-
hood——"

“ Ma mie, try—"

‘¢ Ah, ma for! I confess Iam tempted to doso.”

¢¢ Women are never so strong as after their defeat.”

¢ Sire, I hold you to your promise for Dariole, when you
shall be King of France.”

Henry uttered an exclamation of joy.

It was at the precise moment when the cry escaped the
lips of the Béarnais, that the Queen of Navarre replied to
the Duke of Guise :

¢¢ Noctw pro more.”

Then Henry quitted Madame de Sauve as happy as the
Duke de Guise when he quitted Marguerite de Valois.

An hour after the double scene we have just related,
King Charles and the queen-mother also retired to their
apartments. Almost immediately the apartments began to
empty ; the galleries exhibited the bases of their marble
columns. The admiral and the Prince de Condé were es-
corted home by four hundred Huguenot gentlemen thronch
the middle of the crowd, which groaned as they passcd.
Then Henry de Guise, with the Lorraine and Catholic
gentlemen, left in their turn, greeted by the cries of joy
and plaudits of the people. !

As to Marguerite de Valois, Henry of Navarre, and
Madame de Sauve, they lived in the Louvre.

CHAPTER II
HENRY OF NAVARRE AXD MARGUERITE.

THE Duke de Guise escorted his sister-in-law, the
Ducliess de Nevers, to his hotel in the Rue du Chaume, and
then proceeded to his own apartment to change his dress,
put on a night cloak, and arm himself with one of those
ghort ana sharp poniards which were called ¢ foi de gentil-
homme,” and were worn without swords ; butat the moment
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when he took it off the table on which it was placed, he
perceived a small billet between the blade and the scab-
bard.

He opened it, and read as follows:

1 hope M. de Guise will not return to the Louvre to-
night ; or if he does, that he will at least take the precau-
tion to arm himself with a good coat of mail and a proved
sword.”

““Ah! ah!” said the duke, ““this isa singular warn-
ing ; but I always take good advice—my steel jacket and
my sword.”

The valet-de-chambre, accustomed to these ehanges of
costume, brought both. The duke put on his jacket,
which was made of rings of steel so fine that it was scarcely
thicker than velvet ; he then drew on a pardessus and_
pourpoint of gray and silver, his favorite colors, placed
a dagger by his side, handed his sword to a page, the only
attendant he allowed to accompany him, and took the way
to the Louvre, which he reached in safety.

In front of the royal chiteau was a deep fosse, looking
into which were the chambers of most of the princes who
inhabited the palace. Marguerite’s apartment was on the
first floor, and, easily accessible but for the fosse, was, in
consequence of the depth to which that was cut, thirty
feet from the bottom of the wall, and consequently out of
the reach of robbers or lovers ; but nevertheless the Duke
de Guise approached it without hesitation.

At the gime moment was heard the noise of a window
which opened on the ground floor. This window was
grated, but a hand appeared, lifted out one of the bars
that had been loosened, and dropped from it a s!lken
lace.

¢ Is that you, Gillonne ?” gaid the duke, in a low voice.

“ Yes, monseigneur,” replied a female voice, in a still
lower tone.

¢ And Marguerite 2”7

“ Awaits you.”

¥ 2 Tis well.”

Hereupon the duke made a signal to his page, who,
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opening his cloak, took out a small rope ladder. The
prince fastened one end to the silk lace, and Gillonne
drawing it, unfastened it, and the prince, after having
buckled his sword to his belt, ascended without accident.
‘When he entered, the bar was replaced and the window
closed, whilst the page, having seen his master quietly en-
ter the Louvre, to the windows of which he had accom-
panied him twenty times in the same way, laid himself
down in his cloak on the grass of the fosse, and beneath
the shadow of the wall.

The night was extremely dark, and several large rain-
spots fell from the heavy clouds charged with electric
fluid.

The Duke de Guise followed his conductress, who was
no other than the daughter of Jacques de Mantignon,
maréchal of France. She was the confidant of Marguerite,
who kept no secret from her ; and it was said that amongst
the number of mysteries entrusted to her incorruptible
fidelity, there were some so terrible as to compel her to
keep the rest.

There was no light left either in the lower chamber or
in the corridor, only from time to time a livid glare illu-
minated the dark apartments with a vivid flash, which as
instantly disappeared.

“ The duke, still gnided by his conductress, who held
his hand, reached a staircase formed in the thickness of
the wall, and which opened by a secret and invisible door
into the antechamber of Marguerite’s apartment.

In this a.ntechamber, which was perfectly dark, Gillonne
stopped.

“ Have you bronght what the queen requested ?” she
inquired, in a low voice.

““Yes,” replied the Duke de Guise; ¢but I will only
give it to her majesty in person.”

¢ Come, then, and do not lose an instant !” said avoice
from the darkness, whlch made the duke start, for it was
Marguerite’s.

At the same moment a curtain of violet velvet covered
with fleurs-de-lis was raised; and the duke made out the
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form of the queen, who, in her impatience, had come to
meet him:

“J am here, madame,” he then said ; and he passed the
curtain, which fell behind him. Gilloune remained in the
antechamber.

As if she comprehended the jealousies of the duke, Mar-
guerite led him to the bed-chamber, and then paused.

* Well,” she said, ¢ are you content, duke ?”

¢ Content, madame ?” was the reply—‘ and with what?”

“0Of the proof I give you,” retorted Marguerite, with
a glight tone of vexation in her voice, ¢“that I belong toa
man, who, on the very night of his marriage, makes me of
such small importance that he does not even come to thank
me for the honor I have done him, not in selecting, but in
accepting him for my husband.”

¢ Oh | madame,” said the duke, sorrowfully, ‘“be as-
sured he will come if you desire it.”

¢ And is it you who say that, Henry ?” zried Margue-
rite ; ‘“you, who better than any know the contrary of
what you say. IfIhad that desire, should I have asked
you to come to the Louvre !

‘“You have asked me to come to the Louvre,:Mar-
guerite, because you are anxiousto destroy every vestige of
the past, and because that past lives not only in my
memory, but in this silver casket which I bring to you.”

““ Henry, shall I say one thing to you ?” replied Mar-
guerite ; ‘“it is that you are more like a schoolboy than
aprince. 1 deny that I haveloved youl I desire to
quench a flame which will die, perhaps, but whose reflec-
tion will never die ! No, no, duke; you may keep the
letters of your Marguerite, and the casket she has given
you. From these letters she asks but one, and that only,
because it is as dangerous for you as for herself.” .

‘Tt is all yours,” said the duke.

Marguerite searched anxiously in the open casket,
and with a tremulous hand took, one after the other, a
dozen letters, of which she examined  the addresses only,
as if by the inspection alone of  these she could recall to
her memory what the letters themselves contained ; but
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after a close scrutiny, she looked at the dumke, pale and
agitated :

¢¢8ir,” she said, ¢ what I seek is not here. Have you
lost it, by any accident ?”

¢ What letter do you seek, madame ?”

¢That in which I told you to marry without delay.”

¢“ As an excuse for your infidelity ?

Marguerite shrugged her shoulders.

“No ; but to save your life. That one in which I say
to you that the king, seeing our love and my exertions to
break off your proposed espousals with the Infanta of
Portugal, has sent for his brother, the Bastard of Angou-
1éme, and said to him, pointing to two swords, ¢ With this
slay Henry de Guise this night or with the other I will
slay thee in the morning,” Where is that letter ?

““ Here,” said the duke, drawing it from his breast.

Marguerite snatched it from his hands, opened it
anxiously, assured herself that it was really that which she
desired, uttered an exclamation of joy, and applying the
lighted candle to it, the flames instantly consumed the
paper : then, as if Marguerite feared that her imprudent
words might be read in the very ashes, she trampled them
underfoot.

During all this, the Duke de Guise had watched hig
mistress attentively.

¢ Well, Marguerite,” he said, when she had finished,
¢“are you satisfied now ?”

““ Yes, for now you have wedded the Princess de Porcian,
my brother will forgive me your love: whilst he never
would have pardoned me for revealing a secret such as
that which in my weakness for you I had not the strength
to conceal from you.”

¢ True,” replied De Guise, ¢ then, you loved me.”

¢ And I love you still, Henry, as much—more than
ever!”

CONGTIL o & (o o

¢ do; for never more than at this moment did I need
a sincere and devoted friend. Queen, I have no throne:

wife, I have no husband ! ”
F
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The young prince shook his head sorrowfully.

1 tell you, I repeat to you, Henry, that my husband
not only does not love me, but hates—despises me ; besides,
methinks, your presence in the chamber in which he ought
to be is full of proof of this hatred, this contempt.”

It is not yet late, madame, and the King of Navarre
requires time to dismiss his gentlemen ; and if he has not
already come, he will not be long first.”

¢“And I tell you,” cried Marguerite, with increasing
vexation, ¢‘I-tell you that he will not come!”

““Madame ! ” exclaimed Gillonne, suddenly entering—
‘“the King of Navarre is just leaving his apartment ! ”’

¢ Oh, I knew he would come !” exclaimed the Duke de
Guise.

““ Henry,” said Marguerite, in a quick tone, and seizing
the duke’s hand, ¢ Henry, you shall see if I am a woman
of my word, and if I may be relied on. Henry, enter that
closet.”

¢ Madame, allow me to go whilst it is yet time, for
reflect that the first mark of love yon bestow on him, I
shall quit the cabinet, and then woe to him }”

“Are you mad ? go in—go in, I say, and I will be
responsible for all.” And she pushed the duke into the
closet. i

It was time. The door was scarcely closed behind the
prince, than the King of Navarre, escorted by two pages
who carried eight flambeaux of pink wax in two candelabras,
appeared, smiling, on the threshold of the chamber.

Marguerite concealed her trouble, and made a very low
conrtesy.

““ You are not yet in bed, madame,” observed the Béar-
nais, with his frank and joyous look. < Were you by
chance waiting for me ?”

“ No, sir,” replied Marguerite ; ¢ for yesterday you
repeated to me that our marriage was a political alliance,
and that you would never thwart my wishes.”

¢ Assuredly ; but that is no reason why we should not
confer a little together. Gillonne, close the door, and
leave us.”
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Marguerite, who was sitting, then rose and extended
her hand, as if to desire the pages to remain.

¢ Must I call your women ?” inquired the king. < I
will do so, if such be your desire, althongh I confess that
what I have to say to you would make me prefer our being
alone.”

And the King of Navarre advanced towards the closet.

““No!” exclaimed Marguerite, hastily going before
him ; ‘“no—there is no occasion for that; I am ready to
hear you.”

The Béarnais had learned what he desired to know—he
threw a rapid and penetrating glance towards the cabinet,
as if, in spite of the thick eurtain which hung before it,
he would dive into its obscurity, and then, turning his
looks to his lovely wife, pale with terror, he said with the
utmost composure :

¢¢ In that case, madame, let us confer for a few moments.”

‘¢ As your majesty pleases,” said the lady, falling into,
rather than sitting upon, the seat which her husband
pointed out to her.

- The Béarnais placed himself beside her.

‘¢ Madame,” he continued, ‘“ whatever many persons may
have said, I think our marriage iz a good marriage. I
stand well with you—yon stand well with me.”

¢¢ But——" gaid Marguerite, alarmed.

¢ Consequently, we ought,” observed the XKing of
Navarre, ¢ to act to each other like good allies, since we
were to-day allied in the presence of God. Don’t you
think so ?”

‘¢ Unquestionably, sir.”

I know, madame, how great your penetration is; I
know how the gronnd at court is intersected with danger-
ous abysses ; now I am young, and although I never in-
jured any person, I have a great many enemies. In which
camp, madame, ought I to range her who bears my name,
and who has vowed her affection to me at the foot of the
altar 2”

¢¢ 8ir, could you think—"

1 think nothing, madame ; I hope and I am anxious

Dumas—VoL. IIL—2
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to know that my hope is well founded. It is qumite cer-
tain that our marriage is merely a pretext or a snare.”

Marguerite started, for perchance the same thought had
occurred to her own mind.

¢“Now, then, which of the two ?” continued Henry of
Navarre. ¢ The king hates me, the Duke d’Anjoun hates
me, the Duke d’Alengon hates me, Catherine de Medicis
hated my mother too much not to hate me.”

¢¢-Oh, sir, what are you saying ?”

¢ The truth, madame,” replied the king ; ‘“and I wish
in order that it may not be supposed that I am the dupe
of the assassination of M. de Mouy and the poisoning of
my mother, that some one were here who conld hear me.”

¢ Oh, sir,” replied Marguerite, with an air as calm and
smiling as she could assume, ‘“ you know very well that
there is no person here but you and myself.”

¢ It is for that very reason that I thus give vent to my
thoughts ; this it is that emboldens me to declare that T
am not the dupe of the caresses showered on me by the
House of France or the House of Lorraine.”

¢ Sir, sir ! ” exclaimed Maguerite.

¢ Well, what is it, ma mie?” inquired Henry, smiling
in his turn.

¢ Why, sir, such remarks are very dangerous.”

‘¢ Not when we are alone,” observed the king. I was
saying 7

Marguerite was evidently distressed ; she desired to stop
every word the king uttered, but he continued, with his
apparent indifference—

1 was telling you, that I was menaced on all sides ;
menaced by the king, menaced by the Duke d’Alengon,
menaced by the Duke d’Anjeu, menaced by the queen-
mother, menaced by the Duke de Guise, by the Duke de
Mayenne, by the Cardinal de Liorraine—menaced, in fact,
by everybody. One feels that instinctively, as you know,
madame. Well, against all these menaces, which must
goon become attacks, I can defend myself by your aid, for
you are beloved by all the persons who detest me.”

“12” said Marguerite.
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“Yes, you,” replied Henry, with the utmost easiness
of manner ; ‘ yes, you are beloved by King Charles, you
are beloved (he laid stron% emphasis on the word) by the
Duke d’Alengon, you are beloved by Queen Catherine, and
you are beloved by the Duke de Guise.”

¢ Sir ! ” murmared Marguerite.

““Yes; and what is there astonishing in the fact of all
the world loving you? All I have mentioned are your
brothers or relatives. To love one’s brothers and relatives
is to live according to the heart of God.”

‘“But what, then,” asked Marguerite, greatly over-
come—*¢ what would you have ?

I would say, that if you will—I will not ask you to
love me—but if you will be my ally, I could brave every-
thing ; whilst, on the other hand, if you become my
enemy, I am lost.”

¢ Oh, your enemy !—never, sir | ” exclaimed Marguerite.

¢ And my love—never either ?”

¢ Perhaps: >

““And my ally ?”

¢ Most decidedly.”

And Marguerite turned round, and presented her hand
to the king.

Henry took it, kissed it gallantly, and retaining it in
his own, more from a desire of investigation than from
any sentiment of tenderness, said :

“Well, madame, I believe you, and accept the alliance.
They married us without onr knowing each other—with-
out our loving each other ; they married us without con-
sulting ns—us whom they united. We therefore owe
nothing to each other, as man and wife ; but we ally our-
gelves freely and without any compulsion. We ally our-
selves, as two loyal hearts who owe each other mutual
protection should ally themselves ; *tis as such you under-
gtand it ?”

‘¢ Yes, sir,
her hand.

‘“Well, then,” continued the Béarnais, with his eyes
fixed on the cabinet, ¢ as the first proof of a frank alli-

” said Marguerite, endeavoring to withdraw
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ance is the most perfect confidence, I will now, madame,
relate to you, in all its details, the plan I have formed, in
order that we may victoriously meet and overcome all
these enemies.”

¢¢ Sir,” said Margnerite, turning her eyes toward the
closet, whilst the Béarnais, seeing his trick succeed,
langhed in his sleeve.

¢¢ This is what I mean to do,” he continued, without
appearing to remark the uneasiness of his young wife, <1
intend——"

¢ Sir,” said Marguerite, rising hastily, and seizing the
king’s arm—¢¢ allow me a little breath ; my emotion—the
heat—overpowers me.”

And, in truth, Marguerite was as pale and trembling as
if she was about to fall on the carpet.

Henry went straight to a window, some distance off,
and opened it. This window looked on the river.

Marguerite followed him. ¢ Silence, sire—silence, for
pity’s sake !”” she murmured.

¢ What, madame,” said the Béarnais, with his peculiar
smile, ‘“did you not say we were alone ? ”

““Yes, sir ; but have you not heard me say that by the
aid of a tube introduced into the ceiling or the wall every-
thing could be heard ?”

¢ Well, madame, well,” said the Béarnais, earnestly, and
in a low voice ; ‘it is true yon do not love me, but you
are, at least, honorable.”

¢ What do you mean, sir ?”

I mean that if you were capable of betraying me, you
would have allowed me to continune, as I might have be-
trayed myself. You stopped me—I now know that some
one is concealed here—that you are an unfaithful wife,
but a faithful ally ; and at this moment I have more need
of fidelity in politics than in love.”

¢¢8ir | ” replied Marguerite, confused.

‘Good, good; we will talk of this hereafter,” said
Henry, ¢ when we know each other better.”

Then, raising his voice—¢ Well,” he continued, ¢ do yon
breathe more freely now, madame ?
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¢Yes, gir—yes ! ”

‘¢ Well, then,” said the Béarnais, ¢ I will no longer in-
trude on you. I owed you my respectsand some advances
towards better acquaintance ; deign, then, to accept them,
as they are offered, with all my “heart. Good night, and
happy slumbers !

Marguerite raised to her husband her eyes, brilliant with
gratitnde, and in her turn, extended her hand.

¢ Tt is agreed,” she said.

¢ Political alliance, frank and loyal ?” asked Henry.

¢ Frank and loyal,” was the reply.

And the Béarnais went towards the door, followed by
Marguerite’s look. Then, when the curtain had fallen
between them and the bedchamber :

¢¢ Thanks, Marguerite,” he said, in a quick and low
tone, ‘“thanks! You are a true daughter of France. I
leave you quite tranquil ; lacking your love, your friend-
ship will net fail me. I rely on you, asyou, for your part,
may rely on me. Adien, madame.”

And Henry kissed his wife’s hand, and pressed it gently.
Then with a quick step he returned to his own apartment,
saying to himself in a low voice, in the corridor:

“ Who the devil is with her ? Is it the king, or the
Duke d’Anjou, or the Duke d’Alengon, or the Dunke de
Guise ? is it a brother or a lover—is it both ? I’ faith, I
am almost sorry now I asked the baroness for this rendez-
vous ; but, as my word is pledged, and Dariole awaits me,
no matter. Yet, ventre-saint-gris! this Margot, as my
brother-in-law, King Charles, calls her, is an adorable
creature.”

And with a step which betrayed a slight hesitation,
Henry of Navarre ascended the sfaircase which led to
Madame de Sanve’s apartments.

Marguerite had followed him with her eyes until he
disappeared. Then she returned to her chamber and
found the duke at the door of the cabinet. The sight
almost touched her with remorse.

The duke was grave, and his knitted brow bespoke
bitter reflection.
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“ Marguerite is neutral to-day,” he said—¢* Marguerite
will be hostile in a week.”

“Ah! you have been listening ?” said Marguerite.

¢¢ What else counld I do in the cabinet ?”

¢¢And did you find that I behaved otherwise than the
Queen of Navarre should behave ?”

““No ; but differently from the way in which the mis-
tress of the Duke de Guise should behave.”

¢ Sir,” replied the queen, ‘I may not love my hushand,
but no one has the. right to require me to betray him.
Would you yourself reveal the secrets of the Princess de
Porcian, your wife?”

¢ Come, come, madame,” answered the duke, shaking
his head, ¢ this is very well; I see that you do not love
me as in those days when you disclosed to me the plot of
the king against me and my party.”

¢¢ The king was strong, and you were weak ; Henry is
weak, and you are strong. You see I play a consistent
part.”

¢ Only you pass from one camp to another.”

‘“That was a right I acquired, sir, in saving your
life.”

““Good, madame : and as when lovers separate, they
return all the gifts that have passed between them, I will
save your life, in my turn, and we shall be quits.”

And bowing politely, the duke left the room, nor did
Marguerite attempt to retain him.

In the antechamber he found Gillonne, who guided him
to the window on the ground floor, and in the fosse he
found his page, with. whom he returned to the Hoétel de
Guise.

Marguerite went to the opened window.

‘“ What a marriage night ! ” she murmured to herself ;
¢¢ the husband flies—the lover forsakes me !”

She shut the window, and called Gillonne to help her to
undress and retire to bed.
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CHAPTER IIL

THE POET-KING.

TraE morrow and the following days were passed in a
guccession of balls, tournaments, and banquets. The king
seemed to have laid aside his usual melancholy and the
queen-mother was so occupied with embroidery, orna-
ments, and plaemes that she could not sleep.

The Huguenots, in some measure appeased, began to
assume silken pourpoints, wear devices, and parade before
certain balconies, as if they were Catholics.

On every side the reaction in favor of the Protestants
was so great, that it seemed that the Court was about to
become Protestant itself ; even the admiral, in spite of
his discernment, was deceived, and was so carried away,
that one evening he forgot for two whole hours his tooth-
pick, which he always used from two o’clock, the hour at
which he dined, until eight o’clock at night, when he
sut down to supper.

The evening on which the admiral thus unaccountably
deviated from his nsnal habit, King Charles IX. had in-
vited Henry of Navarre and the Duke de Guise to sup with
him : after the repast, he went into his chamber, and was
busily explaining to them the mechanism of a wolf-trap
he had invented, when interrupting himself—‘“The
Admiral does mnot come to-night,” said he; “who has
seen him to-day, and can tell me anything about him?”

‘I have,” said the King of Navarre; ‘“and should
your majesty be anxious about him, I can reassure you, for
I saw him this morning at six, and this evening at seven
o'clock.”

¢ Ah, ah 1” replied the king, whose eyes were instantly
fixed with a searching expression on his brother-in-law;
¢ for a new-married man, Harry, you are very early.”
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““ Yes, sire,” answered the King of Navarre, I wished
to inquire of the admiral, who knows everything, whether
some gentlemen I expect are on their way hither.”

¢ More gentlemen ! why, you had eight hundred on the
day of your wedding, and fresh ones join you every day.
you are surely not going to invade us? ”’ said Charles IX.,
smiling.

The Duke de Guise frowned.

¢¢Sire,” returned the Béarnais, ¢‘ a war with Flandersis
spoken of, and I am collecting round me all those gentle-
men of my country whom I think can be useful to your
majesty.”

The duke, calling to mind the pretended project Henry
had mentioned to Margnerite the day of their marriage,
listened still more attentively.

“««Well, well,” replied the king, with a sinister smile,

¢ the more the better ; let them all come. But who are °

these gentlemen ?—brave ones, I trust?”

“I know not, sire, if my gentlemen will ever equal
those of your majesty, of the Duke d’Anjou, or of the
Duke de Guise, but I know that they will do their best.”

““Do you expect many?

¢ Ten or twelve, perhavs.”

¢¢What are their names ?”

“8ire, I cannot at this moment call any of them to
mind, with the exzception of one, whom Teligny recom-
mends to me as a most accomplished gentleman, and
whose name is De la Mole.”

‘“De la Mole !|” gaid the king, who was perfectly ac-
quainted with the genealogy of all the noble families of
France—‘ ig he not a Lerac de la Mole, a Provengal? ”

¢ Exactly so, sire; yon see, I recruit even in Provence.”

¢ And 1,” added the Duke de Guise, with a sarcastic
smile, ¢ go even further than the King of Navarre, for I
seek even in Piedmont all the brave Catholics I can find.”

« Catholic or Huguenot,” interrupted the king, ¢it
little matters to me, so they are brave.”

The expression of the king’s face whilst he uttered these
words, which thus united Catholics and Huguenots in his
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thoughts, was so full of indifference, that the duke him-
self was surprised.

““ Your majesty is occupied with the Flemings,” said
the admiral, to whom Charles had some days previously
accorded the favor of entering without being announced,
and who had overheard the king’s last words.

““Ah! here is my father, the admiral,” cried Charles,
opening his arms. ‘“We were speaking of battles, of
gentlemen, of brave men—and ke comes. It is like the
loadstone, that attracts the iron. My brother-in-law of
Navarre and my cousin of Guise were speaking of rein-
forcements they expect for your army. That was the
subject of our conversation.”

¢« And these reinforcements are come,” said the ad-
miral.

¢ Have you any intelligence of them, monsienr ?”’ asked
the Béarnais.

‘“Yes, my son, and particularly of M. de la Mole; he
was at Orleans yesterday, and will be in Paris to-morrow,
or the day after.”

¢“The devil! You must be a sorcerer, M. ’Admiral,”
said the Duke de Guise, ‘‘ to know what is passing at thirty
or forty leagues’ distance. For my part, I should like to
know for a certainty what will happen, or what has hap-
pened, at Orleans.”

Coligny remained unmoved by this speech, which evi-
dently alluded to the death of Frangois de Guise, the
duke’s father, killed before Orleans by Poltrot de Méré,
and not without a suspicion of the admiral’s having been
concerned in the murder.

¢¢ 8ir,” replied he, coldly, and with dignity, “Iam a
gorcerer whenever I wish to know anything that concerns
my own affairs or those of the king. My conrier arrived
an hour ago from Orleans, having traveled, thanks to
the post, thirty-two leagues in a day. As M. de la Mole
only has his own horse, he rides but ten leagues a day, and
can only arrive in Paris on the 24th. Here is all my
magic.” -

¢ Bravo, my father ! cried Charles IX. ; <“teach these
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young men what the wisdom is, accompanied by age,
which has whitened your hair and beard ; so now we will
gend them to talk of love and tournaments, and we will
onrselves discourse of our wars. Good councilors make
good kings. Leave us,. gentlemen ; we would be alone.”

The two young men left the apartment; the King of
Navarre first, then the Duke de Guise; but outside the
door they separated, after a formal salute.

Coligny followed them with his eyes, not without dis-
quietude ; for he never saw these two men, who cherished
so deadly a hate against each other, meet, without a dread
that some spark would kindle a conflagration. Charles
saw what was passing in his mind, and, laying his hand on
his arm : '

¢ Fear nothing, my father : I am here to preserve peace
and obedience. I am really a king, now that my mother
is no longer queen, and she is no longer queen since
Coligny became my father.”

€< QOh, sire!” said the admiral, ¢ the Queen Cather-
ine—7> .

¢“Is a quarrel-monger. Peace is impossible with her.
These Italian Catholics are furious, and will hear of noth-
ing but extermination ; now, for my part, I not only wish
to pacify, but I wish to protect those of the Reformed
religion. The others are too dissolute, and scandalize me
with their amours and their quarrels. Shall I speak
frankly to you?” continued Charles, redoubling in
energy. ‘“I mistrust every one about me, except my new
friends. I suspect the ambition of Tavannes ; Vieilleville
only cares for good wine, and would betray his king for a
cagk of Malvoisie ; Montmorency only thinks of the chase,
and lives amongst his dogs and falcons; the Count de
Retz is a Spaniard ; the Guises are Lorraines. I think
there are no true Frenchmen in France, except myself,"
my brother-in-law of Navarre, and yourself; but I am
chained to the throne, and cannot command the army ; it
is as mueh as I can do to hunt at St. Germains or Ram-
bouillet. My brother-in-law of Navarre is too young and
too inexperienced, besides, he seems to me exactly like his
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father Antoine, ruined by women. There is but you, my
father, who can be called, at the same time, brave as
Cwmsar and wise as Plato ; so that I scarcely know what
to do—keep you near me, as my adviser, or send you to
the army, as its general. If you counsel me, who will
command ? If you command, who will counsel me ?”

“ Sire,” said Coligny, ‘‘ we must conquer first, and
then take counsel after the victory.”

¢¢That i8 your advice—so be it. Monday you shall leave
for Flanders, and I for Amboise.”

‘¢ Your majesty leaves Paris, then ?”

“Yes; I am weary of this confusion, and of these féf.es.
Tam not aman of action ; I am a dreamer. I was not born
to be a king : I was born to be a poet. You shall form a
council—as long as my mother has no influence there, all
will go well. I have already sent word to Ronsard to meet
me, and at this moment I must go and reply to a sonnet
my dear and illustrious poet has sent me. I cannot, there-
fore, now give you the docnments necessary to make you
acquainted with the question now debating between Philip
II. and myself. There is, besides, a plan of the campaign
drawn up by my ministers. I will find it all for you, and
give it to you to-morrow.”

¢¢ At what o’clock, sire ?”

‘¢ At ten o’clock ; and if by chance I am busy making
verses, or in my cabinet writing, well—you will find all
the papers in this red morocco portfolio. The color is
remarkable, and you cannot mistake it. Iam now going
to write to Ronsard.”

‘¢ Adieu, sire !”

¢ Adieu, my father!”

‘“ Your hand—"

‘ What, my hand ? In my arms, in my heart, there is
your place! Come, my old soldier, come !”

And Charles, drawing Coligny towards him as he in-
clined himself before him, pressed his lips to his forehead.

The admiral wiped a tear from his eyes as he left the
room.

Charles followed him with his eyes as long as he could
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see, and listened as long as he conld catch a sound; and
when he could no longer hear or see anything, he turned
and entered his small armory. This armory was the
favorite apartment of the king. It was there he took
his fencing lessons with Pompée, and his lessons of poetry
with Ronsard. He had assembled there all the most
costly arms he had been able to collect. The walls were
hung with axes, shields, spears, halberds, pistols, and
muskets, and that day a famous armorer had brought
him a magnificent arquebuss, on the barrel of which were
encrusted, in silver, these four verses composed by the
royal poet himself :

¢ Pour maintenir la foy,
Jesuis belle et fidéle,
Aux ennemis du Roi,
Je suis belle et cruelle.”

Charles entered, as we have said, this room, and after
having shut the door by which he had entered, he raised
the tapestry that masked a passage leading into a little
chamber, where a female, kneeling, was saying her prayers.

As this movement was executed noiselessly, and the foot-
steps of the king were deadened by the thick carpet, the
female heard no sound, and continued to pray. Charles
stood for a moment pensively locking at her.

She was a woman of thirty-four or thirty-five years
of age, whose masculine beauty was set off by the costume
of the peasants of Caux. She wore thehigh capso much
the fashion at the court of France during the time of Izabel
of Bavaria, and her bodice was red and embroidered with
gold, like those of the confadine of Nettuno and Sora.
The apartment which she had for nearly twenty years
occupied, was close to the bedchamber of the king, and
presented a singular mixture of elegance and rusticity.
The palace had encroached upon the cottage, and the
cottage upon the palace, so that the chamber was between
the simplicity of the peasant and the luxury of the court
lady. k

The prie-diew on which she knelt was of oak, beautifully
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carved, covered with velvet, and embroidered with gold,
whilst the Bible (for she was of the Reformed religion),
from which she was reading was very old and torn, like
those found in the poorest cottages.

¢“Eh, Madelon!” said the king.

The kneeling female lifted her head smilingly at the
well known voice, and rising from her knees,—

¢¢ Ah ! it is you, my son,” said she.

¢ Yes, nurse, come here.”

Charles IX. let fall the curtain, and sat down on the arm
of a large chair. The nurse appeared.

¢“What do yon want with me, Charles ?”

¢ Come near, and answer in a low tone.”

The nurse approached him with familiarity.

‘¢ Here I am,” said she ; ¢ speak !”

¢‘ Is the person I sent for there ?*

¢¢ He has been there half an hour.”

Charles rose from his seat, approached the window,
looked to assure himself there were no eavesdroppers, went
towards the door, and looked out there also, shook the
dust from his trophies of arms, patted a large greyhound
which followed him wherever he went, stopping when he
stopped, and moving when he moved—then returning to
his nurse :

¢¢Let him come in, nurse,” said he.

The nurse disappeared by the same passage by which
she had entered, whilst the king went and leaned against
a table on which were scattered arms of every kind.
gearcely had he done so, when the tapestry was again
lifted, and the person whom he expected entered.

He was a man of about forty, his large gray eyes full of
treachery and falsehood, his nose curved like the beak of
a screech-owl, his cheek-bones prominent. His face in
vain sought to assume an expression of respect, but naught
but fear appeared on his blanched lips.

Charles gently put his hand behind him, and grasped
the butt of a pistol of & new construction, that was dis-
charged not by a mateh, as formerly, but by aflint brought
in contact with a wheel of steel. He fixed his eyes steadily
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on the newcomer, whilst he whistled with the most per-
fect precision, one of his favorite hunting airs.

After a pause of some minuntes, during which the ex-
pression of the stranger’s visage grew more and more dis-
composed.

¢ You are the person,” said the king, “‘ ealled Frangois
de Louviers Maurevel ?”

¢ Yes, sire.”

¢ Captain of musqueteers ?”

¢¢Yes, Sire.”

¢ I wished to see you.”

Maurevel inclined himself profonndly.

“You know,” continued Charles, laying a stress on
each word, ¢ that I love all my subjects equally ?”

I know,” stammered Maurevel, ¢ that your majesty
is the father of your people.”

“ And that the Huguenots and Catholics are equally
my children ?”

Maurevel remained silent, but his agitation was mani-
fest to the piercing eyes of the king, although he was
almost concealed in the obscurity.

“This displeases yon,” said the king, ‘“ who are so great
an enemy to the Huguenots.”

Maurevel fell on his knees.

¢ Sire,” stammered he, ¢ believe that——""

I believe,” continued Charles, whose eye now changed
its glassy look for one that seemed of fire—<“I believe
that you had a great desire at Moncontour to kill the ad-
miral, who has just left me; I believe you missed your
aim, and that then yon entered the army of my brother,
the Duc d’Anjou; I believe that you enlisted into the
company of M. de Mouy de St. Phale.” i

¢ Qh, Sire!”

¢ A brave gentleman from Picardy.”

¢ Sire, sire 1” cried Maurevel, “ do not overwhelm me.”

“«“He was a brave soldier,” continued Charles, whose
features assumed an aspect of almost ferocious ecrumelty,
¢ who received you as if you had been his son ; fed you,
lodged you, and clothed yow.”
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- Maurevel uttered a despairing sigh.

‘“ You called him your father, and a tender friendship
existed between you and the young De Mouy.”

Maurevel, still on his knees, bent himself more and
more ; the king stood immovable, like a statne whose lips
only are endowed with vitality.

< By the way,” continued the king, <M. de Guise was
to give you ten thousand crowns if you killed the admiral
—was he not ?” The assassin struck his forehead against
the floor. .

“One day that your father, the Sieur de Mouy, recon-
noitred near Chevreux, he let hig whip fall, and dis-
mounted to pick it up. You were then alone with him ;
you took a pistol from your holster, and shot him in the
back ; then seeing he was dead—for you killed him on the
gpot—you escaped on the horse he had given you. This
is your history, I believe ?*

And as Maurevel remained mute under this accusation,
every circumstance of which was true, the king began to
whistle again, with the same precision and melody, the
game hunting air.

¢ Now then, murderer ! ” said he, ¢“ doyou know I have
a great mind to hang you ?”

¢ Oh, sire | ” cried Maurevel.

¢ Young De Mouy entreated me to do so only yester-
day, and I scarcely knew what answer to make him, for
hig demand was but just.”

Maurevel clasped his hands.

¢ All the more just, gince I am, as you say, the father
of my people ; and that, as I answered you now, I being
reconciled to the Huguenots, they are as much my chil-
dren as the Catholics.”

¢ Sire,” said Maurevel, in despair, ¢ my life is in your
hands ; do with it what you will.”

“ You are quite right, and I would not give a halfpenny
for it.”

<< But, sire,” asked the assassin, ¢‘is there no means of
redeeming my erime ?”
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‘ None, that I know of ; only in your place—but thank
God I am not—-"

““'Well, sire, were you in my place ? ” murmured Man-
revel.

<1 think I could extricate myself,” said the king.

Maaurevel raised himself on one knee and one hand, fixing
his eyes upon Charles.

I am very fond of young De Mouy,” said the king ;
“but, I am equally fond of my cousin of Guise ; and if
my cousin asked me to spare a man that the other wanted.
me to hang, I confess I should be embarrassed ; but for
policy as well as religion’s sake I should comply with
Guise’s request ; for De Mouy, although a brave gentle-
man, is but a petty personage compared with a prince of
Lorraine.”

During these words, Maurevel slowly rose, like a man
whose life is saved.

‘“As in your sitmation it is very important te gain
the duke’s favor, listen to what he said to me last
night.

Maurevel drew nearer.

< Imagine, sire,” said he to me, ¢ that every morning,
at ten o’clock, my deadliest enemy passes down the Rue
Saint Germain-1’Auxerrois, on his return from the Louvre.
Isee him from a barred window in the room of my old
preceptor, the Canon Pierre Pile, and I pray the devil to
open the earth and swallow him in its abysses.’—Now,
Maurevel, perhaps if you were the devil, it would please
the duke ?”

¢ But, sire,” stammered Maurevel, ¢“I cannot make the
earth open.”

““You made it open, however, wide enough for De
Mouy. It was with a pistol that—— Have you this
famous pistol still 7

€T am a better marksman, sire, with an arquebuss than
a pistol,” replied Maurevel, now quite reassured.

¢ Never mind,” said the king ; ‘I am sure M. de Guise
will not care how it is done, go it be done.”

¢ But,” said Manrevel, ““I must have a weapon I can
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rely on, as, perhaps, I shall have to fire from a long dis-
tance.” :

¢“1 have ten arquebnsses in this chamber,” replied
Charles IX., ¢ with which I hit a crown-piece at a hun-
dred and fifty paces—will you try one ?”

¢ Most willingly, sire !” cried Maurevel, advancing to-
wards the one that had been that day brought to the
king.

“No; not that one,” said the kingj; I reserve that
for myself. Some day I will have a grand hunt, and then
I hope to use it. Take any other you like.”

Maurevel detached one from a trophy. ¢ And who is
this enemy, sire ?” asked he.

¢ How should I know,” replied Charles, with a contemp-
tuous look.

I must ask M. de Guise, then,” faltered Manrevel.

The king shrugged his shoulders.

“ Do not ask,” said he ; ‘“for M. de Guise will not an-
swer. - People do not generally answer such questions ; it
is for those who do not wish to be hanged to guess.”

¢ Bat how shall I know him ?”

I tell you he passes the canon’s house ever morning
at ten o’clock.”

‘“So many pass, would your majesty deign to give me
any certain sign ?”

¢ Oh, to-morrow he will carry a red morrocco portfolio
under his arm.”

¢ That is sufficient, sire.”

¢“You have still the horse M. de Mouy gave you, have
you not ?*

¢ Sire, I have a horse that is fleeter than any other in
France.”

“ Oh, I am not in the leagt anxious about you ; only it
is as well to let yon know there is a back-door.”

¢ Thanks, sire ; pray Heaven for me ! ”

¢ Oh, pray to the devil rather; for by his aid only can
you escape a halter.”

¢ Adieun, sire.”

¢¢Adien! By the way, M. de Maurevel, remember,
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that if I hear of you before ten to-morrow, or do nof
hear of you afterwards, there is an oudliefte at the Louvre.”

And Charles began to whistle, with more than usual
Pprecision, his favorite air. -

CHAPTER IV.
THE EVENING OF THE 24TH OF AUGUST, 15%2.

OUR readers have not forgotten that in the previous
chapter Henry was anxiously expecting the arrival of a
gentleman named De la Mole.

This young gentleman, as the admiral had anticipated,
entered Paris by the gate of Saint Marcel, the evening of
the 24th of Angust, 1572 ; and bestowing a contemptuous
glance on the numerous hostelries that displayed their
picturesque signs on either side of him, he rode on into the
heart of the city, and after having crossed the Place
Maubert, Le Petit-Pont, the Pont-N6tre-Dame, and
along the quay, he stopped at the end of the Rue de
PArbre-Sec.

The name pleased him, no doubt, for he entered the
street, and finding on his left a large plate of iron swing-
ing, creaking on its hinges, he stopped, and read these
words, ““La belle Etoile,” written on a scroll beneath the
sign, which was a most attractive one for a traveler, asit
represented a fowl roasting in the midst of a black sky,
whilst a man in a red cloak held out his hands and his
purse towards it.

¢ Here,” said the gentleman to himself, ¢“is an inn
that promises well, and the landlord must be a most in-
genious fellow. I have always heard that the Rue de
PArbre-Sec was near the Louvre ; and provided that
the interior answers to the exterior, I shall be admirably
lodged.”

Whilst this monologue was going on, another person
entered the other end of the street, and stopped also to
admire the sign of La belle Etoile.



MARGUERITE DE VALOIS. 37

The gentleman whom we already know, at least,
by name, rode a white horse, and wore a black doublet
ornamented with jet ; his cloak was of violet velvet, his
boots were of black leather, and the hilts of his sword and
dagger were of steel, beautifully worked ; his age from
twenty-four to twenty-five, his complexion dark, his eyes
blue ; a small mustache shaded a beautifully cut mouth,
full of pearly teeth, that seemed, whenever he showed
them, to light up his whole face with a smile of melan-
choly sweetness.

Nothing could form a greater contrast with him than
the second traveler. Beneath his slouched hat appeared
a profusion of hair, rather red than brown; large gray
eyes that on the slightest occasion sparkled so fiercely,
that they seemed black ; a fair complexion, a light mus-
tache, and splendid teeth, completed his description ;and he
was, with his white skin and fine form, what is generally
termed a handsome cavalier, and during the last hour,
which he had employed in staring up at all the windows,
the ladies had honored him with no small share of their
attention.

He it was who first addressed the other gentleman, who
was with himself looking at the sign of La belle Etoile.

¢ Mordi! monsieur,” said he, with the accent that
characterizes the natives of Piedmont—‘‘we are close to
the Louvre, are we not ? At all events, I think your
choice is the same as mine, and I am highly flattered by
it.”

¢ Monsieur,” replied the other, with a provincial ac-
cent that rivaled that of his companion, ‘I believe this
inn is near the Louvre, but I have not yet made up my
mind to enter it.”

““You are undecided : the house is tempting, neverthe-
less. You must allow the sign ig very inviting.”

‘“Very ! and it is for that very reason I mistrust it, for
Paris is full of sharpers, and you may be just as well
tricked by a sign as by anything else.”

 Mordi!” replied the Piedmontese, ‘“I don’t care a
fig for their tricks; and if the host does not serve me a



88 MARGUERITE DE VALOIS.

chicken as well roasted as the one on his gign, I will put
him on the spit and roast him instead. Come, let us
go in.”

‘“You have decided me,” said the Provengal, laughing ;
¢¢ precede me, I beg.”

<¢ Impossible, monsieur—1I could not think of it; for I
am only your most obedient servant, the Count Annibal
de Coconnas.”

¢¢ And I, monsieur, but the Count Joseph Boniface de
Lerac de la Mole, equally at your service.”

‘¢Since that is the case, let us take each other’s arm,
and go in so0.”

The result of this proposition was, that the two young
men got off their horses, threw the bridles to the ostler,
linked arms, adjusted their swords, and advanced towards
the door of the inn, where stood mine host, who did not
seem to notice them, so busy was he talking with a tall
man, wrapped in a large sad-colored cloak like an owl
buried in her feathers.

The two gentlemen were so near the host and his friend
in the sad-colored cloak, that Coconnas, 1mpat1ent at
being thus neglected, touched his sleeve.

He appeared suddenly to perceive them, and dismissed
his friend with an ‘“ du revoir / be sure and let me know
the bour appointed.”

‘“Well, monsieur le dréle,” said Coconnas, ¢ do not yon
see we have business with youm ?”

<1 beg pardon, gentlemen,” said the host ; ‘I did not
gee you.”

¢ Eh, mordi ! then you ought to have seen us ; and now
that you do see us, say ‘M. le comte,” and not merely
¢ Monsieur.””

La Mole stood by, leaving Coconnas, who seemed to
have undertaken the affair, to speak ; but it was plain,
from the expression of his face, that he was fally pre-
pared to act upon occasion.

““Well, what is your pleasure, M. le comte ?” asked
the landlord, in a quiet tone.

< Ah, that’s better ; is it not ? ” said Coconnas, turning
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to La Mole, who inclined his head affirmatively. ¢ Mon-
sier le comte and myself wish to sup and sleep here to-
night.”

“Gentlemen,” said the host, ““I am very sorry, but I
have only one chamber, and I am afraid that would not
suit yon.”

¢So much the better,” said La Mole ; ¢“ we will go and
lodge somewhere else.”

<< I shall stay here,” said Coconnas ; ¢ my horse is tired,
I will have the room, since you will not.”

‘Ah! that is quite different,” replied the host coolly.
¢¢T cannot lodge you at all, then.”

¢ Mordi!” cried Coconnas, ‘‘here’s a pretty fellow!
Just now yon could not lodge us because we were two,
and now you have not room for one. You will not lodge
us at all, then P”

‘¢ Since you take this high tone, gentlemen, I will an~
swer you frankly.”

¢¢ Answer, then ; only answer quickly.”

¢ Well, then, I would rather not have the honor of lodg-
ing you at all.”

¢ For what reason ?” asked Coconnas, growing white
with rage.

¢ Because you have no servants, and for one master’s
room full, I should have two servants’ rooms empty ; so
that, if I let you have the master’s room, I run the risk
of not letting the others.”

M. de la Mole,” said Coconnas, ‘¢ do you not think we
ought to thrash this fellow ?”

¢ Decidedly,” said La Mole, preparing himself, together
with Coconnas, to lay his whip over the host’s back.”

But the landlord, despite this demonstration, contented
himself with retreating a step or two.

<< It is easy to see,” said he in a tone of raillery, that
these gentlemen are from the provinces. At Paris, it is
no longer the fashion to kill innkeepers—only great men
are killed nowadays ; and if you make any disturbance,
I will call my neighbors, and instead of you beating me,
you shall be beaten yourselves.”
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¢ Mordi ! cried Coconnas, in a rage ; ‘“he is langhing
at us.”

¢« Qregoire, my arquebuss,” said the host, with the same
voice with which he would have said, ¢‘ Give these gentle-
men a chair.” N

 Trippe del papa!” cried Coconnas, drawing his sword ;
¢ rouse yourself M. de la Mole.”

¢¢No, no ; for whilst we rouse ourselves, our supper will
get cold.”

¢ What, you think——" eried Coconnas.

¢That M. de la Belle Etoile is right ; only he does not
know how to treat his guests, especially when they are
gentlemen ; for instead of saying, ¢ Gentlemen I do not
want you,” he should have said, ¢ Enter, gentlemen’—at
the same time reserving to himself the right to charge in his
bill—Master’s room, so much ; servants, so much.”—With
these words, La Mole pushed the host, who was looking
for his arquebuss, on one side, and entered with Coconnas.

‘“Well,” said Coconnas, ““I am sorry to sheathe my
sword before I have ascertained that it is as sharp as that
rascal’s larding-needle.”

¢¢ Patience, my dear friend,” said La Mole. ‘¢ Al the
inns in Paris are full of gentlemen come to attend the
King of Navarre’s marriage, and we shall have great diffi-
culty in finding another apartment ; besides, perhaps it
ig the custom to receive strangers at Paris in this manner.”

Mordi! how quiet youn are, M. de la Mole !” muttered
Coconnas, curling his red mustache with rage. ¢ But
let the scoundrel take care; for if his meat be not ex-
cellent, if his bed be hard, his wine less than three years
in bottle, and his waiter be not as pliant as a reed ?

¢ Ah, ah !” said the landlord, whetting his knife on a
strap, fyou may make yourself easy ; you are in a land
of plenty.”

Then, in a low tone, he added—¢‘These are some
Huguenots ; they have grown so insolent since the mar-
riage of their Béarnais with Mademoiselle Marguerite !”
- Then, with a smile that would have made his guests shudder
had they seen it :




MARGUERITE DE VALOIS. 41

¢ How strange it would be if I were just to have two
Huguenots come to my house, when——"

“Now, then,” interrupted Coconnas, ‘“are we going to
have any supper ? ”

““Yes, as soon as you please, monsienr,” returned the
host, softened, no doubt, by the last reflection.

‘““Well, then, the sooner the better,” said Coconnas ;
and turning to La Mole :

¢ Pray, M. le comte, whilst our room is being prepared
tell me, do you think Paris seems a gay city ?”

“Ma foi! no,” said La Mole. ¢ All the Parisians I
saw had most forbidding faces ; perhaps they are afraid
of the storm ; for the sky looks very black, and the air
feels heavy.”

¢ Are you not looking for the Louvre, count ?”

““Yes ! and you also, Monsieur de Coconnas.”

““Well, let ns look for it together.”

It is rather late to go out, is it not ?”’ said La Mole.

¢ Early or late, I must go out : my orders are peremp-
tory—¢ Come instantly to Paris, and communicate with
the Duke de Guise without delay.” ”

At the name of the Duke de Guise, the landlord drew
nearer.

€1 think the rascal is listening to us,” said Coconnas,
who conld not forgive the host hisrude reception of them,

¢¢1 am listening, gentlemen,” replied he, taking off his
cap ; “ but it is to serve you. I heard the great duke’s
name mentioned, and I came immediately. What can [
do for you ?”

“Ah! this name is magical, since it renders yon so
polite. Tell me, master—what’s your name ?”

¢ La Huriére,” replied the host, bowing.

““ Well, Master la Huriére doyou think my arm is lighter
than the Duc de Guise’s, who makes you so civil ?”

““No, M. le comte; but it is not so long; besides, I
must tell you, that the great Henry is the idol of the
Parisians.”

‘“ What Henry ? ” asked La Mole.

¢¢ There is only one.”
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¢ Which ?”

“ Henry de Guise ! ”

““You are mistaken ; there is another, whom I desire
you do not speak ill of, and that is Henry of Navarre,
besides Henry de Condé, who has his share of merit.”

“Ido not know them,” said the landlord.

‘“But I do; and as I am directed to the King of Na-
varre, I desire you not to speak slightingly of him before
me,
The host only replied by touching his cap, and con-
tinned speaking to Coconnas :

‘“ Monsienr is going to see the great Duke de Guise.
Monsieur is very fortunate. He is come, no doubt,
for——”

‘“ What 2 asked Coconnas.

¢“For the féte,” replied the host, with a singular smile.

‘¢ For all the fétes,” replied Coconnas ; ¢“for Paris is, I
hear, a succession of fétes. Does not every one find
plenty of amusement P

¢ Pretty well ; but they will have more soon, I hope.”

‘‘ The marriage of the King of Navarre has brought a
great many people to Paris, has it not ?” said La Mole.

‘¢ A great many Hugnenots—yes,” replied La Huriere,
but suddenly changing his tone :

‘¢ Pardon me, gentlemen,” gaid he ; ¢ perhaps you are
of that religion ?”

¢« L,” cried Coconnas, ‘I am as good a Catholic as the
pope himself.” ]

La Huriére looked at La Mole, but La Mole did not, or
would not comprehend him.

< If you do not know the King of Navarre,” said La
Mole, “perhaps you know the admiral. I have heard he
has some influence at court, and as I have letters for him,
perhaps you will so far sully your mouth as to tell me
where he lives 7 )

¢“He did live in the Rue de Bethisy,” replied the host,
with a satisfaction he could not conceal.

¢« He did live ?” said La Mole. ¢ He has left, then ?”

¢ Yes—this world, perhaps.”
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¢¢ What ! ” cried both the gentlemen together, ¢ the
admiral dead ?

¢« What, M. de Coconnas, are you a friend of the Duke
de Guise, and not know that ?”

¢ Know what ? ”

¢ That the day before yesterday the admiral was passing
before the house of the Canon Pierre Piles, when he was
fired at—"

< And killed ? ” said La Mole.

¢No ; he had his arm broken and two fingers taken oﬁ
but it is hoped the balls were poisoned.”

< How, wretch !”” cried La Mole ; ‘“ hoped ?”

¢¢ Believed, I mean,” said the host, winking at Cocon-
nas ; it was a slip of the tongne.”

¢ Really | ” said Coconnas, joyfully.

¢ Really ! ” said La Mole, sorrowfully.

¢ It is just as I tell you, gentlemen,” said the host.

“In that case,” said La Mole, ‘I must go instantly to
the Louvre. Shall I find the King of Navarre there ?”

¢ Most likely, since he lives there.”

““ And L,” said Coconnas, *must also go to the Louvre.
Shall I find the Duke de Guise there ? ”

¢ Most likely ; for he has this instant passed with twe
hundred gentlemen.”

¢ Come, then, M. de Coconnas,” said La Mole.

“ I am ready,” returned he.

¢ But your supper, gentlemen !” cried [a Huridre.

““ Ah,” said La Mole, ¢ I shall most likely sup with the
King of Navarre.”

““ And I,” said Coconnas, ¢¢ with the Duke de Guise.”

‘“ And L,” said the host, after having watched the two
gentlemen take the road to the Louvre, I will go and
burnish my steel cap, put a match to my arquebuss, and
sharpen my partisan, for no one knows what may happen.”

DuMas—Vor, IIL—3
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CHAPTER V.

OF THE LOUVRE IN PARTICULAR, AND OF VIRTUE IN
GENERAL.

THE two young men, directed by the first person they
met, went down the Rue d’Averon, the Rue St. Germain-
1’ Auxerrois, and soon found themselves before the Louvre,
whose towers were beginning to be lost in the darkness of
the night.

¢ What is the matter with you ?” asked Coconnas of
La Mole, who stopped before the old chétean, and gazed,
not without awe, on the drawbridges, the narrow windows,
and the pointed belfries, presented to him.

I scarcely know,” said La Mole; ‘“my heart beats
strangely. I am not timid, but this old palace seems so
gloomy and terrible.”

¢ For my part,” replied Coconnas, ‘I feel in excellent
gpirits. My dress is rather disordered,” continued he,
““but never mind ; it will prove I have obeyed my instruc-
tions, and come promptly on my arrival.”

The two young men continuned their way, each influ-
enced by the feelings he had expressed.

The Louvre was guarded with more than usual care,
and all the sentinels were doubled. Our cavaliers were
somewhat embarrassed, therefore, but Coconnas, who had
remarked that the Duke de Guise’s name acted like a talis-
man on the Parisians, approached the sentimel, and mak-
ing use of the duke’s name, demanded to enter. The
name seemed to prodmce its ordinary effect upon the
goldier, who, however, asked Coconnas if ke had the
countersign.

Coconnas was forced to confess he had not.

‘¢ Stand back, then,” said the soldier.

At this moment, a person who was talking with the
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‘officer -of the guard when ‘Coconnas demanded leave to
-enter, advanced to him.

¢ What do you want with M. de Guise ?” asked he,
with a strong German acoent.

¢ T wish to see him,” said Cocannas.

¢¢ Impossible—the duke is with the king.”

¢ But I have.a letter for him.”

¢ Ah, that is different. What is your name ? »

¢ The Count Annibal de Coconnas.”

< Will Monsieur Annibal give me the letter #”

““On my word,” said La Mole to himself, <‘I hope I
may find another gentleman, equally polite, to conduet
me to the King of Navarre.”

¢ Give me the letter,” said the German gentleman,
holding eut his hand towards Coconnas.

¢ Mordi ! ” replied the Piedmontese, ¢ I scarcely know
whether I onught, as I have not the honor of knowing

on.”

<«It is Monsieur de Besme,” said the sentinel, < you
may safely give him your letter, I’ll answer for it.”

““M. de Besme !” cried Coconnas; ‘¢ with the greatest
pleasure. Here is the letter. Pardon my hesitation ; but
when one is entrusted with an important commission, one
ought to be careful.”

‘“There is no need of any excuse,” said De Besme.

¢ Perhaps, sir,” said La Mole, ‘ you will be so kind as
to do the same for my letter that you have done for that
of my friend ?”

¢“'Who are you, monsieur ?”

¢« The Count Lerac de la Mole.”

I don’t know the name.”

““No doubt ; for I am only just arrived in Paris, fo
the first time.”

«Where do you come from ?”

““From Provence.”

““With a letter also ?

“Yes.”

¢« For the Duke de Guise ?”

¢ No: for the King of Navarre.”
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T am not in the service of the King of Navarre,” said
De Besme, coldly, ¢ and therefore I cannot take your
letter.”

And turning on his heel, he entered the Louvre, bid-
ding Coconnas follow him.

La Mole was left alone.

At this moment a troop of cavaliers, sbout a hundred
in number, came out from the Louvre.

¢¢ Ah, ah!” said the sentinel to his comrade, ¢ here
come De Mouy and his Huguenots ! See how joyous they
all are. The king has promised them, no doubt, to put
to death the assasgin of the admiral ; and as it was he
who murdered De Mouy’s father, the gon will kill two
birds with one stone.”

“Did you not say,” interrupted La Mole, ¢ that this
officer is M. de Mouy ?”

‘¢ Yes, monsieur.”

¢ Thank you,” said La Mole. ¢ That was all I wished
to know ;” and advancing to the chief of the cavaliers.

¢¢Sir,” said he, ““I am told you are M. de Mouy.”

““Yes, sir,” returned the officer, courteously. ¢ May I
inquire whom I have the honor of addressing ¢”

““The Count Lerac de 1a Mole.”

The young men bowed to each other.

¢ What can I do for you, monsieur ?”’ asked De Mouy.

¢ Monsieur, I am just arrived from Aix, and I have a
letter from M. d’Aunac, governor of Provence, for the
King of Navarre. How can I giveit to him? How can
I enter the Louvre ?”

¢ Nothing is easier than to enter the Louvre,” replied
De Mouy ; ““but I fear the king will be nnable to see you
at this hour. I will, however, if you please, conduct you
to his apartments, and then you must manage for yourself.”

¢ A thousand thanks !”

‘¢ Come then,” said De Mouy.

De Mouy dismounted, advanced towards the wicket,
passed the sentinel, conducted La Mole into the chéitean,
and, opening the door leading to the king’s apartments :

¢¢ Enter, and inquire for yourself, monsiear,” said he.
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And salating La Mole, be retired.

La Mole, left alone, looked round. The anteroom was
vacant. He advanced a few paces and found himself in a
passage.

¢1 will walk straight on,” thought he, ‘‘and I must
meet some one.”

Suddenly the door opposite that by which he had en-
tered opened, and two pages appeared, lighting a lady of
noble bearing and exquisite beauty.

The glare of the torches fell full on La Mole, whostood
motionless. =

The lady stopped also.

‘“What do you want, sir ?” said she, in a voice of
exquisite sweetness.

¢ Oh, madame,” said La Mole, “pardon me;: I have
just left M. de Mouy, who was so good as to conduct me
here, and I wish to see the King of Navarre.”

¢¢The king is not here, gir ; he is with his brother-in-
law. But, in his absence, could you not say to the
queen——"

““Oh, yes, madame,” returned La Mole, ““if I could
obtain audience of her.”

““You have it already, sir ”

¢ What ! cried La Mole.

¢ am the Queen of Navarre.”

La Mole started with surprise.

¢ Speak, sir,” said Marguerite, ‘“ but speak quickly, for
the queen-mother is waiting for me.”

¢<If the queen-mother waits for you, madame,” said La
Mole, ““suffer me to leave you, for I am incapable of col-
lecting my ideas, or of thinking of aught but admiration.”

Marguerite advanced graciously towards the handsome
young man, who, without knowing it, acted like a finished
courtier.

¢¢ Recover yourself, sir,” said she ; I will wait.”

‘¢ Pardon me, madame,” said La Mole, ¢ that I did not
galute you with the respect due to you, but >

““ You took me for one of my ladies ¥ " said Marguerite,
smiling.
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‘“No ; but for the shade of the beautiful Diana of Poic-
tiers, who is said to haunt the Louvre.”

‘¢ Come, sir,” said Marguerite, ‘I see you will make
your fortune at court; your letter was not needed, but
still, give it me : I will take care the King of Navarre has
ib.4]

In an instant La Mole threw open his doublet, and drew
from his breast a letter enveloped in silk. Marguerite
took the letter, and glanced at the writing.

¢ Are you not M. de la Mole ?” asked she.

“Yes, madame. Can I hope my name is not unknown
to you ?”

““I have heard my husband, and the Duc d’Alengon,
my brother, speak of you. I know they expect yon.”

And she placed the letter in her corsage, glittering with
gold and diamonds.

‘¢« Now, sir,” said she, ‘‘descend to the gallery below,
and wait until some one comes to you from the King of
Nuavarre. One of my pages will show you the way.”

And Marguerite disappeared, like a dream.

¢ Are you coming, sir ?” cried the page who was to
conduct La Mole to the lower gallery.

¢ Oh, yes—yes ! ” cried La Mole, joyfully; for, as the
page led him the same way that Marguerite had gone by,
he hoped to see her again.

As he descended the staircase, he perceived her below ;
and whether she heard his step, or by chance, she looked
round, and La Mole saw her features a second time.

The page preceding La Mole descended a story lower,
opened one door, then another, and stopping—*¢* It is here
you are to wait,” said he.

La Mole entered the gallery, the door of which closed
after him.

The gallery was vacant, with the exception of one gen-
tleman, who was sauntering np and down, and seemed also
waiting for some one. )

It was so dark, that though not twenty paces apart, it
was impossible for either to recognize the other’s face.

La Mole drew nearer.
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““By Heaven !” muttered he—¢* here is M. de Coconnas
again |”

At the sound of footsteps, Coconnas turned, and recog-
nized La Mole.

““ Mordi!” cried he. ¢ The devil take me, but here is
M. de la Mole! What am I doing? Swearing in the
king’s palace. Well, never mind ; the king does not much
care where he swears.—Here we are at last, then, in the
Louvre ! ”

““Yes : I suppose M. de Besme introduced you ?”

¢ Oh, he is the most polite German I ever met with.
Who brought you in ?”

“M. de Mouy. I told you the Hugnenots had some
interest at court. Have you seen M. de Guise ?

““ No—not yet. Have you obtained an andience of the
King of Navarre ? ”

“ No—but I soon shall. I was conducted here, and told
to wait.”

‘ Ah, you will see we shall be invited to some grand
supper, and placed side by side. How singular! We
seem inseparable. By the way, are you hungry >”

“No.”

¢ And yet you seemed anxious to taste the good cheer of
La Belle Etoile.”

At this moment the door communicating with the king’s
apartment opened, and M. de Besme entered.

He scrutinized both gentlemen, and then motioned
Coconnas to follow him.

Coconnag waved his hand to La Mole.

De Besme traversed a gallery, opened a door, and stood
at the head of a staircase.

He looked cautiously round, and,

““M. de Coconnas,” said he * where are yon staying?”

¢ At the Belle Etoile, Rue de I’Arbre-Sec.”

¢ Ah, that is close by. Return to your hotel, and to-
night—>

“ Well, to-night?»

“Come here, with a white cross in your hat. The pass-
word is ¢ Guise.” Hush ! not a word.”
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““ What time am I to come?”

¢ When you hear the tocsin.”

¢¢ Good—I shall be here,” said Coconnas.

And, salating De Besme, he betook himself to the
hostelry of La Belle Etoile.

At this instant the door of the King of Navarre’s apart-
ment opened, and a page appeared.

““You are the Count de la Mole? ” said he.

¢ That is my name.”

¢ Where do you lodge?”

¢ At the Belle Etoile.”

““That is close to the Lonvre. His majesty the King
of Navarre has desired me to inform you that he cannot
at present receive you : perhaps he may send for you to-
night ; but, atall events, come to the Louvre to-morrow.”

‘“ But the sentinel will refuse me admission.”

‘“True : the countersign is ‘ Navarre ;’ that will secure
your entrance.”

¢ Thanks.”

The first thing La Mole saw on entering the inn was
Coconnas seated before a large omelette.

¢“Oh, oh !” cried Coconnas, langhing, ¢“ I see you have
no more dined with the King of Navarre than I have
supped with the Duke de Guise.”

““ Ma foi ! no.”

¢ Are you hungry now?”

‘“ Yes, very.”

¢ Well, then, sit down, and partake of my omelette.”

I see that fate makes us inseparable. Do you sleep
here 27

¢¢ 1 don’t know.”

¢¢ More do I.”

«“ Well, then, I know where I shall pass the night.”

¢¢ Where?”

¢¢ Wherever you do ; that is inevitable.”

Thus saying, the two gentlemen fell to work on the ome-
let of Maitre la Huriére.”
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CHAPTER VL.
THE DEBT PAID,

Now, if the reader is curious to know why M. de la
Mole had not been received by the King of Navarre, why M.
de Coconnas had not seen M. de Guise, and why both, in-
stead of supping at the Louvre, on pheasants, partridges,
and kid, supped at the hotel of the Belle Ftoile on an
omelette, he must kindly accompany us to the old palace
of kings, and follow the queen, Marguerite of Navarre, of
whom La Mole had lost sight at the entrance of the grand
gallery.

Whilst Marguerite was descending this staircase, the
duke, Henry de Guise, whom she had not seen since the
night of her marriage, was in the king’s closet. To this
staircase, which Marguerite was descending, there was an
outlet. To the closet in which M. de Guise was, there
was a door, and this door and this outlet both led to a
corridor, which corridor led to the apartments of the
queen-mother Catherine de Medicis.

Catherine de Medicis was alone, seated near a table,
with her elbow leaning on a Prayer-book half open, and
her head leaning on a hand still remarkably beautiful—
thanks to the cosmetics with which she was supplied by
the Florentine, René, who united the double duty of per-
fumer and poisoner to the queen-mother.

The widow of Henry II. was clothed in mourning, which
she had not thrown off since her husband’s death. At
this period she was about fifty-two or fifty-three years of
age, and preserved a figure full of freshness and still of
considerable beanty. Her, apartment like her costume,
was all mourning. By her side was a small Italian grey-
hound, called Phobé, a present from her son-in-law, Henry
of Navarre.

Suddenly, and at a moment when the queen-mother
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appeared plunged in some thought which brought a smile
to her lips, colored with carmine, a man opened the
door, raised the tapestry, and showed his pale visage, say-
ing, ¢ All goes badly.”

Catherine raised her head, and recognized the Duke
de Guise.

““ How ¢ all goes badly * ?”” she replied. ¢ What mean
you, Henry ?”

‘I mean that the king is more then ever taken with
the accursed Huguenots ; and if we await his leave to ex-
ecute the great enterprise, we shall wait a very long time,
and perhaps forever.”

¢ What, then, has happened ? ” inquired Catherine, still
preserving the tranguillity of conntenance that washabitual
to her, and yet to which when occagion served, she could
give so different an expression.

¢ Why, just now, for the twentieth time, I opened the
conversation with his majesty as to whether he would still
permit all those bravadoes which the gentlemen of the
Reformed religion indulge in, since the wound of their
admiral.”

¢« And what did my son reply ?” asked Catherine.

‘“ He replied, < Monsieur le Duc, you must necessarily
be suspected by the people as the anthor of the attempted
assassination of my second father, the admiral ; defend
yourself from the imputation as best you may. Asto me,
I will defend myself properly, if I am insulted ; and then
he turned away to feed his dogs.”

¢ And you made no attempt to retain him !”

““Yes ; but he replied to me, in that tone which you so
well know, and looking at me with the gaze peculiar to
him, <M. le Due, my dogs are hungry; and they are
not men, whom I can keep waiting.” Whereupon I came
straight to you.”

¢ And you have done right,” said the gueen-mother,

““ But what is now to be done ?”

¢ Try a last effort.”

¢ And who will try it ?”

¢I! Isthe king alone?”
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““No; M. de Tavannes is with him.”

‘¢ Await me here ; or, rather, follow me at a distance.”

Catherine rose and went to the chamber, where, on
Turkey carpets and velvet cushions, were the favorite
greyhounds of the king. On perches ranged along the
wall were two or three favorite falcons and a small pied
hawk, with which Charles IX. amused himself in bringing
down the small birds in the girden of the old Louvre,
and that of the Tuileries, which they had just commenced
building.

On her way the queen-mother arranged her connte-
nance into a pale and agonizing look, down which rolled a
last—or rather a first tear.

She approached Charles IX. noiselessly, as he was
giving his dogs fragments of cakes cut into equal por-
tions.

¢ My son,” said the queen, with such a tremulous voice,
so adroitly managed, that the king started.

‘“What would you, madame!” said Charles, turning
round suddenly.

I would, my son,” replied Catherine, ‘“request your
leave to retire to one of your chéteaux, no matter which,
so that it be as distant as possible from Paris.”

¢« And wherefore, madame ?” inquired Charles IX.,
fixing on his mother that glassy eye, which, on certain
occasions, became so penetrating.

¢ Because every day I receive new insults from persons
of the new faith ; because to-day I hear that you have
been freshly menaced by the Protestants, even in your
own Louvre, and I do not desire to be present at such
spectacles.”

‘But, then, madame,” replied Charles IX. with an
expression full of conviction, ¢ they have attempted to
kill their admiral. An infamous murderer has already
assassinated the brave M. de Mouy. Mort de ma vie!
mother, there must be justice in a kingdom !

€ Oh, be easy on that head, my son,” said Catherine ;
¢ justice will not be wanting to them ; for if you should
refuse it, they will still have if in their own way: on
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M. de Guise to-day, on me to-morrow, and yourself here-
after.”

“Qh, madame ! ” said Charles, allowing a first accent
of doubt to break through, ¢ do you think so ?”

“ Oh, my son,” replied Catherine, giving way entirely
to the violence of her thoughts, ‘“do you not see that if is
no longer a question of the death of Frangois de Guige or
the admiral, of Protestant religion or Catholie, but simply
of the substitution of the son of Antoine de Bourbon for
the son of Henry the Second ?”

¢ Come, come, mother, you are falling again mto your
usual exaggeration,” said the king.

‘¢ What is, then, your opinion, my son ?”

¢ To wait, mother—to wait. All human wisdom is in
this single word. The greatest, the strongest, the most
gkilfol, is he who knows how to wait.”

< Do you wait, then : I will not.”

And on this Catherine made a curtsey, and, advancing
towards the door, was about to return to her apartment.

Charles IX. stopped her.

¢ Well, then, really, what is best to be done, mother ?”
he agked, ““ for I am just, before everything, and I would
have every one satisfied with me.”

Catherine torned towards him.

¢ Come, count,” she said to Tavannes, who was caressing
the pied hawk, ‘“and tell the king your opinion as to
what should be done.”

¢ Will your majesty permit me ?” inquired the count.

¢ Speak, Tavannes l~speak.”

‘“ What does your majesty do when, in the chase, the
wounded boar turns on you ?”

¢ Mordieu, sir, 1 await him, with firm foot and hand,”
replied Charles, ‘“and stab him in the throat with my
good sword.”

¢ Simply, that he may not hurt you,” remarked Cath-
erine.

¢ And to amuse myself,” said the king, with a gmile
which indicated courage pushed even to ferocity ; ¢ but I
will not amuse myself with killing my subjects ; for, after
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all, the Huguenots are my subjeots, as well as the Cath-
olies.”

¢ Then, sire,” said Catherine, ¢ your subjects, the
Huguenots, will do like the wild boar who escapes the sword
thrust at his throat : they will bring down the throne.”

‘Bah! Do youreally think so, madame ?” gaid Charles
IX., with an air which denoted that he did not place
great faith in his mother’s predictions.

‘“But have you not seen M.de Mouy and hisparty to-day?”

“Yes ; I have seen them, and indeed just left them.
But what does he ask for that is not just # He. has re-
quested the death of the murderer of his father and the
assassin of the admiral. Did we not punish M. de Mont-
gomery for the death of my father and your husbaud,
although that death was a simple accident ?*”

“¢’Tis well, sir,” said Catherine, piqued ; ““let ussay no
more. Your majesty is under the protection of that
God who gives strength, wisdom, and confidence. But
I, a poor woman, whom God abandons, no doubt, on
account of my sins, fear, and give way.” And Catherine
again curtseyed and left the room, making a sign to the
Duke de Guise, who had at that moment entered, to
remain in her place, and try a last effort.

Charles IX. followed his mother with his eye, but this
time did not recall her. He then began to caress his dogs,
whistling a hunting air.

He suddenly paused.

My mother,” said he, ““is a right royal spirit, and
doubts of nothing. Really, now, it is a cool proposal, to
kill off some dozens of Huguenots, because they come to
demand justice, as if it were not their right !”

‘‘Some dozens ! ” murmured the Duke de Guise.

¢ Ah! are you there, sir ?” said the king, appearing to
see him for the first time. ¢ Yes, some dozens. A
tolerable waste of life! Ah! if any one came to me and
said : ¢ Sire, you shall be rid of all your enemies at once,
and to-morrow there shall not remain one to reproach you
with the death of the others,” why, then, I do not say—"

< Well, sire |”
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‘¢Tavannes,” said the king, ¢ you will tire Margot ; put
her back on her perch. It is no reason, because she bears
the name of my sister, the Queen of Navarre, that all the
world should caress her.”

Tavannes put the hawk on her perch, and amused him-
gelf by playing with a greyhound’s ears.

‘“But, sire, if any one should say to your majesty :
¢ Sire, your majesty shall be delivered from all your enemies
to-morrow’ ?”

¢ And by the intercession of what saint would this great
miracle be effected ?*

¢¢ Sire, we are to-day at the 24th of Angust, and it will
therefore be by the interposition of Saint Bartholomew.”

““A worthy saint,” replied the king, ‘“who allowed
himself to be skinned alive !

¢ So much the better ; the more he suffered, the more
he ought to have felt a desire for vengeance on his execu-
tioners.”

¢¢ And is it yon, my cousin,” said the king, ¢is it yon,
with your pretty little gold-hilted sword, who will to-
morrow slay ten thonsand Huguenots ? Ah, ah ! mort de
ma vie! you are very amusing, M. De Guise ?” And the
king burst into loud laughter, but a laughter so forced
that the room echoed with its sinister sound.

¢¢Sire, one word—and one only,” continued the duke,
shuddering in spite of himself at the sound of this laugh,
which had nothing human in it—¢‘ one sign, and all is
ready. I have the Swiss and eleven hundred gentlemen ;
I have the light horse and the citizens on my side ; your
majesty has your guards; your friends, the Catholic
nobility. We are twenty to one.”

““ Well, then, cousin of mine, since yon are so strong,
why the devil do you come to fill my ears with all this !
Act without me—act——"

Anad the king turned again to his dogs.

Then the tapestry suddenly moved aside, and Catherine
reappeared.

‘“ All goes well,” she said to the dnke; ‘‘urge him,
and he will yield.”
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And the tapestry fell on Catherine without the king
seeing, or at least appearing to see her.

“ But yet,” continned De Guige, ‘it is mecessary I
should know, if, in acting as I desive, I shall act agree-
ably to your majesty’s views.”

“Really, cousin Henry, you put your knife to my
throat ! But I shall vesist. Mordicud/ am I not the
king ?*

¢ No, not yet, sire ; bat, if you will, yon shall be so to-
morrow.”

¢ Ah—what ! contimaed Charles, *“ you would kill the
King of Navarre, the Prince de Condé, in my Louvre—
ah |” Then he added, in a voice scarcely audible—¢ With-
ont the walls, I do not sa 1

“Sire,” cried the duke, ¢ they are going out this
evening, to join in a revel with your brother, the Duke
d’Alengon.”

‘‘Tavannes,” said the king, with well-affected impa-
tience, ‘“do not you see that you annoy Acteon ? Here
boy—here !”

And Charles IX. quitted the apartment, without wait-
ing to hear more, and leaving Tavannes and the Duke de
Guise almost as nncertain as before.

Another scene was passing in Catherine’s apartments,
who, after she had given the Duke de Guise her counsel
toremain firm, had returned to her rooms, where she found
assembled the persons who usually assisted at her going
to bed.

Her face was now as full of joy as it had been downeast
when she set out. One by one she dismissed her women,
and there only remained Madame Marguerite, who, seated
on & coffer near the open window, was looking at the sky,
absorbed in thought.

Two or three times, when she thus found herself alone
with her daughter, the queen-mother opened her mouth
to speak, but each time a gloomy thought withheld the
words ready to escape her lips. )

Suddenly the tapestry moved, and Henry of Navarre
appeared.

»
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The little greyhound, which was asleep on a sofa, leaped
towards him at a bound.

““You here, my son!” said Catherine, starting. ¢¢Do
you sup in the Louvre to-night ?

“ No, madame,” replied Henry, ‘“ we are going into the
city to-night, with Messienrs d’Alengon and De Condé.
I almost expected to find them here.”

Catherine smiled.

‘ Ah ! you men are go happy to have suchliberty ! Are
they not, dear danghter ?”

““Yes,” replied Marguerite, ¢liberty iz so glorious, so
sweet a thing.”

‘“Would you imply that I restricted youn, madame ?”
inquired Henry, bowing to his wife.

¢“No, sir ; it is not for myself that I complain, but for
women in general.”

‘“Who goes there ? ” asked Catherine, suddenly, and at
the same moment the tapestry was raised, and Madame de
Sanve showed her lovely head.

¢¢ Madame,” she said, ‘it is René, the perfumer, whom
your majesty sent for.”

Oatherine cast a glance as quick as lightning at Henry
of Navarre. The young prince turned slightly red, and
then fearfully pale. The name of his mother’s assassin
had been mentioned in his presence ; he felt that his face
betrayed his emotion, and he leaned against the bar of
the window.

The little greyhound growled.

At the same moment, two persons entered ; the one an-
nounced, and the other having no need to be so.

The first was René, the perfumer, who approached
Catherine with all the servile obsequiousness of Florentine
servants. He held in his hand a box, which he opened,
and all the compartments were seen filled with powders
and flagks,

The second was Madame de Lorraine, the eldest sister
of Marguerite. She entered by a small private door, which
led from the King’s closet, and, all pale and trembling,
and hoping not to be observed by Catherine, who was ex-
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amining, with Madame de Sauve, the contents of the box
brought by René, seated herself beside Marguerite, near
whom the King of Navarre was standing, with his hand
on his brow, like one who tries to rouse himself from some
sudden shock.

At this instant Catherine turned round.

¢ Danghter,” she said to Marguerite, ‘“you may retire
to your chamber. My son, you may go and recreate
yourself in the city.”

Marguerite rose, and Henry turned half round.

Madame de Lorraine seized Marguerite’s hand.

¢ Sister,” she whispered, with great quickness, ¢ in the
name of the Duke de Guise,who now saves you, as you saved
him, do not go hence—do not go to your apartments.”

‘““Eh ! what say you, Claude ?” inquired Catherine,
turning round.

¢¢ Nothing, mother.”

““ What did you whisper to Marguerite ? *

¢ Only a message from the Duchess de Nevers.”

‘¢ And where is the lovely duchess ? >

¢¢With her brother-in-law, M. de Guise.”

Catherine looked suspiciously at her two daughters,
and frowned.

¢¢ Come here, Clande,” said the queen-mother.

Claude obeyed, and the queen seized her hand.

¢ What have you gaid to her, indiscreet girl that you
are ? ¥ she murmured, squeezing her daughter’s wrist
until she nearly shrieked with pain.

¢« Madame,” said Henry to his wife, he having lost
nothing of the movements of the queen, Claude, or Mar-
guerite—‘¢ Madame, will you allow me the honor of kiss-
ing your hand ?”

Marguerite extended her trembling hand.

¢“ What did she say to you ?” murmured Henry, as he
stooped to imprint a kiss on her hand.

¢ Not to go out. In the name of Heaven, therefore, do
not you go out either |

This was but a slight gleam ; but by its light, rapid as
it wag, Henry at once saw through the whole plot.
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¢ This is not all,” added Marguerite ; ‘¢ here is a letter,
which a country gentleman brought.”

¢ M. de la Mole ?”

¢ Yes.”

¢ Thanks,” he said, taking the letter, and putting it
under his doublet ; and passing in front of his bewildered
wife, he placed his hand on the shoulder of the Florentine.

¢ Well, Master René ! ” he said, ‘“and how goes on busi-
ness ?”

‘“ Pretty well, monseignenur—pretty well,” replied the
poisoner, with his perfidious smile.

¢1 should think so,” said Henry, ¢ with men who, like
you, supply all the crowned heads at home and abroad.”

¢ Except the King of Navarre,” replied the Florentine,
impudently.

¢ Ventre-saint-gris, Master René,” replied the king,
¢ you are right ; and yet my poor mother, who also bought
of yon, recommended you to me with her dying breath.
Come to me to-morrow, or the day after to-morrow, and
bring your best perfumes.”

At this moment, the Duchess of Lorraine, who could
no longer contain herself, burst into loud sobs.

Henry did rot even turn towards her.

¢¢ Sister, dear, what ig the matter ?” cried Marguerite,
going towards her,

¢ Nothing,” said Catherine, passing between the two
young women—¢“ nothing ; she has those nervous attacks,
for which Mazille prescribed aromatic preparations; ”
and again, and with more force than before, she pressed
her eldest daughter’s arm ; then, turning towards the
youngest :

‘“Why, Margot,” ghe said, ¢“did you hear me request
you to retire to your room ? if that is not sufficient, I
command you.”

‘“ Excuse me madame,” replied Marguerite, trembling
and pale ; ‘I wish your majesty good night.”

‘] hope your wishes may be heard. Good night—good
night !”

Marguerite withdrew, staggering with affright, and in

»
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vain seeking a glance from her husband, who did not even
turn towards her.

There was a moment’s silence, during which Catherine
remained with her eyes fastened on the Duchess of Lor-
raine, who, on her side, without speaking, looked at her
mother with clasped hands.

Henry’s back was still turned, but he was watching the
scene in a glass, whilst seeming to curl his mustache
with a pomade which René had given to him.

¢¢ And you, Henry, do you mean to go ?” asked Cath-
erine.

¢¢Yes, that’s true,” exclaimed the king. <“Mafoi/ I
forgot that the Duke d’Alengon and the Prince de Condé
were awaiting me ! These are admirable perfumes ; they
quite overpower one, and destroy one’s memory. Good
evening, madame.”

¢ @Good evening! To-morrow you will perhaps bring
me tidings of the admiral.” ¥

“ Without fail.—Well, Phebé, what is it P

¢ Phoobé ! ”” said the queen-mother, impatiently.

¢¢ Call her, madame,” said the Béarnais, “for she will
not allow me to go out.”

The queen-mother rose, took the little greyhound by
the collar, and held her whilst Henry left the apartment,
with his features as calm and smiling as if he did not feel
in his heart that his life was in imminent peril.

Behind him the little dog, set free by Catherine de
Medicis, rushed to try and overtake him, but the door
was closed, and Phoebé could only put her long nose under
the tapestry and give a long and mournful howl.

¢ Now, Charlotte,” said Catherine to Madame de Sauve,
‘“go and find M. de Guise and Tavannes, who are in my
oratory, and retnrn with them, and remain with the
Duchess of Lorraine, who has the vapors.”



62 MARGUERITE DE VALOIS.

CHAPTER VIL
THE NWIGHT OF THE R24TH OF AUGUST, 1572.

WnEN La Mole and Coconnas had finished their meager
supper, Coconnas stretched his legs, leaned one elbow on
the table, and drinking a last glass of wine, said :

¢ Do you mean to go to bed -instantly, Monsicur de la
Mole ?”

¢ Ma foi! I am very much inclined, for it is possible
that I may be called up in the night.”

¢ And T, too,” said Coconnas; “ but it appears to me
that, under the circumstances, instead of going to bed
and making those wait who are to come to us, we should
do better to call for cards and play a game. They will
then find us quite ready.”

1 would willingly accept your proposal, sir, but I
have very little money for play. I have scarce a hundred
gold crowns in my valise, for my whole treasure.”

¢ A hundred gold crowns !” cried Coconnas, ‘‘and you
complain ? Mordi! I have but six !”

““ Why,” replied La Mole, ‘I saw you draw from your
pocket a purse which appeared not only full, but I should
say, brimful.”

¢¢ Ah,” said Coconnas, * that is to defray an old debt
which I am compelled to pay to an old friend of my
father, whom I suspect to be like yourself, somewhat of a
Huguenot. Yes, there are here a hundred rose nobles,”
ke added, slapping his pocket, ¢ but these hundred rose
nobles belong to a Master Mercandon. As to my personal
patrimony, that, as I tell you, is limited to six crowns.”

“How, then, can you play ?”

‘“ Why, it is because of that I wish to play. Besides,
an idea occurs to me.”

¢ What is it ?
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“We both came to Paris on the same errand.”

““Yes.” ;

¢ We have each sought a powerful protector,”

“Yes”

“You rely on yours, as I rely on mine.”

¢ Yes.”

¢ Well, then, it occurred to me that we should play at
first for our money, and afterwards for the first favor
which came to us, either from the court or from our mis-
tress.”

¢ Really, a very ingenious idea,” said La Mole, with a
smile, ‘““but I confess I am not such a gamester as to risk
my whole life on a card or a turn of the dice ; for the first
favor which may come either to you or to me will, in all
probability, involve our whole life. But, if yon will, let
us play until your six crowns be lost or doubled, and if
lost, and you desire to continue the game, you are a gen-
tleman, and your word is as good as gold.”

‘¢ Done,” replied Coconnas; ‘‘a gentleman’s word is
gold, especially when he has credit at court. Thus, be-
lieve me, I did not risk too much when I proposed to play
for the first favor we might receive at court.”

¢ Doubtless, and you might lose it, but I could not gain
it ; for, being with the King of Navarre, I could not
receive anything from the Duke de Guise.”

¢ Ah, the heretic ! ” murmured the host, whilst rub-
bing up his old casque—¢¢ what ! I'smelt you out, did I!”
and he crossed himself devoutly.

‘¢ Well, then,” continued Coconnas, shuffling the cards
which the waiter brought him, ‘“ you are of the—-"

“ What ?”

“ New religion.”

«“T ?”

““Yes, you.”

¢«“Well, say that I am,” said La Mole, with a smile,
‘“have you anything against us ?

““No, thank God !—I hate Huguenotry with all my
heart, but I do not hate the Huguenots, for they are in
fashion just now.”
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¢ Yes,” veplied La Mole, smiling ; ‘“to wit, the shoot-
, ing at the admiral ; but let us play.”

¢ Yes, let us play, and fear not, for should I loseahun-
dred crowns of gold against yours, Ishall have wherewithal
to pay you to-morrow morning.”

“Then your fortune will come whilst you sleep.”

¢No; I shall go and find it.”

¢ Where ? T’ll go with you.”

¢ At the Louvre.”

‘¢ Are you going back there to-night ?”

““Yes; I have, to-night, a private andience with tho
great Duke de Guise.”

Since Coconnas had mentioned the Lonvre, La Huriére
had left off cleaning his headpiece, and placed himself be-
hind La Mole’s chair, so that Coconnas alone could see
him, and made signs to him, with the Piedmontese, ab-
sorbed in his game and the conversation, did not remark.

¢ Well, it is very strange,” remarked La Mole ; ¢“and
you were right to say that we were born under the same
star. I have also an appointment at the Louvre to-night,
but not with the Duke de Guise ; mine is with the King
of Navarre.”

¢ Have you a countersign ?”

“Yes.”

¢¢ A rallying sign ? ”

113 NO. »

“Well, I have one, and my countersign is

At these words of the Piedmontese, La Huriére made so
significant a gesture, that Coconnas, who had just raised
his head, was greatly astonished, even more than by the
game, at which he had lost three crowns.

¢ What’s the matter ?” asked La Mole, but seeing noth-
ing, he shuffled the cards again ; whilst La Huriére re-
tired, placing his finger on his lips to recommend discre-
tion, and leaving Coconnas so amazed, that he again lost
almost as rapidly the second time as the first.

““ Well,” observed Lia Mole, ¢ this makes exactly your six
erowns. Will you have your revenge on your future for-
tune?”
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< Willingly,” replied Coconnas.

¢ But before you begin, did yon not say you had an ap-
pointment with the Duke de Guise ?”

¢ Coconnas turned his looks towards the kitchen, and
saw the great eyes of La Huriére.

““Yes,” he replied, ““but it is not yet the hour. But
now let us talk a little about yourself, M. de la Mole.”

““We shall do better, I think, by talking of the game,
my dear M. de Coconnas; for unless I am very much
mistaken, you are in a fair way of losing six more
crowns.”

“ Mordi! and that is true! I always heard that the
Huguenots had good luck at cards. Devil take me, if I
haven’t a good mind to turn Huguenot ! ”

Do, count, do,” said La Mole; ‘“and you shall be well
received amongst us.”

Coconnas scratched his ear.

““If I were sure that your good luck came from that,”
he said, <“I would ; for I really do not hold so entirely
with mass, and as the king does not think so much of it
either: >

‘‘ Then it is such a simplereligion,” said La Mole ; ““so
pure: 2

¢ And, moreover, it is in fashion,” said Coconnas ; ““and
it brings good Inck at cards ; for, devil take me, if you do
not hold all the aces, and yet I have watched you closely,
and you play very fairly ; it must be the religion ?

““You owe me six crowns more,” said La Mole, quietly.

¢ Ah, how you tempt me !”” said Coconnas.

¢ Hush !” said La Mole, ¢“ you will get into a quarrel
with our host.”

¢ Ah, that is true,” said Coconnas, turning his eyes to-
wards the kitchen ; ¢“but—no, he is not listening ; he is
too much occupied at this moment.”

¢ What is he doing ?” inquired La Mole, who could see
nothing from his place.

‘¢ He is talking with—devil take me ! it is he !

“Who??”

€¢Why, that night-bird with whom he was discoursing

5
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when we arrived. The man in the yellow doublet and
sad-colored cloak. Mordi! how earnestly he talks.”

At this moment, La Huriére came hastily to Coconnas,
and whispered in his ear: ‘“Silence, for your life! and
get rid of your companion.”

Coconnas, turning to La Mole, said : ¢ My dear sir, I
must beg you to excuse me. I have lost fifty crowns in
no time. I am in bad luck to-night.”

¢ Well, sir, as you please,” replied La Mole ; “ besides, I
shall not be sorry to lie down for a time. Master la
Huriére !”

€< 8ire”

¢ If any one comes for me from the King of Navarre,
wake meimmediately ; Ishall be dressed, and consequently
ready.”

““So shall 1,” said Coconnas ; ““and that I may not
keep his highness waiting, I will prepare the sign. Mas-
ter la Huriére, some white paper and scissors !”

¢ Good night, M. de Coconnas,” said La Mole ; ¢“and
you, landlord, be so good as to light me to my room.
Good luck, my friend ! ” and La Mole disappeared up the
staircase, followed by La Hauriére.

Then the mysterious personage, taking Coconnas by the
arm, said to him, with much quickness :

¢¢ 8ir, you have very nearly betrayed a secret on which
depends the fate of a kingdom. One word more, and I
should have brought you down with my arquebuss. Now
we are alone.”

¢¢ But who are you ?”

¢¢Did you ever hear talk of Maurevel ?

¢ The assassin of the admiral?”

¢ And of Captain de Mouy.”

““Yes.”

““Well, I am De Maurevel.”

¢ Ah, ah !” said Coconnas.

¢ Hush !” said Maurevel, putting his finger on his
mouth.

Cocounas listened.,

At this moment he heard the landlord close the door of
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a chamber, then the door of a corridor, and bolt it ; and
then return precipitately to Coconnas and Maurevel, offer-
ing each a seat, and taking & third for himself.

< All is close now,” he said, ‘‘and you may speak out,
M. Maurevel.”

Eleven o’clock struck by Saint Germain I’Auxerrois ;
Maurevel counted each stroke of the clock, which sounded
full and dull in the night, and, when the last sound had
died away :

¢ Sir,” he gaid, turning to Coconnas, who was amazed
at all the precantions taken, ¢ are you a good Catholic ?*”

¢ I believe so,” replied Coconnas.

¢ Sir, are you devoted to the king ? ¥

¢ Body and soul ! you offend me, sir, by asking such a
question.”

¢ Will you follow us 2”7

¢ Whither ?

¢“That -is of no consequence—let me guide you ; your
fortune, and perhaps your life, are concerned in the
result.”

1 tell you, sir, that at midnight I have an appoint-
ment at the Louvre.”

¢ That is where we are going.”

¢ M. de Guise awaits me there.”

‘¢ And us also !

¢ But I have a written pass-word.”

¢ And so have we ! ”

1 have a sign of recognition.”

Maurevel drew from beneath his doublet a handful of
crosses in white stuff, gave one to La Huriére, one to
Coconnas, and took another for himself. La Huriére
fastened his to his helmet. Maurevel attached his to the
side of his hat.

‘¢ Ah, then,” said Coconnas, amazed, ¢ the appointment,
the countersign, and the rallying mark were for every-
body ?” 9

““ Yes, sir—that is to say, for all good Catholics.”

“Then there is a féte at the Louvre—some royal ban-
quet, is there not ?”” said Coconnas; ‘“and they wish to

Duyas—Vor. III,—4
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exclude those hounds of Huguenots,—good,—capital—ex-
cellent ! They have had the best of it too long.”

‘“Yes, there is a féte at the Louvre—a royal banquet ;
and the Huguenots are invited—and more, they will be
the heroes of the féte, and will pay for the festival, and if
you will be one of us, we will begin by going to invite
their principal champion—their Gideon, as they call him.”

¢¢ The admiral ! ” cried Coconnas.

¢¢ Yes, old Gaspard, whom I missed, like a fool, although
I aimed at him with the king’s arquebuss.”

¢ And this, my gentleman, is why I was furbishing my
helmet, sharpening my sword, and putting an edge on
my knives,” said La Huriére, with a loud and bear-like
voice.

At these words, Coconnas shuddered and turned very
pale, for he began to comprehend.

¢¢ Then really,” he exclaimed, ‘¢ this féte—this banquet
isa—?"> :

¢ You arealong time guessing, sir,” said Maurevel, ¢ and
it is easy to see that you are not so weary of these insolent
heretics as we are.”

¢ And you take on yourself,” he said, ‘ to go to the
admiral and to—"

Maurevel smiled, and drawing Coconnas to the window,
he said :

¢¢ Look there '—do you see, in the small square at the
end of the street, behind the church, a troop drawn up
quietly in the shadow ?”

¢ Yes.”

¢ The men who form that troop have, like Master la
Huriére, and myself, and yourself, a cross in their hats.”

€ Well 17

¢¢ Well, these men are a company of Swiss, from the
smaller cantons, commanded by Toquenot—you know
they are friends of the king.”

< Ah, ah !” said Coconnas.

¢ Now, look at that troop of horse passing along the
Quay—do you recognize their leader ?”

‘“How can I recognize him,” asked Coconnas, with a
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shudder, ‘¢ when it was only this evening that I arrived in
Parig 2”7

¢ Well, then, it is he with whom you have a rendez-
vous at the Louvre at midnight. See, he is going to wait
for you !”

¢ The Duke de Guise P”

¢ Himself ! His escorts are, Marcel, the ex-provost of
the tradesmen, and Jean Chorou, the present provost.

- These two are going to summon their companies, and here

comes the captain of the quarter. See what he will do ?”

‘¢ He knocks at each door ; but what is there on the
doors at which he knocks ? ”

¢ A white cross, young man, such as that which we
have in our hats.”

¢ But at each house at which he knocks they open, and
from each house there come out armed citizens.”

‘¢ He will knock here in turn, and we shall in turn go
out.”

<“But,” said Coconnas, ¢ if all the world is on foot to
go and kill one old Huguenot—2Mordi! it is shameful ?
It is an affair of cut-throats, and not of soldiers.”

“Young man,” replied Maurevel, < if the old are
objectionable to you, you may choose young ones—jyou
will find plenty for all tastes. If you despise daggers, use
your sword, for the Hugunenots are not the men to allow
their throats to be cut without defending themselves, and
you know that Huguenots, young or old, are hard-lived.”

““But are they going to kill them all, then ?” cried
Coconnas.

«“Alll”

¢ By order of the king ?”

¢¢ By order of the king and M. de Guise.”

¢ And when ?”

¢ When you hear the clock of Saint Germain 1’Auxer-
rois strike.”

¢ Oh, it was for that, then, that the amiable German
told me to hasten at the first sound of the toesin.”

¢ You have, then, seen M. de Besme 27

¢ I have seen and spoken to him.”
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¢ Where ?”

¢ At the Louvre.”

¢¢ Look there !”

¢ Mordi !—"tis he himself.”

¢ Would you speak with him ?”

‘¢ Why, really, I should like to do so.”

Maurevel opened the window instantly ; Besme was
passing at the moment with twenty soldiers.

¢¢ Guise and Lorraine !” said Maurevel.

Besme turned round, and perceiving that it was himself
who was accosted, he came under the window.

¢ Oh, is it yom, Siré de Maurevel ?”

¢ Yes, “tis I, what seek you ?”

¢ I am seeking the hostelry of the Belle Etoile, to find
& Monsieur Coconnas.”

¢ T am here, M. de Besme,” gaid the young man.

¢ Good, good ; are you ready ?”

¢ Yes—to do what ?”

¢ Whatever M. de Maurevel may tell you, for he is a
good Catholic.”

¢¢ Do you hear ?” inquired Maurevel.

““Yes,” replied Coconnas, “but M. de Besme l—where
are you going ?”

1 am going to say a word to the admiral.”

¢¢ Say two, if necessary,” said Maurevel, ‘‘ and this time,
if he gets up again at the first, do not let him rise at
the second.”

‘“ Make yourself easy, M. de Maurevel, aud put the
young gentleman in the right path.”

¢¢ A, have no fear for me ; the Coconnas have keen
scent, and good bred dogs hunt from instinet.”

¢ Adieu ! begin the chase, for we are in the slot of the
deer.”

De Besme went on, and Maurevel closed the window.

““You hear, young man,” said Maurevel, ¢“if you have
any private enemy, although he is not altogether a Hu-
guenot, you can put him on your list, and he will pass with
the others.”

Coconnas, more bewildered than ever with what he saw
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and heard, looked about him, at the host and Maunrevel,
who quietly drew a paper from his pocket. ¢ Here’s my
list,” said he ; ¢‘three hundred. ILet each good Catholic
do this night one-tenth part of the business I'shall do, and
to-morrow there will not remain one single heretic in the
kingdom.” .

“ Hush ! said La Huridre.

‘“What ig it6?” inquired Coconnas and Maurevel to-
gether.

They heard the first stroke of the bell of Saint Germain
PAuxerrois vibrate.

““Thesignal ! ” exclaimed Maurevel, ¢ The time is put
on—for it wes agreed for midnight. So much the better.
When it is the interest of God and the king, it is better
that the eclock should be punt forward than backward.”
And the sinister sound of the church bell was distinctly
heard. Then a shot was fired, and in an instant, the light
of several flambeaux blazed up like flashes of lightning in
the Rue de I’Arbre-Sec.

Coconnas passed his hand over his brow, which was
damp with perspiration.

It has begun!” cried Maurevel. ¢ Now to work—
away !”

<“One moment, one moment !” said the host. ¢ Be-
fore we begin, let us make safe the house. I do not wish
to have my wife and children killed in my absence. There
is a Hugunenot here.”

“ M. de la Mole !” said Coconnas, starting.

<« Yes, the fowl has thrown himself into the wolf’s
throat.”

¢What ! ” said Coconnas ; ¢“would youm attack your
guest ?”

It was for him I gave an extra edge to my rapier.”

¢ Oh, oh !” said the Piedmontese, frowning.

«T never yet killed anything but rabbits, ducks, and
chickens,” replied the worthy host, ¢and I do not know
very well how to kill a man ; but I can make my first trial
on him, and if I am clumsy, no one will be there to laugh
at me.”
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“ Mordi. ” it is hard,” said Coconnas. *M. de la Mole
is my companion ; M. de la Mole has supped with me;
M. de la Mole has played with me.”

““Yes ; but M. de la Mole is a heretic,” said Maurevel.
‘M. de la Mole is doomed ; and if we do not kill him,
others will.”

““ Not to say,” added the host, ¢ that he has gained fifty
crowns from you.”

‘“ True,” gaid Coconnas ; ¢ but, fairly, I am sure.”

Fairly, or not, you must pay them, whilst, if I kill him,
you are quits.”

““Come come !” cried Maurevel ; ¢ make haste, or we
shall not be in time with the aid we have promised M. de
Guise, at the admiral’s.”

¢ Coconnas sighed.

“T’ll make haste!” cried La Huriére, ¢‘wait for
me.”

“ Mordi /” cried Coconnas, ‘“he will put the poor gen-
tleman to great pain, and, perhaps, rob him. I must be
present to finish him, if requisite, and to prevent him from
touching his money.”

And impelled by this happy thought, Coconnas followed
La Huriére up-stairs, and soon overtook him, for the latter
slackened his pace when he approached the intended
vietim.

As he reached the door, Coconnasstill following, several
discharges of musquetry in the streets were heard.

¢ Diable /” muttered La Huriére, somewhat discon-
certed ; ‘“that has awakened him, I think.”

I should say so,” observed Coconnas, ‘“and he will
defend himself ; I do not know a likelier man. Suppose,
now, Master la Huriére, he were to kill youn, that would
be droll, eh P’

¢“Hum, hum ! responded the host, but knowing him-
self to be armed with a good arquebuss, he dashed the door
in with a kick of his foot.

La Mole, without his hat, but dressed, was entrenched
behind his bed, his sword between his teeth, and his pis-
tols in his hands.
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¢ Ah, ah!” gaid Coconnas, his nostrils expanding like
a wild beast who smelt blood—¢¢this grows interesting,
Master la Huriére.—Forward !” g

¢ Ah, you would assassinate me, it seems!” cried La
Mole, whose eyes glared ; ““and it is you, wretch !”

Master la Huriére’s reply to this was to take aim at the
young man with his arquebuss ; but La Mole was on his
guard, and as he fired, went on his knees, and the ball
passed over his head.

““Help !” cried La Mole ; ““help, M. de Coconnas!”

¢ Help, M. de Maurevel !'—help !” cried La Huridre.

“Ma foi/ M. de la Mole,” replied Coconnas, ¢all I
can do in this affair is not to join the attack against you.
It seems, all the Huguenots are to be put to death to-
night, in the king’s name. Get out of it as well as yon
can.”

¢ Ah, traitors! assassins ! —is it so ? Well, then, take
this!” And La Mole, aiming in his turn, fired one of
hig pistols. La Huriére, who had kept his eye on him,
moved suddenly on one side ; but Coconnas, not anticipat-
ing such a reply, had not stirred, and the ball grazed his
shoulder.

¢ Mordi /” he exclaimed, grinding his teeth—¢ T have
it. Well, then. let it be us two, since you will have it so !”
—and drawing his rapier, he rushed on La Mole.

Had he been alone, La Mole would, doubtless, have
awaited his attack ; but Coconnas had La Huriére to aid
him, who was reloading his gun, and Maurevel, who was
coming rapidly up the stairs. La Mole, therefore, dashed
into a small closet, which he bolted inside.

“ Ah, coward !” cried Coconnas, furious, and striking
at the door with the pommel of his sword—¢ wait ! wait !
and I will make as many holes in your body as you have
gained crowns of me to-night. Wait for me, poltroon-—

wait for me!”

La Huriére fired his arquebuss at the lock, and the door
flew open.

Coconnas rushed into the closet, but it was empty, and
the window open.
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‘“ He has thrown himself out,” said the host, ¢ and as
we are on the fourth story, he must be killed.”

““Or, he hag escaped by the roof of the next house,”
said Coconnas, putting his leg over the bar of the window,
and preparing to follow him over thig narrow and slip-
pery route ; but Manrevel and La Huriére drew him back
into the apartment.

< Are yon mad ?” they both exclaimed at once ; ** you
will kill yourself ! ”

¢Bah !’ said Coconnas, ‘I am a mountaineer, and
used to traverse the glaciers; besides, when a man has
once offended me, I will go up to heaven or descend to
hell with him, by whatever route he pleases. Let me do
ag I wish.”

““Well,” said Maurevel, ‘“he is either dead or a long
way off by this time. Come with us; and if he escape
you, there will be a thousand othersin his place.”

“You are right,” cried Coconnas. ¢ Death to the
Huguenots | I want revenge, and the sooner the better.”

And the three descended the staircase, like an avalanche.

¢“To the admiral’s | ” ghouted Maurevel.

¢ To the admiral’s ! ” shouted La Huriére.

““To the admiral’s, then, if it must be so!” shouted
Coconnas.

And all three, leaving the Belle Etmle in charge of Gre-
goire and the other waiters, hastened towards the Rue de
Béthisy, a bright light, and the report of fire-arms, guid-
ing them in that direction.

€“Who comes here ? ” cried Coconnas. ‘¢ A man with-
out his doublet or scarf ! ”

It i some one escaping,” said Maurevel.

““Fire! fire |” said Coconnag; ‘‘you who have arque-
busses.” 4

¢ Ma foi / not 1,” replied Maurevel. I keep my pow-
der for better game.”

““ You, then, La Huriére ! ”

¢ Wait, wait |”” said the innkeeper, taking aim.

¢ Oh, yes, wait, and he will escape,” replied Coconnas.

And he rushed after the nunhappy wretch, whom he soon
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overtook, as he was wounded ; but at the moment when,
in order that he might not strike him behind, he ex-
claimed, ¢Turn, turn!” the report of an arquebuss was
heard, a ball whistled by Coconnas’ ears, and the fugitive
rolled over, like a hare struck by the shot of the sports-
man,

A cry of triumph was heard behind Coconnas. The
Piedmontese turned round, and saw La Huriére brandish-
ing his weapon.

¢ Ah, now,” he exclaimed, “I have made my maiden
shot 1”

‘¢ And only just missed making a hole.in me, from one
side to the other.”

‘“Be on your guard !—be on your guard !”

Coconnas sprung back. The wounded man had risen
on his knee, and, full of revenge, was about to stab him
with his poniard, when the host’s warning put the Pied-
montese on his guard.

“Ah, viper ! ” shouted Coconnas; and rushing at the
wounded man, he thrust his sword through him three
times up to the hilt.

¢“ And now,” cried he, leaving the Huguenot in the
agonies of death—¢¢ to the admiral’s !—to the admiral’s ! ”

‘¢ Ah, ah ! my gentlemen,” said Maurevel, “it scems to
work.”

“Me foi!” yes,” replied Coconnas. ‘I donot know
if it is the smell of gunpowder that makes me drunk, or
the sight of blood which excites me, but mordi! I am all
anxious for slaughter. It is like a battue of men. I have
as yet only had battues of bears and wolves, and, on my
honor, a battue of men seems more amusing.” And the
three went on their way.
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CHAPTER VIIL
THE VICTIMS.

TuaE hotel of the admiral was, as we have said, situated
in the Rue de Béthisy. It was a large house, opening on
a court in front, flanked by two wings. One principal and
two small gates afforded entrance into this courtyard.

When our three cut-throats entered the Rue Béthisy,
which forms part of the Rue des Fossés-St.-Germain-
1’Auxerrois, they saw the hotel surrounded with Swiss sol-
diers and citizens, all armed to the teeth, some holding
drawn swords, others arquebusses loaded and the matches
burning, and some, in their left hand, torches that threw a
fitful and lurid glare on this séa of human heads and naked
weapons. The work of destruction was proceeding in the
Rues Tirechappe, Etienne, and Bertin-Poirée. Agonized
cries and the reports of muskets were heard incessantly ;
and, occasionally, some wretched fugitive rushed wildly
through what, seen by the uncertain light, seemed a troop
of demons.

In an instant, Coconnas, Maurevel, and La Huriére,
accredited by their white crosses, and received with cries
of welcome, were in the midst of the tumult, though they
could not have entered the throng, had not Maurevel been
recognized. Coconnas and La Huriére followed him, and
all three contrived to enter the court.

In the center of this court, the three doors of which were
burst open, a man, around whom a body of Catholics formed
a respectful circle, stood leaning on his drawn rapier, and
eagerly looking up at a balcony about fifteen feet above
him, which extended in front of the principal window of
the hotel.

This man stamped impatiently on the ground, and, from
time to time, questioned those around him.
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¢¢ Nothing yet !” murmured he. ¢ No one! He has
been warned, and has escaped. What do you think, Du
Gast ?”

¢¢ Impossible, monseigneur.”

““Why ? Did you not tell me, that just before we ar-
rived, a man, bareheaded, a drawn sword in his hand,
came running, as if pursued, knocked at the door, and was
admitted ?”

‘¢ Yes, monseigneur : bnt M. de Besme came up immedi-
ately, broke open the doors, and gurrounded the hotel. The
man went in, sure enough, but he has not gone ount.”

‘¢ Why,” said Coconnas to La Huriére, ¢ if my eyes do
not deceive me, it is M. de Guise I see.””

‘¢ Himself, monsieur. Yes; the great Henry de Guise
is come in person to watch for the admiral and serve him
as he served the duke’s father. Every one has his day,
and it is our turn now.”

“Hola, Besme !” cried the duke, with his powerful
voice, ‘“ have you not finished yet ?

And he struck his sword so foreibly against the stones
that sparks flew ont.

At this instant cries were heard in the hotel—then sev-
eral shots—then a clashing of swords, and then all was again
gilent.

The duke was about to rush into the house.

¢ Monseigneur, monseigneur ! ” said Du Gast, detain-
ing him, ‘“ your dignity commands you to wait here.”

“Yon are right, Du Gast. I must stay herc; but I am
dying with anxiety. If he were to escape!”

Suddenly the windows of the first floor were lighted up
with what seemed the reflection of torches.

The window, on which the duke’s eyes were fixed,
opened, or, rather, was shattered to pieces, and a man,
his face and collar stained with blood, appeared on the
balcony.

< Ah! at last, Besme ! ”” cried the duke ; ¢ what news ?”

‘“Here ! here!” replied the German, with the greatest
sang froid, lifting as he spoke, a heavy body.

‘“But where are the others ? ¥ demanded the duke.
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¢ The others are finishing the rest.”

¢¢ And what have you done ? ”

¢ You shall see. Stand back a little ! ”

The duke retreated a few paces.

The object that Besme was trying to lift was now
visible ; it was the body of an old man. He raised itabove
the balcony, and threw it, by a powerful effort, at his
master’s feet.

The heavy fall, and the blood that gushed forth, star-
tled even the duke himself ; but curiosity soon overpowered
fear, and the light of the torches was speedily thrown on
the body.

A white beard, a venerable visage, and limbs contracted
by death, were then visible. ¢ The admiral!” cried
twenty voices, as instantaneously hushed.

““Yes, the admiral !” said the duke approaching the
corpse, and contemplating it with silent ecstasy.

¢“The admiral ! the admirall” repeated the witnesses
of this terrible scene, timidly approaching the old man,
majestic even in death.

¢ Ah, at last, Gaspard !” said the Duke de Guise,
trinmphantly. ¢ Murderer of my father! thus do I
avenge him !’

And the duke dared to plant his foot on the breast of
the Protestant hero. But instantly the dying warrior
opened his eyes, his bleeding and mutilated hand clenched
itself, and the admiral, with a sepulchral voice, said to the
duke :

‘ Henry de Guise, one day the foot of the assassin shall
be planted on thy breast! I did not kill thy father, and
I curse thee !

The duke, pale, and trembling in spite of himself, felt
a cold shudder come over him. He passed his hand across
his brow, as if to dispel the fearful vision ; and when he
dared again to glance at the admiral, his eyes were closed,
his hand unclenched, and & stream of black blood poured
over his silvery beard from that mounth which had so
lately uttered the terrible denunciation against his mur-
derer.
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The duke lified his sword with a gesture of desperate
resolution.

¢« Are you satisfied, monseignenr ?” asked Besme.

¢ Yes,” returned Henry ; ¢ for thou hast avenged——"

¢The Duke Frangois !” said De Besme.

¢ The Catholic religion,” returned Henry. Then,
turning to the soldiers and citizens who filled the court
and street, “ To work, my friends, to work !”

‘Good evening, M. de Besme,” said Coconnas, ap-
proaching the German, who stood on the balcony, wiping
his sword.

¢ It was you, then, who settled him !’ cried La Hariére;
¢ how did you manage it ?”

¢¢Qh, very eagily : he heard a noise, opened his door,
and I ran him through the body. ButI think they are
killing Teligny now, for I hear him yelling.”

At this moment, several cries of distress were heard,
and the windows of the long gallery that formed a wing
of the hotel were lighted up witha red glare; two men
were seen flying before a body of assassins. An arque-
buss shot killed one ; the other sprang boldly and without
stopping to look at the distance from the ground, through
an open window into the court below, heeding 10t the
enemies who awaited him there.

“Kill! kill!” cried the assassins, seeing their prey
about to escape them.

The fugitive picked up his sword, which in his leap had
fallen from his hand, dashed through the soldiers, upset
three or four, ran one through the body, and amid the
pistol-shots and imprecations of the furious Catholics,
darted like lightning by Coconnas, who stood ready for
him at the door.

““Touched ! ” cried the Piedmontese, picrcing his arm
with his sharp blade.

‘¢ Coward !” replied the fugitive, striking him on the
face with the flat of his weapon, for want of room to thrust
at him with its point.

¢ A thonsand devils ! cried Coconnas ; ““it’s M. de la
Mole ! ”
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““M. de la Mole ! ”” re-echoed La Huriére and Maurével.

““It is he who warned the admiral ! ” cried several sol-
diers.

¢¢Kill him—kill him !”” was shouted on all sides.

Coconnas, La Huriére, and half a score of soldiers,
rushed in pursuit of La Mole, who, covered with blood,
and having attained that state of desperation which is the
last resource of human strength, dashed wildly throngh
the streets, with no other guide than instinct. Behind
him, the footsteps and shouts of his pursuers gave him
wings. Oeccasionally a ball whistled by his ear, and made
him dart forward with redoubled speed. He no longer
seemed to breathe: it was a hoarse rattle which came
from his chest. His pourpoint seemed to prevent his
heart from beating, and he tore it off ; soon his sword
became too heavy for his hand, and he threw it away.
The blood and perspiration matted his hair, and trickled
in heavy drops down his face. Sometimes it seemed to
him that he was gaining on his pursuers, and he could
hear their steps die away in the distance ; but at their
cries, fresh murderers started up at every turn, and con-
tinued the chase ; suddenly he perceived, on his left, the
river, rolling silently on ; he felt, like the stag at bay, an
invincible desire to plunge into it; the supreme power of
reason alonerestrained him. On hisright was the Louvre,
dark and frowning, but full of strange and ominous sounds;
soldiers on the drawbridge came and went, and helmets
and cuirasses glittered in the moonlight. La Mole thought
of the King of Navarre, as he had before thought of Col-
igny : they were his only protectors,—it was his last hope.
He collected all his strength, and inwardly vowing to
abjure his faith should he escape massacre, he rushed by
the soldiers, on to the drawbridge, received another pon-
iard stab in theside, and despite the cries of < Kill—kill !”
that resounded on all sides, and the opposing weapons of
the sentinels, darted like an arrow through the court, into
the vestibule, mounted the staircase, then up two stories
higher, recognized a door, and leaned against it, striking
it violently with his hands and feet.
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¢ Who is there ?” asked a woman’s voice.

€¢Oh, my God !” murmured La Mole—*‘ they are com-
ing, I hear them ; ’tis I—’tis I1”

‘“ Who are you ?” gaid the voice.

La Mole recollected the pass-word.

““Navarre—Navarre ! ” cried he.

The door instantly opened. La Mole, without thank-
ing, or even seeing Gillonne, dashed into the vestibule,
then along a corridor, through two or three chambers,
until, at last, he entered a room lighted by a lamp sus-
pended from the ceiling.

Beneath curtains of velvet with gold flenrs-de-lis, in a
bed of carved oak, a lady, wrapped in a dressing-gown,
raised herself on her arm, and gazed with terror.

La Mole precipitated himself towards her.

‘“ Madame,” cried he, ¢ they are killing, they are butch-
ering my brothers—they seek to kill me also! You are
queen—save me ! ”

And he threw himself at her feet, leaving on the carpet
a large track of blood.

At the sight of a man, pale, exhausted, and bleeding at
her feet, the Queen of Navarre, who, warned by Madame
de Lorraine, had laid down without undressing herself,
clasped her hands over her eyes, and shrieked for help.

< Madame,” cried La Mole, ‘“for the love of Heaven,
do not call ! If you do, I am lost, for my murderers are at
hand ; they are on the stairs—hark ! I hear them now !”

< Help ! ” cried the queen—<* help !”

““Ah !” said La Mole, despairingly, ¢ you have killed
me. I did not think it possible to die by so sweet a voice,
so fair a hand 1 ”

At the same time, the door flew open, and a troop of
men, their faces covered with blood and blackened with
powder, their swords drawn, and their pikes and arque-
busses leveled, rushed into the apartment.

Coconnas was at their head—his red hair bristling, his
eye flashing fire, and his cheek cut open by La Mole’s
sword. The Piedmontese was terrible to behold.

a6 g[ordi 17 cried he, ‘¢ we have him at last.”
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‘La Mole looked round him for a weapon, but in vain ;
he glanced at the queen, and saw profound commiseration
depicted in her face ; he at once felt that she alone could
gave him ; he threw his arms round her.

Coconnas advanced, and with the point of his long rapier
again wounded his enemy’s shoulder, and the crimson
drops of warm blood stained the white a.nd perfumed sheets
of Marguerite’s couch.

Marguerite saw the blood flow, and felt the shudder that
ran through La Mole’s frame : she threw herself with him
into the recess between the bed and the wall. It was time ¢
for La Mole was incapable of flight or resistance, his head
leaned on Marguerite’s shoulder, and his hand convul-
sively seized and tore its thin cambric covering.

¢QOh, madame,” murmured he, ¢“save me.”

He could say no more. A mist ecame over his eyes, his
head sunk back, his arms fell at his side, and he sunk on
the fioor, bathed in his blood, and dragging the queen
with him.

At this moment, Coconnas, excited by the sight of blood
and exasperated by the long pursuit, advanced towards
the recess; in another instant, his sword would have
pierced La Mole’s heart, and perhaps that of Marguerite
also.

At the sight of the bare steel, and even more moved at
the insolence of the man, the danghter of kings drew her-
self up to her full height, and sent forth such a cry of fear,
indignation, and rage, that Coconnas stood petrified.

Suddenly, a door in the wall opened, and a young man
of sixteen or seventeen, dressed in black and his hair in

- disorder, rushed in.

““Hold ! hold !” cried he; ““I am here, my sister—I
am here ! ”

“ Frangois ! Frangois !” cried Margnerite— help!
help !”

‘?The Duke d’Alengon!” murmured La Huriére,
grounding his arquebuss.

““ Mordi! ason of France!” growled Coconnas, draw-
ing back.
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The duke glanced round him. He saw Marguerite,
disheveled, more lovely than ever, leaning against the
wall surrounded by men, fury in her eyes, large drops of
perspiration on her forehead.

¢« Wretches | ” cried he.

¢ Save me, my brother | ” shrieked Marguerite. ¢¢They
are going to kill me |”

The duke’s pallid face became crimson. He was un-
armed, but sustained, no doubt, by the consciousness of
his rank, he advanced with clenched teeth and hands to-
wards Coconnas and his companions, who retreated terri-
fied at the lightning darting from his eyes.

‘““Ha! and will you murder a son of France, too ?”

‘eried the duke. Then, as they recoiled—¢ Without there !

captain of the guard! Hang me every one of these
ruffians ! ”

More alarmed at the sight of this weaponless young man
than he would have been at the aspect of a regiment of
lansquenets, Coconnas had already reached the door. La
Huriére sprang after him like a deer, and the soldiers
jostled and pushed each other in the vestibule, in their
endeavors to escape, finding the door far too small for
their great desire to be outside it. Mecantime Marguerite
had instinctively thrown the damask coverlid of her bed
over La Mole, and withdrawn from him.

No sooner had the last murderer departed, than the
duke turned to his sister.

¢ Are you hurt ? ” cried he, seeing Marguerite covered
with blood. And he darted towards his sister with an
anxiety that did credit to his fraternal tenderness.

““No,” said she, I think not; or if I am, it is but
slightly.”

¢ But this blood,” said the duke ; “ whence comes it, 7

““1 know not,” replied she, ‘““one of those wretches
seized me, and perhaps he was wounded.”

““What ! cried the duke, ‘‘ dare to touch my sister ?
Oh, had you but shown him to me—did I but know where
to find him——"

¢¢ Leave me,” said Marguerite.
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““Well, Marguerite,” said he, I will go ; but you ean-
not remain alone this dreadful night. Shall I eall Gil-
lonne ?

‘“No, no! leave me, Frangois—leave me !”

The prince obeyed ; and hardly had he disappeared,
than Marguerite, hearing a groan from the recess, hastily
bolted the door of the secret passage, and then hastening
to the other entrance, closed it just asa troop of archers
dashed by in hot chase of some other Huguenot residents
in the Louvre.

After glancing round, to assure herself she was really
alone, she lifted the covering that had concealed La Mole
from the Duke d’Alengon, and tremblingly drawing. the
apparently lifeless body, by great exertion, into the middle
of the room, and finding the victim still breathed, sat
down, placed his head on her knees, and sprinkled his
face with water.

Then it was that the mask of blood, dnst, and gun-
powder which had covered his face being removed, Mar-
guerite recognized the handsome cavalier who, full of life
and hope, had but three or four hours before solicited her
protection and that of the King of Navarre ; and whilst
dazzled by her own beauty, had attracted her attention by
his own.

Marguerite nttered a cry of terror, for now it was more
than mere pity that she felt for the wounded man—it was
interest. He was no longer a stranger ; he was almost
an acquaintance. By hercare, La Mole’s fine features soon
reappeared, free from stain, but pale and distorted by
pain. A shudder ran through her whole frame, as she
tremblingly placed her hand on his heart. It still beat.
She then took a smelling-bottle from the table and applied
it to his nostrils.

La Mole opened his eyes.

¢ Oh ! mon Diew!” murmured he—¢‘where am I ?”

““Saved !” said Margnerite. ¢‘Reassure yourself—you
are saved.”

La Mole turned his eyes on the queen, gazed earnestly
for a moment, and murmuring—‘ Oh, loveliest of the
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lovely !” closed his lids, as if overpowered, and sent forth
a long, deep sigh.

Marguerite started. He had become still paler than be-
fore, if that were possible, and she feared that sigh was
his last.

¢ Oh, Heaven !” she cried, ‘“have pity on him!”

At this moment a violent knocking was heard at the
door. Marguerite half raised herself, still supporting La
Mole.

¢ Who is there ?* she cried.

¢¢ Madame, it is I—it is I,” replied a female voice;
¢ the Duchess de Nevers,”

¢« Henriette ! ” cried Marguerite. ‘¢ Thereis nodanger ;
it is my friend. Do you hear me, sir ?”

La Mole contrived to raise himself on one knee.

““ Endeavor to support yourself,” said the queen.

La Mole, resting his hand on the ground, managed to
keep his equilibrinm.

Marguerite advanced towards the door, but stopped
suddenly.

¢ Ah, you are not alone !” she said, hearing the clash
of armg outside.

¢ No, I bave twelve gunards, that my brother-in-law,
M. de Guise, assigned me.”

M. de Guise !” murmured La Mole. ¢The assassin
—the assassin |”

‘<Silence ! ” said Marguerite. ‘Not a word !”

And she looked round, to see where she could conceal
the wounded man.

¢“A sword ! a dagger !” muttered La Mole.

“To defend yourself—useless! Did you not hear ?
They are twelve, and you alone.”

““ Not to defend myself, but that I may not fall alive
into their hands.”

““No, no!” said Marguerite. <1 will save you. Ah!
this cabinet ! Come ! come !”.

La Mole made an effort, and, supported by Marguerite,
dragged himself to the cabinet. Marguerite locked the
door upon him, and hid the key in her alms-purse,
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‘“Not a sound, not a movement,” whispered she,
through the lattice-work, ‘“ and you are saved.”

Then hastily throwing a mantle round her, she opened
the door for her friend, who tenderly embraced her.

“Ah!” cried Madame Nevers, ‘““you are unhart
then ?”

¢ Quite,” replied Margnerite, wrapping the mantle still
more closely round her, to conceal the blood on her
dress.

‘’Tis well. However, M. de Guise has given me
twelve of his guards to escort me to his hotel, and as I
do not need so many, I will leave six with your majesty.
Six of the duke’s guards are worth a regiment of the
king’s to-night.”

Marguerite dared not refuse : she placed the soldiers in
the corridor, and embraced the duch®ss, who then re-
turned to the Hotel de Guise, where she resided in her
husband’s absence.

CHAPTER IX.
THE MURDERERS.

Coconxas had not fled, he had but retreated; Ta
Huriére had not fled, he had flown. The one had dis-
appeared like a tiger, the other like a wolf.

The consequence was, that La Huriére had already
reached the Place-Saint-Germain-1’Auxerrois, when Co-
connas had only just quitted the Louvre.

La Huriére was prudently thinking of returning home,
but as he turned the corner, in the Rue de ’Arbre-Sec,
he fell in with a troop of Swiss and light horse, led by
Maurevel.

‘“Well 1 exclaimed the latter, who had christened
himself the King’s Killer, ¢ have you finished already ?
‘What the devil have you done with our Piedmontese
gontleman ? Has any mischance happened to him ? I
would be a pity, for he went to work like a hero.”
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T hope not,” responded La Huriére ; <“and where are
you going to ?”

¢ 0Oh, I have a small private affair.”

““Then let me go with you,” said a voice which made
Maurevel start ; <“ for you know all the good places.”

It is M. de Coconnas,” said La Huriére.

“Ah! you have come from the Louvre. Did your
Hugnenot, then, take refuge there ?” asked Maurevel.

“ Mon Dieu! yes.”

T gave him a pistol-shot at the moment when he was
picking up his sword in the admiral’s courtyard, but I
gsomehow or other missed him.”

“I1,” added Coconnas, ‘did not miss him : I gave him
guch a thrust in the back that my sword was wet five
inches up the blade. Besides, Isaw him fall into the
arms of Madame Marguerite, a fine woman, mordi ! yet I
confess I should not be sorry to hear he was really dead ;
the vagabond is infernally spiteful, and capable of bear-
ing me a grudge all his life. ”

““ Do you mean to go with me ? ”

‘“ Why, I donot like standing still. Mordi! I have only
killed three or four as yet, and when I get cold my
shoulder pains me.—Forward ! forward !”

¢ Captain,” said Maureve’ to the commander of the
troop, ¢ give me three men, and go on your own way with
the rest.”

Three Swiss were desired to follow Manrevel, who fol-
lowed by Coconnas and La Huriére, went towards the
Rue Sainte Avoié.

‘“ Where the devil are we going ?*” asked Coconnas,

- ““To the Rue de Chaume, where we have important
business.”

“Tell me,” said Coconnas, ¢“is not the Rue du Chaume
near the Temple 7

“Why?”

¢ Because an old creditor of our family lives there, one
Lambert Mercandon, to whom my father has desired me
to hand over a hundred rose nobles 1 have in my pocket
for that purpose.”

’



88 MARGUERITE DE VALOIS. ‘

“Well,” replied Maurevel, ““ this is a good opportunity
for paying it. This is the day for settling old accounts.
Is your Mercandon a Huguenot ? ”

¢ Oh, I understand !”’ sa1d Coconnas ; *“ he must be—

‘“Hush ! here we are.”

‘“ What is that large hotel, with its entrance on the
street ?”

«The Hotel de Guise.”

¢ Truly,” returned Coconnas, ‘I ought mnot to have
failed coming here, as I am under the patronage of the
great Henry. Bubt mordi/ all is so very quiet in this
quarter, we might fancy ourselves in the country. Devil °
fetch me, but everybody is asleep |”

And indeed the Hotel de Guise seemed as quiet as in
ordinary times. All the windows were closed, and a soli-
tary light burned behind the blind of the principal win-
dow over the entrance. At the corner of the Rue des
Quatre-Fils, Maurevel stopped.

¢This i8 the house of him we seek,” he said. Do
you, La Huriére, with your sleek look, knock at the
door ; hand your arquebuss to M. de Coconnas, who has
been ogling it this last half hour. If you are introduced,
you must ask to speak to M. de Mouny.”

““Oh ! ” gaid Coconnas, “now I understand—you have
a creditor in the quarter of the Temple, it would seem.”

¢ Exactly so ! ” responded Maurevel. “ You will go up
to him in the character of a Huguenot, and inform M. de
Mouy of all that has passed : he is brave, and will come
down.”

¢ And once down——? ” asked La Huriére.

¢ Once down, I will beg of him to cross swords with me.”

La Huriére, without making any reply. knocked at the
door, and the sounds echoing in the silence of the night
caused the doors of the Hotel de Guise to open, and sev-
eral heads to make their appearance from out them ; it
was then evident that the hotel was quiet, after the fash-
ion of citadels, that is to say, in being filled with soldiers.
The heads were instantly withdrawn, guessing, no doubt,
what was the matter.

2
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“Does your M. de Mouy live here ?” inquired .

, Coconnas, pointing to the house at which La Huridre

continued to knock.

“ No, but his mistress does.”

“ Mordi ! how gallant you are, to give him an occasion
to draw sword in the presence of his lady-love | We shall
be the judges of the field. I should like very well to fight
myself—my shoulder burns.”

¢ And your face,” asked Maurevel, ‘it is considerably
damaged, is it not ?”

Coconnas uttered a kind of growl. 4

““ Mordi!” he said, ““I hope he is dead ; if I thought
not, I would return to the Louvre and finish him.”

La Huriére still kept knocking.

Soon the window on the first floor opened, and a man
appeared in the balcony, in a nightcap and drawers, and
unarmed.

‘“ Who’s there ? ” cried he.

Maurevel made a sign to the Swiss, who retreated into
a corner, whilst Coconnas stood close against the wall.

¢“Ah! Monsienr de Mouy ! ” said the innkeeper, in his
blandest tones, ““is that you 2”

¢ Yes; what then ?”

¢ Tt iz he !”” said Maurevel, joyfully.

¢“Well, then, sir,” continued La Huriére, ‘“do you not
know what is goingon ? They are murdering the admiral,
and all of our religion. Iasten to their assistance ! ”

¢« Ah!” exclaimed De Mouy, ¢ I feared something was
plotted for this night. I ought not to have quitted my
brave comrades. I will come, my friend—wait for me.”

And without closing the window, throngh which issued
the voice of a female in alarm, uttering tender supplica-
tions, M. de Mouy put on his doublet, cloak, and weapons.

““He is coming down, he is coming down ; be ready!”
murmnred Maunrevel, pale with joy, and taking the arque-
buss from Coconnas, and blazing the mateh, to see that it
was alight, returned it to Lia Huriére.

¢« Mordi!” exclaimed Coconnas, ‘“the moon is coming
out, to see this beautiful little fight. I would givea great
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deal if Lambert Mercandon were here, to serve as M. de
Mouy’s second.”

¢ Wait, wait !” said Maurevel ; <M. de Mouy is equal
to several men himself, and it is likely that we six shall
have enough to do to despatch him. Forward, my men !”
continned Maurevel, making a sign to the Swiss to stand
by the door, in order to strike De Mouy as he came forth.

“Ah! ah !” said Coconnas, as he watched these ar-
rangements, ‘“it appears that this will not come off quite
as I expected.”

Already was heard the sound of the bar which De Mouy
moved aside. The Swiss were at the door ; Maurevel and
La Huriére came forward on tiptoe, whilst, from a feeling
of honor, Coconnas remained where he was, when a young
female, whom no one had expected, appeared, in her turn,
in the balcony, and gave a terrible shriek when she saw
the Swiss, Maurevel, and La Huriére.

De Mouy, who had already half-opened the door
pansed.

“Return, return !” cried the damsel. I see swords
glitter, and the match of an arquebuss—there is treach-
ery !”

““Ah! ah!” said the young man, ‘““let us see, then,
what it means.”

And he closed the door, replaced the bar, and went up-
stairs again,

Manrevel’s order of battle was changed, as soon as he
saw that De Mouy did not come out. The Swiss went
and posted themselves at the other corner of the street,
and La Huriére, with his arquebuss in his hand, awaited
the reappearance of the enemy at the window.

He did not wait long.

De Mouy came forward, holding before him two pistols
of such respectable length, that La Huriére, who was tak-
ing aim, suddenly reflected that the Huguenot’s balls had
no further to go in reaching him, than had his to reach
the balcony. ‘It is trme,” said he, ‘“ I may kill the
gentleman ; but it is equally true that the gentleman may
kill me 1”” and this reflection determined him to retreat

.
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into an angle of the Rue de Brac, so far off, as to make
any aim of his at De Mouy somewhat uncertain.

De Mouy cast a glance around him, and advanced like
a man preparing to fight a duel ; but seeing nothing, he
exclaimed :

¢ Why, it appears, my friend, that you have forgotten
your arqunebuss at my door! Iam here. What do you
want with me ? ”

¢ Ah, ah !” gaid Coconnas to himself ; ¢ this is a brave
fellow ! ”

¢¢Well,” continued De Mouy, ¢ friends or enemies,
whichever you are, do you not see I am waiting ?”

La Huriére kept silence, Maurevel made no reply, and
the three Swiss remained in covert.

Coconnasg paused an instant ; then, seeing that no one
continued the conversation begun by La Huriére and fol-
lowed by De Mouy, left his station, and advancing into
the middle of the street, took off his hat, and said :

¢ Sir, we are not here for an assassination, as you seem
to suppose, but for a duel. Eh, mordi! come forward,
Monsieur de Maurevel, instead of turning yonr back. The
gentleman accepts.”

¢ Maurevel ! cried De Mony ; ¢ Maurevel, the assassin
of my father! Maurevel, the king’s assassin ! Ah, par-
diew! Yes, I accept.”

And taking aim at Maurevel, who was about to knock
at the Hotel de Guise to request a reinforcement, he sent
a ball through his hat.

At the noise of the report and Maurevel’s cries, the
guard which had escorted Madame de Nevers came out,
accompanied by three or four gentlemen, fcllowed by their
pages, and approached the house of young De Mouy’s
mistress.

A seeond pistol-shot, fired into the midst of the troop,
killed the soldier next to Maurevel ; after which, De
Mouy, having no longer any loaded arms, sheltered him-
self within the gallery of the balcony.

Meantime, windows began to be opened in every direc-
tion, and according to the respective dispositions of their

Duyas—Vor, III.—b
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pacific or bellicose inhabitants, were closed, or bristled
with muskets and arquebusses.

¢“Help ! my worthy Mercandon,” shouted De Mouy,
making a sign to a man in years, who from a window
which opened in front of the Hétel de Guise, was trying
to make out the cause of the confusion.

¢Is it you who call, Sire de Mouy ? ” cried the old man ;
““ig it you they are attacking ?”

¢ Me—you—all the Protestants ; and there—thereis the
proof !”

That moment, De Mony had seen La Huriére direct his
arquebuss at him : it was fired ; but the young man
stooped, and the ball broke a window behind him.

¢ Mercandon ! ” exclaimed Coconnas, who, in his delight
at sight of the tumult, had forgotten his creditor, but
wag reminded of him by this apostrophe of De Mouy—
¢ Mercandon, Rue du Chanme—that isit! Ah, he lives
there! Good! We shall each arrange our affairs with
our men !

And, whilst the people from the Hoétel de Guise broke
in the doors of De Mouy’s house, and Maurevel, torch in
hand, tried to set it on fire—whilst, the doors once broken,
there was a fearful struggle with an antagonist who at
each pistol-shot and each rapier-thrust brought down his
foe—Coconnas tried, by the help of a paving-stone, to
break in the door of Mercandon, who, unmoved by this
solitary effort, was doing his best with his arquebuss out
of his window.

And now, all this desert and obscure quarter waslighted
up, as if by open day—peopled like the interior of an ant-
hive ; for, from the Hotel de Montmorency, six or eight
Huguenot gentlemen, with their servants and friends, issu-
ing forth, made a furious charge, and began, supported
by the firing from the windows, to repulse Maurevel’s
and the De Guises’ force, whom at length they drove back
to the place whence they had come.

Coconnas, who had not yet managed to drive in Mer-
candon’s door, though he tried todo so with all his might,
was sarprised in this sudden retreat. Placing his back
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to the wall, and grasping his sword firmly, he began, not
only to defend himself, but to attack his assailants, with
cries so terrible, that they were heard above all the up-
roar. He struck right and left, hitting friends and
enemies, until a wide space was cleared around him. In
proportion as his rapier made a hole in some breast, and
the warm blood spurted over on his hands and face, he,
with dilated eye, expanded nostrils, and clenched teeth,
regained the ground he had lost, and again approached
the beleaguered house.

De Mouy, after a terrible combat in the staircase and
hall, had ended by coming out of the burning house like
a true hero. In the midst of all the struggle, he had not
ceased to cry: ¢ liere, Maurevel —Maurevel, where are
you ?” insulting him by the most opprobrious epithets.
He at length appeared in the street, supporting on one
arm his mistress, half naked and nearly fainting, and
holding a poniard between his teeth. His sword, flammg
by the sweeping action he gave it, traced circles of white
or red, according as the moon glittered on the blade, or a
flambeau glared on its blood-stained brightness. Maurevel
had fled. La Huriére, driven back by De Mouy as far as
Coconnas, who did not recognize him, and received Lim
at sword’s peint, entreated mercy on both sides. At this
moment, Mercandon perceived him, and knew him, by
his white scarf, to be one of the murderers. He fired.
La Huridre shrieked, threw up his arms, dropped his
arquebuss, and, after having vainly attempted to reach
the wall, in order to support himself, fell with his face flat
on the earth.

De Mony, profiting by this circumstance, turned down
the Rue de Paradis, and disappeared.

Such had been the resistance of the Hunguenots, that
the De Guise party, quite repulsed, had retired into their
hotel, fearing to be besieged and taken in their own
habitation.

Coconnas, who, drunk with blood and riot, had reached
that degree of excitement when, with the men of the
South more especially, courage changes into madness, had
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not seen or heard anything, was going towards a man
lying with his face downwards in a pool of blood, and
whom he recognized for La Huriére, when the door of the
house he had in vain tried to burst in opened, and old
Mercandon, followed by his son and two nephews, rushed
upon him.

¢“Here he iz ! here he is !” cried they all, with one
voice.

Coconnas was in the middle of the street, and fearing
to be surronnded by these four men who assailed him at
once, gave one of those chamois bounds which he had so
often practised in his native mountaing, and in an instant
found himself with his back against the wall of the Hétel
de Guise. Once at ease as to not being surprised from
behind, he put himself in a posture of defense, and said,
jestingly, ¢ Ah! ah | Daddy Mercandon, don’t you know
me ?”

““Wretch !” cried the old Huguenot, “I know you
well ; you are engaged against me—me, the friend and
companion of your father!”

¢ And his creditor, are you not ?”

¢“Yes ; his creditor, as you say.”

¢ Well, then,” said Coconnas, ‘I have come to settle
the account.”

¢ Seize him, bind him !” said Mercandon to the young
men who accompanied him, and who at his bidding rushed
towards the Piedmontese.

¢ One moment ! one moment ! ” said Coconnas, langhing,
‘“to seize a man you must have a writ, and you have
forgotten that.”

And with these words, he crossed his sword with the
young man nearest to him and at the first blow cut his
wrist to the bone.

The wounded man retreated, with a shriek of agony.

¢¢ That will do for one !” said Coconnas,

At the same moment, the window under which Cocon-
nas had sought shelter, opened. He sprang on one side,
fearing an attack from behind ; but, instead of an enemy,
it was a woman he beheld ; instead of the enemy’s weapon
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he was prepared to encounter, it was a nosegay that fell
at his feet.

¢“Ah!” he said, “ a woman !” He saluted the lady
with his sword, and stooped to pick up the bouquet.

“Be on your guard, brave Catholic!—be on your
guard !” cried the lady.

Coconnas rose, bub not before the dagger of the second
nephew had pierced his cloak, and wounded his other
shoulder.

The lady unttered a piercing shriek.

Coconnas thanked her, assured her by a gesture, and
then made a pass at the nephew, which he parried ; but at
the second thrust, his foot slipped in the blood, and Co-
connas, springing at him like a tiger-cat, drove his sword
through his breast.

“Good ! good! brave cavalier !” exclaimed the lady
of the Hotel de Guise—“good! I will send you
succor.” ’

¢ Do not give yourself any trouble about that, madame,”
was Coconnas’s reply ; ‘“rather look on to the end, if it
interests you, and see how the Comte Annibal de Coconnas
settles the Huguenots.”

At this moment the son of old Mercandon placed a
pistol almost close to Coconnas, and fired. The count fell
on his knee. The lady at the window shrieked again;
but Coconnas rose instantly ; he had only knelt to avoid
the ball, which struck the wall about two feet benecath
where the lady was standing.

Almost at the same moment there issued a cry of rage
from the window of Mercandon’s house, and an old woman
who recognized Coconnas ag a Catholic, from his white
gcarf and cross, threw a flower-pot at him, which struck
him above the knee.

¢ Bravo !” said Coconnas; ‘“one throws me flowers and
the other flower-pots.”

¢ Thanks, mother—thanks !”” said the young man.

¢ Go on wife, go on,” said old Mercandon ; ‘‘ but take
care of yourself.”

¢ Ah 1” gaid Coconnas, ‘“ the women are in arms, then,



96 MARGUERITE DE VALOIS.

some for me, and others against me! Mord? / let us end
this.”

The scene, in fact, was much changed ; and evidently
drew near its close. Coconnas was wounded in the face,
it is true, but in all the vigour of four-and-twenty, used
to arms, and irritated rather than weakened by the three
or four scratches he had received ; whilst on the other side
there remained only Mercandon and his son, an old man
of sixty or seventy years, and a stripling of sixteen or
eighteen, pale, fair, and weak, and who, having discharged
his pistol, which was consequently useless, was brandish-
ing a sword half the length of that of the Piedmontese.
The father, armed only with a dagger and a discharged
arquebuss, was calling for help. An old woman, looking
out of the window, held a piece of marble in her hand,
which she was preparing to hurl down. Coconnas, ex-
cited on the one hand by menaces, and on the other by
encouragements, proud of his twofold victory, dranken
with powder and blood, lighted by the reflection of a
house in flames, warmed by the idea that he was fighting
under the eyes of a female whose beauty was as superior
as he felt assured she was of high rank—Coconnas, like
the last of the Horatii, felt his strength redouble, and
seeing the young man falter, rushed on him and crossed
his small weapon with his terrible and bloody rapier.
Two blows sufficed to drive it out of his hands. Then
Mercandon tried to drive Coconnas back, so that the pro-
jectiles thrown from the window might be sure to strike
him, but Coconnas, to paralyze the double attack of the
old man, who tried to stab him with his dagger, and the
mother of the young man, who was endeavoring to break
his skull with thestone she was ready to throw, seized his
adversary by the body, presenting him against all the
blows, as a buckler, and well nigh strangling him in his
Herculean grasp.

¢ Help ! help !” cried the young man, ¢ he is break-
ing my breast-bone—help ! help!” and his voice grew
faint in a low and choking groan.

Then Mercandon ceased to attack, and began to entreat.
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¢ Mercy, mercy ! Monsieur de Coconnas, mercy t—he
is my only child !”

““He is my son, my son !” cried the mother ; ¢ the
hope of our old age! Do not kill him, sir—do not kill
kim !”

¢ Really,” cried Coconnas, bursting into laughter, ¢ not
kill him! What did he mean, then, to do with me, with
his sword and pistol ?”

¢ Sir,” said Mercandon, clasping his hands, ¢“I have at
home your father’s undertaking, I will return it to you—
I have ten thousand crowns of gold, I will give them to
you—I have the jewels of our family, they shall be yours ;
but do not kill him !—do not kill him ! ”

¢ And I have my love,” said the lady in the Hotel de
Guise, in a low tone, ‘“and I promise it you.”

Coconnas reflected a moment, and said suddenly :

““Are yon a Huguenot ?”

¢ Yes,” murmured the youth.

““Then you must die!” replied Coconnas, frowning,
and putting to his adversary’s breast his keen and glitter-
ing dagger.

¢ Die ! ” cried the old man ; ¢ my poor child. die!”

And the shriek of the mother resounded so picereingly
and loud, that for a moment it shook the firm resolution
of the Piedmontese.

¢¢Oh, madame la duchesse!” cried the father turning
towards the lady at the Hotel de Guise, ¢ intercede for
us, and every morning and evening you shall be remem-
bered in our prayers.”

"¢ Then let him be a convert,” said the lady.

I am a Protestant,” said the boy.

“Then die !” exclaimed Coconnas, lifting his dagger;
¢ die ! since you will not accept the life which that lovely
mouth offers to you.” Mercandon and his wife saw the
blade of that deadly weapon gleam like lightning above
the head of their son.

¢ My son Olivier,” shricked his mother, ‘“abjure, ab-
jure !”

! ¢ Abjure, my dear boy !” cried Mercandon, going on
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his knees to Coconnas ; ‘“ do not leave us alone on the
earth !”

‘“Abjure altogether,” said Coconnas; ‘“for one Credo,
three souls and one life.”

1 will | ” gaid the youth.

‘“ We will !” eried Mercandon and his wife.

¢ On your knees then,” said Coconnas, ‘“and let your
son repeat after me, word for word, the prayer I shall
sa .”

The father obeyed first.
¢“ 1 am ready,” said the son, also kneeling.
Coconnas then began to repeat in Latin the words of the
Credo. But whether from chance or calculation, young
Olivier knelt close to where hissword had fallen. Scarcely
did he see this weapon within his reach, than, not ceasing
to repeat the words which Coconnas dictated, he stretched
out his hand to take it up. Coconnas watched the move-
ment, although he pretended not to see it; but at the
moment when the young man touched the handle of the
sword with his fingers, he rushed on him, knocked him
over, and plunged his dagger in his throat, exclaiming :
¢¢ Traitor ! ”

The youth uttered one ery, raised himself convulsively
on his knee, and fell dead.

¢¢ Ah, ruffian !” shrieked Mercandon, * you slay us to
rob us of the hundred rose nobles yon owe us.”

« Ma foi ! no,” said Coconnas, ¢ and here’s the proof ;
and so saying, he threw at the old man’s feet the purse
which his father had given him before his departure to
pay his creditor.

¢« And here’s your death !” cried the old woman from
the window. |

“Take care, M. de Coconnas—take care!” called out
the lady at the Hotel de Guise.

But before Coconnas could turn his head to comply
with this advice, or get ont of the way of the threat, a
heavy mass came hissing through the air, falling on the
hat of the Piedmontese, breaking his sword, and prostrat-
ing bim on the pavement : he was overcome, crushed, so
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that he did not hear the doumble cry of joy and distress
which came from the right and left.

Mercandon instantly rushed dagger in hand on Cocon-
nas, bereft of sense ; but at this moment the door of the
Hotel de Guise opened, and the old man, seeing swords
and partisans gleaming, fled, whilst the lady he had called
the duchess, whose beauty seemed terrible by the light of
the flames, all dazzling as she was with gems and diamonds,
- leaned half out of the window, in order to direct the new-
comers, her arm extended towards Coconnas.

“There ! there ! in front of me—a gentleman in a red
doublet. There —that is he—yes, that is he.”

CHAPTER X.
DEATH, MASS, OR THE BASTILLE.

MARGUERITE, as we have said, had shut the door, and
returned to her chamber. But as she entered, all breath-
less, she saw Gillonne, who, terror-struck, was leaning
against the door of the cabinet, gazing on the traces of
blood on the bed, the furniture, and the carpet.

¢ Qh, madame,” she exclaimed, ¢is he then dead ?*

“Silence, Gillonne !” and Gillonne was silent.

Marguerite then took from her gypsire a small gold key,
opened the door of the cabinet, and pointed to the young
man.

La Mole had succeeded in raising himself. and going
towards the window ; a small poniard, such as females of
the period wore, was in his hand.

¢¢ Fear nothing, sir,” said Marguerite ; ¢ for, on my soul,
you are in safety !”

La Mole sank on his knees.

¢« Oh, madame,” he cried, ¢“ yon are more than a queen
—jyou are a divinity ?

“Do not agitate yourself, sir,” said Marguerite, ‘ your
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blood flows still. Oh, look, Gillonne, how pale he is!
Let us see where yon are wounded.”

¢ Madame,” said La Mole, trying to fix on certain parts
of his body the pain which pervaded his whole frame, 1
think I have a dagger-thrust in my shoulder, another in
my chest—the other wonunds are mere trifles.”

¢ We will see,” said Marguerite. ‘¢ Gillonne, bring me
my casket with the balms in it.”

Gillonne obeyed, and returned, holding in one hand a
casket, and in the other a silver basin and some fine Hol-
land linen.

“ Help me to ronse him, Gillonne,” said Queen Mar-
guerite ; ‘“for in attempting to rouse himself the poor
gentleman has lost all his strength.”

«Qh!” cried La Mole, ‘I would rather die than see
you, the queen, stain your hands with blood as unworthy
as mine. Oh, never, never 1’

““Your blood, sir,” replied Gillonne, with a smile,
““has already stained the bed and apartments of her
majesty.”

Marguerite folded her mantle over her cambric dressing-
gown, all bespattered with small red spots.

‘ Madame,” stammered La Mole, ‘can you not leave
me to the care of the surgeon ?”

¢¢Of a Catholic surgeon, perhaps,” said the queen, with
an expression which La Mole comprehended, and which
made him shudder.

¢ Come, Gillonne, let us to work | ”

La Mole again endeavored to resist, and repeated that
he would rather die than occasion the queen labor, which,
though begun in pity, must end in disgust; but this ex-
ertion completely exhausted his strength, and falling back,
he fainted a second time.

Margunerite, then seizing the poniard which he had
dropped, quickly cut the lace of his doublet ; whilst Gil-
lonne, with another blade, ripped open the sleeves.

Next, Gillonne,. with a cloth dipped in fresh water,
stanched the blood which escaped from his shoulder and
breast, and Marguerite with a silver needle with a round
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point, probed the wounds with all the delicacy and skill
that Ambroise Paré could have displayed.

¢ A dangerous, but not mortal wound, acerrimum
humers vulnus, non autem lethale,” murmured the lovely
and learned lady-surgeon ; ‘‘hand me the salve, Gil-
lonne, and get the lint ready.”

Gillonne had already dried and perfumed the young
man’s chest and arms, modeled on the antique, as well as
his shoulders, which fell gracefully back ; his neck shaded
by thick hair, and which seemed rather to belong to a
statue of Paros, than the mangled frame of a dying man.

¢¢ Poor young man ! ” murmured Gillonne.

¢“Is he not handsome ?” said Marguerite, with royal
frankness.

“Yes, madame ; but I think we should lift him on the
bed.”

¢ Yes,” said Marguerite, ¢ fou are right : ” and the two
women, uniting their strength, raised La Mole, and de-
posited him on a kind of large sofa in front of the win-
dow, which they partly opened.

This movement aroused La Mole, who heaved & sigh ;
and opening his eyes, began to find that delightful sensa-
tion which accompanies every healing application to a
wounded man, when, on his return to consciousness, he
finds freshness instead of burning heat, and the per-
fumes of new applications instead of the noisome odor of
blood.

He muttered some unconnected words, to which Mar-
guerite replied by asmile, placing her finger on her mouth.
At this moment several blows were struck at the door.

‘“Some one knocks at the secret passage,” said Mar-
guerite ; ‘I will go and see who it is. Do you remain
here, and do not leave him for a single moment.”

' Marguerite went into the chamber, and closing the door
of the cabinet, opened that of the passage which led to the
king’s and queen-mother’s apartments.

¢ Madame de Sauve !” she exclaimed, retreating sud-
denly, and with an expression which resembled hatred, if
not terror: so true it is that a woman never forgives
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another for carrying off from her even & man whom she
does not love : ¢ Madame de Sauve ! ”

““Yes, your majesty |” she replied, clasping her hands.

““You here, madame ?” exclaimed Marguerite, more
and more surprised, and at the same time more and more
imperative.

Charlotte fell on her knees.

¢ Madame,” she said, ‘“pardon me ! I know how guilty
Iam towards you ; butif you knew—the fault is not wholly
mine ; an express command of the queen-mother——"’

«Rise | ” said Marguerite, “ and asI do not suppose you
have come with the intention of justifying yourself to me,
tell me why you have come at all 2

<1 have come, madame,” said Charlotte, still on her
knees, and with a look of wild alarm, ““I came to ask you
if he were not here ?”

«Here | who ?P—of whom are you speaking, madame ?
for I really do not understand.”

<< QOf the king !”

¢0f the king ? What, do you follow him to my apart-
ments ? You know very well that he never comes hither.”

‘¢ Ah, madame !” continued the Baroness de Sauve,
without replying to these attacks, or even seeming to com-
prehend them, ‘“ah, would to Heaven he were here !”

¢¢ And wherefore ?*

¢« Eh, mon Diew ! madame, becanse they are murdering
the Huguenots, and the King of Navarre is the chief of
the Huguenots. ’

¢ Qh!” cried Marguerite, seizing Madame de Sauve
by the hand, and compelling her to rise; ““ah! I had
forgotten ! Besides, I did not think a king could run the
same dangers as other men.”

¢¢ More, madame—a thousand times more !” cried Char-
lotte.

«In fact, Madame de Lorraine had warned me ; I had
begged him not to leave the Lonvre. Has he doneso?”

¢¢ No, madame, he is in the Louvre ; but if he is not
here——>

¢¢ He is not here |*
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««Qh!” cried Madame de Sauve, with a burst of agony,
¢ then he is a dead man, for the queen-mother has sworn
hig destruction !

‘¢ His destruction | ah,” said Marguerite, ““yon terrify
me—impessible | ”

¢ Madame,” replied Madame de Sauve, with that energy
which passion alone can give, I tell you that no one
knows where the King of Navarre is.”

¢ And where is the queen-mother ?

‘“The queen-mother sent me to seek M. de Guise and
M. de Tavannes, who were in her oratory, and then dis-
missed me.” -

¢¢ And my husband has not been in your apartment ?”
inquired Marguerite.

‘ He has not, madame. Ihave sought him everywhere,
and asked everybody for him. One soldier told me he
thought he had seen him in the midst of the guards who
accompanied him, with his sword drawn in his hand, some
time before the massacre begun, and the massacre has
begun this hour.”

¢ Thanks, madame,” said Marguerite ; ‘¢ and although
perhaps the sentiment which impels you is an additional
offense towards me,—yet, again, thanks ! ”

¢ Qh, forgive me, madame !” she said, ‘““and I shall
return to my apartments more fortified by your pardon, for
I dare not follow you, even at a distance.”

Marguerite extended her hand to her.

I will seek Queen Catherine,” she said, “ and return
to you. The King of Navarre is under my safeguard ; I
have promised him my alliance, and I will be faithful to
my promise.”

‘“ But suppose you cannot obtain access to the queen-
mother, madame ?” -

¢ Then I will go to my brother Charles, and I will speak
to him.”

“ Go, madame, go,” said Charlotte, ¢ and may God guide
your majesty ! ”

Marguerite passed quickly along the passage, and Ma-
dame de Sanve followed her.
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The Queen of Navarre saw her turn to her own apart-
ment, and then went herself towards the queen’s chamber.

All was changed here. Instead of the crowd of eager
courtiers, who usually opened their ranks before the queen
and respectfully saluted her, Marguerite met only gnards
with red partisans and garments stained with blood, or
gentlemen in torn mantles—their faces blackened with
powder, bearing orders and despatches,—some going in,
others going out, and all these entrances and exits made a
terrible and immense confusion in the galleries.

Marguerite, however, went boldly on nntil she reached
the antechamber of the queen-mother, which was guarded
by a double file of soldiers, who only allowed those to enter
who had the proper countersign. Marguerite in vain
tried to pass this living barrier : several times she saw the
door open and shut, and at each time she saw Catherine
moving and excited, as if she were only twenty years of
age, writing, receiving letters, opening them, addressing
a word to one, a smile to another ; and those on whom she
smiled most graciously, were those who were the most
covered with dust and blood.

Without the walls was heard, from time to time, the
report of fire-arms,

¢« T ghall never reach him !” said Marguerite, after hav-
ing made several vain attempts to pass the soldiers.

At this moment, M. de Guise passed : he had come to
inform the queen of the murder of the admiral, and was
returning to the butchery.

< Oh, Henri!” cried Marguerite, ‘ where is the King
of Navarre ?”

The duke looked at her with a smile of astonishment,
bowed, and, without any reply, passed on.

<« Ah, my dear René,” said the queen, recognizing Cath-
erine’s perfumer, ‘“is that you P—you have just left my
mother. Do you know what has become of my hus-
band 7

« His majesty the King of Navarre is no friend of mine,
madame—that you know very well. It is even said,” he
added, with a horrid smile—¢¢ it is even said, that he ven-
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tares to accuse me of having been the accomplice, with
Queen Catherine, in poisoning his mother.”

““No, no!” cried Marguerite, “*my good René, do not
believe that !”

€Oh, it is of little consequence, madame !” eaid the
perfumer ; ‘“ neither the King of Navarre nor his party
are any longer to be feared ! ”

And he turned his back on Marguerite.

‘¢ Ah, Monsieur de Tavannes | ” cried Marguerite, ¢ one
word, I beseech you !”

Tavannes Stopped.

¢ Where is Henry of Navarre ?”

“ Ma foi,” he replied, in a loud voice, ¢<T believe he is
somewhere in the city with the Messienrs d’Alengon and
De Condé.”

And then he added,in a tone so low that the gueen alone
could hear :

¢ Your majesty, if yon would see him—to be in whose
place I would give my life—go to the king’s armory.”

“ Thanks, Tavannes—thanks!” said Marguerite; < I
will go there.”

And she went on her way thither, murmuring :

¢ Oh, after all I promised him—after the way in which
he behaved to me when that ingrate, Henri de Guise, was
concealed in the closet—I cannot let him perish ! ”

And she knocked at the door of the king’s apartments ;
but they were begirt within by two companies of guards.

‘No one is admitted to the king,” said the officer, com-
ing forward.

““ But I ? gaid Marguerite.

“¢The order is general.”

«I, the Queen of Navarre !—I, his sister !

¢¢ ] dare make no exception, madame.”

And the officer closed the door.

¢ He is lost!” exclaimed Marguerite, alarmed at the
sight of all the sinister countenances she had seen. ¢ Yes,
yes ! I comprehend all. I havebeen used as a bait. Iam
the snare which has entrapped the Huguenots : but I will
enter, if I should be killed in the attempt ! ”
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And Marguerite ran like a mad creature through the
corridors and galleries, when suddenly, whilst passing by
a small door, she heard a low chanting, almost as melan-
choly as it was monotonous. It wasa Calvinistic psalm,
sung by a trembling voice in an adjacent chamber.

“'The nurse of my brother the king—the good Madelon
—it is she !” exclaimed Marguerite. ‘“God of the Chris-
tians, aid me now !”

And, full of hope, Marguerite knocked at the little
door.

Soon after the counsel which Marguerite had conveyed
to him, after his conversation with René, and after quit-
ting the queen-mother’s chamber, poor Phwmbé, like a
good genius, opposing, Henry of Navarre had met some
worthy Catholic gentlemen, who, under a pretext of doing
him bonor, had escorted him to his apartments, where a
score of Hugnenots awaited him, who had rallied round
the young prince, and, having once rallied, would not
leave him—so strongly, for some hours, had the presenti-
ment of that night weighed on the Louvre. They had re-
mained there, without any one attempting to disturb
them. At last, at the first stroke of the bell of St.-Ger-
main-I’Auxerrois, which resounded through all heartslike
a funeral knell, Tavannes entered, and, in the midst of
a deathlike silence, announced that King Charles IX.
desired to speak to Henry.

It was useless to attempt resistance, and no one thought
of it. They had heard the ceilings, galleries, and cor-
ridors crack beneath the feet of the assembled soldiers,
who were in the courtyards, as well as in the apartments,
to the number of two thousand. Henry, after having
taken leave of his friends, whom he might never again
see, followed Tavannes, who led him to a small gallery
contiguous to the king’s apartments, where he left him
alone, unarmed, and a prey to mistrust.

The King of Navarre counted here alone, minute by
minute, two mortal hours; listening, with increasing
alarm, to the sound of the tocsin and the discharge of fire-
arms ; seeing through a small window, by the light of the
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flames and flambeaux, the victims and their assassing pass ;
understanding nothing of these shrieks of murder—these
cries of distress—not even suspecting, in spite of his
knowledge of Charles I1X., the queen mother, and the
Duke de Guise, the horrible drama at this moment
enacting, .

Henry bad not physical conrage, but he had better than
that—he had moral fortitude. Fearing danger, he yet
smiled at and faced it ; but it was danger in the field of
battle—danger in the open air—danger in the eyes of all,
and attended by the noisy harmony of trumpets and the
loud and vibrating beat of drams,—but now he was with-
out arms, shut up, immured in obscurity which was
scarcely sufficient to enable him to see the enemy who
might glide towards him, and the weapon that might be
raised to strike him. .

These two hours were, perhaps, the most agonizing of
his life.

In the hottest of the tumult, and as Henry was begin-
ning to comprehend that, in all probability, this was some
organized massacre, a captain came to him, desiring the
prince to follow him to the king. As they approached. the
door opened, and closed when they entered. The captain
then led Henry to the king, who was in his armory.
When they entered, the king was seated in an armchair,
his two hands placed on the two arms of the seat, and his
head falling on his bosom. As they entered, Charles
looked up, and on his brow Henry observed the perspira-
tion dropping from it like large beads.

‘Good evening, Harry,” said the king, roughly. ‘“La
Chastre, leave us.”

The captain retired, and a profound silence ensned.
Henry looked around him with uneasiness, and saw that
he was alone with the king. Charles suddenly arose.

¢ Mordieuw ! ” said he, pagsing his hands through his
light brown hair, and wiping his brow at the same time,
‘“you are glad to be with me, are not you, Harry ?”

¢¢ Certainly, sire,” replied the King of Navarre, ¢‘ Iam
always happy to be with your majesty.”
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¢ Happier than if you were down there, eh ?” continued
Charles, following his own thoughts, rather than replying
to Henry’s compliment.

¢ I do not nnderstand, sire,” replied Henry.

¢ Look out, then, and you will soon understand.”

And with a quick gesture, Charles moved, or rather
sprang towards the window, and drawing his brother-in-
law towards him, who became more and more alarmed, he
pointed to him the horrible ountlines of the assassins, who,
on the deck of a boat, were cutting the throats or drown-
ing the victims bronght them at every moment.

“In the name of Heaven!” cried Henry, ¢ what is
going on to-night ?”

¢ To-night, sir,” replied Charles IX., “they are rid-
ding me of all the Huguenots. Look down there, over the
Hotel de Bourbon, at the smoke and flames : they are the
smoke and flames of the admiral’s house, which has been
fired. Do you see that body, which these good Catholics
are drawing on a torn mattress—it iz the corpse of the
admiral’s son-in-law—the carcass of your friend, Teligny.”

‘¢ What means this ?” cried the King of Navarre, seek-
ing vainly by his side for the hilt of his dagger, and trem-
bling equally with shame and anger ; for he felt that he
was, at the same time, langhed at and menaced.

It means,” cried Charles IX., furious, and turning
palo with intense rage, <‘that I will no longer have any
Huguenots about me. Do you hear me, Henry P—Am I
king ? am I master ?”

‘“ Your majesty. 2

¢ My majesty kills and massacres at this moment all
that is not Catholic, at my pleasure. Are you Catholic ?”
exclaimed Charles, whose anger rose like an excited sea.

¢ 8ire,” replied Henry, “do you remember your own
words, ¢ What matters the religion of those who serve me
well 177

‘“Ah!ah!ah!” eried Charles, bursting into a ferocious
laugh ; “yon ask me if I remember my words, Henry !
¢ Verba volant,” as my sister Margot says ; and had not all
those >—and he pointed to the city with his finger—

L. i b
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*gerved me well, also ? Were they not brave in battle,
wise in council, deeply devoted ? They were all useful
subjects—but they were Hugnenots, and I want none but
Catholics.”

Henry remained silent.

“Well! do you understand me now, Harry ?” asked
Charles.

T understand, sire.”

“Well 77

““Well, sire! I do not see why the King of Navarre
should not do what so many gentlemen and poor folk have
done. For if they all die, poor unfortunates, it is because
the same terms have been proposed to them which your
majesty proposes to me, and they have refused, as I refuse.”

Charles seized the arm of the young prince, and fixed
on him a look whose vacancy suddenly changed into a
fierce and savage scowl.

‘“What !” he said, ‘“do you believe that I have taken
the trouble to offer the alternative of the mass to those
whose throats are being cut down there ?”

“Sire,” said Ienry, disengaging his arm, ¢ will you
not die in the religion of your fathers ¢

“ Yes, mordier! and thon ?”

““ Well, sire, I will do the same !” replied Henry.

Charles uttered a cry of fierce rage, and seized with
trembling hand his arquebuss placed on the table. [enry,
who, leaning against the tapestry, with the perspiration
streaming from his brow, was yet, owing to his presence
of mind, calm to all appearance, followed with the anxions
amaze of a bird fascinated by a serpent every movement
of the terrible king.

Charles cocked his arquebuss, and striking his foot with
blind rage, cried, as he dazzled Henry’s eyes with the
polished barrel of the brandished weapon, “ Will you ac-
cept the mass ?”

Henry remained mute.

Charles IX. shook the vaults of the Louvre with the
most terrible oath that ever issued from the lips of man,
and grew more livid than before.
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¢ Death, mass, or the bastille !” he cried, taking aim
at the King of Navarre.

¢ Oh, sire ! ” exclaimed Henry, ¢ will you kill me—me,
your brother-in-law ?”

Henry thus eluded, by his incomparable presence of
mind, which was one of the strongest faculties of his or-
ganization, the answer which the king demanded, for
doubtless had this reply been in the negative, Henry had
been a dead man. !

As immediately after the last paroxysms of rage, there
is always the commencement of reaction, Charles I1X. did
not repeat the question he had addressed to the Prince of
Navarre ; and, after a moment’s hesitation, during which
he uttered a hoarse kind of growl, he turned towards the
open window, and aimed at a man who was running along
the quay in front.

1 must kill some one !” cried Charles IX., ghastly as
a corpse, his eyes injected with blood ; and firing a3 he
spoke, he struck the man who was running.

Henry uttered a groan.

Then, animated by a frightful ardor, Charles loaded and
fired his arquebuss without cessation, uttering cries of joy
every time his aim was successful.

¢ It is all over with me ! ” said the King of Navarre to
himself ; ¢ when he sees no one else to kill, he will kill
me!”

“Well ]” said a voice behind the princes, suddenly,
¢¢ig it done ? 7

It was Catherine de Medicis, who had entered as the
king fired his last shot.

¢ No, thousand thunders ! ” said the king, throwing his
arquebuss on the floor. ¢ No, the obstinate blockhead
will not consent !” 5

Catherine made no reply. She turned slowly towards
the part of the chamber in which Henry was, as motion-
less as one of the figures of the tapestry against which he
was leaning, She then gave a glance to the king, which
seemed to say :

¢‘Then, why is he alive 2”

sl
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¢“He lives, he lives ! ” murmured Charles IX, who per-
fectly understood the glance, and replied to it without
hesitation—¢¢ he lives, because he is my relative.”

Catherine smiled.

Henry saw the smile, and felt then assured that it was
with Catherine he must struggle.

‘¢ Madame,” he said to her, ‘“all comes from you, I see
very well, and nothing from my brother-in-law, Charles.
You have laid the plan for drawing me into a snare. It
was you who made your daughter the bait which was to
destroy us all. It has been you who has separated me from
my wife, that she might not see me killed before her
eyes.”

‘“Yes, but that shall not be!” cried another voice,
breathless and impassioned, which Henry recognized in an
instant, and made Charles start with surprise, and Cath-
erine with rage.

¢ Marguerite ! ” exclaimed Henry.

¢ Margot ! ”” said Charles IX.

¢ My danghter ! ” muttered Catherine.

¢ Sir,” said Marguerite to Henry, ¢ your last words
were an accunsation against me, and you were both right
and wrong. Right, for I am the means by which they
attempted to destroy you: wrong, for I did not know
that yon were going towards destruction. I myself. sir,
owe my life to chance—to my mother’s not thinking of
me, perhaps; but as soon as I learned your danger I
remembered my duty, and a wife’s duty is to share the
fortunes of her husband. If you are exiled, sir, I will be
exiled too; if they imprison you, I will be your fellow-
captive ; if they kill you, I will also die.”

‘And she extended her hand to her husband, which he
eagerly seized, if not with love, at least with gratitude.

““Oh, my poor Margot ! ” said Charles, ‘““you had much
better desire him to become a Catholic !”

¢ Sire,” replied Marguerite, with that lofty dignity
which was so natural to her, ¢ for your own sake, do not
ask any prince of your house to commit a base action.”

Catherine darted a significant glance at Charles.
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¢¢ Brother,” cried Marguerite, who, as well as Charles
IX., understood the terrible dumb-show of Catherine,
““remember, you made him my husband !”

Charles was for a time stupefied between the imperative
look of Catherine and the supplicating regard of Margue-
rite, but after a pause, he said in a whigper to Catherine :

¢ Faith, madame, Margot is right, and Harry is my
brother-in-law.”

““Yes,” was Catherine’s reply, in a similar whisper to
her son ; ¢¢ yes, but if he were not———"

CHAPTER XI.
THE HAWTHORN OF THE CEMETERY OF THE INNOCENTS,

WHEN she had reached her own apartments, Marguerite
vainly endeavored to divine the words which Catherine de
Medicis had whispered to Charles IX., and which had cut
short the terrible interview on which hung life and
death. ]

A part of the morning was employed by her in attend-
ing to La Mole, and the other in trying to guess the
enigma, which her mind could not discover.

The King of Navarre remained a prisoner in the Louvre,
whilst the pursuit of the Huguenots was hotter than ever.
To the terrible night had succeeded a day of massacre
still more horrible. It was no longer the tocsin and bells
that sounded, but the Z7¢ Dewm, and the echoes of this
joyous anthem, resounding in the midst of fire and
slaughter, were perbaps more sad by the light of the sun
than had been the knell of the previous night sounding in
darkness. This was not all. Strange to say, a hawthorn-
tree, which had blossomed in the spring, and which, ac-
cording to custom, had lost its odorous flowers in the
month of June, had reblossomed during the night, and
the Catholics, who saw in this even a miracle, and who by
rendering this miracle popular made the Deity their
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accomplice, went in procession, cross and banner at their
head, to the Cemetery of the Innocents, where this haw-
thorn was blooming. This kind of assent from Heaven
had redoubled the efforts of the assassins, and whilst the
city continned to present in each street and thoroughfare
a scene of desolation, the Louvre had become the common
tomb for all Protestants who had been shut up there when
the signal was given. The King of Navarre, the Prince
de Condé, and la Mole, were the only survivors.

Assured as to La Mole, whose wounds were progressing
well, Marguerite was occunpied now with one sole idea,
which was to save her husband’s life, so pertinaciously
threatened. No dounbt, the first sentiment which actuated
the wife was one of generous pity for a man for whom,
as for the Béarnais, she had sworn, if not love, at least
alliance ; but there was, beside, another less pure senti-
ment which had penetrated the queen’s heart.

Marguerite was ambitious, and had foreseen almost the
certainty of royalty in her marriage with Henry de Bour-
bon, and if she lost him, it was not only a husband, but a
throne she lost.

Whilst wrapped in her reflections, she heard a knock at
the gecret door. She started ; for three persons only came
by that door—the king, the queen-mother, and the Duke
d’Alengon.  She half opened the door of the cabinet,
made a gesture of silence to Gillonne and La Mole, and
then opened the door to her visitor.

It was the Duke d’Alengon. The young prince had
disappeared since the evening. For a moment, Margue-
rite had had the idea of claiming his intercession for the
King of Navarre, but a terrible idea restrained her,
The marriage had taken place contrary to his wishes.
Frangois detested Henry, and had only evinced his neutral-
ity towards the Béarnais, because he was convinced that
Henry and his wife had remained strangers to each other.
Marguerite therefore shuddered at perceiving the young
prince more than she had shuddered at seeing the king, or
even the queen-mother. D’Alengon was attired with his
usualselegance. His clothes and linen gave forth those
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perfumes which Charles IX. despised, but of which the
Dukes d’Anjou and d’Alengon made continual use.

On his entrance, he pressed his pale thin lips against
the forehead of his sister. Then, sitting down, he began
to relate to his sister the bloody particulars of the night :
the lingering and terrible death of the admiral, the in-
stantaneous death of Teligny, piereced by a ball. He
paused and emphasised all the more horrid details of this
night, with that love of blood peculiar to himself and his
two brothers ; and Marguerite did not interrnpt him antil
he had finished.

It was not to tell me this only,” she then said, ¢ that
you came hither, brother ? ”

The Duke d’Alengon smiled.

‘“ You have something else to say to me ?*

“ No,” replied the duke ; I am waiting.”

“Waiting | for what ?”

“Did you not tell me, dearest Marguerite,” said the
duke, drawing his chair close up to that of his sister,
¢¢ that this marriage with the King of Navarre was con-
tracted against your will ?”

¢ Yes, no doubt. I did not know the Prince of Béarn,
when he was proposed to me as a husband.”

¢¢ And after you knew him, did you not say that you
experienced no love for him ?”

<1 gaid so, and it is true.”

¢ Was it not your opinion that this marriage would
make you miserable ?” )

¢¢ My dear Frangois,” said Marguerite, ‘ when a marriage
i8 not extremely happy, it is al ways excessively migerable.”

¢ Well, then, my dear Marguerite, as I said to you—I
am waiting.”

‘¢ But for what are you waiting ?”

“Until you display your joy !”

““What have I to be joyful for ?”

¢ 'The unexpected occasion which offers itself for yon
to resume your liberty.”

¢« My liberty ?” replied Marguerite, who was resolved
on allowing the prince to disclose all his thoughts.
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¢“Yes ; your liberty ! You will now be separated from
the King of Navarre.”

¢ Separated | ” said Marguerite, fastening her eyes on
the young prince.

The Duke d’Alengon tried to sustain his sister’s look,
but his eyes soon sunk with embarrassment.

¢ Separated | ” repeated Marguerite ; “ and how, bro-
ther ? for I should like to comprehend all you mean,
and by what method you propose to separate us ?”

“ Why,” murmured the duke, ‘“ Henry is a Huguenot.”

¢¢ No doubt ; but he made no mystery of his religion,
and they knew that when we were married.”

““Yes ; but since your marriage, sister,” agked the
duke, allowing, in spite of himself, a ray of joy to il-
lumine his countenance ; ‘“ what has been Henry’s be-
bavior ?”

¢ Why, you know better than any one, Frangois, for he
has passed his days almost perpetunally in your society,
sometimes at the chase, sometimes at mall, sometimes at
tennis.”

““Yes, his days, no doubt,” replied the duke; ‘his
days—but hig nights ?

Marguerite was silent ; it was now her turn to cast
down her eyes.

¢ His nights,” repeated the Duke d’Alengon, < his
nights 7

¢« Well,” inquired Marguerite, feeling tlat it was re-
quisite that she should say something in reply.

“ Well, he passes them with Madame de Sauve!”

«“ How do you know that ?” exclaimed Marguerite.

1 know it, because I had an interest in knowing it,”
replied the young prince, picking the embroidery of his
sleeves.

Marguerite began to understaud what Catherine had
whispered to Charles, but affected to remain in igno-
rance.

¢“Why do you tell me this, brother ?” she replied, with
a well-affected air of melancholy ; ¢¢was it for the sake of
recalling to me that no one here loves me or clings to me,

Dusas—Vor, III.—¢
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not even those whom nature has given to me as protect-
ors, whom the Church has given me as my spouse ?*

“You are unjust,” said the Duke d’Alengon, drawing
his chair still nearer to his sister, ‘I love you and pro-
teet you!”

¢ Brother,” said Marguerite, looking steadfastly at him,
“have you anything to say to me on the part of the
queen-mother ?”

1] you mistake, sister. Iswear to you—what can
make you think that ?”

¢¢ What can make me think that >—why, because you
break the intimacy that binds yon to my husband, you
abandon the cause of the King of Navarre—an alliance
with whom 2

¢ Has now become imposgible, sister,” interrupted the
Duke d’Alengon.

¢¢ And wherefore ?

¢ Because the king has designs on your husband, and
our mother hasgseen through themall. I allied myself to
the Huguenots, because I believed the Huguenots were in
favor; but now they kill the Hnguenots, and in another
week there will not remain fifty in the whole kingdom.
I held out my hand to the King of Navarre, because he
was your husband ; but now he is not your hnsband, what
can you say to that—you, who are not only the loveliest
woman in France, but have the clearest head in the king-
dom ?*

‘“ Why, I have to say,” replied Marguerite, “that I
know our brother Charles ; I saw him yesterday in one of
those fits of frenzy, every one of which shortens his life
ten years. I have to say that these attacks are, unfortu-
nately, very frequent, and that thus, in all probability, our
brother Charles has not very long to live ; and, finally, I
have to say that the King of Poland is just dead, and the
question of electing a prince of the house of France in his
stead is much discussed ; and when circumstances are
thus, it is not the moment to abandon allies, who, in the
moment of struggle, might support us with the strength
of a nation and the power of a kingdom.”
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“And you !” exclaimed the duke, “do you not act
much more treasonably to me in preferring a stranger to
your own house ? ”

¢ Explain yourself, Frangois l—in what have I acted
treasonably to you ?”

“You yesterday begged the life of the King of Navarre
from King Charles.”

““ Well ?” said Marguerite.

The duke rose hastily, paced round the chamber twice
or thrice with a bewildered air.

¢ Adien, sister !” he said at last. ¢ You would not
understand me ; do not, therefore, complain of whatever
may happen to youn.”

Marguerite turned pale, but remained fixed in her
place. She saw the Duke d’Alengon go away, without
making any attempt to detain him ; but scarcely had he
entered the corridor, than he returned.

‘¢ Sister Marguerite,” he said, ‘“I had forgotten one
thing; that is, that to-morrow, at a certain hour, the King
of Navarre will be dead.”

Marguerite uttered a cry, for the idea that she was the
instrument of assassination caused in her a fear she counld
not subdue.

‘“ And you will not prevent this death,” she said ; ““ you
will not save your best and most faithful ally ?”

¢ Sinee yesterday, the King of Navarre is no longer my
ally.” i

“Then who is ?*”

““M. de Guise. By destroying the uguenots, M. de
Guise has become the king of the Catholics.”

““And is it a son of Henry II. who recognizes as lis
king a Duke of Lorraine ?”

“You will not see things in a right light, Mar-
guerite.”

¢ T confess that I seek in vain to read your thoughts.”

¢¢ Sister, you are of as good a house as the Princess de
Poreian ; De Guise is no more immortal than the King of
Navarre. Well, Marguerite, suppose that Mongieur is
elected King of Poland ; well, I am King of France, and
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you, my sister, shall reign with me, and be queen of the
Catholics.”

Marguerite was overwhelmed at the depth of the views
of this youth, whom no one at court even thought pos-
sessed of common understanding.

¢There is only one thing which can prevent this capital
plan from succeeding, brother,” said she, rising as she
spoke.

¢ And what is that ?”

“That I do not love the Duke de Guise.”

¢¢ And whom, then, do you love P ”

¢ No one.”

D’Alengon looked at Marguerite with the astonishment
of a man, who, in his turn, does not comprehend, and left
the apartment, pressing his cold hand on his forehead,
which ached to bursting. Marguerite was alone and
thoughtful, when Queen Catherine sent to know if she
would accompany her in a pilgrimage to the hawthorn of
the Cemetery of the Innocents.

She sent word, that if they wounld prepare a horse, she
wonld most readily accompany their majesties.

A few minutes after, the page came to tell her that all
was ready ; and, after a sign to Gillonne to take care of
La Mole, she went forth.

The king, the queen-mothet, Tavannes, and the prin-
cipal Catholics, were already mounted. Marguerite cast
a rapid glance over the group, which was composed of
twenty persons nearly, but the King of Navarre was not
of the party.

Madame de Sauve was there, and she exchanged a
glance with her, which convinced the Queen of Navarre
that her husband’s mistress had something to tell her.

As they proceeded, the people shouted and cried, ¢ Vive
leroi! Vive la messe! Mort anx Huguenots 17

When they reached the top of the Rue des Prouvelles,
they met some men who were dragging a carcass with-
out a head. It was that of the admiral. The men were
going to hang it by the feet at Montfaucon.

They entered the Cemetery of Saint Innocents, and the
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clergy, forewarned of the visit of the king and the queen-
mother, awaited their majesties to harangue them.

Madame de Saunve profited by a moment when Catherine
was listening to the discourse that was being made, to
approach the Queen of Navarre, aud beg leave to kiss her
hand. Marguerite extended her arm towards her, and
Madame de Sauve, as she kissed the queen’s hand, secretly
put a small piece of paper up her sleeve.

Quick and well managed as was Madame de Sauve’s pro-
ceeding, yet Catherine perceived it, and turned round at
the moment when the maid of honor was kissing Mar-
guerite’s hand.

The two women saw that look, which penetrated them
like lightning, but both remained unmoved ; only Madame
de Sauve left Marguerite, and resumed her place near
Catherine.

‘When the address was finished, Catherine made a ges-
tare, smilingly, to the Queen of Navarre, who went towards
her.

¢“Eh, my danghter,” said the queen-mother, in her
Ttalian patois, ‘“are you, then, on such intimate tern:s
with Madame de Saunve ?”

Marguerite smiled in turn, and gave to her lovely counte-
nance the bitterest expression ghe could, as she said :

¢Yes, mother ; the serpent came to bite my hand !

¢¢ Ah, ah ! ” replied Catherine, with a smile, ““you are
jealous, I think !”

‘You mistake, madame,” replied Marguerite® I am
no more jealous of the King of Navarre than the Kiny
of Navarre is jealous of me, only I know bew to 0
tinguish my friends from my encmies. 1 like those wlo
like me, and detest those who hate me. If not, madam- .
should I be your daughter ?”

Catherine smiled so as to make Marguerite understand
that, if she had had any suspicion, it had vanished.

At this moment arrived other pilgrims. The Dnke de
Guise came with a troop of gentlemen all warm still with
recent carnage. They escorted a litter, richly covered
with tapestry, which stopped in front of the king.
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‘The Duchess de Nevers!” cried Charles IX., <“let
that lovely and pure Catholic come and receive our com-
pliments. Why, they tell me, cousin, that from your
window you made war on the Huguenots, and killed one
with a stone.”

The Duchess de Nevers blushed exceedingly.

‘¢ Sire,” she said, in a low tone, and kneeling before the
king, ‘it was, on the contrary, a wounded Catholic,
whom I had the good fortune to rescue.”

¢ Good—good, my cousin ! there are two ways of serv-
ing me.”

During this time, the people again eried, “ Vive le roi !
Vive le Duc de Guise ! Vive la messe !”

““Do you return to the Louvre with us, Henriette ?*
inquired the queen-mother of the lovely duchess.

Marguerite touched her friend on the elbow, who, un-
derstanding the sign, replied :

¢ No, madame, unless your majesty desire it ; for I have
business in the city with her majesty the Queen of Na-
varre.”

¢ And what are you going to do together ?” inqmired
Catherine.

““To see some very rare and curious Greek books found
at an old Protestant pastor’s, and which have been taken
to the Tower of Saint Jacques la Boucherie,” replied Mar-
guerite.

““You would do much better to see the last Huguenot
flung frém the top of Pont-aux-Meuniers into the Seine,”
said Charles IX. ; “that is the place for all good French-
men.”

““ We will go, if it be your majesty’s desire,” replied the
Duchess de Nevers.

Catherine cast a look of distrust on the two young
women. Marguerite, on the watch, remarked it, and
turning herself round uneasily, looked about her.

This assumed or real disquietude did not escape Cath-
erine.

‘ What are you looking for ? ”

¢ 1 am seeking—I do not see——" she replied.

T P R T
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¢ Whom are yon seeking ?”

¢ Madame de Sauve,” said Marguerite ; ¢ she must have
returned to the Louvre.”

“Did I not say you were jealous!” said Catherine, in
her danghter’s ear. ¢ Oh, bestia ! Come, come, Hen-
riette,” she added, ‘“ begone, and take the Queen of Na-
varre with you.”

Marguerite pretended to look still about her ; then,
turning towards her friend, she said, in a whisper :

_ “Take me away quickly ; I have matters of great im-
portance to say to you.”

The duchess saluted the king and queen-mother respect-
fully, and then, inclining before the Queen of Navarre :

“Will your majesty condescend to come into my
litter ?”

¢ Willingly, only yon will have to take me back to the
Louvre.”

¢« My litter, like my servants and myself, are at your
majesty’s orders.”

Queen Marguerite entered the litter, whilst Catherine
and her gentlemen returned to the Louvre, and, during
the route, she spoke incessantly to the king. pointing
several times to Madame de Sauve ; and at each time the
king laughed—as Charles IX. did langh—that is, with a
laugh more sinister than a threat.

As to Marguerite, as soon as she felt the litter in mo-
tion, and had no longer to fear the searching gaze of
Catherine, she quickly drew from her sleeve the note of
Madame de Sauve and read as follows :

‘“Ihave received orders to send to-night to the King of
Navarre two keys : one is that of the chamber in which he
is shut up, and the other is the key of my chamber ; when
once in my apartment, I am enjoined to keep him there
until six o’clock in the morning.

¢ Let your majesty reflect—let yonr majesty decide. Let
your majesty esteem my life as nothing.”

¢« There is now no doubt,” murmured Marguerite ; ‘¢ and
the poor woman is the tool of which they wish to make
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use to destroy us all. But we will see if the Queen Mar-
got, as my brother Charles calls me, is so easily to be made
& nun of.”

¢«“And what is that letter about ?* inquired the
Duchess de Nevers.

““ Ah | duchess, I have so many things to say to you !”
replied Marguerite, tearing the note into a thousand bits,
and scattering them to the winds.

CHAPTER XII
MUTUAL CONFIDENCE.

¢« AND, first, where are we going ?”” asked Marguerite ;
““not to the Pont des Meuniers, I suppose—I have seen
enough slaunghter since yesterday.”

T have taken the liberty to conduct your majesty——>

¢ First and foremost, my majesty requests you to forget
my majesty ; you were taking me 2

““ T'o the Hotel de Guise, unless you decide otherwise.”

¢“No, no, let us go there, Henriette ; the duke and
your husband are not there.”

¢¢0h, no,” cried the duchess, her bright eyes sparkling
with joy ; ““no: neither my husband, my brother-in-law,
nor any one else. I am free—free as air—free ag a bird ;
free, my queen! Do you understand the happiness there
is in that word P—free ! I come, I go, I command. Ah,
poor queen, you are not free—you sigh.”

““ Yon come, you go, you command. Is that all? Ig
that all the use of liberty ?”

““Your majesty promised me that you would begin our
mutual confidence.”

¢ Again, ‘your majesty !’ I shall be angry soon, Hen-
riette. Have you forgotten our agreement ?”

“No; your respectful servant in public—in private,
your madecap confidante. Is it not so, Marguerite ?

¢ Yes, yes,” said the queen, smiling,.
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¢No family rivalry, no treachery in love ; all fair and
open. An offensive and defensive alliance, for the sole
purpose of seeking, and, if we can, seizing, that ephemeral
thing called happiness.” :

 Just so, duchess. Let us again seal the compact with
a kiss.”

And the two beautiful women, the one so roseate, so
fair, so animated, the other so pale, so full of melancholy,
united their lips as they had nnited their thoughts.

‘¢ What is there new ?” asked the duchess, fixing her
eyes npon Marguerite.

¢¢ Everything is new since the last two days, isit not ?”

¢ QOh, I am speaking of love, not of politics. When we
are as old as your mother, Catherine, we will think of
politics, but at twenty, let us think of something else.
Tell me, are you really married ?”

¢ To whom ?”

¢¢ Ah, you reassure me.”

¢ Well, Henriette, that which reassures you alarms me.
Duchess, I must be married.”

¢“When ?”’

¢¢ To-morrow.”

¢ Oh, pauvre Marguerite ! and is it essential ?”

¢ Absolutely.”

¢ Mordi! as an acquaintance of mine says, this is
very sad.”

¢ You know some one who gays mordi?” asked Mar-
guerite, with a smile.

“Yes.”

¢ And who is this acquaintance ?”

““You ask questions instead of answering them, Finish
your story, and then I will begin.”

«In two words, it is this. The King of Navarre is in
love, and not with me ; T am not in love, and certainly not
with him; yet we must both of us change, or seem to
change, before to-morrow.”

<< Well, do you change, and he will soon do the same.”

«That is quite impossible, for I am less than ever in-
clined to change.”
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< Qnly with respect to your husband, I hope.”

¢« Henriette, I have a scruple.”

¢« A scruple ! about what ?”

«QOf religion. Do you make any difference between
Huguenots and Catholics?”

“In polities 7

“Yes.”

< Of eourse.”

‘ And in love ?”

¢ Ma chére!” we women are such heathens, that we
admit every kind of sect, and recognize many gods.”

“TIn one, eh ?”

““Yes,” replied the duchess, her eyes sparkling ; ‘“ he
who is called Zros, Cupido, Amor. He who has a quiver
on his back, wings on his shoulders, and a bandage over
hiseyes. Mordi, vive la devotion !”

‘“ You have a peculiar method of praying ; you throw
stones on the Huguenots.”

¢ Liet them talk. Ah, Marguerite ! how the finest ideas,
the noblest actions, are spoilt in passing through the
mouths of the vulgar.”

¢ The vulgar! why, it was my brother Charles who
congratulated you on your exploits.”

¢“ Your brother Charles is a mighty hunter, who blows
the horn all day, which makes him very thin. I reject
his compliments ; besides, I gave him his answer. Did
you hear what I said ?”

¢ No ; you spoke so low.”

““So much the better. I shall have more news to tell
you. Now, then, finish your story, Marguerite.”

“ Why—why—"

“Well.”

“Why, in truth,” said the queen, laughing, ¢<“if the
stone my brother spoke of be a fact, I should not care to
tell you my story at all.”

“Ah!” cried Henriette, ‘“you have chosen a Hugue-
not. Well, to reassure your conscience, I promise you to
choose one myself on the first opportunity.”

‘¢ Ah, yon have chosen a Catholic, then.”"

P PRy T T T, T .



Rl

MARGUERITE DE VALOIS, 125

¢ Mordi!” replied the duchess.

¢ 1 see, I see.”

¢ And what is this Huguenot of yours ?

‘T have not adopted him. He is nothing, and probably
never will be anything to me.”

*“But what sort is he? You can tell me that; you
know how curious I am about these matters.”

¢ A poor young fellow, beautiful as Benvenuto Cellini’s
Nisus,—and who took refuge in my apartment.”

¢ Oh, oh !—of course without any suggestion on your
part ?”

““Do not laugh, Henriette ; at this very moment he is
between life and death.”

¢ He is ill, then ?”

‘“He is dangerously wounded.”

‘“ A wounded Huguenot is very disagreeable, especially
in these times ; and what have you done with this wounded
Huguenot, who is not, and never will be, anything to
you ?”

‘“He is hid in my cabinet : I would save him.”

““IIe is young, handsome, and wounded—jyon hide him
and wish to save him. He will be very ungrateful if he
do not show himself very grateful.”

¢ He is already, I fear, more grateful than T could wish.”

¢¢ And this poor young man interests you ?”

¢“Only for humanity’s sake.”

¢ Ah ! humanity’s precisely the virtue that undoes all
us women.”

“ Yes; and you sec the king, the Duke d"\Alengon, my
mother, or even my husband, may at any moment enter
the apartment >

‘“ Ay, you want me to hide your IHuguenot so long as
he is ill, upon condition I send him back to you when he
is cured ?

¢ No,” said Marguerite, ‘I do not look forward so far;
but if you could conceal the poor fellow—if you counld pre-
gerve the life I have saved, 1 should be most grateful.
You are free at the Hotel de Guise ; you have no one to
watch you ; besides, behind your chamber there is a cabi-
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net like mine, into which no one is entitled to enter;
lend me this cabinet for my Huguenot, and when he is
cured, open the cage, and let the bird fly away.”

¢ There is only one difficulty, my dear ; the cage is
already occupied.”

¢ What, have you also saved somebody ? *

¢That is exactly what I answered your brother with.”

¢¢ Ah, ah ! that’s why you spoke so low that I could not
hear you.”

¢¢ Listen, Marguerite : the story is no less poetical and
romantic than yours. After I had left you six of my
guards, I returned with the rest to the Hotel de Guise.
I was looking at a house that was burning opposite, when
I heard the voices of men swearing, and of women erying.
I went out on the balcony, and saw, in the thickest of the
fight, a complete hero—I like heroes—an Ajax-Telamon ;
I stood trembling at every blow aimed at him, and at
avery thrust he dealt, until, all of a sadden, my hero
disappeared.”

“How ?”

“Struck down by a stone an old woman threw at him.
Then, like the son of Creesus, I found my voice, and
screamed, ‘Help! help!” My gunards went out, lifted
him up, and bore him to my apartment.”

¢Alas! I can the better understand this higtory, that
it is so nearly my own.”

< With this difference, that as 1 have served the king
and the Catholic religion in succoring him, I have no
reason to send M. Annibal de Coconnas away.”

¢¢ His name i3 Annibal de Coconnas ! said Marguerite,
laughing. .

¢ A terrible name, is it not ? Well, he who bears it is
worthy of it. Put on your mask, for we are now at the
hotel.”

¢Why put on my mask ?”

¢¢ Because I wish to show you my hero.”

¢ Is he handsome ?”

‘¢ Ie seemed so to me during the conflict. In the morn-
ing, I must confess he did not look quite so well as at night,
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by the light of the flames. But I do not think you will
find great fault with him.”

‘“ Then my protégé is rejected at the Hotel de Guise; I
am sorry for it, for that is the last place that they would
look for a Huguenot in.”

¢ Oh, no; your Huguenot shall come ; he shall have
one corner of the cabinet, and Annibal the other.”

‘“ But when they recognize each other they will fight.”

¢ Oh, there is no danger. M. de Coconnas has had a
cut down the face that prevents him from seeing very well ;
your Huguenot is wounded in the chest ; and, besides, you
have only to tell him to be silent on the subject of religion,
and all will go well.”

““ So be it.”

“It’s a bargain : and now let us go in.”

¢ Thanks,” said Marguerite, pressing her friend’s hand.

¢« Here, madame,” said the duchess, ¢ you are again
¢ your majesty,” suffer me, then, to do the honors of the
116tel de Guise fittingly for the Queen of Navarre.”

And the duchess, descending from the litter, almost
bent her knee as she aided Marguerite to alight; then
pointing to the gate guarded by two soldiers, arquebuss
in hand, she followed the queen respectfully into the
hotel.

Arrived at her chamber, the duchess closed the door,
and, calling to her waiting-woman, a thorough Sicilian,
said to her in Italian, < How is M. le Comte

¢ Better and better,” replied she.

¢¢What is he doing 2>

¢ At this moment, madame, he is taking some refresh-
ment.”

¢ It is always a good sign,” said Marguerite, * when the
appetite returns,”

¢ Ah, I forgot you were a pupil of Ambroise Daré.
Leave us, Mica.”

¢ Why do you send her away ? ”

¢¢ That she may be on the watch.”

¢¢ Now,” said the duchess, “* will you go iu to see him,
or shall 1 send for him here ?”
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<« Neither the one nor the other. I wish to see him
without his seeing me.”

“ What matters it ? You have your mask.”

“ He may recognize me by my hands, my hair, my
ring.”

« How cautious we are, since we’ve been married !”

Marguerite smiled.

¢« Well,” said the duchess, I see only one way.”

¢¢ What is that ?” 2

¢ To look through the keyhole.”

« Take me to the door, then.”

The duchess led Marguerite to a door covered with
tapestry ; raising this, she applied her eye to the keyhole.

«<’Pis as you could wish ; he is sitting at table, with his
face turned towards us.”

The queen took her friend’s place; Coconnas was, as
the duchess had said, sitting at a table well covered, and,
despite his wounds, was doing ample justice to the good
things before him.

¢« Ah, mon Diew!” cried Marguerite.

‘¢ What is the matter ?” asked the duchess.

¢¢ Impossible l—no !—yes I—’tis he himself | ”

13 Who ?”

¢¢ Chut,” said Marguerite ; ““’tis he who pursued my
Huguenot into my apartment, and would have killed him
in my arms! Oh, Henriette, how fortunate he did not
see me,”

““Well, then, you have seen him in battle ; is he not
handsome.”

I do not know,”
at him he pursned.”

‘ What is his name ?”

¢¢You will not mention it before the count ?*

“Nol”

¢¢ Lerac de la Mole.”

¢ And now what do you think of my Annibal ? ”

¢ Of La Mole ?”

¢ Of Coconnag ?” :

¢ Ma foi!” said Marguerite, “I confess I think——"

3

said Marguerite, ‘“ for I was looking
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She stopped.

“ Come, come,” said the duchess, “I see yon cannot
forgive his wounding your Huguenot.”

 Why, so far,” said Margnerite, smiling, ¢ my Hugne-
not owes him nothing ; the cut he gave him on his
face——"

‘“ They are quits, then, and we can recouncile them.
Send me your wounded man.”

¢ Not now—by and by.”

““When 27

¢ When you have found yours a fresh chamber.”

¢¢ Which ?”

Marguerite looked meaningly at her friend, who, after
a moment’s gilence, langhed. :

““So be it,” said the duchess; ‘¢ alliance firmer than
ever.”

¢ Friendship ever sincere ! ”

¢ And the word, in case we need each other.”

““The triple name of your triple god, ¢ Eros, Cupido,
Ameor.””

And the two princesses separated after one more em-
brace, and pressing each other’s hand for the tweuticth
time.

CHAPTER XIIL

HOW THERE ARE KEYS THAT OPEN DOORS THEY ARE NOT
MEANT FOR.

THE Queen of Navarre, on her return to the Lonvre,
found Gillonne in great excitement. Madame de Suuve
had come in her absence. She had brought a key sont
her by the queen-mother. It was the key of the cham-
ber in which Henry was confined. It was evident that
the queen-mother wished the Béarnais to pass the night
in Madame de Sauve’s apartment.

Marguerite took the key, and turned it and turned it;
she made Gillonne repeat Madame de Sauve’s every word,

9
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weighed them, letter by letter, and at length thought she
detected Catherine’s plan.
She took pen and ink, and wrote:

< Instead of going to Madame de Sauve to-night, come
to the Queen of Navarre.—MARGUERITE.”

She rolled up the paper, put it in the pipe of the key
and ordered Gillonne, as soon as it was dark, to slip the
key under the king’s door.

This done, Marguerite thought of the wounded man,
closed all the doors, entered the cabinet, and, to her great
surprise, found La Mole dressed in all his clothes, torn
and blood-stained as they were.

On seeing her he strove to rise, but could not stand,
and fell back upon the sofa which had served for his bed.

¢ What is the matter, sir ?” asked Marguerite ; “and
why do you thus disobey the orders of your physician ? I
recommended you repose, and instead of following my
advice you do just the contrary.”

¢ Qh, madame,” said Gillonne, ‘it is not my fault ; I
have entreated M. le Comte not to commit this folly, but
he declares that nothing shall keep him any longer at the
Louvre.”

“Quit the Louvre ! ” said Marguerite, astonished.
¢ Why, it is impossible—you can scarcely stand ; you are
pale and weak ; your knees tremble. Only a few hours
ago, the wound in your shoulder still bled.”

“ Madame,” said the young man, ‘“as earnestly as I
thanked your majesty for having saved my life, as ear-
nestly do I pray you to suffer me to depart.”

<1 scarcely know what to call such a resolution,” said
Marguerite ; it is worse than ingratitude.”

¢ Oh,” cried La Mole, clasping his hands, ‘¢ think me
nof nngrateful ; my gratitude will cease only with my life.”

€It will not lastlong, then,” said Marguerite, moved at
these words, the sincerity of which it was impossible to
doubt ; ¢“for your wounds will open, and you will die from
loss of blood, or you will be recognized for a Huguenot,
and killed, ere you advance fifty yards in the street.”
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€I must, nevertheless, quit the Louvre,” murmured
La Mole.

‘¢ Must,” retarned Marguerite, fixing her full speaking
gaze upon him ; ‘“ah, yes: forgive me, I understand ;
doubtless, there is one who anxiously awaits you. I ap-
preciate the feeling, and reproach myself for not having
before thought of it ; Ishould have attended to your mind
as well as to your body.”

¢ Madame,” said La Mole, “‘you are mistaken—I am
well-nigh alone in the world, and altogether go in Paris.
My pursuer is the first man I have spoken to in this city ;
your majesty the first lady who has addressed me.”

¢“Then,” said Margnerite, “ why would you go ?”

‘¢ Becauge,” replied La Mole, ¢ last night you had no
rest, and that to-night——"

Margaret blushed.

¢¢ (illonne,” said she, ““it is time to take that key to
the King of Navarre.”

Gillonne smiled, and left the room.

¢ But,” continued Marguerite, ‘¢ if you are alone, with-
out friends, what will you do ?”

¢ Madame, I soon shall have friends, for whilst T was
pursned, I saw the form of my mother guiding me to the
Louvre, and I vowed, if I were spared, to abjure. Heav-
en has done more than save my life—it has sent me one of
its angels to make life dear to me.”

‘ But you cannot walk ; you will faint before you have
gone a hundred yards.”

«¢ Madame, I have tried to walk in the cabinet ; I do so
slowly, it is true, but once outside the Louvre, I will tule
my chance.”

Marguerite leaned her head on her hand, and refiected
for an instant.

“ And the King of Navarre,” said she, emphatically,
¢ you do not speak of him? In changing your religion,
have you also changed your desire to enter his service ¥ ”

¢« Madame,” returned La Mole, 1 know that his
majesty runs a great risk at present, and that all your in-
fluence will scarce suffice fo save him.”
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¢ What ! ” gaid Marguerite, “how know you that ?”

‘¢ Madame,” returned La Mole, after some hesitation,
‘“one can hear everything in this cabinet.”

¢’Tig true,” said Marguerite to herself ; <M. de Guise
told me so before.”

¢ Well,” added she, aloud, ‘ what have you heard ? ”

¢¢In the first place, the conversation between your maj-
esty and your brother.”

¢ With Frangois ?” said Marguerite.

¢ With the Duke d’Alengon ; and since your departure,
that of Gillonne and Madame de Sauve.”

¢ And it is these two conversations——"

“ Yes, madame ; married scarcely a week, you love your
husband ; to-night he will come, in his turn, in the same
way that the Duke d’Alengon and Madame de Sauve have
come, he will discourse with you of his affairs : I do not
wish to hear ; I might be indiscreet—I will give myself no
chance of being so.”

At the last words, and their manner, Marguerite com-~
prehended all.

¢ Ah ! said she, ‘“ you have heard everything that has
been said in this chamber ?”

¢ Yes, madame.”

These words were uttered in a sigh.

“And you wish to depart to-night, to avoid hearing
any more ?”

¢ This moment, if it please your majesty.”

““Poor fellow !” said Marguerite, with an accent of
tender pity.

Astonished at so gentle an apostrcphe, when he ex-
pected an abrupt reply, La Mole lifted his head timidly—
his eyes encountered those of the queen, and remained
immovable before her penetrating glance.

“ You are, then, incapable of keeping a secret, M. dela
Mole ?” said the queen, who, seated in a large chair,
could watch La Mole’s face whilst her own remained in
the shadow.

¢“ Madame,” said La Mole, ¢ I distrust myself, and the
happiness of another gives me pain.”
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¢The happiness of whom ? Ah, yes—of the King of
Navarre ! Poor Henry !”

““ You see,” cried La Mole, pa.ssmna.tely, ““heis happy.”

¢ Happy ?”

““Yes, for your majesty pities him.”

Marguerite played with the golden tassels of her alms-

urse.
s “You will not, then, see the King of Navarre—you are
quite resolved ?”

¢ T fear Ishould be troublesome to his majesty at pres-
ent.”

¢ But the Duke d’Alengon, my brother ?”

¢¢0Oh, no!” cried La Mole, ¢“ the Duke d’Alen(;on even
stili less than the King of Navarre.”

¢ Why so ?”” asked Marguerite.

‘¢ Because, although I am already too bad a Hugunenot
to be a faithfal servant of the King of Navarre, I am not
a sufficiently good Catholic to be friends with the Duke
d’Alengon and M. de Guige.”

Marguerite cast down her eyes; that which La Mole had
said, struck to her very heart.

At this instant Gillonne returned ; Marguerite, with a
look, interrogated her, and Gillonne, in tke same manner,
answered in the affirmative ; the King of Navarre had
received the key.

Margnerite turned her eyes towards La Mole, who stood,
his head drooping on his breast, sad, pale, grief-laden, as
one suffering alike in mind and in body.

¢ M. de la Mole is so proud,” said she, ¢ that I hesitate
to make him an offer I fear he will repel.”

La Mole rose, and advanced a step towards Marguerite,
but a feeling of faintness came over him, and he caught
at a table to save himself from falling.

““You see, monsieur,” cried Marguerite, supporting
him in her arms, ¢ that I am still necessary to you.”

¢ Oh, yes!” murmured La Mole, ¢¢ as the air I breathe
—as the light of heaven.”

At this moment three knocks were heard at the outer
door.
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“ Do you hear, madame ?” cried Gillonne, alarmed.

¢ Already !1” exclaimed Marguerite.

¢¢Shall I open ?”

¢ Wait ! it is the King of Navarre, perhaps.”

¢ Oh, madame ! ” cried La Mole, recalled to himself by
these words, which the queen hoped had been heard by
Gillonne alone, “ I implore—I entreat you, let me depart.
Obh ! you do not answer. I will tell you all, and then you
will drive me away, I hope.”

‘¢ Be silent,” said Marguerite, who found an indescrib-
ble charm in the reproaches of the young man; “be
silent.”

‘“ Madame,” replied La Mole, who did not find that
anger he expected in the voice of the qneen, ¢“ madame, I
tell you again, I hear everything from this cabinet. Oh,
do not make me perish by tortures more cruel than the
executioner could inflict——"

«¢ Silence | silence !” said Marguerite.

¢ Oh, you are merciless ! you will not understand me.
Know, then, that I—-"

¢ Silence ! I tell you,” said Marguerite, placing on his
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