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Do You Want a Slice of Life from the
Thirteenth Century? If so,

Don’t Fas/ to Read

THE AFFAIR

of the

MAN in SCARLET

By JULIAN KILMAN

O French peasants, the one
young, the other old and hale
and toothless, both ecarrying
baskets and garbed in ragged

breeches and tunics, gaped at the pair
of horses struggling to haul the closed
coach up the steep ineline in Angoul-
eme Wood.

At the instant it seemed as if the
animals were about to fail The
driver, a sober youth in drab livery
with undeeipherable shoulder insig-
nia, used his whip mercilessly, The
lash cracked, the horses plunged fran-
tically, while a stream of inveetive
sped from the driver’s lipa.

‘“You pair of oafs!’’ he eried, final-
ly. ‘““Leend 2 hand.”

The peasants willingly put shoul-
der to wheel. The coach gained way
and topped the rise. As it did so,
the two peasants set cut at a run,
their baskets bobbing, but a shout
came from behind.

‘“ "Ware the road, ye clodhop-
pers!{’’
The clatter of horse hoofs was up-

on them, they were just able to fling
themselves to the side as three horse-

men, presumably outriders of the
equipage ahead, swept by.
The peasants gazed in admiration

Bigures. = =
‘““That’ll be good King Philippe’s

riders,”” announced André, the
younger. ‘‘Mark ye the emblems on
their jackets?’’

‘I do that,’’ returned Jacques, the
light of understanding in his ancient
eyes. ‘‘Methinks I know what brings
them to the village of Peptonneaun.’’

‘“And, pray, what is it that brings
them to the village of Peptonnean?”’

‘“They come to the Man in Scar-
let.”’

At mention of the offieial heads-
man, who years before had eome from
near Fontainebleau to reside in Pep-
tonnean, Jacques companion fell si-
lent.

The old man chuckled.

““Ah! They were gay days when
your old Jacques was a gardener at
the royal palace. And be it known to
you, lout of Peptonnesun,’”’ Jaeques’
voies roee, ‘‘that my best friend then
was old Capeluche, the very father of
our neighbor headsman, who to be
suare is a man of ugly tempel;,1 and
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hence giving easy understanding as
to why he lost favor at Fontainebleau.
‘“‘Ah me!’’ sighed Jacques. ‘‘You,
André, should have heard the rare
stories told by old Capeluche, the son
of the son of the son of the son of a
headsman, unto four generations. A
proper man with the sword, forsooth!
There was the Duc de la Trémouille
whom old Capeluche led to the block
and permitted to begin the Lord’s
prayer, but when the noble duke got
as far as ‘et nos snducas sntentation-
em’ he had drawled it so slowly that
the good Capeluche, losing patience,
swung his blade and made such
a clean stroke of it that the head,
though severed, remained in exact
place while from the lips the prayer
continued—‘ Sed libera nos a malo’—
until the faithful Capeluche nudged
the body and the head toppled off.
‘‘ A wonderful arm, one may say,’’
continued Jacques, ‘‘but a wonderful
weapon, too, and the same one now
resting with the Capeluche in Pep-
tonneau. Old Capeluche told me that
on one occasion, when Madam Bon-
acieux, a famous lady-in-waiting—
now dead, may the Saints preserve
her!—brought her baby to his house,
the sword rattled furiously in its
closet, which was an omen that the
child would some day die by the self-
same sword wielded by the right arm
of a Capeluche unless then and there
Madam Bonacieux allowed her baby’s
ieck to be pricked by the point of the
sword until blood showed.’’
‘‘And did Madam Bonacieux per-
mit it?’’ asked André, curiously.
‘‘That she did not,’’ replied Jae-
ques. ‘‘She laughed in old Capelu-
che’s face and ran out of his house,
and thereat the old man was furious,
vowing that the child would some day
have its neck severed by the famous
sword.’’

WHILE thus engaged in conver-
sation, old Jacques had steadily

led the way by a short cut through
the wood, which presently brought

them out of breath to tha village,
ahead of the coach and horses.

The village of Peptonneau was
small, having less than a thousand in-
habitants, its houses being of stone,
and built close together in the man-
ner of the gregarious Latin. Most
striking of these structures in their
uniformity was one near the center
square painted a brilliant red.

In the clear sunshine of that Thir-
teenth Centary July day, the dwell-
ing stood out like a veritable light-
house, and thither, giving no heed to
the leper who passed in the opposite
direction, fingerless, noseless, the bell
at his neck ringing dolefully, the two
peasants complacently padded their
barefoot way.

A tall, lean, but well-thewed indi-
vidual in leather jerkin and girdle,
lounged in front of the house of red.
With cynical eyes he viewed the ap-
proach of the peasants.

‘““In five minutes, M. Capeluche,”’
announced Jacques, a trifle breath-
lessly,’”’ a coach and riders will ar-
rive.9’

‘“And you, old cock, trot hither
from your berry-picking to tell me
that bit of famous gossip?’’ '

‘“Ay! I’m an old eock, and many
years have passed o’er my head, Mon-
gieur, but it is a head not destined to
be removed by a Capeluche, nor yet
by the son of a Capeluche.”’

‘“‘Sirrah! Daily I give thanks to
the Holy Virgin,’’ retorted the heads-
man, ‘‘that the delicate skill of a Cap-
eluche is not for the hairy necks of
such canaille as you.’’

‘“‘“Who knows,’”’ sturdily replied
Jacques, ‘‘as to the quality or quan-
tity of hair on the neck of one who
draws near in yonder coach?}’’

The grunt that left the headsman
betrayed his interest. He peered
down the road.

‘‘What do you mean by that?’’

Old Jacques permitted himself a
toothless grin. It was not often that
a Peptonneau villager could stir the
equanimity of the great ome, whose
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prerogatives of office entitled him to
tithes exacted from towns and mon-
asteries as rvuthlessly as those of
prince or baron.

‘“The coach, Monsieur,’’ the loqua-
cious Jaeques eontinued with satis-
faction, ‘‘is acecompanied by three
outriders; they are men of the Di-
vine Philippe’s, Monsieur, reecently
returned frem ‘The Foolish Wars’,
and wearing on the shoulders of their
tun}ite- the’ sign of the cross, together
with——'

‘“A falcon in full flight?’’ quickly
hroke in the bheadsman.

‘“Even so, M Capeluche. A faleon
in fall— Now, regerdez vous, the
great man is himself in full flight!’’

F THE headsman had in truth

rather precipitately taken himeelf
into his dwelling, his absence was of
short duration, for he returned in a
moment, clad in a scarlet cloak that
reached to his knees.

At the instant there sounded the
call of a bugle, and into sight swung
three horsemen, followed by the coach
driven at breakneck speed.

M. Capeluche took a position mid-
way of the road and presently caught
the heads of the horees drawing the
coach. His blaek eyes snapped fire
as he noted the quivering flanks of
the hard-driven animals.

‘‘High honor you do me, ). le
Headsman,’’ cried the driver. leaping
to the ground and clappiug the palms
of his hands against his breeches to
relieve them of perspiration.

‘“No honor to you. you puling son
of an ass,’’ retorted Capeluche,
crossly.

‘‘Hear the Man in Scarlet!'’

The tallest of the horsemen, a devil-
may-care appearing Yyoung man
whose finely-chiseled features and del-
icate raiment proclaimed him of no-
ble blood. now stepped to the side of
the coach and unlocked the door and
opened it.

A surpassingly beautiful woman of
perhaps twenty-twwo vears, sat within.
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She had the totally unexpected air of
pretty surprise. As sghe descended,
accepting with dainty grace the prof-
fer of the gallant’s arm, her wide-set
blue eyes were dazzled by the bril-
liance of the midday light.

‘“Thank you, Comte de Mousque-
ton,’’ she murmured.

With his charge, the Comte then
approached the headsman, who stood
with arms akimbo, his sharp eyes on
the newcomers.

“M. Capeluche,’’ said the Comte,
graciously. ‘‘The Royal Master sends
this day the body of Mlle. Bonacienx.
These papers, sir, are your warrant.
Please to scan them at onee.’’

‘‘The portent! The portent!’’ eried
a voice from the crowd of rustics.

‘“Who shouts?’’ demanded Cape-
luche, looking about him fiereely,
while a silence fell.

With a nod that gave seant heed to
the etiquette of the oceasion, the
headsman aecepted the beribboned
parchment and ripped open the cover.
The writ was of interminable length
and inseribed in Latin. A glance,
however, at the familiar ‘‘ Now, there-
fore,”’ clause at the end quickly ap-
prised Capeluche of his eommissaion,
and withont a word he turned to en-
ter his house.

‘‘One moment,’’ said the Comte.

The headsman paused. scowling.

‘“Where, M. Capeluche, are we to
lodge the prisoner in the interim?’’

A sardonie smile suddenly played
on the features of Capeluche.

‘““In Peptonnesu, Comte de Mous-
quoten,’’ he said, ‘‘youn will please to
understand that since the days of the
plague there has been no inn.”’

The glance of the Man in Searlet
now shifted to the dilapidated, unoe-
cupied structures on either side of
his own dwelling.

‘“These are the only vacant houses
in Peptonneau, their emptiness, of a
truth, due to the fact that they stand
next the dwelling of red. Of these
two you may choose freely, sir.”

The crowd dispersed.
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‘‘Ho! Ho!’’ broke in a familiar
voice. ‘‘There’ll be no hair on the
neck of llle. Bonaeieux to dull the
edge of ). Capeluche’s good sword.’’

T WAS near dark before the

vouthful Comte, after his discour-
teous reception by the headsman, was
able to arrange suitable quarters in
one of the deserted houses for his
charge. As he was leaving her for
the night, he seemed to reach a decis-
ion and was about to speak when she
anticipated him,

**You are kind, indeed, M. le
Comte,’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘to one in
such misfortune.’’

** Kindness, Mlle. Bonacieux, comes
easily when one views beauty in dis-
tress.”’

Mile. Bonacieux shook her head re-
provingly.

‘*Ah, Comte, to one whose tenure
of existence is limited by a bit of
parchment ta ten hours the occasion
does not seem fitting for mere com-
pliment.”’

‘*The occasion, Mademoiselle, is not
entirely unpropitious if one considers
all the possibilities.’’

The woman gave him a quick look.

‘““To just what, pray, does the
Comte de Mousqueton refer?’’

The young Frenchman paced the
room, giving signs of a state of ten-
§Ciﬁ;. Then he began to speak rap-
idly :
‘‘The Mlle. Bonacieux, some of us
feel at the court, has been ill treated
both by the King and the Dauphin.
The King. by his gratuitous harsh-
ness, and the Dauphin, by his, his—’’

The Comte hesitated. The keenly
intelligent gaze of the woman inter-
rogated him.

‘‘Proceed, M. le Comte,’”’ she en-
couraged.

**Will it be permitted a mere Comte
to speak frankly of the prince?l”’

‘“‘By all means.”’

‘“‘“Then I shall dare to say, by the
lack of knowledge and perspicacity of
the Dauphin.”’

In spite of herself, a flush stole in-
to the face of the woman.

‘“‘Ah! You are naive!’’ gshe ex-
claimed, in pain. ‘‘Cruelly so.””

‘‘Nay, Mademoiselle. It is not
naivete in the circumstances, for I
have a definite plan to defeat the
machinations of the Cardinal.’’

In anwazement the woman stared at
her companion.

‘‘But how—"'’ she

‘‘Listen, Mademoiselle. Everyone,
it seems, including both the King and
the Dauphin, have forgotten the an-
cient Merovingian statute, which pro-
vides that a woman sentenced to
death may, if the headsman is ‘able
and willing’ to marry her, be saved.
Now, M. le headsman, if a boor, has
at least the temporarily strategic ad-
vantage of being a celibate. It re-
mains merely for you to captivate the

gentleman’s faney, and — who
knows?’’
The Comte now glanced with in-

terest at his beautiful prisoner. She
was smiling.

‘“Very prettily thought M. le
Comte,’’ she said, ‘‘and your interest
in my cause is flattering. But is not
death itself preferable to life with
yon crimson-handed churl as a wife
whose only contact with her neigh-
bors would be in the night-time, when
they came stealing to buy from her
horrid amulets with which to curse
their enemies?”’

‘‘ Ah, but who said that Mlle. Bon-
acieux would be compelled to endure
life with a headsman ?’’

‘“Surely it is not to be expected,”
remarked the woman, ‘‘that the
headsman would be gallant enough
to release me immediately after the
ceremony 1”’

A short laugh broke from the
Comte.

‘*No fear of that. My purpose is
to relieve him of his bridegroom em-
barrassment within ten minutes after
he has a wife."’

‘““Ah! A rescuel You, a King’s
Messenger, would dare that for me?”
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‘“And why not?”’

‘“‘But why should yout"’’

The Comte’s face flushed slightly.

‘““One who loves would not regard
such an enterprise as a peril.’’

The eyes of the woman kindled.
She approached the Comte. He
csught her hand and Kissed it.

‘““Trust in the Comte de Mousque-
ton.’’ he breathed.

T WAS late when the Comte came

from the prison house. The vil-
lage seemed asleep, but another than
himself was abroad. The figure of a
man in a cloak was issuing from the
neighboring house.

‘““You walk late. M. Capeluche,’’
said the Comte. ‘‘But it is well, for
Mlle. Bonacieux wishes to speak with
vou.’’

The headsman stopped abruptly to
peer into the eyes of the young noble-
man. The act was insolent.

“Is M. le Comte,”’ he inquired,
coldly, ‘‘sufficiently in the confi-
dence of his fair prisoner to advise
me what it ie she desires?’’

‘“The man 1is steel,”’ thought the
Comte, hotly. ‘‘I'll kill him yet.”’
Aloud, he said: ‘‘I have some idea,
M. Cepeluche. But I may not allude
to it.”’

The headsman fell silent.

‘‘Closer examination of the writ,”’
ke went on, finally, ‘‘shows that it is
cariously indefinite in its recital as
to the offense of which Mlle. Bona-
cieux has been guilty.”’

The Comte laughed easily.

‘‘}M. de Briseout will be pleased to
hear that the discriminating Cape-
luche has so found it.”’

‘““And who is de Briseout?!’’

‘“‘The ingenious special pleader em-
ployed by the Cardinal to prepare the
document. It is a work of art.”’

‘““Then I can not be mistaken in
assuming that one as clever as the
Comte de Mousqueton and so recently
come from Fontainebleau will be able
to tell me the real nature of the case.’’
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The young nobleman was able to
smile in the dark at the discernment
of this strange man of blood.

‘‘ "Tis a proper question, M. Cape-
lache,’’ he returned. ‘‘Be it known to
yvou, therefore. that no less a person
that the Dauphin himself entertains
the liveliest of sentiments toward
Mlle. Bonacieux. The Cardinal, haw-
ever, through his spies, early learned
of the infatuation of the prince and
privately remonstrated with him on
the score that the mesalliance would
definitely imperil the consummation
of his proposed nuptials with Kathar-
ine of Austria. which. in tarn, might
embroil the two nations in war.

‘“But the Dauphin resented eccles-
iastical interference. This aroused
the ire of His Eminence, who
straightway went to King Philippe.
The net result is that the Dauphin
has been dispatched on a tedious ex-
pedition to Sicilia, and I am ordered
to conveyv the pretty person of Mlle.
Bonacieux to vou for decapitation.’’

The two men resumed their walk-
ing.
‘“ And this, then, you think.’’ came
from the headsman, ‘‘accounts both
for the ambiguity of the writ’s
phrasevlogy as well as the fact that
Mlle. Bonacieux is spirited hither in-
stead of being left to the hand of the
headsman at Fontainebleau?’’

‘‘Undoubtedly, M. C'apeluche.”’

The headsman started away ab-
ruptly, in the manner of a man whose
mind is suddenly made up. A Jlight
still burned in Mlle. Bonacieux’s
quarters and he tapped at the door.

‘“Who it it?’’ called the woman.

‘‘One whom you wished to see.’’

‘“Please come in, M. Capeluche.”’

Mlle. Bonacieus was in truth chill-
ed by the grim expression of the man
who now stood composedly studying
her: but she gave no sign. Instead,
her eyes werc sparkling and she was
a vision of loveliness as she reclined
on the eouch that had been provided
for her by the Comte.

‘“ An unpleasant business—for both
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of us, M. le Headsman,’’ she com-
mented.

‘‘There are many persons in your
position who would so regard it,’’
bluntly agreed the headsman.

‘‘Y shall not dissemble, M. le Heads-
man. I do not desire to die tomor-
row.’’

‘‘Is it for this that you have sent
for me?’’

The woman laughed.

‘“Yes, and no, Monsieur,’’ she re-
tarned. ‘‘It has but recently been
mentioned to me that an ancient law
is still in effect and has a certain
bearing——"’

She paused, glancing with studied
carelessness at the headsman.

‘““The Comte de Mousqueton is a
very clever fellow,’’ remarked Cape-
lache, dryly. ‘‘What is it he has to
say of this old law?”’

‘“That it seems a pity to miss a per-
fectly legitimate opportunity both to
accomplish a humanitarian act and so
defeat the machinations of an inter-
fering Italian Cardinal.’”’

Capeluche’s features for the first
time relaxed into a smile.

‘“And Mlle. Bonacieux, therefore,
of the two evils—death or a heads-
man—is willing to choose the latter?’’

‘“You put it so bluntly, M. le
Headsman,’’ she sighed. ‘‘There can
be compensations on either hand. If,
for instance, the headsman surrenders
his celibacy to a pretty woman, it is
not inconceivable that she may recip-
rocate by surrendering her jewels to
him.”’

‘‘On condition?’’

In sincere surprise, Mlle.
cieux glanced up.

‘‘Your perspicacity is gratifying,
Monsieur,’”’ she exclaimed. ‘‘The
condition, suggested by you, is that
immediately after the ceremony
Madam Capeluche be released and
permitted to journey back to Fon-
tainebleau with the Comte de Mous-
queton.’’

The gleaming eyes of the man told

Bona-

much—or little. He approached the
reclining beauty.

‘‘Mlle. Bonacieux,’’ he said. ‘‘The
Merovingian statute is still law, be-
ing, in fact, the very writ that directs
my hand in your case.’’

For an instant he stood over her.

‘“The Abbé Kérouec,’”” he added
harshly, ‘*will wed us two tomorrow,
five minutes before seven in the eve-

ning, the hour fixed by the writ for
your death.’’

HORTLY after six o’clock next

evening old Jacques stole from the
Angouléme wood and fell in step im-
mediately behind a man garbed in a
long close-fitting black coat with
skirts that fell to his feet. This indi-
vidual was making his way with pain-
ful slowness along the road to Pepton-
neau.

For the space of a minute Jaeques
followed in silence, his old nut-crack-
er face full of preliminary guile.
Then he pushed forward.

‘“‘It is a fine day, good father,’’ he
shouted.

b In surprise the old man surveyed
im.

‘‘Ay, a fine day, Jacques, you god-
less one,’’ he replied in the toneless
voice of the deaf.

‘‘But the clemeney of the weather
is not for the delectation of the
young beauty from Fontainebleau
now lodged in Peptonneau.’’

The Abbé Kérouee inelined his
head. He was exceedingly deaf and
had not heard.

Jacques swore heartily. At the top
of his lungs he shouted:

‘‘Bad weather for her who dies at
seven this evening by the hand of M.
Capeluche.’’

The light of comprehension came
into the features of the ancient Abbé.

‘“Ah, my good fellow, you mistake.
I come to M. Capeluche’s dwelling on
a more gracious misgion than to
shrive the soul of one condemned by
the King’s Writ.”’
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It was Jacques’ turn to be sur-
prised.

‘‘Ha! Say you that Mlle. Bonaei-
eux is not to die this eve?’’

The Abbe’s eyes showed that he
understood.

‘““That I say, indeed, Jacques. You
and I be old men and we have seen
much, but never before has anyone in
our generation in all France and her
possessions witnessed that which is
about to occur in modest little Pep-
tonneau.’’

‘“And what is that?’’ sharply de-
manded Jacques.

‘““The wedding of M. Capeluche, the
headsman, to Mlle. Bonacieux, the
condemned.’’

Jacques threw back his head and
laughed till the tears rolled down his
cheeks.

‘“‘That indeed is droll!’’ he shouted.
““M. le Headsman weds a woman and
then immediately cuts off her head.’’

The owl-ltke eyes of the Abbé re-
garded Jacques solemnly.

‘“You do not know the full import
of what I have told you. Jacques.’’

The old peasant sobered instantly.

‘‘“What’s that?’’

‘““Then you have never heard of the
Merovingian statute which provides
that the headsman may marry a con-
demned woman, if he is able and will-
ing, and thereby save her life?’’

‘““Ah! Ah! Ah!’’ came from Jac-
ques, his small eyes opening and
shutting with lightning rapidity.
“Thus it proceeds, eh? M. le Heads-
man surrenders to the charms of the
beautiful Mlle. Bonacieux. He plans
to take her to wife. Is not the situa-
tion amusing?’’

Suddenly he shook the arm of the
old Abbé.

‘‘But it can not be, Abbé Kér
ouec,’’ he exclaimed vociferously. ‘I
knew the worthy M. Capeluche at
Fontainebleau. He was a friend of
mine, and the father of the heads-
man in Peptonneau, and he confided
in me that on a certain occasion a
lady-in-waiting one day brought her

child to the dwelling in red, where-
upon the Capeluche sword rattled
furiously in its closet, which meant,
of an absolute surety, that the child,
unless its neck was pricked by the
point of the sword, would some day
die by that sword. That woman bore
the name of Bonacieux, and now, aft-
er eighteen years, old Jacques lives
to see Mlle. Bonacieux, the child
grown to womanhood, awaiting her
death under the famous sword in the
hands of a Capeluche.”’

Jacques paused for breath. The
old Abbé had endeavored to follow
the harangue of the peasant.

‘“‘Understand? A portent!’’ shout-
ed Jacques, in desperation. ‘‘Mlle.
Bonacieux is to die tonight by the
sword of the headsman, Capeluche.”’

‘‘Nay! Nay! Jacques,’’ in turn
exclaimed the Abbé. ‘I know not of
what you prate, save that it be God-
less. But there will be a wedding in
Peptonneau this eve, and no woman
will die by the hand of Capeluche.’’

THRONG had gathered before

the house in red by the time the
Abbé and his companion Jacques
made their way along the village
street. The Comte met them. He was
in doublet and hose of viclet color
with aiguillettes of same, having the
customary slashes through which the
shirt appeared. The dress was hand-
some, albeit it gave evidence of hav-
ing been but recently taken from a
traveler’s box, which had left it in
creases.

‘“We have little time,’’ he said.

He left them, but returned pres-
ently with Mlle. Bonacieux, and at
sight of her unusual beauty, accom-
panied by so graceful a figure as the
Comte, a murmur of appreciation
stirred the rustic spectators.

With the Abbé preceding them, the
little party passed into the red dwell-
ing. M. Capeluche, in the cloak of
his office, stood awaiting them. The
Abbé he treated with marked defer-
ence, 8 manner that sat oddly on him.
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As a man beyond the pale of both
church and society, because of his
calling, Capeluche had experienced
some doubt as to whether the worthy
churchman would perform the cere-
mony.

As affairs went forward. his face
retained its customary grim compos-
ure; but his eyes. resting on the en-
trancing creature who stood demure-
ly at his side, held a light that fully
signified his reaction to the potential-
ities of the occasion.

An hour passed. and old Jacques
lay on his bed. He was fully dressed
and wakeful and alert. despite the
fact that his retiring-time had long
since gone by. Presently there came
to him the sound of approaching hoof-
beats.

With the restless activity of a jack-
in-the-box. he ran from his house and
was in time to see the horseman dash
up to the dwelling of Capeluche. The
riders, of whom there were seven.
wore masks. They pounded for ad-
mittance.

A light showed within, and old
Jacques could see, through an open
window, the headsman. He was mak-
ing all secure against the attack
However, a window to the right—one
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that had just been closed—was re-
opened unexpectedly, and a woman’s
hand extended. From it there flut-
tered a handkerchief.

Two of the horsemen started to-
ward the open window. But the hand
was withdrawn swiftly, and a tern-
ble shriek followed.

A moment later the door gave way.
The attacking party hurtled into the
dwelling stumbling over one an-
other,

An appalling sight was before
them. In the center of the room stood
Capeluche. a scarlet Mephisto. His
hands held the cleanly severed head
of Mlle. Bonacieux. her beautiful
tresses of hair depending almost to
the floor. At his feet lay the long
weapon of his office.

He extended the head before him.

‘‘Perhaps.’’ he said grimly, ‘‘the
Comte de Mousqueton would relish a
kiss from the lips of Madame Cape-
luche. the wife of a headsman. She
was veryv choice of those same lips—
a Dauphin has felt them. And see!
See how deliciously cupid thex are!”

Suddenly Jacques’ voice broke in.

‘‘Before God!'’ exclaimed the old
peasant. with tremendous satisfac-
tion.

‘““The portent!’’




