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THE MARRIAGE OF JEAN BEURRE.

Br ELLIS PARKER BUTLER.

T exactly noon the wedding pvocessuou reached the village
A church olelzmpmml and’ good Pastor Merlon let a smile
of gr suw.‘lllv stern hn: At the head of
the procession nnnl-ul hem mmer he no
he could, and the followed Jean Beurre hlmul{\ ith his bride,
Marie Oeuf, on hi :nrm and after them came fathers and mothers

and cousius aml( t~..us n vas ]llsl such a wedding procession as
Llan| rond hag e before

except th v. now llu: Disde sears
Intu i bons.
veils, nor arti gc white ribbons, especially for
peasant girls ke \Ia e Oeul s she was lucky to have wooden shoes
id @ .uu-  germent lo wear,

T he groom manages to find a black cos a high
hat, even ll In. have lo borrow them, but Jean Beurre \\oru only his
homespun and home-made breeches and smock, and I hat of co-lrse
sraw, He vas ol handsome, but he was happy, an

There ubt whatever about the slupldlly of lhe brnle
and groom were dull and he\\y, as onl, peasauts o o! m ce
can he when nll cumstances are fave ond i

1561 circumstances were as hvmlrzblc as '|omblc for In‘m lhlcrrc
and his forefathers for centuries had been vmrc scvfs, and were
given a little less education than a good, steady received,
‘T'o this artificial slllpl n Buerre added a splcmh(l stock of
his own natural sort. It 'ws that had auracted him to Marie,
for el seemed the only 1 ‘maiden near Champrond whose stupidity
was, L-qlml to his own,

Hu nelmls Ilad ust ol»m ned from Charlw IX. the privilege
lll the walls ci

i charch wa
elge of O Ilampmn(l ...n h-,v:ausc Champrond bad walls. but because
tor Merlon w of peace, and would not break even the
oot broadly reched. xpml of the lawe, and Do 3 e rom
e there was a small wood, in which the worshippers could
YN 1\...,; Change bis policy suddenly while the
worshippers were in the church. Such things were not unknown
in those days.
So stemviaced Pastor Merlon said the words that made Jean
Bearr: and Marie Ocul man and wife in U ovinion of atleas alf
of the people in the neighbourhood ot Champe As to the
other half—well, no one can satisfy everybody, G b

both a Hugncnol and a Catholic at the same ; time and Jean Beurre
was %

fed that he was sulliciendy married to serve all practical
He 'onsnlcml llm he had done unusually well in
of the neighbours, He was as
m i waated lo be. So the wedding procession
mmle(l homeward, and afier drinking more than enough of the
wine of the country, Jean and Maric began their ou ekupm,;

They were pretty well fixed for a young couple.  They lad a
thatched ut the size_of a large dry-goods box. with 2 door on
Ieather hinges on one side and a mud f I'wplace on the other, and a
m..'n Imle in the middle of the roof through which the smoke could
go it u\nled to. They had an irou kettle with a crack (I
B ot very serious when stopped with clay and ashes, two earther
uare I)owls, and two wooden plates, and a knife filed out of a broken
sc la(lc. h one corner of the hut they had as good a bag of
slmw 10 sleep on as any in the nclglxl)uurl\oml and Shote all, lhe)
had such excellont prospects, of heal aml)oulh hat they had no
doubt that in forty or fifty years lhev would be able to own a real
e Not a new one, of course, but one that was not
hed. \\'he ey were left alone, after the
spoke of this, and Jean said that perlaps pride
was wrong, but ke prdorts help sayuig that they w about as
mu:l\' fixed as any young couple that had begun Tousekes eping in
those parts in the last fifty years: that they started out with every
posa\hlc necessity supplied, and that the onlv llung that they had to
look forward to was the day when they could afford luxurics : and
hc did think that a nice copper kettle —a d onc, that would
shine in the firelight—would make their home absolutely complre
hen Marie said that she was well enough satisficd with things
just as they were—that she was perfectly happy and comenwd but
that, of course, a copper kettle was a thing every woman looked
forwar 1o owning. So they both h agreed 10 go barefoot excepl Cwhen
they had company, in order to wear-and-tear on their wooden
shoes, so that the) might own a coppl'r kettle the quicker. un
said he knew where there was one that was only two or thre

hundred years old ; it needed a couple of patches, but that was all
the beue, for he could probably get it or less. a they might be
able to own it in thirty years, instead of forty or ffty.

They immediately began sa\mg money, and, by cating only
chestnuts and drinking only pure spring-water, they were able, that
ver, after paying their taxes, to put aside o whole sou—half an
English penny—tow:  copper kettle. But those were stirring
times in France, au
much the next year.

can was not so sure about putting aside so
“The Duke of Guise was provoked because the
given the Huguenots the right to sct up churches, and in
1562 he started a war against the Huguenots, and things looked
preuy black forthose who were saving money (o buy copper ket
and other luxurics. There was no tellin, awarof that kind
would wander to nexl for it wandered all over France, and first
one side won and then the other.  There were fourteen anmts in
dilferent parts of France, and when one v

i

cha ther,
it was pretiy sure to run into still another and they were like
louru-n:n red and white billiard-balls sh bout in A tub—they

ken a
ed one against another, an-l admnu-(l 'md mlrcaud and the
v r

only thing they were anan

ust about the time k |c Bcnnc y to
celébrate their first wedding nnmvus:n Ihc') folnul uh.n (_hampmmd
had been chosen as the quarters of not annics,
i he village. nu rs de-

molished the Catholic church, and the pnes@ only saved by

iding cople of e and the neighbour
liood were greatly distressea, for they all iked the pricst, whether
they were Catholics or Huguenots. The fact was that Champrond
was a rather neutral village, being right on the border between the
real Huguenot country and the real Catholic country ; but this was
a disadvantage rather than an advantage. Whenever one of the
opposing armics wanted to get at the other, it marched through
Champrand and ate everything i sight ; and when it was defcated
and marched bacl c everything in sight again, and then the
opposing army would follow it and cat cvery! ything that was le
One cieniug, shorly after the Huguenot army had deposited
self in Champrond, Maric werc sitting before their hut
wondering. whether they could save a sou that year or not.
when they heard bugles and the tread of horses. and saw the
advay ard of an army slowly coming over the rise of the il
S Cauholics,” sad Jean, - We're lagle 1o hace  pattls near
here, f the army down at ‘Champrond mu careful. I wonder if 1
had, er run on ahead and tell them

erlmnly not!” said Mari
head about such things? 1 sup
at thamymml wants, isn't il
abolll them 2
Well,” said jt.an. scratching himself behind the car, 1 had a
notion a minute ago th: = | Im(l an idea why I should be fonder of
the Hu;;ucnou than of ti ut I have l‘orgoucn -hax n
was. It was something abonl—somlulung about—  Yes,
what it was! ~We were married b,- the lnguenols:

“What has that to do wi aric.  ** Nonsel
The thing for you to do is to uke lhe bag ‘of chestnuts out mlo
lhe I'eld and bury u, 0 these fellows can’t cat us out of house and

Byt h, should you bother your
se a batile is just what the army
"Lit? Why should you bother your head

S0 Jean went into the hut and dragged out the bag of chestrus,
and went into the field to he was gone the head
of the column e ched llh: at, e ender in his horse.

aid Marie saucily.
I woman—>Marie Beurre, and no_gir
canbe by the Pastor Merlon himself in the

* Pastor 2 said the tall man, frowning.
That’s no marriage, my good woman. Fou're me very
marticd women we are looking for—the kind married by paslovs.
But we’ll fix that soon enough. Where is your so-called
husband 2

ch

“1°d have you know I'm a
1, l.un married as firm as

" s34 Marie, as Jean came atound the ese of the ht.

can stood
stupidiy while they tied Maric's hands with the. sams rope, and then
the column moved on ummds Lhnmpvond a horseman leading the
collph, b, the end of the long roj

TS cvc a little careless about pvas'mls ir those days,
and 1I)ouv. everything else, and Jean and Marie did not know what
awaited them at Clumpto d; but they tradged along in the du

(Continued exxricef.
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stolid silence. Whatever was going to happen would nndoubtedly
ha

n.
PRt the small wood where the Huguenot chapel stood the line
halted long enough for the soldicrs to strike fire from flint and
steel and burn the chapel neatly to the ground, and then Maric and
Jean and some dozen other peasants that had been collected cn
route were passed to the rear of the army, a line of battle was
formed, and the advance on Champrond continued. When the
village was reached there was a little skirmishing, a few shots wire
fired, and the victorious Catholic army entered the village. | laric
and Jean were put in a large room in a house on the village's only
street, and the other collected peasants were locked in with them,
and there they spent the night.
At the first glow of morning the door opened and the good old
Catholic priest entered. .
My children,” he said, I come on a duty that is a pleasant
oned to rescue

one for me. Iam happy to say that I am comn
you from a—a state of sin, which you, in your ignorance, have been
living in. You are all to be made very happy. You are all to be
united in holy wedlock.”

“ Hey 2" said all the imprisoned peasai

* But we are married,” said Jeau. ‘ Ai

“Of a certainty,” said Marie.

* Not at all, the old priest, firmly but kindly. “I cannot
expect persons of your limited intelligence to understand me should
1 undertake a thorough explanation of the origin of holy matrimony
and the manner in wﬁich it was confided to the hands of such as I';
but I assure you you are not married."

* Marie,” sai “ don't you remember being married 3"

“* But, surely ! " said Marie. ~** Only last year.”

“Yes,” said Jean, "1 was sure I had not made a mistake. A
man doesn't forget such a thing.”

* My children,” said the good old priest, “do not worry your
minds trying 1o understand what is beyond your comprehension.
You are nof married. _You may have passed through a form which
you thought was marriage ; but it was not. 1 am commanded by
the Gelneval of the army which has brought you in to marry you
properly.”

t was true. He was constrained by the victorious troops to
pass through the nuptial ceremony all who had been united by the
parson Merlon

“ And if we refuse ? " asked Marie.

The priest drew his finger across his throat.

* Very well,” said Jean, *we will be married.”

By the time the banns had been properly read in the temporary
village church Jcan and Marie had become pretty well accustomeil
to the idea of being maried again, and they would not have minded
at all had it not been for the necessary expense, for one cannot be
married withoat expense;; but this time they were well and soundly
marricd. and they felt they were now as properly married as any
couple in the world, and Ihcl{‘set their minds firmly on the task of
saving money with which to buya copper kettle. The troop moved
on Chimnprond, and the country settled down to its normal

t we, Marie

Unfortunately, one of its normal pursuits was the pursuit of one

army by another, and before the year had ended Jean was awakened

one’ night by the clatter of hoofs on the East Road, and, going

quickly to the door, he saw it was the Catholic army in full retreat.

Tn the morning he \was awakened by a tap at the door.

* Jean Beurre 2" inquired the soldier who stood there.

The same.” said Jean. ** And you want "

want you,” said the trooper gruffly, “*and your consort, one
born Oeuf.  Hurry up and get your

, called Marie Beurre,

| d Jean Buerre. * But | am married!"
Foolishness!  Fiddlesticks1” exclaimed the
trooper. * Don't talk to me about being married. Do you call a
rigmarole by a priest being married > We don't. Hasten, and in
half an hour you will be properly married by the good Huguenot
method, right and tight and for eve
*“ What is it, Jean " asked Marie.
__*Oh, nothing. nothing much,” said Jean with a sigh.
just another wedding day for us. We're to be married.

t was useless to protest. It was useless to explain that they
had been married twice already ; they had admitted that their last
marriage was by the priesi—very well, that had to be corrected.
In the grey light of the morning Jean and Marie walked down
w Champrond, and were snugly married and paid their marriage

x.

** Nousense |

“ls

. As the long war went on, the fourteen armies swung hil
thither, and every once in 3 while one would sweep bravel
Champrond and marry Jean and Marie properly. On an average,
they were married about once a year. and it kept up until they
began to hate the sound of a bugle, and if old father Clabot
happened 1o blow his nose loudly as he passed on his way to
market in the early morning, Jean and Marie would scramble out of
bed and dress and put on their wedding clothes. It was a regular
nuisance. Some days, when the war was particularly lively, they
would not be able to get out of town after being through a
Catholic wedding before’ they would be halicd and made to go
through a Huguenot one.

hey got so confused and mixed up that after a while they lost
track and did not wait to be called to Champrond, and as soon as
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they heard bugles they would go and be married, and sometimes they
were marricd three times in succession by different Tluguenot
parsons in one week. It was bad for their agriculture, for Jean had
to spend more time getting married than farming.

‘As the war continued and the years passed, and they had six
strong, healthy, stupid children pretty well grown up, things began
to wear on Marie’s temper, for she saw that if weddings kept on she
would never have a copper kettle ; and there was no hope of any!|
else, for Jltan was as strong and healthyas ever, and she was getting
more and more solidly married to him every week or so. She began
to be sharp-tongued and to say spiteful things.

latters went on this way, and they kept going from bad to
worse. Sometimes Jean and Marie would not be married for over
a year, and then, again, they would be married twice in a month ;
but all the time Marie grew more sharp-tongued and crabbed. and
Tean grew more and more discouraged. He thought she migiit at
least be pleasant during the honeymoon, but she wasn't. She made
Jean's life a perfect burden to him, she was so uﬁly-mmpemd. and
at leln‘lh he felt he could stand it no longer—he would just end
it all.

That was casy enough. All he had to do was to refuse to be
married the next time an army swept through Champrond ; the army
would do the rest for him.

He did not have to wait long ; armies were always passing that
way ; and one came into the village with banners flving and drums
beating soon afier he had made up his mind. All th:
sary was to refuse to be married again—he remembered how the
good old priest had drawn his finger across his throat that day

The swashbuckling Captain stood in the public square of Champ-
rond and curled his long moustache.

“Well, well ! ” he said impatiently, shaking the list he held in
his hand, * where is this Jean Beurre and his wife Marie > Here we
have all the rest of the happy couples ; why are we kept w
for them >

““Pardon, Sire,” said his attendant, *‘but this Jean Beurre is
coming very unwillingly. He is refusing to be married.”

It was cvident, when Jean Beurre appeared, that he was refusing
to be married.  Three stout troopers were pushing hin ¢
Beurre, his sullen face set in a frown, was holding back whencver
his feet touched the ground.

** Now what does this mean ?” asked the Captain, when Jean
Beurre had been pushed and pulled to a spot before him. Jcan
lookeg Isnuenly at_the ground.

*Oh, well.” sai i

X carelessly
the choice. You can be married or uot. M

*He was very rough and rude,” said one of the trooper

“Yes 2" inquired the Captain. * Well, Jean Beurre, you s
ried, or be boiled in oil.”

nough.” he muttercd.
* You are not a married man at all.” said_the Captain.
last marriage was contrary to the laws of our Church. You—

0od, then.” said Jean Beurre : ** 1'Il be a bachelor.

“ Married, or boiled in oil.” said the Captain.

Jean Beaire stood with his head cast down.  Suddenly he
looked

1ou know you have

up.
“T'1°be married,” he ssid. " But this marriage business is
getting so monotonous. Alwvays the same thing. This time 1'll
marry someone else.”
Marie Beurre stepped forward with her hands clinched. The
trooper pushed her back.
“Married to the same woman, or boiled in oil," said the
aptai

gain Jean Beurre hesitated. He looked at Marie and opened
his mouth to speak, but Marie had torn away from the grasp of the
trooper and had flung herself at the Captain’s fect.
““Oh, Sire!* she cried. * Think, think! 1f he is killed, 1 shall
be a widow| I ask but one boon.
“ What is it 2" asked the Captain.
Marie cast a glance of hatred at Jean Beurre.
she cricd, * if you boil him in oil in a copper kettle, may
e kettle 7 1 shall be a widow, Sire.”
The Captain hesitated.
“Yes” he said at length, and Maric arose. She tumed her
face toward Jean Beurre, but he kept his steadfastly tumed away.
He did not sec the gleam of triumph that shone in her eycs, but he
knew it was there. He let his stupid mind fumble over the idea
of being boiled in oil and over the idea of going back to live with
Marie after what had happened—going back to live with a 3
deprived of a_copper kettle. Of course, he was only a
peasant. He leaned forward and muttered to the Captain. Maric
uttered a loud cry.

Last year, when I was in Champrond they showed me the old
cemetery where Jean Beurre Ties buricd, and told me this story,
but when he reached this point in it my guide shrugged )
shoulders.

“They say it is not known of a positiveness whether Jean
““ but

Beurre died in his bed or in the kettle of oil.” he said
Monsieur will know better.  There would be but one thing poor
Jean Beurre could say—flesh is weak, Monsicur.”

*Of course” I said thoughtfully, * he

could only say one

thing.”

“0f a truth ! * agreed my *One thing—or the other.”
THE END.




