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A REPRINT

The Wolf-Leader

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

CHAPTER 1

The Grand Master of His Highness’
Wolfhounds

HE Seigneur Jean, Baron of Vez,

I was an indefatigable sportsman.

If you follow the beautiful val-
ley which runs between Berval and Long-
pré, you will see, on your left hand, an
old tower, which by reason of its isolated
position will appear doubly high and for-
midable to you.

It was a building of the Twelfch
or Thirteenth Century, rugged and
gloomy, its terrifying exterior having as-
sumed no kindlier aspect as the years
rolled by. True, the sentinel with his
measured tread and flashing steel cap no
longer paced its ramparts, the archer with
his shrill-sounding horn no longer kept
watch and ward on the bartlements;
the postern was no longer guarded by
men at arms, ready at the least signal of
danger to lower the portcullis and draw
up the bridge; but the solitude alone
which surrounded this grim giant of
granite was sufficient to inspire the feel-
ing of awe-inspiring majesty awakened by
all mute and motionless things.

*This remarkable werewolf novel. by Alexandre
Dumas, fils, is not included in the published collections
of Dumas’ works in English, and will therefore be
new to our readers, cxeept these who have had the
good fortune to read the story in the original French.

The lotd of this old fortress, however,
was by no means so much to be dreaded,
those who were more intimately acquaint-
ed with him than were the peasants, and
could do him more justice, asserted that
his bark was worse than his bite, and that
he caused more fear than harm—thar is,
among his fellow Christians. With the
animals of the forest it was different, for
he was their implacable enemy.

He was chief wolf-huater to his Royal
Highness Louis Philippe of Orleans, the
fourth of that name—a post which al-
lowed him to gratify the inordinate pas-
sion he had for the chase. Although it
was not easy, it was yet possible to bring
the Baron to listen to reason in other mat-
ters; but as regards the chase, if once he
had got a fixed idea in his head, nothing
would satisfy him uritil he had carried it
out and had achieved his purpose.

His wife, according to report, was the
natural daughter of the Prince, which, in
conjunction with his title of chief wolf-
hunter, gave him almost absolute power
throughout the domains of his illustrious
father-in-law, a power which no one
dared to contest with him, especially after
the remarriage of his Royal Highness
with Madame de Montesson. This had
taken place in 1773, since which date he
had almost abandoned his castle at Vil-
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lers-Cotterets for his delightful residence
at Bagnolet, where he entertained all the
first wits of the day and amused himself
with play-acting.

And, so, whether the sun was shmmg to
re;ou:e the earth, or the rain was sadden-
ing it, whether the winter fields lay hid-
den beneath a shroud of snow, or the
spring had spread her fresh green carpet
over the meadows, it was rare, on any
day of the year, not to see the great gates
of the castle thrown wide open between
-eight and nine o’clock in the moming,
and first the Baron come forth, and imme-
diately after him his chief pricker, Mar-
cotte, followed by the other prickers.
Then appeared the dogs, coupled and
held in leash by the keepers of the
hounds, under the superintendence of
Engoulevent, who aspired to become a
pricker. Even as the German executioner
walks alone, behind the nobles and in
front of the citizens, to show that he is
the least of the former and the first of
the latter, so he walked immediately after
the prickers and ahead of the keepers of

the hounds, as being the chief of the,

whippers-in and least of the prickers.
The whole procession filed out of the

castle court in full hunting array, with -

the English horses and the French
hounds; twelve horses, and forty dogs.

Before we go any farther, let me say
that with these twelve horses and forty
dogs the Baron hunted every sort of
quarcry, but more espedially the wolf, in
order no doubt to do honor to his title.

No further proof will be needed by the
genuine sportsman of the fine faith he
had in the general quality of his hounds,
and in their keenness of scent, than the
fact that next to the wolf he gave pref-
erence to the boar, then to the red deer,
then to the fallow-deer, and lastly to the
roebuck; finally, if the keepers of the
pack failed to sight the animal they had
tracked, he uncoupled at random, and
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went afcer the first hare that crossed his
path. For the worthy Baron went hunt-
ing every day, and he would sooner have
gone for four-and-twenty hours without
foor or drink than have spent that time
without seeing his hounds run.

But, as everybody koows, however
swift the horses, and however keen the
dogs, hunting has its bad times as well as
its good.

One day, Marcotte came up to where
the Baron was awaiting him, with a crest-
fallen expression of countenance.

“How now, Marcotte,”” asked che
Baron frowning, “what is the matter this
time? Iseebyyourfaccwea.retoexpect
bad sport today.”

Marcotte shook his head.

“Speak up, man,” continued the Baron
with a gesture of impatience.

*The matter is, my lord, that cthe black
wolf is about.”

“Ah! ah!’ exclaimed the Baron, his
eyes sparkling; for you must know that
this made the fifth or sixth time that the
worthy Baron had started the animal in
question, but never once had he been able
to get within gun-shot of him or to run
him down.

“Yes,” Marcotte went on, “but the
damned beast has employed himself so
well all night crossing his track and
doubling, that after having eraced him
over half the forest, I found myself at the
place from which I started.”

“You think then, Marcotte, that there
is no chance of gerting near him.”

“I am afraid not.”

“By all the devils in hell!”" exclaimed
the Lord of Vez, who had not had his
equal in swearing since the mighty Nim-
rod. “However, I am not feeling well
today, and I must have a burst of some
kind, to get rid of these bad humors.
What do you think we can hunt, Mat-
cotte, in place of this damned black
wolf?”
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“"Well, having been so taken up with
the wolf,” answered Marcotte, "I have
not traced any other animal. Will my
Lord uncouple at random and hunt the
first animal that we come across?”

The Baron was about to express his
willingness to agree to this proposal when
he caught sight of little Engoulevent com-
ing toward them cap in hand.

“"Wait 2 moment,” he said; “‘here comes
Engoulevent, who, I fancy, has some ad-
vice to give us.”

"I have no advice to give to a noble
lord like yourself,”. replied Engoulevent,
assuming an expression of humility on
his sly and crafty face; “it is, however, my
duty to inform you that there is a splen-
did buck in the neighborhood.”

“Let us see your buck, Engoulevent,”
replied the chief wolf-hunter, “"and if you
are not mistaken about it, there will be a
new crown for you.”

“Where is this buck of yours?’ asked
Marcotte; “'but look to your skin, if you
make us uncouple to no purpose.”

"'Let me have Matador and Jupiter, and
then we shall see.” Matador and Jupiter
were the finest among the hounds belong-
ing to the Lord of Vez. .And indeed,
Engoulevent had not gone a hundred

paces with them through the thicket, be-

fore, by the lashing of their tails, and
their repeated yelping, he knew that they
were on the right scent. In another min-
ute or two a magnificent ten-tined stag
came into view. Marcotte cried tally-ho,
sounded his horn, and the hunt began, to
the great satisfaction of the Lord of Vez,
who although regretting the black wolf,
was willing to make the best of a fine
buck in its stead. The hunt had lasted
two hours, and the quarry still held on.
It had first led its pursuers from the little
wood of Haramont to the Chemin du
Pendu, and thence straight to the back
of Oigny, and it still showed no sign of
fatigue; for it was not one of those poor
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animals of the flat country who get their
tails pulled by every wretched terrier.

As it neared the low grounds of Bourg-
fontaine, however, it evidently decided
that it was being run rather hard, for it
gave up the bolder measures which had
hitherto enabled it to' keep ahead, and
began to double.

Its first maneuver was to go down to
the brook which joins the ponds of
Baisemont and Béurg, then to walk
against stream with the water up to its
haunches, for nearly half a mile; it then
sprang on to the right bank, back again
into the bed of the stream, made another
leap to the left, and with a succession of
bounds, as vigorous as its failing strength
allowed, continued to out-distance its pur-
suers. But the dogs of my lord Baron
were not animals to be put out by such
trifles as these. Being both sagacious and
well-bred, they, of their own accord, di-
vided the task between themselves, half
going up stream, and half down, these
hunting on the right, those on the left,
and so effectually that they ere long put
the animal off its changes, for they soon
recovered the scent, rallying at the first
cty given by one of the pack, and starting
afresh on the chase, as ready and eager
as if the deer had been only twenty paces
in front of them.

And so with galloping of hotses, with
cty of hounds and blare of horn, the
Baron and his huntsmen reached the
ponds of Saint Antoine, a hundred paces
or so from the confines of Oigny. Be-
tween these and the osier-beds stood the
hut of Thibault, the sabot-maker.

W E MUST pause to give some de-
‘scription of this Thibault, the shoe-

maker, the real hero of the tale.

You will ask why I, who have sum-
moned kings to appear upon the stage,
who have obliged princes, dukes, and
barons to play secondary parts in my ro-
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mances, should take a simple shoemaker
for the hero of this tale.

First, I will reply by saying that, in my
dear home country of Villers-Cotterets,
there are more sabot-makers than barons,
dukes and princes, and that, as soon as I
decided to make the forest the scene of
the events I am ‘about to tecord, I was
obliged to choose one of the actual in-
habitants of this forest as hero.

More -than that, it is not the author
who decides on the subject, but the sub-
ject which takes possession of the author,
and, good or bad, this particular subject
has taken possession of me. I will there-
fore endeavor to draw Thibault’s portrait
for you, plain shoemaker as he was, as
exactly as the artist paints the portrait
which a prince desires to send to his lady-
love.

Thibaulc was a man between twenty-
five and twenty-seven years of age, tall,
well made, physically robust, but by na-
ture melancholy and sad of heart. This
depression of spirits arose from a little
grain of envy, which he harbored toward
all such of his neighbors as had been
more favored by fortune than himself.

His father had committed a fault, a
serious one at all times, but more espe-
dally in those days of absolutism, when
a man was not able to rise above his
station as nowadays, when with sufficient
capacity he may attain to any rank. Thi-

bault had been educated above his posi-.

tion; he had been at school under the
Abbé Fortier, at Villers-Cotterets, and had
learnt to read, write, and cipher; more-
over, he knew a little Latin, which made
him inordinately proud of himself. Thi-
baulc had spent a great part of his time in
readmg, and his books had been chiefly
those which were in vogue at the close of
the preceding century. But he had not
been a sufficiently clever analyst to know
how to separate the good from the bad,
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or rather he had separated what was bad,
and swallowed it in large doses, leaving
the good to precipitate itself at the bot-
tom of the glass.

At twenty years of age Thibault had
certainly had dreams of being something
other than a sabot-maker. He had, for
instance, for a very little while, cast his
eyes toward the army. But his comrades
who had worn the double livery of king
and country had left the service as they
entered it, mere soldiers of the ranks, hav-
ing failed during five or six years of slav-
ety to obtain promotion, even to the not
very exalted grade of corporal.

Thibaule had also thought of becoming
a sailor. But a career in the navy was as

'much forbidden to the plebeian as one in

the army. Possibly after enduring danger
and storm and battle for fifteen or twenty
years, he might be made a boatswain’s
mate, and that was all. Besides, it was by
no means Thibault’s ambition to wear a
short vest and sail-cloth trousers, but the
blue uniform of the king with red vest
and gold epaulettes. He had moreover
known of no single case in which the son
of a mere shoemaker had become master
of a frigate, or even lieutenant. So he
was forced to give up all idea of joining
the King's navy.

Thibault would not have minded being
a notary, and at one time thought of ap-
prenticing himself to the Royal Scrivener,
Maitre Niquet, as a stepping-stone, and
of making his way up on the strength of
his own legs and with the help of his
pen. But supposing him to have risen to
the position of head cletk with a salary of
a hundred crowns, where was he to find
the thirty thousand francs which would be
required for the purchase of the smallest
village pracrise?

There was, therefore, no better chance
of his becoming a scrivener than of be-
coming an officer on sea or land. Meaa-

while, Thibault’s father died, leaving
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very little ready money. There was about
enough to bury him, so he was buried,
and this done, there remained some thirty
or forty francs over for Thibault.

Thibault knew his trade well; indeed,
he was a first-rate workman; but he had
no inclination to handle either auger or
parer. It ended, therefore, by his leaving
all his father’s tools in the care of a
friend, a remnant of prudence still re-
maining to him, and selling every vestige
of furniture; having thus realized a sum
of five hundred and forty livres, he de-
termined to make what was then called
the tour of France.

Thibault spent three years in traveling;
he did not make his fortune during that
time, but he learnt a great many things in
the course of his journey of which he was
previously ignorant, and acquired certain
accomplishments which he had previously
been without.

He learnt amongst other things that,
although it was as well to keep one’s
word on matters of business with a man,
it was no use whatever keeping love vows
made to a woman.

So much for his character and habits of
mind. As to his external accomplish-
ments, he could dance a jig beautifully,
could hold his own at quarter-staff against
four men, and could handle the boar-
spear as cleverly as the best huntsman
going. All these things had not a little
'served to increase Thibault’s natural self-
esteem, and, seeing himself handsomer,
stronger, and cleverer than many of the
nobles, he would exclaim against Provi-
dence, crying, “Why was I not nobly
borm? Why was not that nobleman yon-
der born a peasant?”

But as Providence took care not to -

make any answer to these apostrophes,
and as Thibault found that dancing, play-
ing at quarter-staff, and throwing the
boar-spear only fatigued the body, with-
out procuring him any material advan-
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tage, he began to turn his thoughts to-
ward his ancient’ trade, humble though it
was, saying to himself, if it enabled the
father to live, it would also enable the
son. So Thibault went and fetched away
his tools; and then, tools in hand, he went
to ask permission of the steward of his
Royal Highness Louis Philippe of Or-
leans to build a hut in the forest, in
which to carry on his trade. He had no
difficulty in obtaining this, for the stew-
ard knew by expetience that his master
was a very kind-hearted man, expending
as much as two hundred and forty thou-
sand francs a year on the poor; he felt
sure, therefore, that one who gave away
a sum like this would be willing to let
an honest workman who wished to ply his
trade have thirty or forty feet of ground.

As he had leave to establish himself
in whatever part of the forest he liked
best, Thibault chose the spot near the
osfer-beds, where the roads crossed, one
of the most beautiful parts of the woods,
less than a mile from Oigny and about
three times that distance from Villers-
Cotterets. The shoemaker put up his
work-shop, built pactly of old planks
given him by Monsieur Panisis, who had
been having a sale in the neighborhood,
and partly of the branches which the
steward gave him leave to cut in the
forest.

When the building of the hut, which
consisted of a bedroom, cozily shut in,
where he could work. during the winter,
and of a lean-to, open to the air, where
he could work in the summer, was com-
pleted, Thibault began to think of mak-
ing himself a bed. At first, a layer of fern
had to serve for this purpose; but after
he had made a hundred pairs of wooden
shoes and had sold these to Bedeau, who
kept a general shop at Villers-Cotterets,
he was able to pay a sufficient deposit to
get a mattress, to be paid for in full by
the end of three months. The framework
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of the bed was not difficult to make; Thi-
bault was not the shoemaker he was
without being a bit of a carpenter into the
batgain, and when this was finished he
plaited osiers to take the place of sacking,
laid the mattress upon them, and found
himself at last with a bed to lie upon.

Lile by little came the sheets, and
then in turn the coverlids; the next pur-
chase was a chafing-dish, and earthen-
ware pots to cook in, and finally some
plates and dishes. Before the year was
out Thibault had also made additions to
his furniture of a fine oak chest and a fine
walnut-wood cupboard, both, like the
bed, his own handiwork. All the while
he was driving a brisk trade, for none
could beat Thibault in turning a block
of beech into a pair of shoes, and in con-
verting the odd chips into spoons, salt-
cellars and nartly little bowls.

He had now been settled in his work-
shop for three years, that is, ever since his
return after the completion of his tour
round France, and there was nothing for
which any one could have reproached him
during this interval except the failing we
have already -mentioned — that he "was
rather more envious of the good fortune
of his neighbor than was altogether con-
ducive to the welfare of his soul. But this
feeling was as yet so inoffensive that his
confessor had no need to do more than
awaken in him a sense of shame for har-
boring thoughts which had, so far, not
resulted in any active crime.

CHAPTER 2
The Seigneur Jean and the Sabot-maker

N ALREADY said, the buck began to
dodge and double on reaching
Oigny, turning and twisting round ‘Thi-
bault’s hut, and the weather being fine
although the autumn was well advanced,
the shoemaker was sitting at his work in
his open lean-to, Looking up, he sudden-
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ly espied the trembling animal, quivering
in every limb, standing a few paces in
front of him, gazing at him with intelli-
gent and terrified eyes.

“‘Saint Sabot!” he exclaimed—1I should
explain that the festival of Saint Sabot is
the wooden-shoe féte—"Saint Sabot! but
that is a dainty morsel and would taste as
fine, I warrant, as the chamois I ate at
Vienne once at the grand banquet of the
Jolly Shoemakers of Dauphiné. Ludky
folk who can dine on the like every day. I
tasted such once, and my mouth waters
when I think of it. Oh! these lords! these
lords! with their fresh meats and their
old wines at every meal, while I have to
be satisfied with potatoes to eat and water
to drink from one week’s end to the
other; and it is a chance if even on Sun-
day I can feast myself with a lump of
rusty bacon and an old cabbage, and a
glass of pignolet fic to make my old goat
stand on her head.”

It need scarcely be said, that as soon
as Thibault began this monologue, the
buck had turned and disappeared. Thi-
bault had finished rounding his periods,
and had just declaimed his peroration,
when he heard himself roughly accosted
in forcible terms:

*Ho, there, you scoundrel! answer me.”

It was the Baron, who, seeing his dogs
wavering, was anxious to make sure that
they were not on the wrong scent.

“Ho, there, you scoundrel!” repeated
the wolf-hunter, “have you seen the
beast?”

There was evidently something in the
manner of the Baron’s questioning which
did not please our philosophical shoe-
maker, for although he was perfecly
aware what was the matter, he answered:
“What beast?”

“Curse you! why, the buck we are
hunting! He must have passed close by
here, and standing gaping as you do, you
must have seen him, It was a fine stag of
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ten, was it not? Which way did he go?
Speak up, you blackguard, or you shall
have a taste of my stirrup-leather!”

“The black plague take him, cub of a
wolf!” muttered the shoemaker to him-
self. Then, aloud, with a fine air of pre-
tended simplicity, “Ah, yes!” he said, I
did see him.”

“A budk, was it not? a ten-tiner, eh?
with great horns.”

“Ah, yes, to be sure, a buck, with great
horns—or great corns, was it?—yes, I
saw him as plain as I see you, my Lord.
But there, I can't say if he had any corns,
for I did not look at his feet, anyhow,”
he added, with the air of a perfect sim-
pleton, “if he had corns, they did not pre-
vent him running.”

At any other time the Baron would
have laughed at what he might have taken
for genuine stupidity; but the doublings
of the animal were beginning to put him
into a regular huntsman’s fever.

“Now, then, you scoundrel, a truce to
this jesting! If you are in a humor for
jokes, it is more than I am!”

“I will be in whatever humor it may
please your Lordship I should be.”

“Well, then, answer me.”

“Your Lordship has asked me nothing
as yet.”

*Did the deer seem tired?"”

“Not very.”

“Which way did he come?”

“He did not come, he was standing
still.”

“Well, but he must have come from
one side or the other.”

“Ah' very likely, but I dld not see him
come.”

“Which way did he go?"

*T would tell you directly; only I did
not see him go.”

The Lord of Vez cast an angry look at
Thibaule.

“Is it some while ago the buck passed
this way, Master Simpleton?”
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“Not so very long, my lord.”

“About how long ago?"

Thibault made as if trying to remem-
ber; at last he replied: *It was, I think,
the day before yesterday,” but in saying
this, the shoemaker, unfortunately, could
not suppress a grin. This grin did not
escape the Baron, who, spurring his horse,
rode down on Thibault with lifted whip.

Thibaule was agile, and with a single
bound he reached the shelter of his lean-
to, whither the wolf-hunter could not fol-
low, so long as he remained mounted;
Thibault was therefore in momentary
safety. y

“You are only bantering and lying!”
cried the huntsman; ‘“‘for there is Mat-
cassino, my best hound, giving cry not
twenty yards off, and if the deer passed
by where Marcassino is, he must have
come over the hedge, and it is impossible,
therefore, that you did not see him.”

-“Pardon, my lord, but according to our

priest, no one but the Pope is in-
fallible, and Monsieur Marcassino may be
mistaken.”

“Marcassino is never mistaken, do you
hear, you rascal? and in proof of it I can
see from here the marks where the animal
scratched up the ground.”

Neveztheless my Lord, I assure you,
I swear. ** said Thibault, who saw the
Baron’s eyebrows contracting in a way
that made him feel uneasy.

“Silence, and come here, blackguard!"*
cried my lord.

Thibaule hesitated a2 moment, but the
black look, on the sportsman’s face be-
came more and more threatening, and
fearing to increase his exasperation by
disobeying his command, he thought he
had better go forward, hoping that the
Baron merely wished to ask a service of
him.

But it was an unlucky move on his part,
for scarcely had he emerged from the
protection of the shed, before the horse-
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of the Lord of Vez, urged by bit and spur,
gave a leap, which brought his rider
swooping down upon Thibault, while at
the same moment a furious blow from the
butt end of the Baron’s whip fell upon
his head.

The shoemaker, stunned by the blow,
tottered a moment, lost his balance and
was about to fall face downward, when
the Baron, drawing his foot out of the
stirrup, .with a violent kick in the chest,
not only straightened him again, but sent
the poor wretch flying in an opposite di-
rection, where he fell with his back
against the door of his hut.

“Take that!” said the Baron, as he first
felled Thibault with his whip, and then
kicked him. *“Take that for your lie, and
that for your banter!”

And then, without troubling himself

any further about the man, whom he left
lying on his back, the Lord of Vez, seeing
that the hounds had rallied on hearing
Marcassino’s cry, gave them a cheery note
on his horn, and cantered away.

THIBAULT lifted himself up, feeling
bruised all over, and began feeling
himself from head to foot to make sure
that no bones were broken.

Having carefully passed his hand over
eachlimb in succession, “That’sall right,”
he said; “there is nothing broken either
above or below, I am glad to find. So,
my lord Baron, that is how you treat
people, because you happen to have mar-
ried a Prince’s bastard daughter! But let
me tell you, my fine fellow, it is not you
who will eat the buck you are hunting to-
day; it will be this blackguard, this scoun-
drel, this simpleton of a Thibault who
will eat it. Yes, it shall be I who eat it,
that I vow!” cried Thibault, confirming
himself more and more in his bold reso-
lution, and it is no use being a man if,
having once made a vow, one fails to
keep it.
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So without further delay, Thibaule
thrust his bill-hook into his belt, seized
his boar-spear, and after listening for a
moment to the cry of the hounds to ascer-
tain in which direction the hunt had gone,
he ran off with all the speed of which a
man’s legs are capable to get the start
of them, guessing by the curve which the
stag and its pursuers were following
what would be the straight line to take
so as to intercept them.

There were two ways of doing his deed
open to Thibault; either to hide himself
beside the path which the buck must take
and kill him with his boar-spear, or else
to surprize the animal just as he was be-
ing hunted down by the dogs. and collar
him there and then.

And as he ran, the desire to revenge
himself on the Baron for the latter’s bru-
tality was not so uppermost in Thibault’s
mind as the thoughts of the sumptuous
manner in which he would fare for the
next month, on the shoulders, the back,
and the haunches of the deer, either
salted to a turn, roasted on the spit, or
cut in slices and done in the pan. And
these two ideas, moreover, of vengeance
and gluttony, were so jumbled up in his
brain, that while still running at the top
of his speed he laughed in his sleeve, as
he pictured the dejected mien of the
Baron and his men returning to the castle
after their fruitless day’s hunt, and at the
same time saw himself seated at table,
the door securely fastened, and a pint of
wine beside him, #éte-2 téte with a haunch
of the deer, the rich and delicious gravy
escaping as the knife returned for a third
or fourth cut.

The deer, as far as Thibault could cal-
culate, was making for the bridge which
crosses the Ourcq, between Noroy and
Troesne. As the river was very high and
very rapid, Thibault decided that the deer
would not attempt to ford it; so he hid
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himself behind a rock, within reach of the
bridge, and waited. _

It was not long before he saw the
graceful head of the deer appear above
the rock at some ten paces’ distance; the
animal was bending its ears to the wind,
in the endeavor to catch the sound of the
enemy’s approach as it was bome along
the breeze. Thibault, excited by this sud-
den appearance, rose from behind the
rock, poised his boar-spear and sent it
flying toward the animal.

The buck, with a single bound, reached
the middle of the bridge; a second car-
ried him on to the opposite bank, and a
third bore him out of sight.

The boar-spear had passed within a
foot of the animal, and had buried itself
in the grass fifteen paces from where Thi-
baulc was standing. Never before had he
been known to make such an unskilful
throw; he, Thibault, of all the company
who made the tour of France, the one
known to be surest of his aim! Enraged
with himself, therefore, he picked up his
weapon, and bounded across the bridge
with an agility equal to that of the deer.

Thibault knew the country quite as
well as the animal he was pursuing, and
so got ahead of the deer and once more
concealed himself, this time behind a
beech-tree, half-way up, and not too far
from a lictle foorpath.

The deer now passed so close to him,
that Thibault hesitated whether it would
not be better to knock the animal down
with his boar-spear than to throw the
weapon at it; but his hesitation did not
last longer than a flash of lightning, for
no lightning could be quicker than the
animal itself, which was already twenty
paces off when Thibaule threw his boar-
spear, but without better luck than the
time before.

And now the baying of the hounds
was drawing nearer and nearer; another
few minutes, and it would, he fele, be
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impossible for him to carry out his design.
But in honor to his spirit of persistence,
be it said that in proportion as the diffi-
culty increased, the greater became Thi-
bault’s desire to get possession of the deer.

“I must have it, come what will!” he
cried. I must! and if there is a2 God who
cares for the poor, I shall have satisfac-
tion of this confounded Baron, who beat
me as if I were a dog; but I am a maa
notwithstanding, and I am quite ready to
prove the same to him.”

And Thibault picked up his boar-spear
and once more set off running. But it
would appear that the good God whom
he had just invoked, either had not heard
him, or wished to drive him to extrem-
ities, for his third attempt had no greater
success than the previous ones.

“By Heaven!” exclaimed Thibault,
“God Almighty is assuredly deaf, it
seems. Let the Devil then open his ears
and hear me! In the name of God or of
the Devil, I want you and I will have you,
cursed animal!”

Thibault had hardly finished this double
blasphemy when the buck, doubling back,
passed close to him for the fourth time,
and disappeared among the bushes, but
so quickly and unexpectedly that Thibault
had not even time to lift his bodr-spear.

At that moment he heard the dogs so
near him that he deemed it would be im-
prudent to continue his pursuit. He
looked round him, saw a thickly-leaved
oak tree, threw his boar-spear into a bush,
swarmed up the trunk, and hid himself
among the foliage. He imagined, and
with good reason, that since the deer had
gone ahead again, the hunt would only
pass by following on its track. The dogs
had not lost the scent, in spite of the
quarry’s doublings, and they were not
likely to lose it now.

Thibault had not been seated among
the branches for above five minutes, when
first the hounds came into sight, then the

' W.T—8
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Baron, who in spite of his fifty-five yeats,
headed the chase as if he had been a man

of twenty. It must be added that the Lord

of Vez was in a state of rage that we will
not even endeavor to describe.

To lose four hours over a wretched deer
and still to be running behind it! Such a
thing had never happened to him before.

He stormed at his men, he whipped his
dogs, and had so plowed his horse’s sides
with his spurs that the thick coating of
mud which covered his gaiters was red-
dened with blood.

On reaching the bridge over the
Ourcq, however, there had been an inter-
val of alleviation for the Baron, for the
hounds had so unanimously taken up the
scent, that the cloak which the wolf-hunt-
er carried behind him would have suf-
ficed to cover the whole pack as they
crossed the bridge.

Indeed the Baron was so pleased, that
he was not satisfied with humming a
tirra-la, but, unslinging his hunting-horn
he sounded it with his full lung-power, a
thing which he only did on great occa-
sions.

But, unfortunately, the joy of my Lord
of Vez was destined to be short-lived.

All of a sudden, just as the hounds,
that were crying in concert in 2 way which
more and more delighted the Baron’s ears,
were passing under the tree where Thi-
bault was perched, the whole pack came
to a standstill, and every tongue was
silenced as by enchantment. Marcotte, at
his master’s command, dismounted to see
if he could find any traces of the deer, the

whippers-in ran up, and they and Mar-

cotte looked ‘about, but they could find
nothing.

Then Engoulevent, who had set his
heart on a view-halloo being sounded for
the animal he had tracked down, joined
the others, and he too began to search.

Every one was searching, callingout and
Ww.T—9
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trying to rouse the dogs, when above all
the other voices, was heatd, like the blast
of a tempest, the voice of the Baron. '

“Ten thousand devils!” he thundered.
“Have the dogs fallen into a pit-hole, .
Marcotte?”

“No, my lord, they are here, but they
are come to a check.”

“How? Come to a standstill?”
claimed the Baron.

“What is to be done, my lord? I can
not understand what has happened, but
such is the fact.”

“Come to a check!” again exclaimed
the Baron, ‘‘come to a standstill, here, in
the middle of the forest, here where there
is no stream where the animal could have
doubled, or rock for it to climb. You
must be out of your mind, Marcotte!"”

1, out of my mind, my lord?"

“Yes, you, you fool, as truly as your
dogs are all worthless trash!”

As a rule, Marcotte bote with admir-
able patience the insults which the Baron
was in the habit of lavishing upon every-
body about him at critical moments of
the chase, but this word #rash, applied to
his dogs, was more than his habitual long-
suffering could bear, and drawing himself
up to his full height, he answered vehe-
mently, “Trash, my lord? my dogs worth-
less trash! dogs that have brought dowa
an old wolf after such a furious run thac
the best horse in your stable was foun-
dered! my dogs trash!”

“Yes, trash, worthless trash, I say it
again, Marcotte. Only trash would stop
at a check like that, after hunting one
wretched buck so many hours on end.”

“My -lotd,” answered Marcotte, in a
tone of mingled dignity and sorrow, “my
lotd, say that it is my fault; call me a fool,
a blockhead, a scoundrel, a blackguard,
an idiot; insult me in my own person, or
in that of my wife, of my children, and
it is nothing to me; but for the sake of all
my past services to you, do not attack me-

ex"
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in my office of chief pricker, do not insult
your dogs.”

“"How do you account for this silence,
then? tell me that! How do you account
for it? I am quite willing to hear what
you have to say, and I am listening.”

"I can not explain it any more than you
can, my lord; the damned animal must
have flown into the clouds or disappeared
in the bowels of the earth.”

*What nonsense are you talking?”’ ex-
claimed the Baron. “Do you want to
make out that the deer has burrowed like
a rabbit, or risen from the ground like a
grouse”’

"My lord, I meant it only as a manner
of speech. What is a truth, what is the
fact, is that there is some witchcraft be-
hind all this. As sure as it is now day-
light, my dogs, every one of them, lay
down at the same moment, suddenly,
without an instant’s hesitation. Ask any-
body who was near them at the time. And
now they are not even trying to recover
the scent, but there they lie flat on the
ground like so many stags in their lair.
I ask you, is it natural?”

“Thrash them, man! thrash them,
then,” cried the Baron, “flay the skin off
their backs; there is nothing like it for
driving out the evil spirit.”

And the Baron was going forward to
emphasize with a few blows from his own
whip the exorcisms which Marcotte, ac-
cording to his orders, was distributing
among the poor beasts, when Engoule-
vent, hat in hand, drew near to the Baron
and timidly laid his hand on the horse’s
bridle. i

“My lord,” said the keeper of the ken-
nel, I think I have just discovered a
cuckoo in that tree who may perhaps be
able to give us some explanation of what
has happened.”

““What the devil are you talking about,
with your cuckoo, you ape?” said the
Baron.

“If you wait a moment, you
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scamp, I will teach you how to come chaf-
fing your master like thac!”

And the Baron lifted his whip. But
with all the heroism of a Spartan, En-
goulevent lifted his arm above his head
as a shield and continued:

“Strike, if you will, my lord, but after
that look up into this tree, and when your
lordship has seen the bird that is perched
among the branches, I think you will be
more ready to give me a ctown than a
blow.”

And the good man pointed to the oak
tree in which Thibault had taken refuge
on hearing the huntsmen approach. He
had climbed up from branch to branch
and had finally hoisted himself on to the
topmost one.

THE Baron shaded his eyes with his
hand, and, looking up, caught sight
of Thibault.

“Well, here’s something mighty queer!”
he cried. "It seems that in the forest of
Villers-Cotterets the deer burrow like
foxes, and men perch on trees like crows.
However,” continued the worthy Baron,
“we will see what sort of creature we
have to deal with.” And putting his hand
to his mouth, he halloed:

“Ho, there, my friend! would it be par-
ticularly disagreeable for you to give me
ten minutes’ conversation?”’

But Thibault maintained the most, pro-
found silence.

"My lotd,” said Engoulevent, “if you
like " and he made a sign to show
that he was ready to climb the tree.

"No, no,” said the Baron, at the same
time putting out his hand to hold him
back.

“Ho, there, my friend!” repeated the
Baron, still without recognizing Thibault,
“will it please you to answer me, yes or
no?”’

He paused a second.

1 see, it is evidently, no; you pretend
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to be deaf, my friend; wait a moment, and
I will get my speaking-trumpet,” and he
held out his hand to Marcotte, who, guess-

ing his intention, handed him his gun..

Thibault, who wished to put the hunts-
men on the wrong scent, was meanwhile
pretending to cut away the dead branches,
and he put so much energy into. this
feigned occupation that he did not per-
ceive the movement on the part of the
Baron, or, if he saw, only took it as a
menace, without attaching the importance
to it which it merited.

The wolf-hunter waited for a little
while to see if the answer would come, but
as it did not, he pulled the trigger; the
gun went off, and a branch was heard to
crack.

The branch which cracked was the one
on which Thibault was poised; the Baron
was a fine shot and had broken it just be-

tween the trunk and the shoemaker's foot..

Deprived of his support, Thibault fell,
rolling from branch to branch. Fortu-
nately the tree was thick, and the branches
strong, so that his fall was broken and
less rapid than it might have been, and
he finally reached the ground, after many
rebounds, without further ill conse-
quences than a feeling of great fear and
a few slight bruises on that part of his
body which had first come in contact with
the earth.

"By Beelzebub’s horns!” exclaimed the
Baron, delighted with his own skill, “if
it is not my joker of the morning! Ah!
s0, you scamp! did the discourse you had
with my whip seem too short to you, that
you are so anxious to take it up again
where we left off?”

“Oh, as to that, I assure you it is not
so, my lord,” answeted Thibault in a tone
of the most perfect sincerity.

“So much the better for your skin, my
good fellow. Well, and now tell me what
you were doing up there, perched on the
top of that oak-tree?”
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“My lotd can see himself,” answered
Thibault, pointing to a few dry twigs
lying here and there on the ground, “I
was cutting a little dry wood for fuel.”

“Ah! I see. Now then, my good fel-
low, you will please tell us, without any
beating about the bush, what has become
of our deer.”

“By the devil, he ought to know, see-
ing that he has been perched up there so
as not to lose any of its movements,” put
in Marcotte.

“But I swear, my lord,” said Thibault,
“that I don’t know what it is you mean
about this wretched buck.”

“Ah, I thought so,” cried Matcotte, de-
lighted to divert his- mastet’s ill-humor
from himself, “he has not seen it, he has
not seen the animal ac¢ all, he does not
know what we mean by this wretched
buck! But look here, my lotd, see, the
marks on these leaves where the animal
has bitten; it was just here that the dogs
came to a full stop, and now, although
the ground is good to show every mark,
we can find no trace of the animal, for
ten, twenty, or a hundred paces even.”

“You hear?” said the Baron, joining
his words on to those of the pricker, “you
were up there, and the deer here at your
feet. It did not go by like a mouse with-
out making any sound, and you did not
see ot hear. You must needs have seen ot
heard it!”

“He has killed the deer,” said Mat-
cotte, “‘and hidden it away in a bush—
that’s as clear as the day.”

“Oh, my lord,” cried Thibault, who
knew better than anybody else how mis-
taken the pnd(er -was in making this ac-
cusation, “my Tord, by all the saints in
paradise, I swear to you that I have not
killed your deer; I swear it to you on the
salvation of my soul, and may I perish on
the spot if I have given him even the
slightest scratch. And besides, I could not
have killed him without wounding him,
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and if I had wounded him, blood would
have flowed. Look, I pray you, sir,”” con-
tinued Thibault, turning to the pricker,
*and God be thanked, you will find no
trace of blood. I kill a poor beast? and,
my God, with what? Where is my weap-
on? God knows I have no other weapon
than this bill-hook. Look yourself, my
lord.”

But unfortunately for Thibault, he had
hardly uttered these words, before Maitre
Engoulevent, who had been prowling
about for some minutes past, reappeared,
carrying the boar-spear which Thibault
had thrown into one of the bushes before
climbing up the tree.

He handed the weapon to the Baron.
There was no doubt about it—Engoule-
vent was Thibault’s evil genius.

CHAPTER 3
Agnelette

THE Baron took the weapon which
Engoulevent handed him, and care-
fully and deliberately examined the boar-
spear from point to handle, without say-
ing a word. On the handle had been
carved a lictle wooden shoe, which had
served as Thibault’s device while making
the tour of France, as thereby he was able
to recognize his own weapon. The Baron
now pointed to this, saying to Thibault as
he did so:

“Ah, ah, Master Simpleton! there is
something which witnesses terribly
against you! I must confess this boar-
spear smells to me uncommonly of ven-
ison, by the devil it does! However, all I
have now to say to you is this: You have
been poaching, which is a serious crime;
you have perjured yourself, which is a
great sin; I am going to enforce expia-
tion from you for the one and for the
other, to help toward the salvation of that
soul by which you have sworn.”

Whereupon, turning to the pricker, he
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continued: ‘‘Marcotte, strip off that ras-
cal’s vest and shirt, and tie him up to 2
tree with a couple of the dog leashes, and
then give him thirty-six strokes across the
back with your shoulder belt—a dozen
for his perjury, and two dozen for his
poaching; no, I make a mistake, a dozen
for poaching and two dozen for perjuring
himself—God’s portion must be the lar-
gest.”

. This order caused great rejoicing
among the menials, who thought it good
luck to have a culprit on whom they could
avenge themselves for the mishaps of the
day.

In spite of Thibault’s protestations,
who swore by all the saints in the calen-
dar that he had killed neither buck nor
doe, neither goat nor kidling, he was
divested of his garments and firmly
strapped to the trunk of a tree; then the
execution commenced.

The pricker’s strokes were so heavy
that Thibault, who had sworn not to
utter a sound, and bit his lips to enable
himself to keep his resolution, was forced
at the third blow to open his mouth and
cry out.

The Baron, as we have already seen,
was about the roughest man of his class
for a good thirty miles round, but he was
not hard-hearted, and it was a distress to
him to listen to the cries of the culprit as
they became more and more frequent. As,
however, the poachers on His Highness’s
estate had of late grown bolder and more
troublesome, he decided that he had bet-
ter let the sentence be carried out to the
full, but he turned his horse with the in-
tention of riding away, determined no
longer to remain as a spectator.

As he was on the point of doing this,
a young girl suddenly emerged from the
underwood, threw herself on her knees
beside the horse, and lifting her large,
beautiful eyes, all wet with tears, to the
Baron, cried:
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"In the name of the God of mercy, my
lord, have pity on that man!”

The Lord of Vez looked down at the
young girl. She was indeed a lovely
child; hardly sixteen years of age, of a
slender and exquisite figure, with a pink
and white complexion, large blue eyes,
soft and tender in expression, and a
crown of fair hair, which fell in luxuriant
waves over neck and shoulders, escaping
from underneath the shabby little gray
linen cap which endeavored in vain to
imprison them.,

All this the Baron took in with a
glance, in spite of the humble clothing of
the beautiful suppliant, and as he had no
dislike to a pretty face, he smiled down
on the charming young peasant girl, in
response to the pleading of her eloquent
eyes.

But, as he looked without speaking,
and all the while the blows were still fall-
ing, she cried again, with a voice and ges-
ture of even more earnest supplication:

“Have pity, in the name of Heaven,
my lord! Tell your servant to let the poor
man go, his cries pierce my heart.”

"Ten thousand fiends! cried the Grand
Master; “‘you take a great interest in that
rascal over there, my pretty child. Is he
your brother?” ‘

“No, my lord.”

“Your cousin?”

*No, my lord.”

“Your lover?”

"My lover! Mylord is laughing at me.”

“Why not? If it were so, my sweet
gitl, I must confess I should envy him
his lot.”

The girl lowered her eyes.

"1 do not know him, my lord, and have
never seen him before today.”

"“Without counting that now she only
sees him wrong side before,” Engoule-
vent ventured to put in, thinking that it
was a ‘suitable moment for a little pleas-
antry.
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“Silence, sirrah!” said the Baron stern-
ly. Then, once more turning to the girl
with a smile: ,

“Really!” he said. "Well, if he is
neither a relation nor a lover, 1 should
like to see how far your love for your
neighbor will let you go. Come, a bar-
gain, pretty girl!”’

*How, my lord?”

“Grace for that scoundrel in return for
a kiss.”

“Oh! with all my heart!” cried the
young girl. “Save the life of a man with a
kiss! I am sure that our good cxré him-
self would say there was no sin in that.”

And without waiting for the Baron to
stoop and take himself what he had asked
for, she threw off her wooden shoe,
placed her dainty little foot on the tip of
the wolf-hunter’s boot, and taking hold of
“the horse’s mane, lifted herself up with a
spring to the level of the face of the hardy
huntsman, and thete of her own accord
offered him her round cheek, fresh and
velvety as the down of an August peach.

The Lord of Vez had bargained for one
kiss, but he took two; then, true to his
sworn word, he made a sign to Marcotte
to stay the execution.

Marcotte was religiously counting his
strokes; the twelfth was about to descend
when he received the order to stop, and
he did not think it expedient to stay it
from falling. It is possible that he also
thought it would be as well to give it the
weight of two ordinary blows, so as to
make up good measure and give a thir-
teenth in; however that may be, it is cer-
tain that it furrowed Thibault's shoulders
more cruelly than those that went before.
It must be added, however, that Thibault
was unbound immediately after.

Meanwhile the Baron was conversing
with the young girl.

“"What is your name, my pretty one?”

“Georgine Agnelette, my lord, my
mother’s name! but the country people
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are content to call me simply Agnelette.”

“Ah, that's an unlucky name, my
child,” said the Baron.
“In what way, my lord?” asked the

girl.

“Because it makes you a prey for the
wolf, my beauty. And from what part of
the country do you come, Agnelette?”

“From Préciamont, my lord.”

“And you come alone like this into the
forest, my child? that’s brave for a lamb-
kin,”

I am obliged to do it, my lord; for my
mother and I have three goats to feed.”

“So you come here to get grass for
them?”

"Yes, my lord.”

“And you are not afraid, young and
pretty as you are?”’

“Sometimes, my lord, I can not help
trembling.”

“And why do you tremble?”

“Well, my lord, I hear so many tales,
during the winter evenings, about were-
wolves, that when I find myself all alone
among the trees, and can hear no sound
but the west wind, and the branches creak-
ing as it blows through them, I feel a
kind of shiver run through me, and my
hair seems to stand on end; but when I
hear your hunting-horn and the dogs cty-
ing, then I feel at once quite safe again.”

The Baron was pleased beyond measure
with this reply of the girl’s, and stroking
his beard complacently, he said:

“Well, we give Master Wolf a pretty
rough time of it; but, there is a way, my
ptetty one, whereby you may spate yout-
self all these fears and tremblings.”

*And how, my lord?"" -

“Come in future to the Castle of Vez;
no werewolf, or any other kind of wolf,
has ever crossed the moat there, except
when slung by a cord on to a hazel-pole.”

Agnelette shook her head.

“You would not like to come? And
why not?”
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“Because I should find somethmg
worse there than the wolf.”

On hearing this, the Baron broke into

a hearty fit of laughter, and, seeing their

master laugh, all the huntsmen followed

suit and joined in the chorus. The fact

- was, that the sight of Agnelette had en-

tirely restored the good humor of the
Lord of Vez, and he would, no doubs,
have continued for some time laughing
and talking with Agnelette, if Matcotte,
who had been recalling the dogs, and
coupling them, had not respectfully te-
minded my lord that they had some dis-
tance to go on their way back to the
Castle. The Baron made a playful gesture
of menace with his finger to the girl, and
rode off followed by his train.

GNELETTE was left alone with Thi-

bault. We have related what Agne-

lette had done for Thibault’s sake, and
also said that she was pretty.

Nevertheless, for all that, Thibault’s
first thoughts on finding himself alone
with the girl were not for the one who
had saved his life, but were given up to
hatred and the contemplation of ven-
geance. ’

Thibaule, as you see, had, since the
morning, been making rapid strides along
the path of evil.

“Ah! if the devil will but hear my
prayer this time,” he cried, as he shook
his fist, cursing the while, after the retir-
ing huntsmen, who were just out of view,
“if the devil will but hear me, you shall
be paid back with usury for all you have
made me suffer this day! that I swear.”

*Oh, how wicked it is of you to behave
like that!” said Agnelette, going up to
him. “The Baron is a kind lord, very
good to the poor, and always gently be-
haved with women.”

“Quite so, and you shall see with what
gratitude T will repay him for the blows
he has given me.”
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"“Come now, frankly, friend, confess
that you deserved those blows,” said the
girl, laughing.

“So, so!” answered Thibault, ‘‘the
Baron’s kiss has turned your head, has it,
my pretty Agnelette?”’

“You, I should have thought, would
have been the last person to reproach me
with that kiss, Monsieur Thibault. But
what I have said, I say again; my lord
Baron was within his rights.”

"What, in belaboring me with blows?”

"Well, why do you go hunting on the
estates of these great lords?”

"Does not the game belong to every-
body, to the peasant just as much as to
the great lords?”

“No, certainly not; the game is in their
woods, it is fed on their grass, and you
have no right to throw your boar-spear at
a buck which belongs to my lord the Duke
of Orleans.”

“And who told you that I threw a
boar-spear at his buck?” replied Thi-
bault, advancing toward Agnelette in an
almost threatening manner.

“Who told me? why, my own eyes,
which, let me tell you, do not lie. Yes, I
saw you throw your boar-spear, when you
were hidden there, behind the beech-
tree.”

Thibault’s anger subsided at once be-
fore the straightforward attitude of the
girl, whose truthfulness was in such con-
trast to his falsehood.

"Well, after all,” he said, “supposing
a poor devil does once in a way help him-
self to a good dinner from the super-

abundance of some great lord! Are you

of the same mind, Mademoiselle Agne-
lette, as the judges who say that a man

ought to be hanged just for a wretched

rabbit? Come now, do you think God
created that buck for the Baron more than
for me?”

“God, Monsieur Thibault, has told us.
not to covet other men’s goods; obey the
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law of God, and you will not find yout-
self any the worse off for it!”

“Ah, I see, my pretty Agnelette, you
know me then, since you call me so glibly
by my name?”

“Certainly I do; I remember seeing
you at Boursonnes, on the day of the
féte; they called you the beautiful dancer,
and stood round in a circle to watch you.”

Thibault, pleased with this compliment,
was now quite disarmed.

"Yes, yes, of course,” he answered, "1
remember now having seen you; and I
think we danced together, did we not?
but you were not so tall then as you are
now; that’s why I did not recognize you
at first, but I recall you distinctly now.
And I remember too that you wore a pink
frock, with a pretty little white bodice,
and that we danced in the dairy. I wanted
to kiss you, but you would not let me.”

“You have a good memory, Monsieur
Thibaulc!”

“And do you know, Agnelette, that
during these last twelve months—for it
is a year since that dance—you have not
only grown taller, but grown prettier too;
I see you are one of those people who un-
derstand how to do two things at once.”

The girl blushed and lowered her eyes,
and the blush and the shy embarrassment
made her look more charming still.

Thibault’'s eyes were now turned
toward her with more marked attention
than before, and in a voice not wholly
free from a slight agitation he asked:

“Have you a lover, Agnelette?”

“No, Monsieur Thibault,” she an-
swered, "I have never had one, and do
not wish to have one.”

“And why is that? Is Cupid such a
bad lad that you are afraid of him?”

“No, not that, but a lover is not at all
what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

A husband.”
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Thibault made a movement, which
Agnelette either did not, or pretended not
to see.

“Yes,” she repeated, “a husband.
Grandmother is old and infirm, and a

lover would distract my attention too

much from the care which I now give
her; whereas a husband, if I found a nice
fellow who would like to marry me—a

husband would help me to look after hef

in her old age, and would share with me
the task which God has laid upon me, of
making her happy and comfortable in her
last years.”

“But do you think your husband,” said
Thibault, “would be willing that you
should love your grandmother more than
you loved him? and do you not think he
might be jealous at secing you lavish so
much tenderness upon her?”’

“Oh,” replied Agnelette, with an ador-
able smile, “there is no fear of that, for
I will manage so as to let him have such
a large share of my love and attention
that he will have no cause to complam
the kinder and the more patient he is to
the dear old thing, the more I shall de-
vote myself to him, the harder shall I
work that there may be nothing wanting
to our little household. You see me look-
ing small and delicate, and you doubt
that I should have strength for this; but
I have plenty of spirit and energy for
work, and then, when the heart gives con-
sent, one can work day and night without
fatigue. Oh, how I should love the man
who loved my grandmother! I promise
you that she, and my husband, and I, we
should be three happy folks together.”

“You mean that you would be three
very poor folks together, Agnelette!”

“And do you think the loves and
friendship of the rich are worth a farthmg
more than those of the poor? At times,
when I have been loving and caressing
my grandmother, Monsieur Thibault, and
she takes me on her lap and clasps me in
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her poor weak trembling arms, and puts
her dear old wrinkled face against mine,
and I feel my cheek wet with the loving
tears she sheds, I begin to cty myself,
and, I tell you, Monsieur Thibault, so soft
and sweet ate my tears, that there is no
woman or gitl, be she queen or prineess,
who has ever, I am sure, even in her
happiest days, known such a real joy as
mine. And, yet, there is no one in all
the country round who is so destitute as
we two are."”

Thibault listened to what Agnelette
was saying without answering; his mind
was occupied with many thoughts, such
thoughts as are indulged in by the am-
bitious; but his dreams of ambition were
disturbed at moments by a passing sensa-
tion of depression and disillusionment.

He, the man who had spent hours at a
time watching the beautiful and aristo-
cratic dames belonging to the court of the
Duke of Orleans, as they swept up and
down the wide entrance stairs; who had
often passed whole nights gazing at the
arched windows of the keep at Vez, when
the whole place was lit up for some fes-
tivity, he, that same man, now asked him-
self, if what he had so ambitiously desired
to have, a lady of rank and a rich dwel-
ling, would, after all, be so much worth
possessing as a tharched roof and this
sweet and gentle girl called Agnelette.
And it was certain that if this dear and
charming little woman were to become
his, he would be envied in turn by all the
earls and barons in the countryside.

 “Well, Agnelette,” said Thibaul, “‘and
suppose a man like myself were to offer
himself as your husband, would you ac-
cept him?”

It has been already stated that Thibaule
was a handsome young fellow, with fine
eyes and black hair, and that his travels
had left him something better than a mere
workman. And it must further be bome
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in mind that we readily become attached
to those on whom we have conferred a
benefit, and Agnelette had, in all prob-
ability, saved Thibault’s life; for, under
such strokes as Marcotte’s, the victim
would certainly have been dead before
the thirty-sixth had been given.

“Yes,” she said, “if it would be a good
thing for my grandmother.”

_‘Thibault took hold of her hand.

“Well then, Agnelette,” he said, “we
will speak again about this, dear child,
and that as soon as may be.”

“Whenever you like, Monsieir Thi-
baule.”

“And you will promise faithfully to
love me if I marry you, Agnelette?”

“Do you think I should love any man
besides my husband?”

“Never mind, I want you just to take
a little oath, something of this kind, for
instance: Monsieur Thibault, I swear that
I will never love any one but you.”

“What need is there to swear? The
promise of an honest girl should be suf-
ficient for an honest man.”

“And when shall we have the wedding,
Agnelette?” and in saying this, Thibault
tried to put his'arm round her waist.

But Agnelette gently disengaged her-
self.

“"Come and see my grandmother,” she
said, “it is for her to decide about it; you
must content yourself this evening with
helping me up with my load of heath, for
it is getting late, and it is nearly three
miles from here to Préciamont.”

So Thibault helped her as desired, and
then accompanied her on her way home
as far as the Forest-fence of Billemont,
that is until they came in sight of the
village steeple. Before parting, he so
begged of pretty Agnelette to give him
one kiss as an earnest of his future hap-
piness, that at last she consented, and
then, far more agitated by this one kiss
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than she had been by the Baron’s double
embrace, Agnelette hastened on her way,
in spite of the load which she was carry-
ing on her head, and which seemed far
too heavy for so slender and delicate a
creature.

Thibault stood for some time looking
after her as she walked away across the
moor. All the flexibility and grace of her
youthful figure were brought into relief
as the girl lifted her pretty rounded arms
to support the burden upon her head, and
thus silhouetted against the dark blue of
the sky she made a delightful picture. At
last, having reached the outskirts of the
village, the land dipping at that point, she
suddenly disappeared, passing out of
sight of Thibault’s admiring eyes. He
gave a sigh, and stood still, plunged in
thought; but it was not the satisfaction
of thinking that this sweet and good
young creature might one day be his that
had caused his sigh. Quite the contraty;
he had wished for Agneletté, because Ag-
nelette was young and pretty, and because
it was part of his unfortunate disposition
to long for everything that belonged or
might belong to another. His desite to
possess Agnelette had been quickened by
the innocent frankness with which she
had talked to him; but it had been a mat-
ter of fancy rather than of any deeper
feeling, of the mind, and not of the heart.
For Thibaule was incapable of loving as
a man ought to love, who, being poor
himself, loves a poor girl; in such a case
there should be no thought, no ambition
on his part beyond the wish thac his love
may be returned. Bur it was not so with
Thibault; on the contrary, the farther he
walked away from Agnelette, leaving it
would seem his good genius farther be-
hind him with every step, the more
urgently did his envious longings begin
again as usual to torment his soul.

It was dark when he teached home.

(To be continued next month)
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REPRINT

The Wolf-Leader

e

By Alexandre Dumas

CHAPTER 4
The Black Wolf

HIBAULT'S fisst thought was ¢o

I get himself some supper, for he

was terribly tired. The past day
had been an eventful one for him, and
certain things which had happened to him
had evidently been calculated to produce
a craving for food. The supper, it must
be said, was not quite such a savory one as
he had promised himself, when starting
to kill the buck; but the animal, as we
know, had not been killed by Thibault,
and the ferocious hunger which now con-
sumed him made his black bread taste al-
most as delicious as venison.

He had hardly, however, begun his
frugal repast, when he became conscious
that his goat—of which I think we have
already spoken—was uttering the most
plaintive bleatings. Thinking that she,
too, was in want of her supper, he went
into the lean-to for some fresh grass,
which he then carried to her, but as he
opened the lile door of the shed, out
she rushed with such precipitancy that she
nearly knocked Thibault over, and with-

[E—
*This remarkable werewolf novel by Alexandre
Durmas, fils, is not included in the published collec-
tlons of Dumas’ works in English, and will therefore
new to our readers, except those who have had the
®o0d fortune to read the story in the original French.

out stopping to take the provender he had
brought her, ran toward the house.
Thibault threw down the bundle of grass
and went after her, with the intention of
re-installing her in her proper place; but
he found that this was more than he was
able to dc. He had to use all his force to
get her along; for the goat, with all the
strength of which a beast of her kind is
capable, resisted all his efforts to drag her
back by the horns, arching her back, and
stubbornly refusing to move. At last,
however, being vanquished in the strug-
gle, it ended by the goat being once more
shut up in her shed, but, in spite of the
plentiful supper which Thibault left her
with, she continued to utter the most
lamenzable cries.

Perplexed, and cross at the same time,
the shoemaker again rose from his sup-
per and went to the shed, this time open-
ing the door so cautiously that the goat
could not escape. . Once inside he began
feeling about with his hands in all the
nooks and corners to try and discover the
cause of her alarm. Suddenly his fingers
came in contact with the warm, thick coat
of some other animal. Thibault was not
a coward, far from it; none the less he
drew back hastily.

This story begnn In WEIRD TALES for Asgust
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He returned to the house and got a
light, but it almost fell from his hand,
when, on re-entering the shed, he recog-
nized in the animal that had so frightened
the goat, the buck of the Lord of Vez;
the same buck that he had followed, had
failed to kill, thac he had prayed for in
the devil's name, if he could not have it
in God's; the same that had thrown the
hounds out; the very same in short which
had cost him such hard blows. Thibault,
after assuring himself that the door was
fastened, went gently up to the animal;
the poor thing was either so tired, or so
tame, that it did not make the slightest
attempt to move, but merely gazed out
at Thibault with its large dark velvety
eyes, rendered more appealing than ever
by the fear which agitated it.

“I must have left the door open,” mut-
tered the shoemaker to himself, “'and the
creature, not knowing where to hide
itself, must have taken refuge here.” But
on thinking further over the matter, it
came back to him that when he had gone
to open the door, only ten minutes before,
for the first time, he had found the
wooden bolt pushed so firmly into the
staple that he had had to get a stone to
bammer it back; and then, besides, the
goat, which, as we have seen, did not at
all relish the society of the newcomer,
would certainly have run out of the shed
before, if the door had been open. What
was, however, still more surprizing was
that Thibault, looking more closely at the
buck, saw that it had been fastened up to
the rack by a cord.

Thibault, 2s we have said, was no
coward, but now a cold sweat began to
break out in large drops on his brow, a
curious kind of a shiver ran through his
body, and his teeth chattered violently.
He went out of the shed, shutting the
door after him, and began looking for
his goat, which had taken advantage of
the moment when the shoemaker had gone
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to fetch a light, and ran again into the
house, where she was now lying beside
the hearth, having evidently quite made
up her mind this time not to forsake a
resting-place which, for that night at
least, she found preferable to her usual
abode.

Thibault had a perfect remembrance:
of the unholy invocation he had addressed
to Satan, and although his prayer had
been miraculously answered, he still
could not bring himself to believe that
there was any diabolic intervention in the
matter.

As the idea, however, of being under
the protection of the spirit of darkness
filled him with an instinctive fear, he
tried to pray; but when he wished to
raise his hand to make the sign of the
cross on his forehead, his arm refused to
bend, and although up to that time he
had never missed a day saying his Ave
Maria, he could not remember a single
word of it.

These fruitless effarts were accom-
panied by a terrible turmoil in poor
Thibault’s brain; evil thoughts came rush-
ing in upon him, and he seemed to hear
them whispering all around him, as one
hears the murmur of the rising tide, or
the laughing of the winter wind through
the leafless branches of the trees.

“After all,” he muttered to himself, as
he sat pale, and staring before him, “the
buck is a fine windfall, whether it comes
from God or the Devil, and I should be
a fool not to profic by it. If I am afraid
of it as being food sent from the nether
regions, I am in no way forced to eat it,
and what is more, I could not eat it alone,
and if I asked any one to partake of it
with me, I should be betrayed: the best
thing I can do is to take the live beast
over to the Nunnery of Saint-Rémy,
where it will serve as a pet for the nuns
and where the abbess will give me a good
round sum for it. The atmosphere of that
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holy place will drive the evil out of it, and
I shall run no risk to my scul in taking
a handful of consecrated crown pieces.

“What days of sweating over my work,
and wurning my auger, it would take, to
earn even the quarter of what I shall
get by just leading the beast to its new
fold! The devil who helps one is cer-
tainly better worth than the angel who
forsakes one. If my lord Satan wants to
go too far with me, it will then be time
enough to free myself from his claws:
bless me! I am not a child, nor 2 young
Jamb tike Georgine, and I am able to walk
straight in front of me and go where I
like.” He had forgotten, unhappy man,
as he boasted of being able to go where
and how he liked, that only five minutes
before he had tried in vain to lifc his
hand to his head.

Thibault had such convinding and ex-
cellent reasons ready to hand, that he
quite made up his mind to keep the budk,
come whence it might, and even went so
far as to decide that the money he te-
ceived for it should be devoted to buy-
ing a wedding dress for his betrothed.
For, strange to say, by some freak of
memory, his thoughts would keep return-
ing toward Agnelette; and he seemed to
see her clad in a long white dress with a
crown of white lilies on her head and a
long veil. If, he said to himself, he could
have such a charming guardian angel in
his house, no devil, however strong and
cunning he might be, would ever dare to
cross the threshold. “So,” he went on,
“'there is always that remedy at hand, and
if my lord Satan begins to be too trouble-
some, I shall be off to the grandmother
to ask for Agnelette; I shall marry her,
and if I can not remember my prayers
or am unable to make the sign of the
cross, there will be a dear prety liule
woman, who has had no traffic with
Satan, who will do all that sore of thing
for me.”

267

Having mote or less reassured himself
with the idea of this compromise, Thi-
bault, in order that the buck should not
run down in value, and might be as fine
an animal as possible to offer to the holy
ladies, to whom he calculated to sell ic,
went and filled the rack with fodder and
looked to see that the litter was soft and
thick enough for the buck to rest fully at
its ease. The remainder of the nighe
passed without further incident, and with-
out even a bad dream.

THB next morning, my lord Baron
again went hunting, but this time
it was not a timid deer that headed the
hounds, but the wolf which Marcotte
had tracked the day before and had again
that moming traced to his lair.

And this wolf was a genuine wolf, and
no mistake; it must have seen many and
many a year, although those who had
that morning caught sight of it while on
its track, had noted with ‘astonishment
that it was black all over. Black or gray,
however, it was a bold and enterprising
beast, and promised some rough work to
the Baron and his hunesmen. First started
near Vertefeuille, in the Dargent covert,
it had made over the plain of Meutard,
leaving Fleury and Dampleux to the left,
crossed the road to Ferté-Milou, and
finally begun to run cunning in the Ivors
coppices. Then, instead of continuing in
the same direction, it doubled, returning
along the same track it had come, and so
exactly retracing its own steps, that the
Baron, as he galloped along, could
actually distinguish the prints left by his
horse’s hoofs that same moming.

Back again in the districc of Bourg-
Fonuaine, he ranged the couatry, leading
the hunt right to the very spot where the
misadventures of the previous day had
had their seart, the vicinity of the shoe-
maker’s hut,

Thibault, we know, had made up his
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mind what to do in regard to certain
mattess, and as he intended going over to
see Agnelette in the evening, he had
started work early.

You will naturally ask why, instead of
sitting down to a work which brought in
so lictle, as he himself acknowledged,
Thibaule did not stare off at once to take
his buck to the ladies of Saint-Rémy.
Thibaule took very good care to do noth-
ing of the sort; the day was not the time
to be leading a buck through the forest
of Villers-Cotterets; the first keeper he
met would have stopped him, and what
explanation could he have given? No,
Thibault had arranged in his own mind
to leave home one evening about dusk,
to follow the road to the right, then go
down the sandpit lane which led into the
Chemin du Pendu, and he would then be
on the common of Saint-Rémy, only a
hundred paces or so from the convent.

Thibault no sooner caught the first
sound of the horn and the dogs, than he
immediately gathered together a huge
bundle of dried heather, which he hastily
piled up in front of the shed, where his
prisoner was confined, so as to hide the
door, in case the huntsmen and their
master should hale in front of his hut, as
they had the day before. He then sat
down again to his work, applying to it
an energy unknown even to himself be-
fore, bending over the shoe he was mak-
ing with an intentness which prevented
him from even lifting his eyes. All at
once he thought he detected a sound like
something scratching at the door; he was
just going through from his lean-to to
open it when the door fell back, and to
Thibault'’s great astonishment an im-
mense black wolf entered the room, walk-
ing on its hind legs. On reaching the
middle of the floor, it sat down after the
fashion of wolves, and looked hard and
fixedly at the sabot-maker.

Thibault seized a hatchet which was
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within reach, and in otder to give a fit
reception to his strange visitor, and to
terrify him, he flourished the weapon
above his head.

A curious mocking expression passed
over the face of the wolf, and then it
began o0 laugh.

It was the firse time that Thibault had
ever heard a wolf laugh. He had often
heard tell that wolves barked like dogs,
but never that they laughed like human
beings. And what a laugh it was! If a
man had laughed such a laugh, Thibault
would have been scared out of his wits.

He brought his lifted arm down again.

"By my lord of the cloven foot,” said
the wolf, in a full and sonorous voice,
“you are a fine fellow! At your request,
I send you the finest buck from His Royal
Highness's " forests, and in return, you
want to split my head open with your
hatchet; human gratiude is worthy to
rank with that of wolves.”

On hearing a voice exacly like his own
coming forth from a beast’s mouth, Thi-
hault’s knees began to shake under him,
and the hatchet fell out of his hand.

“Now then,” continued the wolf, ‘'let
us be sensible and talk together like two
good friends. Yesterday you wanted the
Baron’s buck, and T led it myself into
your shed, and for fear it should escape,
I tied it up myself to the rack. And for
all this you take your hatchet to me!”

"How should 1 know who you were?"’
asked Thibaul.

"I see, you did not recognize me! A
nice sort of excuse to give.”

“Well, I ask you, was it likely I should
take you for a friend under that ugly
coat?”’

“Ugly coat, indeed!” said the wolf,
licking his fur with a long tongue as red
as blood. “Confound you! You are hard
to please. However, it's not a marter of
my coat; what I want to know is, are you
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willing to make me some return for the
service I have done you?”

“Certainly,” said the shoemaker, feel-
ing rather uncomfortable, ‘but I ought
to know what your demands are. What
is it? What do you want? Speak!”

“First of all, and above all things, I
should like a glass of water; for those
confounded dogs have run me until I am
out of breath.”

"You shall have it in 2 moment, my
Jord wolf.”

And Thibault ran and fetched a bowl
of fresh, clear water from a brook which
ran some ten paces from the hut. The
eager readiness with which he complied
with the wolf's request betrayed his feel-
ing of relief at getting out of the bargain
so cheaply. '

As he placed the bowl in front of the
wolf, he made the animal a low bow.
The wolf lapped up the contents with
evident delight, and then stretched him-
self on the floor with his paws straight
out in front of him, looking like a sphinx.

“Now,” he said, “listen to me.”

" “There is something else you wish me
to do?” asked Thibault, inwardly quak-
ing.

“Yes, a very urgent something,” re-
plied the wolf. “Do you hear the baying
of the dogs?”

“Indeed 1 do; they are coming nearer
and nearer, and in five minutes they will
be here.”

"And what I want you to do is to get
me out of their way.”

“Get you out of their way! and how?”
cried Thibault, who but too well remem-
bered what it had cost him to meddle
with the Baron's hunting the day before.

“Look about you, think, invent some
way of delivering me!”

“The Baron’s dogs are rough custom-
ers o deal with, and you are asking
neither more nor less than that T should
save your life; for I warn you, if they once
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get hold of you, and they will probably
scent you out, they will make short work
of pulling you to pieces. And now sup-
posing I spare you this disagreeable busi-
ness,” continued Thibault, who imagined
that he had now got the upper hand,
“what will you do for me in return?”

"Do for you in return?”’ said the wolf,
“and how about the buck?”

“And how about the bowl of water?”
said Thibault. "We are quits there, my
good sir. Let us start a fresh business
altogether; if you are agreeable to it, I
am quite willing.”

“Let it be so, then; tell me quickly
what you want of me.”

"There are folks,” proceeded Thibault,
“who might take advantage of the posi-
tion you are now in, and ask for all kinds
of extravagant things, riches, power,
titles, and what not, but I am not going
to do anything of the kind; yesterday 1
wanted the buck, and you gave it me, it is
true; tomorrow, I shall want something
else. For some time past I have been
possessed by a kind of mania, and I do
nothing but wish first for one thing and
then for another, and you will not always
be able to spare time to listen to my de-
mands. So what I ask for is, that, as you
are the devil in person or some one vety
like it, you will grant me the fulfilment
of every wish I may have from this day
forth.”

The wolf put on a mocking expression
of countenance. “Is that all?” he said,

“Your peroration does not accord very
well with your exordium.”

“Oh!” continued Thibault, “'my wishes
are honest and moderate ones, and such
as become a poor peasant like myself. I
want just a little corner of ground, and a
few timbers, and planks; that’s all that a
man of my sort can possibly desire.”

"I should have the greatest pleasure in
doing what you ask,” said the wolf, “but
it is simply mpossxble you know.”
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“Then I am afraid you must make up
your mind to puc up with what the dogs
may do to you.”

“You think so, and you suppose I have
need of your help, and so you can ask
what you please?”

“I do not suppose it, I am sure of it.”

“Indeed! well chen, look.”

“Look where,” asked Thibaule.

“Look at the spot where I was,” said
the wolf.

Thibault drew back in horror. The
place where the wolf had been lying was
empty; the wolf had disappeared, where
or how it was impossible to say. The
room was intact, there was not a hole
in the roof large enough to let a needle
through, nor a crack in the floor through
which a drop of water could have filtered.

“"Well, do you still think that I require
your assistance to get out of trouble?”
said the wolf.

“Where the devil are you?”

“If you put a question to me in my
real name,” said the wolf with a sneer in
his voice, *'T shall be obliged to answer
you. I am still in the same place.”

“But I can no longer see you!"

“Simply because I am invisible.”

“But the dogs, the huntsmen, the
Baron, will come in here after you?”’

“No doubt they will, but they will not
find me.”

“But if they do not find you, they will
set upoﬂ m'.

“As they did yesterday; only yesterday
you were sentenced to thirty-six strokes
of the strap, for having carried off the
buck; today, you will be sentenced to
seventy-two, for having hidden the wolf,
and Agnelette will not be on the spot to
buy you off with a kiss.”

“Phew! what am I to do?”

“Let the buck loose; the dogs will
mistake the scent, and they will get the
blows instead of you.”

“But is it likely such trained hounds
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will follow the scent of a deer in mistake
for that of a wolf?”’

“You can leave that to me,” replied the
voice, “only do not lose any time, ot the
dogs will be here before you have reached
the shed, and that would make matters
unpleasant, not for me, whom they would
not find, but for you, whom they would.”

Thibault did not wait to be warned 2
second time, but was off like a shot to the
shed. He unfastened the buck, which, as
if propelled by some hidden force, leape
from the house, ran round it, crossing the
track of the wolf, and plunged into the
Baisemont coppice. The dogs were
within 2 hundred paces of the hut; Thi-
bault heard them with trepidation; the
whole pack came full force against the
door, one hound after the other.

Then, all at once, two or three gave
cry and weat off in the direction of Baise-
mont, the rest of the hounds after them,

The dogs were on the wrong scent;
they were on the scent of the buck, and
had abandoned that of the wolf.

Thibauit gave a deep sigh of relief; he
watched the hunt gradually disappearing
in the distance, and went back to his
room to the full and joyous notes of the
Baron’s homn.

He found the wolf lying composedly
on the same spot as before, but how it
had found its way in again was quite as
impossible to discover as how it had found
its way out.

CHAPTER 5

The Pact With Satap

HIBAULT stopped short on the

threshold, overcome with astonish-
ment at this re-apparition. “I was say-
ing,” began the wolf, as if nothing had
happened to interrupt the conversation,
“that it is out of my power to grant you
the accomplishment of all the wishes you
may have in future for your own com-
fort and advancement.”
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“Then 1 am to expect nothing from
you?”’

“Not so, for the ill you wish your
neighbor can be carried out with my
help.”

“And, ptray, what good would that do
me personally?”

“You fool! has not a moralist said,
“There is always something sweet to us
in the misfortune of our friends, even
the dearest’?”

“Was it a wolf said thar? I did not
know wolves could boast of moraiists
among their number.”

*No, it was not a wolf, it was a man.”

*And was the man hanged?”

"On the contrary, he was made Gover-
nor of part of Poitou; there are, to be
sure, a good many wolves in that province
—well then, if there is something pleas-
ant in the misfortune of our best friend,
can you not understand what a subject
of rejoicing the misfortune of our worst
enemy must be?”

“There is some truth in that, certainly,”
said Thibault.

“Without taking into consideration that
there is always an opportunity of profiting
by our neighbor’s calamity, whether he
be friend or foe.”

Thibault paused for a minute or two
to consider before he answered:

"By my faith, you are right there, friend
wolf. And suppose, then, you do me this
service, what shall you expect in ex-
change? I suppose it will have to be a
case of give and take, eh?”

“Certainly. Every time that you ex-
press a wish that is not to your own im-
mediate advantage, you will have to re-
pay me with a small portion of your
person.”

Thibault drew back with an exdama-
tion of fear.

*Oh! do not be alarmed! 1 shall not
demand a pound of flesh, as a certain
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Jew of my acquaintance did from his
debtor.”

“What is it then you ask of me?"”

“For the fulfilment of your first wish,
one of your hairs; two hairs for the
second wish, four for the third, and so
on, doubling the number each time.”

Thibault broke into a laugh: “If that
is all you require, Master Wolf, T accept
on the spot; and I shall try to start with
such a comprehensive wish, that I shall
never need to wear a wig. So let it be
agreed between us!” and Thibault held
out his hand. The black wolf lifted his
paw, but he kept it raised.

“Well?” said Thibaule.
“1 was only thinking,” replied the
wolf, “that 1 have rather sharp daws,

and, without wishing to do so, I might
hurt you badly; but I see a way whereby
to dinch the bargain without any damage
done to you. You have a silver ring, I
have a gold one; let us exchange; the
barter will be to your advantage, as you
see.” And the wolf held out its paw.
Thibault saw a ring of the purest gold
shining under the fur of what corre-
sponded to the ring finger, and accepted
the bargain without hesitation; the re-
spective rings then changed ownership.

“Good!"” said the wolf, “'now we two
are married.”

*You mean betrothed, Master Wolf,”
put in Thibault. “Plague upon you! you
g0 too fast.”

“We shall see about that, Master Thi-
bault. And now you go back to your
work, and I'll go back to mine.”

*Good-bye, my lord wolf.”
"Til we meet again, Master Thi-
baule.”

The wolf had hardly uttered these Jast
waords, on which it had laid an unmis-
takable emphasis, ere it disappeared like
a pinch of lighted gunpowder, and like
the gunpowder, left behind a strong
smell of sulfur.
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THlBAULT again stood for a moment
dumfounded. He had not yet grown
accustomed to this manner of making
one’s exit; he looked round him on every
side, but the wolf was not there.

At first he thought the whole thing
must have been a dream, but, looking
down, he saw the devil's ring, on the
third finger of his right hand; he drew
it off and examined it. He saw a mono-
gram engraved on the inner side, and
looking more closely, perceived that it
was formed of two letters, T. and S.

“Ah!" he exclaimed, in a cold sweat,
“Thibault and Satan, the family names
of the two contracting parties. So much
the worse for me! but when one gives
oneself to the devil, one has to do it
without resetve.”

And Thibault began humming a song,
trying to drown his thoughts, but his
voice filled him with fear, for there was
a new and curious sound in it, even to
his own ears. So he fell silent, and went
back to his work as a distraction.

He had only just begun, however, to
shape his wooden shoe, when, some dis-
tance off, from the direction of Baise-
mont, he again heard the baying of the
hounds, and the notes of the Baron’s
hom. Thibault left off working to listen
to these vatious sounds.

“Ah, my fine lord, you may chase
your wolf as long as you like; but I can
tell you, you won’t get this one’s paw to
nail up over the door of your castle.
What a lucky beggar I am! Here am I,
almost as good as a magician, and while
you ride on, suspecting nothing, my
brave dispenser of blows, I have but to
say the word, and a spell will be cast over
you whereby I shall be amply avenged.”
And in thinking thus, Thibault suddenly
paused.

“And, after all,” he went on, “why
shouldn’c I revenge myself on this dam-
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ned Baron and Master Marcotte? Pshaw!
with only a hair at stake I may well
gratify myself on this score.”” And so
saying Thibault passed his hand chrough
the thick, silky hair which covered his
head like a lion’s mane.

“1 shall have plenty of hairs left w
lose,” he continued. “Why bother about
one? And, besides, it will be an oppor-
tunity for seeing whether my friend the
devil has been playing false with me or
not. Very well, thea: I wish a serious
accident to befall the Baron, and as for
that good-for-nothing of a Marcotte, who
laid on to me so roughly yesterday, it is
only fair that something as bad again
shouid happen to him.”

While expressing this double wish,
Thibanlt felr anxious and agitated to the
last degree; for in spite of what he had
already seen of the wolf’s power, he still
feared the Devil might only have been
playing on his credulity. After urteting
his wish, he tried in vain to return to his
work, he took hold of his parer, wrong
side up, and took the skin off his fingers,
and still going on with his paring he
spoile a pair of shoes worth a good twelve
sous. As he was lamenting over this mis-
fortune, and wiping the blood off his
hand, he heard a great commotion in the
direction of the valley; he ran into the
Chrétiennelle road and saw a number of
men walking slowly two and two in his
direction. These men were the prickers
and kennelmen of the Lord of Vez. The
road they were traversing was about two
miles long, so that it was some time be-
fore Thibault could distinguish what the
men were deing, who were walking as
slowly and solemnly as if forming part of
a funeral procession. When, however,
they got to within five hundred paces of
him, he saw that they were carrying two
rough litters, on which were stretched two
lifeless bodies, those of the Baron and of
Marcotte. A cold sweat broke out over

W.T—8
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Thibault's forehead. “Ah!” he exclaimed,
“‘what do I see here?”’

What had happened was this:

Thibault’s expedient for putting the
dogs on the wrong scent had succeeded,
and all had gone well as long as the buck
remained in covert; but it doubled, when
near Marolle, and while crossing the
heath passed within ten paces of the
Baron. The latter thoughe at firsc that
the animal had been startled by hearing
the hounds, and was trying to hide itself.

But at that moment, not more than a
hundred paces behind him, the whole
pack of hounds appeared, forty dogs, run-
ning, yelping, yelling, crying, some in a
deep bass like great cathedral bells, others
with the full sound of a gong, and again
others in a falsetto key, like clarionettes
out of tune, all giving cry at the top of
their voices, as eagerly and merrily as if
they had never followed the scent of any
other beast.

Then the Baron gave way to one of his
wild fits of rage, fits only worthy of
Polichinelle tearing a passion to tatters
in a puppet-show. He did not shout, he
yelled; he did not swear, he cursed. Not
satisfied with lashing his dogs, he rode
them down, trampling them beneath his
horse’s hoofs, flinging himself about in
his saddle like a devil in a stoup of holy
watef. ,

All his maledictions were hutled at his
chief pricker, whom he held responsible
for the stupid blunder that had occurred.
This time Marcotte had not 2 word to say
either in explanation or excuse, and the

r man was terribly ashamed of the
mistake his hounds had made, and mighty
uneasy at the towering passion into
which it had thrown my lord. He made
up his mind therefore to do every-
thing in the power of man, if possible
more, to repair the one and calm the
other, and so started off at full gallop,
dashing among the trees and over the

W.T—9
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brushwood, ctying out at the top of his
voice, while he slashed right and left with
such vigor that every stroke of his whip
ait into-the flesh of the poor animals.
“Back, dogs! back!” But in vain he
rode, and whipped, and called aloud; the
dogs only seemed to become more wildly
anxious to follow up the new-found scent,
as if they recognized the buck of the day
before, and were determined that their
wounded self-esteem should have its
revenge.

Then Marcotte grew desperate, and
determined on the only course that
scemed left. The river Ourcq was close
by, the dogs were already on the point of
crossing the water, and the one chance of
breaking up the pack was to get across
himself and whip back the dogs as they
began to climb the opposite bank. He
spurred his horse in the direction of
the river, and leaped with it into the vety
middle of the stream, both horse and
rider arriving safely in the water; but,
unfortunately, as we have already men-
tioned, the river just at this time was ter-
ribly swollen with the rains, the horse
was unable to stand against the violence
of the current, and after being sw
round two or three times finally disap-
peared. Seeing that it was useless try-
ing to save his horse, Marcotte endeav-
ored to disengage himself, but his feet
were 30 firmly fixed in the stirrups that
he .could not draw them out, and three
seconds after his horse had disappeared,
Marcotte himself was no longer to be
seen.

Meanwhile, the Baron, with the remain-
der of the huntsmen, had ridden up to the
water’s edgc, and his anger was in an
instant converted into grief and alarm as
soon as he became aware of the perilous
situation of his pricker; for the Lord of

_Vez had 2 sincere love toward those who

ministered to his pleasure, whether man
or beast. In a loud voice he shouted to his
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followers: By all the powers of hell!
Save Marcotte! Five and twenty louis,
fifty louis, a hundred louis, to any one who
will save him!” And men and hosses,
like so many startled frogs, leaped into the
water, vying with each other who should
be first. The Baron was for riding into
the river himself, but his henchmen held
him back, and so anxious were they to
prevent the worthy Baron from carrying
out his heroic intention, that their affection
for their master was fatal to the poor
pricker. For one moment he was for-
gotten, byt that last_momenr meant his
death. . He appeared ance more above the
surface, just where the river makes a
bend; he was seen to battle against the
water, and his face for an instant rose into
view, as with ooe last cry he called to his
hounds, “Back! dogs, back!” But the
water again closed over him, stifling the
last syllable of the last word, and it was
not till a quarter of an hour later that his
body was found lying on a little beach of
sand on to which the current had washed
him. -

Marcotte was dead; there was no
daubt about it! This accident was disas-
wous in its effect on the Lord of Vez.
Being the noble lord he was, he had
somewhas of a liking for good wine; and
this predisposed him ever so litde to
apoplexy, and now, as he came face to
face with the corpse of his good servitor,
the emotion was so great that the blood
rushed to his head and brought on a fit.
THLBAULT felt appalled as he realized
A& with what scrupulous exactness the
black wolf had fulfilled his part of the
contract, and -not without a shudder did
he think of the right Master Isengrin now
had to claim an equal punctuality of pay-
ment in return. He began to wonder
uneasily whether the wolf, after all, was
the kind of being that would continue to
be satisfied with a few hairs—and this the

WEIRD TALES

more that both at the moment of his wish
and during the succeeding minutes during
which it was being accomplished, he had
not been conscious of the slightest sensa-
tion anywhere about the roots of his hair,
not even of the least little tickling. He
was far from being pleasantly affected by
the sight of poor Marcotte’s corpse; he
had not loved him, it was true, and he had
felt that he had good reasons for not do-
ing so; but his dislike to the defunct had
never gone so far as to make him wish
for his death, and the wolf had certainly
gone far-beyond his-desites, At the same
time, Thibault had never precisely said
what he did wish, and had left the wolf a
wide margin for the exercise of his malice;
evidently he would have to be more care-
ful in future in stating exactly what he
wanted, and above all, more circumspect
as regards any wish he might formulate.

As to the Baron, although still alive,
he was almost as good as dead. From
the moment when, as the result of Thi-
bault’s wish, he had been struck down as
it were by lightning, he had remained un-
conscious. His men had laid him on the
heap of heather which the shoemeaker
had piled up to hide the door of the
shed, and troubled and frightened, were
ransacking the place to try and find some
restorative which might bring their master
back to life. One asked for vinegar to put
on his temples, another for a key to put
down his back, this one for a bit of board
to slap his hands with, that for some
sulfur to burn under his nose. In the
midst of all this confusion was heard
the voice of little' Engoulevent, calling
out: “In‘the name of all that's good, we
don’t want all this truck, we want a goat.
Ah! if only we had a goat!”

*A goar?” cried Thibault, who would
have rejoiced-to see the Baron recover, for
it would lift at least part of the burden
now weighing on his conscience, and
would also rid his dwelling of these
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marauders. “A goat? I have a goat!”

“Really! you have a goat?” cried
Engoulevent. “'Oh! my friends! now our
dear master is saved!”

And so overcome with joy was he that
he flung his arms round Thibault’s neck,
saying, “Bring out your goat, my friend!
bring out your goat!”

Thibault went to the shed and led out
the goat, which ran after him bleating.

“Hold it firmly by the hotns,” said the
huntsman, “and lifc up one of its front
feet.” And as he gave the word, the
second huntsman drew from its sheath a
Jittle knife which he carried in his belt,
and began carefully sharpening it on the
grindstone which Thibault used for his
tools. “What ate you going to do?” asked
the shoemaker, feeling somewhat uneasy
about these preparations.

“What! don’t you know,” said En-
goulevent, “that there is a little bone in
the shape of a cross inside a goat’s heart,
which, if crushed into powder, is a sover-
eign remedy for apoplexy?”

“You intend to kill my goat?” ex-
claimed Thibault, at the same time leaving
bold of the goat’s horns, and dropping its
foot. “'But I will not have it killed.”

“Fie, fie!” said Engoulevent, “that is

not at all a becoming speech, Monsieur
Thibault. Would you value the life of
our good master as of no more worth than
that of your wretched goat? I am truly
ashamed for you.”
. “It’s easy for you to talk. This goat
is all T have to depend upon, the only
thing I possess. She gives me milk, and
I am fond of her.”

“Ah! Monsieur Thibault, you can not
be thinking of what you are saying—it is
fortunate that the Baron does not hear
you; for he would be broken-hearted to
know that his precious life was being
bargained for in that miserly way.”

**And besides,” said one of the prickers
with a sneering laugh, “if Master Thibault
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values his goat at a price which he thinks
only my lord can pay, there is nothing to
prevent him coming to the castle of Vez to
claim this pagyment. The account can be
settled with what was left over as due to
him yesterday.”

Thibault knew that he could not get the
better of these men, unless he again called
the Devil to his aid; but he had just
received such a lesson from Satan that
there was no fear of his exposing himself,
at all events for a second time the same
day, to similar good offices. His one
desire for the time being was not to wish
any sort of ill to any one of those present.

One man dead, another nearly so—
Thibaule found this lesson enough. Con-
sequently, he kept his eyes turned away
from the menacing and jeering counte-
nances around him, for fear of being
aggravated beyond control. While his
back was turned, the poor goat’s throac
was cut, her piteous cry alone informing
him of the fact; and it was no sooner
killed than its heart, which had hardly
ceased throbbing, was opened in search of
the little bone of which Engoulevent had
spoken, This found, it was ground into
powder, mixed with vinegar diluted with
thirteen drops of gall from the bladder
containing it, the whole stirred together in
a glass with the cross of a rosary, and
then poured gently down the Baron’s
throat, after his teeth had been forced
apart with the blade of a dagger.

The effect of the draft was immediate
and truly miraculous. The Lord of Vez
sneezed, sat up, and said in a voice, intel-
ligible though still a little husky: “Give
me something to drink.”

Engoulevent handed him some water
in 2 wooden drinking-cup, a family pos-
session, of which Thibault was very
proud. But the Baron had no sooner put
his lips to it and become aware of what
the vile, abominable liquid was, which
they had had the impudence to offer him,
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than, with an exclamation of disgust, he
flung the vessel and its contents violently
against the wall, and the cyp fell, smashed
into a thousand pieces. Then in a loud
and sonorous voice, which left no doubt
of his perfect recovery, he called out:
“Bring me some wine.” One of the
pickers mounted and rode at full speed
to the castle of Oigny, and there re-
quested the lord of the place to give him
a flask or two of sound old Burgundy;
ten minutes after he was back again.
Two bottles were uncorked, and there
being no glasses at hand, the Baron put
them in curn to his mouth, draining each
at a single draft.

Then he turned himself round with his
face to the wall, and fell into a profound
slumber.

CHAPTER 6
The Bedevilled Hair

THB huntsmen, being reassured with
regard to their master’s health, now
wentin search of the dogs, which had been
left to carry on the chase alone. They
were found lying asleep, the ground
around them stained with blood. It was
evident that they had run down the buck
and eaten it; if any doubt on the matter
remained, it was done away with by the
sight of the antlers, and a portion of the
jawbone, the only parts of the animal
which they could not crunch up, and
which had therefore not disappeared. In
short, they were the only ones who had
cause to be satisfied with the day’s work.
The huntsmen, after shutting up the
bounds in Thibault’s shed, seeing that
their master was still sleeping, began to
turn their thoughts to getting some sup-
per. They laid hands on everything
they could find in the poor wretch’s cup-
board, and roasted the goat, politely in-
viting Thibault to take a share in the
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meal toward the cost of which he had
not a little contributed. He refused,
giving as a plausible excuse the great
agitation he still was under, owing to
Marcotte’s death and the Baron's acci-
dent. :

He gathered up the fragments of his
beloved drinking-cup, and secing that it
was useless to think of ever being able to
put it together again, he began turning
over in his mind what it might be possible
for him to do, so as to free himself from
the miserable existence which the events
of the last two days had rendered more
insupportable than ever. The first image
that appeared to him was that of Agne-
lette. Like the beautiful angels that pass
before the eyesof children in their dreams,
he saw her figure, dressed all in white,
with large white wings, floating across a
blue sky. She seemed happy and beck-
oned to him to follow, saying the while,
“Those who come with me will be very
happy.” But the only answer which Thi-
bault vouchsafed to this charming vision
was a2 movement of the head and shoul-
ders, which interpreted, meaat, ““Yes, yes,
Agnelette, I see you, and recognize you;
yesterday, it would have been all very
well to follow you; but today I am, like
a king, the arbiter of life and death, and I
am not the man to make foolish conces-
sions to a love only born a day ago, and
which has hardly learnt to stammer out
its firsc words. To marry you, my poor
child, far from lessening the bitter hard-
ships of our lives, would only double or
treble the burden under which we are
both borne down. No, Agnelette, no!
You would make a charming mistress; but,
a wife—she must be in a position to bring
money to sapport the household, equal in
proportion to the power which I should
contribute.”

His conscience told him plainly that he
was engaged to marry Agnelette; but he
quieted it with the assurance that if he
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broke the engagement, it would be for
the good of that gentle creature.

“I am an upright man,” he murmured
to himself, “and it is my duty to sacrifice
my personal pleasure to the welfare of the
dear child. And more than that, she is
sufficiently young and pretty and good, to
find a better fate than what would await
her as the wife of a plain sabot-maker.”

And the end of all these fine reflec-
tions was, that Thibault felt himself
bound to allow his foolish promises of the
day before to melt away into air, and to
forget the betrothal, of which the only
witnesses had been the quivering leaves of
the birch trees, and the pink blossom of
the heather. It should be added that there
was another mental vision, not wholly
irresponsible for the resolution at which
Thibault had arrived—the vision of 2
certain young widow, owner of the mill
at Croyolles, a woman between twenty-
six and twenty-eight, fresh and plump,
with fine, rolling eyes, not devoid of mis-
chief. Moreover, she was credibly sup-
posed to be the richest match in all the
countryside, for her mill was never idle,
and so, for all reasons, as one can clearly
see, it was the very thing for Thibault.

Formerly, it would never have occutred
to Thibault to aspire to any one in the
position of the rich and beautiful Madame
Polet, for such was the name of the owner
of the mill; and this will explain why
her name is introduced here for the first
time. And, in truth, it was the first time
that she had ever occurred as a subject
of serious consideration to our hero. He
was astonished at himself for not having
thought of her before, but then, as he said
to himself, he had often thought about
her, but without hope; while now, seeing
that he was under the protection of the
wolf, and that he had been endowed with
a supernatural power, which he had al-
ready had occasion to exercise, it seemed
to him an easy matter to get rid of all his
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rivals and achieve his purpose. True,
there were evil tongues that spoke of the
owner of the mill as having something of
an ill temper and a hard heatt; but the
shoemaker came to the conclusion that,
with the devil up his sleeve, he need not
trouble himself about any wicked spirit,
any petty little second-class demon that
might find a comer in Widow Polet’s
disposition. And so, by the time the day,
broke, he had decided to go to Croyolles,
for all these visions had of course visited
him during the night.

HE Lord of Vez awoke with the first

song of the birds; he had entirely re-
covered from his indisposition of the day
before, and woke up his followers with
loud slashings of his whip. Having sent
off Marcotte’s body to Vez, he decided
that he would not return home without
having killed something, but thathe would
hunt the boar, just as if nothing out of the
way had taken place on the previous day.
At last, about six o’clock in the morning,
they all went off, the Baron assuring
Thibault that he was most grateful to
him for the hospitality that he himself
and his men and dogs had met with under
his poor roof, in consideration of which
he was quite willing, he swore, to forget
all the grievances which he had against
the shoemaker.

It will be easily guessed that Thibaule
experienced little regret at the depart-
ure of lord, dogs, and huntsmen. All
these having at last disappeared, he
stood a few moments contemplating
his ransacked home, his empty cupboard,
his broken furniture, his empty shed, the
ground scattered with fragments of his
belongings. But, as he told himself, all
this was the ordinary thing to happen
whenever one of the great lords went
through a place, and the future, as it
appeared to him, was far too brilliant to
allow him to dwell long on this spec-
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tacle. He dressed himself in his Sunday
attire, smartening himself as best he
could, ate his last bit of bread with the
last morsel lefe of his goat, went to the
spring and drank a large glass of water,
and started off for Croyolles. Thibault
was determined to try his fortune with
Madame Polet before the day was over,
and cherefore set out about nine o’clock
in the morning.

The shortest way to Croyolles was
round by the rear of Oigny and Pisseieu.
Now Thibault knew every in and out
of the forest of Villers-Cotterets as well
as any tailor knows the pockets he has
made; why, therefore, did he take the
Chrétiennelle track, seeing that it length-
ened his journey by a good mile and
a half? Reader, it was because this lane
would bring him near to the spot where
he had first seen Agnelette; for although
practical considerations were carrying him
in the direction of Croyolles Mill, his
heart was drawing him toward Précia-
mont. And there, as fate would have it,
just after crossing the road that ruas to
La Ferté-Milou, he came upon Agunelette,
cutting grass by the wayside for her goats.
He might easily have passed her without
being seen, for her back was turned to-
ward him; but the evil spirit prompted
him, and he went straight up to her. She
was stooping to cut the grass with her
sickle, but hearing some one approach-
ing she lifted her head, and blushed as
she recognized that it was Thibaule. With
the blush a happy smile rose to her face,
which showed that the rising .color was
not due to any feeling of hostility to-
ward him.

“Ah! there you are,” she said. 1T
dreamt much of you last night, and
prayed many prayers for you also.” And
as she spoke, the vision of Agnelette
passing along the sky, with the dress and
wings of an angel, and her hands joined
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in supplication, as he had seen her the.
previous night, returned ¢o him.

*And what made you dream of me and
pray for me, my pretty child?” asked
Thibault with as unconcerned an air as a
young lord ar court. Agnelette looked at
him with her large eyes of heavenly blue.

“I dreamed of you, Thibault, because
I love you,” she said, “and I prayed for
you, because I saw the accident that hap-
pened to the Baron and his huntsmen, and
all the trouble that you were put to in
consequence. . . . Ah! if I had been
able to obey the dictates of my heart, I
should have run to you at once to give you
help.”

“It is a pity you did not come; you
would have found a merry company, I
can tell you!”

“Oh! it was not for that I should have
liked to be with you, but to be of use to
you in receiving the Baron and his train.
Oh! what a beautiful ring you have, Mon-
sieur Thibaule; where did you gert it?”

And the girl pointed to the ring which
had been given to Thibault by the wolf.
Thibaule felt his blood run cold. “This
ring?” he said.

“Yes, that ring,” and seeing that Thi-
bault appeared unwilling to answer her,
Agnelette turned her head aside, and
sighed, “A present from some fine lady,
I suppose,” she said in a low voice.

“There you are mistaken, Agnelette,”
seplied Thibaule with all the assurance of
a consummate liar. “It is our betrothal
ring, the one I have bought to put on
your finger the day we are married.”

“Why not tell me the cruth, Monsieur
Thibault?”” said Agnelette, shaking her
head sadly.

“I am speaking the truth, Agnelette.”

“No,"” and she shook her head mote
sadly than before.

“And what makes you think that I am
telling a lie?”

“Because the ring is large enough to
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go over two of my fingers.” And Thi-
bault’s finger would certainly have made
two of Agnelette’s.

“If it is too large, Agnelette,” he said,
“we can have it made smaller.”

“Good-bye, Monsieur Thibault.”

“What! Good-bye?"

“Yes.”

*You are going to leave me?”

“Yes, 1 am going.”

“And why, Agnelette?”

“Because 1 do not leve liars.”

Thibault tried to think of some vow he
could make to reassure Agnelette, but in
vain,

“Listen,” said Agnelette, with tears in
her eyes, for it was not without a great
effort of self-control that she was turning
away, "if that ring is really meant for
me——"'

“Agnelette, I swear to you that it is.”

"Well then, give it to me to keeptill our
wedding day, and on that day I will give
it back to you, that you may have it
blessed.”

- I will give it you with all my heart,”
replied Thibault, "but I want to see it on
your pretty hand. You were right in
saying that it was too large for you, and
1 am -going into Villers-Cotterets today;
we will take the measure of your finger,
and I will get Monsieur Dugué, the gold-
smith there, to alter it for us.”

The smile returned to Agnelette’s face
and her tears were dried up at once. She
put out her little hand; Thibault took it
between his own, turned it over and
looked at it, first on the back and then on
the palm, and stooping, kissed it.

“Oh!” said Agnelette, “you should
not kiss my hand, Monsieur Thibaule, it
is not pretty enough.”

"'Give me something else, then, to kiss.”
And Agnelette lifted her face that he
might kiss her on the forehead.

“And now,” she said joyously, and
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with childish eagerness, “let me see the
ring.”

Thibauft drew off the ring, and laugh-
ing, tried to put it on Agnelette’s thumb;
but, to his great astonishment, he could
not get it over the joint. “Well, well,” he
exclaimed, “'who would ever have thought
such a thing?”

Agnelette began to laugh. "It is funny,
isn’t it!"” she said.

Then Thibault tried to pass it over the
first finger, but with the same result as
when he put it on the thumb. He next
tried the middle finger, but the ring
seemed to grow smaller and smaller, as if
fearing to sully this virgin hand; then
the third finger, the same on which he
wore it himself, but it was equally im-
possible to get it on. And as he made
these vain attempts to fit the ring, Thi-
baule felt Agnelette’s hand trembling
more and more violently within his own,
while the sweat fell from his own brow,
as if he were engaged in the most ardu-
ous work; there was something diabolic
at the bottom of it, as he knew quite
well. At Jast he came to the little finger
and endeavored to pass the ring over it.
This little finger, so small and transparent
that the ring should have hung as loosely
upon it as a bracelet on one of Thibault’s,
this litle finger, in spite of all Agnelette’s
efforts, refused to pass through the ring.
“Ah! my God, Monsieur Thibaul¢!” cried
the child, “'what does this mean?”

“Ring of the Devil, return to the Dev-
il cried Thibault, flinging the ring
against a rock, in the hope that it would
be broken. As it struck the rock, it
emitted flame; then it rebounded, and in
rebounding, fitted itself on to Thibault’s
finger. Agnelette, who saw this strange
evolution of the ring, looked at Thibault
in horrified amazement. “Well,” he said,
trying to brave it out, “what is the mat-
ter?”’

- Agnelette did not answer, but as she
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continued to look at Thibault, her eyes
.grew more and more wild and frightened.
Thibault could not think what she was
looking at, but slowly lifting her hand and
pointing with her finger ac Thibault's
head, she said, “Oh! Monsieur Thibault,
Monsieur Thibault, what have you got
there?”

“Where?”’ asked Thibault.

“There! there!” cried Agnelette, grow-
ing paler and paler.

“Well, but where?”’ cried the shoe-
maker, stamping with his foot. *“Tell me
what you see.”

But instead of replying, Agnelette
covered her face with her hands, and
uttering a cry of terror, turned and fled
with all her might.

Thibault, stunned by what had hap-
pened, did not even attempt to follow
her; he stood rooted to the spot, unable
to move or speak, as if thunderstruck.

WHAT had Agnelette seen that had
alarmed her so? Whar was it that
she pointed to with her finger? Had God
branded him, as He branded the first
murderer? And why not? Had not he,
like Cain, killed a man? And in the last
sermon he had heard at Oigny had not
the preacher said that all men were
brothers?

Thibaule felt wild with misgivings;
what had so terrified Agnelette? That he
must find out without delay. At first he
thought he would go into the town of
Bourg-Fontaine and look at himself in a
glass. But then, supposing the fatal mark
was upon him, and others, besides Agne-
lette, were to see it! No, he must think
of some other way of finding out. He
could, of course, pull his hat over his
brow, and run back to Oigny, where he
had a fragment of mirror in which he
could see himself; but Oigny was a long
way off. Then he remembered that only
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a few paces from where he stood, there
was a spring as transparent as crystal,
which fed the pond near Baisemont, and
those at Bourg; he would be able to see
himself in that as clearly as in the finest
mirror from Saint-Gobain.

So Thibault went to the side of the
stream and, kneeling down, looked at
himself. He saw the same eyes, the same
nose, and the same mouth, and not even
the slightest little mark upon the fore-
head—he drew a breath of relief. But
still, there must have been something.
Agnelette had cerrainly not taken fright
for nothing. Thibault bent over closee
to the crystal water; and now he saw
there was something bright that shone
amid the dark curls on his head and fell
over his forehead. He leaned closer still
—1it was a red hair. A red hair, but of a
most peculiar red—not sandy-colored or
carroty; neither of a light shade nor a
dark; but a red of the color of blood,
with a brightness of the most vivid
flame.

Without stopping to consider how a
hair of such a phenomenal color could
possibly have grown there, he began try-
ing to pull it out. He drew forward the
curl where gleamed the terrible ted hair,
that it might hang over the water, and
then taking hold of it carefully between
his finger and thumb gave it a violent
pull; but the hair refused to come away.
Thinking that he had not got sufficient
hold of it, he tried another way, wind-
ing the hair round his finger and again
giving it a vigorous jerk—the hair cut
into his fingers but remained as firmly
rooted as ever. Thibault then turned it
round ewo of his fingers and pulled again;
the hair lifted a little bit of his scalp,
but as to moving, Thibault might as well
have tried to move the oak that threw its
shady branches across the stream.

Thibaule began to think that he would
do better to continue his walk to Croy-
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olles; after all, as he remarked to himself,
the questionable color of a single hair
would hardly upset his plans of marriage.
Nevertheless, the wretched hair caused
him a great deal of worry; he could not
get it out of his mind, it seemed to dance
before his eyes, dazzling him like flames
of running fire, until at last, out of all
patience, he stamped his foot, exclaim-
ing, "By all the devils in hell! T am not
far from home yet, and I'll get the better
of this confounded hair somehow.”

Whereupon he set off running back
toward his hut, went in and found his
fragment of mirror, got hold of his hair
again, seized a carpenter’s chisel, placed
it so as to cut off the hair as close to the
head as possible, and keeping hair and
tool in this position, leant over his bench,
and dug the chisel down with as much
force as possible. The tool cut deeply in-
to the wood of the bench, but the hair
remained intact. He tried the same plan
again, only this time he armed himself
with 2 mallet, which he swung over his
head and brought down with redoubled
blows on the handle of the chisel—but
he was as far as ever from carrying out
his purpose. He noticed, however, that
there was a little notch in the sharp edge
of the chisel, just the width of a hair.
Thibault sighed; he understood now that
this hair, the price he had paid in return
for his wish, belonged to the black wolf,
and he gave up all further attempts to get
rid of it.

(To be continued next month)
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YA REPRINT

he Wolf-Leader

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

CHAPTER 7
The Boy at the Mill

FINDING it impossible either to cut off
ot pull out the accursed hair, the only
thing left for Thibault to do was to hide
it as well as he cculd, by bringing the
other hair over it; everybody would not,
he hoped, have such eyes as Agnelette.

As we have alrcady said, Thibault had
a fine head of black hair, and by parting it
down the side, and giving a certain turn
to the front lock, he trusted that the one
hair would pass unobserved.

He recalled with envy the young lords
whom he had seen at the courtof Madame
de Maintenon, for, with their powdered
wigs to cover it, the color of their hair,
whatever it might be, was of no moment.
He, unfortunately, could not make use of
powder to hide his, being prohibited from
doing so by the sumptuary faws of the
period.

However, having successfully managed,
by an adroit turn of the comb, to hide his
one red hair artistically under the others,
Thibault decided to start again on his pre-
meditated visit to the fair owner of the

* This remarkabe werewolf novel, by Alexandre
Dumas, fils, is not included in the pubiished collectiona
of Dumas’ works in Lnglish, and will therefore be
new to our readers, cxoept those who have had the
good fortune to read tre story in the original French,

mill. He was careful this time, instead of
inclining to the left, to verge toward the
right, fearing to meet Agnelette if he
followed the same path as he had taken
that morning.

Emerging, therefore, on to the road
leading to LaFerté-Milou, he then took
the footpath which runs direct to Pisseleu
across the fields. Arriving at Pisseleu, he
continued along the valley in the direction
of Croyolles, but had scarcely pursued
this lower road for more than a few min-
utes, when, walking just ahead of him,
he saw two donkeys being driven by a
tall youth, whom he recognized as a
cousin of his, named Landry. Cousin
Landry was head boy at the mill, in the
service of the owner whom Thibault was
on his way to visit, and as the latter had
but 2n indirect acquaintance with the
widow Polet, ke had counted on Landry
to introduce him. It was a lucky chance
therefore to come across his cousin like
this, and Thibault hastened to overtake
him.

Hearing footsteps behind him echoing
his own, Landry turned and recognized
Thibault. Thibault had always found
Landry a pleasant and cheerful compan-
ion, and he was therefore very much
astonished to see him looking sad and

This story began in WERIRD TALES for August
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troubled. Landry waited for Thibault to
come up to him, letting his donkeys go on
alone. Thibault was the first to speak:

“Why, Cousin Landry,” he asked,
“what's the meaning of this? Here am
1, putting myself out and leaving my work
to come and shake hands with a friend
and relation that I have not seen for more
than six weeks, and you greet me with a
face like that!”

“Ah, my dear Thibault,” replied Lan-
dry, “what would you have of me? I may
greet you with a gloomy face, but, believe
me or not as you will, I am truly de-
lighted to see you.”

“That may be as you say, but you do
not appear so.” ‘

*“What do you mean?”

*You tell me you are delighted to see
me in a tone of voice fit to bring on the
blue-devils. Why, my dear Landry, you
are generally as bright and lively as the
dick-clack of your mill, and singing songs

.to accompany it, but today you are as
melancholy as the crosses in the cemetery.
How now then? Has the mill stopped for
waat of water?”

"Oh! not that! There is no want of
water; on the contrary, there is more than
usual, and the sluice is kept constaatly at
work. But, you see, instead of con, it is
my heart that is in the mill, and the mill
works so well and so incessantly, and my
heart is sa ground between the stones
thar there is nothing left of it but a little
powder.” :

“Indeed! Are you so miserable then at
the mill?”*

"Ah! would to God I had been dragged
under the wheel the first day I put my
foot inside it!”

“"But what is it? You frighten me,
Landry! . . . Tell me all your troubles,
my dear lad.”

‘Landry gave a deep sigh.

“We are cousins,” continued Thibault,
Yand if I am too poor to give you a few
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crowns to help you out of any money
trouble you are in I can at lease give you
some words of good advice if it is a mat-
ter of the heart that is causing you grief.”

“Thaok you, Thibault; but neither
money nor advice can do me any good.”

“Well, anyhow, tell me what is the
matter; it eases trouble to speak of it.”

“No, no; it would be useless; 1 will
say nothing."” '

Thibault began to laugh.

*“You laugh?” said Landry, both angry
and astonished. My trouble makes you
laugh?”

“I am not langhing at your trouble,
Landry, but at your thinking that you can
hide the cause of it from me, when it is as
easy as anything to guess what it is.”

“Guess then.” _

“"Why, you are in love; nothing more
difficult than that to guess, I can swear.”

"1, in love!” exclaimed Landry; “who
has been telling you lies like that?”’

"It is not a lie, it is che truth.”

Landry again drew a deep sigh, more
laden with despair even than his former
one.

“Well, yes!" he said, “it is so, I am in
love!”

"Ah! that's right! You have spoken out
ae last!” said Thibault, not without a cer-
tain quickening of the pulse, for he fore-
saw a rival in his cousin. “And with
whom are you in love?”

“As to that, Coasin Thibault, you will
have to drag the heart out of my breast be-
fore I tell you.”

"You have told me already.’

“What? I have told you who it is?”
cried Landry, staring at Thibault with
astonished eyes.

*Certainly you have.”

"“Surely you can not mean it!”

“Did you oot say that it would have
been better for you to have been dragged
under by the mill wheel the first day you
entered into the service of Madame Polet,
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than ¢ have been taken on by her as
chief hand? You are unhappy at the mill,
and you are in love; therefore, you are
in love with the mistress of the mill, and
it is this love which is causing your un-
5.”

“Ah, Thibaule, pray hush! What if
she were to overhear us?”

“How is it possible that she can over-
hear 'us; where do you imagine her to be,
unless she is able to make herself in-
visible, or to change herself into a butrer-

fly or a lower?”
you keep

“Never mind, Thibaule,

“Your mistress of the mill is hard-
hearted then, is she? And takes no pity
on your despair, poor fellow?”” was Thi-
‘bault’s rejoinder: but his words, though
seemingly expressive of great commisera-
tion, had a shade of satisfaction and
amuscment in them.

“Hard-hearted! I should think so in-
deed!” said Landry. “In the beginning,
I was foolish enough to fancy that she
did not repulse my love. . . . All day fong
I was devouring her with my eyes, and
now and then, she too would fix her eyes
on me, and after looking at me a while,
would smile. . . . Alas! my dear Thibault,
what happiness those looks and smiles
were to me! ... Ah! why did I not con-
tent myself with them?”

“Well, there it is,”" said Thibault
philosophically. “Man is so insatiable.”

“Alas! yes; 1 forgot that 1 had ¢o do
with some one above me in position, and
I spoke. Then Madame Polet flew into a
great rage; called me an insolent beggar,
and threatened to tum me out of doors
the very next weck.”

“Phew!” said Thibault, *and how long
ago is that?”

“Nearly three wecks.”

“And the following week is still to
come?” The shoemaker as he put the
question began to feel a revival of the
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uneasiness which had been momentarily
allayed, for he understood women better
than his cousin Landry., After a minute’s
silence, he continued: “Well, well, you
are not 50 unhappy afver all as I thought
you.”

“Not so unhappy as you thought
me?"”

*No.”

“Ah! if you only knew the life I lead!
Never a look, or a smile! 'When she meets
me she wns away, when I speak to ber
on matters concerning the :mlrl, she
listens with such a disdainful air, that
instead of talking of bran and wheat and
rye, of barley and oats, of first and second
crops, I begin to cry, and then she says
0 me, Take care! in such a menacing
tone, that I run away and hide myself.”

“"Well, but why do you pay your ad-
dresses to this mistress of yours? There
are plenty of gitls in the counuy round
who would be glad to have you for their
wooer.”

“Because I love her ia spite of myself.
I can not help it, so there!”

"Take up with some one else; I'd think
no more about her.”

“Eoould not do it.”

“Al any rate, you might try. It's just
possible that if she saw you transferring
your affections to another, the mistress
of the mill might grow jealous, and might
then run after you, as you are now run-
ning after her. Women are such curious
creatures.”’

“Oh, if I was sure of that, I would be-
gin to try at once . . . although now——"
and Landry shook his head.

“Well, what a2bout . . . now?”

"Aldlough now, after all that has hap-
pened, it would be of no use.’

“What has happened then?” asked
Thibault, who was anxious to ascertain

all particulars.
“Oh! as to that, oothing,” replied
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Landry, “and I do not even dare speak
of it.”

“Why?”’

“Because, as they say with us, ‘Best
let sleeping dogs lie’.”

Thibault would have continued to urge
Landry to tell him what the trouble was
to which he referred, but they were now
near the mill, and their explanation
would have to remain unfinished, even if
once begun. What was more, Thibault
thought that he alteady knew enough;
Landry was in love with the fair owner
of the mill, but the fair owner of the mill
was not in love with Landry. And, in
truth, he feared no danger from a rival
such as this, It was with a cerrain pride
and self-complacency that he compared
the timid, boyish looks of his cousin, a
mere lad of eighteen, with his own five
feet six and well-set figure, and he was
naturally led into thinking that, however
litde of a woman of taste Madame Polet
might be, Landry’s failure was a good
reason for believing that his own success
was agsured.

HE mill at Croyolles is charmingly
situated at the bottom of a .cool
green valley; the stream thac works it
forms a little pond, which is shaded by
pollard willows and slender poplars; and
between these dwarfed and giant trees
stand magnificent alders, and immense
walnut trees with their fragranc foliage.
After turning the wheel of the mill, the
foaming water runs off in a little rivulet,
which never ceases its hymn of joy as
it goes leaping over the pebbles of its
bed, starring the flowers that lean
coquettishly over to look at themselves in
its clear shallows with the liquid dia-
monds that are scattered by its tiny water-
falls.
The mill itself lies so hidden in a
bower of shrubs, behind the sycamores
and weeping willows, that until one is
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within a shott distance of it, nothing is
to be secen but the chimney from which
the smoke rises against the background
of trees like a column of blue-tinted
alabaster. Although Thibault was famil-
iar with the spot, the sight of it filled him,
as he now looked upon it, with a feeling
of delight which he had not hitherto ex-
petienced; but then he had never before
gazed on it under the conditions in which
he now found himself, for he was already
conscious of that sense of personal satis-
facion which the proprietor feels on
visiting an estate which has been ob-
tained for him by proxy. On entering the
farm-yard, where the scene was more ani-
mated, he was moved to even greater
ecstasy of enjoyment.

The blue and purple-throated pigeons
were cooing on the roofs, the ducks
quacking and going through sundry evo-
lutions in the stream, the hens were cluck-
ing on the dung-heap, and the turkey-
cocks bridling and strutting as they
courted the turkey-hens, while the brown
and white cows came slowly in from the
fields, their udders full of milk. Here, on
onc side, a cart was being unloaded;
there, as they were being unharnessed,
two splendid horses neighed and stretched
their necks, now freed from the collar,
toward their mangers; a boy was carrying
a sack up into the granary, and a girl was
bringing another sack filled with crusts
and the refuse water to an enormous pig
that lay basking in the sun waiting to be
transformed into salt-pork, sausages, and
black puddings; all the animals of the
atk were there, from the braying donkey
to the crowing cock, mingling their dis-
cordant voices in this rural concert, while
the mill, with its regular click-clack,
seemed to be beating time,

Thibault felt quite dazzled; he saw
himself the owner of all that he now
looked upon, and he rubbed his hands to-
gether with such evident pleasure that
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Landry, if he had not been so absorbed in
his own trouble, which grew ever greater
as they drew nearer to the house, would
certainly have noticed this apparently
causeless emotion of joy on his cousin’s
part. As they entered the farm-yard, the
widow, who was in the dining-room, be-
came aware of their presence, and seemed
very inquisitive to know who the stranger

" was who had returned with her head boy.
Thibault, with an easy and confident
manner, went up to the dwelling-house,
gave his name, and explained to her that,
having a great wish to see his cousin
Landry, he had decided to come over and
introduce himself to her.

The mistress of the mill was extremely
gracious, and invited the newcomer to
spend the day at the mill, accompanying
her invitation with a smile that Thibault
took as a most favorable augury.

Thibault had not come unprovided
with a present. He had unhooked some
thrushes which he had found caught in a
snare set with rowan-berries, as he came
through the forest; and the widow sent
them at once to be plucked, saying as she
did so, that she hoped Thibault would
sty to eat his share of them. But he
could not help noticing that all the while
she was speaking to him, she kept on
looking over his shoulder at something
which seemed to attract her attention, and
turning quickly, he saw that the pre-
occupation of the fair owner of the mill
had evidently been caused by watching
Landry, who was unloading his asses.
Becoming conscious that Thibaule had
noticed the wandering of her looks and
attention, Madame Polet turned as red as
a cherry, but, immediately recovering her-
self, she said to her new acquaintances:

“*Monsieur Thibault, it would be kind
of you, who appear so robust, to go and
help your cousin; you can see that the job
is too heavy a one for him alome.” And
so saying, she went back into the house.
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“Now, the devil!” muttered Thibault,
as he looked first after Madame Polet and
then at Landry, “is the fellow after all
more fortunate than he suspects himself,
and shall I be forced to call the black
wolf to my assistance to get rid of him?"”

However, he went as the owner of the
mill had asked him, and gave the re-
quired assistance. Feeling quite sure that
the pretty widow was looking at him
through some chink or other of the cur-
tain, he put forch all his strength, and
displayed to the full his athletic grace, in
the accomplishment of the task in which
he was sharing.

The unloading finished, they all as-
sembling in the dining-room where a wait-
ing-maid was busy setting the table. As
soon as dinner was served, Madame Polet
took her place at the head of the table,
with Thibault to her right. She was all
attention and politeness to the latter, so
much so indeed that Thibault, who had
been temporarily crestfallen, took heart
again, filled with hope. In order to do
honor to Thibault’s present, she had her-
self dressed the birds with juniper-
berries, and so prepared, no more delicate
or appetizing dish could well have been
provided. While laughing at Thibauk's
sallies, however, she cast stealthy glances
now and again at Landry, who she saw
had not touched wha: she herself had
placed on the poor boy’s plate, and also
that great tears were rolling down his
cheeks, and falling into the untasted juni-
per sauce. This mute sorrow touched her
heart; a look almost of tenderness came
into her face, as she made a sign to him
with her head, which seemed to say, so
expressive was it, “‘Eat, Landry, I beg of
you.” There was a whole world of lov-
ing promises in this lictle pantomime,
Landry understood the gesture, for he
nearly choked himself trying to swallow
the bird at one mouthful, so eager was he
to obey the orders of his fair mistress.
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Noching of all this escaped Thibauit's
eye.
He swore to himself, using an oath that
he had heard in the mouth of the Seig-
neur Jean, and which, now that he was
the friend of the devil, he fancied he
might use like any other great lord: “Can
it be possible,” he thought, “that she is
really in love with this slip of a youth?
Well, if so, it does not say much for her
taste, and more than that, it does not suit
my plaos at all. No, no, my fair mistress,
what you need is 2 man who will know
how to look well after the affairs of the
mill, and that man will be myself or the
black wolf will find himself in the wrong
box.”

Noticing a minute later that Madame
Polet had finally gone back to the earlier
stage of sidelong glances and smiles
which Landry had described to him, he
continued, I see I shall have to resort
to stronger measures, for lose her I will
not; there is not another match in all the
countryside that would suit me equally
well. But then, what am I to do with
Cousin Landry? His love, it is true, upsets
my arrangements; but I really can not
for so small a thing send him to join the
wretched Marcotte in the other world.
But what a fool I am to bother my brains
about finding a way to help myself! It's
the wolf’s business, not mine.”

Then in a low voice: “Black wolf,” he
said, “arrange matters in such a way, that
withour any accident or harm happening
to my Cousin Landry, I may get rid of
him.” The prayer was scarcely uttered,
when he caught sight of a small body of
four or five men in military uniform,
walking down the hill-side and coming
toward the mill. Landry also saw them;
for he uttered a loud cry, got up as if to
run away, and then fell back in his chair,
as if all power of movement had for-
saken him,
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CHAPTER 8
Thibault’s Wishes

THB widow, on perceiving the effect
which the sight of the soldiers ad-
vancing toward the mill had upon
Landry, was almost as frightened as the
lad himself.

“Ah! dear God!” she cried, “what is
the matter, my poor Laadry?”

“Say, what is the matter?” asked
Thibaule in his turn.

“Alas!” replied Landry, “last Thurs-
day, in 2 moment of despair, meeting the
recruiting-sergeant at the Dauphin Inn, I
enlisted.”

“In a moment of despair!” exclaimed
the mistress of the mill. “And why were
you in despair?”

“1 was in despair,” said Landry, with
a mighty effort, “I was in despair because
I love you.”

“And it is because you loved me, un-
happy boy, that you enlisted?”

“Did you not say that you would turn
me away from the mill?”

“And have I turned you away?” asked
Madame Polet, with an expression which
it was impossible to misinterpret.

“Ah, God! then you would not really
have sent me away?"’ asked Landry.

“Poor boy!” said the mistress of the
mill, with a smile and a pitying move-
ment of the shoulders, which, at any
other time, would have made Landry al-
most die of joy, but, as it was, only
doubled his distress.

“Perhaps even now I might have time
to hide,” he said.

“Hide!”" said Thibault,
of no use, I can tell you.”

“And why not?” said Madame Polet,
“I am going to try, anyhow. Come, dear
Landry.”

And she led the young man away, with
every mark of the most loving sympathy.

Thibault followed them with his eyes:

“that will be
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“It’s going badly for you, Thibault, my
friend,” he said; ‘“fortunately, let her
hide him as cleverly as she may, they have
a good scent, and will find him out.”
 In saying this, Thibault was uncon-
scious that he was giving utterance to a
fresh wish.

The widow had evidently not hidden
Landry very far away, for she returned
after a few seconds of absence; the hiding
Pplace was probably all the safer for being
near. She had scarcely had time to take
breath when the recruiting-sergeant and
his companions appeared at the door.
Two remained outside, no doubt to carch
Landry if he should attempt to escape.
The sergeant and the other soldier
walked in with the confidence of men
who are conscious of acting under author-
ity. The sergeant cast a searching glance
round the room, brought back his right
foot into the third position and lifted his
hand to the peak of his cap.

The mistress of the mill did not wait
for the sergeant to address her, but with
one of her most fascinating smiles, asked
him if he would like some refreshment,
an offer which no recruiting-sergeant is
ever known to refuse. Then, thinking it
a favorable moment to put the question,
she asked them while they were drinking
their wine, what had brought them to
Croyolles Mill. The sergeant replied that
he had come in search of a lad, belonging
to the mill, who, after drinking with him
to his Majesty’s health and signing his
engagement, had not reappeared. The
lad in question, interrogated as to his
name and dwelling-place, had declared
himself to be one Landry, living with
Madame Polet, a widow, owner of the
mill at Croyolles. On the strength of this
declaration, he had now come to Madame
"Polet, widow, of Croyolles Mill, to re-
claim the defaulter.

The widow, quite convinced that it was
permissible to lie for a good cause, as-
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sured the sergeant that she knew nothing
of Landry, nor had any one of that name
ever been at the mill.

The sergeant in reply said that
Madame had the finest eyes and the most
charming mouth in the world, but that
was no reason why he should implicitly
believe the glances of the one or the
words of the other. He was bound,
therefore, he continued, “to ask the fair
widow to allow him to search the mill.”

The search was begun; in about five
minutes the sergeant came back into the
room and asked Madame Polet for the
key of her room. The widow appeared
very much surprized and shocked at such
a request, but the sergeant was so per-
sistent and determined thar at last she
was forced to give up the key. A minute
or two later, and the sergeant walked in
again, dragging Landry in after him by
the oollar of his coat. When the widow
saw them both enter, she tumned deadly
pale. As for Thibault, his heart beat so
violently that he thought it would burst,
for without the black wolf’s assistance,
he was sure the sergeant would never
have gone to look for Landry where he
had found him.

“Ah! ah! my good fellow!” cried the
sergeant in a mocking voice, “'so we pre-
fer the service of beauty to the King's
service? That is easy to understand; but
when one has the good fortune to be born
in" his Majesty’s domains and to have
drunk his health, one has to give him a
share of service, when his turn comes, So
you must come along with us, my fine
fellow, and after a few years in the
King's uniform, you can come back and
servé under your old flag. So, now then,
march!”

“But,” cried the widow, “Landry is not
yet twenty, and you have not the right
to take him under twenty.”

“She is right,” added Landry, “1 am
not twenty yet.”
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*And when will you be twenty?”

“Not until tomorrow."”

“Good,” said the sergeant, “we will
put you tonight on a bed of straw, like a
medlar, and by tomorrow, at daybreak,
when we wake you up, you will be ripe.”

Landry wept. The widow prayed,
pleaded, implored, allowed herself to be
kissed by the soldiers, patiently endured
the coarse pleasantry excited by her sot-
row, and at last offered a hundred crowns
to buy him off. But all was of no avail.
Landry's wrists were bound, and then one
of the soldiers taking hold of the end
of the cord, the party started off, but not
before the lad of the mill had found time
to assure his dear mistress, that far or
near, he would always love her, and that,
if he died, her name would be the last
upon his lips. The beautiful widow, on
her side, had lost all thought of the
world’s opinion in face of this
catastrophe, and before he was led away,
she clasped Landry to her heart in a
tender embrace.

When the little party had disappeared
behind the willows, and she lost sight of
them, the widow's distress became so
overpowering that she became insensible,
and had to be carried and laid on her bed.
Thibault lavished upon her the most de-
voted attention. He was somewhat taken
aback ar the strong feeling of -affection
which the widow evinced for his cousin;
however, as this only made him applaud
himself the more for having cut at the
root of the evil, he still cherished the

most sanguine hopes.

N COMING to herself, the first name

the widow uttered was that of Lan-
dry, to which Thibault replied with a
hypocritical gesture of commiseration.
Then . the mistress of the mill began to
sob. "Poor lad!” she cried, while the hot
tears flowed down her checks, "whar will
become of him, 3o weak and delicate as
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he is? The mere weight of his gun and
knapsack will kill him!"

Then turning to her guest, she con-
tinued:

"Ah! Monsieur Thibaule, this is a ter-
rible trouble to me, for you no doubt have
perceived that I love him! He was
gentle, he was kind, he had no faults;
he was not a gambler, nor a drinker; he
would never have opposed my wishes,
would never have tyrannized over his
wife, and that would have seemed very
sweet t0 me after the two cruel years
that I lived with the late Monsieur Polet.
Ah! Monsieur Thibault, Monsieur Thi-
bault! It is a sad grief indeed for a poor
miserable woman to see all her anticipa-
tions of future happiness and peace thus
suddenly swallowed up!”

Thibault thought this would be a good
moment to declare himself; whenever he
saw a woman crying, he immediately
thought, most erroneously, that she only
cried because she wished to be consoled.

He decided, however, that he would
not be able to attain his object without a
certain circumlocution.

"“Indeed,” he answered, I quite under-
stand your sorrow; nay, more than that, I
share it with you, for you can not doube
the affection I bear my cousin. But we
must resign ourselves, and without wish-
ing to deny Landry’s good qualities, 1
would stll ask you, Madams, to find
some one else who is his equal.”

“His equal!” exclaimed the widow,

“'there is no such person. Where shall 1

find so nice and so good a youth? It was
a pleasure to me to lock at his smooth
young face, and with it all, he was so
self-composed, so steady in his habits! He
was working night and day, and yet I
could with a glance make him shrink
away and hide. No, no, Monsieur Thi-
bault, I tell you frankly, the remembrance
of him will prevent me ever wishing to
look at another man, and I know that
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I must resign myself to remaining a
widow for the rest of my life.”

“Phew!™ said Thibault; “but Landry
was very young!”

“There is no disadvantage i that,”
replied the widow.

“But who knows if he would always
have retained his good qualities. Take my
advice, Madame, do not grieve any more,
but, as I say, look out for some one who
will make you forget him. What you
really need is not a baby-face ke that,
but a grown man, possessing all the
qualities that yon admire and regret in
Landry, but at the same time sufidendy
mature to prevent the chance of finding
one fine day that all your illusions are

, and that yoa are left face to
face with a libertine and a bully.”

The mistress of the mill shook her
head; but Thibault wemt on:

“In short, what you need is 2 man who,
while eaming your respect, will at the
same time make the mill work profitably.
You have but to say the word, and you
would not have to wait long before you
found yourself well provided for, my fair
Madame, a good bit better than you were
just now.”

“And where am 1 to find this miracle
of a man?” asked the widow, as she rose
to her feet, looking defiantly at the shoe-
maker, as if throwing down 2 challenge.
The latter, mistaking the tone in which
these last words were said, thought it an
excellent occasion to make known his own
proposals, and accordingly hastened to
profic by it.

“Well, I confess,” he answered, “that
when I said that a handsome widow like
you would not have to go far before find-
ing the man who would be just the very
husband for her, I was thinking of my-
self, for 1 should reckon myself fortunate,
and should feel proud, to call myself your
husband. Ah! I assute you,” he went on,
while the mistress of the mill stood look-
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ing at him with ever-increasing dis-
pleasure in her eyes, T assure you that
with me you would have no occasion to
fear any opposition to your wishes: I am
a perfect lamb in the way of gentleness,
and I should have but one law and one
desire; my law would be to obey you, my
desire to please you! And as to your
fortune, I have means of adding to #t
which I will make known tw you later
on....”

But the end of Thibauls's sentence
remained unspoken.

“What!” cried the widow, whose fury,
was the greater for having been kept in
check until then. “What! You, whom I
thought my friend, you dare to speak of
replacing him in my heart! You try w
dissuade me from keeping my faith to
your cousin! Get out of the place, you
worthless scoundrel! Out of the place, I
say! or I will not answer for the conse-
quences; I have a good mind to get four
of my men to collar you and throw you
under the mill wheel.”

Thibault was anxious @ make some
sort of response, but, although ready with
an answer on ordinary occasions, he could
not for the moment think of a single
word whereby to justify himself. True,
Madame Polet gave him no time to think,
but seizing hold of 2 beautiful new jug
that stood near her, she flung it at Thi-
bault’s head. Luckily for him, Thibault
dodged to the left and escaped the mis-
sile, which flew past him, crashing to
pieces against the chimney-piece. Then
the mistress of the house took up 2 stool,
and aimed it at him with equal violence;
this time Thibault dodged to the right,
and the stool went against the window,
smashing two or threc panes of glass.

At the sound of the falling glass, all
the youths and maids of the mill came
running up. They found their mistress
flinging bottles, water-jugs, salt-cellars,
plates, everything that came to hand, with
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all her might at Thibault’s head. Fortu-
nately for him Widow Polet was too
much incensed to be able to speak; if she
had been able to do so she would have
called out: “Kill him! Strangle him!
Kill the rascal! the scoundrel! the
villain!” .

On seeing the reinforcements arriving
to help the widow, Thibauit endeavored
to escape by the door that had been left
open by the recruiting-party, but just as
he was running out, the pig, that we saw
taking its siesta in the sun, being roused
out of its furst sleep by all this hullabaloo,
and thinking the farm people were after
i, made a dash for its sty, and in so doing
charged right against Thibaulc’s legs. The
latter Jost his balance and went rolling
over and over for a good ten paces in
the dirt and slush,

“Devil take you, you beast!” cried the
shoemaker, bruised by his fall, but even
more furious at seeing his new clothes
covered with mud. The wish was hardly
out of his mouth, when the pig was sud-
denly taken with a fit of frenzy, and
began rushing about the farm-yard like
a mad animal, breaking, shattering, and
turning over everything that came in its
way. The farm hands, who had run to
their mistress on hearing her cries,
thought the pig's behavior was the cause
of them—and started off in pursuit of the
animal. But it eluded all their attempts
to seize hold of it, knocking over boys
and girls, as it had knocked Thibault
over, until at last, coming to where the
mill was separated from the shiice by a
wooden partition, it crashed through the
latter as easily as if it were made of paper,
threw itself under the mill wheel, and
disappeared as if sucked down by a
whirlpool.

The mistress of the mill had by this
time recovered her s . “Lay hold of
Thibault!”” she cried, for she had heard
Thibault's curse, and had been amazed
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and horrified at the instantancous way in
which it had worked. “Lay hold of him!
Knock him down! He is a wizard, a
sorcerer! a werewolf!”—applying to Thi-
bault with this last word one of the most
terrible epithets that can be given to a
man in our forest lands. Thibault, who
scarcely knew where he was, seeing the
momentary stupefaction which took pos-
session of the farm people on hearing
their mistress’s final invective, made use
of the opportunity to dash past them, and
while one went to get a pitchfork and
another a spade, he darted through the
farm-yard gate and began running up an
almost perpendicular hill-side at full
speed, with an ease which only confirmed
Madame Polet’s suspicions; for the hill
had always hitherto been looked upon as
absolutely inaccessible, at any rate by the
way Thibault had chosen to climb it.

“"What!" she cried, “what! you give in
like that! You should make after him, and
seize hold of him, and knock him down!”
But the farm servants shook their heads.

“Ah! Madame!” they said, “what is the
use, what can we do against a were
wolf?”’

CHAPTER 9
Tbe Wolf-Leader

HIBAULT, fleeing from before

Madame Polet’s chreats and her farm
servants’ weapons, turned instinctively
toward the forest, thinking to take shelter
within it, should he chance to come
across one of the enemy, for he knew
that no one would venture to follow him
there, for fear of any lurking dangers.
Not that Thibault had much to fear,
whatever kind of enemy he met, now that
he was armed with the diabolical power
which he had received from the wolf.
He had only to send them where he had
sent the widow’s pig, and he was sure
of being rid of them. Nevertheless, con-
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sdous of a certain tightening of the heart
when from time to time the thought of
Marootte came badk to him, he acknowl-
edged to himself that, however anxious to
be rid of them, one could not send men
o the devil quite as readily as one sent
pigs.

While thus reflecting on the terrible
power he possessed, and looking back at
intervals to see if there were any immedi-
ate need to put it into use, Thibault, by
the time night fell had reached the rear
of Pisseleu. It was an autumn night, dark
and stormy, with a2 wind that tore the
yellowing leaves from the trees, and
wandered through the forest ways with
melancholy sighs and moanings. These
funereal voices of the wind were inter-
rupted from time to time by the hooting
of the owls, which sounded like the cries
of lost travelers, hailing one another.
But all these sounds were familiar to
Thibault and made very little impression
upon him. Moreover, he had taken the
precaution, on first entering the forest,
of cutting a stick, four feet long, from
a chestnut tree, and adept as he was with
the quarterstaff, he was ready, armed
thus, to withstand the attack of any four
men. So he entered the forest with all
boldness of heart, at the spot which is
known to this day as the Wolf's Heath.

He had been walking for some min-
utes along a dark and narrow glade,
cursing as he went the foolish whims of
women, who, for no reason whatever,
preferred 2 weak and timid child to a
brave, strong, full-grown man, when all
of a sudden, at some few paces behind
him, he heard 2 crackling among the
leaves. He tutned and the first thing he
could distinguish in the darkness was the
glowing light in a pair of cyes which
shone like live coals. Then, looking more
_closely, and forcing his eyes to penetrate
the gloom, he saw that a great wolf was
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following him, step by step. But it was
not the wolf that he had entertained in
his hut; that was black, while this was a
reddish-brown. ‘There was no mistaking
one for the other, either as to color or
size. As Thibault had no reason to sup-
pose that all the wolves he came across
would be animared with such benevolent
feelings toward him as the first with
which he had had dealings, he grasped
his quarterstaff in both hands, and began
twirling it about to make sure he had
not forgotten the knadk of using it. But
to his great surprize the wolf went on
trotting quietly behind him, without
evincing any hostile intention, pausing
when he paused, and going on again
when he did, only now and then giving
a howl as if to summon reinforcements.

Thibault was not altogether without
uneasiness as rcgards these ocmasional
howls, and presently he became aware of
two other bright spots of light in front
of him, shining at intervals through the
darkness which was growing thicker and
thicker. Holding his stick up in readi-
ness to hit, he weat forward toward these
two lights, which remained stationary,
and as he did so, his foot seemed to
stumble against something lying across
the path , . . it was another wolf. Not
pausing to reflecc whether it might not
be unwise now to attack the first wolf,
Thibault brought down his staff, giving
the fellow aviolent blowon the head. The
animal uttered 2 howl of pain, then shak-
ing his ears like a dog that has been
beaten by its master, began walking on in
front of the shoemaker.

Thibault then turned to see what had
become of the first wolf: it was still fol-
lowing him, still keeping step with him,
Bringing his eyes back again to the front,
he now petceived that a third wolf was
walking alongside to the right, and wum-
ing instinctively to the left, saw a fourth
flanking him on that side, too. Before
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he had gone a mile, 2 dozen of the ani-
mals had formed a drcle round him.

The situation was critical, and Thibault
wes fully conmscious of its gravity. At
first he tried to sing, hoping that the
sound of the human voice might frighten
away the animals; but the expedient was
vain. Nt a single animal swerved from
is place in the drcle, which was as
exactly formed as if drawn with com-
passes. Then he thought he would climb
up into the first thick-leaved tree he came
to, and there wait for daylight; but on
further deliberation, he decided that the
wisest course was to try to get home, as
the wolves, in spite of their number, stiil
appeared as well-intentioned as when
thete was only one, It would be time
enough to climb up into a tree when they
began to show signs of apy change of
behavior toward him.

At the same time we ate bound to add
that Thibault was so disquieted in mind
that he had reached his own door be-
fore he knew where he was; he did not
at first recognize his own house. But a
still greater surprize awaited him, for the
wolves who were in front now respect-
fully drew back into two lines, sitting up
on their hind legs and making a lane for
him to pass along. Thibault did not waste
time in stopping to thank them for this
act of courtesy, but dashed into the house,
banging the door to after him. Having
firmly shut and bolted the door, he
pushed the great chest against it, that it
might be better able to resist any assault
that might be made upon it. Then he

“flung himself into a chair, and began at
kength t find himself able to breathe
more freely.

As soon as he was somewhat recov-
ered, he went and peeped through the
little window that looked out on the
fatest. A row of gleaming eyes assured
him that far from having retired, the
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wolves had arranged themselves spm-
metrically in file in front of his dwelling.
To any one else the mere proximity of
the animals would have been most alarm-
ing, but Thibault, who shertly before had
been obliged to walk escorted by this ter-
tible troop, found comfort in the thought
that a wall, however thin, now separated
him from his formidable companions.

THIBAULT lit his little iron lamp and
put it on the table; drew the scat-
tered wood-ashes of his hearth together
and threw on them & bundle of chips, and
then made a good fire, hoping that the
reflection of the blaze would frighten
away the wolves. But Thibault’s walves
were evidently wolves of a spedal sor,
accustemed to fire, for they did not budge
an inch from the post they had taken up.
The state of uneasiness he was in pre-
vented Thibault from sleeping, and
directly dawn broke, he was able to look
out and count them. They seemed, just
as on the night before, to be waiting,
some seated, some lying down, others
sleeping or walking up and down like
sentinels. But at length, as the last star
melted away, all the wolves with one
accord rose, and utteting the moarnful
how! with which animals of datkness are
wont to salute the day, they dispersed in
various directions and disappeared.
Thibault was now able to sit down and
think over the misadventure of the pre-
vious day, aud he began by asking him-
self how it was that the mistress of the
mill had not preferred him to his cousin
Landry., Was he no longer the handsome
Thibault, or had some disadvantageous
change come over his personal appear-
ance? There was only ooe way of ascer-
taining whether this was so or not,
namely, by consulting his mirror. So he
took down the fragment of looking-glass
hanging over the chimney-piece, and car-
ried it toward the light, smiling to him-
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sclf the while like a vain woman. But he
had hardly given the first glance at him-
self in the mirror, before he urtered a cry,
half of astonishment,. half of horror.
T'rue, he was still the handsome Thibaule,
but the one red hair, thanks to the hasty
wishes which had so imprudently escaped
him, had now grown to a regular lock of
hair, of a color and brilliancy that vied
with the brightest flames upon his hearth.

His forchead grew cold with sweat.
Knowing, however, that all attempts to
pluck it out or cut it off would be futile,
he made up his mind to make the best of
the matter as it stood, and in future to
forbear as far as possible from framing
any wishes. The best thing was to put
out of his mind all the ambitious desires
that had worked so fatally for him, and
go back to his humble trade. So Thibault
sat down and tried to work, but he had
no heart for the job. He pondered over
matters, asking himself whether it was
not a miserable thing to be sweating one’s
heart out merely for the privilege of lead-
ing a painful and wretched existence,
when by judiciously directing one’s
wishes one might so easily attain to hap-
piness. Formerly, even the preparation of
his frugal meal hed been an agreeable
distraction, but it was so no longer; when
hunger seized him and he was forced to
eat his piece of black bread, he did it with
repugnance, and the envy, which had
hitherto been nothing more than a vague
aspiration after ease and comfort, was
now developed into a blind and violent
hatred woward his fellow creatures.

Still the day, long as it seemed to Thi-
bault, passed away like all its fellows.
When twilight fell, he went outside and
sat down on the bench which he had
made himself and placed in front of the
door, and there he remained, lost in
gloomy reflections. Scarcely had the
shadows begun to darken, before a wolf
emerged from the underwood, and, as on
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the previcus evening, went and lay down
at a short distance from the house. Ason
the evening before, this wolf was fol-
lowed by a second, by a third, in short
by che whole pack, and once more they all
took up their respective posts preparatory
to the night’s watch. As soon as Thibault
saw the third wolf appear, he went in-
doors and barricaded himself in as care-
fully as the evening before; but this
evening he was even more unhappy and
low-spirited, and felt that he had not the
strength to keep awake all night So he
lighted his fire, and piled it up in such
a way that it would last till the morming,
and throwing himself on his bed, fell fast
asleep.

When he awoke, it was broad daylight,
the sun having risen some hours before.
Its rays fell in many colors on the quiver-
ing autumn leaves, dyeing them with a
thousand shades of gold and purple.

Thibault ran to the window; the
wolves had disappeared, leaving behind
only the mark of where their bodies had
lain on the dew-covered grass.

Next evening they again congregated
before his dwelling; but he was now
growing accustomed to their presence,
and had come to the conclusion that his
relations with the large black wolf had
somehow awakened sympathetic feelings
toward him in all other individuals of the
same species, and he determined to find
out, once for all, what their designs to-
ward him really were. Accordingly,
thrusting a freshly sharpened bill-hook
into his belt, and taking his boar-spear in
his hand, the shoemaker opened his door
and walked resolutely out to face them.
Having half expected that they would
spring upon him, he was greatly sur-
prized to sve them begin to wag their tails
like so many dogs on secing their master
approach. Their greetings were so ex-
pressive of friendliness that Thibault
even ventured to stroke one or two of
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them on the back, which they not only
allowed him to do, but actually geve signs
of the greatest pleasure at being thus
noticed

“Oh! ho!” muttered Thibault, whose
wandering imagination always went
ahead at a gallop, “if these queer friends
of mine are as obedient as they are gentle,
why, here I am, the owner of a pack un-
equaled by any my Lord Baron has ever
possessed, and I shall have no difficulty
whatzver now in dining on venison when-
ever the fancy so takes me.”

He had hardly said the words, when
four of the strongest and most alert of the
four-footed beasts separated themselves
from the others and galloped off into the
forest. A few minutes later a howl was
heard, sounding from the depths of the
underwood, and half an hour afterward
one of the wolves reappeared dragging
with it a fine kid which left behind it a
long trail of blood on the grass. The
wolf laid the animal at Thibault’s feet,
who, delighted beyond measure at secing
his wishes not only accomplished but fore-
stalled, broke up the kid, giving each of
the wolves an equal share, and keeping
the back and haunches for himself. Then
with the gesture of an emperor, which
showed that he now at last understood
the position he held, he ordered the
wolves away until the morrow.

ARLY next morning, before the day

4 broke, he went off to Villers-Cot-

terets, and at the price of a couple of

crowns, the innkeeper of the Boule-d’Or
took the two haunches off his hands.

The following day, it was half of a
boar that Thibault conveyed to the inn-
keeper, and it was not long before he
became the latter’s chief purveyor.

Thibault, taking a tase for this sort
of business, now passed his whole day
hanging about the taverns, and gave oo

419

more thought to the making of shoes.
One or two of his acquaintances began to
make fun of his red lock, for however
assiduously he covered it with the rest of
his hair, it always found a way of getting
through the curls that hid it, and making
itself visible. But Thibault soon gave it
plainly to be undetstood that he would
take no joking about the unfortunate dis-
figurement.

Meanwhile, as ill luck would have it,
the Duke of Orleans and Madame de
Montesson came to spend a few days at
Villers-Cotterets. This was a fresh incen-
tive to Thibault's madly ambitious spirit.
All the fine and beautiful ladies and all
the gay young lords from the neighbor-
ing estates, the Montbretons, the Montes-
quicus, the Courvals, hastened to Villers-
Cotterets. The ladies brought their rich-
est attire, the young lords theie most
elegant costumes. The Baron's hunting-
horn resounded through the forest louder
and gayer than ever. Graceful amazons
and dashing cavaliers, in red coats laced
with gold, passed like radiant visions, as
they were bome along on their magnifi-
cent English horses, illuminating the
somber depths of the wood like brilliant
flashes of light.

In the evening it was different; then
all this aristocratic company assembled
for feasting and dancing, or at other
times drove out in beautiful gilc carriages
bedizened with coats of arms of every
color.

Thibaule always took his stand in the
front rank of the lookers-on, gazing with
avidity on these clouds of satin and lace,
which lifted now and then to disclose the
delicate ankles encased in their fine silk
stockings, and the little shoes with their
red heels. Thus the whole cavalcade
swept past in frone of the astonished
peasantry, leaving a faint exhalation of
scent and powder and deficate perfumes,
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And then Thibault would ask himself
why he was not one of those young lords
in their embroidered coats; why he had
not one of these beautiful women in their
rustling satins for his mistress. “Then his
thoughts would turn to Agnelette and
Madame Polet, and he saw them just as
they were, the one a poor little peasant
girl, the other nothing more than the
owner of a rustic mill.

But it was when he was walking home
at night through the forest, accompanied
by his pack of wolves, which, from the
moment the night fell and he set foot
inside the forest, no more thought of
leaving him than the King's bodyguard
would dream of leaving their royal
mastet, that his broodings took their most
disastrous tum. Surrounded by the temp-
tations which now assailed him, it was
only what was to be expected that Thi-
bault, who had already gone so far in
the direction of evil, should break away
from what little good was sdill lefc in
him, losing even the very remembrance
of having once led an honest life. What
were the few paltry crowns that the land-
lord of the Bowule-d’Or gave him in pay-
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ment for the game which his good friends
the wolves procured for him? Saved up
for months, even for years, they would
still be insuffidient to sadsfy a single one
of the humblest of the desires which kept
tormenting his brain. It would be scarcely
safe to say that Thibault, who had first
wished for a haunch of the Baron's budk,
then for Agnelette’s heart, and then for
the widow Polet's mill, would now be
satished even with the Castle at Oigny or
Longpont, to such extravagant issues had
his ambition been excited by those dainty
feet, those trim ankles, those exquisite
scents exhaled from all those velvet and
satin gowns.

At last one day he said to himself
definitely that it would be the veriest folly
to go on living his poor life when a
power so tremendous as he now possessed
was at his disposal From that moment
he made up his mind that, no matrer if
his hair should grow as red as the crown
of fire which is seen at night hanging
over the great chimney at the glass works
of Saint Gobain, he would exercise thls
power of his to the accomplishing of the
most high-flown of his ambitions.

(To be continwed next month)
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2 WEIRD STOR

A REPRINT

he Wolf-Leader

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

The Story Thus Far

HIBAULT, a catver of sabots, the
I wooden shoes of the French peas-
ants, lived alone in a forest near
Villers-Cotterets on the estate of the
Baron of Vez. A good-looking man in
his late ewenties, Thibault had seen just
enough of the world to make him dis-
contented with his own station in life.
He envied every one whose fortunes were
better than his.

The Baron of Vez was an ardent hunts-
man. Following a stag one day, his dog
pack lost the scent near Thibault's hut.
The shoemaker was at home, and the
Baron questioned him regarding the di-
rection taken by the stag. A fic of per-
versity seized Thibault and he denied
seeing the deer, returning flippant an-
swers to the nobleman’s questions.

It was in his mind to hunt and kill the
stag for himself, once he could be rid of
the Baron's party, a determination that
was strengthened when the Baron lost
patience, knocked Thibaule down and
struck him with a hunting whip.

Finding the stag proved difficult, how-
ever. Prayers addressed to the Deity
failed to obtain results and Thibault fin-
ally called upon the name of the devil—

and the devil heard him. To his amaze-
meat, Thibault found the stag tied inside
his hut when he went home that night.

But the stag was a mild surprize in
contrast to Thibault's second visitor, a
huge black wolf that appeared in the hut
in a very mysterious way. When the shoe-
maker raised a hatchet with an idea of
killing the wolf, he was dumfounded to
hear the beast speak. The strange creature
gave Thibault to understand that the
devil was of 2 mind to bargain and would
grant the man’s desires in return for hairs
from his head, one for the first wish, two
for the second, four for the third and so
on, doubling the number for every wish
granted. The wolf then gave Thibault a
ring in exchange for one the shoemaker
was wearing and the unholy pact was
complete.

At the next encounter with the Baron
of Vez, Thibaule was still more insolent
and the Baron ordered him whipped. The
Baron’s man, Marcotte, began the pun-
ishment but after Thibault had received
several severe blows a young gitl, Agnel-
ette, came out of the bushes and inter-
ceded with the Baron who ordered the
whipping stopped in exchange for Ag-
nelette’s kisses.

The girl told Thibault frankly, after

This story began in WEIRD TALES Zor August
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the Baron’s party departed, that she
wished to be married and the shoemaker
virtually promised to marry her, though
his pact with the devil had given him
other ambitions. He dared hope to marry
Madame Polet, a pretty and wealthy
widow who owned the mill at Croyelles.

The devil's promise took effect when
hatred toward the Baron and the noble-
man's man, Marcotee, resulted in a wish
of harm toward them. Marcotte’s horse
ran away and plunged into the river where
the poor man was drowned. The Baron,
subject to apoplexy, had a fit and nearly
died.

The next day Thibault zroused horror
in Agnelette when all his efforts to place
the devil's ring on her finger failed and
when one of his hairs turned blood-red.
He found it impossible to remove the
red hair.

Patting his hair in such a way as to
cocceal the red one, Thibault went to
Croyelles, meeting on the way his cousin,
a youth named Landry, who worked at
the mill for Madame Polet. Landry con-
fessed that he was in love with his pretty
employer, a matter that troubled Thibault

until Landry complained that his devotion

bad aroused no response from the pretty
widow.

Arrived at the mill, Thibault was ea-
tertained kindly by Madame Polet but
could make no impression on her, learn-
ing' to his dismay that she really felt ten-
derness for Landry. To Thibault's de-
light, a recruiting sergeant came for the
boy who, it seemed, had enlisted in a fic
of despondency over his hopeless love.
The widow sought to hide Landry in her
room and would have succeeded if Thi-
bault had not revealed the boy’s hiding

lace.
d After Landry had been taken away,
Thibault proposed marriage to Madame
Polet who flew into a fury and set her
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servants upon him. Thibaule started to
run away but was tripped by a pig that
ran between his legs.

“Devil take you, beast!” he cried, and
straightway the pig began acting as if
possessed of the devil.

Thibault escaped up a steep hillside
where the servants could not follow.
"What can we do against a werewolf?"
they asked their mistress.

Going home through the forest, Thi-
bault was alarmed when a pack of wolves
surrounded him, but he soon discovered
that they were friendly. That night and
on subsequent nights they formed a sort
of guard around his hut, even hunting
for deer and bringing him venison when
he desired it.

Thibaule observed that one lodk of his
hair was now entirely red, but the pres-
ence of nobility in the neighborhood and
envy of their pleasures made him resolve
to use his satanic allies to the utmost,
even If all his hair should be claimed by
the devil’s color.

CHAPTER 10

Muaitre Magloire

N THIS reckless state of mind Thibaule,
who had oot as yet decided on any
special course of action, spent the last
days of the old year and the first of the
new. Sdll, remembering the heavy ex-
penses entailed on each and all by New
Year's Day, he had exacted double rations
from his usual purveyor, as the trying
time drew nearer and nearer, simultane-
ously, drawing double profits from the
landlord of the Bozle-d’Or.

Thus it came about that, apart from
the disquieting fact that his mash of red
hair was getting larger and lacger almost
every day, Thibaule entered upon the new
year in a better condition as to material
mattess than he had ever known before.
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Observe, I say, as to material matters, and
material matters only; for albeit the body
might seem in good plight, the soul was
already alarmingly compromised. The
body, at any rate, was well clothed, and
ten crowns or more made a merry jing-
ling in his waistcoat pocker; and so
dressed, and so accompanied by this sil-
very music, Thibault no longer appeared
like a shoemaker's apprentice, but like
some well-to-do farmer, or even a com-
fortable citizen, carrying on a trade
maybe, but simply for his own pleasure.

Looking as he now did, Thibault went
to one of those village functions which
are féte-days for the whole province. The
magnificent ponds of Berval and Poudron
were to be drawn. Now the drawing of
a pond is a grand affair for the owner,
or for the one who farms it, not to men-
tion the great pleasure it affords to the
spectators. Such an event therefore is ad-
vertised 2 month in advance, and people
come from thircy miles round to enjoy
this fine entertainment. And to those of
my readers who are not accustomed to the
manners and customs of the provinces, let
me explain that the fishing which takes
place is not a fishing with the line, baited
with worms, or scented wheat, or with
the cast-net, or the sweep-net, nothing
of the kind; this fishing consists in empty-
ing a pond, sometimes nearly a mile, or
even three miles long, of every fish from
the largest pike to the smallest minnow.

In all probability, not a single one of
my readers has ever seen the kind of
pond to which I refer. I will describe it;
to begin with, it always has two issues,
that by which the water flows in, that by
which the water flows out; that by which
the water enters has no particular name,
that by which it is let out is called the
sluice. The water as it leaves the sluice
falls into a large reservoir whence it
escapes through the meshes of a strong
net; the water flows away, but the fish
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remain. Every one knows that it takes
several days to empty a pond; therefore
those who wish to take a share in the
fishing are not summoned to attend be-
fore the second, third, or fourth day,
according to the volume of water which
the pond has to disgorge before it is ready
for the final act, and this takes place as
soon as the fish appear at the sluice.

At the hour announced for the fishing,
a crowd assembles, varying in number
according to the size and the celebrity of
the pond.

When the sluice is first opened, the
water that pours through is beautifully
clear, and slightly green in color, like the
water of a brook; this is the upper layer,
which, carried along by its weight, is the
first to appear. By degrees the water be-
comes less transparent, and takes on a
grayish hue; this is the second layer,
emptying itself in turn, and every now
and then, more frequently as the water
becomes muddier, a ray of silver is seen
to dart through it; it is some fish, too
small and weak to resist the current,
which flashes past as if acting as scout
for its stronger brethren. Nobody troubles
to pick it up; it is allowed to lie gasping,
and trying to find some little stagnant
puddle of water at the bottom of the
pond, flapping, floundering and capering
like an acrobat going through his antics.
Then the black water comes pouring
through; this is the last act, the final
catastrophe.

Each fish, according to its power of
resistance, struggles against the current
which is bearing it aleng in this unusual
manner. Instinctively they feel there is
danger, and each strives its hardest to
swim in an opposite direction; the pike
struggles beside the carp which it was
yesterday pursuing so hard; the perch is
reconciled to the tench, and as they swim
side by side, does not so much as think

. of taking a bite out of the flesh he finds
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so palatable at other times. So the Arabs
at times find huddled together in the pits
they dig to catch game, gazelles and
jackals, antelopes and hyenas, the jackals
and hyenas having grown as gentle and
as timid as the gazelles and antelopes.

But the strength of the struggling and
dying fish begins ar last to fail. The
scouts that we noticed a few minutes ago
become more numerous; the size of the
fish becomes more respectable, which is
proved to them by the attention they re-
ceive from the pickers-up. These pickers-
up are men, clad in plain linen trousers
and cotton shirts; the trousers are rolled
up to above the knee, and the shirt
sleeves tutned up to the shoulders. The
fish are gathered up in baskets; those
destined to be sold alive, or kepe for re-
stocking the pond, are poured off into
tanks; those condemned to death are
simply spread out on the grass, and will
be sold before the day is out.

As the fish grow more and more
abundant the cries of delight from the
spectators become louder and more fre-
queat; for these onlookers are not like
the audiences in our theaters; they have
no idea of stifling their feelings, or show-
ing good taste by appearing indifferent.
No, they come to amuse themselves, and
every fine tench, or fine carp, or fine pike,
calls forth loud, undisguised and de-
lighted applause.

At last the moment comes when the
water ceases to flow; the passage is ob-
structed by the remainder of the fish, the
bigwigs of the pond, and the pickers-up
have veritable monsters to fight with.
This is the supreme moment. Now comes
the climax of applause, the last vocifer-
ous bravos. Then, the play being over,
every one goes to examine the actors; the
latter are mostly lying gasping to deach
on the grass of the field, while a cerain
number are recovering themselves in the
water. You look about for the eels; where
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are the eels, you ask? Then three or four
eels, about as big around as your thumb
and half che length of your arm, are
poinced out to you; for the eels, thanks to
their peculiar organization, have momen-
tarily escaped the general carnage. The
eels have taken a header into the mud
and disappeared; and this is the reason
why you may see men with guns walking
up and down at the edge of the poad,
and hear a report from time to time. If
you ask the reason for this shooting, you
will be told that it is to bring the ecls
out of their hiding-places.

I'r waAS to a féte of this kind that every
one at Villers-Cotterets, at Crespy, at
Mont-Gobert, and in dhe surrounding
villages had been invited. Thibault wene
like everybody else; he had now no need
to work, finding ic simpler to allow the
wolves to work for him. From a work-
man he had risen to be a man at ease; it
now only remained to make himself a
gentleman, and Thibault counted upon
being able to do this. He was not a man
to allow himself to remain in the rear,
and he therefore made good use of his
arms and legs so as co secure a place in
the front row. In the course of this ma-
neuver he happened to rumple the dress
of a tall, ine woman, next to whom he
was trying to install himself. The lady
was fond of her clothes, and no doubt,
also, she was in the habit of commanding,
which naturally produces an attitude of
disdain; for, tumning to see who had
brushed past her, she let fall the uncom-
promising word: “Lout!” Notwithstand-
ing the rudeness of the remark, the mouth
that uttered the words was so beautiful,
the lady so pretty, and her momentary
anger in such ugly contrast to the charm-
ing expeession of her face, that Thibaule,
instead of retorting in similar style, only
drew back, stammering some sort of

excuse.
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There is no need to remind the reader
that of all aristocracies, beauty is still the
chief. If the woman had been old and
ugly, she might have been a marquise,
but Thibault would certainly have called
her by some opprobrious title. It is pos-
sible also that Thibault’s ideas were some-
what distracted by the strange appearance
of the man who served as knight to this
lady. He was a stout man of about sixty
years of age, dressed entirely in black,
and of a dazzling exactness of toilet; but
so extremely short that his head scarcely
reached the lady’s elbow, and as she
would have been unable to take his arm
without positive torture to herself, she
was content to lean majestically upon his
shoulder. Seeing them thus together, one
might have taken her for an ancient
Cybele leaning on one of those grotesque
linle modern figures of Chinese idols.
And what a fascinating idol it was with
those short legs, that bulgy stomach,
those litle fac podgy arms, those white
hands under the lace ruffles, that plump,
rubicund head and face, that well-
combed, well-powdered, well-curled head
of hair, and that tiny pigtail, which with
every movement of its wearer's, went
bobbing up and down with its neat bow
of ribbon against the coat collar. It re-
minded one of those black beetles of
which the legs seem so little in harmony
with the body, that the insects seem
rather to roll than to walk. And with
it all, the face was so jovial, the little
eyes level with the forehead were so full
of kindness, that one felt involuntarily
drawn toward him; one could be sure that
the pleasant little man was too intent on
giving himself a good time, by every
means in his power, to think of quarrel-
ing with that vague and indefinite person
known as one’s neighbor. Wherefore,
on hearing his companion speak so cava-
lierly to Thibault, the good fat little man
appeared to be in despair.
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“Gently, Madame Magloire! Gently,
Madame Bailiff!” he said, contriving in
these few words to let his neighbors know
what and who he was: “Gently. Those
were ugly words to use to the poor fel-
low, who is more sorry than you are for
the accident.”

“"And may I ask, Monsieur Magloire,”
replied the lady, “if I am not at liberty
to thank him for so nicely crumpling my
beautiful blue damask dress, which is now
entirely spoilt, not taking into considera-
tion that he also trod on my little toe?”

“I beg you, Madame, to pardon my
clumsiness,” replied Thibault; “when you
turned your face toward me, its wonder-
ful beauty dazzled me like 2 ray of sun-
shine, so that I could not see where I
was treading.”

It was not a badly turned compliment
for a man who for three months past had
been in the daily society of a pack of
wolves; nevertheless it did not produce
any great effect upon the lady, who only
responded with a haughty litle pouting
of the mouth. The truth was, that in
spite of Thibault being so decently
dressed, she had, with the curious insight
which women possess in these matters,
detected at once to what class he belonged.

Her stout little companion, however,
was more indulgent, for he clapped loud-
ly with his podgy hands, which the pose
adopted by his wife left him free to use
as he liked.

"Ah! bravo, bravo!” he said, “you have
hit the mark, Monsiexr; you are a clever
young fellow, and seem to have studied
the style to address women in. My love,
I hope you appreciated the compliment
as I did, and to prove to this gentleman
that we are good Christians and bear no
ill-will toward him, he will, I hope, if it
would not be too far out of his way, ac-
company us home, and we will drink a
bottle of old wine together, if Perrine will
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get one out for us from the back of the
woodshed.”

“Ah! there I know you, Master N¢é-
pomucéne; any excuse serves you to be
dinking glasses with somebody, and
when no gemuine occasion offers, you are
very clever at ferreting out one, it does
not matter where. But you know, Mon-
sieur Magloire, that the doctor has ex-
pressly forbidden you to drink between
meals.”

*“True, Madame Bailiff, true,” replied
her husband, *‘but he did not forbid me to
show politeness to an agreeable young
fellow such as Monsienr appears to be.
Be lenient, I pray, Suzanne; give up this
surly manner, which suits you so ill.
Why, Madame, those who do not know
you, would think, to hear you, that we
had nearly got to quarreling over a
gown. However, to prove the contrary
to Monsieur, 1 promise that if you can get
him to go back with us, I will, the very
minute we get home, give you the money
to buy that figured silk dress which you
have been wishing for so long.”

The effecc of this promise was like
magic. Madame Magloire was instantly
mollified, and as the fishing was now
drawing to a close, she accepted with
less ungraciousness the arm which Thi-
bault now offered her.

As to Thibaule himself, struck with the
beauty of the lady, and gathering from
words which had fallen from her and her
husband that she was the wife of a
magistrate, he parted the crowd before
him with an air of command, helding his
head high and making his way with as
much determination as if he were starting
on the conquest of the Golden Fleece.

And in truth, Thibault, the bridegroom-
elect of Agnelette, the lover who had
been so ignominiously expelled from her
house by the mistress of the mill, was
thinking not only of all the pleasure
he could enjoy, but of the proud position
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he would hold as the beloved of a bailiff's
wife, and of all the advantages to be
drawn from the good fortune which had
so unexpectedly befallen him, and which
he had so long desired.

As on her side also, Madame Magloire
was not only very much preoccupied with
her own thoughts, but also paid very little
attention to him, looking to right and
left, first in front of her and then behind,
as if in search of some one, the conversa-
tion would have lagged terribly as they
walked along if their excellent little com-
panion had not been at the expense of
the best part of it, as he jogged along
now beside Thibault and now beside Su-
zanne, waddling like a duck jogging
home after a big feed.

And so with Thibault engaged in his
calculations, and the bailiff's wife with
her dreams, the bailiff trotting beside
them talking and wiping his forehead
with a fine cambric pocket-handkerchief,
they arrived at the village of Erneville,
which is situated about a mile and a half
from the Poudron ponds. It was here,
in this charming village, which lies half-
way between Haramont and Bonneuil,
within a stone’s throw or two of the
Castle of Vez, the dwelling of my lord
the baron, that Monseiur Magloire sat as
magistrate,

CHAPTER 11

David and Goliath

Al'?TER walking the whole length of
the village, they stopped before an
imposing-looking house at the junction
of the roads leading to Longpré and
Haramont. As they neared the house—
the little host went on ahead, mounted
the flight of five or six steps with an agil-
ity which one could not have expected,
and, by dint of standing on tiptoe, man-
aged to reach the bell with the tips of his
fingers. It should be added, that having
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once got hold of it, he gave it a pull
which unmistakably announced the return
of the master. It was, in short, no ordi-
nary return, but a triumphal one, for the
bailiff was bringing home a guest.

A maid, neatly dressed in her best
clothes, opened the door. The bailiff
gave her an order in a low voice, and Thi-
bault, whose adoration of beautiful
women did not prevenc him from liking
a good dinner, gathered that these few
whispered words referred to the menu
which Perrine was to prepare. Then
turning round, his host addressed Thi-
bault:

“Welcome, my dear guest, o the
house of Bailiff Népomucéne Magloire.”

Thibaule politely allowed Madame to
pass in before him, and was then intro-
duced into the drawing-room.

But the shoemaker now made a slip.
Unaccustomed as yet to luxury, the man
of the fortest was not adroit enough to
hide the admiration which he felt on be-
holding the bailiff's home. For the first
time in his life he found himself in the
midst of damask curtains and gilt arm-
chairs; he had not imagined that any one
save the King, or at least his Highness the
Duke of Orleans, had curtains and arm-
chairs of this magnificence. He was un-
conscious that all the while Madame
Magloire was closely watching him, and
that his simple astonishment and delight
did not escape her detective eye. How-
ever, she appeared now, after mature re-
flection, to look with greater favor on the
guest whom her husband had imposed
upon her, and endeavored to soften for
him the glances of her dark eyes. But
her affability did not go so far as to lead
her to comply with the request of Mon-
sieur Magloire, who begged her to add
to the flavor and bouquet of the cham-
pagne by pouring it out herself for her
guest. Notwithstanding the entreaties of
her august husband, the bailiff’s wife re-
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fused, and under the pretext of fatigue
from her walk, she retired to her own
room. Before leaving the room, how-
ever, she expressed a hope to Thibaul,
that, as she owed him some expiation, he
would not forget the way to Emeville,
ending her speech with a smile which dis-
played a row of charming teeth. Thi-
bault responded with so much lively
pleasure in his voice that it rendered any
roughness of speech less noticeable,
swearing that he would sooner lose the
power to eat and drink than the remem-
braace of a lady who was as courteous as
she was beautiful.

Madame Magloire gave him a curtsey
which would have made her known as the
bailiff's wife a mile off, and lefc the room.

She had hardly closed the door behind
her, when Monsiecur Magloire went
through a pirouette in her honor, which
though less light, was not less significant
than the caper a schoolboy executes when
once he has got rid of his master.

“Ah! my dear friend,” he said, “now
that we are no longer hampered by a
woman’s presence, we will have a good
go at the wine! Those women, they are
delightful at mass or at a ball; but at
table, heaven defend me, there is nobody
like the men! What do you say, old
fellow?”

Perrine new came in to receive her
master’s orders as to what wine she was
to bring up. But the gay little man was
far too fastidious a judge of wines to
trust 2 woman with such a commission as
this. Indeed, women never show that
reverential respect for certain’ old botles
which is their due, nor that delicacy of
touch with which they love to be handled.
He drew Perrine down as if to whisper
something in her ear; instead of which
he gave a good sound kiss to the cheek
which was still young and fresh, and
which did not blush sufficiently to lead to
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the belief that the kiss was a novelty
to it.

“"Well, sir,” said the girl laughing,
“what is it?”

“This is it, Perrinette, my love,” said
the bailiff, “'that I alone know the good
brands, and as they are many in number,
you might get lost among them, and so I
am going to the cellar myself.” And the
good man disappeared trundling off on
his little legs, cheerful, alert and fantastic
as those Nuremberg toys mounted on a
stand, which you wind up with a key, and
which, once set going, turn round and
round, or go first one way and then the
other, till the spring has run down; the
only difference being that this dear little
man seemed wound up by the hand of
God himself, and gave no sign of ever
coming to a standstill.

Thibault was left alone. He rubbed
his hands together, congratulated himself
on having chanced upon such a well-to-
do house, with such a beautiful wife, and
such an amiable husband for hostess and
host. Five minutes later the door again
opened, and in came the bailiff, with a
bottle in either hand, and one under each
arm. The two under his arms were bot-
tles of sparkling Sillery, of the first
quality, which, not being injured by shak-
ing, were safe to be carried in a horizontal
position. The two which he carried in his
hands, and which he held with a respect-
ful care, were, one a bottle of very old
Chambertin, the other a bottle of

"Hermitage.

The supper hour had now come; for it
must be remembered, that at the period
of which we are writing, dinner was at
midday, and supper at six. Moreover, it
had already been dark for some time be-
fore six o’clock, in this month of January,
and whether it be six, or twelve o’'clock
at night, if one has to eat one’s meal by
candle or lamplight, it always seems like

supper.
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The bailiff put the bottles tenderly
down on the table and rang the bell.
Perrinette came in.

"When will the table be ready for us,
my pretty?” asked Magloire.

“Whenever Monsieur pleases,” replied
Perrine. "I know Monsieur does not like
waiting; so I always have everything
ready in good time.”

“Go and ask Madame, then, if she is
not coming; tell her, Perrine, that we do
not wish to sit down without her.”

Perrine left the room.

“We may as well go into the dining-
room to wait,” said the little host; “you
must be hungry, my dear friend, and
when I am hungry, 1 like to feed my eyes
before I feed my stomach.”

“You seem to be a fine gourmand,
you,” said Thibault.

“Epicure, epicure, not gourmand—jyou
must not confuse the two things. I go
first, but only in order to show you the
way.”

And so saying, Monsieur Magloire led
his guest into the dining-room.

“Ah!" he exclaimed gayly as he went
in, patting his corporation, “'tell me now,
do you not think this girl of mine is a
capital cook, fit to serve a Cardinal? Just
look now at this little supper she has
spread for us; quite a simple one, and yet
it pleases me more, I am sure, than would
have Belshazzar's feast.”

“On my honor, Bailiff,” said Thibault,
"'you are right; it is a sight to rejoice one’s
heart.” And Thibault's eyes began to
shine like carbuncles.

And yet it was, as the bailiff described
it, quite an unpretentious little supper,
but withal so appetizing to look upon,
that it was quite surprizing. At one end
of the table was a fine carp, boiled in
vinegar and herbs, with the roe served on
either side of it on a layer of parsley,
dotted about with cut carrots. ‘The op-
posite end was occupied by a boar-ham,



560

mellow-flavored, and deliciously reposing
on a dish of spinach, which lay like a
green isler surrounded by an ocean of

vy.

A delicate game pie, made of two par-
tridges only, of which the heads appeared
above the upper crust, as if ready to at-
tack one another with their beaks, was
placed in the middle of the table; while
the intervening spaces were covered with
side-dishes holding slices of Arles sau-
sage, pieces of tunny-fish, swimming in
beautiful green oil from Proveace, ancho-
vies sliced and arranged in all kinds of
fantastic patrerns on a white and yellow
bed of chopped eggs, and pats of butter
that could only have been chumed that
very day. As accessories to these were
two or three sorts of cheese, chosen from
among those of which the chief quality
is to provoke thirst, some Reims biscuits,
of delightful crispness, and pears just fit
to cat, showing that the master himself
had taken the trouble to preserve them,
and to turn them about on the storeroom
shelf.

Thibault was so taken up in the con-
templation of this little amateur supper,
that he scarcely heard the message which
Perrine brought back from her mistress,
who sent word that she had a sick-head-
ache, and begged to make her excuses to
her guest, with the hope that she might
have the pleasure of entertaining him
when he next came.

The little man gave visible sigas of re-
joicing on hearing his wife’s answer,
breathed loudly and dapped his hands,
exclaiming:

“She has a headache! she has a head-
ache! Come along then, sit down! sit
down!” And thereupon, besides the two
bottles of old Micon, which had already
been respectively placed within reach of
the host and guest, as vin ordinaire, be-
tween the bors-d’ocuvres and the dessert
plates, he introduced the four other bot-
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tes which he had just brought up from
the cellar.

Madame Magloire had, I think, acted
not unwisely in refusing to sup with
these stalwart champions of the table, for
such was their hunger and dhirst, chat half
the carp and the two bottlés of wine dis-
appeared without a word passing between

~ them except such exclamations as:

"Good fish! isn’t it?"

“Capital!”

“Fine wine! isn't it?"

“Excellent!”

The carp and the Micon being con-
sumed, they passed on to the game pie
and the Chambertin, and now their
tongues began to be unloosed, especially
the bailiff’s.

BY THE time half the game-pie and the

firse bottle of Chambertin were fin-
ished, Thibault knew the histoty of
Népomucéne Magloire; not a very com-
plicated one, it must be confessed.

Monsiecur Magloire was son to a
church omament manufactuter who had
worked for the chapel belonging to his
Highness the Duke of Orleans, the latter,
in his religious zeal, having a burning
desire to obtain pictures by Albano and
Titian for the sum of four to five thou-
sand francs.

Chrysostom Magloire had placed his
son, Népomucéne Magloire, as head cook
with Louis’ son, his Highness the Duke
of Orleans.

The young man had manifested a de-
cided taste for cooking; he had been
especially attached to the castle at Villers-
Cotterets, and for thirty years presided
over his Highness's dinners, the latter in-
troducing him to his friends as a thor-
ough artist, and from time to time send-
ing for him to come upstairs to talk over
culinary matters with Marshal Richelieu.

When fifty-five years of age, Magloire
found himself so rounded in bulk that it

W.T—8
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was only with difficulty be could get
through the narrow doors of the passages
and offices. Fearing to be caught some
day like the weasel of the fable, he asked
permission to resign his post.

The Duke consented, not without re-
gret, but with less regret than he would
have felt at any other time, for he had
just married Madame de Montesson, and
it was only rarely now that he visited his
astle at Villers-Cotterets.

His Highness had fine old-fashioned
ideas as regards superannuated retainers.
He, therefore, sent for Magloire, and
asked him how much be had been able to
save while in his service. Magloire re-
plied that he was happily able to retire
with a competence; the Prince, however,
insisted knowing the exact amouat
of his lictle fortune, and Magloire con-
fessed to an income of nine thousand
livres.

“A man who has provided me with
such a good table for thirty years,” said
the Prince, “'should have enough to live
well himself for the remainder of
his life.” And he made up the income to
twelve thousand, so that Magloire might
have a thousand livres a month to spend.
Added to this, he allowed him to choose
furniture for the whole of his house from
his own old lumber-room; and thence
ame the damask aurtains and gilt arm
chairs, which, although just a licde bit
faded and worn, had nevertheless pre-
served that appearance of granduer which
had made such an impression oa Thibeult.

By the time the whole of the first par-
tridge was finished, and half the second
bottle had been drunk, Thibault konew
that Madame Magloire was the host's
fourth wife, a fact which seemed in his
own eyes to add a good foot or two to
his height.

. He had also ascertained that he had
married her not for her fortune, but for
her beauty, having always had as great a
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ptedilectio:; for pretty faces and beautiful
statues, as for geod wines and appetizing
victuals, and Monsieus & further
stated, with no sign of faltering, that,
old as he was, if his wife were to die, he
should have no fear in entering on a fifth
marriage.

As be now passed from the Chambertin
to the Hermitage, which he alternated
with the Sillery, Monsieur Magloire be-
gan to speak of his wife’s qualities, She
was not the personification of docility, no,

ite the reverse; she was somewhat op-
posed to her husband's admiration for the
various wines of France, and did every-
thing she could, even using physical
force, to prevent his too frequent visits
to the cellar; while, for ane who believed
in living without ceremony, she on her
part was too fond of dress, too much
given to eclaborate head-gears, English
laces, and such like gewgaws, which
women make of their arsenal; she
would gladly have turned the twelve
hogsheads of wine, which formed the
staple of her husband’s cellar, into lace
for her aems, and ribands for her throat,
if Monsieur Magloire had been the man
to allow this metamosphosis. But, with
this exception, there was not a virtue
which Suzanne did not possess, and these
vircues of hers, if the bailiff was to be
belicved, were carried on so perfectly
shaped a pair of legs, that if by any mis-
fortune she were to lose ane, it would be
quite impossible throughout the district
to find another that would march the leg
that remained. The good man was like
a regular whale, blowing out self-satis-
faction from all his air-holes, as the for-
mer does sea-water. But even before all
these hidden perfections of his wife had
been revealed to him by the bailiff, her
beauty had already made such a deep im-
pression on the shoemaker, that, as we
have seen, he could do nothing but think
of it in silence as he walked beside her,
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and since he had been at table, he had
continued to dream about it, listening to
his host without answering, as Monsieur
Magloire, delighted to have such an ac-
commodating audience, poured forth his
tales, linked one to another like a neck-
lace of beads.

But the worthy bailiff gave Thibault
to understand that he had now said all
that he wished to tell him concerning
himself and his wife, and that it was
Thibault’s turn to give him some infor-
mation as regards hi¢ own circumstances,
the amiable little man adding that wish-
ing often to visit him, he wished to know
more about him. Thibault felt that it was
very necessary to disguise the truth; and
accordingly gave himself out as a man
living at ease in the country, on the rev-
enues of two farms and of a hundred
acres of land, situated near Vertefeuille.

There was, he continued, a splendid
warren on these hundred acres, with a
wonderful supply of red and fallow deer,
boars, partridges, pheasants and hares, of
which the bailiff should have some to
taste. The bailiff was astonished and de-
lighted. As we have seen, by the menu
for his table, he was fond of venison, and
he was arried away with joy ac the
thought of obeaining his game without
having recourse to the poachers, and
through the channel of this new friend-
ship.

Rnd now, the last drop of the seventh
boule having been scrupulously divided
between the two glasses, they decided
that it was time to stop.

The rosy champagne—prime vintage
of Ai, and the last bottle emptied—had
brought Népomucene Magloire’s habitual

good nature to the level of tender affec-

tion. He was charmed with his new
friend, who tossed off his bottle in almost
as good style as he did himself; he ad-
dressed him as his bosom friend, he em-
braced him, he made him promise that
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there should be a morrow to their pleas-
ant entertainment; he stood a second time
on tiptoe to give him a parting hug as
he accompanied him to the door, which
Thibault on his part, bending down, re-
ceived with the best grace in the world.

THE church clock of Erneville was
striking midnight as the door closed
behind the shoemaker. The fumes of the
heady wine he had been drinking had
begun to give him a feeling of oppression
before leaving the house, but it was worse
whea he got into the open air. He stag-
gered, overcome with giddiness, and went
and leant with his back against a wall.
What followed next was as vague and
mysterious to him as the fantasmagoria
of a dream. Above his head, about six or
cight feet from the ground, was a win-
dow, which, as he moved to lean against
the wall, had appeared to him to be
lighted, although the light was shaded by
double curtains.

He had hardly taken up his position
against the wall when he thought he
heard it open. It was, he imagined, the
worthy bailiff, unwilling to part with him
without sending him a last farewell, and
he tried to step forward so as to do honor
to this gracious intention, but his attempt
was unavailing. At first he thought he
was stuck to the wall like 2 branch of
ivy, but he was soon disabused of this
idea. He felt a heavy weight planted
first on the right shoulder and then on
the left, which made his knees give way
so that he slid down the wall as if to seat
himself. This maneuver on Thibault’s
part appeared to be just what the individ-
ual who was making use of him as a lad-
der wished him to do, for we can no
longer hide the fact that the weight so
felt was that of a man. As Thibault made
his forced gennflexion, the man was also
lowered. *“That’s right, I'Eveillé! that’s
right!” he said, “So!” and with this last
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word, he jumped to the ground, while
overhead was heard the sound of & win-
dow being shut.

Thibault had sense enough to under-
stand two things; first, that he was mis-
taken for some one called I'Eveillé, who
was probably asteep somewhere about the
premises; secondly, that his shoulders had
just served some lover as a climbing lad-
der; both of which things caused Thi-
bault 2n undefined sense of humiliation.

Accordingly he seized hold mechani-
cally of some floating piece of stuff which
he took to be the lover's cloak, and, with
the persistency of a drunken man, coo-
tinued to hang on to it

“What are you doing that for, you
scoundrel?”” asked a voice, which did not
seem altogether unfamiliar to the shoe-
maker. “One would think you were
afraid of losing me.”

“Most certainly I am afraid of losing
you,” replied Thibaule, “because I wish
to know who it is has the impertinence
to use my shoulders for a ladder.”

“"Phew!” said the unknown, "it’s not
you then, FEveillé?”

“No, it is not,” replied Thibault.

“Well, whether it is you or not you, I
thaek you.”

“"How, thank you? Ah! 1 dare say!
thank you, indeed! You think the matter
#s going to rest like that, do you?”

“I had counted upon it being so, cer-
*“Then you counted without your host.”

“Now, you blackguard, leave go of me!
You are drunk!”

“Drunk! What do you mean? We
only drank seven boudes between us, and
the bailiff had a good fout to his share.”

“"Leave go of me, you drunkard, do
you hear!”

“Drunkard! you call me a drunkard, a
drunkard for having drunk three bottles
of wine!"

j you a drunkard because
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you drank three boutles of wine, but be-
cause you let yourself get tipsy over those
three unfortunate bottles.”

And, with a gesture of commiseration,
and trying for the third time to release his
cloak, the unknown coatinued:

“Now then, are you going to let go my
doak or not, you idioc?"’

Thibault was at all times as to
the way people addressed him, but in his
present state of mind his susceptibility
amounted to extreme irritation,

“By the devil!" he exclaimed, “'let me
tell you, my fine sir, that the oaly idiot
here is the man who gives insults in re-
turn for the services of which he has
made use, and seeing that is so, I do not
know what prevents me planting my fist
in the middle of your face.”

This menace was scarcely out of his
mouth, when, as instantly as a cannon
goes off once the flame of the match has.
touched the powder, the blow with which
Thibault bad threatened his unknown
adversary, came full - against his own
cheek.

"“Take that, you beast,” said the voice
which brought back to Thibault certain
recollections in connection with the blow
he received. “I am a good Jew, you see,
and pay you back your money before
weighing your coin.”

Thibault’s answer was a blow in the
chest; it was well directed, and ‘Thibault
felt inwardly pleased with it himself.
But it had no more effect on his antago-
nist than the fillip from a child’s finger
would have on an oak tree. It was re-
tumed by a second blow of the fist which
so far exceeded the former in the force
with which it was delivered, that Thibault
felt certain if the giant’s strength went
on increasing in the same ratio, that a
third of the kind would level him with
the ground.

But the very violence of his blow
brought disaster on Thibault's unknown
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assailant. Thibault had fallen on to one
knee, and so doing, his hand, touching
the ground, came in contact with a stone.
Rising in fury to his feet again, with the
stone in his hand, he flung it at his
enemy's head. The colossal figure uttered
a sound like the bellowing of an ox,
turned round on himself, and then, like
an oak tre= cut off by the roots, fell his
whole length on the ground, and lay there
insensible.

Not knowing whether he had killed, or
only wounded his adversary, Thibault
took to his heels and fled, not even turn-
ing to look behind him.

CHAPTER 12
Wolves in the Sheepfold

HE forest was not far from the

bailiff's house, and in two bounds
Thibault found himself on the farther
side of Les Fossés, and in the wooded
path leading to the brickyard. He had
no sooner entered the forest than his
usual escort surrounded him, fawning and
blinking with their eyes and wagging
their tils to show their pleasure. Thi-
bault, who had been so alarmed the first
time he found himself in company with
this strange bodyguard, took no more
notice of them now than if they had been
a pack of poodles. He gave them a word
or two of caress, softly scratched the head
of the one that was nearest him, and con-
tinued on his way, thinking over his
double triumph.

He had beaten his host at the bottle,
he had vanquished his adversary at fisti-
cuffs, and in this joyous frame of mind,
he walked along, saying aloud to him-
self:

“You must acknowledge, friend Thi-
bault, that you are a lucky rascal!
Madame Suzanne is in every possible re-
spect just what you want! A bailiff’s wife!
my word! that’s a conquest worth mak-
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ing! and if he dies first, what a wife to
get! But in either case, when she is walk-
ing beside me, and taking my arm,
whether as wife or mistress, the devil
take it, if I am mistaken for anything but
a gentleman! And to think that unless
I am fool enough to play my cards badly,
all this will be mine! For she did not
deceive me by the way she went off: those
who have nothing to fear have no need
to take flighc. She was afraid to show
her feelings too plainly at first meeting;
but how kind she was after she got home!
I have only got to push matters a bit;
and some fine morning she will find her-
self rid of her fat little old man, and then
the thing is done. Not that I do, or can,
wish for the death of poor Monsieur
Magloire. If I take his place after he is
no more, well and good; but to kill 2 man
who has given you such good wine to
drink! to kil him with his good wine
still hot in your mouth! why, even my
friend the wolf would blush for me if I
were guilty of such a deed.”

Then with one of his most roguish
smiles, he went on: ''And besides, would
it not be as well to have already acquired
some rights over Madame Suzanne, by
the time Monsieur Magloire passes, in
the course of nature, into the other world,
which, considering the way in which the
old scamps eats and drinks, can not be 2
matter of long delay?”

My readers will doubtless not be of the
same way of thinking as Thibault, who
saw nothing offensive in this pleasantry
of his, but on the contrary, rubbed his
hands together smiling at his own
thoughts, and indeed so pleased with
them that he had reached the town, and
found himself at the end of the Rue de
Largny before he was aware that he had
left the bailiff’s house more than a few
hundred paces behind him.

He now made 2 sign to his wolves, for
it was not quite prudent to traverse the
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whole town of Villers-Cotterets with a
dozen wolves walking alongside as a
guard of honor; not only might they meet
dogs by the way, but the dogs might wake
up the inhabitants.

Six of his wolves, therefore, went off to
the right, and six to the left, and al-
though the paths they took were not
exactly of the same length, and although
some of them went more quickly than the
others, the whole dozen nevertheless
managed to meet, without one missing,
at the end of the Rue de Lormet. As soon
as Thibault had reached the door of his
hut, they took leave of him and dis-
appeared; but, before they dispersed, Thi-
bault requested them to be at the same
spot on the morrow, as soon as night fell.

ALTHOUGH it was two o’clock before
Thibault got home, he was up with
the dawn. He was hatching a plot. He
had not forgotten the promise he had
made to the bailiff to send him some game
from his warren; his warren being, in
fact, the whole of the forest-land which
belonged to his most serene Highness the
Duke of Orleans. This was why he had
got up in such good time. It had snowed
for two hours before daybreak; and he
now went and explored the forest in all
directions, with the skill and cunning of
a bloodhound.

He tracked the deer to its lair, the wild
boar to its soil, the hare to its form; and
followed their traces to discover where
they went at night. And then, when
darkness again fell on the forest, he gave
a howl, a regular wolf’s howl, in answer
to which came crowding to him the
wolves that he had invited the night be-
fore, followed by old and young recruits,
even to the very cubs of a year old.

Thibault then explained that he ex-
pected a more than usually fine night’s
hunting from his friends, and as an en-
couragement to them, announced his in-
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tention of going with them himself and
giving his help in the chase.

It was in very truth a hunt beyond the

wer of words to describe. The whole
night through did the somber glades of
the forest resound with hideous cries.

Here, a2 roebuck pursued by a wolf,
fell, caught by the throat by another wolf
hidden in ambush; there, Thibault, knife
in hand like a butcher, was running to
the assistance of three or four of his
ferocious companions, that had already
fastened on a fine young boar of four
years old, which he now finished off.

An old she-wolf came along bringing
with her half-a-dozen hares which she
had surprized in their love frolics, and
she had great difficulty in preventing her
cubs from swallowing a whole covey of
young partridges which the young marau-
ders had come across with their heads
under their wings, without first waiting
for the wolf-master to levy his dues.

In a couple of hours’ time the wolves
had heaped up a perfect cart-load of
game in front of Thibault’s hut.

Thibault selected what he wanted for
his own purposes, and left over sufficient
to provide them a sumptuous repast. Bor-
rowing a mule from a charcoal-burner, an
the pretext that he wanted to convey his
shoes to town, he loaded it up with the
game and started for Villers-Cotterets.
There he sold a part of this booty to the
game-dealer, reserving the best pieces and
those which had been least mutilated by
the wolves’ claws, to present to Madame
Magloire. .

His firsc intention had been to go in
person with his gift to the bailiff; but
Thibault was beginning to have a smat-
tering of the ways of the world, and
thought it would, therefore, be more be-
coming to allow his offering of game to
precede him. To this end he employed a
peasant on payment of a few coppers, to
carry the game to the bailiff of Erneville,
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merely accompanying it with a slip of
paper, on which he wrote: “From Mon-
sieur Thibaule.” He, himself, was to fol-
low closely on the message; and, indeed,
so closely did he do so, that he arrived
just as Maitre Magloire was having the
game he had received spread out on a
table.

‘The bailiff, in the warmth of his grati-
tude, extended his arms toward his
friend of the previous night, and tried to
embrace him, uttering loud cries of joy. I
say tried, for two things prevented him
from carrying out his wish; one, the
shortness of his arms, the other, the
rotundity of his person.

But thinking that where his capacities
were insufficient, Madame Magioire
might be of assistance, he ran to the door,
calling at the top of his voice: “'Suzanne,
Suzanne!”

There was so unusual a tone in the
bailiff's voice that his wife felt sure some-
thing extraordinary bad happened, but
whether for good or ill she was unable to
make sure; and downstairs she came,
therefore, in great haste, w see for her-
self what was taking place.

Madame Magloire gave Thibault her
hand, allowed him to kiss her, and cast
her beautiful eyes over the supply of food
which elicited such exclamations of ad-
mitation from the bailiff. And as a sup-
ply, which was to make such an accepta-
ble addition to the ordinary daily fare, it
was certainly worthy of all admiration.

II‘ was not long before the dinner-hour
sounded, and Madame Suzanne came
downstairs again. She was perfectly daz-
zling in a splendid dress of gray damask
trimmed with pearl, and the transports
of amorous admiration into which Thi-
bault was thrown by the sight of her pre-
vented the shoemaker from thinking of
the awkwardoess of the position in which
he now unavoidably found himself, din-
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ing as he was for the first time with
such handsome and distinguished com-
pany. To his credit, be it said, he did
not make bad use of his opportunities.
Not only did he cast frequent and unmis-
takable sheep’s-eyes at his fair hostess,
but he gradually brought his knee nearer
to hers, and finally went so far as to give
it a geatle pressure. Suddenly, and while
Thibault was engaged in this perform-
ance, Madame Suzanne, who was looking
sweetly toward him, opened her eyes and
stared fixedly a ‘moment. Then she
opened her mouth and weat off into such
a violent fit of laughter that she almost
choked, and nearly went into hysterics.
Maitre Magloire, taking no notice of the
effect, turned straight t the cause, and
he now looked at Thibault, and was
much more concerned and alarmed with
what he thought to see than with the
nervous state of excitement into which his
wife had been thrown by her hilarity.

“"Ah! my dear fellow!” he cried,
stretching two little agitated arms towards
Thibault, “you ate in flames, you are in
flames!”

Thibault sprang up hastily.

“Where? How?” he asked.

“Your hair is on fire,” answered the
bailiff, in all sincerity; and so genuine
was his terror that he seized the water
bottle that was in front of his wife in
order to put out the conflagration blazing
among Thibault’s locks.

The shoemaker involuntarily put up his
hand to his head, but feeling no heat, he
at once guessed what was the mauer, and
fell back into his chair, turning horribly
pale. He had been so preoccupied during
the last two days, that he had quite for-
gotten to take the same precaution he had
done before visiting the owner of the
mill, and had omitted to give his hair that
particular twist whereby he was able to
hide the hairs of which the black wolf
had acquired the proprietorship under his
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others. Added to this, he had during this
short period given vent to so many little
wishes, one here, and one there, all more
or less to the detriment of his neighbor,
that the flame-colored hairs had multi-
plied to an alarming extent, and at this
moment any one of them could vie in
brilliancy with the light from the two wax
candles which lit the room.

“"Well, you did give me a dreadful
fright, Monsieur Magloire,” said Thi-
bault, trying to conceal his agitation.

“But, but " responded the bailiff,
still pointing with a certain remains of
fear at Thibault’s flaming lock of hair.

*“That is nothing,” continued Thibault,
*‘do not be uneasy about the unusual color
of some of my hair; it came from a fright
my mother had with a pan of hot coals,
that nearly set her hair on fire before 1
was born.”

“But what is more strange still,” said
Madame Suzanne, who had swallowed a
whole glassful of water in the effort to
control her laughter, "I have remarked
this dazzling peculiarity for the first time
today.”

“Ah! really"' said Thibault, scarcely
knowing what to say in answer.

“The other day,” continued Madame
Suzanne, “it seemed to me that your hair
was as black as my velvet mantle, and
yet, believe me, I did not fail to study
you most attentively, Monsieur Thi-
bault.”

“Ah! Madame,” he replied, “you
know the proverb: 'Red hair, warm
heart,” and the other: ‘Some folks are like
ill-made sabots — smooth outside, but
rough to wear'?"”

And after this there was no further
talk of Thibault’s fiery head. Neverthe-
less, it seemed as if Madame Suzanne’s
eyes were irresistibly attracted to this un-
fortunate lock, and every time that Thi-
bault’s eyes met the mocking look in hers,
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he thought he detected on her face a
reminiscence of the laugh which had not
long since made him feel so uncomfort-
able. He was very much annoyed at this,
and, in spite of himself, he kept purting
up his hand to try and hide the unfortu-
nate lock under the rest of his hair. But
the hairs were not only unusual in color,
but also of a phenomenal stiffness—it was
no longer human hair, but horse-hair. In
vain Thibault endeavored to hide the
devil's hairs beneath his own; nothing,
not even the hair-dresser’s tongs could
have induced them to lie otherwise than
in the way which seemed natural to them.
But although so occupied with thinking
of his hair, Thibault’s legs still continued
their tender maneuvers; and although
Madame Magloire made no response to
their solicitations, she apparently had no
wish to escape from them, and Thibault
was presumptuously led to believe that he
had achieved a conquest.

They sat on pretty late into the mght
and Madame Suzanne, who appeared to
find the evening drag, rose several times
from the table and went backward and
forward to other parts of the house,
which afforded the bailiff opportunities of
frequent visits to the cellar.

He hid so many bottles in the lining
of his waistcoat, and once on the table,
he emptied them so rapidly, that little by
little his head sank lower and lower on to
his chest, and it was evidently high time
to put an end to the bout, if he was to be
saved from falling under the table.

Thibault decided to profit by this con-
dition of things, and to declare his love
to the bailiff’s wife without delay, judg-
ing it a good opportunity to speak while
the husband was heavy with drink; he .
therefore expressed a wish to retire for
the night. Whercupon they rose from
table, and Perrine was called and bidden
to show the guest to his room. As he
followed her along the corridor, he made
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inquiries of her concerning the different
rooms.

Number one was Maitre Magloire's,
puember two that of his wife, and number
three was his. The beiliff's room, and
his wife’s commmicated with one
another by an inner door; Thibault's room
bad access to the corridor only.

He also noticed that Madame Suzanne
was in her husband’s room; no doubt
some pious sense of conjugal duty had
taken her there. The good man was in a
condition approaching to that of Noah
when his sons toak occasion to insult him,
and Madame Suzanne’s assistance would
seem to have been needed to get him into
his room.

THmAULT left his own room on tip-
toe, carefully shut his door behind
him, listened for a moment at the door
of Madame Suzanne’s room, heard no
sound within, felt for the key, found it
in the lock, paused a2 second, and then
turned it

The door opened; the room was in
total darkness. But having for so long
consorted with wolves, Thibault had ac-
quired some of their characteristics, and,
among others, that of being able to see
in the dark.

He cast a rapid glance round the room;
to the right was the fireplace; facing it
a couch with a large mirror above it; be-
hind him, oa the side of the fireplace, a
large bed, hung with figured silk; in front
of him near the couch, a dressing-table
covered with a profusion of lace, and, last
of all, two large draped windows. He
hid himself behind the curtains of one of
these, instinctively choosing the window
that was farthest removed from the hus-
band’s room. After waiting 2 quarter
of an hour, during which time Thibault’s
heart beat so violently that the sound of
it, faral omen! reminded bim of the click-
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clack of the mill-wheel at Croyolles, Ma-
dame Suzanne entered the room.

Thibault’s original plan -had been to
leave his hiding-place as soon as Madame
Suzanne came in and the door was safely
shut behind her, and there and then to
make avowal of his love. But on consid-
eration, fearing that in her surprize, and
before she recognized who it was, she
might not be able to suppress a cry which
would betray them, he decided that it
would be betrer to wait untit Monsieur
Magleire was asleep beyond all power of
being awakened.

Pethaps, also, this procrastination may
have been partly due to that feeling which
all men have, however resolute of pur-
pose they may be, of wishing to put off
the critical moment, when on this moment
depend such chances as hung on the one
which was to decide for or against the
happiness of the shoemaker. For Thi-
bault, by dint of celling himself that he
was madly in love with Madame Mag-
loire, had ended by believing that he
really was so, and, in spite of being under
the protection of the black wolf, he expe-
rienced all the timidity of the genutne
lover. So he kept himself concealed be-
hind the curtains.

The bailiff's wife, however, had taken
up her position before the mirror of her
Pompadour table, and was decking her-
self out as if she were going to a festival
of preparing to make one of 2 procession.

She tried on ten veils before making
choice of one. She arranged the folds of
her dtess. She fastened a wiple row of
pearls round her neck. ‘Then she loaded
ber arms with all the bracelets she pos-
sessed. Finally she dressed her hair with
the minutest care.

Thibault was lost in conjectures as to
the meaning of all this coquetry, when
all of a sudden a dry, grating noise, as of
some hard body coming in contact with &

(Please tarn to page 573)



WEIRD TALES

The Wolf-Leader

(Continued from page 568)

pane of glass, made him start. Madame
Suzanne started t00, and immediately put
out the lights. The shoemaker then heard
her step sofily to the window, and cau-
tiously open it; whereupon there followed
some whisperings, of which Thibault
could not catch the words, but, by draw-
ing the curtain a little aside, he was able
to distinguish in the darkness the figure
of a man of gigantic stature, who ap-
peared to be climbing through the win-
dow.

Thibault instancly recalled his adven-
ture with the unknown combatant, whose
mantle he had clung to, and whom he
had so triumphantly disposed of by hit-
ting him on the forehead with a stone.
As far as he could make out, this would
be the same window from which the
giant had descended when he made use
of Thibault'’s two shoulders as a ladder.
The surmise of identity was, undoubtedly,
founded on a logical conclusion. As a
man was now climbing in at the window,
a man could very well have been climb-
ing down from it; and if a man did climb
down from it—unless, of course, Madame
Magloire’s acquaintances were many in
number, and she had a greac variety of
tastes—if a man did climb down from
it, in all probability, it was the same man
who at this moment was climbing in.

But whoever this nocturnal visitor
might be, Madame Suzanne held out her
hand to the intruder, who took 2 heavy
jump into the room, which made the floor
tremble and set all the furniture shaking.

"Oh! take care, my lord,” Madame
Suzanne’s voice was heard to say, “heav-
ily as my husband sleeps, if you make
such a noise as that, you will wake him
up.”
"By the devil and his horns! my fair
friend,” replied the stranger. ‘I can not
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alight lke a bird!” and Thibault recog-
nized the voice as that of the man with
whom he had had the altercation 2 night
or two before. “Although while I was
waiting under your window for the happy
moment, my heart was so sick with long-
ing that I felt as if wings must grow ere
long, to bear me up into this dear wished-
for little room.”

*And I too, my lord,” replied Madame
Magloire with a simper, “I two was
troubled to leave you outside to freeze in
the cold wind, but the guest who was
with us this evening only left us half an
hour ago.”’

“And what have you been doing, my
dear one, during this last half-hour?”

“I was obliged to help Monsicur Mag-
loire, my lord, and to make sure that he
would not come and interrupe us.”

"You were right, as you always are, my
heart’s love.”

“My lord is too kind,” replied Suzanne
—or, more correctly, tried to reply, for
her last words were i as if by
some foreign body being placed upon her
lips, which prevented her from finishing
the sentence; and at the same moment,
Thibaule heard a sound which was re-
markably like that of a kiss. The wret-
ched man was beginning to understand
the extent of the disappointment of which
he was again the victim. His reflections
were interrupted by the voice of the new-
comer, who coughed two or three times.

“Suppose we shut the window, my
love,” said the voice, after this prelim-
inary coughing.

“Oh! my lord, forgive me,” said Ma-
dame Magloire, "it ought to have been
closed before,” And so saying she went
to the window, which she first shut close,
and then closed even more hermetically
by drawing the curtains across it. The
stranger meanwhile, who made himself
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thoroughly ac home, had drawn an easy
chair up to the fire, and sat with his legs
stretched out, warming his feet in the
most luxourius fashion. Reflecting, no
doubt, that for a man half frozen, the
most immediate necessity is to thaw him-
self, Madame Suzanne seemed to find no
cause of offense in this behavior on the
part of her aristocratic lover, but came up
to his chair and leant her pretty arms over
the back in the most fascinating posture.
Thibault had a good view of the group
from behind, well thrown up by the light
of the fire, and he was overcome with
inward rage. The stranger appeared for
a while to have no thought beyond that
of warming himself; but at last, the fire
having performed its appointed task, he
asked:

“And this stranger, this guest of yours,
who is he?”

“Ah! my lord!” answered Madame
Magloire, “you already know him only
too well.”

“"What!” said che favored lover, “do
you mean to say it was that drunken lout
of the other night, again?”

*“The very same, my lord.”

“Well, all I can say is, if ever I get him
into my grip again——"

“My lord,” tesponded Suzanne, in a
voice as soft as music, “'you must not har-
bor evil designs against your enemies; oa
the contrary, you must forgive them as we
are taught to do by our holy religion.”

“There is also another religion which
teaches that, my dearest love, one of
which you are the all-supreme goddess,
and I but a2 humble neophyte. . . . Aad
I am wrong in wishing evil to the scoun-
drel, for it was owing to the treacherous
and cowardly way in which he artacked
and did for me, that I had the opportunity
I had so long wished for, of being intro-
duced into this house. The lucky blow
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on my forehead with his stone made me
faint; and because you saw I had fainted,
you called your husband; it was on account
of your husband finding me without con-

sciousness beneath your window, and be--

lieving I had been set upon by thieves,
that he had me carriéd indoors; and last-
ly, because you were so moved by pity at
the thought of what I had suffered for
you, that you were willing to let me in
here. And so, this good-for-nothing fel-
low, this contemptible scamp, is after all
the scource of all good, for all the good
of life for me is in your love; neverthe-
less if ever he comes within reach of my
whip, he will not have a very pleasant
time of it.”

“It seems then,” muttered Thibault,
swearing to himself, “that my wish has
again turned to the advantage of some
one else! Ah! my friend, black wolf, I
have still something to leatn, but, con-
found it all! I will in future think so
well over my wishes before expressing
them that the pupil will become mas-
ter . . . but to whom does that voice,
that I seem to know, belong?”” Thibault
continued, trying to recall it, “for the
voice is familiar to me, of that I am cer-
tain!”

"You would be even more incensed
against him, poor wretch, if I were to tell
you something.”

*And what is that, my love?”

“"Well, that good-for-nothing fellow,
as you call him, is making love to me.”

“Phew!”

“That is so, my lord,” said Madame
Suzanne, laughing.

“What! that boor, that low rascal!
Where is he? Where does he hide him-
self? By Beelzebub! Tl throw him to
my dogs to eat!”

And then, all at once, Thibault recog-
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nized bis man. “Ah! my Lotd Baron,”
he muttered, “it's you, is it?”

“Pray do not trouble yourself about it,
my lord,” said Madame Suzanne, laying
her two hands on her lover's shoulders,
and obliging him to sit down again, “‘your
lordship is the only person whom I love,
and even were it not so, 2 man with a
lodk of red hair right in the middle of
his forehead is not the one to whom I
should give away my heart.” And as the
recollection of this lock of hair, which
had made her laugh so at dinner, came
back to her, she again gave way to her
amusement.

A violent fecling of anger toward the
bailiff's wife took possession of Thi-
baule.

"Ah! traitress!” he exclaimed to him-
self, “what would I nat give for your
husband, your good, upright husband,
to walk in at this moment and surprize
you.

Scarcely was the wish uttered, when
the door of communication betwéen Se-
zanne’s room and thar of Monsieur
Magloire was thrown wide open, and in
watked her husband with an enormous
night-cap on his head, which made him
lcok nearly five feet high, and holding a
lighted candle in his hand.

“Ah! sh!” muttered Thibaule. “Well
done! It's my tum w0 laugh now, Ma-
dame Magloire.”

(To be continued next montb.)
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The Wolf—Leade *

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

The Story Thas Far

HIBAULT, a French shoemaker,

I lived alone in a forest near Vil-
lers-Cotteret on the estate of the

Baron of Vez. A good-looking man in
his late twenties, Thibault had seen just
enough of the world to make him discon-

tented with his own staton in life.

The Baron of Vez was an ardent
huntsman, Following a stag one day, his
dog pack lost the scent near Thibault’s
hut. Thibault sought to obtain the stag
for himself, by poaching, but was found
out, and escaped a severe whipping only
by the intervention of a girl, Agnelette.
The girl told Thibault quite frankly,
after the Baron’s party departed, that she
wished to marry, and Thibault engaged
himself to her.

But Thibault’s rancor against the Bar-
on was so great that he was willing to go
to any length to get even with him. He
had carelessly called upon the Devil to
give the stag to him, and to his astonish-
ment he found the stag tied inside his hut
when he went home that night.

But the stag was a mild surprize in con-
trast to Thibault’s second visitor, a huge

*This remarkable werewolf novel, by Alexandre
Dumas, filg, is not included in the published collections
of Dumas’ works in English, and will therefore he
new_ to our readers, cxcept those who have had the
good fortune to read the story in the original French.

black wolf that appeared in the hut in a
vety mysterious way. When the shoe-
maker raised a hatchet with an idea of
killing the wolf, he was dumfounded to
hear the beast speak. The strange crea-
ture gave Thibault to understand that the
Devil was of a mind to bargain and would
grant the man’s desires in return for hairs
from his head, one for the first wish, two
for the second, four for the third and so
on, doubling the number for every wish
granted. The wolf then gave Thibault a
ring in exchange for one the shoemaker
was wearing, and the unholy pact was
complete.

Thibault’s ambition fired by the black
wolf’'s promises, the shoemaker deter-
mined to forget Agnelette and marry
Madame Polet, the wealthy young widow
who owned the mill at Croyolles. But he
found that Madame Polet was enamoured
of another, and in his rage he behaved so
badly that she ordered the servants to put
him out. Thibault escaped up a steep
hillside where the servants could not fol-
low.. “What can we do against a were-
wolf?” they asked their mistress.

Going home through the forest, Thi-
bault was alarmed when a pack of wolves
surrounded him, but he soon discovered
that they were friendly. That night and
subsequent nights they formed a guard

This story begen ia WEIED TALES for Amgust
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around his hut, even hunting for deer and
bringing him venison to eat.

One lock of Thibault’s hair was now
entirely red, but his envy of the nobility
made him resolve to use his satanic power
to the utmost, even if all his hair should
be claimed by the Devil's color.

By chance Thibault made the acquaint-
ance of Maitre Magloire, the bailiff, and
was invited to his house for supper. Hav-
ing drunk the bailiff under the table, he
entered Madame Magloire’s bedchamber
to make love to her, but found her in the
arms of the Baron of Vez. He uttered the
wish that her husband would walk in and
surprize her, and immediately the door
opened and Maitre Magloire walked into
the room.,

CHAPTER 13

Where it is demonstrated that a woman
never speaks more eloquently than
when she bolds her tongue

S THIBAULT was talking to himself he
did not catch the few hurried words
which Suzanne whispered to the Baron;
and all he saw was that she appeared to
totter, and then fall back into her lover's
arms, as if in a dead faint.

‘The bailiff stopped short as he caught
sight of this curious group, lit up by his
candle. He was facing Thibault, and the
latter endeavored to read in Monsieur
Magloire’s face what was passing in his
mind.

But the bailiff's jovial physiognomy
was not made by nature to express any
strong emotion, and Thibault could detect
nothing in"it but a benevolent astonish-
ment on the part of the amiable husband.

The Baron, also, evidently detected
nothing more, for with a coolness and
ease of manner which produced on Thi-
bault a surprize beyond expression, he
turned to the bailiff, and asked:
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“"Well, friend Magloire, and how do
you carry your wine this evening?”’

“Why, is it you, my lord?” replied the
bailiff, opening his fat little eyes. *Ah!?
pray excuse me, and believe me, had I
known I was to have the honor of seeing
you here, I should not have allowed my-
self to appear in such an unsuitable cos-

tume.

"Pooh-pooh! nonsense!”

“Yes, indeed, my lord; you must per-
mit me to go and make a little toilette.”

“No ceremony, I pray!” rejoined the
Baron. “After curfew, one is at least free
to receive one’s friends in what costume
one likes. Besides, my dear friend, there
is something which requires more imme-
diate attention.”

*"What is that, my lord?”

“To restore Madame Magloire to her
senses, who, you see, has fainted in my

“Fainted? Suzanne fainted? Ah, my
God!” cried the little man, putting down
his .candle on the chimney-piece, “how
ever did such a misfortune happen?”

“Wait, wait, Monsieur Magloire!”
said my lord; “we must first get your wife
into 2 more comfortable position in an

"armchair; nothing annoys women so much

as not to be at their ease when they are
unfortunate enough to faint.”

“You are right, my lord; let us first
put her in the armchair. . . . Oh Su-
zanne! poor Suzanne! How can such a
thing as this have happened?”

“1 pray you at least, my dear fellow,
not to think ill of me at finding me in
your house at such a time of night!”

“Far from it, my lord,” replied the
bailiff; “the friendship with which you
honor us, and the virtue of Madame
Magloire, are sufficient guarantees for me
to be glad at any hour to have diy house
honored by your presence.”

“Triple-dyed idiot!” mutmured the
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shoemaker, “'unless I ought rather to call
him a doubly clever dissembler. . . .
No mater which, however! we have yet
to see how my lord is going to get out
of it.”

“Nevertheless,”” continued Maitre Mag-
loire, dipping a handkerchief into some
aromatic water, and bathing his wife's
temples with it, “"nevertheless, I am curi-
ous to know how my poor wife can have
received such a shock.”

“It’s a simple affair enough, as I will
explain, my dear fellow. I was returning
from dining with my friend, de Viviéres,
and passing through Erneville on my way
to Vez, I caught sight of an open window,
and a woman inside making signals of
distress.”

“Ah! my God!”

“That is what I exclaimed, when I
realized that the window belonged to
your house; can it be my friend the bail-
iff's wife, I thought, who is in danger
and in need of help?”

“You are good indeed, my lord,” said

the bailiff, quite overcome. "I trust it
was nothing of the sort.”
“On the contrary, my dear man.”
“How? on the contrary?”

“Yes, as you will see.”

“You make me shudder, my lord!
And do you mean that my wife was in
need of help and did not call me?”

“It had been her first thought to call
you, but she abstained from doing so, for
—and here you see her delicacy of feel-
ing—she was afraid that if you came, your
precious life might be endangered.”

The bailiff turned pale and gave an
exclamation.

“My precious life, as you are good
enough to aall it, is in danger?”

“Not now, since I am here.”

“But tell me, I pray, my lord, what had

happened?” -
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The Baron went an: “So I ran to her,
and seeing her all trembling and alarmed,
I asked, ‘“What is the macter, Madame
Magloire, and what is causing you so
much alarm?” *Ah! my lord,” she replied,
‘just think what I feel, when I tell you
that yesterday and today, my husband has
been entertaining a man about whom I
have the worst suspicions. Ugh! A man
who has introduced himself under the
pretense of friendship to my dear Mag-
loire, and actually makes love to me, to
me——"'

*She told you that?”

“Word for word, my dear fellow!”

“Ah! these men! these men!” mur-
mured the bailiff.

"Yes, race of vipess!” continued my
lord of Vez. “Do you wish me to go on?"”

“Yes, indeed!” said the little man, for-
getting the scantiness of his artite in the
interest excited in him by the Baron's tale.

* 'But Mad.mne, I said to my friend
Madame Magloire, *how could you tell
that he had the audacity to love you?" *

“Yes,” put in the bailiff, “how did she
find it out? I never noticed anything my-
self.”

“You would l:i.ve been aware of it,
my dear friend, if only you had looked
under the table; but, fond of your dinner
as you are, you w'te not likely to be
looking at the di*..s on the table and
underneath it at the ~~me time.”

“The truth is, my lord, we had the
most perfect little supper! just you think
now—cutlets of young wild-boar——"

“Very well,”” said the Baron, “now
you are going to tell me about your sup-
pet, instead of listening to the end of my
tale, a tale which corcemns the honor of

_your wife!”
“True, true! M: .ocor Suzanne! My
lotd, help me to ... . her hands, that 1

may slap them & . . palms.”
W.T—8
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The Lord of Vez gave all the assist-
ance in his power w Monsicur Magloire,
and by dint of their united efforts they
forced open Madame Magloire’s hands.

The good man, now easier in his mind,
began slapping his wife’s palms with his
chubby little hands, all the while giving
his attention to the remainder of the
Baron's interesting story.

“Madame Magloire and your guest left
the table, She told him which was his
room, and Perrine showed him to it; after
which, kind and faithful wife as she is,
Madame Magloite tucked you into bed,

and went into her own room.’

“"Dear little Suzanne!” said the ba:hE
in a voice of emotion.

“And it was then, when she found her-
self in her room, and all alone, that she
got frightened; she weat to the window
and opened it; the wind, blowing iato
the room, put out her candle. You know
what it is to have a sudden panic come
over you, do you not?”

- “Oh! yes,” replied the baliff naively,
“I am very timid myself.”

“After that she was seized with panic,
and not daring to wake you, for fear any
harm should come to you, she called to
the fiest horseman she saw go by—and
luckily, that horseman was myself.”

"It was indeed fortunate, my lord.”

“Was it not? I ran, I made myself
known.

" '‘Come up, my lord, come up,’ she
cried. °*Come up quickly—I am sure there
is a man in my room.’

“I thought it was only losing time to

and ring; I gave my horse to
IEveillé, I stood up on the saddle,
climbed from that to the balcony, and,
so that the man who was in the room
might not escape, I shut the window. It
was just at that moment that Madame
Magloire, hearing the sound of your door
opening, and overcome by such a succes-

Ww.T—9
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sion of painful feelings, fell fainting into
my arms,”

“Ah! my lord!” said the bailiff, “how
frightful all this is that you tell me?”

“And be sure, my dear friend, that I
have rather softened than added to jts
terror; anyhow, you will hear what Ma-
dame Magloire has ¢to tell you when she
comesto. . . .”

See my lord she is beginning to
move.”

“That's right! burn a feather under her
nose.”

“But where shall I find a feather?”
asked the bailiff.

“"Here! take this, the feather round my
hat.” And the lord of Vez broke off a
bit of the ostrich feather which oraa-
mented his hat, gave it t© Monsieur Mag-
loire, who lighted it at the candle and
held it smoking under his wife’s nose.

The effect of it was instantaneous;
Madame Magloire sneezed.

“Ah!" cried the bailiff delightedly,
“now she is coming to! my wife! my dear
wife! my dear little wife!”

ADAME MAGLOIRE opened her eyes,

looked first at the bailiff and then

at the Baron, with a bewildered gaze, and
then finally fixing them on the bailiff:

“Magloire! dear Magloire!” she said,
“is it really you? Oh! how glad I am
to see you again after the bad dream I
have had!”

“Alas! my beautiful Suzanne,” said the
bailiff, “‘it is no bad dream you have had,
but, as it seems, a hideous reality.”

“Ah! I remember now,” responded
Madame Magloire. Then, as if noticing
for the first time that the lord of Vez
was there:

“Ah! my lord,” she continued, “I hope
you have repeated nothing to my husband
of all those foolish things I told you?”

“And why not, dear lady?" asked the
Baron.
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*“Because an honest woman knows how
to protect herself, and has no need to keep
on telling her husband a lot of nonsense
like that.”

“On the contrary, Madame,” replied
the Baron, “I have told my friend every-
thing.”

“Do you mean that you have told him
that during the whole of supper-time that
man was fondling my knee under the
table?”

T told him that, certainly.”

“Oh! the wretch!” exclaimed the

“And that Monsicur Magloire having
a passing giddiness which made him shut
his eyes while ac table, his guest took the
opportumty to kiss me against my will?”’

*I thought it was right for a husband
to know everything.”

“Oh! the knave!” cried the bailiff.

“And did you even go so far as to tell
him that having come into my room, and
the wind having blown out the candle, I
fanded I saw the window curtains move,
which made me call to you for help, be-
lieving that he was hidden behind them?”

*No, 1 did not tell him that! I was
going to when you sneezed.”

“Oh! the vile rascal!”’ roared the bailiff,
taking hold of the Baron’s sword which
the latter had laid on a chair, and draw-
ing it out of the scabbard, then running
toward the window which his wife had
indicated. *'He had better not be behind
these currains, or I will spit him like a
woodcock,”” and with this he gave one or
two lunges with the sword against the
window hangings.

But all at once the bailiff stayed his
hand, and stood as if arrested like a
schoolboy caught trespassing out of
bounds; his hair rose on end beneath his
cotton night-cap, and this conjugal head-
dress became agitated as by some convul-
sive movement. ‘The sword dropped
from his trembling hand and fell with a
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clatter on the floor. He had caught sight
of Thibault behind the curtains, and as
Hamlet kills Polonius, thinking to slay
his father's murderer, so he, believing
that he was thrusting at nothing, had
nearly killed his crony of the night before,
who had already had time enough to
prove himself a false friend. Moreover,
as he had lifted the curtain with the point
of the sword, the bailiff was not the only
one who had seen Thibault. His wife
and the lord of Vez had both been par--
ticipators in the unexpected vision, and
both uttered a cry of surprize. In telling
their tale so well, they had had no idea
that they were so near the truth. ‘The
Baron, too, had not only seen that there
was a man, but had also recognized that
the man was Thibault.

“"Damn me!” he exclaimed, as he went
pearer to him, “if I mistake not, this is
my old acquaintance, the man with the
boar-spear!”

“How! how! man with the boar-spear?”
asked the bailiff, his teeth chattering as
he spoke. “Anyway I trust he has not
his boar-spear with him now!” And he
ran behind his wife for protection.

*No, no, do not be alarmed,” said the
Lord of Vez; “even if he has got it with
him, I promise you it shall not stay long
in his hands. So, master poacher,” he
went on, addressing himself to Thibault,
“'you are not content to hunt the game be-
longing to his Highness the Duke of Or-
leans, in the forest of Villers-Cotterets,
but you must come and make excursions
in the open and poach on the territory
of my friend Maitre Magloire?”

“A poacher! do you say?” exclaimed
the bailiff. *Is not Monsieur Thibault a
landowner, the proprietor of farms, liv-
ing in his country house on the income
from his estate of a hundred acres?”’

“What, he?"’ said the Baron, bursting
into a loud guffaw. "“So he made you
believe all that stuff, did he? the rascal
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has got a clever tongue. He! 2 landowner!
that poor starveling! why, the only prop-
erty he possesses is what my stabie-boys
wear on their feet—the wooden shoes he
gets his living by making.”

Madame Suzanne, on hearing Thibault
thus dassified, made a gesture of scorn
and contempt. Maitre Magloire drew
back a step, while the color mouated to
his face. Not that the good litdle man
was proud, but he hated all kinds of de-
ceit; it was not because he had clinked
glasses with a shoemaker that he wmed
red, but because he had drunk in com-
pany with a fiar and a craitor.

During this avalanche of abuse Thi-
bauit had stood immovable with his arms
folded and a smile on his lips. He had
no fear but that when his tumn came to
speak, he would be able to take an easy
revenge. And the moment to speak
seemed now to have come. In a light,
bantering tone of voice—which showed
that he was gradually accustoming him-
self to conversing with people of a su-
perior rank to his own—he then ex-
daimed: "By the Devil and his horns!
as you yourself remarked a little while
ago, you can tell tales of other people,
my lord, without much compunction, and
I fancy if every onc followed your ex-
ample, T should not be at such a loss
what to say, as I choose to appear!”

The lord of Vez, perfectly aware, as
was the bailiff's wife, of the menace con-
veyed in these words, answered by look-
ing Thibault up and down with eyes that
were starting with anger.

“Oh!” said Madame Magloire, some-
what unprudently, ‘you will see, he is
going to mvent some scandalous tale
about me.”

“Have no fear, Madame,” replied Thi-
bault, who had quite recovered his self-
possession; “‘you have left me nothing to
invent on that score.”

During this speech the lord of Vez
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had picked up his sword and advanced
threateningly toward Thibault, But the
bailiff threw himself between them, and
held back the Baron's arm. It was for-
tunate for Thibault that he did so, for
the latter did not move an inch to avoid
the blow, evidendy prepared at the last
momment to utter some terrible wish which
would avert the danger from him; but the
bailiff interposing, Thibault had no need

to resort to this means of help.

“Gently, my lord!” said the Maitre
Magloire, “this man is not worthy ouc
anger. I am but a plain citizen myself,
but you see, I have oaly contempt for
what he says, and I readily forgive him
the way in which he has eadeavored to
abuse my hospitality.

Madame Magloire now thought that
her moment had come for moistening the
situation of affairs with ber tears, aod
burst into loud sobs.

HIBAULT'S heart was with

rage and hatred; himself unaware of
the rapid growth of evil within him, he
was fast growing from a selfish and cov-
etous man into a wicked one. Suddenly,
his eyes flashing, he cried aloud: “T do
not know what holds me badk from put-
ting a terrible end w all this!”

On hearing ¢his exclamation, which
had all the character of ‘a menace in i,
the Baron and Suzanne understood it w
mean that some great and unknown and
unexpected danger was hanging over
everybody’s heads. But the Baron was not
easily intimidated, and he drew his sword
for the second time and made a move-
ment toward Thibault. Again the bailiff
interposed.

“My lord Baron! my lord Baron!" said
Thibault in a low voice, “this is the sec-
ond time that you have, in wish at least,

passed your sword through my body;
twice therefore you have been a murderer
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in thought! Take care! one can sin in
other ways besides sinning in deed.”

“Thousand devils!” cried the Baron,
beside himself with anger, “the rascal is
actually reading me a moral lesson! My
friend, you were wanting a little while
ago to spit him like a woodcock; allow
me to give him one light touch, such as
the matador gives the bull, and I will
answer for it that he won’t get up again
in a hurry.”

*'I beseech you on my knees, as a favor
to your humble servant, my lord,” replied
the bailiff, “to let him go in peace; and
deign to remember that, as he is my guest,
there should no hurt nor harm be done
to him in this poor house of mine.”

“So be it!” answered the Baron. I
shall meet him again. All kinds of bad
reports are about conceming him, and
poaching is not the only harm reported of
him; he has been seen and recognized
running the forest along with a pack of
wolves—and astonishingly tame wolves
at that. It's my opinion that the scoundrel
‘does not always spend his midnights at
bome, but sits astride a broomstick
oftener than becomes a good Catholic;
the owner of the mill at Croyolles has
made complaint of his wizardries. How-
evet, we will not talk of it any more now;
1 shall have his hut searched, and if
everything there is not as it should be,
the wizard’s hole shall be destroyed, for
I will not allow it to remain on his High-
pess’s territory. And now, take yourself
off, and that quickly!”

The shoemaker's exasperation had
come to a pitch during this menacing
tirade from the Baron; but, nevertheless,
he profited by the passage that was

. deared for him, and went out of the
" room. Thanks to his faculty of being able
to sce in the dark, he walked straight to
the door, opened it, and passed over the
threshold of the house, where he had left
behind so many fond hopes, now lost for
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ever, slamming the door after him with
such violence that the whole house shook.
He was obliged to call to mind the useless
expenditure of wishes and hair of the
preceding evening, to keep himself from
asking that the whole house, and all with-
in it, might be devoured by the flames.
He walked on for ten minutes before he
became conscious that it was pouring with
rain—but the rain, frozen as it was, and
even because it was so bitterly cold,
seemed to do Thibault good. As the good
Magloire had artlessly remarked, his head
was on fire.

On leaving the bailiff's house, Thibault
had taken the first road he came to; he
had no wish to go in one direction more
than another; all he wanted was space,
fresh air and movement. His desultory
walking brought him first of all on to the
Value lands; but even then he did not
notice where he was until he saw the mill
of Croyolles in the distance. He muttered
a curse against its fair owner as he passed,
rushed on like a madman between Vau-
ciennes and Croyolles, and seeing a dark
mass in front of him, plunged into its
depths. This dark mass was the forest.

The forest-path to the rear of Ham,
which leads from Croyolles to Préda-
mont, was now ahead of him, and into
this he turned, guided solely by chance.

CHAPTER 14
AVillage Wedding

E HAD made but a few steps within

the forest, when he found himself
surrounded by his wolves. He was pleased
to see them again; he slackened his pace;
he called to them, and the wolves came
crowding round him. Thibault caressed
them as a shepherd might his sheep, as a
keeper of the hounds his dogs. They
were his flock, his hunting pack; a flock
with flaming eyes, a pack with looks of
fire. Overhead, among the bare branches,
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the screech-owls were hopping and flut-
tering, making their plaintive calls, while
the other owls uttered their melancholy

cries in concert. The eyes of these night-

birds shone like winged coals flying about
among the trees, and there was Thibault
in the middle of it all, the center of the
devilish circle. '

Even as the wolves came up to fawn
upon him and crouch at his feet, so the
owls appeared to be attracted toward
him. The tips of their silent wings
brushed against his hair; some of them
alighted to perch upon his shoulder.

“Ah!” murmured ‘Thibault, *'I am not
then the enemy of all created things; if
men hate me, the animals love me.”

He forgot what place the animals who
loved him held in the chain of created
beings. He did not remember that these
animals which loved him were those
which hated mankind, and which man-
kind cursed.

He did not pause to reflect that these
animals loved him because he had be-
come among men what they were among
animals, a creature of the night, a man
of prey! With all these animals together
he could not do an atom of good; but, on

the other hand, he could do a great deal

of harm. Thibault smiled at the thought
of the harm he could do.

He was still some distance from home,
and he began to feel tired. He knew
there was a large hollow oak somewhere
near, and he took his bearings and made
for it; but he would have missed his way
if the wolves, who seemed to guess his
thoughts, had not guided him to it
While flocks of owls hopped along from
branch to branch, as if to illuminate the
way, the wolves trotted along in front to
show it to him. The tree stood about
twenty paces back from the road; it was,
as I have said, an old oak, numbering not
years, but centuries, Forty men could not
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have encircled the trunk of the old oak
with their arms.

The hollow made by time was as large
as an ordinary-sized room; but the en-
trance to it barely allowed a man to pass
through. Thibault crept inside; there he
found a sort of seat cut out of the thick-
ness of the trunk, as soft and comfortable
to sit in as an armchair. Taking his place
in it, and bidding good-night to his
wolves and his screech-owls, he closed his
eyes and fell asleep, or at least appeared
to do so. The wolves lay down in a circle
round the tree; the owls perched in the
branches.

Ir WAS broad daylight when Thibault
awoke; the wolves had long ago
sought their hiding-places, the owls flown
back to their ruins. The rain of the night
before had ceased, and a ray of sunlight
came gliding through the naked branches
of the trees, and having as yet none of the
short-lived verdure of the year to shine
upon, lit up the dark green of the mistle-
toe.

From afar came a faint sound of music;
gradually it grew nearer, and the notes
of two violins and a hautboy could be
distinguished.

Thibault thought at first that he must
be dreaming. But as it was broad day-
light he was obliged to acknowledge that
he was wide awake, the more so, that
having well rubbed his eyes, to make
quite sure of the fact, the rustic sounds -
came as distinctly as ever to his ear. They,
were drawing rapidly nearer; a bird sang,
answering the music of man with the
music of God; and at the foot of the bush
where it sat and made its song, a flower
was shining like a star. The sky above
was as blue as on an April day. What
was the meaning of this spring-like festi-
val, now, in the heart of winter?

The notes of the bird as it sang in salu-
tation of this bright, unexpected day, the
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-souads of merry-making which cold the
lost and unhappy man that his fellow-
creatures were joining with the rest of
nature in their rejoicings under the azure
anopy of heaven, all the aroma of joy,
sll chis upspringing of happiness,

00 calmer thoughts back to Thi-
bault, but rather increased the anger and
bitterness of his feelings. He would have
liked the whale world to be as dark and
gloomy as was his own soul.

On first detecting the sounds of the
approaching fural band, he thought of
ruoning away from it; buc a power
stronger than his will, as it secemed to
him, held him rooted to the spot; so he
hid himself in the hollow of the oak and
waited. Metry voices and lively songs
could be heard mingling with the notes
of the violins and hautboy; now and
again 2 gun went off, or a cracker ex-
pioded; and Thibault felt sure thac all
these festive sounds must be occasioned
by some village wedding. He was right,
for he soon caught sight of a procession
of villagers, all dressed in their best, with
Joag ribands of many colors floating in
the brecze, some from the women's
waists, some from the men’s hats or but-
tonholes. They emerged into view at the
end of the long lane of Ham.

They were headed by the fiddlers; then
followed a few , and among
them some figures, which by their livery,
Thibault recognized as keepers in the
service of the lord of Vez. Then came
Engoulevent, the second huntsman, giv-
ing his arm t an old blind woman, who
was decked out with ribands like the
others; then the major-domo of the Castle
of Vez, as representative probably of the
father of the linle huntsman, giving his
arm to the bride.

And the bride herself—Thibault stared
at her with wild fixed eyes; he endeav-
ored, but vainly, to persuade himself that
he did not recognize her—it was impos-
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sible not to do 50 when she came within
a few paces from where he was hiding,
The bride was Agnelette,

Agneleue!

And to ccown his humiliation, as if to
give a final blow to his pride, no pale
and trembling Agnelette dragged reluc-
tantly to the altar, casting looks behind
her of regret or remembrance, but an
Agnelette as bright and happy as the bird

~ that was singing, the sunlight that was

shining; an Agnelewe full of delighted
pride in her wreath of orange flowers, her
tulle veil and muslin dress; an Agnelette,
in short, as fair and smiling as the virgin
in the church at Villers-Cotterets, when
dressed in her beautiful white dress at
Whitsuntide.

She was, no doubt, indebted for all this
finery to the lady of the Castle, the wife
of the lord of Vez, who was a true Lady
Bountiful in such matters.

But the chief cause of Agnelette’s hap-
piness and smiles was not the great love
she felt coward the man who was to be-
come her husband, but her contentment
at having found what she so ardently de-
sired, that which Thibault had wickedly
promised to her without really wishing to
give her—some one who would help her
to support her blind old grandmother.

The musicians, the bride and bride-
groom, the young men and maidens,
passed, along the road within twenty
paces of Thibault, without observing the
head wich its flaming hair and the eyes
with their fiery gleam, looking out from
the hollow of the tree. Then, as Thibault
had warched them appear through the
undergrowth, so he watched them dis-
appear. As the sounds of the violins and
hautboy had gradually become louder and
louder, so now they became fainter and
fainter, uncil in another quarter of an
hour the forest was as silent and deserced
as ever, and Thibault was lefc alone with
his singing bird and his glittering ray of
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sunlight. But a new fire of hell had been
lighted in his heart, the worst of the fires
of hell; that which gnaws at the vitals
like the sharpest serpent’s tooth, and cor-
rodes the blood like the most destructive
poison—the fire of jealousy.

On seeing Agnelette again, so fresh
and pretty, so innocently happy, and,
worse still, seeing her at the moment
when she was about to be married to an-
other, Thibaulc, who had not given a
thought to her for the last three months,
Thibault, who had never had any inten-
tion of keeping the promise which he
made her, Thibault now brought himself
to believe that he had never ceased to love
her.

He persuaded himself that Agnelette
was engaged to him by oath, that En-
goulevent was carrying off what belonged
to him, and he almost leaped from his
hiding-place to rush after her and re-
proach her with her infidelity. Agnelette,
now no longer his, at once appeared to
his eyes as endowed with all the virtues
and good qualities that would make it ad-
vantageous to marry her, which, when he
had only to speak the word and every-
thing would have been his, he had not
even suspected. -

After being the victim of so much de-
ception, to lose what he looked upon as
his own particular treasure, to which he
had imagined that it would not be too
late to return at any time, simply because
he never dreamed that any one would
wish to take it from him, seemed to him
the last stroke of ill fortune. His despair
was no less profound and gloomy that it
was a mute despair. He bit his fists, he
knocked his head against the sides of the
tree, and finally began to cry and sob.
But they were not those tears and sobs
which gradually soften the heart and are
often kindly agents in dispersing a bad
humor and reviving a better one; no, they
were tears and sobs arising rather from
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anger than from regret, and these tears
and sobs had no power to drive the
hatred out of Thibault’s heart. As some
of his tears fell visibly adown his face, so
it seemed that others fell on his heart
within like drops of gall.

He declared that he loved Agnelette;
he lamented at having lost her; neverthe-
less, this furious man, with all his tender
love, would gladly have been able to see
her fall dead, together with her bride-
groom, at the foot of the altar when the
priest was about to join them.

Y EFORE long the shoemaker began to
feel ashamed of his tears and sobs;
he forced back the former, and made an

effort to swallow the latter.

He came out of his lair, not quite
knowing where he was, and rushed off in
the direction of his hut, covering a league
in a quarter of an hour; this mad race,
however, by causing him to perspire,
somewhat calmed him down. He went
into his hut as a tiger might enter its den,
closed the door behind him, and went and
crouched down in the darkest corner he
could find in his miserable lodging.
There, his elbows on his knees, his chin
on his hands, he sat and thought. And
what thoughts were those which occupied
this unhappy, desperate man? Ask of
Milton what were Satan’s thoughts after
his fall.

He went over again all the old ques-
tions which had upset his mind from the
beginning, which had brought despair
upon so many before him, and would
bring despair to so many that came after
him.

Why should some be born in bondage
and others be born to power? Why
should there be so much inequality with
regard to a thing which takes' place in
exactly the same way in all classes—
namely, birth? By what means can this
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game of nature’s, in which chance for
ever holds the cards against mankind, be
made a fairer one? And is not the only
way to accomplish this, to do what the
dever gamester does—get the devil to
.back him up? He had certainly thought
$0 once.

To cheat? He had tried that game
himself. And what had he gained by it?
Each time he had held a good hand, each
time he had felt sure of the game, it was
the devil after all who had won. What
benefic had he reaped from this deadly
power that had been given him of work-
mg evil to others? None.

Agnelette had been taken from him;
the owner of the mill had driven him
away; the bailiff's wife had made game
of him.

His first wish had caused the death of

Marcotte, and had not even pro-
cured him a haunch of the buck that he
had been so ambitious to obtain, and this
had been the starting-point of all his dis-
appointed longings, for he had been
obliged to give the buck to the dogs so as
to put them off the scent of the black
wolf.

And thea this rapid multiplication of
devil's hairs was appalling! He recalled
the ale of the philosopher who asked for
a grain of wheat, multiplied by each of
the sixty-four squares of the chessboard
—the abundant harvests of a thousand
yeass were required to fill the last square.
And he—how many wishes yet remained
t0 him?—seven or eight ar the outside.
'The unhappy man dared not look at him-
self either in the spring which lurked at
the foot of one of the trees in the forest,
or in the mirror that hung against the
wall. He feared to render an exact ac-
count to himself of the time still left to
him in which to exercise his power; he
preferred to remain in the night of un-
certainty rather than face the terrible
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dawn which must rise when the nigit
was over.

Bue still, there must be a way of con-
tinuing matters, so that the misfortunes
of others should bring him of some
kind. He thought surely that if he had
received a sdentific education, instead of
being a poor shoemaker, scarcely know-
ing how to read or cipher, he would have

. found out, by the aid of science, some

combinations which would infallibly have
procured for him both riches and happi-
ness.

Poor fool! If he had been 2 man of
learning, he would have known the
legend of Doctor Faust. To what did the
omaipotence conferred on him by
Mephistopheles lead Faust, the dreamer,
the thinker, the pre-eminent scholar? To
the murder of Valentine! to Margaret’s
suicide! to the pursuit of Helen of Troy,
the pursuit of an empty shadow!

And, moreover, how could Thibaule
think coherently at all of ways and means
while jealousy was raging in his heart,
while he continued to picture Agnelette
at the alear, giving herself for life to an-
other than himself?

And who was that other? That
wretched little Engoulevent, the man who
had spied him out when he was
in the tree, who had found his boar-spear
in the bush, which had been the cause of
the stripes he had received from Marcotte.

Ah! if he had but known! to him and
not to Marcotte would he have willed that
evil should befall! What was the physical
torture he had undergone from the blows
of the strap compared to the moral torture
he was enduring now!

And if only ambition bad not taken
such hold upon him, had not borne him
on the wings of pride above his sphere,
what happiness might have been his, a3

(Please turn to page 714),
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(Continued from page 712)

the clever workman, able to earn as much
as six francs a day, with Agnelette for his
charming litle housekeeper! For he had
certainly been the one whom Agnelette
had first loved; perhaps, although marry-
ing another man, she still loved him. And
as Thibault sac pondering over these
things, he became conscious that time was
passing, that night was approaching.

However modest might be the fortune
of the wedded pair, however limited the
desires of the peasants who had followed
them, it was quite certain that bride,
bridegroom and peasants were all at this
hour feasting merrily together.

And he, he was sad and alone. There
was no one to prepare a meal for him;
and what was there in his house to eat or
drink? A little bread! a little water! and
solitude! in place of that blessing from
heaven which we call a sister, a mistress,

a wife.
But, after all, why should not he also

dine merrily and abundantly? Could he
not go and dine wheresoever he liked?
Had he not money in his pocket from the
last game he had sold to the host of the
Boule-d’Or?  And could he not spend on
himself as much as the wedded couple
and all their guests together? He had
only himself to please.

“And, by my faith!” he exclaimed, *'1
am an idiot indeed to stay here, with my
brain racked by jealousy, and my stomach
with hunger, when, with the aid of a
good dinner and two or three bottles of
wine, I can rid myself of both torments
before another hour is over. I will be off
to get food, and better still, to get drink!”

In order to carry this determination
into effect, Thibault took the road to
Ferté-Milon, where there was an excellent
restaurant, known as the Dauphin d'Or,
able it was said to serve up dinners equal
to those provided by his head cook for
his Highness, the Duke of Orleaans.

(To be continued next month)



VOLUME XIX DR ; NUMBEE 1

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publiching Company, 2457 E. Washington Street,
India.napohs. Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the post office at Indianapolis,
Ind.. under the act of March 3, 1879. Single copies, 256 cents. Subscription, $2,60 a year in the
United States, $4.00 a year in Canada. English office: Charles Lavell, 18, Serjcant’s Inn, Fleet
Strect, E. C. 4 London. The publishera are not responsible for the loss of unsolicited manuseripts,
although every care will be faken of such material while in their posscssion. The contents of this
magazine are fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced cither wholly or in part
without permission fram the publishers,

NOTE—AIl manuseripts and communications should be addressed to the publishers’ Chicago
office at 840 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Il

FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copvright 1931, by the Populaer Fiction Publishing Company.

Contents for January, 1932

Cover Design__.___._____._____ e C. C. Senf
Suggested by “The Monsier of the Prophecy”

The Eytie o e ceeeeen 4
A chat with the readers

The Monster of the Prophecy...______.__ Clark Ashton Smith 8

A story of cosmic scope, about a thyee-mooned world of the giant sun Antares,
and a poet from our own earth

From the Dark Hallsof Hell_____________.__ G. G. Pendarves 32

A tale of the beautitul violinist, Erzebet, and the invocation of evil powers
to work revenge for her

Those Who Seek._..____________________ August W. Derleth 49

The tale of a ghastly enconnter with the elementals that baunted a vuined
British abbey

[CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE]

2 COPYRIGHTED IN UREAT BRITAIN




———— ——

[CONTINUED FROM PREOEDING PAGE]

The Malignant Invader_ . __ Frank Belknap Long, Jr.

A erful story of a horror from the bowels of the earsh, by 1he asushor
of e&w'be Space-Eavers”

The Haunted Chair (Part2) . ______ Gaston Leroux

A novel c;/ eery murders, suddon deaths and weird advensuses, by the author
of *The Phantom of the Operd”’

TheHead . ________ S. B. H. Hurst

A s and snwsnal story of psychic or’ tale een Blizabeth
M&”Eﬂlofﬂnax o of by memory—a “f O i

A 1hrilling Japanese tale abous the fiery love of a Geisha girl for an Bn-
glishman, and the weird dragon damce }

A seties of ssartiing and blood-chilling bappenings beset the man who wore
thas ancient Bgyptian ring

A Queen in Other Skies___________________ Donald Wandrei
Verse

Abductor Minimi Digit_ . Ralph Milne Farley
A peculiar story about a man who willed into action a disused muscle tha
wiggled bis toe

Mive e Carl Jacobi

A 1dle of gigantic insects and a peculiar advemsuve out on the maor where
they were encounsered

The Silver Knife ____ . ______________ Ralph Allen Lang

A shivery tale of Wolf Dablgren, and bis gruesome advensure with a gres
wolf that trailed bim 3hrough the arctic wastes

The Ordeal of Wooden-Face_ - ___ Hal K. Wells

A brief story is this, abont a man whose thirst for revenge was she passion
that ruled his life

Weird Story Reprint
The Wolf-Leader (Part6).___..______ -Alexandre Dumas

A werewolf story by a great Prench novelist, which does not appear in bis
collected works in English

104

109

110

113

117

121

123

¥or Advertising Rates in WEIBRD TALES Apply Direct to

WEIRD TALES
Wesiern Advertising Ofiee Qenéral Advertising O Eastern Advertising Offloet
NORMAN . NOUBRSH ' HARLEY L. WARD, ING:’f » P R'[K.Ell,n‘l!n
s Angelon, Callt 0 nleaao L T New York, N. ¥,
o8, . cago, ew . Y.
Phone, Oentral 6260 Phone, Gramercy




e Wolf-Leader

WEIRD JSTORN

A REPRINT

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

The Story Thus Far
THIBAULT, a French shoemaker,

lived alone in a forest near Vil-

lers-Cotterct on the estate of the
Baron of Vez. A good-looking man in
his late twenties, Thibault had seen just
enough of the wotld to make him discon-
tented with his own station in life.

The Baron of Vez was an ardent
huntsman., Following a stag one day, his
dog pack lost the scent near Thibault’s
hut. Thibault sought to obtain thc stag
for himself, by poaching, but was fouad
out, and escaped a severe whipping only
by the intervention of a girl, Agnelette.
The girl told Thil_)ault quite frankly,
after the Baron’s party departed, that she
wished to marry, and Thibault engaged
himself to her,

But Thibault’s rancor against the Bar-
on was 5o great that he was willing to go
to any length to get even with him. He
had carelessly called upon the Devil to
give the stag to him, and to his astopish-
ment he found the stag tied inside his hut
when he went home that night.

But the stag was a mild surprize in con-

*Thiz remarkable wercwolf nevel, by Alexandre
Dumas, fils, is not ineluded in the published collcpbions
of Dumae’ works in English, and will therefore be
new to our readers, except those who have had the
good fortune to read the story in the original French.

trast to Thibault's second visitor, a huge
black wolf that appeared in the hut in
a very mysterious way. When the shoe-
maker raised a hatchet with an idea of
killing the wolf, he was dumfounded to
hcar the beast speak. The strange crea-
ture gave Thibault to understand that the
Devil was of 2 mind to bargain and would
grant the man’s desires in return for hairs
from his head, one for the first wish, iwo
for the second, four for the third and so
on, doubling the number for every wish
granted. The wolf then gave Thibault a
ring in exchange for one the shoemaker
was wearing, and the unholy pact was
complete.

Thibault’s ambition fired by the black
wolf’'s promises, the shoemaker deter-
mined to forget Agnelette and marry
Madame Polet, the wealthy young widow
who owned the mill at Croyolles. But he
found that Madame Polet was cnamored
of another, and in his rage he behaved so
badly that she ordered the servants to put
him out. Thibault escaped up a steep
hillside where the servants could not fol-
low. “What can we do against a were-
wolf?” they asked their mistress.

Going home through the forest, Thi-
bault was alarmed when a pack of wolves
surrounded him, but he soon discovered

This story began in WEIRD TALES for August
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that they were friendly. That night and
subsequent nights they formed a guard
around his hut, even hunting for deer and
bringing him venison to eat.

One lock of Thibault's hair was now
entirely red, but his envy of the nobility
made him resolve to use his satanic power
to the utmost, even if all his hair should
be claimed by the Devil’s color.

Returning from one of his escapades,
guarded by his wolves, Thibault catches
sight of a wedding procession, and sees
his lost love, Agnelette, arm in arm with
Engoulevent, one of the retainers of the
Baron of Vez. They proceed to the vil-
lage church and are married, while Thi-
bault, with rage in his heart, goes to an
inn to forget his jealous sorrow in drink.

CHAPTER 15
The Lord of Vauparfond

HIBAULT, on arriving at the Daupbin

d’Or, otdered himself as fine a din-
ner as he could think of. He wished the
other drinkers to envy him his three dif-
ferent wines, drunk out of three different-
shaped glasses. He wished everybody to
hear him give his orders in a haughty
voice, to hear the ring of his money.

As he gave his first order, 2 man in a
gray coat, seated in the darkest corner of
the room with a half-bottle of wine before
him, turned round, as if recognizing a
voice he knew. And, as it turned out, this
was one of Thibault’s tavern acquaint-
ances. On seeing that it was Thibault, the
other man turned his face away quickly,
but not so quickly but that Thibault had
time to recognize Auguste Francois
Levasseur, valet to Raoul the Lord of
Vauparfond.

“"Halloa! Francois!” Thibault called
out, “what are you doing sitting there in
the comer, and sulking like 2 monk in
Lent, instead of taking your dinner open-
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ly and cheerfully as I am doing, in full
view of everybody?”

Francois made no reply to this inter-
rogation, but signed to Thibault to hold
his tongue.

“I am not to speak? not to speak?” said
Thibault. *“And supposing it does not
suit me to hold my tongue, supposing I
wish to talk, and that I am bored at hav-
ing to dine alone, and that it pleases me
to say; 'Friend Frangois, come here; I in-
vite you to dine with me’? You will not?
no? very well, then I shall come and fetch
you.” And Thibault rose from his seat,
and followed by all eyes, went up to his
friend and gave him a slap on the shoul-
der vigorous enough to dislocate it.

“Pretend that you have made a mis-
take, Thibault, or you will loss me my
place; do you not see that I am not in
livery, but am only wearing my drab
greatcoat? 1 am here as proxy in a love
affair for my master, and I am waiting for
a letter from a lady to carry back to him.”
~ "“That's another matter altogether, and
I understand now and am sorry for my in-
discretion. 1 should like, however, to
have dined in your company.”

"Well, nothing is easier; order your
dinner to be served in a separate room,
and I will give word to our host, thar if
another man dressed in gray like me
comes in, he is to show him upstairs; he
and I are old cronies, and understand one
another.” )

“Good,” said Thibault; and he there-
with ordered his dinner to be taken up to
a room on the first floor, which looked
out upon the' street.

Francois seated himself so as to be able
to see the person he was expecting, while
some distance off, as he came down the
hill of Ferté-Milon. The dinner which
Thibault had ordered was quite sufficient
for the two; all that he did was to send
for another bottle or so of wine. Thibault
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‘had only taken two lessons from Maitre
Magloire, but he had been an apt pupil;
moreover Thibault had something which
he wished to forget, and he counted on
the wine to accomplish this for him. It
was good fortune, he felt, to have met a
friend with whom he could talk; for, in
the state of mind and heart in which he
was, talking was as good a help toward
oblivion as drinking. Accordingly, he
was no sooner seated, and the door shut,
and his hat stuck well down on to his
head so that Francois might not notice the
change in the color of his hair, than he
burst at once into conversation, boldly
taking the bull by the horns.

“"And now, friend Frangois,” he said,
“'you are going to explain to me some of
your words which I did not quite under-
stand.”

“I am not surprized at that,” replied
Frangois, leaning back in his chair with
an air of conceited impertinence; “we at-
tendants on ‘fashionable lords learn to
speak court language, which every one of
course does not understand.”

“Perhaps not, but if you explain it to
your friends, they may possibly under-
stand.”

*Quite so! ask what you like and I will
answer.”

"I look to your doing so the more, that
I will undertake to supply you with what
will help to loosen your tongue. First, let
me ask, why do you call yourself a gray-
coa? 1 thought gray-coat another name
for a jackass.”

“Jackass yourself, friend Thibaule,”
said Frangois, laughing at the shoemaker’s
ignorance. *“No, a gray-coat is a liveried
servant, who puts on a gray overall to
hide his livery, while he stands sentinel
behind a pillar, or mounts guard inside a
doorway."”

“So you mean that at this moment
then, my good Frangois, you are on sentry
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go? And who is coming to relieve you?”

“"Champagne, who is in the Comtesse
de Mont-Gobert’s service.”

“I see; I understand exactly. Your
master, the Lord of Vauparfond, is in
iove with the Comtesse de Mont-Gobert,
and you are now awaiting a letter which
Champagne is to bring from the lady.”

“Optimé! as the tutor to Monsieur
Raoul’s young brother says.”

My Lord Raoul is a lucky fellow!”

“Yes, indeed,” said Frangois, drawing
himself up.

“And what a beautiful creature the
Countess is!"

*You know her then?”’

T have seen her out hunting with his
Highness the Duke of Orleans and Ma-
dame de Montesson. To the health of my
Lord Raoul!”

As Frangois put down his glass on the
table, he uttered an exclamation; he had
that moment caught sight of Champagne.

They threw open the window and
called to this third comer, and Cham-
pagne, with all the ready intuition of the
well-bred servant, understood at once,
and went upstairs. He was dressed, like
Frangois, in a long gray coat, and had
brought a letter with him.

“Well,” asked Frangois, as he caught
sight of the letter in his hand, “and is
there to be a meeting tonight?”

-"“Yes,” answered Champagne, with
evident delight.

“That's all right,” said Francois cheer-
fully.

Thibault was surprized at these expres-

- sions of apparent sympathy on the part of

the servants with their master’s happiness.
“Is it your master’s good luck that you
are so pleased about?”” he asked of
Frangois,
“'Oh, dear me, no!” replied the latter,
“but when my master is engaged, I am at
liberty!”
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“And do you make use of your lib-
exey?”

“One may be a valet, and yet have
one’s own share of good luck, and also
know how to d the time more or less
profitably,” answeced Francois, bridling
as he spoke.

“And you, Champagne?”’

“Oh, 1,” replied the last comer, hold-
ing his wine up to the light, “yes, I, too,
hope to make good use of ic.”

“Well, then, here’s to all your love
affairs! since everybody seems to have one
or more on hand,” said Thibaule.

“The same to yours!” replied the two
other men in chorus.

“As to myself,” said the shoemaker, a
look of hatred to his fellow creatures pass-
ing over his face, “I am the only person
who loves nobody, and whom nobody
loves.”

His companions looked at him with a
certain ized curiosity.

“Ah! ah!” said Francois, “is the report
that is whispered abroad about you ia the
countryside a true tale thea?”

“Report about me?”’

*Yes, about you,” put ia Champagne.

“Oh, then they sey the same thing
about me at Mont-Gobert as they do at
Vauparfond?”

Champagne nodded his head.

"Well, and what is it they do say?”

“That you ate a werewolf,” said
Francois.

Thibault laughed aloud. “Tell me,
now, have I a tail?” he said, “have I a
wolf’s claws? have I a wolf’s snout?”

“We only repeat what other people
say,” rejoined Champagne; “we do not
say that it is so.”

“Well, anyhow, you must acknowl-
edge,” said Thibault, “that werewolves
have excellent wine.”

“By my faith, yes!" exclaimed both the

-valets.
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“To the health of the devil who pro-
vides it, geatlemen.”

The two men who were holding their
glasses in their hand, put both glasses
down on the table.

“"What is that for?"” asked Thibaalt.

“You must find some one else to driak
that health with you,” said Frangois; *'I
won't, that's flat!”

“Nor I,” added Champagne,

“Well and good, then! I will drink all
three glasses myself,” and he immediately
proceeded to do so.

“Friend Thibaule,” said the Baron's
valet, “it is time we separased.”

“So soon?”’ said Thibault.

“My master is awaiting me, and no .
doubt with some impaticace . . . the let-
ter, Champagne?”

“Here it is.”

“Let us take farewell then of your
friend Thibaule, and be off to our business
and our pleasures, and leave him to his
pleasures and business.” And so saying,
Francois winked at his friend, who re-
sponded with a similar sign of under-
standing between them.

“We must not separate,” said Thibault,
“without deinking a stirrup-cup to-
gether.”

“But not in those glasses,” said Fran-
cois, pointing to the three from which
Thibault had drunk to the enemy of man-
kind.

“You are very particular, gentlemen;
better call the sacristan and have them
washed in holy water.”

*Wot quite that, but rather than refuse
the polite invitation of a friend, we will
call for the waiter, and have fresh glasses
broughe.”

“These three, thea,” said Thibault,
who was beginning to feel the effects of
the wine he had drunk, “are fit for noth-
ing more than to be thrown out the
window? To the devil with you!” he ex-
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claimed as he took up one of them and
sent it flying. As the glass went through
the air it left a track of light behind it,
which blazed and went out like a flash of
lightning. ‘Thibault took up the two re-
maining glasses and threw them in turn,
and each time the same thing happened,
but the third flash was followed by a loud
peal of thunder.

THIBAULT shut the window, and was
thinking, as he turned to his seat
again, how he should explain this strange
occurrence to his companions; but his two
companions had disappeared.

“Cowards!” he muttered. Then he
looked for a glass, but found none left.

“Hum! that's awkward,” he said. "I
must drink out of the bottle, that’s all!”’

And suiting the action to the word,
Thibault finished up his dinner by drain-
ing the bottle, which did not help to
steady his brain, already somewhat shaky.

At nine o'clock, Thibault called the
innkeeper, paid his account, and departed.

He was in an angry disposition of
enmity against all the world; the thoughts
from which he had hoped to escape
possessed him more and more. Agnelette
was being taken farther and farther from
him as the time went by; every one, wife
or mistress, had some one to love them.
This day, which had been one of hatred
and despair to him, had been full of
the promise of joy and happiness for
everybody else; the lord of Vauparfond,
the two wretched valets, Francois and
Champagne, each of them had a bright
star of hope to follow; while he, je alone,
went stumbling along in the darkness.
Decidedly there was a curse upon him.
“But,” he went on thinking tp himself,
“if so, the pleasures of the damned belong
to me, and I have a right a claim them.”

As these thoughts went surging
through his brain, as he walked along
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cursing aloud, shaking his fist at the sky,
he was on the way to his hut and had
nearly reached it, when he heard a horse
coming up behind him at 2 gallop.

"“Ah!” said Thibault, “here comes the
Lord of Vauparfond, hastening to the
meeting with his love. I should laugh,
my fine Sir Raoul, if my Lord of Mont-
Gobert managed just to catch you! You
would not get off quite so easily as if it
were Maitre Magloire; there would be
swords out, and blows given and re-
ceived!”

Thus engaged in thinking what would
happen if the Comte de Mont-Gobert
were to surprize his rival, Thibault, who
was walking in the road, evidently did not
get out of the way quickly enough, for
the horseman, seeing a peasant of some
kind barring his passage, brought his
whip down upon him in a violent blow,
calling out at the same time: “'Get out of
the way, you beggar, if you don’t wish to
be trampled under the horse’s feet!”

Thibault, still half drunk, was con-
scious of a crowd of mingled sensations,
of the lashing of the whip, the collision
with the horse, and the rolling through
cold water and mud, while the horseman
passed on.

He rose to his knees, furious with
anger, and shaking his fist at the re-
treating figure:

“Would the devil,” he exclaimed, “I-
might just for once have my turn at being
one of you great lords, might just for
twenty-four hours take your place, Mon-
sieur Raoul de Vauparfond, instead of
being only Thibault, the shoemaker, so
that I might know what it was to have a
fine horse to ride, instead of tramping on
foot; might be able to whip the peasants
I met on the road, and have the oppor-
tunity of paying court to these beautiful
women, who deceive their husbands as
the Comtesse de Mont-Gobert does!”
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The words were hardly out of his
mouth, when the Baron’s horse shied,
throwing the rider over its head.

CHAPTER 16
My Lady's Lady

THIBAULT was delighted at seeing
what had happened to the young
Baron, whose hand, anything but light,
had so shortly before made use of his
whip on Thibault’s shoulders, which still
smarted with the blow. The latter now
ran at full speed to see how far Monsieur
Raoul de Vaupatfond was injured; he
found a body lying insensible, stresched
across the road, with che horse standing
and smorting beside it.

But Thibault could hardly believe his
seases on perceiving that the figure lying
in the road was not the same as had, buc
five minutes previously, ridden past him
and givea him the lash with the whip. In
the first place, this figure was neot in the
dress of a gentleman, buc clothed like a
peasant, and, what was more, the clothes
be had on seemed to Thibault to be the
same as he himself had been wearing oaly
a moment before. His surprize increased
more and more and amounted almost to
stupefaction on further recognizing, in
the inert, unconscious figure, not only his
own clothes, but his own face. His aston-
ishment naruraily led him to tuen his eyes
from this second Thibault to his own per-
son, whea he became aware that an equal-
ly remarkable change had come over his
costume. Instead of shoes and gaiters, his
legs were now encased in an elegant pair
of huating-boots, reaching to the knee, as
soft and smooth as a pair of silk stock-
ings, with a roll over the instep, and fin-
ished off with a pair of fine silver spurs.
The knee-breeches were no longer of
corduroy, but of the most beautiful buck-
skin, fastened with litle gold buckles.
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His long coatse olive-colored coat was re-
placed by a handsome greea hunting-coat,
with gold lace facings, thrown open to
display a waistcoat of fine white jean,
while over the artistically pleated shire
hung the soft wavy folds of a cambric
cravat. Not a single article of dress about
him but had been transformed, even to
his old lantern-shaped hat, which was
now a three-cornered one, trimmed with
gold lace to match the coat. The stick

-also, such as workmen carry partly for

walking and partly for self-defense, and
which he had been holding in his hand a
minute before, had now given place to a
light whip, with which he gave a cut
through the air, listening with a sense of
aristocratic pleasure to the whistding
sound it made. And fisally, his slender
figure was drawn in at the waist by a belt,
from which hung a hunting-knife, half
sword, half dagger.

Thibault was pleased beyond measure
at fnding himself clothed in such a de-
lightful costume, and with a feeling of
vanity, natural under the circumstances,
he was overcome with the desire to ascer-
tain without delay how the dress suited
his face. But where could he go to look at
himself, out there in the midst of pitch
darkness? Then, looking about him, he
saw that he was only a stone’s throw from
his own hut.

“Ah! to be surel” he said, “mothing
easier, for I have my glass there.”

And he made haste toward his hut, in-
tending, like Narcissus, to enjoy his own
beauty in peace and all to himself. But
the door of the hut was locked, and Thi-
bault felt vainly for the key. All he could
find in his pockets was a well-filled purse,
a sweetmeat box containing scented
lozenges, and a little mother-of-pearl and
gold peaknife. What could he have done
then with his doot-key? Then suddenly a
bright thought occutred to him—possibly

W.T—8
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the key was in the pocket of that other
Thibault who was lying out there in the
road.

He went back and felt in the breeches
pocket, where he discovered the key at
once, in company with a few sous. Hold-
ing the rough clumsy thing in the tips of
his fingers, he returned to open the door.
The inside of the hut was even datker
than the night outside, and Thibault

ped about to find the steel, the tin-
der and flint, and the matches, and then
proceeded to try and light the candle,
which coasisted of an end stuck into an
empty bottle. In a second or two this was
accomplished, but in the course of the
operation Thibaunlt was obliged to take
bold of the candle with his fingers.

*Pah!” he said, “what pigs these peas-
ants are! I wonder how they can live in
this dirty sort of way!”

However, the candle was alight, which
was the chief matter, and Thibault now
took down his mirror, and bringing it to
the light, looked at himself in it. His cye
had no sooner caught sight of the re-
flected image, than he uttered a cry of
astonishment; it was no longer himself
that he saw, or rather, although it was
still Thibault in spirit, it was no longer
Thibault in body. His spirit had entered
mco the body of a handsome young man
of twenty-five or twenty-six years of age,
with blue eyes, pink fresh cheeks, red lips,
and white teeth; in short, it had entered
into the body of the Baron Raoul de Vau-
parfond. ‘Then Thibault recalled the
wish that he had uttered in his moment of
anger after the blow from the whip and
his collision with the horse. His wish had
been that for four and twenty hours he
mighe be the Baron de Vauparfond, and
the Baron de Vaupatfond be Thibault,
which now explained to him what had at
firse seemed inexplicable, why the uncon-
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scious man now lying in the road was
dressed in his clothes and had his face.
"But I must not forget one thing,” he
said; “that is, that although I seem to be
here, I am not really here, but lying out
there, so I must be careful to see that dur-
ing the twenty-four hours, during which
I shall be imprudent enough to be away
from myself, no irreparable harm comes
to me. Come now, Monsieur de Vaupar-
fond, do not be so fastidious; carry the
poor man in, and lay him gently on his
bed here.” And, although with his aristo-
cratic instinas Monsieur de Vauparfond
found the task very repugnant to him,
Thibaule, nevertheless, courageously took
up his own body in his arms and carried
himse!f from the road to the bed. Having
thus placed the body in safety, he blew
out the light, for fear that any harm
should come to this other self before he
came to; then, carefully locking the door,
he hid the key in the holiow of a tree,
where he was in the habit of leaving it
when not wishing to take it with him.
The next thing to do was to get hold
of the horse’s bridle and mount into the
saddle. Once there, Thibault had a pre-
liminary moment of some uneasiness, for,
having travelled more on foot than on
horseback, he was not an accomplished
rider, and he naturally feared thar he
might not be able to keep his seat when
the horse began to move. But it seemaed
that, while inheriting Raoul's body, he
also inherited his physical qualities; for
the horse, being an intelligent beast, and
perfectly conscious of the momentary
want of assurance on the part of his rider,
made an effort to throw him, whereupon
Thibaule instinctively gathered up the
reins, pressed his knees against the horse’s
side, dug his spurs into them and gave
the animal two or three cuts of the whip,
which brought it to order on the spot.

Thibaul, perfectly unknown to him-
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self, was a past master in horsemanship.
This lile affair with the horse enabled
Thibault more fully to realize his duality.
" As far as the body was concerned, he was
the Baron Raoul de Vauparfond from top
to toe; but as far as the spirit was con-
cerned, he was still Thibaule, It was,
therefore, certain that the spirit of the
young lord who had lent him his body
was now sleeping in the form of the un-
conscious Thibault which he had left be-
hind in the hut.

The division of substance and spint
between himself and the Baron, however,
left him with a very vague idea of what
he was going, or would have, to do. That
he was going to Mont-Gobert in answer
to the Countess’s letter, so much he knew.
But what was in the letter? At what
hour was he expected? How was he to
gain admission to the Castle? Not one of
these questions could he answer, and it
only remained for him to discover what
to do, step by step, as he proceeded. Sud-
denly it flashed across him that probably
the Countess’s letter was somewhere on
his person.

HB FELT about his dress, and, sure
enough, inside the side pocket of
his coat was something, which by its
shape, seemed to be the article he wanted.
He stopped his horse, and putting his
hand into his pocker, drew out a little
scented leather case lined with white
satin. In one side of the case were sev-
eral letters, in the other only one; no
doubt the latter would tell him what he
wanted to know, if he could once get to
read it.

He was now only a short distance from
the village of Fleury, and he galloped on,
hoping that he might find a house still
lighted up. But villagers go to bed early,
in those days even earlier than they do
now, and Thibault went from one end of
the street to the other without seeing 2
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single light. At last, thinking he heard
some kind of movement in the stables of
an inn, he called. A stable-boy sallied
out with a lantern, and Thibault, forget-
ting for the moment that he was a lord,
said: “Friend, could you show me a light
for a moment? You would be doing me
a service.”

"And that’s what you go and call a
chap out of bed for?"—answered the
stable-boy rudely. *Well, you are a nice
sort of young "un, you are!” And turning
his badc on Thibault he was just going
to re-enter the stable, when Thibault, per-
ceiving that he had gone on 2 wrong tack,
now raised his voice, calling out:

“Look here, sitrah, bring your lantern
here and give me a light, or I'll lay my
whip across your back!”’

“Ah! pardon, my lord!"” said the stable-
boy. *T did not see who it was I was
speaking t0.” And he immediately stood
on tiptoe holding the lantern up as Thi-
bault directed him.

‘Thibault unfolded the letter and read:

"My Dear Raoul,

“The goddess Venus has certainly taken us
uander her protection. A grand hunt of some ki
is to take place tomorrow out in the direction of
Thury; I no particulars about it, all I do
know is, that be is going away this evening. You,
therefore, start at nine o'clock, so as to be here
at half-past ten. Come in by the way you know;
some one whom you know will be awaiting you,
and will brin:nﬁi ou, you know where. Last time

you came I 't mean to upbmid you, but it
- d_isluemtomeyou stayed a long time in the cos-
ridors.

“JANR.”

“Devil take it!"” muttered Thibault.

“I beg your pardon, my lord?”" said the
stable-boy.

“Nothing, you lout, except that I do
not require you any jonger and you can
go.”

“A good journey to you, my lord!”
said the stable-boy, bowing to the ground,
and he went back to his stable.

“Devil take it!"” repeated Thibaule,’
“the letter gives me precious little infor-)
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mation, except that we are under the pro-
tection of the Goddess Venus, that he
goes away this evening, that the Com-
tesse de Mont-Gobert expects me at half-
past ten, and that her Christian name is
Jane. As for the rest, I am to go in by
the way I know. 1 shall be awaited by
some one I know, and taken where 1
know.”

Thibault scratched his ear, which is
what everybody does, in every country of
the world, when plunged into awkward
circumstances. He longed to go and wake
up the Lord of Vauparfond's spirit, which
was just now sleeping in Thibault’s body
on Thibault'’s bed; but, apart from the
loss of time which this would involve, it
might also cause considerable inconven-
ience, for the Baron's spmt on seeing its
own body so near to it, might be taken
with the desire of re-entering it. This
would give rise to a struggle in which
Thibault could not well defend himself
without doing serious harm to his own
person; some other way out of the diffi-
culty must therefore be found. He had
heard a great deal about the wonderful
sagacity of animals, and had himself, dur-
ing his life in the country, had occasion
more than once to admire their instinct,
and he now determined to trust to that
of his horse.

Riding back into the main road, he
turned the horse in the direction of Mont-
Gobert, and let it have its head. ‘The
horse immediately started off at a gal-
lop; it had evidently understood. Thi-
bault troubled himself no further, it was
now the horse’s affair to bring him safely
to his destination.

On reaching the corner of the park wall
the animal stopped, not apparently be-
cause it was in doubt as to which road to
take, but something seemed to make it
uneasy, and it pricked its ears. At the
same time, Thibault also fancied that he

caughe sight of two shadows; but they
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must have been only shadows, for al-
though he stood up in his stirrups and
looked all around him, he could see abso-
lutely nothing. They were probably
poachers, he thought, who had reasons
like himself for wishing to get inside the
patk. ‘There being no longer anything
to bar his passage, he had only, as before,
to let the horse go its own way, and he
accordingly did so. The horse followed
the walls of the park at a quidck trot, care-
fully choosing the soft edge of the road,
and not uttering a single neigh; the intel-
ligent animal seemed as if it knew that
it must make as lictle sound as possible.

In this way, they went along the whole
of one side of the park, and on reaching
the corner, the horse turned as the wall
turned, and stopped before a small breach
in it. “It's through here, evidently,” said
Thibault, “that we have to go.”

The horse answered by sniffing ac the
breach, and scraping the ground with its
foot; Thibault gave the animal the rein,
and it managed to climb up and through
the breach, over the loose stones, which
rolled away beneath its hoofs. Horse and
rider were now within the park. One
of the three difficulties had been success-
fully overcome: Thibault had got in by
the way hbe krew; it now remained to find
the person whom he knew, and he thoughe
it wisest to leave this also to his horse.

The horse went on for another five
minutes, and then stopped at a shore dis-
tance from the Castle, before the door of
one of those little huts of rough logs and
bark and clay, which are built up in parks,
as painters introduce buildings into their
landscapes, solely for the sake of orna-
ment.

N HEARING the horse’s hoofs, some
one partly opened the door, and the
horse stopped in front of it.
A pretty girl came out, and asked in a
low voice, “Is it you, Monsieur Raoul?”
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“Yes, my child, it is I,” answered Thi-
bault, dismounting.

“Madame was terribly afraid that
drunken fool of a Champagne might not
have given you the letter.”

*'She need not have been afraid; Cham-
pagne brought it me with the most exem-
plary puncruality.”

“Leave your horse, then, and come.”

“But who will look after it?”

“Why, Cramoisi, of course, the man
who always does.”

“Ah, yes, to be sure,” said Thibault, as
if these details were familiar to him,
“Cramoisi will look after it.”

“Come, come,” said the maid, “‘we
must make haste orMadame will complain
again that we loiter in the corridoss.”
And as she e these words, which re-
called a phrase in the letter which had
been written to Raoul, she laughed, and
showed a row of pearly white teeth, and
Thibault fele that he should like to loiter
in the park, before waiting to get into the
corridors.

Then the maid suddenly stood still a
moment with her head bent, listening.

*What is it?"’ asked Thibault.

“1 thought I heard the sound of a
branch creaking under somebody’s foot.”

“Very likely,” said Thibauit; “'no doubt
Cramoisi’s foot.”

“All the more reason that you should
be careful whatyou do . . . atall events
out here.”

I don’t understand.”

“Do you not know that Cramoisi is the
man I am engaged to?”

“Ah! to be sure! But when I am alone
with you, my dear Rose, I always forget
M'll
“I am called Rose now, am I! T never
knew such a forgetful man as you are,
Monsieur Raoul.”

“I call you Rose, my pretty one, be-
cause the rose is the queen of flowers, as
you are the queen of waiting-maids.”
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“In good truth, my lord,” said the
maid,"I have always found you a lively,
witty gentleman, but you surpass yourself
this evening.”

Thibault drew himself up, flattered by
this remark. “Let us hope your mistress
will think the same!” he said.

“As to that,” said the waiting-maid,
“any man can make one of these ladies
of fashion think him the cleverest and
wittiest in the world, simply by holding
his tongue.”

“Thank you,” he said, “I will remem-
ber what you say.”

“Hush!”’ said the woman to Thibault,
“there is Madame behind the dressing-
room curtains; follow me now staidly.”

For they had now to cross an open
space that lay between the wooded part
of the park and the flight of steps lead-
ing up to the Castle. Thibault began
walking toward the latter.

“Now, now,” said the maid, catching
hold of him by the arm, “what are you
doing, you foolish man?”

“What am I doing? Well, I confess,
Suzette, I don’t know in the least what I
am doing!”

“Suzette! so that's my name now, is
it? I think Monsieur does me the honor
of calling me in turn by the name of all
his mistresses. But come, this way! You
are not dreaming, I suppose, of going
through the great reception rooms. That
would give a fine opportunity to my lord
the Count, truly!”

And the maid hurried Thibault toward
a little door, to the right of which was a
spiral staircase.

Half-way up, Thibault put his arm
round his companion’s waist, which was
as slender and supple as a snake.

“I think we must be in the corridors,
now, eh?” he asked, trying to kiss the
young woman's pretty cheek.

“No, not yet,” she answered; “but
never mind that.”
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“By my faith,” he said, “if my name
this evening were Thibault instead of
Raoul, I would carry you up with me to
the garrets, instead of stopping on the
first floor!”

At that moment a door was heard
grating on its hinges.

“Quick, quick, Monsieur!” said the
maid, “Madame is growing impatient.”

And drawing Thibault after her, she
ran up the remaining stairs to the corri-
dor, opened a door, pushed Thibault into
a room, and shut the door after him, firm-
ly believing that it was the Baron Raoul
de Vauparfond, or, as she herself called
him, the most forgetful man in the world,
whom she had thus secured.

CHAPTER 17
The Baron de Mont-Gobert

HIBAULT found himself in the Count-

ess’s room. If the magnificence of
Bailiff Magloire’s furniture rescued from
the lumber-room of his Highness the
Duke of Orleans had astonished Thibault,
the daintiness, the harmony, the taste of
the Countess’s room filled him with intox-
icating delight. The rough child of the
forest had never seen anything like it,
even in dreams; for one can not even
dream of things of which we have no
idea.

A vague and indescribably delicate per-
fume pervaded the air, one could not say
from what sweet essence, for it was
scarcely even a perfume, but rather an
emanation, the same kind of odorous
exhalation whereby Eneas, in the Eneid,
recognized the presence of his mother.

Thibault, pushed into the room by the
waiting-maid, made one step forward,
and then stopped. He had taken every-
thing in at a glance, inhaled everything
at a breath. For a second there passed
before his mind’s eye like a vision, Ag-
nelette’s little cottage, Madame Polet’s
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dining-room, the bedchamber of the
Bailiff's wife; but they disappeared as
quickly to give place to this delicious para-
dise of love into which he had been
transported as by magic. He could scarce-
ly believe that what he looked upon was
real. Were there really men and women
in the world so blessed by fortune as to
live in such surroundings as these? Had
he not been carried to some wizard's
castle, to some  fairy’s palace? And
those who enjoyed such favor as this,
what special good had they done? What
special evil had they done who were
deprived of these advantmges? Why,
instead of wishing to be the Baron for
four and twenty hours, had he not
wished to be the Countess’s lap-dog all
his life? How would he bear to be Thi-
bault again after having seen all this? He
had just reached this point in his reflec-
tions, when the dressing-room door
opened and the Countess herself ap-
peared, a fit bird for such a nest,"a fit
flower for such a sweet-scented garden.

Her hair, fastened only by four dia-
mond pins, hung down loosely to one
side, while the rest was gathered into one
large curl that hung over the other shoul-
der and fell into her bosom. The grace-
ful lines of her lithe and well-formed
figure, no longer hidden by puffings of
dress, were clearly indicated beneath her
loose pink silk gown, richly covered with
lace; so fine and transparent was the
silk of her stockings, that it was more
like pearl-white flesh than any texture,
and her tiny feer were shod in lirtde slip-
pers made of cloth of silver, with red
heels. But not an atom of jewelry—
no bracelets on the arms, no rings on the
fingers; just one row of pearls round the
throat, that was all—but what pearls!
worth a king’s ransom!

As this radiant apparition catne toward
him, Thibault fell on his knees; he bowed
himself, feeling crushed at the sight of
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this luxury, of this beauty, which to him
seemed inseparable.

“Yes, yes, you may well kneel—kneel
lower, lower yet—kiss my feet, kiss the
carpet, kiss the floor, but I shall not any
the more forgive you . . . you are a
monster!”

“In truth, Madame, if I compare my-
self with you, I am evea worse than that!”

*“Ah! yes, pretend that you mistake my
words and think I am only speaking of
your outward appearance, when you know
Iam speaking of your behavior . . . and,
indeed, if your perfidious soul were
imaged in your face, you would verily
and indeed be a monster of ugliness. But
yet it is not so, for Monsieur, for all his
wickedness and infamous doings, still re-
mains the bandsomest gentleman in all
the countty round. But, come now, Mon-
sieur, ought you not to be ashamed of
yourself?”’

“Because I am the handsomest gentle-
man in the neighborhood?” asked Thi-
bault, detecting by the tone of the lady's
voice that his crime was not an irremedi-
able one.

“No, Monsieur, but for having the
blackest soul and the falsest heart ever
hidden beneath such a gay and golden
exterior. Now, get up, and come and
give an account of yourself to me.”

And the Countess so speaking held out
a hand to Thibault which offered pardon
at the same time that it demanded a kiss.

Thibaule took the soft, sweet hand in
his own and kissed it; never had his lips
touched anything so like satin. The
Countess now seated herself on the settee
and made a sign to Raoul to sit down be-
side her.

“Let me know something of your do-
ings, since you were last here,” said the
Countess to him,

“First tell me, dear Countess,” replied
Thibault, “when I last was hete.”

“Do you mean you have forgotten?
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One does not generally ackmowledge
things of that kind, unless seeking for a
cause of quarrel.”

“On the contrary, dear friend, ic is
because the recollection of that last visit
is so present with me, thac I think it must
have been only yesterday we were to-
gether, and I try in vain to recall what I
have done, aad I assure you I have com-
mitted no other crime since yesterday but
that of loving yow.”

“That's not a bad speech; but you will
not get yourself out of disgrace by paying
compliments.”

“Dear Countess,” said Thibault, “sup-
posing we put off explanations to another
time.,”

*No, you must aoswer me now; it is
five days since I last saw you; what have
you been doing all that time?”

“I am waiting for you to tell me,
Countess. How can you expect me, con-
scious as I am of my innocence, to accuse
myself?>"

"Very well then! I will not begin by
saying anything about your loitering in
the corridors.”

“Oh, pray, let us speak of it! How can
you think, Countess, that knowing you,
the diamond of diamonds, were waiting
for me, I should stop to pick up an imita-
tion pear]?”

“Ah! but I know how fickle men are,
and Lisette is such a preuy girl!”

*Not so, dear Jane, but you must un-
derstand that she being our confidante,
and knowing all our secrets, I can not
treat her quite like a servant.”

“How agreeable it must be to be able
to say to one’s self, ‘I am deceiving the
Comtesse de Mont-Gobert and I am the
rival of Monsieur Cramoisi!” "

“Very well then, there shall be no
more loiterings in the corridors, no more
kisses for poor Lisette, supposing of
coutse there ever have been any!”
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“"Well, after all, there is no great harm
in that.”

“Do you mean that I have done some-
thing even worse!” .

*"Where had you been the other night,
when you were met on the road between
Emmeville and Villers-Cotterets?™

“'Some one met me on the road?"”’

“Yes, on the Erneville Road; where
were you coming from?"’

"I was coming home from fishing.”

“Fishing! what fishing?”

“They had been drawing the Verval
ponds.” _

"Oh! we know all about that; you are
such a fine fisher, are you not, Monsieur?
And what sort of an eel were you bring-
ing back in your net, returning from your
fishing at two o’clock in the morning!”

“I had been dining with my friend, the
Baron, at Vez.”

“"At Vez? ha! 1 fancy you went there
mainly to console the beautiful recluse,
whom the jealous Baron keeps shut up
there a regular prisoner, so they say. But
even that I can forgive you.”

""What, is there a blacker crime still?”
said Thibault, who was beginning to feel
quite reassured, seeing how quickly the
pardon followed on the accusation; how-
ever serious it appeared at first.

“Yes, at the ball given by his High-
ness the Duke of Orleans.”

“What ball?”

“"Why, the one yesterday! it’s not so
very long ago, is it?"

“Oh, yesterday’s ball? I was admiring
you.”

“Indeed; but I was not there.”

“Is it necessary for you to be present,
Jane, for me to admire you; can not one
admire you in remembrance as truly as in
person? and if, when absent, you triumph
by comparison, the victory is only so
much the greater.”

"1 daresay, and it was in order to carry
out the comparison to its utmost limits
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that you danced four times with Madame
de Bonneuil; they are very pretty, are
they not? those dark women who cover
themselves with rouge, and have eye-
brows like the Chinese mannikins on my
screens and mustaches like a grenadier.”

“Do you know what we talked about
during those four dances?”’

"It is true, then, that you danced four
times with her?”

“It is true, no doubt, since you say so.”

“'Is that a proper sort of answer?"’

“What other could I give? Could any
one contradict what was said by so pretty
a mouth? Not I, certainly, who would
still bless it, even though it were pro-
nouncing my sentence of death.”

And, as if to await this sentence, Thi-
bault fell on his knees before the Count-
ess, but at that moment the door opened
and Lisette rushed in full of alarm.

“Ah! Monsieur, Monsieur!” she cried,
“'save yourself! here comes my master the
Count!”

“The Count!” exclaimed the Countess.

“Yes, the Count in person, and his
huntsman Lestocq, with him.”

“Impossible!”

“I assure you, Madame, Cramoisi saw
them as plain as I see you; the poor fellow
was quite pale with frighe.”

“Ah! then the meet at Thury was all a
pretense, a trap to catch me?”

“Who can tell, Madame? Alas! alas!
men are such deceiving creatures!”

“What is to be done?” asked the
Countess.

“"Wait for the Count and kill him,”
said Thibault resolutely, furious at again
seeing his good fortune escaping from
him, at losing what above all things it
had been his ambition to possess.

“Kill him? kill the Count? areyou mad,
Raoul? No, no, you must fly, you must
save yourself. . . . Lisette! Lisette! take
the Baron through my dressing-room.”

And in spite of his resistance, Lisette
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by dint of pushing got him safely away.
Only just in time! steps were heard com-
ing up the wide main staircase. The
Countess, with a last word of love to the
supposed Raoul, glided quickly into bher
bedroom, while Thibault followed Li-
sette.

HE led him rapidly along the corridor,

where Cramoisi was keeping guard at
the other end; then into a room, and
through this into another, and fimally into
a smaller one which led into a little tower;
here the fugitives came again on to a
staircase corresponding with the one by
which they had gone up, but when they
reached the bottom they found the door
locked. Lisette, with Thibaule still fol-
lowing, went back up a few steps into 2
sort of office in which was 2 window look-
ing over the garden; this she opened. It
was only a few feet from the ground, and
Thibault jumped out, landing safely
below.

“You know where your horse is,”
alled Lisette; “jump on its back, aad do
not stop till you get to Vauparfond.”

Thibault would have liked to thank her
for all her kindly warnings, but she was
some six feec above him and he had oo
time to lose. A stride or two brought him
to the clump of trees under which stood
the little building which served as steble
for his horse. But was the horse still
there? He heard a neigh which reassured
him; only the neigh sounded, he thought,
more like a cry of pain.

Thibault went in, put out his hand,
felt the hotse, gathered up the reins, and
leaped on to its back without touching
the stirrups; Thibaule, as we have already
said, had suddenly become a consummate
horseman. But the horse no sooner fele
the weight of the rider on its back than
the poor beast began to totter on its legs.
Thibaule dug his spurs in savagely, and
the horse made a frantic effort o stand.
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But in another instant, uttering one of
those pitiful neighs which Thibault had
heard when he approached the stable, it
rolled helplessly over on its side.

Thibault quickly disengaged his leg
from uader the animal, which, as the poor
thing struggled to rise, he had no diffi-
culty in doing, and he found himself
again on his feet. Then it became clear
to him, that in order to prevent his escape,
Monsieur le Comte de Mont-Gobert had
hamstrung his horse.

Thibault uttered an oath: “If I ever
meet you, Monsieur Comte de Mont-
Gobert,” he said, “I swear that I will
hamstring you, as you have hamstrung
this beast.”

Then he rushed out of the little build-
ing, and remembering the way he had
come, turned in the direction of the
breach in the wall, and walking quickly
toward it, found it, climbed over the
stones, and was again outside the park.
But his further passage was barred, for
there in front of him was the figure of 2
man, who stood waiting, with a drawn
sword in his hand. Thibaule recognized
the Comte de Mont-Gebert; the Comte de
Mont-Gobert thought he recognized
Raoul de Vauparfond.

“Draw, Baron!” said the Count.

Further explanation was unnecessary.
Thibault, on his side, equally enraged at
having the prey, on which he had already
set tooth and claw, snatched away from
him, was as ready to fight as the Count.
He drew, not his sword, bur his hunting-
knife, and the two men crossed weapons.

Thibault, who was something of an
adept at quarterstaff, had no idea of
fencing; what was his surprize, therefore,
when he found that he knew by instinat
how to handle his weapon, and could
parry and thrust according to all the rules
of the art. He parried the first two ot
three of the Count’s blows with admir-
able skill,
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“Ah, I heard, I remember,” muttered
the Couat between his denched teeth,
“that at the last match you rivalled Saint-
Georges himself at the foils.”

Thibault had no conception who Saint-
Georges might be, but he was conscious
of a suength and elasticity of wrist,
thanks to which he felt he might have
rivalled the devil himself.

So far, he had only been on the defen-
sive; but the Count having aimed one or
two unsuccessful lunges at him, he saw
his opportunity, struck out, and sent his
knife clean through his adversary’s shoul-
der. The Count dropped his sword, tot-
tered, and falling on to one knee, cried
*“Help, Lestocq!”

Thibault ought then to have sheathed
his knife and fled; but, unfortunately, he
remembered the oath he had taken as re-
gards the Couat, when he had found that
his horse had been hamstrung. He
slipped the sharp blade of his weapon
under the bent knee and drew it toward
him; the Count uttered a cry; but as Thi-
bault rose from his stooping posture, he
too felt a sharp pain between his shoulder-
blades, followed by a sensation as of
extreme cold over the chest, and finally
the point of a weapon appeared above his
right breast. ‘Then he saw a cloud of
blood, and knew no more. Lestocq,
called to his master’s aid as the latter fell,
had run ¢o the spot, and, as Thibanlt rose
from hamstringing the Count, had seized
that moment to dig his hunting-knife into
his back.

CHAPTER 18

Death and Resurrection

HE cold morning air brought Thi-
bault back to consciousness; he tried
to rise, but the extremity of his pain held
him bound. He was lying on his back,
with no remembrance of what had hap-
pened, seeing only the low gray sky above
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him. He made another effort, and man-
aged to lifc himself on his elbow. As he
looked around him, he began to recall the
events of the previous night; he recog-
nized the breach in the wall; and then
there came back to him the memory of
the love meeting with the Countess and
the desperate duel with the Count. The
ground near him was red with blood, but
the Count was no longer there; no doubt
Lestocq, who had given him this fine
blow that was nailing him to the spot,
had helped his master indoors; Thibault
they had left there, to die like a dog, as
far as they cared. He had it on the tip
of his tongue to hurl after them all the
maledicrory wishes wherewith one would
like to assail ome’s cruelest enemy. But
since ‘Thibault had been no longer Thi-
bault, and indeed during the remainder
of the time that he would still be the
Baron Raoul, or at least so in outward
appearance, his demoniacal power had
been and would continue in abeyance.

He had until nine o’dock that evening;
but would he live till then? This ques-
tion gave tise in Thibault to a very un-
easy state of mind. If he were to die
before that hour, which of them would
die, he or the Baron? It seemed to him
as likely to be one as the other. What,
however, disturbed and angered him most
was his consciousness thar the misfortune
which had befallen him was again owing
to his own fault. He remembered now
that before he had expressed the wish to
be the Baron for four and twenty hours,
he had said some such words as these:

“I should laugh, Raoul, if the Comte
de Mont-Gobert were to take you by sur-
prize; you would not get off so easily as
if he were the Bailiff Magloire; there
would be swords drawn, and blows given
and received.”

At last, with a terrible effort, and suf-
feting the while excruciating pain, Thi-
bault succeeded in dragging himself on
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to one knee. He could then make out
people walking along a road not far off
on their way to matket, and he tried to
call to them, but the blood filled his
mouth and nearly choked him. So he put
his hat on the point of his knife and sig-
nalled to them like a shipwrecked mar-
iner, but his strength again failing, he
once more fell back unconscious. In a
little while, however, he again awoke to
sensation; he appeared to be swaying
from side to side as if in a boat. He
opened his eyes; the peasants, it seemed,
had seen him, and although not knowing
who he was, had had compassion on this
handsome young man lying covered with
blood, and had concocted a sort of hand-
barrow out of some branches, on which
they were now carrying him to Villers-
Cotterets. But by the time they reached
Puiseux, the wounded man felt that he
could no longer bear the movement, and
begged them to put him down in the first
peasant’s hut they came to, and to send a
doctor to him there. The carriers took
him to the house of the village priest, and
left him there, Thibaunlt before they
parted distributing gold among them
from Raoul’s purse, accompanied by many
thanks for all their kind offices. The
priest was away saying mass, but on re-
turning and finding the wounded man, he
uttered loud cries of lamentation.

Had he been Raoul himself, Thibault
could not have found a better hospital.
The priest had at one time been Curé of
Vauparfond, and while there had been
engaged to give Raoul his first schooling.
Like all country priests, he knew, or
thought he knew, something about doc-
toring; so he examined his old pupil’s
wound. The knife had passed under the
shoulder-blade, through the right lung,
and out between the second and third
ribs.

He did not for a moment disguise to
himself the seriousness of the wound, but
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he said nothing until the doctor had been
to see it. The latter arrived, and after
his examination he turned and shook his
head.

“Are you going to bleed him?" asked
the priest.

“What would be the use?”’ asked the
doctor. “If it had been done at once
after the wound was given, it might per-
haps have helped to save him, but it
would be dangerqus now to disturb the
blood in any way.”

“Is there any chance for him?"* asked
the priest, who was thinking that the less
there was for the doctor to do, the more
there would be for the priest.

“If his wound runs the otdinary
course,” said the doctor, lowering his
voice, “he will probably not last out the
day.”

"You give him up, then?”

“A doctor never gives up a patient, or
at least if he does so, he still trusts to the
possibility of nature mercifully interfer-
ing on the patient’s behalf; a clot may
form and stop the hemorrhage; a cough
may disturb the clot, and the pacient bleed
to death.”

“You think then that it is my duty to
prepare the poor young man for death?”
asked the curate.

"I think,” answered the doctor, shrug-
ging his shoulders, “you would do better
to leave him alone; in the first place be-
cause he is, at present, in 2 drowsy condi-
tion and can not hear what you say; later
on, because he will be delirious, and un-
able to understand you.”

But the doctor was mistaken; the
wounded man, drowsy as he was, over-
heard this conversation, more reassuring
as regards the salvation of his soul than
the recovery of his body. How many
things people say in the presence of sick
persons, believing that they can not hear,
while all the while they are taking in
every word! In the present case, this
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extra acuteness of hearing may perhaps
have been due to the fact that it was Thi-

bault's soul which was awake in Raoul's
body; if the soul belonging to it had been
in this body, it would probably have suc-
cumbed more entirtely to the effects of the
wound.

The docror now dressed the wound in
the back, but left the front wound un-
covered, merely directing that a piece of
linen soaked in iced water should be kept
over it. Then, having poured some drops
of a sedative into a glass of water, and
telling the priest to give this to the pa-
tient whenever he asked for drink, the
doctor departed, saying that he would
come aguin the following moming, but
that he much feared he should take his
journey for nothing.

Tmuuu would have liked to put in
& word of his own, and to say him-
self what he thoughe sbout his condition,
but his spirit was as if imprisoned in this
dying body, and, against his will, was
forced to submit to lying thus within its
cell. But he could still hear the priest,
who not only spoke to him, but endeav-
ored by shaking him to arouse him from
his lethargy. Thibault found this very
fatiguing, and it was lucky for the priest
that the wounded man, just now, had no
supethuman power, for he inwardly sent
the good man to the devil, many times
over.

“Before long it seemed to him that some
sort of hot burning-pan was being in-
serted under the soles of his feet, his
loins, his head; his blood began to circu-
late, then to boil, like water over a fire.
His ideas became confused, his clenched
jaws opened; his tongue became loos-
ened; some disconnected words escaped
him.

“Ah, ah!" he thought to himself, “this
0o doube is what the good doctor spoke
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about as delirium;" and, for the while at
least, this was his last lucid idea.

His whole life—and his life had really
only existed since his first acquaintance
with the black wolf—passed before him.
He saw himself following, and failing to
hit the buck; saw himself tied to the oak-
tree, and the blows of the strap falling
on him; saw himself and the black wolf
drawing up their compact; saw himself
trying to pass the devil's ring over Agne-
lette’s finger; saw himself trying to puil
out the red hairs, which now covered a
third of his head. Then be saw himself
on his way to pay court to the pretty
Madame Polet of the mill, meeting Lan-
dry, and getting rid of his rival; pursued
by the farm servants, and followed by his
wolves. He saw himself making the ac-
quaintance of Madame Magloire, huant-
ing for her, eating his share of the game,
hiding behind the curtains, discovered by
Maitre Magloire, flouted by the Baron of
Vez, turned out by all three. Again he
saw the hollow tree, with his wolves
couching around it and the owls perched
on its branches, and heard the sounds of
the approaching violins and the hautboy
and saw himself looking, as Apgnelette
and the happy wedding party went by.
He saw himself the victim of angry jeal-
ousy, endeavoring to fight against it by
the help of drink, and across his troubled
brain came the recollection of Frangois,
of Champagne, and the inkeeper; he
heard the galloping of Baron Raoul’s
horse, and he felt himself knocked down
and rolling in the muddy road. Then he
ceased to see himself as Thibault; in his
stead arose the figure of the handsome
young rider whose form he had taken for
a while. Once more he was kissing Li-
sette, once more nis lips were touching the
Countess’s hand; then he was wanting to
escape, but he found himself at a cross-
road where three ways only met, and each
of these was guarded by one of his vic-
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tims: the first, by the specter of a drowned
man, that was Marcotte; the second,. by
a young man dying of fever on a hos-
pital bed, that was Landry; the third, by
a wounded man dragging himself along
on one knee and trying in vain to stand
up on his mutilated leg, that was the
Comte de Mont-Gobert.

He fancied that as all these things
passed before him, he told the history of
them one by one, and that the priest, as
he listened to this strange confession,
looked more like a dying man, was paler
and more trembling than the man whose
confession he was listening to; that he
wanted to give him absolution, but that
Thibault pushed him away, shaking his
head, and that he cried out with a ter-
rible laugh: .“I want no absolution! I am
damned! damned! damned!”

And in the midst of all this hallucina-
tion, this delirious madness, the spirit of
Thibault could hear the priest’s clock
striking the hours, and as they struck he
counted them. Only this clock seemed to
have grown to gigantic proportions and
the face of it was the blue vaule of heaven,
and the numbers on it were flames; and
the dock was called eternity, and the
monstrous pendulum as it swung back-
ward and forward called out in turn at
ever beat: "Never! For ever!”

So he lay and heard the long hours of
the day pass one by one; and then at last
the clock struck nine. At half past nine,
he, Thibault, would have been Raoul, and
Raoul would have been Thibault, for
just four and twenty hours. As the last
stroke of the hour died away, Thibault
felt the fever passing from him; it was
succeeded by a sensation of coldness,
which almost amounted to shivering. He
opened his eyes, all trembling with cold,
and saw the priest at the foot of the bed
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saying the prayers for the dying, and the
hands of the actual clock pointing to a
quarter past nine.

His senses had become so acute, that,
imperceptible as was their double move-
ment, he could yet see both the larger and
smaller one slowly creeping along; they
were gradually nearing the critical hour:
half past nine! "Although the face of
the dock was in darkness, it seemed
illuminated by some inward light. As
the minute hand approached the number
6, 2 spasm becoming every instant more
and more violent shook the dying man;
his feet were like ice, and the numbness
slowly but steadily mounted from the feet
to the knees, from the knees to the thighs,
from the thighs to the lower part of the
body. The sweat was running down his
forehead, but he had no strength to wipe
it away, nor even to ask to have it done.
It was a sweat of agony which he knew
every moment might be the sweat of
death. All kinds of strange shapes,
which had nothing of the human about
them, floated before his eyes; the light
faded away; wings as of bats seemed to
life his body and carry it into some twi-
light region, which was npeither life nor
death, but seemed a part of both. Then
the twilight itself grew darker and dark-
er; his eyes closed, and like a blind man
stumbling in the dark, his heavy wings
seemed to flap against strange and un-
known things. After that he sank away
into unfathomable depths, into bottom-
less abysses, but still he heard the sound
of a bell.

The bell rang once, and scarcely had it
ceased to vibrate when the dying man
uttered a cry. The priest rose and went
to the side of the bed; with that cry the
Baron Raoul had breathed his last: it was
exactly one second after the half-hour
after nine.

(To be continued next month)
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b LWEIRD STORG

A REPRINT

The Wolf-Leader’

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

The Story Thus Far

HIBAULT, a French shoemaker,

I lived alone in a forest near Vil-
lers-Cotterets on the cstate of the

Baron of Vez. A good-looking man in
his late twenties, Thibault had seen just

enough of the world to make him discon-
tented with his own station in life.

The Baron of Vez was an ardent
huntsman. Following a stag one day, his
dog pack lost the scent near Thibault’s
hut. Thibault sought to obtain the stag
for himself, by poaching, but was found
out, and escaped a severe whipping only
by the intervention of a girl, Agnelette.
The girl told Thibault quite frankly,
after the Baron departed, that she wished
to marry, and Thibault engaged himself
to her.

But Thibault’s rancor against the Bar-
on was so great that he was willing to go
to any length to get even with him. He
had carelessly called upon the Devil to
give the stag to hirn, and to his astonish-
ment he found the stag tied inside his hut
when he went home that night.

But the stag was a mild surprize in con-

*This remarkable wercwolf novel, by Alexandre
Dumas, fis, is not included in the published colleetlnna
of Dumas’ works in English, and will therefors be
ncew to our readcers, except those who have had the
good fortune to read the story In the original French.

trast to Thibault’s second visitor, a huge
black wolf that appeared in the hut in
a very mysterious way. When the shoe-
maker raised a hatchet with an idca of
killing the wolf, he was dumfounded to
hear the beast speak. The strange crea-
ture gave Thibault to understand that the
Devil was of a mind to bargain and would
grant the man’s desires in return for hairs
from his head, one for the first wish, two
for the second, four for the third and so
on, doubling the number for every wish
granted. The wolf then gave Thibault a
ring in exchange for one the shoemaker
was wearing, and the unholy pact was
complete.

Thibault’s ambition fired by the black
wolf’s promises, the shoemaker deter-
mined to forget Agnclctte and marry
Madame Polet, the wealthy young widow
who owned the mill at Croyolles. But he
found that Madame Polet was enamored
of another, and in his rage he behaved so
badly that she ordered the servants to put
him out. Thibault escaped up a steep
hillside where the servants could not fol-
low. “What can we do against a were-
wolf?” they asked their mistress.

Going home through the forest, Thi-
bault was alarmed when a pack of wolves
surrounded him, but he soon discovered

This story began in WEIRD TALES for August
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that they were friendly. That night and
subsequent nights they formed a guard
around his hut, even hunting for deer and
bringing him venison to eat.

One lock of Thibault’s hair was now
entirely red, but his envy of the nobility
made him resolve to use his satanic power
to the utmost, even if all his hair should
be claimed by the Devil’s color.

Returning from one of his escapades,
guarded by his wolves, Thibault witnesses
the wedding procession of his lost love,
Agnelette, who marries Engoulevent, one
of the retainers of the Baron of Vez.
Maddened by jealousy, he drowns his sor-
row in drinking at an inn.

Returning to his cabin, he is nearly run
down by the Lord of Vauparfond, and
expresses the wish that he might change
places with the Lord of Vauparfond for
twenty-four hours. No sooner has he ut-
tered the wish than it is granted. Drag-
ging into the hut his own body, into which
the soul of the Lord of Vauparfond has
been temporarily placed, Thibault in the
body and clothes of the nobleman goes
to keep an assignation with the Countess
of Mont-Gobert. He is surprized by the
Count and fatally wounded in a duel.

The twenty-four hours are up, and he
and the Lord of Vauparfond exchange
bodies just one minute before the Baron

expires.

CHAPTER 19
The Dead and the Living

Ar THE same moment that the trem-
bling soul of the young Baron
passed away, Thibault, awaking as if from
an agitated sleep full of terrible dreams,
sat up in his bed. He was surrounded by
fire; every corner of his hut was in flames.
At first he thought it was a continuation
of his nightmare, but then he heard cries
of “Death to the wizard! Death to the
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sorcerer! Death to the werewolf!” And
he understood that some terrible attack
was being made upon him.

The flames came nearer, they reached
the bed, he felt their heat upon him; a
few seconds more and he would be burned
alive in the midst of the flaming pile.
Thibault leaped from his bed, seized his
boar-spear, and dashed out of the back
door of his hut. No sooner did his en-
emies see him rush through the fire and
emerge from the smoke than their cries of
“Death to him!”" “Death!” were redou-
bled. One or two shots were fired at
him; Thibault heard the bullets whiz
past; those who shot at him wore the liv-
ery of the Grand Master, and Thibault
recalled the menace of the Lord of Vez,.
uttered against him a few days before.

He was then beyond the pale of the
law; he could be smoked out of his hole
like a fox; he could be shot down like a
buck. Luckily for Thibault, not one of
the bullets struck him, and as the circle of
fite made by the burning hut was not a
large one, he was soon safely beyond it,
and once again in shelter of the vast and
gloomy forest, where, had it not been for
the cries of the menials who were burning
down his house, the silence would have
been as complete as the darkness.

He sat down at the foot of a tree and
buried his head in his hands. The events
of the last forty-eight hours had succeeded
each other with such rapidity that there
was no lack of matter to serve as subjects
of reflection to the shoemaker.

The twenty-four hours, during which
he had lived another existence than his
own, seemed to him like a dream; so
much so, that he would not have dared to
take his oath that all this recent affair be-
tween the Baron, and the Countess Jane,
and the Comte de Mont-Gobert had really
taken place. The church clock of Oigny
struck ten, and he lifted his head. Ten
o’'dock! and only half an hour before he
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had been still in the body of the Baron
Raoul, as he lay dying in the house of the
Curé of Puiseux.

“Ah!" he exclaimed, *I must find out
for certain what has happened!" It is not
quite three miles to Puiseux and I shall
be there in half an hour; I should like to
ascertain if the Baron is really dead.” A
melancholy howl made answer to his
words; he looked round; his faithful body-
guards were back again; he had his pack
about him once more,

“Come, wolves! Come, my only
friends!" he cried. ‘‘Let us be off!” And
he started with them across the forest in
the direction of Puiseux.

‘The huntsmen of the Lord of Vez, who
were poking up the remaining embers of
the ruined hut, saw a man pass, as in a
vision, running at the head of a dozen or
more wolves. They crossed themselves
and became more convinced than ever
that Thibault was a wizard. And any-
body else who kad seen Thibault, flying
along as swiftly as his swiftest wolf, and
covering the ground between Oigny and
Puiseux in less than a quarter of an hour,
would certainly have thought so too.

He stopped at the entrance to the vil-
lage, and turning to his wolves, he said:

“Friend wolves, I have no further need
of you tonight, and indeed I wish to be
alone. Amuse yourselves with the stables
in the neighborhood, I give you leave to
do just what you like; and if you chance
to come across one of those two-footed
animals called men, forget, friend wolves,
that they claim to be made in the image
of their Creator, and never fear to satisfy
your appetite.” Whereupon the wolves
rushed off in different directions, uttering
howls of joy, while Thibault went on into
the village.

HE Curé’s house adjoined the church,
and Thibault made a circuit so as to
avoid passing in front of the cross. When
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he reached the presbytery, he looked in
through one of the windows, and there
he saw a bed with a lighted wax candle
beside it; and over the bed itself was
spread a sheet, and beneath the sheet
could be seen the outlines of a figure ly-
ing rigid in death.

There appeared to be no one in the
house; the priest had no doubt gone to
give notice of the death to the village au-
thorities. ‘Thibault went inside, and
called the priest, but no one answered.
He walked up to the bed. There could
be no mistake about the body under the
sheet being that of a dead man. He lifted
the sheet. There could be no mistaking
that the dead body was that of Raoul de
Vauparfond. On his face lay the still,
unearthly beauty which is born of eternity.
His features, which in life had been
somewhat too feminine for those of a
man, had now assumed the somber gran-
deur of death. At the first glance you
might have thought he only slept; but on
gazing longer you recognized in that im-
movable calm something more profound
than sleep. The presence of one who
carries a sickle for scepter and wears a
shroud for mantle was unmistakable, and
you knew King Death was there.

Thibault had left the door open, and
he heard the sound of light footsteps ap-
proaching; at the back of the alcove hung
a serge curtain, which masked a door by
which he could retreat, if necessary, and
he now went and placed himself behind
it. A woman dressed in black and cov-
ered with a black veil paused in some hes-
itation at the door. ‘The head of another
woman passed in front of hers and looked
carefully round the room.

“I think it is safe for Madame to go
in; I see no one about, and besides, I will
keep watch.”

The woman in black went in, walked
slowly toward the bed, stopped a moment
to wipe the perspiration from her fore-.
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head, then, without further hesitation,
lifted the sheet which Thibault had thrown
back over the face of the dead man; Thi-
bault then saw that it was the Countess.

“Alas!” she said, “what they told me
was true!”

Then she fell on her knees, praying
and sobbing. Her prayer being ended,
she rose again, kissed the pale forehead
of the dead, and the blue marks of the
wound through which the soul had fled.

“Oh my well beloved, my Raoul,” she
murmured, “who will tell me the name
of your murderer? Who will help me to
avenge your death?” As the Countess
finished speaking, she gave a cry and
started back; she seemed to hear a voice
that answered, "1 will” and something
had shaken the green serge curtain.

The Countess, however, was no chick-
en-hearted woman; she took the candle
that was buming at the head of the bed
and went and looked behind the curtain;
but no creature was to be seen, a closed
door was all that met her eye. She put
back the candle, took a pair of gold sdis-
sors from a little pocket case, cut off a curl
of the dead man’s hair, placed the curl in
a black velvet sachet which hung over her
heart, gave one last kiss to her dead lover,
laid the sheet over his face, and left the
house. Just as she was crossing the
threshold, she met the priest, and draw-
ing back, drew her veil more closely over
her face.

*"Who are you?” asked the priest.

“I am Grief,” she answered, and the
priest made way for her to pass.

HE Countess and her attendant had

come on foot, and were returning in
the same manner, for the distance between
Puiseux and Mont-Gobert was not much
more than half a mile. When about half-
way along their road, a man, who had
been hiding behind a willow tree, stepped
forward and barred their further passage.

WEIRD TALES

Lisette screamed, but the Countess, with-
out the least sign of fear, went up to the
man, and asked: “Who are you?"

“The man who answered ‘1 will' just
now, when you were asking who would
denounce the murderer to you.”

“And you can help me to revenge my-
self on him?”’

“Wheanever you like.”

At once?”

“"We can not talk here very well.”

“Where can we find a better place?”

“In you own room, for one.”

"We must not enter the castle to-

er.”

“No; but I can go through the breach
in the park wall: Mademoiselle Lisette
can wait for me in the hut where Mon-
sieur Raoul used to leave his horse; she
can take me up the winding stair and into
your room. If you should be in your
dressing-room, I will wait for you, as
Monsicur Raoul waited the night before
last.”

The two women shuddered from head
to foot.

"“Who are you to know all these de-
tails?”” asked the Countess.

“I will tell you when the time comes
for me to tell you.”

The Countess hesitated a moment;
then, recovering her resolution, she said:

“Very well then; come through the
breach; Lisette will wait for you in the
stable.”

“Oh! Madame,” cried the maid, *1
shall never dare to go and bring that man
to you!”

“1 will go myself then,” said the
Countess.

“Well said!” put in Thibault. *There
spoke a2 woman worth calling one!” And
so saying he slid down into a kind of
ravine beside the road, and disappeared.
Lisette very nearly fainted.

“Lean on me, Mademoiselle,” said the
Countess, “and let us walk on; I am an-
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xious to hear what this man has to say
to me.”

The two women entered the castle by
way of the farm; no one had seen them
go out, and no one saw them return, On
reaching her room, the Countess waited
for Lisette to bring up the stranger. Ten
minutes had elapsed when the maid hur-
ried in with a pale face.

“Ah! Madame,” she said, “there was
no need for me to go to fetch him.”

“What do you mean?”’ asked the Coun-
tess,

“Because he knew his way up as well
asI did! And oh, Madame! If you knew
what he said to me! That man is the
devil, Madame, I feel sure!”

**‘Show him in,” said the Countess.

"I am here!” said Thibault.

*You can leave us now, my girl,” said
the Countess to Lisette. The latter quitted
the room and the Countess remained alone
with Thibault. ‘Thibault’s appearance
was not one to inspire confidence. He
gave the impression of a man who had
once and for all made up his mind, but
it was also easy to see that it was for no
good purpose; a satanic smile played
about his mouth, and there was 2 demon-
iacal light in his eyes. He had made no
attempt to hide his red hairs, but had left
them defiantly uncovered, and they hung
over his forehead like a plume of flame.
But still the Countess looked him full in
the face without changing color.

"My maid says that you know the way
to my room; have you ever been here
before?”

"Yes, Madame, once.”

"And when was that?”

"“The day before yesterday.”

At what time?”

“From half-past ten till half-past
twelve at night.” -

The Countess looked steadily at him
and said:

“That is not true.”
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“"Would you like me to tell you what
took place?”

“During the time you mention?”

“During the time I mention.”

“Say on,” replied the Countess, lacon-

y.

Thibault was equally laconic.

“Monsieur Raoul came in by that
door,” he said, pointing to the one lead-
ing into the corridor, “‘and Lisette left him
here alone. You entered the room by that
one,” he continued, indicating the dress-
ing-room door, “and you found him on
his knees. Your hair was unbound, only
fastened back by three diamond pins; you
wore a pink silk dressing-gown, trimmed
with lace, pink silk stockings, cloth-of-
silver slippers and a chain of pearls round
your neck.”

“You describe my dress exactly,” said
the Countess. “‘Continue.”

“You tried to pick a quarrel with Mon-
sieur Raoul, first because he loitered in
the cerridors to kiss your waiting-maid;
secondly, because some one had met him
late at night on the road between Erne-
ville and Villers-Cotterets; thirdly, be-
cause, at the ball given at the Castle, at
which you yourself were not present, he
danced four times with Madame de Bon-
neuil.”

“Continue.”

“In answer to your accusations, youf
lover made excuses for himself, some
good, some bad; you, however, were satis-
fied with them, for you were just forgiv-
ing him when Lisette rushed in full of
alarm calling to Monsieur Raoul to escape,
as your husband had just returned.”

“Lisette was right, you can be nothing
less than the devil,” said the Countess
with a sinister laugh, “and I think we
shall be able to do business together. . . .
Finish your account.”

“Then you and your maid together
pushed Monsieur Raoul, who resisted, into
the dressing-room; Lisette forced him



270

along the corridors and through two or
three rooms; they then went down a wind-
ing staircase, in the wing of the Castle
opposite the one by which they had gone
up. On arriving at the foot of the stair-
case, the fugitives found the door locked;
then they ran into 2 kind of office where
Lisette opened the window, which was
about seven or eight feet above the
ground. Monsieur Raoul leaped down
out of this window, ran to the stable,
found his horse still there, but hamstrung;
then he swore that if he met the Count at
any time he would hamstring him as the
Count had hamstrung his horse, for he
thought it a cowardly act to injure a poor
beast so unnecessarily. Then he went on
foot to the breach, climbed it, and found
the Count awaiting him outside the park,
with his sword drawn. The Baron had
his hunting-knife with him; he drew it,
and the duel began.”

*“Was the Count alone?”

“Wait . . . the Count appeared to be
alone; after the fourth or fifth pass the
Count was wounded in the shoulder, and
sank on one knee, crying: 'Help, Les-
tocq”” Then the Baron remembered his
oath, and hamstrung the Count as he had
bamstrung the horse; but as the Baron
rose, Lestocq drove his knife into his back;
it passed under the shoulder-blade and
out through the chest. I need not tell

you where . . . you kissed the wound
yourself.”
“And after that?”

*“The Count and his huntsman returned
to the Castle, leaving the Baron lying help-
less; when the latter came to, he made
signs to some passing peasants, who put
him on a litter, and bore him away, with
the intention of taking him to Villers-
Cotterets; but he was in such pain that
they could not carry him farther than
Puiseux; there they laid him on the bed
where you found him, and on which he
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breathed his last a second after the half-
hour after nine in the evening.”

The Countess rose, and without speak-
ing, went to her jewel-case and took out
the pearls she had worn two nights be-
fore. She handed them to Thibault.

“What are they for?” he asked.

“Take them,” said the Countess; “they,
are worth fifty thousand livres.”

**Are you still anxious for revenge?”

“Yes," replied the Countess.

“Revenge will cost more than that.”

“How much will it cost?”

“Wait for me tomorrow night," said
Thibault, *and I will tell you."”

“"Where shall T await you?" asked the
Countess.”

“Here," said Thibault, with the leer of
a wild animal.

“I will await you here," said the
Countess.

“Till tomorrow then.”

“Till tomorrow."

Thibault went out. The Countess went
and replaced the pearls in her dressing-
case; lifted up a false bottom, and drew
from underneath it a small bottle con-
taining an opal-colored liquid, and a little
dagger with a jeweled handle and case,
and a blade inlaid with gold. She hid
both beneath her pillow, knelt at her prie-
dieu, and, her prayer finished, threw her-
self dressed on to her bed.

CHAPTER 20
True to Tryst

N QUITTING the Countess’s room,

Thibault had left the castle by the
way which he had described to her, and
soon found himself safe beyond its walls
and outside the park. And now, for the
first time in his life, Thibault had really
nowhere to go. His hut was burnt, he
was without a friend, and like Cain, he
was a wanderer on the face of the earth.

He turned to the unfailing shelter of the
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forest, and there made his way to the
Jower end of Chavigny; as the day was
breaking he came across a solitary house,
and asked if he could buy some bread.
The woman belonging to it, her husband
being away, gave him some, but refused
to receive payment for it; his appearance
frightened her.

Having now food sufficient for the day,
Thibault returned to the forest, with the
intention of spending his time till evening
in a part which he knew between Fleury
and Longpont, where the trees were espe-
dally thick and tall. As he was looking
for a resting-place behind a rock, his eye
was attraded by a shining object lying
at the bottom of a slope, and his curiosity
led him to dimb down and see what it
was, The shining object was the silver
badge belonging to a huntsman’s shoul-
der-belt; the shoulder-belt was slung
round the neck of a dead body, or rather
of a skeleton, for the flesh had been en-
tirely eaten off the bones, which were as
dean as if prepared for an anatomist’s
study or a painter’s studio, The skeleton
looked as if it had only lain there since
the preceding night.

“Ah! ah!” said Thibault, “this is prob-
ably the work of my friends, the wolves;
they evidently profited by the permission
which I gave them.”

Curious to know if possible who the
victim was, he examined it more closely;
his curiosity was soon satisfied, for the
badge, which the wolves had no doubt
rejected as less easily digestible than the
rest, was lying on the chest of the skel-
eton, like a ticket on a bale of goods.

J. B. LeEstocQ
Head Keeper of the Comte de Mont-
Gobert.

"Well done!” laughed Thibault, “here
is one at least who did not live long to
enjoy the result of his murderous act.”

Then, contracting his brow, he mut-
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tered to himself, in a low voice, and this
time without laughing:

“Is there perhaps, after all, what peo-
ple call a Providence?”

Lestocq’s death was not difficult to ac-
count for. He had probably been execut-
ing some order for his master that night,
and on the road between Mont-Gobert
and Longpont had been attacked by
wolves. He had defended himself with
the same knife with which he had wound-
ed the Baron, for Thibault found the
knife a few paces off, at a spot where the
ground showed traces of a severe strug-
gle; at last the ferocious beasts had
dragged him into the hollow, and there
devoured him.

Thibault was becoming so indifferent to
everything that he felt neither pleasure
nor regret, neither satisfaction nor re-
morse, at Lestocq's death; all he thought

‘was that it simplified matters for the

Countess, as she would now have only her
husband upon whom she need avenge
herself. Then he went and found a place
where the rocks afforded him the best
shelter from the wind, and prepared to
spend his day there in peace. Toward
midday he heard the horn of the Lord of
Vez, and the ay of his hounds; the
mighty huntsman was after game, but the
chase did not pass near enough to Thi-
bault to disturb him.

H‘ LAST the night came. At nine
o’clock Thibault rose and set out for
the castle of Mont-Gobert. He found the
breach, followed the path he knew, and
came to the little hut where Lisette had
been awaiting him on the night when he
had come in the guise of Raoul. The poor
girl was there this evening, but alarmed
and trembling. Thibault wished to carry
out the old traditions and tried to kiss her,
but she sprang back with visible signs of
fear.
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“"Do not touch me," she said, “'or I
shall call out.”

*Oh, indeed! my pretty one,” said Thi-
bault, “you were not so sour-tempered the
other day with the Baron Raoul.”

“Maybe not,” said the girl, “but a great
many things have happened since the
other day.”

*“And many more to happen still,” said
Thibault in a lively tone.

“I think,” said the waiting-maid in a
mournful voice, “that the climax is al-
ready reached.”

Then, as she went on in front, “If you
wish to come,” she added, “follow me.”

Thibault followed her; Lisette, without
the slightest effort at concealment, walked
straight across the open space that lay be-
tween the trees and the castle.

“You are courageous today,” said Thi-
bault. “And supposing some one were to
seeus. . .."

“There is no fear now,” she answered;
“the eyes that could have seen us are all
closed.”

Although he did not understand what
the young girl meant by these words, the
tone in which they were spoken made
Thibault shiver.

He continued to follow her in silence
as they went up the winding stairs to the
first floor. As Lisette laid her hand on
the key of the door, Thibault suddenly
stopped her. Something in the silence
and solitude of the castle filled him with
fear; it seemed as if a curse might have
fallen on the place.

“Where are we going?”’ said Thibault,
scarcely knowing himself what he said.

“You know well enough, surely.”

“Into the Countess’s room?"’

“Into the Countess’s room."

“She is waiting for me?”

“She is waiting for you.”

And Lisette opened the door.
in,” she said.

QlGo
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Thibault went in, and Lisette shut the
door behind him and waited outside.

It was the same exquisite room, lighted
in the same manner, filled with the same
sweet scent. ‘Thibault looked round for
the Countess. He expected to see her
appear at the dressing-room door, but the
door remained closed. Not a sound was
to be heard in the room, except the tick-
ing of the Stvres clock, and the beating of
Thibault’s heart. He began to look about
him with a feeling of shuddering fear for
which he could not account; then his eyes
fell on the bed; the Countess was lying
asleep upon it. In her hair were the same
diamond pins, round her neck the same
pearls; she was dressed in the same pink
silk dressing-gown, and had on the same
little slippers of cloth of silver which she
had worn to receive the Baron Raoul.

Thibault went up to her; the Countess
did not stir.

"You are sleeping, fair Countess?”” he
said, leaning over to look at her.

But all at once he started upright, star-
ing before him, his hair standing on end,
the sweat breaking out on his forehead.
The terrible truth was beginning to dawn
upon him; was the Countess sleeping the
sleep of this world or of eternity?

He fetched a light from the mantel-
piece, and with trembling hand held it to
the face of the mysterious sleeper. It was
pale as ivory, with the delicate veins
traced over the temples, and the lips still
red. A drop of pink burning wax fell on
this still face of sleep; it did not awake
the Countess.

“Ah!" cried Thibault, “what is this?"’
and he put down the candle, which his
shaking hand could no longer hold, on the
night-table.

The Countess lay with her arms
stretched out close to her sides; she ap-
peared to be clasping something in either
hand. With some effort, Thibault was
able to open the left one; within it he

wW.T—8
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found the little bottle which she had
taken from her dressing-case the night
before. He opened the other hand; with-
in it lay a piece of paper on which were
written these few words: “True to tryst,”
—yes, true and faithful unto death, for
the Countess was dead!

All Thibault’s illusions were fading
one after the other, like the dreams of the
night which gradually fade away as the
sleeper becomes more and more thorough-
ly awake. There was a difference, how-
ever, for other men find their dead alive
again in their dreams; but with Thibault,
his dead did not arise and walk, but re-
mained lying for ever in their last sleep.

He wiped his forehead, went to the
door leading into the corridor, and opened
it, to find Lisette on her knees, praying.

“Is the Countess dead, then?”’ asked
Thibault.

“The Countess is dead, and the Count
is dead.”

“From the effect of the wounds given
him by the Baron Raoul?”

*No, from the blow with the dagger
given him by the Countess.”

“Ah!” said Thibault, grimacing hid-
eously in his effort to force a laugh in the
midst of this grim drama, “all this tale
you hint at is new to me.”

Then Lisette told him the tale in full.
It was a plain tale, but a terrible one.

The Countess had remained in bed part
of the day, listening to the village bells of
Puiseux, which were tolling as the Baron’s
body was borne from thence to Vaupar-
fond, where he was to be laid in the fam-
ily grave. Toward four o'clock the bells
ceased; then the Countess rose, took the
dagger from under her pillow, hid it in
her breast, and went toward her hus-
band’s room. She found the valet in at-
tendance in good spirits; the doctor had
just left, having examined the wound, and
declared the Count'’s life out of danger.
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“Madame will agree that it is a thing
to rejoice at!” said the valet.

“Yes, to rejoice at indeed.”

And the Countess went on into her hus-
band's room. Five minutes later she left
it again

“The Count is sleeping,” she said. “Do
not go in until he calls.”

The valet bowed and sat down in the
anteroom to be in readiness at the first
call from his master. ‘The Countess went
back to her room.

“Undtess me, Lisette,” she said to her
waiting-maid, “‘and give me the clothes
that I had on the last time be came.”

The maid obeyed; we have already seen
how every detail of toilet was arranged
exactly as it had been on that fatal night.
Then the Countess wrote a few words on
a piece of paper, which she folded and
kept in her right hand. After that, she
lay down on her bed.

“Will Madame not take anything?”
asked the maid.

The Countess opened her left hand,
and showed her a little bottle she was
holding inside it.

“Yes, Lisette,” she said, "I am going to
take what is in this bottle.” ,

*“What, nothing but that?"" said Lisette.

“It will be enough, Lisette; for after I
have taken it, I shall have need of noth-
ing more.”

And as she spoke, she put the bottle to
her mouth and drank the contents at a
draft. Then she said:

“You saw that man, Lisette, who
waited for us in the road; T have a meet-
ing with him this evening, here in my
room, at half past nine. You know where
to go and wait for him, and you will bring
bim here. I do not wish that any one
should be able to say that I was not true
to my word, even after I am dead.”

‘Thibault had nothing to say; the agree-
ment made between them had been kept.
Only the Couantess had accomplished bet
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revenge herself, single-handed, as every
one understood, when the valet feeling
uneasy about his master, and going softly
into his room to look at him, found him
lying on his back with a dagger in his
heart; and then hurrying to tell Madame
what had happened, found the Countess
dead also.

The news of this double death soon
spread through the castle, and all the
servants had fled, saying that the exter-
minating angel was in the castle; the wait-
ing-maid alone remained to carry out her
dead mistress’s wishes.

HIBAULT had nothing more to do at
the castle, so he left the Countess on
her bed, with Lisette near her, and went
downstairs. As Lisette had said, there
was no fear now of meeting either master
or servants; the servants had run away,
the master and mistress were dead. Thi-
bault once more made for the breach i
the wall. The sky was dark, and if it had
not been January, you might have im-
agined a thunderstorm was brewing; there
was barely light enough to see the foot-
path, as he went along. Once or twice
Thibault paused; he fancied he had de-
tected the sound of the dry branches
cracking under some one’s footsteps keep-
ing pace with his, both to right and left.
Having come to the breach, Thibault
distinctly heard a voice say: “That’s the
man!” and at the same moment two gen-
darmes, concealed on the farther side of
the wall, seized Thibault by the collar,
while two others came up behind.

It appeared that Cramoisi, jealous with
regard to Lisette, had been prowling about
at nights on the watch, and had, only the
evening before, noticed a strange man
come in and go out of the park along the
more secluded paths, and he had reported
the fact to the head of the police. When
the recent setious events that had taken
place at the castle became generally
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known, orders were given to send four
men and take up any suspicious-looking
person seen prowling about. Two of the
men, with Cramoisi for guide, had am-
bushed on the farther side of the breach,
and the two others had dogged Thibault
through the park. Then, as we have seen,
at the signal given by Cramoisi they had
all four fallen upon him as he issued from
the breach. -

There was a long and obstinate strug-
gle; Thibault was not a man that even four
others could overcome without difficulty;
but he had no weapon by him, and his
resistance was therefore useless. The gen-
darmes had been more bent on securing
him, on account of having recognized
that it was Thibault, and Thibault was
beginning to earn a very bad name, so
many misfortunes having become associ-
ated with it; so Thibault was knocked
down, and finally bound and led off be-
tween two mounted men. ‘The other two
gendarmes walked one in front, and one
behind. ‘Thibault had merely struggled
out of a natural feeling of self-defense
and pride, for his power to inflict evil
was, as we know, unlimited, and he had
but to wish his assailants dead, and they
would have fallen lifeless at his feet. But
he thought there was time enough for
that; as long as there still remained 2 wish
to him, he could escape from man’s jus-
tice, even though he were at the foot of
the scaffold.

So Thibault, securely bound, his hands
tied, and fetters upon his feet, walked
along between his four gendarmes, appar-
ently in a state of resignation. One of the
gendarmes held the end of the rope with
which he was bound, and the four men
made jokes and laughed at him, asking
the wizard Thibault why, being possessed
of such power, he had allowed himself
to be taken. And Thibault replied to their
scoffings with the well-known proverb:
“He laughs best who laughs last,” and
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the gendarmes expressed a wish that they
might be the ones to do so.

N LEAVING Puiseux behind, they

came to the forest. The weather was
growing more and more threatening; the
dark douds hung so low that the trees
looked as if they were holding up 2 buge
black veil, and it was impossible to see
four steps ahead. But Thibault saw
lights swiftly passing, and crossing one
another, in the darkness on either side.
Closer and doser drew the lights, and pat-
tering footfalls were heard among the
dry leaves. The horses became restive,
shied and snorted, sniffing the air aad
trembling beneath their ridess, while the
coarse laughter of the men themselves
died down. It was Thibault’s turn to

laugh now.

“What are you laughing at?"” asked
one of the gendasmes.

“I am langhing at your having left off

laughing,” said Thibault.

The lights drew nearer, and the foot-
falls became more distinct, at the sound
of Thibault’s voice. Then a moce ominous
sound was heard, 2 sound of teeth strik-
ing together, as jaws opened and shut.

“Yes, yes, my friends,” said Thibault,
“you have tashed humaa flesh, and you

He was answered by a low growl of
spprobaticn, half like 2 dog’s, and half
fike a hyena’s.

“‘Quite so,” said Thibault, “I under-
stand; after having made 2 meal of a keep-
er, you would not mind tasting a gen-
darme.”

The gendarmes themselves were begin-
ning to shudder with fear. "To whom
are you talking?"’ they asked him.

“To those who can answer me,” said

Thibault; and he gave a howl. Twenty

or more bowls responded, some from

dose at band, some fram farther off.
"Hm!" said one of the gendarmes,

275

“what are these beasts that are following
us? This good-for-aothing scems to
understand their language.”

"What!" said the shoemaker, “you take
Thibault the wolf-master prisoper, you
carry him through the forest at aight, and
then you ask what are the lights and the
howls that follow him! . . . Do you hear,
friends?” cried Thibault *“These gentle-
men are asking who you are. Answer
them, all of you together, that they may
have oo further doubt on the matter.”

The wolves, obedient to their master’s
voice, gave ome prolonged, unanimous
howl. The horses panted and shivered,
and one or two of them reared. The gen-
darmes endeavored to calm their animals,
patting and gentling them.

““That is nothing,” said Thibault; “wait
till you see each horse with two wolves
hanging on $o its hind-quarters and
another at its throat.”

‘The wolves aow came in between the.
hotses’ legs, and began caressing Thi-
bault; one of them stood up and put its.
front paws on Thibault’s chest, as if ask-
ing for orders.

“Presently, presently,” said Thibault,
“there is plenty of time; do not be selfish,
give your comrades time to come up.”

The men could no longer cantrol their
horses, which were rearing and shying,
and although going at a foot's pace, were
streaming with sweat.

“Do you not think,” said Thibault,
“'you would do best now to come to terms
with me? That is, if you were to let me
free on condition that you all sleep in your
beds tonight.”

“Go at a walking pace,” said one of
the gendarmes; “as long as we do that, we
have nothing to fear.”

Another one drew his sword. A second
or two later there was a how! of pain; one
of the wolves had seized hold of this gen-
darme’s boot, and the latter had pierced
him through with his weapon.
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“I call that a very impudent thing to
do,” said Thibault; “the wolves eat each
other, whatever the proverb may say, and
once having tasted blood, I do not know
that even I shall have the power to hold
them back.”

The wolves threw themselves in a body
on their wounded comrade, and in five
minutes there was nothing left of its car-
cass but the bare bones. The gendarmes
had profited by this respite to get on
ahead, but without releasing Thibault,
whom they obliged to run alongside of
them; what he had foreseen, however,
happened. ‘There was a sudden sound as
of an approaching hurricane—the whole

was in pursuit, following them up at
full gallop. The horses, having once
started trotting, refused to go at a walking
pace again, and frightened by the stamp-
ing, the smell, and the howls, now sct off
galloping, in spite of their riders’ efforts
to hold them in. ‘The man who had hold
of the rope, now requiring both hands to
master his horse, let go of Thibault; and
the wolves leaped on to the horses, cling-
ing desperately to the cruppers and with-
ers and throats of the terrified animals.
No sooner had the latter felt the sharp
teeth of their assailants, than they scat-
tered, rushing in every direction.

*Hurrah, wolves! hurrah!” cried Thi-
bault. But the fierce animals had no need
of encouragement, and soon each horse
had six or seven more wolves in pursuit
of him.

Horses and wolves disappeared, some
one way, some the other, and the men’s
cries of distress, the agonized neighings
of the horses, and the furious howls of
the wolves become gradually fainter and
fainter as they traveled farther away.

Thibault was left free once more, and
alone. His hands, however, were still
bound, and his feet fettered. First he
tried to undo the cord with his teeth, but
this he found impossible. Then he tried
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to wreach his bonds apart by the power
of his muscles, but that too was unavail-
ing; the only result of his efforts was to
make the cord cut into his flesh. It was
his turn to bellow with pain and anger.
At last, tired of trying to wrest his hands

free, he lifted them, bound as they were,

to heaven, and cried:

*Oh! black wolf! friend, let these cords
that bind me be loosened; thou knowest
well that it is only to do evil that I wish
for my hands to be free.”

And at the same moment his fetters
were broken aad fell to the ground, and
Thibault beat his hands together with
another roar, this time of joy.

CHAPTER 21
The Genius of Evil

HE next evening, about nine o’clock,

a man might be seen walking along
the Puits-Sarrasin road and making for the
Osiéres forest-path.

It was Thibalt, on his way to .pay a
last visit to tk< hut, and to see if any re-
mains of it had teen left by the fire. A
heap of smoking cinders alone marked the
place where it had stood; and as Thibault
came in sight of it, he saw the wolves, as
if he had appointed them to meet him
there, forming an immense circle round
the ruins, and looking upon them with
an expression of mournful anger. They
seemed to understand that by destroying
this poor hut, made of earth and branches,
the one who, by the compact with the
black wolf, had been given them for mas-
ter, had been made a victim.

As Thibault entered the circle, all the
wolves gave simultaneously a long and
sinister-sounding howl, as if to make him
understand that they were ready to help
in avenging him.

Thibault went and sat down on the spot
where the hearth had stood; it was recog-
nizable from a few blackened stones still
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remaining, which were otherwise unin-
jured, and by a higher heap of cinders just
at that spot. He stayed there some min-
utes, absorbed in his unhappy thoughts.
But he was not reflecting that the ruin
which he saw around him was the conse-
quence and the punishment of his jealous
and covetous desires, which had gone on
gathering strength. He felt neither re-
pentance nor regret. That which dom-
inated all other feeling in him was his
satisfaction at the thought of being hence-
forth able to render to his fellow-creatures
evil for evil, his pride in having, thanks
to his terrible auxiliaries, the power to
fight against those who persecuted him.

And as the wolves continued their mel-
ancholy howling: *‘Yes, my friends,” said
Thibault, “yes, your howls answer to the
cry of my heart. . . . My fellow-creatures
have destroyed my hut, they have cast to
the winds the ashes of the tools where-
with I earned my daily bread; their hatred
pursues me as it pursues you. I expect
from them neither mercy nor pity. We
are their enemies as they are ours; and I
will have neither mercy nor compassion
on them. Come then, let us go from this
hut to the castle, and carry thither the des-
olation which they have brought home to
me.”

And then the master of the wolves,
like a chief of banditti followed by his
desperadoes, set off with his pack in quest
of pillage and carnage.

This time it was neither red deer, nor
fallow deer, nor any timid game of which
they were in pursuit. Sheltered by the
darkness of the night Thibault first di-
rected his course to the Chateau of Vez, for
there was lodged his chief enemy. The
Baron had three farms belonging to the
estate, stables filled with horses, and
others filled with cows, and the park was
full of sheep. All these places were at-
tacked the first night, and on the morrow
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two horses, four cows, and ten sheep were
found killed. .

The Baron was doubtful at first if this
could be the work of the beasts against
which he waged so fierce a warfare; there
seemed something partaking rather of in-
telligence and revenge in it than of the
mere unreasoning attacks of a pack of
wild animals. Still it seemed manifest
that the wolves must have been the aggres-
sors, judging by the marks of teeth on the
carcasses and the footprints left on the
ground.

Next night the Baron set watchers to
lie in wait, but Thibault and his wolves
were at work on the farther side of the
forest. This time it was the stables and
parks of Soucy and of Viviers which were
decimated, and the following night those
of Boursonnes and Yvors. The work of
annihilation, once begun, must be carried
out with desperate determination, and the
master never left his wolves now; he slept
with them in their dens, and lived in the
midst of them, stimulating their thirst for
blood.

Many a woodman, many a heath-gath-
erer, came face to face in the thickets with
the menacing white teeth of a wolf, and
was either carried off and eaten, or just
saved his life by the aid of his courage and
his billhook. Guided by a human intelli-

gence, the wolves had become organized

and disciplined, and were far more for-
midable than a band of discontented sol-
diery let loose in a conquered country.
The terror of them became general; no
one dared go beyond the towns and vil-
lages unarmed; horses and cattle were all
fed inside the stables, and the men them-
selves, their wortk done, waited for one
another, so as not to go about singly.
The Bishop of Soissons ordered public
prayer to be made, asking God to send a
thaw, for the unusual ferocity of the
wolves was attributed to the great quan-
tity of snow that had fallen. But the re-
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port also went about that the wolves were
incited to their work, and led about by a
man; that this man was more indefati-
gable, more cruel and insatiable than the
wolves themselves; that in imitation of his
companions he ate raw flesh and quenched
his thirst in blood. And the people went
further and said that this man was Thi-
bault.

The Bishop pronounced sentence of ex-
communication against the former shoe-
maker. The Lord of Vez, however, had
little faith in the thunders of the Church
being of much effect, unless supported by
some’ well-conducted hunting. He was
somewhat cast down at so much blood
being spilt, and his pride was sorely hurt
that his, the Grand Master’s, own cattle
should have suffered so heavily from the
very wolves he was especially appointed
to destroy.

At the same time, he could not but feel
a secret delight at the thought of the tri-
umphant view-halloos in store for him,
and of the fame which he could not fail
to win among all sportsmen of repute.
His passion for the chase, excited by the
way in which his adversaries the wolves
had so openly entered upon the struggle,
became absolutely overpowering; he al-
lowed neither respite nor repose; he took
no sleep himself and ate his meals in the
saddle. All night long he scoured the
country in company with I'Eveillé and
Engoulevent, who in consideration of his
marriage had been raised to the rank of
pricker; and the dawn had no sooner ap-
peared before he was again in the saddle,
ready to start and chase the wolf until it
was too dark to distinguish the hounds.
But alas! all his knowledge of the art of
venery, all his courage, all his persever-
ance, were lost labor. He occasionally
brought down some wretched cub, some
miserable beast eaten with mange, some
imprudent glutton which had so gorged
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itself with carnage that its breath wouold
not hold out after an hour or two's run;
but the larger, well-grown wolves, with
their thick dark coats, their muscles like
steel springs and their long slender feet—
not one of these lost a hair in the war
that was being made upon them. Thanks
to Thibault they met their enemies in arms
on nearly equal ground.

As the Baron of Vez remained for ever
with his dogs, so did Thibault with his
wolves; after a night of sack and pillage,
he kept the pack awake on the watch to
help the one that the Baron had started,
This wolf again, following Thibault’s in-
structions, had recourse at first to strata-
gem. It doubled, crossed its tracks,
waded in the streams, leaped up into the
bending trees so as to make it more diffi-
cult still for huntsmen and hounds to fol-
low the scent, and finally when it felt its
powers failing, it adopted bolder measures
and went straight ahead. ‘Then the other
wolves and their master intervened; at
the least sign of hesitation on the part of
the hounds, they managed so cleverly to
put them on the wrong scent, that it re-
quired an experienced eye to detect that
the dogs were not all following up the
same track, and nothirig less than the
Baron’s profound knowledge could decide
which was the right one. Even he some-
times was mistaken.

Again, the wolves in their turn fol-
lowed the huntsmen; it was a pack hunt-
ing a pack; only the one hunted in silence,
which made it far the more formidable of
the two. Did a tired hound fall behind,
or another get separated from the main
body, it was seized and killed in an in-
stant, and Engoulevent, whom we have
had occasion to mention several times be-
fore and who had taken poor Marcotte’s
place, having hastened one day to the help
of one of his hounds that was uttering

cries of distress, was himself attacked and
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only owed his life to the swiftness of his
horse.

I'r wAs not long before the Baron’s pack
was decimated; his best hounds were
nearly dead with fatigue, and his more
second-rate ones had perished by the
wolves’ teeth. The stable was in no bet-
ter condition than the kennel; Bayard was
foundered, Tancred had sprained a ten-
don leaping over a ditch, and a strained
fetlock had placed Valorous on the list of
invalids. Sultan, luckier than his three
campanions, had fallen honorably on the
field of battle, having succumbed to a
sixteen hours’ run under the weight of his
gigantic master, who never for a moment
lost courage notwithstanding the fact that
the dead bodies of his finest and most
faithful servitors lay heaped around him.

The Baron, following the example of
the noble-hearted Romans who exhausted
the resources of military art against the
Carthaginians who were for ever re-ap-
pearing as enemies, the Baron, I repeat,
changed his tactics, called on all available
men among the peasants, and beat up the
game throughout the forest with such a
formidable number of men that not so
much as a hare was left in its form near
any spot which they had passed.

But Thibault made it his business to find
out beforehand where these batiwes were
going to take place, and if he ascertained
that the beaters were on the side of the
forest towara Viviers or Soucy, he and
his wolves made an excursion to Bourson-
nes or Yvors; and if the Baron and his
men were busy near Haramont or Long-
pré, the people of Corcy and Vertefeuille
were made painfully aware of Thibault
and his wolves.

In vain the Lotd of Vez drew his cor-
don at night round the suspected enclo-
sures, so as to begin the attack with day-
light; never once did his men succeed in
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starting a wolf, for not once did Thibault
make a mistake in his calculations. If by
chance he had not been well informed,
and was uncertain in what direction the
Baron and his men were going, he called
all his wolves together, sending express
couriers after them as the night set in; he
then led them unobserved down the
wooded lane leading to Lisart I’ Abbesse,
which at that time ran between the forest
of Compiégne and the forest of Villers-
Cotterets, and so was able to pass from
one to the other.

This state of things went on for several
months. Both the Daron and Thibault
carried out the task each had set before
himself, with equally passionate energy;
the latter, like his adversary, secmed to
have required some supernatural power
whereby he was able to resist fatigue and
excitement; and this was the more remark-
able seeing that during the short intervals
of respite accorded by the Lord of Vez,
the wolf-leader was by no means at peace
in himself.

It was not that the terrible deeds in
which he was an active agent, and at
which he presided, filled him exactly with
horror, for he thought them justifiable;
he threw the responsibility of them, he
said, on to those who had forced him to
commit them; but there were moments
of failing spirit, for which he could not
account, when he went about in the midst
of his ferodous companions, feeling
gloomy, morose and heavy-hearted. Again
the image of Agnelette would rise before
him, seeming to him like the personifica-
tion of his own past life, honest and labo-
rious, peaceful and innocent. And more
than that, he felt he loved her more than
he had ever thought it possible for him to
love anybody. At times he would weep
at the thought of all his lost happiness;
at others he was seized with a wild fit of
jealousy against the one to whom she now
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belonged,—she, who at one time might,
if he had liked, have been his.

ONB day, the Baron in order to prepare
some fresh means of destruction, had
been forced for the while to leave the
wolves in peace. Thibault, who was in
one of the moods we have just described,
wandered forth from the den where he
lived in company with the wolves. It was
a splendid summer’s night, and he began
to rove about the woodlands, where the
moon was lighting up the trunks of the
trees, dreaming of the time when he trod
the mossy carpet underfoot free from
trouble and anxiety, until at last the only
happiness which was now left him, for-
getfulness of the present, stole over his
senses. Lost in this sweet dream of his
carlier life, he was all of a sudden aroused
by a ay of distress from somewhere neat
at hand. He was now so accustomed to
such sounds, that, ordinarily, he would
have paid no attention to it, but his heart
was for the moment softened by the recol-
lection of Agnelette, and he felt more dis-
posed than usual to pity; as it happened
also he was near the place where he had
first seen the gentle child, and this helped
to awaken his kindlier nature.

He ran to the spot whence the cry had
come, and as he leaped from the under-
wood into the deep forest-lane near Ham,
he saw a woman struggling with an im-
mense wolf which had thrown her on the
ground. Thibault could not have said
why he was so agitated at this sight, nor
why his heart beat more violently than
usual; he rushed forward and seizing the
animal by the throat hurled it away from
its victim, and then lifting the woman in
his arms, he carried her to the side of the
lane and laid her on the slope. Here a
ray of moonlight, breaking through the
clouds, fell on the face of the woman he
had saved, and Thibault saw that it was
Agnelette. Near the spot was the spring
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in which Thibault had once gazed at him-
self, and had seen the first red hair; he
ran to it, took up water in his hands, and
threw it into the woman's face. Agnel-
ette opened her eyes, gave a cry of terror,
and tried to rise and flee.

“What!” cried the wolf-leader, as if he
were still Thibault the shoemaker, “you
do not know me again, Agnelette?”’

“Ah! yes indeed, I know you, Thi-
bualt; and it is because I know who you
are,” cried the young woman, “that I am
afraid!”

Then throwing herself on her knees,
and clasping her hands: *Oh do not kill
me, Thibauit!” she cried. “Do not kill
me! It would be such dreadful trouble
for the poor old grandmother! ‘Thibault,
do not kill me!”

The wolf-leader stood overcome with
consternation; up to this hour he had not
fully realized the hideous renown which
he had gained; but the terror which the
sight of him inspired in the woman who
had loved him and whom he still loved,
filled him with a horror of himself.

"L, kill you, Agnelette?”’ he said, “‘just
when I have snatched you from death?
Oh! how you must hate and despise me
for such a thought to enter your head.”

“I do not hate you, Thibault,” said the
young woman, “but I hear such things
about you that I feel afraid of you.”

*And do they say nothing of the infi-
delity which has led Thibault to commit
such crimes?”

*I do not understand you,” said Agnel-
ette looking at Thibault with her large
eyes, blue as the heavens.

“What!” exclaimed Thibault, “you do
not undetstand that I loved you—that I
adored you, Agnelette, and that the loss of
you sent me out of my mind?”

“If you loved me, if you adored me,
Thibault, what prevented you from marry-
ing me?”

“The spirit of evil,” muttered Thibault,
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*I too loved you,” continued the young
woman, “and I suffered cruelly waiting
for you.”

Thibault heaved a sigh.

“You loved me, Agnelette?” he asked.

“Yes,” replied the young woman with
her soft voice and gentle eyes.

“But now, all is over,” said Thibault,
*and you love me no more.”

*Thibault,” answered Agnelette, "I no
longer love you, because it is no longer
right to love you; but one can not always
forget one’s first love as one would wish.”

“Agnelette!” cried Thibault, trembling
all over, "'be careful what you say!”

“Why should I be careful what I say,
since it is the truth?” said the girl with
an innocent shake of the head. *The day
you told me that you wished to make me
your wife, I believed you, Thibault; for
why should I think that you would lie to
me when I had just done you a service?
Then later I met you, but I did not go in
search of you; you came to me, you spoke
words of love to me, you were the first to
refer to the promise that you bad made
me. And it was not my fault either, Thi-
bault, that I was afraid of that ring which
you wore, which was large enough for you
and yet—oh, it was horrible!—not big
enough for one of my fingers.”

“Would you like me not to wear this
ring any more?” said Thibault. “Would
you like me to throw it away?” And he
began trying to pull it off his finger, but
as it had been too small to go on Agnel-
ette’s finger, so now it was too small to
be taken off Thibault’s. In vain he strug-
gled with it, and tried to move it with his
teeth; the ring seemed riveted to his fin-
ger for all eternity.

Thibault saw that it was no use trying
to get rid of it; it was a token of compact
between himself and the black wolf, and
with a sigh he let his arms fall hopelessly
to his sides.

“That day,” went on Agnelette, "I ran
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away; I know that T was wrong to do
so, but I was no longer mistress of myself
after seeing that ring and more still. . . .”
She lifted her eyes as she spoke, looking
timidly up at Thibault's hair. ‘Thibault
was bareheaded, and, by the light of the
moon Agnelette could see that it was no
longer a single hair that shone red as the
flames of hell, but that half the hair on
Thibault's head was now of this devil's
color.

"Oh!” she exclaimed, drawing back,
“Thibault! ‘Thibault! What has hap-
pened to you since I last saw you?”

“Agnelette!” cried Thibault, throwing
himself down with his face to the ground,
and holding his head between his hands,
T could not tell any human creature, not
even a priest, what has happened to me
since then; but to Agnelette, all T can say
is: Agnelette! Agnelette! have pity on me,
for I have been most unhappy!”

A(.}NBLB‘ITB went up to him and took
his hands in hers.

“You did love me then? You did love
me?”" he cried.

“What can I do, Thibault?"’ said the
girl with the same sweetness and inno-
cence as before. "I took you at your
word, and every time I heard some one
knocking at our hut door, I thought it was
you come to say to the old grandmother,
‘Mother, Ilove Agnelette, Agnelette loves
me; will you give her to me for my wife?’

“Then when I went and opened the
door, and found that it was not you, I
used to go into a corner and cry.”

“And now, Agnelette, now?"

“Now," she answered, “now, Thibault,
it may seem strange, but in spite of all the
terrible tales that are told about you, I
have not been really frightened; I was
sure that you could not wish any harm to
me, and I was walking boldly through the
forest, when that dreadful beast from
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which you saved me, suddenly sprang
upon me."”

‘‘But how is it that you are near your
old home? Do you not live with your
husband?”’

"We lived together for a while at Vez,
but there was no room there for the
grandmother; and so I said to my hus-
band, “The grandmother must be thought
of first; I must go back to her; when you
wish to see me you will come.’

“And he consented to that arrange-
ment?”’

“Not at first, but I pointed out to him
that the grandmother is seventy years of
age; that if she were only to live another
two or three years—God grant it may be
more!—it would only be two or three
years of some extra trouble for us, whereas
in all probability we had long years of life
before us. Then he understood that it
was right to give to those that had least.”

But all the while that Agnelette was
giving this explanation, Thibault could
think of nothing but that the love she
once had for him was not yet dead.

"So,” said Thibault, “you loved me?
And so, Agnelette, you could love me
again?”’

“That is impossible now, because I be-
long to another.”

“Agnelette, Agnelette! only say that
you love me!”

*No, Thibault, if I loved you, I should
do everything in the world to hide it from

ou.”
d “And why?” cried Thibault. ‘“Why?
You do not know my power. Iknow that
1 have only a wish or two left, but with
your help, by combining these wishes to-
gether, 1 could make you as rich as a
queen. . . . We could leave the country,
leave France, Europe; there are large coun-
tries, of which you do not even know the
names, Agnelette, called America and
India. They are paradises, with blue skies,
tall trees and birds of every kind. Ag-
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nelette, say that you will come with me;
nobody will know that we have gone off
together, nobody will know where we are,
nobody will know that we love one
another, nobody will know even that we
are alive.”

“Fly with you, Thibault?"’ said Agnel-
ette, looking at the wolf-leader as if she
had but half understood what he said.
“Do you forget that I no longer belong
to myself? Do you not know that I am
married?”

“What does that matter,” said Thi-
bault, “if it is I whom you love, and if we
can live happily together?"

“Oh! Thibault! Thibault! what are you
saying?"’

“Listen,” went on Thibault, “I am go-
ing to speak to you in the name of this
world and the next. Do you wish to save
me, Agnelette, body and soul? If so, do
not resist my pleading; have pity on me,
come with me; let us go somewhere to-
gether, where we shall no longer hear
these howlings, or breathe this atmosphere
of reeking flesh; and, if it scares you to
think of being a rich, grand lady, some-
where then where I can again be Thibault
the workman, Thibault, poor but beloved,
and, therefore, Thibault happy in his hard
work, some place where Agnelette will
have no other husband but me.”

“Ah! Thibault! I was ready to become
your wife, and you scorned me!” :

*Do not remember my sins, Agnelette,
which have been so cruelly punished.”

*Thibault, another has done what you
were not willing to do. He took the poor
young girl; he burdened himself with the
poor old blind woman; he gave a name
to the one and bread to the other; he had
no ambition beyond that of gaining my
love; he desired no dowry beyond my
marriage vow; can you think of asking
me to return evil for good? Do you dare
to suggest that I should leave the one who

(Please turn to page 284)
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(Continued from page 282)

has given me such proof of his love for
the one who has given me proof enly of
his indifference?” -

“But what matter still, Agnelette, since
you do not love him and since you do love
me?”’

“Thibault, do not turn and twist my
words to make them appear to say what
they do not. I said that I still preserved
my friendship for you; I never said that
did not love my husband. 1 should like
to see you happy, my friend; above all 1
should like to see you abjure your evil
ways and repent of your sins; and last of
all, I wish that God may have mercy upon
you, and that you may be delivered from
that spirit of evil, of which you spoke just
now. For this I pray night and morning
on my knees; but even that I may be able
to pray for you, I must keep myself pure;
if the voice that supplicates for mercy is
to rise to God's throne, it must be an
innocent one; above all, I must scrupulous-
ly keep the oath which I swore at His
altar.”

On hearing these decisive words from
Agnelette, Thibault again became fierce
and morose.

“Do you not know, Agnelette, that it
is very imprudent of you to speak to me
here like that?”

“And why, Thibault?"’ asked the young
woman.

“We are alone here together; it is dark,
and not a2 man of the open would dare to
come into the forest at this hour; and
know, the King is not more master in his
kingdom than I am here.”

“'I do not understand you, Thibault.”

“I1 mean that having prayed, implored,
and conjured, I can now threaten.”

"You, threaten?”

“What I mean is,” continued Thibault,
paying no heed to Agnelette’s words,
“that every word you speak does not ex-
cite my love for you more than it rouses
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my_hatred toward him; in short, I mean
that it is imprudent of the lamb to irritate
the wolf when the lamb is in the power
of the wolf.”

“I told you, Thibault, before, that I
started to walk through the forest without
any feeling of fear at meeting you. As I
was coming to, I felt a momentary terror,
remembering involuntarily what I had
heard said about you; but at this moment,
Thibault, you will try in vain to make me
turn pale.”

Thibault flung both hands up to his
head.

“Do not talk like that,” he said; “you
can not think what the devil is whisper-
ing to me, and what an effort I have to
make to resist his voice.”

“You may kill me if you like,” replied
Agnelette, "but I will not be guilty of the
cowardice which you ask of me; you may
kill me, but I shall remain faithful to my
husband; you may kill me, but I shall pray
to God to help him as I die.”

“Do not speak his name, Agnelette; do
not make me think about that man.”

“You can threaten me as much as you
like, Thibault, for I am in your hands;
but, happily, he is far from you, and you
have no power over him.”

“And who told you that, Agnelette?
Do you not know that, thanks to the dia-
bolical power I possess and which I can
hardly fight against, I am able to strike
as well far as near?”

"*And if I should become a widow, Thi-
bault, do you imagine that I should be
vile enough to accept your hand when it
was stained with the blood of the one
whose name I bear?”

“Agnelette,” said Thibault, falling on
his knees, ' Agnelette, save me from com-
mitting a further crime.”

“It is you, not I, who will be respon-
sible for the crime. I can give you my
life, Thibault, but not my honor.”
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"Oh,” roared Thibault, “'love flies from
the heart when hatred enters; take care,
Agnelette! take heed to your husband!
The devil is in me, and he will soon speak
through my mouth. Instead of the conso-
lation which I had hoped from your love,
and which your love refuses, I will have
vengeance. Stay my hand, Agnelette,
there is yet time; stay it from cursing,
from destroying; if not, understand that
it is ot I, but you, who strike him dead!
Agnelette, you know now. . . . Agnel-
ette, you do not stop me from speaking?
Let it be so then, and let the curse fall on
all three of us, you and him and me! Ag-
nelette, I wish your husband to die, and
he will diel” _

Agnelette uttered a terrible cry; then,
as if her reason reasserted itself, protest-
ing against this murder at a distance which
seemed impossible to her, she exclaimed:

“No, no; you only say that to terrify
me, but my prayers will prevail against
your maledictions.” ‘

“Go then, and learn how Heaven an-
swers your prayers. Only, if you wish to
see your husband again alive, Agnelette,
you had better make haste, or you will but
stumble against his dead body.”

Overcome by the tone of conviction
with which these last words were pro-
nounced, and yielding to an irresistible
feeling of terror, Agnelette, without re-
spanding to Thibault, who stood on the
farther side of the lane with his hand
held out and pointing toward Préciamont,
set off running in the direction which it
seemed to indicate, and soon disappeared
into the night as she turned out of sight
at the corner of the road. As she passed
from his view, Thibault uttered a howl,
which might have been taken for the
bowling of a whole pack of wolves, and
plunging into the thicket, “Ah! now,” he
cried aloud to himself, *“I am indeed a lost
and accursed soul!”

(To be concluded next montb)

283



s
<
X5

\¥
<9

VOLUME XIX NUMBER 3

Published monthly by the Popular Fiction Publishing Company, 2457 E. Washington Strect.
Indiananolis, Ind. Entered as second-class matter March 20, 1923, at the post office at Indianapolis,
Ind., under the act of March 3, 1879. Single copies, 25 cents. Subscription. $2.60 a ycar in_the
United States, $4.00 a year in Canada. English office: Charles Lavell, 13. Serjcant's Inn, Fleet
Street, E. C. 4 London. The publishers are not responsible for the losa of unsolicited manusecripts.
although every carc will be taken of such material while in their possession. The contents of this
magazine arc fully protected by copyright and must not be reproduced either wholly or in part
without permission from the publishers.

NOTE—AIl manuscripts and communications should be addresscd to the publishers’ Chicago
office at 840 North Michigan Avcnue, Chicago, Ill.
FARNSWORTH WRIGHT, Editor.

Copyright 1932, by tke Popular Fiction Publlshing Cormnpany.

Contents for March, 1932

Cover Design - _________________ . _____ C. C. Senf
Ulusirating a scene in "The Vengeance of Ixmal”’
The Eyrie - __ s 148

A chat with the readers

The Vengeanceof Ixmal ___________________ Kirk Mashburn 296

An eery story of a vampirve-haunted village, and quivering human sacrifices
on an Aztec altar

The House of the Living Dead _______________ Harold Ward 310

A shuddery tule—a story of revived corpres taken from the grave to live and
love again

The Man Who Played With Time ____________ A. W. Bernal 330

A strange weird-scientific tale of the fourth dimension and a tragic journey
into the past

[{CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE]

290 COPYRIGKTSD LN GREAT BRITAIN




[CONTINUED ¥YROM PRECEDING PAGE]

The Last Day Robert E. Howard
Verse
The Answerof theDead - ___. J- Paul Suter

The protecting arms of a dead man reached back from 1he grave to shield the
woman be loved

Island of Doom - _____ Bassett Morgan

A thrill-tale of braiu iransplantation, a surgical borror thas was comsummated
on a little island in the South Pacific

The Planetof the Dead ________________ Clark Ashton Smith
A uvigue story of stas-gazing—a bizarre tale of life in 1wo plasets and the
S ors of a far wafl§

Death e Wilfred Blanch Talman
Verse

The Devil's Bride (Part2) __._______________ Seabury Quinn

A novel of devil-worship, vhat consains borror, thrills, shudders, breath-1aking
inserest, suspense, and vivid action

Flighe - ___ James W. Bennett and Soong Kwen-Ling

A bsief Chinese story of a strange occult advemture—a tale which summarizes
the Taoist conception of life after death

The Milk Carts __._____________________ Violet A. Methley
The story of a borror on the golf links—an elemental being out of the dim
distant past

The Thing in the Cellar __ . ______________ David H. Keller

A strange and blood-freezing evil awaited the boy as he wens to his doom in
that dark room

Laughter in the Night __ August W. Derleth and Mark Schorer
A bideous burst of laughter from 1he moor where tbe gallows-sree once st00d

dortended iragedy
Weird Story Reprint:
The Wolf-Leader (Conclusion) - ______. Alexandre Dumas

A wesewolf story by a_greas French novelist, which does nos appear in his
collected works in English

345

354

372

373

397

401

405

409

417

For Advertising Ratos ia WEIRD TALES Apply Direct to

WEIRD TALES
Western Advertising Office: Centval Advertising Office: Eastern Advertising Ofieet
RNORMAN €, NOURSE HARLEY L, WARD, INC D, P. RIKER,
1031 8. Broadway 380 Michigan Ave. Ave.
Les es, Callf oago, New York, N. Y.
Phome, Central 6260 Phome, Gramercy 5380

ﬁ

291



The
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VA REPRINT

GWOH .Leader

By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

The Story Thus Far

HIBAULT, a French shoemaker,

I lived alone in a forest near Vil-
lers-Cotierets on the estate of the

Baron of Vez. A good-looking man in
his late twenties, Thibault had seen just

enough of the world to make him discon-
tented with his own station in life.

The Baron of Vez was an ardent
huntsman. Following a stag one day, his
dog pack lost the scent near Thibault's
hut. Thibault sought to obtain the stag
for himself, by poaching, but was found
out, and escaped a severe whipping only
by the intervention of a girl, Agnelette.
The girl told Thibault quite frankly,
after the Baron departed, that she wished
to marry, and Thibault engaged himself
to her.

But Thibault’s rancor against the Bar-
on was 50 great that he was willing to go
to any length to get even with him. He
had carelessly called upon the Devil to
give the stag to him, and to his astonish-

*This remarkable werewolf novel, by Alexandre
Dumas, fils. is not includad in the published eolleetions
of Dumas’ works in English, and will therefore be
new to our readers, except those who have had the
good fortun~ to read the story in the original French.

ment he found the stag tied inside his hut
when he went home that night.

But the stag was a mild surprize in con-
trast to Thibault’s second visitor, a huge
black wolf that appeared in the hut in
a very mysterious way. When the shoe-
maker raised a hatchet with an idea of
killing the wolf, he was dumfounded to
hear the beast speak. The strange crea-
ture gave Thibault to understand that the
Devil was of a mind to bargain and would
grant the man’s desires in return for hairs
from his head, one for the first wish, two
for the second, four for the third and so
on, doubling the number for every wish
granted. The wolf then gave Thibault a
ring in exchange for one the shoemaker
was wearing, and the unholy pact was
complete.

Thibault’s ambition fired by the black
wolf’s promises, the shoemaker deter-
mined to forget Agnelette and marry
Madame Polet, the wealthy young widow
who owned the mill at Croyolles. But he
found that Madame Polet was enamored
of another, and in his rage he behaved so
badly that she ordered the servants to put
him out. Thibault escaped up a steep

This story began in WEIRD TALLES for August

w.T.—9
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hillside where the servants could not fol-
low. “What can we do against a were-
wolf?” they asked their mistress.

Going home through the forest, Thi-
bault was alarmed when a pack of wolves
surrounded him, but he soon discovered
that they were friendly. That night and
subsequent nights they formed a guard
around his hut, even hunting for deer
and bringing him venison to eat.

One lock of Thibault’s hair was now
entirely red, but his envy of the nobility
made him resolve to use his satanic power
to the utmost, even if all his hair should
be claimed by the Devil's color.

Returning from one of his escapades,
guarded by his wolves, Thibault wit-
nessed the wedding procession of his lost
love, Agnelette, who marries Engoule-
vent, one of the retainers of the Baron
of Vez. Maddened by jealousy, he drowns
his sorrow in drinking at an inn.

Returning to his cabin, he is nearly
run down by the Lord of Vauparfond,
and expresses the wish that he might
change places witk: the Lord of Vaupar-
fond for twenty-four hours. No sooner
bas he uttered the wish than it is granted.
Dragging into the hut his own body, into
which the soul of the Lord of Vaupar-
fond has been temporarily placed, Thi-
bault in the body and clothes of the no-
bleman goes to keep an assignation with
the Countess of Mont-Gobert. He is
surprized by the Count and fatally wound-
ed in a duel.

The twenty-four hours are up, and he
and the Lord of Vauparfond exchange
bodies just one minute before the Baron
expires. Thibault wakes up to find him-
self in his cabin, while fierce flames are
beating about him. The populace has
set fire to his dwelling, and amid cries of
“Death to the werewolf!” he dashes
through the flames and escapes to join
his pack of wolves in the forest.

He informs the Countess of Mont-
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Gobert who has killed her lover. To
avenge her lover’s death she stabs her
husband and then commits suicide.

Thibault meets Agnelette in the woods
and all his passion for her revives. She
refuses to go away with him, and in a
fit of anger he curses her and expresses
the wish that Agnelette’s husband shall
speedily die. Agnelette flees in terror
and Thibault watches her going, ex-
claiming to himself, “Ah! now I am in-
deed a lost and accursed soul!”

CHAPTER 22

Thibault's Last With

URGED in her flight by a hideous terror,
and anxious to reach the village
where she had left her husband with all
speed possible, Agnelette, for the very
reason that she was running so hastily, was
forced by her failing breath to pause at
intervals along the way. During these
short spaces of rest she endeavored to rea-
son with herself, trying to convince her-
self of the folly of attaching importance
to words which could have no power in
themselves, and which were dictated by
jealousy and hatred, words which had by
now been scattered to the winds, but not-
withstanding all her mental arguments,
she had no sooner regained her breath
than she started off again at the same pre-
cipitate pace, for she felt she should know
no peace until she had seen her husband
again.

Best part of her way led through the
forest, and near the wildest and most sol-
itary enclosures, but she gave no thought
to the wolves, which were the terror of
every town and village within ten miles
round. Only one fear possessed her, that
of coming actoss her husband’s dead
body. More than once, as her foot struck
against a stone or a branch, her heart
stopped beating, and she felt as if her last
breath had been drawn, while a sharp cold
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seemed to enter her very vitals, her hair
stood on end and her face grew wet with
perspiration. At last, at the end of the
long path she had been traversing, arched
over by the trees, she saw ahead of her a
vista of open country lying bathed in the
soft silver light of the moon. As she
emerged from the gloom into the light, a
man, who had been concealed behind a
bush in the hollow lying between the for-
est and the open country, sprang in front
of her and took her in his arms.

“Ah! ah!" he said, laughing, “and
where are you off to, Madame, at this hour
of the night, and at this pace too?” Ag-
nelette recognized her husband.

“Etienne! dear, dear Etienne,” ctied the
young woman, throwing her arms round
his neck. “How thankful I am to see you
again, and to find you alive and well! Oh,
my God, I thank Thee!”

*What, did you think, you poor little
Agnelette,” said Engoulevent, “that Thi-
bault and his wolves had been making
their dinner of me?”

“Ah! do not even speak of Thibault,
Etienne! Let us fly, dear one, fly to where
there are houses!”

The young huntsman laughed again.
“Well, ncw then, you will make all the
gossips of Préciamont and Vez declare
that a husband is of no use at all, not even
to restore his wife’s courage.”

“You are right, Etienne; but although
I have just had the courage to come
through these great dreadful woods, now
that I have you with me and should feel
reassured, I tremble with fear, and yet I
know not why.”

“What has happened to you? Come,
tell me all about it,” said Etienne, giving
his wife a kiss. Then Agnelette told him
how she had been attacked by the wolf,
how Thibault had rescued her from its
claws, and what had d between them
afterward. Engoulevent listened with the
greatest attention.
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“Listen,” he said to Agnelette, 1 am
going to take you home and shut you up
carefully with the grandmother, so that no
harm may come to you; and then I shail
ride over and tell my Lord of Vez where
Thibault has taken up his quarters.”

"Oh! no, no!” cried Agnelette, “you
would have to ride through the forest, and
there is no knowing what danger you
might run.”

“I will make a detour,” said Etienne.
“I can go round by Croyolles and Value
instead of crossing the forest.”

Agnelette sighed and shook her head,
but made no further resistance; she knew
that Engoulevent would not give in oa
this matter, and she reserved her strength
to renew her entreaties when she was once
indoors.

And in truth, the young huntsman only
considered that he was doing his duty,
for a great battue had been arranged for
the next day in a part of the forest on the
farther side from that on which Agnelette
had met Thibault. Etienne, therefore,
was bound to go without delay and report
to his master the whereabouts of the wolf-
leader. There was not too much of the
night left for the work of re-arranging for
the morrow’s battue.

As they drew near Préciamont, Agnei-
ette, who had not spoken for a while, de-
cided that she had, during her silence,
amassed a sufficient number of reasons te
justify her in beginning her solicitations
afresh, which she did with even more ear-
nestness than she had put into her former
arguments. She reminded Etienne that
Thibault, even though he might be a
werewolf, had, so far from hurting her,
actually saved her life; and that after ali,
he had not abused his power when he had
her in it, but had allowed her to leave
him and rejoin her husband. And after
that, to betray where he was to his mortal
enemy, the Lord of Vez, was not perform-
ing a duty, but committing an act of
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treachery; and Thibault, who would cer-
tainly get wind of this treachery, would
never under similar circumstances show
mercy to any one again.

Agnelette became quite eloquent as she
pleaded Thibault'’s cause. But, when
marrying Engoulevent, she had made no
more secret of her former engagement to
the shoemaker than she had of this last
interview with him, and however perfect
a confidence he had in his wife, Engoule-
vent was nevertheless not unsusceptible to
jealousy. More than that, there existed
an old grudge between the two men, ever
since the day when Engoulevent had spied
out Thibault in his tree, and his boar-
spear in a neighboring bush. So he stood
his ground, and though listening to Ag-
nelette, continued to walk briskly toward
Préciamont.

And so arguing together, and each in-
sisting that he or she was in the right,
they came to within a stone’s throw of the
first forest-fences. To protect themselves
as far as possible from Thibault’s sudden
and unexpected assaults, the peasants had
instituted patrol parties, who mounted
guard at night as in times of war. Eti-
enne and Agnelette were so pre-occupied
with their discussion, that they did not
hear the call of “Who goes there?”’ from
the sentinel behind the hedge, and went
walking on in the direction of the vil-
lage. The sentinel seeing something
moving in the darkness which to his pre-
possessed imagination appeared to be a
monstrous form of some kind, and heat-
ing no answer to his challenge, he pre-
pared to shoot.

Looking up at that moment, the young
huntsman suddenly caught sight of the
sentinel, as the moonlight shone on the
barrel of his gun. Calling out “'Friend,”
he threw himself in front of Agnelette,
flinging his arms round her, so as to make
a shield of his body. But at the same in-
stant the gun went off, and the unfortu-
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nate Etienne, giving one last sigh, fell for-
ward without a groan against the wife he
was clasping in his arms. The bullet had
pierced his heart.

WHBN the people of Préciamont, on
hearing the gun shot, came run-
ning up to the spot, they found Engoule-
vent dead, and Agnelette lying uncon-
scious beside her husband. They carried
her to her grandmother’s, but she only
came to her senses to fall into a state of
despair which bordered on delirium, and
which at last became almost madness.
She accused herself of her husband’s
death, called him by name, begged the in-
visible spirits, which seemed to haunt her,
even in the short intervals of slumber
which her excited state of brain made pos-
sible, to have mercy upon him. She called
Thibault's name, and addressed such
heartbroken supplications to him that
those about her were moved to tears. By
degrees, in spite of the incoherence of her
words, the real facts became evident, and
it grew to be generally understood that
the wolf-leader was in some way account-
able for the unhappy accident which had
caused poor Etienne’s death. The com-
mon enemy was therefore accused of hav-
ing cast a spell over the two unfortunate
young creatures, and the animosity felt
toward the former shoemaker became in-
tensified.

In vain doctors were sent for from Vil-
lers-Cotterets and Ferté-Milon, Agnelette
became worse and worse; her strength was
rapidly failing; her voice, after the first
few days, grew feebler, her breath shorter,
although her delirium was as violent as
ever, and everything, even the silence on
the doctors’ part, led to the belief that
poor Agnelette would soon follow her
husband to the grave. The voice of the
old blind woman alone seemed to have
any power to allay the fever. When she
heatd her grandmother speaking, she
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grew calmer, the haggard staring eyes
grew softer and suffused with tears; she
would pass her hand over her forehead as
if to drive away some haunting thought,
and a sorrowful wandering smile would
pass across her lips.

One evening, toward night, her slum-
ber seemed to be more agitated and dis-
tressed than usual. The hut, feebly lit by
a little copper lamp, was in semi-dark-
ness; the grandmother sat by the hearth,
with that immobility of countenance
under which peasants and savages hide
their strongest feelings. At the foot of
the bed on which Agnelette lay, so worn
and white that, had it not been for the
regular rise and fall of her bosom with
its troubled breathing, you might have
taken her for dead, knelt one of the
women, whom the Baron was paying to
attend upon the widow of his young
huntsman, engaged in telling her beads;
the other was silently spinning with her
distaff. All at once, the sick woman, who
for some minutes past had been shivering
at intervals, seemed to be fighting against
some horrible dream, and gave a piercing
cry of anguish. At that moment the door
burst open, a man seemingly encircled by
flames rushed into the room, leapt to Ag-
nelette’s bed, clasped the dying woman
in his arms, pressed his lips upon her fore-
head, uttering cries of sorrow, then
rushed out and disappeared.

The apparition had come and gone so
quickly that it seemed almost like a hallu-
cination, and as if Agnelette were en-
deavoring to repulse some invisible object
as she cried out, “Take him away! take
him away!” But the two watchers had
seen the man and had recognized Thi-
bault, and there was a clamoring outside,
in the midst of which the name of Thi-
bault could be distinguished.

Soon the clamor came nearer to Agnel-
ette’s hut, and those who were uttering
the cries ere long appeared on the thresh-
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old; they were in pursuit of the wolf-
leader. Thibault had been seen prowling
in the neighborhood of the hut, and the
villagers, warned of this by their sentinels,
had armed thmeslves with pitchforks and
sticks preparatory to giving him chase.
Thibault, hearing of the hopeless condi-
tion in which Agnelette was, had not been
able to resist his longing to see her once
again, and at the risk of what might hap-
pen to him, he had passed through the
village, trusting to the rapidity of his
movements, had opened the door of the
hut and rushed in to see the dying woman.

The two women showed the peasants
the door by which Thibault had escaped,
and like a pack that has recovered the
scent they started afresh on his track with
renewed cries and threats. Thibault, it
need hardly be said, escaped from them
and disappeared in the forest.

Agnelette’s condition, after the terrible
shock given her by Thibault’s presence
and embrace, became so alarming that be-
fore the night was over the priest was sent
for; she had evidently now but a few
hours longer to live and suffer. Toward
midnight the priest arrived, followed by
the sacristan carrying the cross, and the
choir-boys bearing the holy water. These
went and knelt at the foot of the bed,
while the priest took his place at the head
beside Agnelette. And now some myste-
rious power seemed to re-animate the dy-
ing woman. For a long time she spoke
in a low voice with the priest, and as the
poor child had no need of long prayers for
herself, it was certain that she must be
praying for another. And who was that
other? God, the priest, and Agnelette
alone knew.

CHAPTER 23
The Anniversary

As sOoON as Thibault ceased to hear the
furious cries of his pursuers behind
him, he slackened his pace, and the usual
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silence again reigning throughout the for-
est, he paused and sat down on a heap of
stones. He was in such a troubled state of
mind that he did not recognize where he
was, until he began to notice that some of
the stones were blackened, as if they had
been licked by flames; they were the stones
of his own former hearth. Chance had
led him to the spot where a few months
previously his hut had stood.

The shoemaker evidently felt the bit-
terness of the comparison between that
peaceful past and this terrible present, for
large tears rolled down his cheeks and fell
upon the cinders at his feet. He heard
midnight strike from the Oigny church
dock, then one after the other from the
other neighboring village towers. At this
moment the priest was listening to Agnel-
ette’s dying prayers.

“Cursed be the day!” cried Thibault,
“when 1 first wished for anything beyond
what God chooses to put within the
reach of a poor workman! Cursed be the
day when the black wolf gave me the
power to do evil, for the ill that I have
done, instead of adding to my happiness,
has destroyed it for ever!”

A loud laugh was heard behind Thi-
bault’s back. '

He turned; there was the black wolf
himself, creeping noiselessly along, like
a dog coming to rejoin its master. The
wolf would have been invisible in the
gloom but for the flames shot forth from
his eyes, which illuminated the darkness;
he went round the hearth and sat down
facing the shoemaker.

“What is this?”” he said. *'Master Thi-
bault not satisfied? It seems that Master
Thibault is difhicult to please.”

“How can I feel satisfied?”” said Thi-
bault. "I, who since I first met you, have
known nothing but vain aspirations and
endless regrets? I wished for riches, and
hete I am in despair at having lost the
humble roof of bracken under shelter of
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which I could sleep in peace without
anxiety as to the morrow, without troub-
ling myself about the rain or the wind
beating against the branches of the giant
oaks

"I wished for position, and here I am,
stoned and hunted down by the lowest
peasants, whom formerly I despised. I
asked for love, and the only woman who
loved me and whom I loved became the
wife of another, and she is at this moment
cursing me as she lies dying, while I,
notwithstanding all the power you have
given me, can do nothing to help her!”

“Leave off loving anybody but yourself,
Thibault.”

“Oh! yes, laugh at me, do!”

"I am not laughing at you. But did
you not cast envious eyes on other peo-
ple’s property before you had set eyes on
me?”

“Yes, for a wretched buck, of which
there are hundreds just as good browsing
in the forest!”

“You thought your wishes were going
to stop at the buck, Thibault; but wishes
lead on to one another, as the night to the
day, and the day to night. "When you
wished for the buck, you also wished for
the silver dish on which it would be
served; the silver dish led you on to wish
for the servant who carries it and for the
catver who cuts up its contents. Ambi-
tion is like the vault of heaven; it appears
to be bounded by the horizon, but it cov-
ers the whole earth. You disdained Ag-
nelette’s innocence, and went after Ma-
dame Poulet’s mill; if you had gained the
mill, you would immediately have wanted
the house of the Bailiff Magloire; and his
house would have had no further attrac-
tion for you when once you had seen the
Castle of Mont-Gobert.

“You ate one in your envious disposi-
tion with the fallen Angel, your master
and mine; only, as you were not clevet
enough to reap the benefit that might have
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accrued to you from your power of inflict-
ing evil, it would perhaps have been more
to your interest to continue to lead an hon-
est life.”

“Yes, indeed,” replied the shoemaker,
I feel the truth of the proverb, 'Evil to
him who evil wishes.” But,” he con-
tinued, “‘can I not become an honest man
again?”’

The wolf gave a mocking chuckle.

“My good fellow, the devil can drag a
man to hell,” he said, “by a single hair.
Have you ever counted how many of yours
now belong to him?”’

“No.”

"I can not tell you that exactly either,
but I know how many you have which are
still your own. You have one left! You
see it is Jong past the time for repent-
ance.”

“But if 2 man is lost when but one of
his hairs belongs to the devil,” said Thi-
bault, “"why can not God likewise save a
man in virtue of a single hair?”

“Well, try if that is so!”

“And, besides, when I concluded that
unhappy bargain with you, I did not un-
derstand that it was to be a compact of
this kind.”

“Oh, yes! I know all about the bad
faith of you men! Was it no compact
then to consent to give me your hairs, you
stupid fool? Since men invented baptism,
we do not know how to get hold of them,
and so, in return for any concessions we
make them, we are bound to insist on their
relinquishing to us some part of their
body on which we can lay hands. You
gave us the hairs of your head; they are
firmly rooted, as you have proved your-
self and will not come away in our
grasp. . . . No, no, Thibault, you have
belonged to us ever since, standing on the
threshold of the door that was once there,
you cherished within you thoughts of de-
ceit and violence.”

"“And so,” cried Thibault passionately,
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rising and stamping his foot, “and so I
am lost as regards the next world without
having enjoyed the pleasures of this!”

"“You can yet enjoy these.”

“And how, I pray?”

By boldly following the path that you
have struck by chance, and resolutely de-
termining on a course of conduct which
you have adopted as yet only in a half-
hearted way; in short, by frankly owning
yourself to be one of us.”

“And how am I to do this?”

"Take my place.”

"And what then?”

“You will then acquire my power, and
you will have nothing left to wish for.”

“If your power is so great, if it can
give you all the riches that I long for, why
do you give it up?”

“Do not trouble yourself about me.
The master for whom I shall have won a
retainer will liberally reward me.”

"And if I take your place, shall I also
have to take your form?”

“Yes, in the night-time; by day you
will be a man again.”

“The nights are long, dark, full of
snares; I may be brought down by a bul-
let from a keeper, or be caught in a trap,
and then good-bye riches, good-bye posi-
tion and pleasure.”

"Not so; for this skin that covers me is
impenetrable by iron, lead or steel. As
long as it protects your body, you will be
not only invulnerable, but immortal; once
a year, like all werewolves, you will be-
come 3 wolf again for four and twenty
hours, and during that interval you will
be in danger of death like any other ani-
mal. I had just reached that dangerous
time a year ago today, when we first met.”

“Ah!” said Thibault, “that explains
why you feared my Lord Baron’s dogs.”

“When we have dealings with men, we
are forbidden to speak anything but the
truth, and the whole truth; it is for them
to accept or refuse.”
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"You have boasted to me of the power
that I should acquire; tell me, now, in
what that power will consict?”

“It will be such that even the most
powerful king will not be able to with-
stand it, since his power is limited by the
human and the possible.”

“Shall I be rich?”

"'So rich, that you will come in time to
despise riches, since, by the mere force of
your will, you will obtain not only what
men can only acquire with gold and silver,
but also all that superior beings get by
their conjurations.”

“Shall I be able to revenge myself on
my enemies?”

"You will have unlimited power over
everything which is connected with evil.”

“If I love 2 woman, will there again be
a possibility of my losing her?”

“As you will have dominion over all
your fellow creatures, you will be able to
do with them what you like.”

“There will be no power to enable them
to escape from the trammels of my will?”

“Nothing, except death, which is
stronger than all.”

"And I shall only run the risk of death
myself on one day out of the three hun-
dred and sixty-five?”

“On one day only; during the remain-
ing days nothing caa harm you, neither
iron, lead, nor steel, neither water, nor
fire.”

“And there is no deceit, no trap to catch
me, in your words?”’

“None, on my honor as a wolf!”

“Good,” said Thibault, “then let it be
so; a wolf for four and twenty hours, for
the rest of the time the monarch of cre-
ation! What am I to do? I am ready.”

“Pick a holly-leaf, tear it in three pieces
with your teeth, and throw it away from
you, as far as you can.”

Thibault did as he was commanded.

Having torn the leaf in three pieces, he
scattered them on the air, and although
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the night till then had been a peaceful
one, there was immediately heard a loud
peal of thunder, while a tempestuous
whirlwind arose, which caught up the
fragments and carried them whirling away
with it.

“And now, brother Thibault,” said the
wolf, "take my place, and good luck be
with you! As was my case just a year ago,
so you will have to become a wolf for
four and twenty hours; you must en-
deavor to come out of the ordeal as hap-
pily as I did, thanks to you, and then you
will see realized all that I have promised
you. Meanwhile I will pray the lord of

. the cloven hoof that he will protect you

from the teeth of the Baron’s hounds;
for, by the devil himself, I take a gen-
uine interest in you, Friend Thibault.”

And then it seemed to Thibault that he
saw the black wolf grow larger and taller,
that it stood up on its hind legs and final-
ly walked away in the form of a man, who
made a sign to him with his hand as he
disappeared.

We say it seemed to bim, for Thibault’s
ideas, for a second or two, became very
indistinct. A feeling of torpor passed
over him, paralyzing his power of
thought. When he came to himself, he
was alone. His limbs were imprisoned
in 2 new and unusual form; he had, in
short, become in every respect the coun-
terpart of the black wolf that a few min-
utes before had been speaking to him.
One single white hair on his head alone
shone in contrast to the remainder of the
somber-colored fur; this one white hair of
the wolf was the one black hair which had
remained to the man.

HIBAULT had scarcely had time to re-
cover himself when he fancied he
heard a rustling among the bushes, and
the sound of a low, muffled bark, . . .
He thought of the Baron and his hounds,
and trembled. Thus metamorphosed into
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the black wolf, he decided that he would
not do what his predecessor had done,
and wait till the dogs were upon him.
It was probably a bloodhound he had
heard, and he would get away before the
hounds were uncoupled. He made off,
striking straight ahead, as is the manner
of wolves, and it was a profound satisfac-
tion to him to find that in his new form
he had tenfold his former strength and
elasticity of limb.

"By the devil and his horns!” the voice
of the Lord of Vez was now heard to say
to his new huntsman a few paces off,
“you hold the leash too slack, my lad; you
have let the bloodhound give tongue, and
we shall never head the wolf back now.”

"I was in fault, I do not deny it, my
lord; but as I saw it go by last evening
only a few yards from this spot, I never
guessed that it would take up its quarters
for the night in this part of the wood and
that it was so close to us as all that.”

“Are you sure it is the same one that
has got away from us so often?”

"May the bread I eat in your service
choke me, my lord, if it is not the same
black wolf that we were chasing last year
when poor Marcotte was drowned.”

"I should like finely to put the dogs on
its track,” said the Baron, with a sigh.

"My lord has but to give the order, and
we will do so, but he will allow me to
observe that we have still two good houts
of darkness before us, time enough for
every horse we have to break its legs.”

"That may be, but if we wait for the
day, I'Eveillé, the fellow will have had
time to get ten leagues away.”

“Ten leagues at least,” said I'Eveillé
shaking his head.

"I have got this cursed black wolf on
my brain,” added the Baron, "and I have
such a longing to have its skin, that I feel
sure I shall catch an illness if I do not get
hold of it.”

“Well then, my lord, let us have the
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dogs out without a moment’'s loss of
time.”

“You are right, I'Eveillé; go and fetch
the hounds.”

L’Eveillé went back to his horse, which
he had tied to a tree outside the wood,
and went off at a gallop, and in ten min-
utes’ time, which seemed like ten centu-
ries to the Baron, he was back with the
whole hunting train. The hounds were
immediately uncoupled.

"Gently, gently, my lads!” said the
Lord of Vez, 'you forget you are not
handling your old well-trained dogs; if
you get excited with these raw recruits,
they’ll merely kick up a devil of a row,
and be no more good than so many turn-
spits; let ‘'em get warmed up by degrees.”

And, indeed, the dogs were no sooner
loose, than two or three got at once on to
the scent of the werewolf, and began to
give cry, whereupon the others joined
them. The whole pack started off oo
Thibault’s track, at first quietly following
up the scent, and only giving cry at long
intervals, then more excitedly and of
more accord, until they had so thoroughly
imbibed the odor of the wolf ahead of
them, and the scent had become so strong,
that they tore along, baying furiously, and
with unparalleled eagerness in the direc-
tion of the Yvors coppice.

“Well begun is half done!” cried the
Baron. “You look after the relays,
I'Eveillé; I want them ready whenever
needed! I will encourage the dogs. . . .
And you be on the alert, you others,” he
added, addressing himself to the younger
keepers; “we have more than one defeat
to avenge, and if I lose this view halloo
through the fault of any one among you,
by the devil and his horns! he shall be the
dogs’ quarry in place of the wolf!”

After pronouncing these words of en-
couragement, the Baron put his horse to
the gallop, and although it was still pitch-
dark and the ground was rough, he kept
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the animal going at top speed so as to
come up with the hounds, which could
be heard giving tongue in the lowlands
about Bourg-Fontaine.

CHAPTER 24
Hunting Down the W erewolf

THIBAULT had got well ahead of the
dogs, thanks to the precaution he had
taken of making good his escape at the
first note of the bloodhound. For some
time he heard no further sound of pur-
suit; but, all at once, like distant thunder,
the baying of the hounds reached his ears,
and he began to feel some anxiety. He
had been trotting, but he now went on at
greater speed, and did not pause till he
had put a few more leagues between him-
self and his enemies. Then he stood still
.and took his bearings; he found himself
on the heights at Montaigu. He bent his
head and listened—the dogs still seemed
a long way off, somewhere near the Tillet
coppice.

It required a wolf’s ear to_distinguish
them so far off. Thibault went down the
hill again, as if to meet the dogs; then,
Jeaving Erneville to the left, he leaped
into the little stream which rises there,
waded down its course as far as Grimau-
court, dashed into the woods of Lessart-
I’ Abbesse, and finally gained the forest of
Compiégne. He was somewhat reassured
to find that, in spite of his three hours’
hard running, the steel-like muscles of his
wolf legs were not in the least fatigued.
He hesitated, however, to trust himself
in a forest which was not so familiar to
him as that of Villers-Cotterets.

After another dash of a mile or so, he
decided that by doubling boldly he would
be most likely to put the dogs off the
scent. He crossed at a gallop all the
stretch of plain between Pierrefond and
Mont-Gobert, took to the woods at the
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Champ Meutard, came out again at Vau-
vaudrand, regained the stream by the San-
ceéres timber floatage, and once more
found himself in the forest near Long-
Pont.

Unfortunately for him, just as he
reached the end of the Route du Pendu,
he came across another pack of twenty
dogs, which Monsieur de Montbreton’s
huntsmen was bringing up as a relay, for
the Baron had sent his neighbor news of
the chase. Instantly the hounds were un-
coupled by the huntsmen as he caught
sight of the wolf; for seeing that the latter
kept its distance, he feared it would get
too far ahead if he waited for the others
to come up before loosing his dogs. And
now began the struggle between the
werewolf and the dogs in very earnest. It
was a wild chase, which the horses, in
spite of their skilled riders, had great dif-
ficulty in following, a chase over plains,
through woods, across heaths, pursued at
a headlong pace.

As the hunt flew by, it appeared and
disappeared like a flash of lightning across
a cloud, leaving behind a whirlwind of
dust, and a sound of homs and cries which
echo had hardly time to repeat. It rushed
over hill and dale, through torrents and
bogs, and over precipices, as if horses and
dogs had been winged like Hippogriffs
and Chimeras. The Baron had come up
with his huntsmen, riding at their head,
and almost riding on the tails of his dogs,
his eye flashing, his nostrils dilated, ex-
citing the pack with wild shouts and furi-
ous blasts, digging his spurs into his
horse’s sides whenever an obstacle of any
kind caused it to hesitate for a single in-
stant.

The black wolf, on his side, still held
on at the same rapid pace; although sorely
shaken at hearing the fresh pack in full
pursuit only a short way behind him just
as he had got back to the forest, he had
not lost an inch of ground. As he retained
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to the full all his human consciousness, it
seemed to him impossible, as he still ran
on, that he should not escape in safety
from this ordeal; he felt that it was not
possible for him to die before he had
taken vengeance for all the agony that
others made him suffer, before he had
known those pleasures that had been
promised him, above all—for at this crit-
ical moment his thoughts kept on running
on this—before he had gained Agnel-
ette’s love.

At moments he was possessed by ter-
ror, at others by anger. He thought at
times that he would turn and face this
yelling pack of dogs, and, forgetting his
present form, scatter them with stones and
blows. Then, an instant after, feeling
mad with rage, deafened by the death-
knell the hounds were ringing in his ears,
he fled, he leaped, he flew with the legs
of a deer, with the wings of an eagle.
But his efforts were in vain; he might
run, leap, almost fly, the sounds of death
still clung to him, and if for a moment
they became more distant, it was only to
hear them a moment after nearer and
more threatening still. But still the in-
stinct of self-preservation did not fail
him; and still his strength was undimin-
ished; only, if by ill luck, he were to come
across other relays, he felt that it might
give way. So he determined to take a
bold course so as to out-distance the dogs,
and to get back to his lairs, where heknew
his ground and hoped to evade the dogs.

He therefore doubled for the second
time. He first ran back to Puiseux, then
skirted past Viviers, regained the forest
of Compiégne, made a dash into the for-
est of Largue, returned and crossed the
Aisne at Attichy, and finally got back to
the forest of Villers-Cotterets at the low-
lands of Argent. He trusted in this way
to baffle the strategic plans of the Lord of
Vez, who had, no doubt, posted his dogs
at various likely points.
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ONCE back in his old quarters Thibault
breathed more freely. He was now
on the banks of the Ourcq between Nor-
roy and Trouennes, where the river runs
at the foot of deep rocks on either side;
he leaped up on to a sharp-pointed crag
overhanging the water, and from this high
vantage ground he sprang into the waves
below, then swam to a crevice at the base
of the rock from which he had leapt,
which was situated rather below the ordi-
nary level of the water, and here, at the
back of this cave, he waited.

He had gained at least three miles upon
the dogs; and yet scarcely another ten
minutes had elapsed when the whole pack
arrived and stormed the crest of the rock.
Those who were leading, mad with cx-
citement, did not see the gulf in front of
them, or clse, like their quarry, they
thought they would leap safely into it;
for they plunged, and Thibault was
splashed, far back as he was hidden, by
the water that was scattered in every di-
rection as they fell into it one by one.
Less fortunate, however, and less vigor-
ous than he was, they were unable to fight
against the current, and after vainly bat-
tling with it, they were borne along out
of sight before they had even got scent of
the werewolf’s retreat. Overhead he
could hear the tramping of the horses’
feet, the baying of the dogs that were still
left, the cries of men, and above all these
sounds, dominating the other voices, that
of the Baron as he cursed and swore.

When the last dog had fallen into the
water, and been carried away like the
others, he saw, thanks to a bend in the
river, that the huntsmen were going down
it, and persuaded that the Baron, whom
he recognized at the head of his hunting-
train, would only do this with the inten-
tion of coming up it again, he determined
not to wait for this, and left his hiding-
place. Now swimming, now leaping
with agility from one rock to the other,
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at times wading through the water, he
went up the river to the end of the Créne
coppice.

Certain that he had now made a con-
siderable advance on his enemies, he re-
solved to get to one of the villages near
and run in and out among the houses,
feeling sure that they would not think of
coming after him there. He thought of
Préciamont; if any village was well known
to him, it was that; and then, at Précia-
mont, he would be near Agnelette.

It was now six o'clock in the evening;
the hunt had lasted nearly fifteen hours,
and wolf, dogs and huntsmen had cov-
ered fifty leagues at least. 'When, at last,
after circling round by Manereux and
Oigny, the black wolf reached the borders
of the heath by the lane of Ham, the sun
was already beginning to sink, and shed-
ding a dazzling light over the flowery
plain; the little white and pink flowers
scented the breeze that played caressingly
around them; the grasshopper was singing
in its little house of moss, and the lark
was soaring up toward heaven, saluting
the eve with its song, as twelve hours be-
fore it had saluted the mom.

The peaceful beauty of nature had a
strange effect on Thibault. It seemed
enigmatical to him that nature could be
so smiling and beautiful, while anguish
such as his was devouring his soul. He
saw the flowers and heard the insects and
the birds, and he compared the quiet joy
of this innocent world with the horrible
pangs he was enduring, and asked him-
self, whether after all, notwithstanding
all the new promises that had been made
him by the devil's envoy, he had acted
any more wisely in making this second
compact than he had in making the first.
He began to doubt whether he might not
find himself deceived in the one as he
had been in the other.

As he went along a little footpath near-
ly hidden under the golden broom, he
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suddenly remembered that it was by this
very path that he had taken Agnelette
home on the first day of their acquaint-
ance; the day, when inspired by his good
angel, he had asked her to be his wife.
The thought that, thanks to this new com-
pact, he might be able to recover Agnel-
ette’s love, revived his spirits, which had
been saddened and depressed by the sight
of the universal happiness around him.
He heard the church bells at Préciamont
ringing in the valley below; its solemn,
monotonous tones recalled the thought of
his fellow men to the black wolf, and of
all he had to fear from them. So he ran
boldly on, across the fields, to the village,
where he hoped to find a refuge in some
empty building.

As he was skirting the little stone wall
of the village cemetery, he heard a sound
of voices, approaching along the road he
was in. He could not fail to meet who-
ever they might be who were coming to-
ward him, if he himself went on; it was
not safe to turn back, as he would have to
cross some rising ground whence he
might easily be seen; so there was nothing
left for it but to jump over the wall of the
cemetery, and with a bound he was on the
other side. This graveyard as usual ad-
joied the church; it was uncared for, and
overgrown with tall grass, while brambles
and thorns grew rankly in places.

The wolf made for the thickest of these
bramble bushes; he found a sort of ruined
vault, whence he could look out without
being seen, and he crept under the
branches and hid himself inside. A few
yards away from him was a newly dug
grave; within the church could be heard
the chanting of the priests, the more dis-
tinctly that the vault must at one time
have communicated by a passage with the
crypt. Presently the chanting ceased; and
the black wolf, who did not feel quite at
ease in the neighborhood of a church, and

(Please turn to page 430),
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thought that the road must now be clear,
decided that it was time to start off again
and to find a safer retreat than the one he
had fled to in his haste.

But he had scarcely got his nose out-
side the bramble bush when the gate of
the cemetery opened, and he quickly re-
treated again to his hole, in great trepida-
tion as to who might now be approaching.
The first person he saw was a child dressed
in a white alb and carrying a vessel of
holy water; he was followed by a2 man in
a surplice, bearing a silver cross, and
after the latter came a priest, chanting the
psalms for the dead.

Behind these were four peasants carry-
ing a bier covered with a white pall over
which were scattered green branches and
flowers, and beneath the sheet could be
seen the outline of a coffin; a few vil-
lagers from Préciamont wound up this
little procession. Although there was
nothing unusual in such a sight as this,
seeing that he was in a cemetery, and
that the newly dug grave must have pre-
pared him for it, Thibault, nevertheless,
felt strangely moved as he looked on. Al-
though the slightest movement might be-
tray his presence and bring destruction
upon him, he anxiously watched every
detail of the ceremony.

THE priest having blessed the newly
made grave, the peasants laid down
their burden on an adjoining hillock. It
is the custom in our country when a young
girl, or young married woman, dies in the
fullness of her youth and beauty, to carry
her to the graveyard in an open coffin,
with only a pall over her, so that her
friends may bid her a last farewell, her
relations give her a last kiss. Then the
coffin is nailed down, and all is over. An
old woman, led by some kind hand, for
she was apparently blind, went up to the
coffin to give the dead one a last kiss; the
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peasants lifted the pall from the still face,
and there lay Agnelette. _

A low groan escaped from Thibault's
agonized breast, and mingled with the
tears and sobs of those present. Agnel-
ette, as she lay there so pale in death,
wrapped in an ineffable calm, appeaced
more beautiful than when in life, beneath
her wreath of forget-me-nots and daisies.
As Thibault looked upon the poor dead
girl, his heart seemed suddenly to melt
within him. It was he, as he had truly
realized, who had really killed her, and he
experienced a genuine and overpowering
sorrow, the more poignant since for the
first time for many long months he forgot
to think of himself, and thought only of
the dead woman, now lost to him for
ever.

As he heard the blows of the hammer
knocking the nails into the coffin, as he
heard the earth and stones being shovelled
into the grave and falling with a dull thud
on to the body of the only woman he had
ever loved, a feeling of giddiness came
over him. The hard stones he thought
must be bruising Agnelette’s tender flesh,
so fresh and sweet but a few days ago,
and only yesterday still throbbing with
life, and he made a2 movement as if to
rush out on the assailants and snatch away
the body, which dead, must surely belong
to him, since, living, it had belonged to
another.

But the grief of the man overcame this
instinct of the wild beast at bay; a shud-
der passed through the body hidden be-
neath its wolf skin; tears fell from the
fierce blood-red eyes, and the unhappy
man cried out: O God! take my life, I
give it gladly, if only by my death I may
give back life to her whom I have killed!”

The words were followed by such an
appalling howl, that all who were in the
cemetery fled, and the place was left utter-
ly deserted. Almost at the same momeant,

(Please turn to page 432)
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the hounds, having recovered the scent,
came leaping in over the wall, followed
by the Baron, streaming with sweat as he
rode his horse, which was covered with
foam and blood. The dogs made straight
for the bramble bush, and began worry-
ing something hidden there.

“Halloo! halloo! halloo!” cried the
Lord of Vez, in a voice of thunder, as he
leapt from his horse, not caring if there
was any one or not to look after it; and
drawing out his hunting-knife, he dashed
toward the vault, forcing his way through
thehounds, He found them fighting over
a fresh and bleeding wolfskin, but the
body had disappeared.

There was no mistake as to its being the
skin of the werewolf that they had been
hunting; for with the exception of one
white hair, it was entirely black.

What had become of the body? No
one ever knew. Only as from this time
forth Thibault was gever seen again, it
was generally believed that the former
sabot-maker and no other was the were-
wolf.

Furthermore, as the skin had been
found without the body, and as from the
spot where it was found a peasant re-
ported to have heard some one spéik the
words: 'O God! take my life! 1 give it
gladly, if only by my death I may give
back life to her whom I have killed,” the
priest declared openly that Thibault, by
reason of his sacrifice and repentance, had
been saved!

And what added to the consistency of
belief in this tradition was, that every
year on the anniversary of Agnelette’s
death, up to the time when the monas-
teries were all abolished at the Revolution,
a monk from the Abbey of the Premon-
stratensians at Bourg-Fontaine, which
stands half a league from Préciamont, was
seen to come and pray beside her grave,

[ THE END ]
W.T—9



