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

“Well? ” he retorted drily. )

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

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

“ 1 am certain of it.”

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

“He might have recoiled at an actual name,” the
Woman replied, ‘‘suspected me of connivance. The
Chosen of the people of France is shrewd as well as
distrustful. And I have my reputation to consider.

ut, remember what I said: °tall, dark, beautiful, a
Stranger in this land 1’ So, if indeed you require the
help of the Spaniard—" )

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

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

¢ eyes of citizen Chauvelin lit up suddenly with a
flash of that old fire of long ago, when he was powerful
enough to compel the consent or the co-operation of any
Man, woman or child on whom he had deigned to cast
i1 appraising glance. But the flash was only momen-
tary ¢ next second he had once more resumed his
unobtrusive, even humble, attitude. _

.~ My friends, who are few,” he said, with a quick
sigh of impatience ; * and mine enemies, who are without
n“mb?l} will readily share your conviction, Mother,
that citizen Chauvelin can compel no one to do his bidding
.trh;fhe days. Least of all the affianced wife of powerful

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

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

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

Régine had crossed the Rue des Balais, and the church
porch of Petit St. Antoine was but a few paces farther
on, when she became conscious of heavy,

dragging

footsteps some little way behind her. Immediately

terwards, the distressing sound of a racking cough
Teached her éars, followed b

y heartrending groans as of
grievous bodily pain. The girl, not
d, instinctively turned to look, and
Was moved to pity on seeing a man leaning against the
wall of a house, i

In a state bordering on collapse, his
hands convulsively grasping his chest, which appeared

a human credture in
In the least frightene
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the dank walls, with feet stretched out before them and
arms folded over their breasts, and in that highly uncom-
fortable position prepared once more to go to sleep.
Langlois buried his hands in the pockets of his breeches,
spat contentedly upon the floor, and continued to wait.

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

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

But, for the girl who had just come out of the heavy,
fetid atmosphere of Mother Théot’s lodgings, the air
which reached her nostrils as she came out of the wicket-
gate, was positive manna to her lungs. She stood for
awhile quite still, drinking in the balmy spring air,
almost dizzy with the sensation of purity and of freedom
which came to her from over the vast stretch of open
ground occupied by the Arsenal. For a minute or two
she stood there, then walked deliberately in the direction
of the Porte St. Antoine.
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§1. In the antechamber of Catherine Théot’s abode of
mysteries some two hours later, half a dozen persons
were sitting. The room was long, narrow and bare, its
walls dank and colourless, and save for the rough wooden
benches on which these persons sat, was void of any
furniture. The benches were ranged against the walls;
the one window at the end was shuttered so as to exclude
all daylight, and from the ceiling there hung a broken-
down wrought-iron chandelier, wherein a couple of lighted
tallow candles were set, the smoke from which rose in
irregular spirals upwards to thelow and blackened ceiling.

ese persons who sat or sprawled upon the benches
did not speak to one another. They appeared to be
waiting. One or two of them were seemingly asleep;
others, from time to time, would rouse themselves from
their apathy, look with dim, inquiring eyes in the direction
of a heavy portiére which hung in front of a door near
the far end of the room, and would strain their ears to
listen. This occurred every time that a cry, or a moan,
or a sob came from behind the portiére. When this
subsided again all those in the bare waiting-room resumed
their patient, lethargic attitude, and a silence—weird
and absolute—reigned once more over them all. Now

and then somebody would sigh, and at one time one of
the sleepers snored.

Far away a church clock struck six.

§2. A few minutes later, the portiére was lifted, and a
27
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a grasping hand. But before giving her the money, he
added a stern warning. )

“ Silence, remember! And, above all, disc;etu?n 1%

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

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

“And I can rely on you, citizen,” she insisted firmly,
" that when the Scarlet Pimpernel is duly captured . . .”
. " There will be ten thousand livres for you,” he broke
In Impatiently, ““ if my scheme with Theresia Cabarrus
18 successful. I never go back on my word.”

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

and remorse on the one hand and irresistible passion on
the other.

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

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

“I do understand, Bertrand,” she said gently. “ And
you must never ask my forgiveness, for you and I have
loved one another too well to bear anger or grudge one
toward the other. There!” she said, and rose to her
eet, and seemed by that sudden act to gather up all the
moral strength of which she stood in such sore need.

Itis getting late, and maman will be anxious. Another

"me we must have a more quiet talk about our future.
But,” she added, with renewed seriousness, * if I concede
you Tlgeresia Cabarrus without another murmur, you
must give me back Joséphine and Jacques. If—if I—
W to lose you—I could not bear to lose them as well.
1€y are so young. . ., .”

: 'ho talks of losing them ? ”” he broke in, once more
lmpatient, enthusiastic—his moodiness gone, his remorse
tmothered, his conscience dead to all save to his schemes.
d what have I to do with it all ? Joséphine and
baiq“es are members of the Club. They may be young,

ut they are olq enough to know the value of an oath.
I c?‘lﬂare Pledged just like I am, just like we all are.
ool Ud not, even if 1 would, make them false to their
Tiee .t €D, as she made no reply, he leaned over to
» took her hands in his, tried to read her inscrutable
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royalists, the aristocrats, the bourgeois, over there—all
those, in fact, whom he chose to believe were conspiring
against this hideous Revolution. Well | under Theresia’s
influence he actually modified his views and became so
lenient that he was recalled. You know, or should know,
Régine,” the young man added in a tone of bitter reproach,
“ that Theresia is as good as she is beautiful.”

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

“Only what? ” he queried roughly.

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

?.Pfinciples of this execrable Revolution.”

Jealousy blinds you, Régine,” he retorted moodily.

She shook her head.

“ No, it is not jealousy, Bertrand—not common, vulgar
Jealousy—that prompts me to warn you, before it is too
late. Remember,” she added solemnly, “ that you have
not only yourself to think of, but that you are accountable
to God and to me for the innocent lives of Joséphine and
Of._‘]acques, By confiding in that Spanish woman——"’
« yrrOW you are insulting her,” he broke in mercilessly.
Making her out to be a spy.”
v, What else is she? ” the girl riposted vehemently.
“You know that she is affianced to Tallien, whose
lnﬂuenc.e and whose cruelty are second only to those of
obespierre. You know it, Bertrand!”’ she insisted,
séelng that at last she had silenced him and that he sat
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A flat refusal hovered palpably on his lips.

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

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

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

“ Itis very late,” he murmured once more, ungraciously.

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

.. You are not ill, Régine ? "’ he asked, more gently.

w ~No,” she replied, and smiled bravely up at him.

Only very tired and a little dizzy. The atmosphere in
Catherine Théot’s rooms was stifling, and then when I
came out—-"’

He took her hand, obviously making an effort to be
Patient and to be kind ; and she, not noticing the effort
or his absorption, began to tell him about her little

adventure with the asthmatic giant.

cl
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revealed this day. Beware the danger that comes
to thee from the scarlet flower. Set thy almighty mind
to compass its destruction. Do not disdain a woman'’s
help, since the spirits have proclaimed that through a
woman thou shalt besaved. Remember! Remember!”
she adjured him with ever-growing earnestness. ‘‘ Once
before, the world was saved through a woman. A
woman crushed the serpent beneath her foot. Let a
woman now crush that scarlet flower beneath hers.
Remember | ”

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

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

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

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

*“ Citizen Chauvelin|” she called peremptorily.
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no further comment but still stood there silent, as if
irresolute, she queried with a great show of deference :
“ What is thy next pleasure, O thou who art beloved of
the people of France? ” ,

“Nothing . . . nothing!” he murmured. *“I'll go
now.”

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

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

“Only those who idolize thee— " she began.

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

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

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

" Thy name is sacred to thy servants,” she insisted
With ponderous solemnity. *‘ As sacred as is thy person.
Thou art the regenerator of the true faith, the Elect
of the First Cause, the high priest of a new religion.
Weare but thy servants, thy handmaids, thy worshippers.”’
All this charlatanism was precious incense to the
hm:t.less vanity of the despot. His impatience vanished,
as did his momentary terror. He became kind, urbane,
Condescending. At the last, the old hag almost pros-
trated herself before him, and clasping her wrinkled
hﬁ.t‘lds together, she said in tones of reverential entreaty :

D the name of thyself, of France,. of the entire
world, I adjure thee to lend ear to what the spirits have

fu
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wood, exquisitely carved and inlaid with mother-of-pearl,
and beside it a small metal box.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The girls in front of the dais raised their arms above
their heads and echoed the old soothsayer’s wails.
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clarion sounds and songs of praise, there came a sound,
so strange and yet so human, that the almighty dic-
tator’s wandering spirit was in an instant hurled back to
earth, brought down with a mighty jerk which left him
giddy, sick, with throat dry and burning eyes. He
could not stand on his feet, indeed would have fallen
but that the negro lad hastily pulled a chair forward,
into which he sank, swooning with unaccountable horrcr.

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

* What was that ? ” Robespierre murmured at last.

The old woman looked up.

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

“I heard a sound—— "’ he mumbled. “ A laugh. . . «
Is anyone else in the room ?

She shrugged her shoulders. .

“ People are waiting in the antechamber,” she replied
carelessly, ““ until it is the pleasure of the Chosen One
to go. As a rule they wait patiently, and in silence.
But one of them may have laughed.” Then, as he made
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black as the raven’s wing. . . . Yes,itisawoman. . . .
She stands between the Light and that blood-red flower.
She takes the flower in her hand . . . she fondles it,
raises it to her lips. . . . Ah!” and the old seer gave
a loud cry of triumph. ‘ She tosses it mangled and
bleeding into the consuming Light. . . . And now it
lies faded, torn, crushed, and the Light grows in radiance
aild in brilliancy, and there is none now to dim its pristine
g ory—)I
. " But the woman? Who is she ? ”* the man broke in
Impatiently. ‘ What is her name ?

* The spirits speak no names,” the seer replied. ** Any
Wwoman would gladly be thy handmaid, O Elect of France |

e spirits have spoken,” she concluded solemnly.
" Salvation will come to thee by the hand of a woman.”
. ' And mine enemy ? " he insisted. ‘“ Which of us two
1s In danger of death now—now that I am warned—
which of us two ?—mine English enemy, or 1? ”

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

n this world of ours, the more stupendous the events,

€ more abysmal the catastrophes, the more do men
Tealize their own impotence and the more eagerly do
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