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- BALTHAZAR'S DAUGHTER

By James Branch Cabell

est child, a white, slim girl with

violet eyes and strange pale hair
which had the color and glitter of star-
dust. *Some day at court,” her father
often thought mmplanentl;;, “she, too,
will make a good match.” He was a
necessitous lord, a smiling, supple man
who had already marketed two daugh-
ters to his advantage. But Graciosa’s
time was not yet mature, for the girl
was not quite eighteen. So Graciosa re-
mained in his big cheerless house and
was tutored in needful accomplish-
ments.

Now to the north of Balthazar’s home
stood a tall forest overhanging both the
highway and the river whose windings
the hégay followed. Graciosa was
Very to

GRACIOSA was Balthazar’s young-

be encountered upon the
outskirts of these woods. She loved the
forest, whose tranquillity bred dreams,
but was already a woman in so far that
she found it more interesting to watch
the highway.

Then destiny took a hand in the affair
and Guido came. He reined in his gray
horse at the sight of her sitting by the
wayside and deferentially inquired how
far it might be to the nearest inn.
Graciosa told him. He thanked her and
rode on. That was all, but the ap-
praising glance of this sedate and hand-
some burgher obscurely troubled the
girl afterward.

Next day he came . He was a
jewel merchant, he her, and he
thought it within the stretch of pos-
sibility that my lord Balthazar’s
daughter might wish to purchase some
of his wares. She viewed them with
admiration, chaffered thriftily, and
finally bought a topaz, dug from Mount

Zabarca, Guido assured her, which
rendered its wearer immune to terrors of
any land.

Very often afterward these two met on
the outskirts of the forest as Guido rode
between the coast and the hill country
about his wvocation. Sometimes he
laughingly offered her a bargain; on
other days he paused to exhibit a notable
gem which he had for this or
that wealthy amateur. Count Egla-
mour, the Duke's favorite
at court, bought most of them, it seemed.
“The nobles complain against this up-
start E very bitterly,” said
Guido, “but we merchants have no

with him. He buys too lavishly.

h, mistress, I wish that you could see
his gems, * eried Guido, growing fervent;
and he lovingly catalogued a host of
lapidary mmeﬂ

“J fear I shall not see these jewels
when I go to court,” said Graciosa,
rather wistfully, “for by that time, my
father assures me, some honest gentle-
man will have contrived to cut the
throat of this abominable Eglamour, and
his collection of gems will be scattered.”
Her father’s people, it should be pre-
mised, had been at bitter feud with the
favorite ever since he detected and pun-
ished the i of the Marquis of
Cibo, their lonsman. Then Graciosa
continued: ‘“Nevertheless, I shall see
many beautiful sights when I am taken
to court. And the Duke, too, you tell
me, is a lover of gems?”

“Duke Alessandro,” he returned, his
dark eyes strangely mirthful, “is, as 1
take it, a catholic lover of beauty in all
its forms. "

“ And is he as handsome as people re-

F}rt? rr
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Then Guido laughed a little. “Tastes
differ, of course. But I think your
father will assure you, mistress, that no
duke ing such a zealous tax col-
lector as Count Eglamour was ever in his
lifetime considered of repulsive person.™

“And he is young?”

“Why, as to that, he is about of an
age with me, and n old
enough to be far more sensible than
either of us is ever likely to be,” said
Guido, and began to talk of other
matters.

But presently Graciosa was question-
ing him again as to the court whither she
was to go next year and enslave a mar-
quis or, at worst, an opulent baron. Her
thoughts turned toward the court’s

" tié.&id . "Tﬁ“. me Df

glamcmr. 0.”

““Mistress, some say that Eglamour
was a brewer’s son. Others—and your
father's kinsmen in particular—insist
that he was begot by Satan in person,
just as Merlin was. Nobody knows
anything about his origin.” Guido was
sitting upon the gmund his open pack
between his Between the
thumb and fm'eﬁnger of each hand he
held caressingly a string of pearls which
he inspected as he talked. “Nobody,”
he idly said—"nobody is very eager to
discuss Cnunthfsglamnurs nn*lﬁr
that Eglamour become indispensable
to Duke Alessandro. Yes, it is thanks
to Eglamour that the Duke has ample
leisure and needful privacy for the pur-
suit of recreations which are reputed to
be curious.”

“I do not understand you, Guido.”
Graciosa was all wonder.

“It 1s per. as well,”” the merchant
said, atnﬂesadp.l:f ThenGuﬂﬂshmgged
"Tﬂ be brief, mistress, business annoys
the Duke. He finds in this Eglamour an
industrious person who affixes seals,
draughts proclamations, makes treaties,
musters armies, pageants and
collects revenues, quite as efficiently,
upon the whole, as Alessandro would
be capable of doing these things. So
Alessandro amuses himself as his in-
clinations prompt, and Alessandro’s
ﬂfpeopl_ e are none the worse off on account

1 Illl‘

““Heigho! I foresee that I shall never
fall in with the Duke,” Graciosa
declared. “It is unbefitting and it isa

little cowardly for a prince to shirk the
duhesufhmstatmn Nuw:flmreth&

green in
whnhImldberamhmThmut:ﬂ:l
and afterward— Why.wha.twauldyml
do if you were the Duke, Master
Guido?”

“What would I do if I were the
Duke?”” he echoed. “What would 1 do
if I were a great lord instead of a mere
tradesman? I think you know the
answer, mistress.”

“Oh, you would make me your
duchess, of course. That is quite under-
stood, " said Graciosa, with the lightest
of laughs. ‘"But I was speaking seri-
ously, Guido. "’

Guido at that considered her in-
tently for a half-minute. His counte-
nance was of portentous gravity, but in
his eyes she seemed to detect a lurking
impishness.

““And it is not a serious matter that a
peddler of crystals should have dared to
love a nobleman’s daughter? You are
perfectly right, mistress. That I wor-
ship you is an affair which does not con-
cern any person save myself in any way
whatsoever, al I ‘l'.l:u.'n.k that
knowledge of the fact would put your
father to the trouble of sharpf:nmg his
dagger. Indeed, I am not certain that
I worship you, for in order to adore
whole-heartedly the idolater must be-
lieve his idol to be perfect. Now your
nails are of an ugly shape, like that of
little fans; your mouth is toolarge, and I
have long ago perceived that you are a
trifle lame in spite of your constant care
to conceal the fact. 1 do not admire
these faults, for faults they are un-
doubtedly. Then, too, I know that you
are vain and se]f—aeehng and lock
forward contentedly to the time when
your father will transfer his ownership
of such physical attractions as heaven
gave you to that nobleman who offers
the highest price for them. It is true
you have no choice in the matter, but
you will participate in a monstrous bar-
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gain, and I would prefer that ex-
hibited distaste for it.” And mﬁ%ﬂtha.t
he returned composedly to inspection of
his pearls.

“And to what end, Guido?” It was
the first time Graciosa had mmpletely

waived the reticence of a superior

You saw that I'.he child’s f.ﬂed

were tremulous, ivined h

childish fits of dmdmg that ghttermg

inevitable court life shared with an un-
husband.

But Guido only grumbled whim-
sically. *“I am afraid that men do not
always love according to the strict laws
of logic. I desire your happiness above
all things; yet to see you so ab y
untroubled by ing that troubles
me is another matter.”

“But I am not untroubled, Guido—"
she began swiftly. Graciosa broke off in
speech, shrugped, flashed a smile at
him. “For I cannot fathom you,
Master Guido, and that troubles me. I
amw:ryfnnﬂuffm,nnﬂyttldumt

trust you. You tell me that love
me greatly. It pleases me to have you
say this. ou see that I am very candid

this morning, Master Guido. Yes, it
plmmmn.andImﬂmtfarthemke
of seeing me you daily endanger your
life, for if my father heard of our meet-
ings he would have you killed. You
:.l?ﬂldmtm;uérdmhhar&mnsks

ess you cared very greatly, and yet,
snmehh::g do not believe that it is al-
toget me you care,”

Then Guido was in train to protest an
all-mastering and entirely candid de-
votion, but he was interrupted.

“Most women have these awkward in-
tuitions, " spoke a melodious voice; and
turning, Graciosa met the eyes cof the

intruder. This magnificent young
showed a

mntrn.s e.haiﬁ y with his painted lips
ml ol amntlg beard was the

or grass, e was sumptu-
ously clothed in white satin worked with

silver, and around his cap was a gold
chain hung with diamonds. Now he

handed his fringed riding gloves to
Guido to hold.

“Yes, mistress, I that Egla-
mour here cares greatly for the fact that

you are Lord Balthazar’s daughter,
and cousin to the late Marquis of Cibo.
For Cibo has many kinsmen at court
who still resent the circumstance that
the matching of his wits against Egla-
mﬂhu]i:sdmnse gﬂ?ei}?u i o
pu conspire against
Eglamour with vexatious industry, asan
ugx;t.nrh. as a nobody thrust over people

proven descent; and Eglamour goes

about in hourly apprehension of a knife
thrust. If he make a match with
you, though, father—thrifty man—
would be y appeased. Your cousins,

those d, bhngCaste]Frnnch
Strmnpr?l;d E;alﬂn would not prove
uver-ubduratemrdahmmwhn
wha.tcverh:spnst indiscretions, has so
and offices at his dls-
posa.!. Yes, honor would a
trunaandEg]nmourmﬂdh' themtn
his interests within ten days, and be nd
of the necessity of sleeping in chain
armor. Have I not unraveled the
scheme correctly, Eglamour?”

“YmrHighnemmmladdngin
penetration,” replied the othermanina
dull voice. He stood motionless, holding
the gloves, his shoulders a little bowed
as if under some physical load. His
eyes were fixed upon the ground. He
divined the change in Graciosa’s face
and did not care to see it.

“And so you are Count E 1
said Graciosa, in a sort whisper.
“That is very strange. I had thought
you were my friend, Guido. But I for-

I must not call you Guido any
Enger She gave a little shiver here,
He stayed motionless and did not look
at her. “I have often wondered what
mﬂﬂﬂﬂrofwwem S0 it was
yﬂu—whme I touched just now—

Duke Cosmo, you
whnhad egmdcﬂ.rdmnlﬂ.-asasmmted
who betrayed the brave lord of
aen:z:f! Oh, yes, t.herblec:penlyam:use
patient Eglamour, this reptile who has
crept into his pcwer through filthy
gages. It is very strange you be
capable afr;ﬂmueh wickedness, fnr tome
you seem yaﬂuﬂenlacke}r

He winced and raised his eyes at this.

His face remained expressionless. He



knew these accusations at least to be
demonstrable lies, for as it happened, he
bad never found his advancement to
hinge upon the commission of any
actual crime. But even so, the past
was a cemetery he did not care to have

“And it was you whudeteflgtedtha
Marquis of Cibo’s conspiracy. Tebaldeo
was my cousin, Count Eglamour, and I
loved him. We were reared together.
We used to play here in these woods, and
I remember how Tebaldeo once fetched
me a wren'’s nest from that maple yon-
der. I stood just here. I was weeping
bumuselwasafnuithat}mwuuldfa]]
If he had fallen and had been killed it
Wlﬂdh&ﬂhﬂﬁﬁthEIHEklﬁ'forhm”

Graciosa sighed. “They say that he
conspired. I do not know. I only know
that by orders, Count Eglamour,

your
my cousin Tebaldeo was fastened upon
a Saint Andrew’s cross and his arms and
legs were each broken in two places with
an iron bar, mtstuok

tell me. Insuﬂhapmw.rehediedverjr
glowly while the wheel turmed very
glowly there in the sunlit market place,
and flies buzzed greedily about him, and
the shopkeepers took holiday in order to
watch Tebaldeo die—the same Tebaldeo
who once fetched me a wren’s nest from
yonder maple.”

Eglamour spoke now. “I gave the
orders for the Marquis of Cibo’s exe-
cution. I did not devise the manner of
his death. The punishment for Cibo’s
crime was ago fixed by our laws.
Cibo plotted to kill the Duke. Cibo
confessed as much.”

But the girl waved this aside. *“And
then you plan this masquerade. You
plan to make me care for you so greatly
that even when I know you to be Count
Eglamour I will still care for you. You
R}anmnmrqrmemas to placate

ebaldeo’s kinsmen, so as to bind them
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to your interests. It was a fine, bold
stroke of policy, I know, to use me as a

stone to safety—but was it fair
to me?” Her voice rose now a little,
She seemed to plead with him. “Look
you, Count Eglamour, I was a child only
yesterday. I have never loved any man.
But you have loved many women, I
know, and long experience has taught
you many ways of moving a woman’s
heart. Oh, was it fair, was it worth
whﬂmmmatch?mrskﬂlﬂgmm
ignorance? ‘Think how m{
muldhe:fwmnanIwad:mu.anﬂ
how I would loathe myself!

“But I am ing angry over nothing.
Nothing has happened except that I
have dreamed in idle moments of a
brave and comely lover who held his
head so high that all other women
envied me; and now I have awakened."”

Then the young man in white spoke
cheerily., ““Fie, Mistress Graciosa, you
must not be too harsh with Eglnm-:)ur
It is his nature to scheme, and he
weaves his plots as inevitably as the
spider does her web. Believe me, it is
wiser to the rascal—as I do—
until there is need of him; and I think

wﬂlhavnnﬂmumnmdtannmmder
Eglamu'ur’! tnckm for you are very
beautiful, Graciosa.”

He had drawn closer to the girl, and
he brought a cloying odor of frangipam,
bergamot and wvervain. His nostrils
quivered; his face had taken on an odd
pinched look; for all that he smiled as
over some occult jest. Graciosa was a
little frightened by his bearing, which
was both furtive and predatory.

“0Oh, do not be offended, for I have
men@tstnmywhatIdmemthﬁe

For, Der gratia, | am the over-
lord of these parts, Graciosa—a mneg-
lected prince who wondered over the
frequent absences of his chief coun-
selor and secretly set spies upon him.
Eglamour here will attest as much. Or
:f}rnum:mc-thehwe Eglamour any
longer, I shall have other witnesses
within the half-hour. Oh, yes, they are
to meet me here at noon—some twenty
crop-haired, stalwart cutthroats. They
will come riding upon beautiful broad-
chested horses covered with red velvet
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will come very soon, then we
ride back to court.”
Duke Alessandro touched his painted

RE

that women should be so large.
women should be little creatures that

and cold as a serpent’s skin, and you
shudder. Iam very tired of women who
love me, of all women with bold, hungry
eyes. To you my touch will always be
a martyrdom; you will always loathe me,
and therefore 1 shall not of you

husband, ” I}ulneﬁlmdmntmmd.

fully, and momentarily his eyes lightened
like the of a cannon its
smoke. “You made a beast me,

purpose '
“No,” he said, quietly, “I
will not have it. It was not I who made
a brainsick beast of you, my prince, but
pﬂrg:ﬁtng.lhavemmtmnimtu
t by your vices. ve taken my
thrifty toll of abomination; Ihsvesl:ood

by contentedly, not urging you on

your debaucheries, because meanwhile
you left me so much . Yes, mn
some part it 18 my own handiwork which
is my ruin. I accept it. Nevertheless,
you shall not harm this child. "

““I venture to remind you, Eglamour,
that I am still the master of this duchy.”
Alessandro was languidly amused, and
had begun to regard his adversary with
genuine curiosity.

"Gh,mbntthatﬂnothmgtnma,
At court you are the master. At court I
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I love and the man who has insulted

herll

““This is very admirable fooling,"' the
Dukemnmd.ered *So all the world is
changed and Pandarus is transformed
into Hector! These are sonorous words,
Eglamour, but with what deeds do you

o to back them?”

“By killing you, Your Highness.”

SGI" said the Duke. “The farce
ascends in interest.” He drew with a
flourish, with actual animation, for
sottish, debauched and pnwu'-u'uadas
thsymmgmanmhemmeufamm
whom was a cordial. “Very
luckily a sword forms part of your dis-
guise, so let us amuse ourselves. It is
always diverting to kill, and if by any
chance you kill me, I shall at least be rid
of the intolerable knowledge that to-
mﬂnuwéd]ust like today.” The
Duke blithely into the level
road and placed himself on guard.

Then both men silently went about
the business in hand. Both were oddly
calm, almost as if preoccupied by some
more important matter to be settled
later on. The two swords clashed,
gleamed rigidly for an instant, amit.hen
their rapid interplay, so far as vision
went, melted into a flickering snarl of

Bilvﬁ'.furthemnwas igh and each
man's shadow was h under him.
Then Eglamour thrust sa y, and in
the act trod the edge of a e and fell
ignominiously prostrate. His sword was

wrenched ten feet from him, for the
Dhke had ied skillfully. Eglamour
lay thus at Alessandro’s mercy.

“Well, well!” the Duke cried petu-
lantly. “And am [ to be kept waiting
forever? You were a thought quicker in
obeying my caprices yesterday. Get up,
you muddy lout, and let us kill each
other with some pretension of adroit-
nm' L} ]

Eglamour rose, and, sobbing, caught
up his sword and rushed toward the
Duke in an agony of shame and rage.
His attack now was that of a frenzied
animal, quite careless of defense and
desirous only of murder, Twice the
Duke wmmﬂad him, but it was Ales-
sandro who drew backward, composedly
hindering the brutal onslaught he was

powerless to check., Then Eglamour ran
mthm:gadhthechmt and gave vent to
a stra grow as Alessandro
andgfaspad:thythebladnsnthathe
might stab the Duke again and again

He meant to hack the abﬂmmahlﬂ ﬂe&h
to slash and mutilate that haught}rnusk
of infamy, but Graciosa clutched his

Tﬁ:ﬂb}r the hilt.
girl panted and her breath came
thick. “He gave you your life.”

Eglamour looked up. She leaned now
upon his shoulder, her face now almost
brushing his as he knelt over the un-
conscious Duke, and Eglamour found
that at her dear touch all passion had
gone out of him,

““ Mistress Graciosa,” he said equably,
“theﬂukemnutyetdmd It is im-
possible to let him livee You may
think that he voiced only a caprice just
now. I think so, too, but I know the
man, and | realize that this madman’s
whims are ruthless and irresistible.

iving, Duke Alessandro’s appetites are
merely whetted by opposition, so much
so that he finds no pleasures sufficiently
piquant unless they have God's inter-
diction as a sauce. Living, he will make
of you his amusement, and a little later
hlsbmken mﬂaﬂandn:ast—h]rplaythmg
Itﬂthﬁefmnecﬁsarythatlhﬂhm

She parted from him, and he, too,
rose to his feet.

“And afterward,” she said quietly—
“and afterward you must die just as
Tebaldeo died.”™

“That is the law, mistress. But I am
& lost man now, whether Alessandro
lives or dies.”

“Oh, that is very true,” she said. “A
moment since you were Count Egla-
mour, whom every person feared. Now
thereisnuta.bleggﬂ:inhthemfgrdomwhn
would change lots with you, you are
a friendless and hunted man in peril of
dreadful death. But even so, you are
not penniless, Count Eglamour, for
these jewels here which fm?;l part {g
your masquerade are of great value, an
there is a world outside. The frontier is
not two miles distant. You have only to
escape thruugh the forest into the hill
country, and you need not kill Duke
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Alessandro after all. Iwnuldhaveyuu
go hence with handsas clean aspossible.
"‘Perhﬂ.pa I might escape.” He found

it quaint to note how calm she was and

how tranquilly his own thoughts ran.

“But first the Duke must die, because

I dare not leave you to his mercy.”
“How does that matter?” she re-

turned. “You know very well that my

father intends to market me as best
suits his interests. Here I am so much
merchandise. The Duke is as free as
any other man to cry a " He
would have spoken in protest, but
Graciosa interrup tadweanl + “Oh, yes,
itistuthisandmﬂrthntwe&aughtm
of Duke Alessandro’s vassals are nur-
tured, just as you told me—oh, how
long ago!—that we may market such
physical attractions as heaven accords
us. And I do not see how a wedding can
in any way enncble the transaction by
causing it to profane a holy sacrament.

Ah, no, Balthazar’s daughter was near

attmmgaﬂthatﬁhﬂhadbumtaughttn

desire, for a purchaser came and he bid
lavishly. Ymknuw well that my
tathu'wmﬂdhnvebnﬂ hted. But

Pﬁ&tth&hnt‘gah ‘Nol
wﬂlmthavext[ Count Eg lammrmu.at

: Itmstruuvﬂrhlahl Eg:ﬂk
1;?;:5& I think it would

pu.:zledm hthﬂtﬂhm:rnuspea.k
those worﬂvs at which so many fertile
lands, stout castles, well timbered wood-
lands, herds of cattle, gﬂdedouac%f,ﬂ

hiveries and curious tapestries,
clothing and spiced foods, all vanished
like a puff semoke. Ah, yes, my

father would have thought you mad.”
“I had no choice, ” he said, and waved
a little gesture of impotence. He spoke
as with difficulty, almost wearily. “I
love you. It is a theme on which I do
not embroider. So long as I had
ht to use you as an instrument I
could woo fluently enough. Today I
saw that you were fri hbmednndhﬂlp-
less—oh, quite helpless. And some-
thing edmme I knew for the
first time that I loved you and that I
was not clean as you are clean. What it
wnsﬂfpnmnnmdhnrmr of despair and
adoration and , which struggled
in my being Imn.nuttﬂgﬂymg{.

Itspurradmenntaapenkasldﬂthm
but it has robbed me of

quence, it has left me chary of
Itmnwmtldmhmmgh
because of my love for you, and upon
the heights there is silence.”

And Graciosa meditated. “Here I am
so much merchandise. Heigho, since I
cannot help it—since bought and sold I
must be, one day or another—at least I
will go at a noble price. Yet I do not
think I am quite worth the value of
these castles and lands and other things

- which you gave up because of me, so that

1twﬂlhemr}rtnmakeupthad1f-
ference, dear, by loving you very mu

And at that he touched her chm
gently and masterfully, for Graciosa
would have averted her face, and it
seemed to Eglamour that he could
never have his fill of gazing on the ra-
diant, shamed tenderness of Graciosa’s
face. “Oh, my girl!” he whi ;
“Oh, my wonderful worshi merry
E:l_;n';hnm(}ndhaﬁ with such

care, you who had only scorn to
give me when I was a kingdom’s master!
And would you go with me now that I
am friendless and homeless? "

“But I shall always have a friend,”
she answered—*a friend who showed me
what Balthazar’s daughter was and
what love is. And I am vain enough to
believe I shall not ever be very far from
home so long as I am near his heart.”

A mortal man could not but take her
m his arms.

Then these two turned toward the
hills, leaving Duke Alessandro where he
lay in the road, a very lamentable figure
in much bloodied finery. They turned
toward the hills and entered a forest
whose ordering was time's contem-
porary and where there was no grandeur
save that of the trees.

But upon the summit of the nearest
hill they paused and looked over a rest-
less welter of foliage that glittered in the
sun, far down into the highway. It
bustled like an unroofed anthill, for the
road was alive with men who seemed
from this distance very small. Duke
Alessandro’s attendants had found him
and were clustered in a great hubbub
about their reviving master.
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of a strong  bitumen

roofs A
glistened like a child's new toy. “It 18 a very rich and lovely land,”
here no said Eglamour—*“this kingdom which
than so many out- a half-hour since lay in the hollow of my

i as filled with factories for the working of
silver , and on its re- hemp and furs and alum and silk and

. Fardowvninthe hand.” He viewed it for a while, and

& small black smudge upon the not without pensiveness. Then he took
Graciosa’s hand and looked into her
face, and he laughed joyously.

TP

BALLADE OF YOUTH TO SWINBURNE

By Orrick Johns

Smgthegrmtmwmﬂwmﬂ?
inger, who to gave
Her brightest lore of love and dole—

In some sweet place beneath the roll
Of mighty waves you sing, I ween,

The Lesbian fragments you made whole
Who had a lute from Mitylene.

With cool-browed Sappho do you sing
Such loves as made her dark eyes glow,

0 POET, have you gone to lave
8]

you go
Through meadows dressed in gold and green—
We would so dream of you, who know
You had a lute from Mitylene.

That “sad, bad, glad” Villon of France
Ere this has thanked you for the care
You bore him, and by lovely chance
Catullus smiled upon you there;
With bay-wreathed heads what joys you share
Along fleet days beyond the screen
Death lowered when you took the Stair,
Who had a lute from Mitylene!

Envol

O Death, his little brothers, we,
Who found that piercing song too keen,
Make mourn . . .““Dost know this was he
Who had a lute from Mitylene?”
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