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“WELL HENRI, YOU CAN READ, READ THIS”
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CHICOT, THE JESTER.

CHAPTERI.
THE WEDDING OF ST. LUC.

Ox the evening of a Sunday, in the year 1578, & splendid
féte was given in the magnificent hotel just built opposite
the Louvre, on the other side of the water, by the family of
Montmorency, who, allied to the royalty of France, held
themselves equal to princes. This féte was to celebrate
the wedding of Krangois d’Epinay de St. Lue, a great
friend and favorite of the king, lenri IIL., with Jeanne
de Crossé-Brissac, daughter of the marshal of that name.

The banquet had taken place at the Louvre, and the king,
who bad been with much difficulty induced to eonsent to
the marriage, had appeared at it with a severe and grave
countenance. His costume was in harmony with his face ;
he wore that suit of deep chestnut, in which Clouet de-
scribed him at the wedding of Joyeuse ; and this kind of
royal specter, solemn and majestic, had chilled all the
spectators, but above all the young bride, at whom he cast
many angry glances. The reason of all this was known
to every one, but was one of those court secrets of which
no one likes to speak.

Scarcely was the repast finished, when the king had risen
abruptly, thereby forcing every one todo the same. Then
St. Luc approached him, and said : ¢ Sire, will your
majesty do me the honor to accept the féte, which I wish
to give to you this evening at the Iotel Montmorency ?”
This was said in an imploring tone, but Ienri, with a
voice betraying both vexation and anger, had replied :

¢ Yes, monsieur, we will go, although you certainly do
not merit this proof of friendship on our part.”
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Then Madame de St. Luc had humbly thanked the king,
but he turned his back without replying.

¢¢ Is the king angry with you ?” asked the young wife
of her husband.

« T will explain it to you after, mon amie, when this
anger shall have passed away.”

< And will it pass away ?”

‘It must.”

Mademoiselle de Brissac wasnot yet sufficiently Madame
de St. Luc to insist further ; therefore she repressed her
curiosity, promising herself to satisfy it at a more favorable
time.

They were, therefore, expecting St. Linc at the Hotel
Montmorency, at the moment in which our story com-
mences. St. Luc had invited all the king’s friends and all his
own ; the princes and their favorites, particularly those of
the Duc d’Anjou. He was always in opposition to the king,
but in a hidden manner, pushing forward those of his
friends whom the example of L.a Mole and Coconnas had
not cured. Of course, his favorites and those of the king
lived in astate of antagonism, which brought on rencontres
two or three times a month, in which it was rare that some
one was not killed or badly wounded.

As for Catherine, she wasat the height of her wishes;
her favorite son was on the throne, and she reigned
through him, while she pretended to care no more for the
things of this world. 8t. Luc, very uneasy at the absence
of all theroyal family, tried to reassure his father-in-law,
who was much distressed at this menacing absence. Con-
vinced, like all the world, of the friendship of Henri for
St. Luc, he had believed he was assuring the royal favor,
and now this looked like a disgrace. St. Luc tried hard
to inspirein them a security which he did not feel himself ;
and his friends, Maugiron, Schomberg, and Quelus, clothed
in their most magnificent dresses, stiff in their splendid
doublets, with enormous frills, added to his annoyance by
their ironical lamentations.

“ Eh ! mon Dieu ! my poor friend,” said Jacques de
Levis, Comte de Quelus, < I believe now that you are done
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for. The king is angry that you would not take his advice,
and M. d’Anjon becanse you'langhed at his nose.”

‘“No, Quelus, the king does not come, because he has
made a pilgrimage to the monks of the Bois de Vincennes ;
and the Due d’Anjou is absent, becanse he is in love with
some woman whom I have forgotten to invite.”

¢ But,” said Mangiron, ¢ did you see the king’s face at
dinner ? And as for the duke, if he could not come, his
gentlemen might. There isnot one here, not even Bussy.”

¢« Oh! gentlemen,”said the Duc de Brissac, in a de-
spairing tone, ¢“ it looks like a complete disgrace. Mon
Dien ! how can our house, always so devoted to his majesty,
have displeased him ? ”

The young men received this specch with bursts of
laughter, which did not temd to soothe the marquis. The
young bride was also wondering how St. Luc could have
displeased the king. All at once one of the doors opened
and the king was announced.

¢ Ah ! ” eried the marshal, “ now I fear nothing ;if the
Due d’Anjou would but come, my satisfaction would be
complete.”

“ And I,” murmured St. Luc ; “I have more fear of
the king present than absent, for I fear he comes to play
me some spitefunl tricks.”

But, nevertheless, he ran to meet the king, who had
qurtted at last his somber costume, and advanced resplend-
dent in satin, feathers, and jewels. DBut at the instant he
entered another door opened just opposite, and a second
Henri IIL., clothed exactly like the first, appeared, so
that the conrtiers, who had ran to meet the first, turned
round at once to look at the second.

Henri IIL. saw the movement, and exclaimed :

< What is the matter, gentlemen ? ”

A burst of langhter was the reply. The king, net natu-
rally patient, and less so that day than usual, frowned ;
but St. Luc approached, and said :

¢¢Sire, it is Chicot, your jester, who is dressed exactly
Tike your majesty, and is giving his hand to the ladies to
kiss.”
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Henri laughed. Chicot enjoyed at his court a liberty
similar to that enjoyed thirty years before by Triboulet
at the court of Frangois I., and forty years after by Longely
at the court of Lounis XIII. Chicot-was not an ordinary
jester. Before being Chicot he had been ‘“ De Chicot.”
Ile was a Gascon gentleman, who, ill-treated by M. de
Mayenne on account of a rivalry in a love affair, in which
Chicot had been victorious, had taken refuge at court, and
prayed the king for his protection by telling him the
truth.

¢ Eh, M. Chicot,” said Henri, ¢ two kings at a time
are too much.”

¢ Then,” replied he, ¢ let me continue to be one, and
you play Duc d’Anjou ; perhaps you will be taken for him,
and learn something of his doings.”

““80,” said Henri, looking ronnd him, ‘¢ Anjou is not
here.”

¢ The more reason for you to replace him. It is settled,
Iam Henri, and you are Frangois. I will play the king,
while you dance and amuse yourself a little, poor king.”

“ You are right, Chicot, I will dance.”

¢¢ Devidedly,” thought De Brissac, ¢“ I was wrong to
think the king angry ; he is in an excellent humor.”

Meanwhile St. Luc had approached his wife, She was
not a beauty, but she had fine black eyes, white teeth, and
a dazzling complexion.

‘“ Monsieur,” said she to her husband, ¢ why did they
say that the king was angry with me ; he has done nothing
but smile on me ever since he came ?”

‘“You did not say so after dinner, dear Jeanne, for his
look then frightened you.”

“ His Enajesty was, doubtless, out of humor then, but
now——"

““Now, it is far worse ; he smiles with closed lips. I
would rather he showed me his teeth. Jeanne, my poor
child, he is preparing for us some disagreeable surprise.
Oh ! do not look at me so tenderly, I beg ; turn your back
to me. Here is Maugiron coming ; converse with him, and
be amiable to him.”
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¢¢ That is a strange recommendation, monsieur.”

But St. Luc left his wife full of astonishment, and went
to pay his court to Chicot, who. was playing his part with
a most laughable majesty.

The king danced, but seemed never to lose sight of St.
Luc. Sometimes he called him to repeat to him some
pleasantry, which, whether droll or not, made St. Luc
laugh heartily. Sometimes he offered him out of his com-
fit box sweetmeats and candied fruits, which St. Luc
found excellent. If he disappeared for an instant, the king
gent for him, and seemed not happy if he was out of his
gight. All at once a voice rose above all the tumult.

¢ Oh !” said Henri, “I think I hear the voice of
Chicot ; do you hear, St. Lue ?— the king is angry.”

‘“ Yes, sire, it sounds as though he were quarreling
with some one.”

¢ Go and see what it is, and come back and tell me.”

As St. Lue approached he heard Chicot erying :

¢ I have made sumptuary laws, but if they are not enongh
I will make more ; at least they shall be numerous, if they
are not good. By the horn of Beelzebub, six pages, M. de
Busgy, are too much.”

And Chicot, swelling out his cheeks, and putting his
hand to his side, imitated the king to the life.

¢ What does he say about Bussy ?*” asked the king, when
St. Lue returned. St. Lue was abount to reply. when the
crowd opening, showed to him six pages, dressed in cloth
of gold, covered with chaing, and bearing on their breasts
the arms of their masters, sparkling in jewels. DBehlind
them came a young man, handsome and proud, who walked
with his head raised and a haughty look, and whose simple
dress of black velvet contrasted with the splendor of his
pages. This was Bussy ’Amboise. Maugiron, Schomberg,
and Quelus had drawn near to the king.

¢ See,” said Maungiron, ‘¢ here is the servant, but where
is the master ? Are you also in disgrace with him, St.
Lue?”

¢¢ Why should he follow Bussy ?”” said Quelus.

¢ Do you not remember that when his majesty did M. de
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Bussy the honor to ask him if he wished to belong to him,
he replied that, heing of the House of Clermont, he followed
o one, and belonged to himself.”

The king frowned. ’

“ Yes,” said Maugiron, ‘¢ whatever you say, he serves the
Duc d’Anjou.”

<« Then it is because the duke is greater than theking.”

No observation could have been more annoying to the
king than this, for he detested the Duc d’Anjou. Thus,
although he did not answer, he grew pale.

¢ Come, come, gentlemen,” said St. Lue, trembling, ¢ a
little charity for my guests, if you please ; do not spoil my
wedding day.”

“ Yes,” said the king, in a mocking tone ; ¢ do not spoil
St. Luc’s wedding-day.”

«Qh !” said Schomberg, ‘“ is DBussy allied to the
Brissacs ?—since St. Luc defends him.”

¢ He is neither my friend nor relation, but he is my
guest,” said St. Lue. The king gave an angry look.
¢ Besides,” he hastened to add, “I do not defend him
the least in the world.”

Bussy approached gravely behind his pages to salute the
king, when Chicot cried :

¢ Oh, la ! Bussy d’Amboise, Lonis de Clermont, Comte
de Bussy, do yon not see the true Henri, do you not know
the true king from the false ? e to whom you are going
is Chicot, my jester, at whom I so often laugh.”

Bussy continued his way, and was about to bow before
the king, when he said :

““Do you not hear, M. de Bussy, you are called ?” and,
amidst shouts of laughter from his minions, he turned his
back to the young captain. Bussy reddened with anger,
but he affected to take the king’s remark seriously, and
turning round towards Chicot :

“ Ah | pardon, sire,” said he, ¢ there are kings who
resemble jesters so much, that yon will excuse me, I hope,
for having taken a jester for a king.”

¢¢ Iein,” murmured Henri, ‘¢ what does he say 2

‘¢ Nothing, sire,” said St. Luc.
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¢¢ Nevertheless, M. Bussy,” said Chicot ; ¢ it was un-
pardonable.”

¢¢ Sire, I was preoccupied.”

¢ With your pages, monsieur,” said Chicot ; ¢ you ruin
yourself in pages, and, par la mordieu, it is infringing our
prerogatives.”

< How so? I beg your majesty to explain.”

« Cloth of gold for them, while you a gentleman, a colonel,
a Clermont, almost a prince, wear simple black velvet.”

¢ Sire,” said Bussy, turning towards the kings’ minions,
““as we live in a time when lackeys dress like princes, I
think it good taste for princes to dress like lackeys.”

And he returned to the young men in their splendid
dress the impertinent smiles which they had bestowed on
him a little before. They grew pale with fury, and secemed
only to wait the king’s permission to fall upon Bussy.

¢ Isit for me and mine that you say that ? ” asked Chicot,
speaking like the king.

Three {riends of Bussy’s now drew near to him. These
were Charles d’Antragues, Frangois, Vicomte de Ribeirace,
and Livarot. Seeing all this, St. Liuc guessed that Bussy
was sent by Monsieur to provoke a qnarrel. Ile trembled
more than ever, for he feared the combatants were about
to take his house for a battle-field. e ranto Quelns, who
already had his hand on his sword, and said, ‘“ In Heaven’s
name be moderate.”

¢ Parblen, he attacks you as well as us.”

v ““Quelus, think of the Duc d’Anjou, who supports
Bussy ; you do not suppose I fear Bussy himself 7

¢ Eh! Mordieu, what need we fear ; we belong to the
king. If we get into peril for him he will help us.”

““You, yes ; but me,” said St. Luc, piteously.

¢ Ah dame, why do you marry, knowing how jealous the
king is in his friendships ?”

““ Good,” thought St. Lue, “every one for himself ;
and as I wish to live tranquil during the first fortnight of
my marriage, I will make friends with M. Bnssy.” And he
advanced towards him. After his impertinent speech,
Bussy had looked round the room to see if any one would
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