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THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY.

_—

N

CHAPTER 1.

AroNG a pretty Normandy lane which wound in and out
between banks planted with the lofty trees which surrqund
the farms in this part of France with a leafy rampart im-
pervious alike to wind and sun, a girl was slowly riding, one
* hne summer morning, mounted upon a somewhat seedy-
looking mare. She was lost in dreams as she inhaled the
soft &ir perfumed with the smell of clover, aiid she had let
the reins fall loosely on her steed’s neck. She looked very
stately in her long-skirted grey habit and her felt hat with
its flowing white gaunze veil, and might well have been taken
for one of those adventurous dames of noble birth who, in
the time of Stoflet and Cathelineau, boldly followed the
Royalist army through the trials of Le Bocage, and illumined
by their smiles the sombre epoch of La Vendéde. Her
elegant, supple figure swayed gracefully as she let herself -
go with the movements of her horse, while she abstractedly
struck at the green twigs with her whip. ~ She was accomn-
panied by a deerhound, which ‘regulated its eager stride to
that of the tired horse, and from time to time raised towards
its mistress its pointed .head, in which two black eyes
gleamed from beneath the bushy brows.

The short rank grass which grew beneath the sombre
dome of the heech-trees formed a carpet soft as velvet under

the horse’s hoofs ; in the meadows the drowsy cows were
A i



2 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY.

atretch{ng their wet muzzles, round which the flies hung in
swarms, towards the cool shade of the road ; not a breath of
wind stirred the leaves; under the fiery sun the heat
could be seen radiating from the ground and a heavy
torpor hung over the earth ; but, with her head bent on her
chest, the girl rode on absorbed in thought, indifferent
to the bea;lty of the shadowy silent road.

Suddenly her horse shjed, laid back its ears and snorted
~violently, while the deZh-nuud bounded forward, barking
furiously and displaying to a man who had just leaped down
into the lane a double row of sharp, strong teeth.

The rider, thus roughly aroused from her reverie, gathered
up the reins, quieted her horse and, resettling herself in the
saddle, turned a glance more of astonishment than of dis-
pleasure towards the cause of all this disturbance.

“T1 must ask a hundred pardons, madame, for so
stupidly springing down just in front of you, but I could
not hear or see you,” he said in a full round musical voice.
“For more than an hour I have been wandering
about these meadows unable to get out, for all the
gates are padlocked and the hedges are too high to jump ;
but at last I found this little road under the trees, and
leaping into it almost caused you to be thrown.”

* The horgewoman smiled, and a charming expression of
amusement spread over her noble, delicate face. |

“ Do not eoncern yourself abount it, sir,” she answered.
““ You have not been so very guilty, and T am not unseated
as easily as you seem to think.”

And as her deerhound continued to utter menacing
growls,

‘¢ There, Fox, be quiet I” she said. |

The dog turned round, and, standing on its hind legs, laid
¢ sharp nose in its mistress’s hand ; and as she caressed the
animal she examined her unknown companhion. He wasa
man of about thirty, tall and with a determined-looking
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face. He wore a thick brown beard, ande his shaven
upper lip and bronzed complexion made him look like
a sallor. He was dressed in a suit of dark cloth, his
bead was covered by a soft felt hat, and in his hand he
carried an iron-wood stick which seemed more fitted for a
weapon than to be used merely as a cane.

“You are a stranger to this neighbourhood ?” asked fhe
girl, -
“1 only arrived here yesterday,” he said without directly
answering the question put to him. “I took it into my
head this morning to go for a walk in the country and I
have completely lost myself, although I can generally find
my way about ; but these wretched little paths which lead
nowhere form a perfect labyriuth.”

“Where do you want to go ?”

“To La Neuville.”

“Ob, yes. But you are turning your back on it. If you
will Tollow me for a few minutes, I will lead you to a road
where you will run no risk of losing yourself.”

“I shall be very glad to do so, madame. But I hope 1
shall not be taking you out of your way.”

“You will not be in the slightest,” answered the airl
gravely shaking her head. '

 The strmiger made a sign of aecquiescence, and separated
from the rider by the deerhound, who had not yet conquered
his antipathy and trotted on with smothered growls, he
strode along the fresh green path silently admiring the glow-
ing beauty of his guide. Now and then a low branch barred
ne way, forcing the rider to bend to avoid it, and as she
id so the white nape of her neck with the soft, stray
curling hair appeared beneath her hat, and her pure profile
became sharply outlined against the dark green of the foli-
age. She bent easily forward, then resumed her former
erectness with simple elegant grace, apparently utterly un-
congcious that*she was being admired, and, either from

o
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pride or carelessness, taking not the slightest notice of
the companion chance had bestowed upon her. In repose,
her face wore an expression of melancholy gravity as if she
lived under the weight of a continual care. But what grief
could this young and beautiful woman, created to be served,
adored and protected, possibiy have? Had an unjust fate
bréught sorrow on her who was made for joy? Apparently
she was rich, sojher trouble, whatever it was, must be a
mental one.

Arrived at this stage of his reasoning, the stranger began
to wonder if his companion were married or not. Her
stately carriage, her rounded figure, the harmonious full-
ness of which was enhanced by the slenderness of her
walst, belonged to a woman ; but the velvety softness of
her cheek, the unsullied candour of her eyes betokened a
girt.  The lobes of her rosy ears were not pierced and she
wore no ornament either at her neck or on her wrists.

They had proceeded thus along the lane for about a
quarter of an hour, when they came to a heath covered
with porse in flower, over which fluttered imnumerable
yellow butterflies. On the edge of the common some
sheep were browsing on the dry and scanty grass, guarded
by a black dog which began capering about with short,
sharp barks of joy when it saw the deerhound. The two were
doubtless old friends for they both started off together on a
headlong galiop, the deerhound, light and rapid as an arrow,
describing circles aronnd the black dog in its speedier flight.
But suddenly the horsewoman gave a shrill whistle, the
hound stopped short on its quivering legs, looked for a mo-
ment at its mistress, and then ac¢companied by the black dog
obediently returned,

“ But where can Roussot be ?” murmured the girl. “ Are
his sheep and his dog here by themselves this morning 1”

As the words left her lips, a noisy burst of langhter issued
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pool, surrounded by the heaps of linen she was busy wash-
ing as she knelt in a three-sided box half filled with straw,
they saw a pretty girl with whom a red-haired youth wearing
a grey linen smock frock and a large straw hat, which was
slipping down his back, was roughly romping. He had
canght the girl by the shoulders, and holding her down
he was tickling her round white neck with a stalk of wild
grass, while she, vexed and amused at.the same time,
struggled and screamed amidst a nervous ﬁugh.

“Will you have done, you bad Roussot ! You wait! Tl
pay you out, just now, with my linen-beater !”

But the shepherd did not leave off ; on the contrary he
pressed the girl yet tighter in his sinewy and extraordinarily
hairy arms. His cunning eyes gleamed, his lips were drawn
back in a ferocious langh, which displayed teeth overhanging
like those of a wolf, and instead of saying anything, he only
uttered a sort of savage growl. He had forced the laundress
quite down amongst the rushes, and was now pushing her to-
wards the water. She, on her side, was no longer langhing,
and was beginning tofeel frightened, but her eries did not have
any effect upon Roussot who, still gigeling like an idiot, was
now placing his mouth so roughly on the girl's shoulder that
it wag impossible to say whether he was biting or kissing her.

. The horseswwoman and her companion paused in amazement
before this picture. They had both felt the same vague
trouble as they looked on at the half-violent, half-caressing
frolics of the two young people.

“That game is beyond a joke,” said the stranger; and,
raising his voice: “ Will you leave off, you vagabond, or
shall I have to come and pull you by the ears?” he called.

At these words the laundress raised herself a little, but
the shepherd did not seem to hear. The stranger’s temper
rose, and he was about to address the lad still more roughly,
when his companion turned in her saddle and said to him :

?
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" ment is given out of charity. Leave me to deal with
him.”

She leaped the ditch which separated the road from the
common, reached the edge of the pool, and, touching the
shepherd with her whip, signed imperiously to him to go.
Roussot uttersd an inarticulate cry, burst into a stupid
ladgh, then, hurrying away through the gorse and rushes,
rejoined his flock, whistled his dog, and picking up a
whip he had left®on the ground, began to amuse himself by
cracking it with all his might to arouse the echo of the hill.

The laundress had smoothed out her dress, and, crimson
with the exertion of the struggle, and perhaps also with
confusion at being thus caught playing with the shepherd,
but nevertheless looking charming in her disorder and
tempting as a ripe wild strawberry, she rose, saying :

“Thank you, mademoiselle,”

“You are wrong to let Roussot take such liberties with
you, Rose,” said the girl on horseback. *“ You cannot
tell what thoughts might come into his disordered
brain,”

‘“Oh, there’s no harm in him,” answered pretty Rose.
“ Only he likes teasing people, and he came here to plague
me. But, bless you, I'm not afraid of him, and I should
have managed to n*et rid of him by myself ; though thank
yﬂu, all the same,’

And laying a vest on the board before her, she began

beating it, and singing in a sweet, clear voice, marking the
rhythm of her ditty by the dull thud of her beater on the
wet linen, gay and careless as a skylark, her adventure
already forgotten ; while on the edge of the common stood
the idiot clearly outlined against the azure sky, cracking
his whip and still laughing his malicious laugh.

The horsewoman and her companion went on their way.

The road skirted a small thick wood, the entrance to which
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edge of the plateau they suddenly saw the valley of La -
Thelle stretched out before them.

On the height to the right stood a chiteaun built in the
Loujs XVIII style and surrounded by a fine park extend-
ing to the river, which could be seen glistening between the
willows on its banks as it wound between the meadows of
emerald green, and which, after passing under a picturesgue
stone bridge, was hidden at last from sight by some orchard
walls. Sheltered from the north winds,by the hill, La
Neuville basked trim and white in the sunlight, the jagged
spire of the church and the high chimneys of the factories
rising proudly above the roofs of the houses. A winding
road led down to the town, passing, on the left, large and
lofty clumps of beech trees, whose grey truuks and dark
leaves gave a somewhat sombre aspect to the landscape ;
while halfway down the hill, a white hillock, which looked
like an enormous molehill, stood out against the woods.
The country all around the town was cultivated, and fields of
vellow corn, bright green oats and purple clover waved in the
breeze right up to the first outlying houses. A clear blue
sky stretched over this exquisite panorama which the sun
had bathed in a golden flood, and there was an atmosphere
of sweet tranquillity about this pleasant place which seemed
as though it must be the abode of happiness.

The two spectators of this lovely picture remained lost for
a moment in speechless contemplation as they gazed around
them in delight, A slight breeze was blowing up from the
river, bearing to them the sweet smell of new-mown liay, and
they lost consciousness of themselves and each other uuder
the influence of the infinite calm which soothed away all
memeory of secret care and mental torment.

The stranger was the first to throw off this intoxicating
torpor. He struck the ground with his foot like an exile
who finds himself again upon his native land and about tg
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“Ah, I sge where I am now,” he said, ‘ Thers is La
Neuville. That is the Chiteau de Clairefont to the right
there among the trees, and that hillock below, with the
thmber-work on the top, is the Great Marl-Pit.”

LThe other made no answer. She was gazing into the
distance, in the direction of the excrescence which her corn-
pation had just peinted out, and her face had clouded
over. She seemed to be anxiously scrutinising the white
nmound as it it® chalky sides enclosed some mysterious
danger ; but what cause of alarm could it harbour? There
it lay silent, still and deserted, and the lofty beams which
crowned it rose gaunt and forbidding as the supports of a
scaffold. The girl heaved a sigh, and, replying more to her
own thoughts than to the stranger’s observation, she re-
peated m a husky voice :

“Yes, the Great Marl-Pit.”

Then, shaking her head as though to dissipate her
anxiety, she added: |

“This is th® road you must take, sir. If you go
straight down, it will lead you to the town gates.”

“Thank you, madeoiselle,” answered the stranger, able
at last to admire at his leisure his charming companion who
was now facing him,

He walked on a few steps, apparently hesitating about
Enﬁlething, then, bowing :

“May I not have the honour of knowing to whom I am
~ Indebted for so much kindness 1”

The girl turned her limpid eyes towards him and
answered simply .

“I am Mademoiselle de Clairefont.”

As he heard this name, the young man involuntarily
started and the blood rose to his averted face. The girl
stared at him in amazement, then, as if impelled by some




THI: MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 9

A cloud came over the stranger’s featurgs, and for a’
moment he hesitated ; then, raising his head, he answered in
a low voice ;

““I am Pascal Carvajan.”

At this answer, Mademoizelle de Clairefont’s face assumed
an expression of supreme haughtiness; her eyes became
cold and hard, her lips curled in a disdainful smile, and with
a slash of her whip through the air, as though to draw an
impassable line between the young mane and herself, she
whistled her dog, put her horse to a trot and rode away

without once turning her head.
Her companion stood spell-bound, following her with his

eyes, and forgetting her disdain to remember nothing but
ber beauty, She was going away proud and contemptuous
after passing half-an-hour of charming semi-intimacy with
him, and perhaps he would never be able to approach
her again. He saw the distance between them inereasing
step by step ; already the graceful figure was being hidden
from him by the dust raised by the horse’s hoofs, The long
grey skirt and the white veil floated in the wind ; the deer-
hound bounded along the lower side of the road; then
suddenly at the turn where the gate barred the entrance to
the wood, rider, dog, and all disappeared, and the road was
left empty.

For an instant, Pascal Carvajan still stood gazing at the
spot where he had last seen the group, then, striking the

stones with his iron-wood stick :
““What pride !” he muttered. “ When she heard who 1

was, she did not even bestow on me the glance she might
cast upon a beggar on the highway, How well she made
me understand that as far as she was concérned I did not
exist ! Well, fate has willed that we are to be enemies and
yet it throws us constantly on each other’s path. Between
Clairefont and Carvajan it is war to the knife. It isa pity !
She is very beautiful,”
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Then he logked at his watch and found it was only eleven
o'clock, and slowly he began to descend the hill by a little
footpath, bordered on either side with gorse, It was a
short cut, but halfway down there was a hollow where the
sun beat straight down with nothing to intercept its rays,
and the intense heat, concentrated and absorbed as it was
by the dry rushes, made a huwwming in the air as at the
mouth of a furnace. DPascal looked round in search of a
shelter. At the «ige of a scanty clump of birch trees he
saw & red roof, and, hanging above the door, the branch of
holly which answers as a signboard at rustic taverns. He
bent his steps towards it, and, after crossing a pebbly piece
of ground, reached a rough road beside which stood a house
with walls newly plastered, and shuticrs painted a fresh
green. The front of the house was decorated with a paint-
ing of three billiard-balls arranged in pyramidal form and
two crossed cues, around which was written in large letiers :
“ Vins, café, liguewrs. Repas de Sociétés.” On the signboard
two men were represented seated at a table drinking, while
a Jet of foaming liquor was spurting out of a bottle. Be-
neath, in yellow letters, were the words : “* Au Rendezvous des
Bons Enfants. Pourtois, délitant.’” Behind the inn there
was a little garden with arbours, the centre path of which
served as a bowling-ground, while at the bottom a swing
had becn erected.

It was here that the working population of La Neuville
met to enjoy themselves on summer Sundays. The rooms
on the first storey were kept for the young people who
danced indefatigably to the music of a violin and cornet,
while throngh the open windows the hoarse voice of the
master of the ceremonies could be heard crying amidst the
joyous shouts and laughter : ““ Ready for the second figure!”
and the noise of the heavy boots moving in time to the
-music sounded like thunder over the heads of those who
were sitting drinking in the rooms below.
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Within a few years, Pourtois—who was a hig, apoplectic™-
man, stupefied by drink and governed absolutely by his wife,
a dark, buxom dame, with a quick hand and sharp eye-—
had brought his inn into so good repute that the café owners
in the town complained bitterly of the competition. Living
outside the gates, he had no duty to pay, and thus was able
to sell his noxious liquors far cheaper than could his rivals;
and then his garden offered the leafy shelter of its vine and
bind-weed bowers to the thirsty customer®, and even youug
men of good society did not disdain a quiet lunch at the
little mn.

Every year, when the fair was held, Pourtois erected a
tent capable of holding two or three hundred people in-a
field near his house, and gave a hall, admission to which
was free but where refreshments consequently commanded a
good price ; and for the last two years political reasons had
caused even the corporation of La Neuville to honour this
suburban »éunion with their presence, for Pourtois, who
possessed enough influence at election times to make him a
personage worth conciliating, had set his heart on crowning
hig trinmph by this official recognition, and in their own
interests the representatives of authority had thought it
wise not to refuse him,

Moreover, outside his inn he had no ambition. A proposi-
tion had been made to nominate him town councillor, but
he had declined the honour in words which there could be
no doubt had been suggested to him by his wife: “1 have
enough to do to sell my wine,” he said, ““and I have no time
for speechifying. I willnotstand myself, but I will helpin the
election of my friends,” and he had been as good as his word.
Thus his inn had become a sort of compulsory meeting-place
wliere many dangerous words were uttered and much adul-
terated wine was drunk. In this way, the stout man found
himself on the high road to making a fortune; but he did
not display any the more pride for that, and he was never
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above drinking with any carter who might stop at his door
for a nip of brandy or a pint of beer, especially if his wife was
not there to see, for 'he was very submissive to his better
half, and ill-natured people even said that when Pourtois had
tried to assert his rights as lord and naster soon after he
had been married, she had given him a sound thrashing.

Pascal, catching sight of the inn from the top of the hill,
hurried his steps like a good horse who scents the cool water
and oats of a halt® He did not recognise Pourtois’s narrow,
low, tumble-down tavern, with its moss-grown thatched
roof, in this large, spruce house with its white walls,
green shutters, and red tiles shining in the sun. The sign-
board and the branch of holly—which were a little out of
place on an inn which could without boasting style itself
a café—had alone been left unchanged.

The hill itself looked different. Formerly the whole slope
had lain uncultivated, and the common had stretched right
over the chalky valley to the .boundary wall of the Claire-
font park. Many a time had Pascal wandered amidst the
gorse below the Great Marl-Pit, which had not then been
exploited, setting traps to catch thrushes, but now every-
thing was so completely changed that he could not find one
of the traits which had rendered this country so charming
in his memory. He found it cut up by roads, sprinkled
with houses, open and accessible to everyone, and all its
wildness gone. He felt curious to know if the host would
be as changed as the place, and pushing open the inn-door
with its panes of frosted glass, he went in,

The room was cool and shadowy, and for a moment the
young man’s eyes were unable to penetrate the obscurity
after the glare of the sunlight outside, Soon, however,
they became accustomed to the darkness, and then he saw
three men sitting at a table, and, behind the counter,
which was very high and large and covered with bottles
neatlv arranced in rows a thin dark woman with a noelk
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marked face, a square jaw, and a full forehead, from which
the hair was drawn in smooth, flat bands. Two of the
three men were playing dominoes, and were so intent upon
their game that they did not hear Pascal come in. The
third looked up to see if the lady wasg at her post, then,
blowing a thick cloud of smoke from his pipe, continued to
watch the game. This man was so big that he looked ds if
he had been inflated, like a gold-beater’s skin balloon ; his
eyes could hardly be seen amidst the f8lds of flesh, and
there was not a hair upon his shiny skin. He was dressed
in grey trousers and a maroon, sleeved waistcoat, and his
feet were encased in wool-work slippers on which was de-
picted a hand of cards spread out like a fan, His enormous
gize at once enabled Pascal to recognise him as the pheno-
menal Pourtois. | '

‘“ It’s you to play, Fleury,” he said, in a thin, shrill voice,
which had a simply stupefying effect, proceeding as it did
from his vast chest.

Fleury, who was clerk to the magistrate at La Neuville,
was a man of about forty, and possessed a countenance of
the most unhealthy and repulsive ugliness. His lips were
generally covered with bleeding ulcers, which he dressed
with pieces of paper to keep them from the contact of the
air, and these pimples with their white coverings made his
mouth still more hideous than it naturally was and accentu-
ated its crafty and hypocritical expression. His grey, glassy
eyes showed hardly any of the whites, and the balls moved
80 continually and so quickly that at first they were calen-
lated to inspire a stranger with alarm. His ragged hair
was full of matted tufts, which stuck out in every direction
and gave the finishing touch to the horrible expression of
his face. He was always tidily dressed in black, but at the
present moment he was in us shirt sleeves and without his

10
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“hair and = very red face, Small gold rings hung from the
lobes of his ears ; a pair of yellow leather gaiters reached to
his knees, and he wore a waggoner's blouse, smocked at the
chest, neck and wrists, while on a chair beside him lay the
blue cloth cap with ear-flaps, which he wore summer and
~winter alike. His hands were nearly as thick as they were
lnng, and strong enough to stun an ox, and when he laughed
1t was so violently that his cheeks turned violet, and he
finished half-qﬁﬁbﬂated. He was always called Pére Tondeur
(1.¢. shearer), but whether that was his real name or a nick-
name given him on account of the way he generally treated
people with whom he had any dealings, was uncertain ; at
any rate, ever since Pascal was a child, he had never heard
him called otherwise. Pascal remembered seeing him
often in bygone times at his father’s, and when he went
away he always used to say: “ Very well, that’s agreed,”
which showed the good understanding there was be-
tween Carvajan and him. Tondeur was a timber merchant,
giving regular employment to two hundred wood-cutters in
the carrying out of the clearing contracts he made with the
government and with private individunals.

Pascal had seated himself at a table away from the three
men. There was a profound silence, broken only by the
buzzing of the flies which were dancing their rounds up near
the ceiling in black swarms, and by the sharp click of the
dominoes on the marble-table. From time to time Tondeur
Fleury nttered low exclamations and broken phrases, and
intermixed with the jokes domino-players generally
indulge in.

‘“ All white—proof of innocence.” ' :

“I play the six.” |

“Well, I follow with the double-six.”

;‘ And domino! Seven and three—ten, and seven-—seven.
"teen, which added to eighty-three make a hundred. Pére
Tondeur, you're done for.”
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“ Hasn’t be luck, that Flenry ! He’s got mine as well as
his own.”

“Shall we have one more game?”

“No. I must go up to the clearing to see how my men
are getting on.”

“Oh, stay here. You'lll get sunstroke if you go out in
this heat.”

“1I shall get domino-stroke if I stay herg |~ |

The three men burst into a loud Jaugh, and Fleury
wag just beginning to shake up the dominoes again when the
sound of a carriage stopping before the inn attracted every-
one’s attention. The huge Pourtois even rose with a gesture
of curiosity, but there was no need for him to disturb him-
self, for the door flew open before the pressure of a muscular
hand and a tall young man wearing a shooting-suit of
maroon velvet and leggings, and looking somewhat
excited, entered abruptly.

“You have some people here?” he said, glancing round
him, ‘So much the better. Here Pére Pourtois, just go
and look In my trap; you'll find a dangerous animal there
belonging to you, which you oughtn't to let run loose in
our woods. Thig time I bring him back to you, but next

time, ag sure as there 18 a heaven above us, I'll wring his
neck ! And I've told him so0.”

“ What, Monsienr le Comte? What?” asked the
astounded inn-keeper, deferentially removing his cap. “ An
animal belonging to me? An animal that you've told—"

*0Oh, go out to the carriage and then you'll understand,”
interrupted the young man, impatiently.

Light-footed Fleury was already there, As he locked his
sardonic face beamed, bis little eyes twinkled with malicious
merriment, his mouth opened in a burst of langhter, shgpwing
teeth as dark as cloves, and clapping his hands together, he
cried :

““Why, its Chassevent, with his four paws tied and looking
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just like a calf being taken to market! Ah, how happy he
looks on his straw! Straw’s a capital thing to ripen
medlars, but it doesn’t make a very comfortable bed for a
Christian, does it, old boy?”

A growl like that of atrapped wolf came from the light
cart, and supporting himself on his elbows and knees, a man
in a patched blouse and trousers with the legs covered with
leather, a red and brown kerchief tied over his grey hair and
his feet shod with waggoner’s boots, raised a thin face with
oblique eyes and a sinister-loocking mouth above. the side of
the vehicle, .

“ Do you want to get down, you old rogue?” said the
young count, and picking up his prisoner like a bundle of
rags he carried him into the inn at arm’s length and de-
posited him howling on one of the tables.

“«What muscle!” ecried Pere Tondeur, with 1mmense
admiration.

¢ But what a sad use to make of it,” put in Fleury, whose
access of gaiety had been calmed by a sudden reflection,
« Pourtois, get your wife’s seissors and cut these cords. Ob,
Monsieur Robert,” he went on, persuasively, “1is it worthy
of » man in your position to treat a poor fellow in such a
way "

" Pourtois’s huge hands had already unticd Chassevent, who,
finding himself free, sprang to his feet, rubbed his shoulders,
and catching sight of a full glass on a tray eagerly emptied
it.

«It’s made the beggar thirsty!” said Tondeur. “ But
what’s he been up to, Monsieur le Comte?”

« He's been setting snares in the Vente auz Sergents. It’s
the tenth time he’s done it within a month. No one could
find Wut who it was, but I suspected it was he, and 1 went
round this morning after the keepers had gone inand caught
my fine fellow in the very act. The snares are in my

pocket now.”
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He drew out a coil of brass wire, and throwing it in the face
of the poacher, who was very pale and had not uttered a word :

‘“ Here, -you scoundrel, here are your instruments of
labour ; but remember what I have told you! No more
proces-verbuua with you. You'll be sent before the magis-
trate and you'll get a week in prison, during which you’ll be
better fed than yvu are at home, where your daughtér is
obliged to pay even for your tobacco, 80 it will be all profit.
This morning I caught you and tied youYip and left you at
the foot of a tree for three hours, and that is all you'll get
thig time, but if you get up to your tricks again~"

Chasgevent’s tanned face gathered up in little wrinkles
“which ran over his skin like the ripples raised on a lake by
the wind. He did not raise his treacherous eyes, but he gave
vent to a scoffing whistle which brought the blood to the
voung count’s face.

““Ah, you vagabond !” he exclaimed, and he had already
raised his powerful hand to strike when Fleury stopped him
by designating with a glance Paseal sitting in a dark corner
of the room.

““ Monsieur Robert, let me beg of you-—before a stranger
too, There, you must take no notice of his bravado.
Chassevent is very wrong ; his conduet is most reprehensible,
hut your method of proceeding is altogether illegal. No
private individual has any right to interfere with the liberty
of another on his own authority—there are proper agents to
perform such tasks as those. It is not the magistrate’s
clerk who is speaking to you now, it is the man who, as you
know, is devoted to you although he deplores the violence
which gives rise to false impressions about you.”

“ The wrong I do myself has nothing to do with anyone
but me,” broke in the young man haughtily. ‘The
gendarmes busy themselves about everything except looking
after scoundrels, and ag for you, Fleury, you are a good-

fellow, but don’t interfere with my affairs.”
B
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“You shoud not refuse the loyal assistance of anyone,”
murmured the clerk, bending his head with an air of sorrow-
ful humility.

‘““You are not going away without taking some refresh-
ment, Monsieur Robert 1 exclaimed Pourtois, obsequiously.
“What may I offer you?”

*““Nothing, thank you,” said the young man, and feeling
in his waistcoat pocket he threw a piece of money on the
table, saying:

‘“ Here, this is for the stable-boy who has been holding
my horge.”

Then leaving the room without adding another word or
bestowing the slightest farewell nod, he climbed intc his
dog-cart and drove quickly off.

Chassevent had hardly seen him disappear amidst a cloud
of dust before he regained the power of speech., All the in-
vectives that had been on the tip of his tongue for the last
few moments now flowed forth in a torrent, and he struck
the table so violent a blow with his fist that the neglected
dominoes leapt on the marble,

‘“ Ah, you dog !” he yelled foammg with rage. “Ah, you
great coward ! I'll serve you out for this! Just for a few
wretched hares did he tie me up, as he told you, to a tree!
But he took me unawares you know, for ’'m not. afraid of
him !”

“Don’t brag,” returned Tondeur. * He could knock you
down with one blow.”

“What a thing to do! But next time, I'll take my
gun, and, as sure as we are standing here, I'll do for
him !”

““Come, come, Chassevent, you are not so angry'aé you
pretend,” interrupted Fleury, “and you are only talking
nonsenswa.”

““ Never, will I forgive him for what he has done to me,”
went on the poacher gloomily. ¢ When it gets about, the

-
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whole country-side will laugh at me. Oh, thomse Clairefunts!
When shall we have done with them 1"

He uttered a horrible cath and casting a sinister glance
at Ileury :

“Yes, only let Monsieur Carvajan look after the father.
I'll answer for the son.”

At the mention of this alominable partnership and %he
odious coupling of his father’s name with that of this vaga-
bond, Pascal sprang to his feet and, his fice crimson with
anger:

“I forbid you to utter Mousieur Carvajan’s name, you
scoundrel,” he cried.

“And why, if you please?” asked Chassevent in a toune
at once sneering and threatening.

“ Beeause he is my father.”

These words produced an immediate change in the attitude
of ail three men, TPourtois respectfully drew forward a
chair, Fleury pulled down his greasy coat and straightened
his erumpled cravat, while Chassevent touched the kerchief
which served him in place of a hat. Pourtois’s wife herself
deigned to smile over the counter between her two white
metal casli-boxes.

“Oh, s0 you are Monsieur Carvajan’s son?” said the
poacher. ‘That's a different matter altogether, for, don’t
you see, Monsieur Carvajan is the man for us and there’s no
fear that we should want to put him out. I have never so
much as taken a rabbit in his woods at La Moncelle, not
but what the place is swarming with them. Monsieur
Carvajan ¥ Why I'd do anything for him. If he wanted my
daughter for a servant he should have her to-morrow,
although she 1s a little proud, but she Las a right to be for
she’s pretty enough. I went round canvassing for Monsieur
Carvajan at the municipal elections, and these gentlemen
know how I drank his health the day he was made mayor,
drank it as it onght to be drunk in honour of a friend.
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Ah, I should think I do like Monsieur Carvajan—as much as
I bate the people opposite. But he jsn’t auy fonder of them
than I am and he'll rid us of them,”

- He shook his fist at the hill on which stood the Chéatean
de Clairefont, half-hidden by the trees, and becoming excited
again at the memory of his recent adventure - |

““Ah, you wretch! To tie me up like a dead crow, hung
in a field at the end of a stick! But Il serve you out for
it, or may what I"am going to drink polson me!”

And so saying he emptied at a draught a glass of beer
that Pourtois had just poured out for Pascal.

“Look here, Chassevent,” cried the angry innkeeper,
“we've had enough of your tales, and we’d much rather
listen to the gentleman, whom we are very pleased to see
back here again. I knew you when you were quite a child,
Monsieur Pascal ; many and many a time have you come
into my inn when you were out for a walk with that dear,
good lady, your mother. Oh, it is very different now to
what it was then, but you too have changed, and here you
are grown into a fine young man, you who used to be rather
lanky, if I may say so without offence.”

“You do not offend me,” answered Pascal, whose eyes
were bent on the ground as if he were absorbed In deep
thought. “Yes, all is indeed changed-—men and things
alike,”

“And all will be still more changed before long,” said
Fleury in hard tones. ¢There is war here between your
father and the Marquis de Clairefont, Monsieur Carvajan,
It is thirty years since the hostilities commenced, and now
they are drawing to an end. The folks up there are ruined
utterly, and they haven’t a ghost of a chance of retrieving
their fortunes; for it is your father who has them in his
power. You have arrived just in time to assist at the
 victory, so let me welcome you, Monsieur Pasceal ”

And the clerk held out a claw-like hand to the young
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man, which the latter no doubt did not see for he allowed it
to drop again without taking it. |

Standing upright and motionless he pondered, again
going over his recent adventure in his mind. He saw a
beautiful girl on horseback, riding slowly along uader the
cool dome of the treey, accompanied by a large deerhound,
A stranger jumped down into the lane before her and adked
her his way, and gravely and with a proud kindness she
acted as his guide. - As he was leaving hd, he respectfully
begged her to tell him her name, and it wag Mademoiselle
de Clairefont, the daughter of the man who was always
spoken of as his father’s enemy. Then Pascal fancied that
a shadow fell over the girl and that he saw her robed in
black, with her head bowed beneath the weight of cruel
grief and her lovely face drawn with anguish., She moved
along in silence, her eyes, red with weeping, fixed on the
ground, and she was all alone as if she were forsaken. The
oreen and flowery road had lost its summer splendour; the
trees, deprived of their leaves, trembled, dark and cold,
beneath the winter wind, and the whole picture was ex-
presgive of misfortune. How was it she was alone? Where
was her father? What had become of her brother, the
violent and rough young man that Pascal had seen but for
a moment? How was it that this adorable girl was left in
dreary solitude, and why was she weeping? Was old Car-
vajan the cause of this mourning and sorrow as these
scoundrels had said ?

Pascal’s heart swelled. Then he anxiously asked himself the
reason of this sudden interest in & girl of whose very existence
he had been unaware the day before, If pained him deeply
to think that she was going to suffer, and suffer through a
Carvajan, Would not he, who bore the hated name, be also
cursed by her? When, under the impulse of an irresistible
sympathy, he would have wished to throw himself at her feet, *

. T . O T ey [ T, [ T -z % X



99 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY.

tasks in an erfdeavour to make himself noticed and esteemed,
he found himself predestined to be loathed and scorned by
her.

The old Marquis de Clairefont, the athletic and violent
Robert, he had forgotten. He thought of her alone as
the unique incarnation of the family; it was her safety
alone which was threatened, it was her ruin which was being
50 1nyfully antmwted she was the victim delivered over to
these confederates who were gloating over their approaching
victory and congratulating him, Pascal, who alr eady longed
to crush them, on his arrival in time to agsist al the death.

He raised his head with the feeling that he was being
stared at, and he found that the eyes of the men around
hira were fixed on him, surprised that during the minutes
which had followed Fleury’s triumpbant words, he should
have stood mute and abstracted with his head bent on his
chest. He passed his hand over his forchead and eager to
know more of the plot which was being hatched against
Clairefont—

“I thank you for your welcome,” he said, foreing a smile,
“but let me tell you that I come from a land where the in-
terests which are prompting you would seem petty in the
extreme. 1 have travelled over the wildest and least civilised
_ parts of America, and seen thousands of acres serving ‘merely
as pasturage to innumerable herds guarded by detachments of
mounted shepherds ; and when in a year’s time I again passed
" through the countries that I had last seen as wildernesses I
have found villages which had sprung up as by enchantment,
I have ridden over mountains where the roadside pebbles
were of silver, I have passed by lakes of petroleum contain-
ing enough oil to light the whole of Europe for ten years
without being exhausted. I have walked over ficlds where

the vegetable mould was five yards deep and where the corn
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progress which was transforming a hemisphere. Then I
return home after ten years’ absence, and here I find you still
occupied with the same intrigues, stimulafed by the same .
hatred, consumed by the same desires. It is easy to see
that all is definitely ruled, measured and settled in our
France and that you have plenty of time to waste. I will:
assist at your little amusement since you invite me to db so,
but I warn you Lhat I am a little blasd and I do net promise
- you that I shall take much interest in th&®spectacle.”

And he burst into a laugh which, to Fleury’s ear, had a
fulse ring in it. The clerk felt alittle uneasy and he looked
closely at this son who treated With so much scorn a matter
which ‘held so large a place in hiy father's heart. He
thought it best to disclose the whole scheme to him so that
he should not regard it as of so little importance.

‘“ Here there is no question of petroleum lakes, nor silver-
mines, nor even of land which needs no manure,” he said
with crabbed sarcasm. ¢ We are not in the land of marvels,
but in France, where money is rarely easily gained, and
. where a really good speculation deserves attention and time.
Now, the Great Marl-Pit is in question, for this arid hiil
covered with heath and wild herbs containg millions beneath
its surface. Worked by that wool-gatherer, the Marquis de
Clairefont, it has been a source of ruin—in the hands of
your father and those who are with him, it would be a
gource of wealth. The whole neighbourhood is interested
in the estate of Clairefont changing hands, and you would not
find yourself uncomfortably lodged if you lived in the chitean
up there, Monsieur Pascal.. However dilapidated it raay be,
it'is better than the little house in the Rue du Marché.”

Pascal walked mechanically to the door and opened
it, and suddenly the Clairefont park sloping upwards on the
hlﬂ. side tc- the fﬂﬂt ﬂt‘ the long terrace which ran along
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of a cuckoo inshe distance, and beyond these shady trees, be-
hind those walls was the girl he was already dreaming of pro-
tecting. There was a great distance between her and himself
-—the whole width of this sterile valley in which were hidden
the treasures -of which Fleury had spoken. But still more
impassable was the line drawn by the slender whip which
had” cut through the air with such a whirr when he had
uttered his name, the dreaded name of Carvajan, which
to her startled eafs sounded like an omen of ruin.

“ A beautiful park,” murmured Chassevent’s hoarse voice .
behind him, “ and a pretty house ; my daughter works there
and she tells me about it.”*®

“] can see two thousand feet of trees to cut down,” ﬂdded
Tondeur, “and then there would be no gap.”

“We'll have a go at them, won't we old Crafty ?” said the
huge Pourtois. “They want sleepers for the railway, it'll
be just right.”

“ And behind the inn there are twenty acres or so that
we shall know how to flood and turn into some very pretty
meadows,” replied the wood-merchant.  “ Let’s live in
hope !”

Then, twisting the leathern thong of his whip round his
wrist :

““Come, we’ve gossiped long enongh. du revoir, boys,
Monsieur Carvajan, your servant.”

He gripped his friends’ hands, took off his hat to Pascal,
and walked heavily off towards the plateau.

The young man gazed after him thinking that, as he went
through the woods and along beside the park, old Tondeur
might meet perhaps the charming rider. Then, his ideas
taking another course, he thought anxiously of how the
occupants of Clairefont were living surrounded by secret and
bitter enemies. Had he not, but a few minutes before,
keard Fleury speaking familiarly to the ynung cnunt? Waa
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Aud did not Tondeur, whose business brought him into
frequent eontact with the marquis, wander over the estate
nearly every day, counting the old beeches and the great
oaks, and caleulating in advance his share of the common
booty? Down to the horrible Chassevent, whose daughter
worked at the chiteau by the day, and served as spy to the
dark band of whom Carvajan was the head. -

Thus, moment by moment as his father’s agents spoke,
did Pascal see all the springs of the snafe come to light.
He wanted to know all, and happening to look up and see
Fleury, who was making himself agreeable to the silent and
meditative Madame Pourtois, he®resolved to get to the
bottom of this warped mind. Drawing a silver cigar-case
from his pocket, he opened it and held it out to the clerk,

“ One can see that you have come from America,” said the
latter, looking at the havanas with slow admiration.

He chose one, and gnawing off the end, began to blow out
the smoke in thick clouds.

“If you are going back to La Neuville, we might go to-
oether.” |

““ With pleasure.”

And they left the inn, escorted to the door by the colossal
Pourtois,

When they were on the road, Pascal threw one last glance
at the high terrace where he fancied he could confusedly
see the elegant figure of a girl walking; then familiarly
taking Fleury’s arm he said with the frankness of a man
who feels he can speak in confidence :

“ Now we are alone, tell me about these Clairefonts.”

“ Oh, my dear sir, they are sinking deeper and déeper
every day. At the present moment they have only their
heads above water, and soon they won’t have even that.
The marquis is an, old fool, who for the last five-and-twenty
years has taken more pains to ruin himself than a good



26 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY.

nothing but* invent ploughs with double automatic shares
with which no one could plough, and rotary thrashers which
thrashed the grain into marmalade, it didn’t so much matter.
But one fine day he took it into his head to get up chalk by
hydraulic power, and then he dug all over his estate, built a
factory, and next mortgaged his land to meet the expenses
of 'the enterprise. It would have been better for him if he
had thrown himself down the Great Marl-Pit which is a hun-
dred and twenty yarde deep. The old fellow is about as fit
to manage an affair of that kind, as I am to set np sticks
for peas. It wanted some one who knew what he was about
to pull it off, and it was to the interest of the very one who
could have done it for the business to go wrong.”

Fleury winked his squinting eyes, gave vent to a httle
giggle, then went on:

‘“ Monsteur Pascal, your father is a man it is useless try-
ing to resist, and I would rather be on bad terms with the
devil than with him. The marquis knows now what he has
to expect, and he must bitterly regret the shabby trick he
played Mousieur Carvajan yvears ago.”

Pascal glanced at his companion enquiringly.

‘“ Oh, you were not born. It is a very old tale, but your
father knows how to reckon compound interest, and he lets
nothing go unpaid.”

“ But if the speculation you were speaking of turned out
80 badly, why take so much trouble to get it into his own
hands?” asked Pascal. |

“ Because, properly managed, it would be an excellent
one, Thelime from the Great Marl-Pit can bear comparison
with the best from Belgium ; it is better than that from
Senonches, and the whole hill which reaches from Clairefont
to Lisors is tremendously rich in it. There are millions
buried up there, and we shall know how to get them out.
We shall obtain permission to dig the commons by paying a
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as they like for more than a hundred years. * It means a
fortune for all those who belong to the syndicate directed by
Monsieur Carvajan--a sure and rapidly acquired fortune ! ”

' Fleury’s face was beaming, and he stretched out his
hand as though to grasp the riches he conld see the
future held.

‘“ Tt means the ruin of the marquis,” said Pascal,

“ Oh, complete,” .replied the clerk eagerly. ‘ He must
have given up trying to get lime by this tithe. All his pro-
perty is mortgaged, and the mortgage will very shortly be
foreclosed by your father who has advanced large sums to
him through other people. The marquis is simply stripped.
Je’s in a nice scrape, the old aristocrat !°]

“ Then hasn’t Monsieur de Clairefont anyone to help him
with his advice and strength t” '

« Well it wouldn’t be his son, the rough, handsome lad
you have just seen, who treats men as he does his dogs,
when they do anything wrong. Where should he find sense
enough to guide his father when he has not enough to
govern himself ¥ If it was a question of shooting a boar, of
driving a restive horse, of eating or drinking for & whole
evening, or of making love to a pretty girl, then you wounld
always find him ready and able. But do not ask him to do
any head-work ; he could not apply himself to it—he wounld
die of apoplexy if he did not live in the open air. And heis
the only man there is in the house, for I do not count the
Baron de Croix-Mesnil who only comes every now and then
to pay his addresses to Mademoiselle Auntoinette.”

At these words, Pascal stopped short as if he had seen an
“abyss suddenly open at his feet. A great pallor overspread
his face, and in a strangely-altered voice, he stammered :

‘“ Is he her betrothed 1” ‘

““ Yes. He is a nice voung fellow, a captain of dragoons
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" who will certainly slink off when he gees the piight his
future father-in-law will be in.”

Pascal breathed again. A horrible hope came into his
heart at the thought that Antoinette might be deserted.
He saw that his interests were the same as his father’'s—he
could expect nothing save by the ruin of the marquis.
Affttoinette dowerless was much nearer to him. Then he
shuddered as he surprised himself wishing that this disaster
might come to plas.

“What a heart I must have !” he said to himself. ¢ Can
I be as detestable as this Fleury who calmly gives me all
these details and coolly discounts the misfortunes of this
family ¥ Come, am I going to Join their abominable syn-
dicate? Shall T seek to obtain this lovely girl by infamous
means ?” :

He raised Lis head, stamped his foot on the ground and,
higs heart swelling with a bold hope. thus answered the
question his conscience had just put to him:

“No. Tt shall be by my devotion ! ”



CHAPTER II.

He who had dared to make so bitter and dangerous an enemy
of Carvajan was now an old man with wrirkled brow, hair
white as snow, bent shoulders and faltering gait, When he
was young he had been ecalled ‘‘handsome Clairefont,” and
the implacable hatred of which he was the object had had
its origin in a love adventure.

When the present marquis was born in 1816, the Restora-
tion was in the height of its power and brilliancy. His

father, enriched by the fortune of his wife—a pretty English-

woman he had married during his exile—had bought back
the ancestral chiteau and acquired an estate which brought
him in & hundred and twenty thousand livres a year, while
the favour with which he was regarded by Louis XVIII—
whose partner he had been at whist for over twenty-five
years, from Coblentz to Verona, and from Hartwell to Paris,
following the exiled monarch through all his wanderings—
had procured him the post of Gentleman of the Chamber

and the title of Commandeur de Saint-Louis ; in fact few of

the faithful soldiers who had spilt their blood before the
Republican cannon during the Vendean troubles, received as
substantial rewards for their heroism as did Monsieur de
Clairefont for the rubbers he had played. ‘
When he was thirteen years old, Count Honoré lost
his mother. It was the first real grief of his life and one
which would probably have left him inconsolable, had his

father allowed him leisure to indulge it. But the marguis
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give him some distraction, obtained his admission to the
court of Charles X in the quality of page. Honoré pleased
by his graceful vivacity. The Duchess de Berry took a
liking to him and deigned to caress the fair-haired boy, and
the son seemed destined to the same good fortune ag the
father, He was indeed already learning whist, when the
Re%olution, which delights to shuffle the cards of men and
kings, sent Charles X post haste to Cherbourg, where he
embarked for En®land. The marquis, whose whole life had
been passed in exile, did not think it wise to avoid the dull
life which he knew would be so brilliantly rewarded sooner
or later, and he therefore followed his sovereign to Garitz
and commenced to initiate his son into the art, which he
knew so well, of wooing misfortune.

This second emigration, the hardships of which were con-
siderably mitigated by the enjoyment of a considerable
fortune, lasted much longer than the marquis had thought
likely. The younger branch which had been planted on the
throne took ront strongly, and Honoré de Clairefont, who
bad gone to the foreign land a boy, grew up there and be-
came a man, and as he grew older, curious dissimilarities
sitowed themselves between his character and that of his
father.

Just as the companion of the Comte de Provence was
frnﬂlnus, sceptical and overflowing with the somewhat
vicious wit and graces of the eighteenth century, so was
the page of the Comte d’Artois generous, enthusiastic and &
firm belitver in the utilitarian theories of the new epoch.
His father, who was ignorant to a truly aristocratic degree,
“seeing his son’s inclination to studious pursuits, laughed at
an application which he thought deplorably plebeian.

“¥or what are you preparing yourself, my boy ?” he said
to Honoré, “ Do you wish to be a mechanic or a trades-
*man? There i3 but one science that a man of vour rank
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is the only one of which you know nothing. 2t distresses
me to find you have the tastes of a miserable tutor, for they
will give people a wrong impression about you and will
hinder your advancement in the world. You must have
inherited these ideas from your mother’s side—she had
some drapers in her family in the time of that rascal Crom.-
well—for the Clairefonts never studied anything, except
how to fence and to spend their revenues royally. Their
birth taught them emough about other things.”

This sarcasm did not convert Honoré who found relief in
his studies from the dull life he led at the melancholy court
of the unthroned monarch. He was devoted to physics and
chemistry. He had made the acquaintance of un exceed-
ingly learned man, a retired professor of the University of
Jena, whose liking he had gained by his attentions, and
with him he passed some delightful hours in & study fitted
up a8 a laboratory. One morning, when a particularly loud
explosion bad taken place during an experiment, his father
banteringly asked him what it was he was making with so
much noise, and as Honoré, who stood in great awe of the
marquis, made uo answer :

“If it is the elixir of long life, that my friend the Comte
de Saint-Germain pretended he possessed, you would do
well to give e a little bottle of it, for I have not felt very
well for some time.”

The young count, feeling uneasy; spoke to his father’s
doctor, but their care was of no avail and the marquis died,
his anly disease being that he was eighty-four years oldy

Thus Honoré was hardly of age when he found himself
rich, free, and tolerably tired of living in a foreign land. Car-
ing very little about sulking in the salons of an exiled prince,
and scarcely more than a boy, he returned to France and
hastened to see Clairefont once again. The air of his native
country threw him into a strange ecstasy and he felt that
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novel sensalion for hun The bloed cﬂuraed through his
veins at an unwonted rate, he-thought less of his chemical
formulee, neglected his laboratory, a.nd ,mavde up hra mmd to
pass the winter in Paris, -

The marquis bhad died a little tn:m 00N, H helhad seen
Honoré gambling, going to suppef parties and all-the
rést of it, he would have borne away with him the comfort-
mg conviction that the name of Clairefont had not descended
to a scholarly pedant. The young man joined the Jockey
Club, thep not long founded, ran his own horses, was well
anjwn behind the scenes at the opera, and, as his income
was not sufficient fur his expenses, cheerfully broké into his
capital.

Every summer he passed two or three months at Clane- -
font for the shooting, throwing La Neuville into a state of
stupefied amazement by the style of his carriages and the
splendour of his receptions, The most extraordinary tales
were told about the fétes the young lord provided for his
friends. It was said that eighty bottles of champagne had
been drunk at one dinner; that women dressed like men
joined in the shooting-parties, and that one of them had
even lodged some lead in the calves of one of the beaters as
ahe was shooting at a deer. The wounded man had been
recompensed for his pain by a gift of two thousand francs—
a little fortune! The peasants were deeply impressed, and
the days that there was any shooting, they carefully placed
themselves in dangerous places in the hopes of getting a
similar windfall. | '

Honoré was & handsome man, of middle height and with -
fair hair and very soft blue eyes, and when he drove through
the town in his tilbury, the hoofs of his horses making the
window-panes rattle again, more than one woman came to
the window to peep, and many hearts beat the quicker for
‘his sake. But what was there to hope from an exquisite
who was said to have had marvellous luck in his love affairs
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at Paris and to bind and Bold -with the “mame: flowsry
chainy the nyost celebratgd actresses and the ‘proudest
couart }_adies-? . l_n_d yet.amr event was on the eve of coming
" to pass which caused an immense sensation in the neigh-
bourhood and exercised a tremendous influence over the life
of the marquis. )

Tn the Ruedu Marché, near the public fountain, the c8u-
tinual sprinkling from which had stained the walls with a
greenish moisture, there stood a low and® narrow house,
 with a pointed, slanting gable and sash-windows with green
glass bull’s eye panes. Above the door hung a black board
bearing these words: “ Géatelier, Dealer in Hay, Qats and
. Fodder.” And the little shop on the grnundaﬂnnr was filled
with sacks of grain, while in a vast case which was fastened
to the wall, jars of samples hardly ewer moved were growing
mouldy under the dust. But this damp, dull, littie house
into which the sun never shone seemed a bright and lumi-
nous abode to the marquis, for one market-day when his
‘carrige had come to a stand-still through a block in the
road he had cast an absent glance at the sombre interior
and had been dazzled by the sight that met his eyes.
Seated at the open window, her fingers busy with some
embroidery, was a young girl, fair as one of Raphakl's
Madonnas. Her skin was ivory white, her mouth dreamy
and tender, her blue eyes were fringed with long dark
lashes and there was the delicate, charming grace about
her of a flower which is drooping for want of sun and air.

The carts which had stopped the way had gone on, the
- peasants who were driving their bargains with the aid oi
" much shouting and pounding of fists had gone to a neigh-
bouring” inn, the road wus clear and the marquis’s horses
- were impatiently pawing the ground, and still their master
stayed with his eyes fixed on the window which served as
s frame for a picture of such exquisite beauty, forgetting

where he was, indifferent to the stare of passers-by, disdain-
C
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~ ing the remarks of the middle-class townspeople, absorbed
in admiration, and ardently longing to get out of his
carriage to draw near to the girl who had made so deep an
impression on him, The sound of a tinkling bell, put in
motion by the opening of the shop door, disagreeably aroused
him from his ecstasy, and he glanced regretifully at the
difty street and the old dark house, wondering by what
irony of fate this pearl should dwell in such a dust-heap.
Then he felt a'sort of magnetic attraction—a man had
come to the door and leaning against the door-post was
directing the irritating gaze of his)yellow eyes upon the
marquis. Monsleur de Clairefont calmly examined this im-
pertinent individual from the height of his secat. He saw
that he was small and thin, with a sly-looking face in which
shone two eyes which possessed an expression of remark-
able vivacity. He was dressed like a workman in a waist-
coat of gray ratteen and green corduroy trousers, worn
at the knees. As he was still staring at him, the girl
raised her head and noticed Honoré stationed before
the shop. She blushed, turned away her head, put
on an air of indifference, and, leaving her seat, moved to
the obscure end of the shop, where the marquis heard her
say in a soft, musical voice:

‘“ Finish your accounts, Carvajan, instead of looking into
the street.”

The clerk shook his head as though to chase away some
disagreeable thought, turned once more his sombre threaten-
ing face towards the young nobleman, then slowly let go of
the door which swung to with a rattle of its panes. Honoré
touched his horses with the whip, and turning to his servant
who was sitting on the back seat with folded arms and im-
passive face

“Who 1s that pretty girl 1” he asked with an affectation -
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man. “She is well known round here : her ngme is Edile,
but she isg generally called the belle grainetidre.”

“ Is she straight ?”

“Oh, perfectly, sir. er father is pretty well off,
and if she has any ambition she could marry at least a
bailiff.” .

“And who'’s that fellow with a face like a fox who wasat
the door ?”

“ That’s Carvajan, the shopman. He's = knowing, hard-
working lad, who keeps the shop going, for old Gateljer
spends more time at the tavern than he does in looking
after his business.”

Monsieur de Clairefont nodded his head to signify that
he knew all he wished to learn, and the well-trained lackey
resumed his solemn silence. |

After that, Honoré was confinually to be seen passing
through the Rue du Marché. He invented pretexts for £o-
ing into the town, walking down the steep slope leading
from Clairefont to La N euville, where the tradespeople met
him meandering along with his stick under hig arm, lost in
thought. His conduct gave rise to endless gossip. What
motive could the marquis have in walking through these
streets paved with stones so rough that they cut the feet,
when he had the velvety paths of his park ¥ For whom did
he come ?

Carvajan knew well for whom it was—Carvajan who from
~an attic window watched the young man every time he

walked through the street. From the very first, he had
| stinetively known that it was Edile who was the attraction,
and a sudden wild and implacable hatred had arisen in his
heart, He had felt that his ambition, which was to succeed
his master, and his happiness, which would have been tq
marry this charming girl, were being threatened at one and
the same time, and that his plans, which he had so carefully
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Gatelier, were being compromised merely through the
caprice of an aristocrat.

He would turn pale with rage when he heard the firm sharp
step of the marquis on the pavewent, during the hours when
everyone else was shut up at home overcome by the heat.
He pondered all sorts of terrible schemes of vengeance, and
a8 he leant out of his garret with his eyes fixed on his
enemy, he thought of how providentially a picce of stone
falling from the-high gable of the old house could put an
end to the adventure, and unconsciously he dug Lis fingers
into the crevices of the wall. One day a fragment of mortar
falling on the shoulder of the marquis made him look up,
and in the shadow of the window he distinguished a face
with two gleaming, tiger-like eyes. Honoré realised the
danger and afterwards took care to walk on the other side
of the way—he had recognised the man who had taken up
the position of an enemy the first day he had seen him.

The marquis made inguiries and found that Gételier's
clerk was the son of a Spanish non-commissioned officer
named Juan Carvajal who had come to France in the train
of King Joseph in 1813. He had settled in La Neuville
and had gained a scanty living by writing letters, &c., for the
peasants, and Carvajal Juan being contracted into Carvajan
by the colloguial pronunciation of the country-people, this
altéred form of the name became the one that was always
used.

But 1f the cornchandler’s clerk had inherited a French name
from his father, it was not the same with his character or his
temperament. Intelligent and comparatively well-educated
owing to his origin, he had a most passionate and vindictive
nature. He was a man to patiently wait his time to strike
an euvemy, but, when the moment came, to slaughter and
to show no mercy.

He had entered Gatelier’s service nhen he was ﬂlxteen
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can obtain over the rustic population. Ile ¥as too am-
bitious to limit his ideas to the making of a fortune, and
he dreamed of creating for himself an important position in
the province. He carefully watched the social changes
which were taking place in France, and, foreseemg the pre-
dominance of the wealthy middle-class, he determined to be
a rich bourgeois and to have the whole arrondissement under
his control. Thus the Marquis Honoré had a formidable
adversary to eontend against, though he Whs (quite uncon-
scious of the fact.

The Neuville fair which takes place on Saint Firmin’s
day, fell that year on Sunday the twenty-fifth of September.
This fair answers the double purpose of giving the little
town an opportunity of enjoying itself and also of treating
about business affairs, for the large land-owners and farmers
of the district come in throngs to the four days’ fair where
large sales of horses, cattle and cereals take place. 0Old
Gitelier had always made his provision for the winter at
this fair. It was then that he met the farmers and struck
" his bargains seated at a table at the Café du Conumerce
with the aid of numerous nips of spirit. Not for an hour
during the whole three days was the cornehandler sober,
and, strange to say, the more tipsy he was the harder
were the bargaing he drove. As his mouth opened, his purse
closed. On the third day the good man was plways as round as
a barrel, all his purchases were completed, and he was
carried to his own home, there to sleep himself sober.

While their elders settled their business, the younger
people gave themselves up to pleasnre, and the public ball,
which was then held in a tent erected before the mayoralty,
was always crowded, All the middle-class population of La
Neuville went to it, and the high families 1n the neighbour-
hood put in an appearance from a feeling of friendly conde-
seonaion to their farmers. whose wives and dauchters looked
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customary for the gentry to dance at least one dance,
and Carvajan thought with a thrill of hatred that the young
marquis would be able to ask Edile to be his partner and
then to talk to her, while he would have to stand by power-
less to interfere.

To his great surprise Honoré did not appear at the ball
the first day of the féte. He showed himself in the market-
place, chatted with the farmers, paid attention to their
daughters, speut money at all the stalls, distributed his
purchases amongst the children who flocked round him,
found a pleasant word and smile for all, and then withdrew,
saying he had a violent headache, while Edile langhed,
danced, and amused herself, affecting such ntter indifference
that Jean, freed from his apprehensions, relaxed his watch-
fulness. He even began to think that the marquis’s cap-
rice was but a passing one, and that some other fantasy had
already put it out of his head ; and so he took confidence,
and laughing at his own fears about his compromised
future and lost happiness, displayed an unusual flow ﬂf’
spirits.

On the Sunday, he competed in the games of skill pre-
pared for the young men, with the passionate earnestness
which was natural to him, and gained several prizes, The
marquis had not been seen, and it was said that he was ill,
80 for a few hours Carvajan was completcly happy. His
heart expanded, his nerves were strung to the pitch of en-
joyment, and he led the dance with indefatigable zeal. At
midnight, just as the ball was at its height, he looked for
Edile to ask her to be his partner, He could not find her,
e asked all Gatelier’s friends after her, but no one had
seen her. Carvajan's limbs trembled, a mist floated before
his eyes, and he was choked by a terrible palpitation of the

heart. He had a presentiment that he had been tricked,
and that the maranide aheornrae waoe itk a ki ) -
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master mcapable of putting two ideas togethes, or of walk-
ing a yard, and then he ran to the Rue du Marché, hoping
that Edile, feeling tired, had gone home, but before he

reached the house he saw that it was all dark, and that
there was no light in the young girl’s room. He went in,
hastened up the stairs which echoed mournfully beneath
his feet, and knocked at the door. There was no answer,
and for a moment he stood dazed, listening to the dull,
quick beating of his heart ; then, overwheled by the sense
of his helplessness, he sat on the stairs and wept for rage as
much as grief,

He remained there a long while, pondering terrible
schemes of vengeance, while the noise of the fate and the
musiz of the orchestra sounded in his ears, deadened by
the distance. Then one idea gleamed br:ght in his anger-
clonded brain. Perhaps Edile was at Clairefont, perhaps
there was yet time to tear her from the marquis. He
rushed downstairs, and then along the rugged road of the
plateau. He did not take more than n quarter of an hour
to climb the steep hill, and he tore like a madman .to the
park-gate, which he found open. A carriage and two vigor-
ous post-horses stood before the chiteau ; he heard the door
close with u bang which seemed to shake his very heart,
and just as the coachman was about to start, he ran for-
ward. In the darkness of the carriage he could confusedly
see the forms of a man and woman, and with a moan he
seized the handle of the door, and opened it, crying :

« Yodile !

He was answered by a stifled exclamation, while at the
same moment a muscular hand seized the collar of his coat
and threw bim back, and an imperious voice said :

“Drive onl”

Carvajan saw that nearly every chance was gone, and
that it needed but a turn of the wheels to place betweey
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“bridge over:, Making a last attempt, he sprang to the
horses’ heads, shouting :

“ Edile, get out ! There is yet time! I will not let you
go!”

The horscs were prancing and impatiently champing their
bits. The same imperious voice, now slightly shaking with
anger, spoke again :

“Let us have an end of this! If he does not C0 away
. cut him across the face with your whip.”

The coachman raised his arm, there was a swishing sound,
and Carvajan, with bleeding cheek, and chest bruised by
the earriage-pole, fell to the grounnd. _

When he regained consciousness, the courtyard was dark
and silent, and in the distauce on the Parig high road, look-
ing like two stars, shone the lanterns of the carriage which
was bearing away Edile and her seducer. Carvajan rose to
his feet, and with dry eyes and aching heart walked back to
the Rue du Marché, where old Gitelier had Just been put to
bed. He went to his master, tried to arouse him, shouted
in his ear that his daughter had gone away, that she had
eloped with Monsieur de Clairefont.

“Carried off, do you hear ?” he yelled, digging his fingers
into the arm of the old drunkard. “ Carried off by that
scoundrel —”

Ah, ah—carried off,” hiccoughed Gatelier, in whose
brains there still lingered some dim notions of commercial
enterprise. “ Carried off—but you know, Carvajan, the
carriage, as in all our deliveries, must be paid by the buyer.”

The clerk left go of the wretched old man who at ouce
dropped into a heavy sleep again, and going up to his attic
Carvajan threw himself on his bed, consumed with shame
and anger,

However, fidile’s flight, which seemed destined to upset
all Carvajan’s plans. resulted most hannilo fax iy fao 1.
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turns out for the best, even misfortune. Gitelier, forsaken
. by his daughter, could find no other remedy for his grief
but an increase of drunkenness, He simply lived at the
Café du Commerce, and from morning to night he was to
be seen there, hisg ¢yes glaring, his speech thick, while the
table which was reserved for him became covered with his
empty glasses. Completely besotted, he no longer paid aﬁy
attention to his business, never mentioned his daughter's
name, left the direction of his house entire y to Carvajan,
and in three years his shop acquired an importance it had
never had when it was Gatelier who settled his bargaing bLe-
tween his drinks.

Carvajan, cold, methodical, active and exact, went all
over the district visiting the farmers and advancing money
to those who were embarrassed, taking as security the fields
of oats or barley as they stood, and thus laying the founda-
tions of an agrarian bank, which in Jater life was of the
utmost importance to him, both from a financial and poli-
tical point of view. |

At the beginning of the fourth year, Gitelier died. Hijg
Tuneral was very largely attended, for all his drinking
companions were there, His daughter, who arrived the
n1ufning the burial took place, went straight to the Rue du
Marché, whence she went to the church with Carvajan,
dressed in black, and wearing a thick crape veil, which hid
her face completely. After the ceremony, she returned to
the Rue du Marché, and left La Neuville again that evening,
after remaining shut up with Carvajan the whole day.

The following morning the house-painter was summeoned
and told to erase the old inscription from the door and to
put the name of Carvajan in the place of Gatelier, and thus
La Neuville learnt that the clerk had become the head, and
had succeeded to his master’s business. But what contract
had been approved by Edile, ar what agreement had been
arranged between her and the man who had so dearly loved
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her, no one ever knew. She never returned to La Neuville,
and there was a vague report that she was living in Paris,
while some of the towns-people who set up for being well-
informaed about what was passing in the capital, said that
the marquis had soon tired of the pretty villager, and had
left her, after haudaﬂmely setting her up in a large under-
clothing shop. Edile had in fact married a bureaucrat with
whom she Inre;:l very happily, and that was the common-
place conclusion of her love-tale. For some time Carvajan
went about looking pale and sad, but no one dared to ques-
tion him, although the curiosity was general, for this thin,
angular little man had a way of staring at the importunate,
which put an end to any familiarity.

From this time Carvajan lived but for his hatred and
ambition, and he was not distracted from one by the other,
for both had the same object in view, and the progress that
was made by the one was also made by the other. His
ambition was to overthrow and take the place of the Mar-
quis de Clairefont, who occupied the highest position and
possessed the largest fortune in the province, and his hatred
would be amply satisfied when this twofold result was ob-
tained. A man who ardently and persistently pursues one
aim in life is invincible, and Carvajan, who was endowed
with an imperious will and inexhaustible patience, was de-
termined to subordinate every act of his existence to the
slow, sure pfeparutic}u of his vengeance,

He knew that the result he was aiming at he would perhaps
have to wait years to attain, but he was impassively prepar-
ed to go on working at his subterranean mine, until the day
when a last blow would bring about the final downfall. The
absence of the marquis had in no wise lessened the violence
of his feelings, for he had but to look up to remember,
There on the hill was the white wall of Clairefont, and there

was the spot where he had arrived after a breathless course
to rescue Edile on the nivhit of the faiv ™ That ha (Mavvaian
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should have been so completely duped by that lad of a
marquis ! Although it was ten years ago he turned pale
with anger and humiliation at the thought.

From a distance he watched Honoré’s life, and noted with
a ferocious joy that the aristocrat’s fortune was diminishing
as his own augmented. Monsieur de Clairefont, soon tired
of his frivolons existence, had returned to his scientific
amusements, and had started various indugtrial enterprises
not one of which succeeded. His mind was more quick
than well-balanced, more impetuous than practical; he
would take up an idea, follow it for & time, and think of
nothing else, then, after a great waste of time and money,
abandon it for another. Carvajan, who received exact in-
formation about all these costly experlments laughed
sardonically and said :

“You will see that there will be no need for me to
iterfere ; he will ruin himself.”

One day some news which thrilled Carvajan with sombre
joy was spread through the town. The marquis had returned
to his estate. A carriage bearing a coat-of-arms had been
geen waiting at the railway-station, and a gentleman had
come by the train, a dim shadow of the brilliant seigneur
who had turned all the feminine heads in La Neuville in
bygone times. Carvajan, wishing to ascertain for himself
the presence of his enemy, climbed the hillside and from the
road saw the chiteau windows thrown wide open. For a
long time he stayed at the edge of the terrace, plunged in
gloomy meditation, and when evening was drawing on he
saw Honoré walking slowly amidst the flower-beds. Carva-
jan hardly knew him, so altered was he. The figure which
used to be so lithe and slender had broadened, the handsome
charming features were not so clearly cuts the hair was
very thin, He was still a fine, noble-looking gentleman,
but he was no longer the good-looking youth with the
womanish graces which had made him so fascinating, Car-

*
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vajan watched him with his piercing eyes, and when he had
seen him disappear round a bend in the path :

“So you are imprudent enough to return within my
reach,” he said, stretching out a menacing hand in the
direction in which the marquis had gone, “ Very well, we
will see which will win.”

And slowly he returned to the dark and gloomy little
house where he fostered his hatred in solitude.

Honoré was fated to astonish the inhabitants of La
Neuville. As before he had led a mad, noisy existence, so
he now lived a retired and industrions one. He was
agsiduous in his endeavours to improve hig lands and make
the most of his woods. He seemed to have peculiar ideas
about everything for he turned most of the spare ground
about the chétean into meadows and erected a model dairy,
while in the midst of the Clairefont woods he set up a steam
saw and began to effect some important clearings. He was
constantly to be seen inspecting his works and he never
seemed so happy as when in the midst of his workmen.
He applied all sorts of improvements of his own invention
to the processes of felling the trees and was always ready
to put his hand to the work when the apparatus did not
act. 'The rest of his time he passed in a turret-room filled
with physical and chemical apparatus, and where he had
had a furnace constructed for his chemical experiments, and
be lived there in the glow of light which fell through the col-
oured panes of the large old windows like some Doctor Faust.
A servant had one day burnt his hands terribly with a phial
of acid, and since then the marquis had given the task of
tidying the laboratory entirely to a confidential valet who
had accompanied him everywhere and was very devoted to
nim. This gave rise to extraordinary tales about this room
which was now surrounded with mvetere T+ waoe aatd 45 e
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evening the windows of the turret were illumined with a
fantastic glow, the passers-by watched with terror the
gleams which shot out amidst the darkness in the distance.

He had no doubt discovered a secret way of manuring his
fields and fertilising his meadows, for since he had interested
himself in agriculture his harvests were immense. |

““Our master certainly gets fine wheat and plenty of hay,”
said his farmers enviously; * but he knows how much his
crops bring him in. We don’t what manufes he uses, but
they cost a great deal and perhaps they’re not right for men
to use.”

Carvajan, who did not believe in witcheraft, saw at once
how he could turn the marquis’s new line of conduct to his own
advantage. In the visits he was constantly paying all over
the arrondissement, he said to the farmers :

“ Well, my good friends, you have an unexpected rival.
Mousieur Honoré is growing crops and sending his milk to
market. He has the means of working on a largé scale, and
you must expect a fall in prices, for of course he doesn’t
want the money and he will undersell you.”

In this way he indirectly excited discontent. He had
already found an ally in Tondeur the wood-merchant, who-
could not watch in silence Monsieur de Clairefont cutting
down his own ocaks and sending them direct to the great
ship-building yards to be used for ships and harbour works ;
while what made him most wrathful of all was the steam-saw
that the marquis used. On that point he could never say
enough. |

“What !” he would exclaim to his boon companions at
the inn. “ Here are we poor wretches with only our arms to
get us a living, and here’s this man, with all his mMoney,
lessening our chances of employment by using machines
which go by themselves. A wood-cutter can only get two
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work for that. There are more workmen now than there
18 work for them to do.” ‘

As a matter of fact, the steam-engine and the saws of
Honoré’s invention, not only brought in no money but cost
a great deal. But by lowering the rate of wages the timber-
merchant attaiued the double epd of doing the marquis con-
sidderable moral harm and of making a good deal of money.

Yet, in spite of all that Carvajan and his clique could say,
the popularity®™of the chiteau was still great and the work
of destruction which was begun was evidently not to be
finished in a day.

In 1847, Monsienr de Clairefont having stood as a
candidate at the elections for the General Council with the
support of the Royalist committees, had won by a large
majority, utterly defeating Zéphyre Dumontier, the wealthy
miller of the valley, who represented the Republican party.
Tiie electoral campaign had been a hardly-fought one, and
Carvajan had shown himself so strongly in favour of Honoré’s
opponent that the miller’s daughter was struck by his
behaviour and thought that what the cornchandler was doing
from hatred he was doing from love. Carvajan was too
practical not to profit by the advantages he possessed in the
damsel’s imagination, and six months later he married her
with a dowry of a hundred thousand francs.

"The following year, the marquis married also, marrying
for love instead of for money as his father had done. His
bride was the younger daunghter of the Baron de - Saint
Maurice whose estates were near those of Monsieur de
Clatrefont, and who was an old man of great pride and little
fortune, possessed with a great sense of his own high rank
and important position, which aristocratic ideas he had
transmitted to his elder daughter, Mademoiselle Isabelle.
The new marchioness, who was a simple, sweet-tempered
woman, bore her husband two children, Robert and
Antoinette, and was during her too Lrief lifetime the angel
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of the housechold. When at thirty-five years' of age she
died, she took with her all the wisdom of the house and left
Honoré an easy prey to his inventive mania which had
become more intense and more costly as he grew older.

Robert was thirteen and Antoinette ten when they lost
their mother, and to take her place they had only a father
absorbed in schemes of a scientific Utopia, and an old
maiden aunt, whom celibacy had made decidedly masculine,
and who was fifty years behind current ideas.

Mademoiselle Isabelle had deserted the little Chiteau de
Saint-Maurice to take up her abode at Clairefout, and while
her brother-in-law passed his life in making discoveries
- which were admirable in theory but ruincus in practice,
she taught her young niece to ride, shot in the park with
her hephew, and astonished everyone by her decided tone,
her strange theories and her outspokenness, though at heart
she was the most moral woman that ever lived, and so ugly
into the bargain that no one could ever have conceived the
shadow of an improper thought about her. She was ignor-
ant to the point of saying that Henri IV was the son of
Henri III, and had a brusque sensitiveness which was
almost an inclination to grumble. She had nearly a beard,
and if anyone had so far forgotten himself as to call her
madame instead of mademoiselle she would have bheen cap-
able of boxing his ears. Never had so many barbarisms
fallen from one mouth before, A very ordinary expression
of hers was : ' '

“ My nephew rides like a bucentaur.”

The marquis had tried to tell her of the education of
~ Achilles and the lessons of the centaur Chiron and to make
her see the difference between a man-horse and the barge of
the doge of Venice, but she had answered readily :

“My dear, leave me alone with your ¢correctments.’
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know what mean, and until now ynur son and danghter
have understood what I wished to say. ~ The rest can go*
hang! Qur forefathers didw’t know as much as you doy

and things couldn’t have gone better than they did in their
time,»whereas nowadays everything is in a regular ‘ca-
cﬂphnn} >

" His Aunt Isabelle had exercised 2 most harmful influence
over Robert’s character. From his childhood she had petted
the young coult with a rough affection, aud had led him to
think that the world had been created for the special plea-
sure and use of the Clairefonts and Saint Maurices, and
that the other living beings who happened to be on it were
merely the humble servants of these two noble families.

And Robert, who was a handsome, good-natured, ruddy-
complexioned boy, gifted with an extraordinarily idle mind
and a prodigiously active body, did credit to his Aunt
Isabelle’s system of education and showed himself the most
ardent sportsman, the deepest drinker, and the boldest lover
in the department. There was something of the masculine
and brutal grandeur of the feudal lords abont him, and
when her brotherin-law bewailed his son’s idleness and
turbulent ways, old Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice would
say with pride :

¢ Yes, you are quite amazed at him, no doubt. You are
a Clairefont of to-day, he is a Clairefont of the past.”

As for Autoinette, she had developed into a charming,
simple, modern young lady, in spite of her aunt’s tumultu-
ous teaching. She was not at all like a marchioness in her
manners, which were as sweet and gentle as her brother’s
were nolsy, and by varied reading she had managed to learn
a great deal without neglecting the physical exercises of
which old Mademoiselle Isabelle was such an ardent up-
holder. She was tall and exquisitely proportioned ; her
eyes were dark, shining, and full of expression, her face was
oval and fresh-complexioned, and when her curved lips were
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parted, two rows of smgll, even white teeth cowld Be seel,
~.while, notwithstanding her height, she had tiny hands and
feet. There was an air of chegrful good-nature about her ;
one felt that she was healthy in mind and body—indeed
she was suggestive of a firm ripe peach, delightful alike to
eye and taste.

Shie adored her father whom she spoilt like a child. The
dnly one in the house who paid any attention to his scien-
_tific theories, she tried hard to understamd them, and,
when she did not succeed, confidently admired them all the
‘same. She drew clear copies of his plans and filled them in
with water-colours to Monsieur de Clairefont’s intense de-
light; and the touching admiration he read in his daughter’s
eyes was the sweetest triumph the marquis could have had,
It was, besides, his only one, for nover had so unlucky an
inventor existed. Not once had Monsieur de Clairefont—
whose fertile brain was constantly filled with fresh ideas—
obtained a result of any practical use. He devoted himself
to tréying to find some bold and profitable improvements in
agricultural matters ; bold his inventions certainly were—
some people indeed called them mad—but profitable they
were not, except as far ag the men who sold the apparatus,
the chemical products and the other costly things needed
to carry out his ideas were concerned.

Aunt Izsabelle expressed her opinion on her brother-in-law’s
reasoning monomania with perfect frankness,

“ You've got a tile loose,” she told him. ‘ You're not
mad enough to be shut up in a lunatic asylum, and you've
not got enough sense to be left free. Youll squander all
your money on your ‘machinations,” and when it’s all gone,
neither you nor I will know where to get any more from.
In olden times a good lettre de cachet would have calmed
you down, but now one can get nothing of the sort, and in

the meantime you're throwing everything away.”

I L] 1 L 1-
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uttered by ihe old virago almost at the top of her voice,
and only answered :

“One of these days, sister, I shall find what I am seeking,
and you will be astounded by seeing me make a fortune
which will be envied by our largest merchants, for with one
stroke I shall gaiu riches and renowmn.”

"% And then people will say: ‘Clairefont, dealer in this,
or manufacturer of that.’! A fine renown indeed! When
you married my sister, you still had eighty thousand franes
a year. It wasa good income, and you should have kept
within it and have laid something by to give your children.
But you prefer to lavish it on science, and allow yourself to
be taken in by swindlers who charge you a tremendous
- price for little odds and ends not worth twopenee, and never
think of the future. DBut you have enemies, and you know
the proverb—¢ You shouldnt count without your hoist.’ ”

““ Without your host, my dear sister,” corrected Honoré,
gently,"and, with a shake of his head, which was already
white, he went up to his turret again, where he found de-
licious repose in throwing himself into the problems which
were such a source of Joy to him although not of fortune.

In spite of the anxiety that the daily diminution in the
marquis’s financial resources caused his family, the occu-
pants of Clairefont were happy, and this was not the case
in Carvajan’s house, notwithstanding the notorious incrense

of influence he had gained and the carefully-concealed
ﬂ*ﬂwth of his wealth,

- For the last ten years, the little house in the Rue du
’ﬂ.:trche.. had remained just the same as when it was occupled
by old Gatelier, except that now it was Carvajan and his
family wiho lived their hardworking lives there instoad of
the tipsy old cornchandler. The illusions of Monsieur

Dumontier’s daughter had been speedily dissipated, and she
had shied manv hitter teare cines ohe bhad Fiommarmean T 1. 4.
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child was the only bright spot in her life, and she devoted
herself to him with passionate ardour. Little Pascal was
her all—her present and her fnture; his smile made her
forget her sorrows, and she cheerfully acquiesced in Carva-
jan’s rigid economy, thinking that one day her son would
be the richer for it. |

Pascal grew up in the low, narrow, dark, old house in
fear and trembling of his father——that terrible man with
the bronzed skin, sharp nose, and eyes as rouad, shining and
as yellow as golden /lowss. But behind this threatening
countenance was bhis mother’s pale; sad face—the mother
whose gentle look seemed to reach his heart, and whose
tender words opened and instructed his mind. They lived,
she and he, in a room wainscotted with dark wood, and with
one window still filled with the old greenish panes, on the
sill of which stood a large box full of growing pinks and
wallflowers. DPascal used to take his playthings by this
window, which was the only bright and cheerful place in
the sombre house, and thus his mother could feast her eyes
on her child and her flowers at the same time.

Carvajan was only seen at meal-times. When he was not
hastening along the surrounding roads, he shut himself up
in his office, which was own the ground floor, and whither the
farmers in need of a loan brought, clinging to their heavy
boots, specimens of the soil of all the hamlets in the district.

The heavy knocker, lifted by impatient hands, would echo -

dully through the hall, and then on the stones came the drawl-
ing step of the servant going to open the door. Sometimes
the sound of a violent discussion, promptly stopped by Cur<
vajan’s sharp, incisive tones, reached the first storey ; the
doors would be slammed, and Pascal would put his head out
of the window between the flower-stalks and see the visitor
walking down the Rue du Marché, with his head bent and his
shoulders bowed as if weighed down by some heavy burden.

- 1
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the mah turmed round, displaying an angry face and threaten-
ing fist, and once a peasant had stood before the house and
cried :

“You have my cows, you have my land. Do you want
my skin a8 well, you scoundrel of a usurer ?”

The child was only seven years old when this incident
occurred, and he pondered over it a long while, fecling that
it wag an insult that had been addressed to his father but
failing to undetstand its signification. The word impressed
itself upon his memeory, and he turned it over and over in
his mind, trying to discover its sense and weight, In his
imagination, he formed a terrible image of a usurer, in the
form of one of those dark ferocious giants of the fairy
tales, who are the terror of the innocent and the weak.
He dreamt of this creation at night, seeing the horrible
monster with his father’s face, until at last he could contain
himself no longer, and, after a great deal of hesitation, ven-
tured to ask his mother—

“What is a usurer 1”

The poor woman turned pale beneath her child’s limpid
gaze, For a moment she was silent, then she said :

““ Why do you ask "

Pascal told her of the scene he had witnessed and, after a
moment’s melancholy thought, Madame Carvajan said :

" % Never repeat that word, my darling. Those who are
unhappy are very often unjust. That man was very likely
going away from here without having obtained what he had
hoped for and he blamed your father for his disappointment.
But you may be sure that even if Carvajan is sometimes a
little hard in business matters, he is scrupulously honest.
In short, he is your father, and you ought to love and re-
spect him.”

But as she spoke there was a slight quiver in her voice and
her eyes filled with tears. Pascal never forgot this scene
and later on he understood its painful meaning.
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Of the merciless warfarc that his father had commenced
against the Marquis de Clairefont, Pascal was totally ignorant
during his youth, for Carvajan knew how to keep his secrets
and he had never confided his hopes of vengeance to anyone,
He worked steadily on towards their realisation, and if
people were ignorant of the end he kept in view year after
year with the patience of a spider weaving its deadly web,
they could see the means he used and they were terrifying
enough.

Pascal was first sent to the college at Kvreux to com-
mence his studies, then, as Carvajan)s wealth continued to
Increase, a provincial course of instruction seemed insufficient
for his son, so his heir presumptive was sent to Paris where
he stayed until he was twenty,

He passed all his examinations, entered as a law-student,
- dnd returned to La Neuville with a licentiate’s degree. He
was a man by then and his mind knew how to appreociate
what his eyes beheld. He found no change in the house in
the Rue du Marché ; it was still dark and Iow and there
were the same trampings of muddy boots, the same muttered
discussions. Everything had grown older; the lender and
the borrowers had aged, but the traffic in money went on
exactly as it had done in the past. The faces still puckered
with rage, the lips still parted to utter a word which was left
unspoken now (for Carvajan was a man who had to be concili-
ated) and this word was the word of the past, the word
which would be applied to him all his life—usurer.

Carvajan had not altered his style of living, and he kept
but a general servant who worked like a horse. Madame
Carvajan still shut herself up, lonely and sad, in her room
as she had done before Pascal went away, and the only
change that could be seen in her was that her hair had
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be difficult for Pascal and his father to agree, and for any-
otte who knew Carvajan the situation portended furious
storms,

At the end of the twenty-four hours he had allowed for
maternal effusiveness, the head of the family summoned his
son to the office on the ground-floor, where Pascal found him
quietly pacing up and down.

“ My boy,” said his father, stopping abruptly in his pro-
menade, “ you are back again in my house, and 1 am pleased
to see you here. You have passed your examinations well
and everything leads e to believe that you are no fool. 1
have been thinking that, of course, you intend to seek
employment. You are a barrister by profession, and we
have a court here where those who plead are fools, 8o you
would have no trouble in showing your superiority over
them. Tam in a position to help you to rapidly acquire 4
oood practise ; are you disposed to fcllow this path?”

And as the young man bowed his head without speak-
Ing—

“ Yes I Then you must enter your name at the bar of La
Neuville; and, to begin with, you may look over these for me.”

So saying, he took a pile of papers from his desk and placed
them in his son’s arms. Then giving him a friendly tap on
the shoulder, he said :

“You can be of great use to me if you choose to under-
stand things, and in return I'll put you in the way of
making money.”

Pascal shut himself up alone all day and went through
the papers, which soon opened his eyes. What his father
vaguely called ““things” was the art of exploiting one’s
fellow-creaturc with astounding skill and dexterity. It was
all barely within the limits of the Code, and in shady cases
there were middle-men who took the responsibility and left
Carvajan the profits. In not one transaction was the
banker’s name to be found, He had merely bought up the
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bills, and all the tricks of the system of pame8 that go for
nothing passed before Pascal’s astonished eyes. In that
one day he formed an opinion of his father which nothing
could ever eradicate, and with his head bowed over the mass
of legal quibbling which had just served as such a painful
revelation of the truth, he remained lost in thought, All
the suddenly recalled past returned to his mind. He re-
membered the unfortunate wretches who used to go out of
the little house looking like shorn shcep. *Again he heard
the discussions which teemed with violent words, again he
saw the convulsed faces, the clenched fists shaken against
his father’s roof, again the abominable word rang in his ear
—usurer! Could he indeed be the son of such s man, he
whose heart glowed with generous sentiments, he who
loved the good, the true and the beautiful? And was he
going to become his accomplice? Was he to shield him
publicly with his power, defend him with his words and
lend the aid of his knowledge to the mean and pitiful work
of despoiling the weak? No! Never !

He rose, and, pale at the thought of daring to refuse the
task his father had confided to him, opened the window and
let the cool evening breeze blow upon his burning forehead.

Night was falling over La Neuville and the deserted
sireets were silent. The sky was crimson with the last
rays of the sun which had almost sunk below the horizon.
There came the faint, melancholy sound of a church bell
ringing in the distance, and to the young man it seemed
to be tolling the knell of his innocence. He told him-
self that all was over for him in this life, that he would never
know another moment’s happiness, and, chilled to the heart,
he wept bitterly.

The voice of the servant aroused him from hig torpor,

“ Monsieur Pascal,” she said, “ dinner is walting.”

He trembled at the thought of meeting his father, but it
had to be done, for he foundNgimself driven into a sitiation
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from which there was no escape by his integrity. He-went
downstairs to the dining-room where he found his parents
already seated at the table on which the soUp was sleaming.
His mother was struck by his dejected air, and glanced
at him anxiously. Carvajan rubbed bis hands together with

a dry sound and said with a Jaugh:
“Here’s a fellow who looks as though he has been work-

ing hard ! Very good, but now let’s have dinner.”

The meal was passed in silence, Pascal ate, absorbed in
the preparation of defensive arguments. Madame Carvajan
sadly bowed her head with the presentiment of a storm, and
Carvajan greedily devoured his food. When dibner was
over, he said to his wife in a tone which admitted of no

reply :
“My dear, you can go up to your room. Pascal and I

have to talk.”
He took the young man into his office, seated hlmself
at his desk, and, with a piercing look, said in his hard
voice :
“Well 2" )
No preamble, no leading up, no hesitation; he went
straight to the point at once. And there must be no ter-
giversation in the answer to this terrible, threatening ‘“well 1”
Pascal called all his courage to his aid, steadied himself on
his trembling limbs and opening his parched lips said i ina

strange voice ;
““ Well, father, to'tell you the truth, I think these matters

deplorable. T have studied them thoroughly and your
reputation can but suffer if you follow them up as far as the
law permits. If I might be allowed to offer you advice, it
would be to come to an arrangement to avoid publicity.”

Carvajan did not reply at once. His face hardened, he
gave vent to an ironic whistle then, slowly rising;
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actions. I simply find myself coinpelled to wmell 'up the
debtors who do not pay me what they owe. These brutes of
pcasants have a mania for borrowing more than they can
pay back. Those who have no land give me their crops as
security—the agrarian credit, you know—and without me
they wouldn't be able to pay their landlords. Do you think
I am going to make them a present of my money? After
all, sacrebleu, 1 am not a philanthropist but a man of
business, and at the expiration of the time I must have
either the money or the security. But you are letting me
talk on, with your airs of innocence, as if you did not under-
stand the question just as well as [ do! Don’t you see yon
mustn’t judge things from a theoretical point of view, or
with the ideas you had at college, you must be practical.
Would you Jike me to tell you the whole truth about the
matter? Well then, these rogues that you are pitying so
much get the better of me, and these bargains which seem
80 terrible to you I simply lose over!”

He uttered these words with so admirably simulated an
accent of conviction that his son could not find a word to
answer. People got the better of him! It was he,
Carvajan, who was the victim, and his debtors plundered
him!

The bavker took a few strides, then placing himself
opposite his son and looking him straight in the face ;

‘“ But, there is only one thing we need concern ourselves
about. Will you take charge of my affairs ”

For one second, Pascal hesitated. Then the blood
mounted to his face and he answered shortly :

(11 Nﬂ-”

“ Ah, ah,” said Carvajan, * you don’t mince your words.
But do you think 'm going to keep you here doing nothing?}”

“1 will find something to do, father, never fear. And I
implore you not to try te force me.”
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roughly., ‘“Do you think I stand in any need of you? I
should have been pleased to make you a partner in my
transactions and to have let you profit by my experience,
but you scorn my help and pretend that your own strength
18 sufficient for you. It is possible that I have produced an
eagle, but until I receive proof to the contrary I shall think
you a gander. Good-bye, my lad. You are setting up fora
man with principles. We shall see how much that will
benefit you in Hfe.”

He opened the door, signed to his son to go out and with-
out adding another word closed the door behind him.
When he was alone he paced the room for some time in
silence, his face distorted with anger. At last he stopped,
and bringing his hand violently down upon his desk :

‘“How dared he set up his opinion against mine!” he
exclaimed. “A boy of twenty to criticise his father’s
doings! Oh, well I have left him free to do as he likes,
sacreblew / But it's the very first time I have tolerated
any resistance, and, upon my word, I think he had the best
of it }” |

IHe shook his head, remained for a moment lost in
thought, then added, with a slight smile :

‘“ After all, he knows what he wants. He's a true
Carvajan,”

Yes, Pascal was a Carvajan, but a Carvajan with all the
energetic determination, all the passionate ardour of his
race based upen a foundation of serupulous integrity. e
kept his word and entered his name at the Court of La
Neuville, but he had hardly practised there a year before
his reputation was such that he was sent to the Court of
Rouen to opposc the shrewd old Normandy lawyers there, He
spoke with extraordinary clearness and elegance of diction,
and, warming with his subiect. he often reached the heiocht
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and his cases gained by the attention he manﬁged"' to gain
and hold.

The unexpected glory which Pascal reflected on him pro-
duced a double result npon old Carvajan—it at once
flattered and enraged him. He knew that the young man
would rapidly acquire considerable influence, and he also
knew that he was slipping from his power. If Pascal’s
abilities had only attained mediocrity he would not have
cared ; he would simply have kept him at home with con-
temptuous indifference and given him his board and lodging.
But when Pascal showed himself possessed of talents so
superior, was it not exasperating to be unable to make use
of him ?

What an instrument of strength he would have been in
the hands of a clever man, and how quickly that man counld
have made himself master of the arrondissement / The only
thing that Carvajan was wanting in was the gift of speech.
He had ideas, but he could not express them. DBut in
addition to all the favours she had already bestowed upon
him Fate had given him a son capable of being his mouth-
piece, and now this mounthpiece was unruly and would not
repeat the arguments whispered to him-—this slave re-
belled.

- There was no longer any question of committing affairs of
a shady character to Pascal’s care, for Carvajan’s ambition
kept pace in its. growth with that of the barrister’s repute.
No, what he wanted now was to oppose the marquis on
political ground, to turn public opinion in his own favour
and so assure his election, for once embarked on the tide of
intrigues Carvajan would know how to steer his ghip to 2
good port. |

But how could he gain the ascendant over his son? He
had never shewn him any affection, he had let him grow up
withant seekine to win hig heart and now it was too late to *
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was still one sure and powerful lever left for him to use—
Pascal’s affection for his mother.

For some years the poor woman had suffered from very deli-
cate health, and daily she had grown weaker without uttering
a complaint. Her son’s return had been a great joy to her.
His presence seemed to brighten and light up the old house.
Carvajan himself seemed less morose and better tempered ;
he stayed in the dining-room of an evening after dinner
talking with cyhical verve and evidently laying himself out
to please. He was becoming quite sociable, and the mother
and son while they rejoiced at the change could not help
anxiously wondering what designs this amiability served to
hide,

One morning Carvajan went into his wife’s rooni as soon
as it was light, enquired after her health, gave her a playful
tap on the cheek and, seating himself on the foot of the bed,
gaid :

“ Will you have a little talk, my dear? I want your help
in a very delicate negotiation. If you do what T am going
to ask you, I shall be infinitely obliged to you, and it lies
within your power if only you will do it.”

“Whom does it concern ?” asked the mother, turning pale
and & pang shooting through her heart.

“ Your son.” y

“ What has happened to him ?”

“ Nothing, nothing ; don’t be alarmed. It is not a gues-
tion of the present but the future, about which I am
occupying myself in his interests. He is a clever fellow and
it 18 to your credit that you are his mother. Nothing is too
high for him to aim at, but one must look a Iong way
abead if one wishes to succeed, and that is what has brought
me here. You and he are always talking together and you
ought to give him good sound advice instead of chatting
-about trifles. There is a high position to be oaimned in the
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ideas to his advantage. The republicans are coming daily
to the fore and their’s is the side to be on, Talk to Pasecal
on this subject and tell me what are his opinions. Do your
best with him and if you succeed you sha'm’t regret it, I
promise you.”

Having thus disclosed his ideas, he changed the conversa-
tion, petted his wife to make her willing to do as he asked,
and then left her.

For a few days he waited, carefully studwing the coun-
tenances of both mother and son, and watching their every
rnovement in the endeavour to obtain some intelligence, but
he discovered nothing. They were both exactly the same
ag usvual. At the end of a week, during which, accustomed
to wait and to dissimulate as he was, he was consumed with
impatience, he determined to make some enquiries. The
answer he received was not at all what he had hoped.
Pascal had no political ambition and the idea of plunging
himself into the turmoil a publie life involved was most
distasteful to him.,

Carvajan listened to what his wife was telling him, a prey
to a violent rage which took his very breath away. He
felt as if his head had suddenly become hard as stone and
was compressing his brain within it, and his thoughts rushed
through his mind with dazzling rapidity. For a moment he
stood mechanically watching his trembling hands, then with
a terrible exclamation he burst forth.

“Do you think you're going to make game of me any
longer?” he cried. ““You and your son will obey me or
you'll leave this house. I am the only master here ; no one
has ever resisted me yet, and does this young scamp think
he is going to set up his will against mine{ I’ll teach him
his place! TI'll cut off the comb of your young cock, and
then we’ll see 1f he’ll Crow 80 hlgh ' Do you hear, Madame
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fathef ! But it'll be the worse for him. Tl turn him out of
the house, and the whole town shall know of his behaviour
to me.” "

For a long time he went on talking in this strain, finding
a vent for his anger in his violent words. He thoroughly
terrified his unfortunate wife, who, seized with fever, was
. compelled to take to her bed. The following day her con-
dition had become highly critical, and by the end of the
week she was at the last extremity.

Her son never left her room, tending her with loving care
and listening in horror to her delirious wanderings in which
she repeated all Carvajan’s threats, At last one evening
she regained her reason, and laying an icy hand on the
forehead of Pascal who was kneeling beside the bed, she
whispered :

“My darling, we are going to be parted, and it is an in.
expressible grief to me—1 love you so dearly. We havehad
sorrow lately, you and I, but you must forget all about it.
Never give any pain or do any injury to your fellow crea-
tures; the greatest happiness there is on earth is that of
being good.”

Her voice died away and she fell into a death-like SWoon,
but she recovered, and asked for her husband., She talked
to him for some time while her son retired out of ear-shot
into the window where her favourite flowers still bloomed.
Carvajan listened to her in silence, with a gloomy expression
on his face, but at last she made an imperious gesture to
which he answered by an assenting nod of the head. Then
the face of the dying woman was illumined with a look of
Joy, and she sank back with a sigh of relief, ag if a crushing
load had just been removed from her shoulders, Calling
Pascal, she said to him :

“ Let me see you embrace your father.”

™M -
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kisses which the latter returned with lips which the hard-
ness of his heart made more icy than those of the dying
woman, Then Madame Carvajan sent her son out of the
room, and was left alone with her lawyer.

That evening the end seemed near at hand, and she broke
the silence she had kept hitherto, and whispered in Pascal’s
ear ; |

“T have left all the law permits me to dispose of to your
father. I know you are able to make your own fortune, and
it was the only way of assuring your peace. Carvajan is a
terrible man—never set up your will against his. The loss
of your imheritance will be the price of your hiberty—for-
give me for depriving you of what ought to have been yours.
Lead a good life—always be good.”

And it was with these gentle words on her lips that she
died. Pascal closed her eyes, bent down to kiss her, and
murmured :

‘“ Be easy, mother. My inheritance will be your good-
ness,”

And, as if the dead woman had heard this promise as ghe
passed over the threshold of eternity, a smile crept over her
pale lips, and her features shone with a celestial beauty.

The day after the funeral, Jean Cuarvajan called his son
into the office which had been the scene of their first disa-
greement and said coldly :

‘ My son, the misfortune which has just befallen us must
of necessity make a great change in our lives. But before
I arrive at any decision 1 should like to know what are
your plans.” |

““ They are very simple, father. If you have no objection
I shall leave La Neuville.”

“You are free to do so,” said Carvajan, while his brow
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“ My house will be open to you whenever you like to re
turn.”

“Thank you,” answered Pascal, and not another word
was spoken by either.

The next day, Pascal went away, leaving Carvajan alone
with his hatred in the little house in the Rue du Marche.



CHAPTER IIL

WnzN she left Pascal on the platean overlooking the valles
of La Neuville, Mademoiselle de Clairefont quickened he
horse’s pace, for she was anxious to place a distance betweer
hersell and this man whom at first she had liked, and i
whom she had been sorry to discover a Carvajan.  Shq
would have dismissed him from her thoughts as from he
sight, but, in spite of herseli, the face of her chance com
panion with its broad forehead, its clear eyes and serious
mouth’ haunted her persistently. ‘“ He has the face of s
true and honest man,” she thought, “and yet he is the sor
of & sconndrel, Though,” she went on making an unwonted
concession, “ perhaps for all that he is good and honourable.’
But her mind at once rose in revolt against this inexplicable
indulgence, and she added to herself, “ But that is not very
probable, Like father, like son ; and besides he looked quite
aghast and confused when he heard who I was, and he
‘couldn’t look me in the face. Whence does he come to work
us harm ¢”  For to Antoinette, it seemed impossible that
a Carvajan could have any other aim in life than doing in-
jury to a Clairefont.

But alas! was there still any injury left to do them |
What fresh blow could be dealt to this family who hadsunk
to a degree of poverty which was almost want? And with
a feeling of deep melancholy this girl, who was but twenty-
‘three years old, looked back at the past and noted the suc-
cessive steps in the slow but sure ruin of her father.
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child. As she grew older, the style of the house fell off;
there were not 8o many horses in the stables, the servants
were fewer, the worn furniture remained instead of new
taking its place. Her home in fact became less cosy, less
warm, less pretty, and she noticed the change but, with the
easy carclessness of youth, attached no importance to it un-
til the day when, reason lending its light to her maturer
mind, she understood that misery was boldly knocking for
admittance at the doors of Clairefont and that its surest
ally was the marquis himself.

After that nothing could be hidden from her penetrating
eyes, and often she found a summons on the hall table
which had been placed there that very morning, with its
icy lugubrious formula in the crabbed legal handwriting,
commanding the “aforesaid Monsieur de Clairefont,” to pay
such and such a sum, in default of which his goods’ would
be meized and sold. DBut the debt always was paid. A
supreme effort was made, all the purses were turmed out,
all the drawers rummaged over, and, as the last drop is ex-
tracted from the empty grape-skins, so were the few remains
of former opulence made to furnish the ncediul supply. But

“it was pitiful to the last degree.

Their material existence alone was not affected by the
continual diminution in the patrimonial fortune. Enough
to live on could be procured from what was left of the land.
The poultry-yard provided fowls, the kitchen garden vege-
tables, and the farm flour, beef, and mutton. Fires were
kept up with wood from the park, horses were fed with hay
from the meadows. But money was always scarce, and
Mademoiselle de Clairefont was forced to make her own
dresses. |

The marquis, who was always absorbed in some abstruse

problem, seemed not to notice their straitened circumstances,
and indeed to tall the truth, he was hardlvy aware of thom
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barrassments in which her father had involved his*family
she did everything that was possible to spare the inventor
the irksomeness of such a situation. She had formed a
blockade of affection around him, and had set her wits to
work to keep all the worries for herself. She was like a
mother to this old child, who put such confidence in his
- dreams, and who was always full of the hope of making a
discovery which would enable him to return a hundredfold
that of which he had deprived his family. -

On one point alone had it been impossible to put him off.
For two years Antoinette had been engaged to Monsieur
de Croix Mesnil, but time after time she had deferred her
marriage. The baron was a good-looking, good-natured
young officer, whose father, an eminent judge, had a right
to aspire to the highest judicial position. The union be-
tween the two families, which had been arranged when the
marquis was still in apparent possession of his estate, had
seemed on the eve of being concluded. Mademoiselle de
Clairefont had regarded her suitor very favourably, and the
baron seemed much attached to his fiancée. The family
lawyers had held sundry conferences, by which it was
shown that the future bridegroom inherited from his mother |
landed property worth forty thousand francs a year, and
his bride three hundred thousand francs alzso from her
mother, her brother having given up his share to her,
Everything was settled and arranged, and the banns were
about to be published, when Mademoiselle de Clairefont
abruptly altered her mind, and, using the death of a distant
- relative as the pretext, asked for the ceremony to be put off.

Aunt Isabella, to whom had been counfided the mission of
announcing Antoinette’s fresh decision to the baron, ac-
quitted herself of her task in her usual rough grumbling
way, with which, however, was mingled a touch of unaccus-

oo oo mo t oo
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solatory way, “ my niece has taken it into her head not to
marry you just yet, so you must make up your mind to
make the best of it like a brave fellow. After all, what is
‘ demurred ’ is not lost.”

And as the bridegroom complained with tender insistance
of the delay it meant to his happiness :

“ Don’t blame her !” she exclaimed with an emotion which
caused her to utter twice as many barbarisms as usual.
“ That child 18" simply perfection! If you only knew—but
there, you can't know. At any rate, take my word for it
that she’s an angel. Yes, an ‘ immatriculate” angel !

The baron displayed a proper amount of disappointment,
expressed sufficient regret, and asked to be allowed to con-
tinue hig wooing as in the past, a request which was acceded
to. The marquis was really grieved by this semi-rupture,
but though he persistently questioned his daughter, he
could obtain no explanation from her. She only smiled,
and answered all his questions with the worda : |

“] am quite happy with you. T would rather wait a
little while.”  ~

“But I shall feel easier when I see you married, my dear,”
said the old man. *Your establishment is a great care to
me ; what would become of you if I were gone?”

Antoinette and Aunt Isabella exchanged a meaning
glance, and a slight smile stole over the lips of the former,
She took the old man’s white head between her hands, and
gently caressing it :

‘“ Don’t worry,” she said tenderly. “ The marriage will
take place one day or other, but don’t hurry me.”

Then with a sudden change of tone she went on with gay
wilfulness : ’

‘ Besides, you know how obstinate I am, since I have a
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quis, “that her aunt knows all about. It will all cﬂ;ne out
one of these days.”

If, instead of pursuing the flight of his fancies through
the labyrinth of his mind, the inventor had looked after his
accounts, he might have connected Mademoiselle de Claire-
font’s resolution with the payment of a bill for two hundred
thousand francs which had been swallowed up by the Great
Marl-Pit, and have understood why his daughter no longer
wished to marry. But there were only Aunt Isabella and
Carvajan’s bailiff who knew of the generous sacrifice Antoin-
ette had made to prevent part of the estate being sold.

Old Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, who had peculiar ideas
on every subject under the sun, managed to draw a consol-
ing conclusion for her niece from the delay to which Croix
Mesnil had been forced to submit.

*“ After all, my dear, perhaps you are right not to marry
this young dragoon too hastily, He cannot Jove you as you
deserve to be loved ; he has been too ealm and too proper
considering how long he has been kept dancing attendance
—he ought to have been ‘fanatic,’ instead of which you
have seen how sweet and sugared he has been—just like a
glass of syrup. TUpon my word, I don’t know what soldiers
and lovers are made of now-a days.” o

The marquis, whose thoughts never dwelt long on the
same subject, had resumed the even tenor of his studies,
but a suspicion still rested like a thorn in his heart, and
every now and then he asked :

“Well, my child, and how about Croix Mesnil? When
are you going to marry him?”

“ Oh, some time, papa,” answered Antoinette with a quiet
smile.

Every two or three months the baron spent a few days at
the c¢hiteau, during which he went shooting with Robert
and riding with Antoinette, but he always went away again
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of gossip was mdulged in about him in the neighbourhood,
and he was sarcastically spoken of as the bridegroom of the
Greek Kalends.

““If he does not marry,” whispered some, it is because
he can dispense with the ceremony. That sert of:thing
runs in the family. Everyone knows the way that old aunt
nused to carry on.”

Good heavens! How insulted Mademoiselle de Saint
Maurice would have been if she had only got wind of these
rumours, and how she would have boxed the ears of the
calumniators ! But the Clairefonts lived a very secluded
life, and the slander died a natural death on the threshold
of their silent, gloomy chéteau.

Carricd away by her reminiscences, Antoinette had
stopped a long while in front of the white slopes of the
Great Marl-Pit. She had forgotten her strange meeting,
the flight of time, everything, as she sat motionless, the
reins hanging loosely on her horse’s neck. At her feet lay
the timber-work of the pits, disused and decaying ; the sheds
stood open and deserted ; the trucks rested idly on the rails
which led to the fireless lime-kilns., Al the labour which
for some years had been so feverishly pushed on was at an
end, The immense works which had been commenced had
ngver been finished, and the heaps of chalky, useless carth
which lay about were all there was to represent the fortune
of the old house, the young girl’s hopes of happiness, and
the security of her father’s old age. The past, the present,
and the future, had been irremediably compromised, and
yet how often had Antoinette heard her father exclaim as
he pointed to the hill: “There lies the fortune of the
family 1" _

Experiments and tests had been applied, which all ex-
clusively proved that the lime at Clairefont could defy com-

L | .
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to be improvements on the old ones, had tried new meethods
of calcining, and had frittered "away all the profits of the
enterprise upon these experiments. There was always the
same want of coherency in his ‘deas. 1t was the fool of
the family, ruining himself iy the search of something
better, when he held prosperity, easy and sure, within his
hand. The evil genius of the inventor was always urging
him in quest of improvement, and consequently, instead of
attaining pure and simple success by following the straight
and ordinary road, he laboured along steep and winding
paths only to be rewarded with defeat and ruin.

Still, in spite of the bitter disenchantment go many suc-
cesive failures had caused her, a last hope still lingered n
Antoinette’s breast. She had a superstitious faith in her
father, and she thought: © Some day he will make an im-
portant discovery, as he so often says. And theu the chalky
blocks will turn to gold as in a marvellous fairy-tale.”

The sound of the luncheon-bell ringing in the distance
aroused her from her dreams, and, touching her steed with
the whip, she set off at a gallop and soon found herself at
the chitean gate. She threw sside her pensive air, and
with a smile on her face, crossed the immense court-yard
(between the flag-stones of which the grass was growing
thickly), sprang unnided to the ground, opened & stable
door, and unbridling her horse, left it to go into its freghly-
littered stall. Then, drawing her long skirt over her arm
she walked to the dinmg-room, followed by her dog.

In the immense room, paved with red and white marble,
with a ceiling divided into panels on which were painted
the family arms, and carved sideboards, on which stood
some massive old silver—the last relics of a vanished luxury
—four persons were seated at a vast table, waited on by an
old servant.
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Maurige, upright as a grenadier, with her mottled crimsen
face, while opposite were seated young Count Robert and
a man who was tall, sallow and very bald, with a perfectly
hairless face, and blinking eyes, sheltered by a pair of gold
spectacles.

‘““Ah, here is my child,” said the marquis in a tone of
satisfaction, My dear, I was beginning to feel very un-
easy about you. I have had the big bell rung three times
to call you ; have you been so very far?”

““I have been to La Saucelle, papa,” answered Antoinette,
kissing him. “The farmer’s children are ill, and I wanted
to know how they were getting on. Good-morning, auntie
dear.”

* ¢ Good-morning, freshness. Come over to me—you smell
of dew and flowers.”

“You ought to say that of yourself, auntie; you are
radiant this morning.”

““ Oh, all right, flatterer,” returned Mademoiselle de Saint
Maurice. “I am radiant after the fashion of a sun-set.”

And her red face expanded in a broad smile.

Antoinette went round the table giving a little, affection-
ate tap on her brother’s cheek as she passed, and, holding
out her hand to the person beside him who had ceremoni-
ously risen : |

"« T am very pleased to see you, Monsieur Malézean,” she
said, ¢ I mustask you to excuse me—I did not know 1 was
to have the pleasure of finding you here. Are things going
on well at the office? And how is Madame Malézeau ?”

““ All are well, mademoiselle, both family and business, and
et me assure you, mademoiselle, all at your service,” replied
the lawyer who had an inveterate habit of punctuating his
sentences with a “monsieur,” “ madame” or *“mademoi-
sclle ” productive of the oddest effect.

“ That’s all right then,” said the young gir], and cheer-
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“ Don’t bring anything back for me, Bernard,* she®said to
the old butler. “I will go on with lunch where it is—I am
dying with hunger.”

So saying she began to cat with a pretty animation and a
youthful and robust appetite which was delightful to see.

Her brother watched her for a moment, then with an affecta-
tion of great solemnity :

“ Mademoiselle my sister, a word with you,” he said.
“You tell us that you Lave just returned from La Saugelle,
which 1s perfectly correct for [ saw you going along the
plateau myself. But you have not told us that you had a
companion,” _ |

At these words Antoinetie turned very red and locked up_
quickly.

“ Come, Robert, what is the meaning of this jest?” ex-
- claimed Aunt Isabella. ‘Do you mean us to think that
your sister rides along the roads with people you don’t
know 1"

““ Ob, he 1s telling the truth,” broke in Mademoiselle de
Clairefont. “1 was accompanied this morning for more

than half an hour by a man who was an utter stranger to

me.”

“ Some beggar, I suppose, who followed you to the
chiteau?”

* No, he was quite the opposite of a beggar.”
~ “You are exciting my curiosity,” said the marquis with a
~smile. * Was he then a millionaire?”

“* No, but he has a good chance of being one some day,
if I am to believe what I hear.”

‘““ Ah, youll see just now that it was some robber who
asked Antoinette for her money or her life,”

“You are very near it, auntie. Ifor, although he did not
actually make that demand, he was the son of Monsieur

Carvajan in person.”
T ... .y A T Y¥r_ NNy _ *r_ & 4 a
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years, had Carvajan’s name been pronounced beneath this
roof except as the fore-runner of some misfortune.

A gloom crept over the marquis’s face and he bent his head
as he said in a low tone:

“T had forgotten that Carvajan had a son.”

He glanced anxiously at Robert and Autoinette as if he
feared lest the hatred of the father, transmitted as an inherit-
ance to the son, should press as heavily on his children as it
had done on himself, and then he asked with ill-concealed
UNeASINESS

“ But under what circumstances did this meeting take
placet Did this young man speak to you?”

. ‘“Yes, papa, to ask me the way, and very respectfully.”

“ A good thing for him !” muttered Robert with flashing
eyes, “For if he had not—"

“ 1 did not know who he was and I never theught of ask-
ing, A passer-by had asked me which was his road and as
it happened to be mine I offered to guide him. We both
walked in silence and it was only just as we were parting
that he told me his name as he was thanking me,”

“What is he like?” questioned Mademviselle de Saint
Maurice. “Is he gentlemanly or not ? Has he the wolf-like
jowl of Monsieur his father ?”

“He has the manners of a well-bred man, and as for his
face, it is not at all displeasing. But if yon are anxious to
hear any details about the heir of the house of Carvajan, no
doubt Monsieur Malézeau can give you all the information
you would like,” added Antoinette, sarcastically.

‘1, mademoiselle ?” stammered the lawyer laying his
hands on his narrow chest in a gesture of protestation,

“ The mayor of La Neuville i, I believe, one of your
clients like myself?” put in Monsieur de Clairefont, mis-
chievously.

HOh O 1it" aunite a different matter  =ir”  exclaimed
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his gold spectacles.  With Monsieur Carvajan T have
merely business relations, while to you, sir, and to your
charming family, sir, I am attached by chains of the most
respectful devotion "— |

«“ At any rate, Malézean, you sometimes dine with the
mayor, don’t yout” interrupted Robert with a teasing
smile, S _

“Very rarely, sir,” answered the lawyer, who seemed
to bé on thorns. *As rarely as possibly. But you know
what provincial towns are, sir. Anyone in my position
is forced to be polite to many people he does not really
esteem, sir, or he would not be able to follow his pro-
fession, sir. Times are hard—Monsieur Carvajan with hig
bank puts a good deal of business In my way, sir—business
which I cannot afford to lose. But 1 assure you there is no
intimacy between him and me-—muone whatever ! "

« Come, don’t act the Jesuit, Malézeau !” ecried Aunt
Isabella abruptly, Ber moustached lips curling scornfully.
¢ Have we ever reproached you for being friendly with that
man?  Are we the people to set anyone against him? Have
we ever replied to the injuries he has done us with anything
but scorn?”

« Perhaps, mademoiselle, that was not the best return you
could have made,” murmured the lawyer glancing uneasily
around him. A little resistance would have made him
reflect, mademoiselle. You have made hig task too easy for
Lim. One should never disdain one’s enemy.”

« Would you have had us do such a wretch as that the
honour of bestowing any attention upon him?” returned
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice fiercely. “Itneeds an utterly
absurd régime like the ome we are now under for such
creatures to be of any account. Here’s this Carva)jan
mayor ! In bygone times he wouldn’t have been made a
rural policeman even ! And as for his son-—" .

0k ke cnm mademoiselle. has not had much cause to
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be fond of *him. And he left the country, mademoiselle,
because he did not regard things in the same light as his
father—"'

“Showed his good taste,” put in Robert.

“He has travelled a great deal, gir,” went on the
lawyer. “He was clever or lucky enongh, whichever
way you choose to put it, to get into the good graces of a
powerful financier, who made him his representative, sir.
He was given the arrangement of some very delicate mat-
ters in America, sir, which he has brought to a most
successful termination. He is said to be gifted with great
eloquence, sir. After he left college, he learnt English
and Spanish, and it appears that he has spoken in
Australia and Pern, in English and Peruvian law-courts,
and met with enormous success. He has seen and learnt
a great deal, improving himself as he travelled, in spite,
sir, of the proverb which says: ‘A rolling stone gathers
no moss.” In a word, he is quite independent, and in
my opinion, sir, he will not stay long at La Neuville,
sir, for he will get on no better now with Monsieur Carva-
jan than he did before.” -

“Then he will be like everybody else, for this seoundrel
of a man will spare no one,” said the marquis.

For a moment he pansed, then he added sadly : |

“It is strange that this Carvajan who has wrung moncy
from high and low alike should be respected, and that I,
who have never done anything but help people, should
ve held in such low esteem.” |

““People do not respect Monsieur Carvajan, sir,” an-
swered Malezean, “they fear him, which is a very differ-
ent thing. He has a hold over everyone, and those who
might try to resist him, sir, know that the attempt would
cost them dear.”
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the little door of Gatelier’s shop with his eyes fall of jealous
hatred returned to his memory, and all the disastrous con-
sequences of the antagonism which dated from that day
came back to his mind. What a slow constant progress
had been theirs! The disaffection of his household, the
constant hostility of the peasants, the 1ll-will of the authori-
ties, and now everyone avolding him as if he were a leper.
He, the former master of the province, had been made a.
pariah by this upstart, and the work of revenge, commenced
twenty years ago, was now very nearly completed. There
remained but the merest vestiges of his fortune and his in
fluence, and the author of his misfortunes stood trinumphaut
on the ruing of the edifice he had so skilfully undermined,
with a cynical sneer on his face. Yes, it did indeed cost
those dear who attempted to resist him, as no one knew
better than Honoré, and it was with anguish that the old
man agked himself of what else his implacable enemy was
going to deprive him.

Was he about to attack him threugh his honour? And
yet on that point, Honoreé believed himself invulnerable.
The ruin of his fortune might indeed he hastened by secret
manceuvres, but to succeed in casting a slur upon his name
seemed to him impossible. Then what else could matter?
Would he not eventually retrieve himself? Omnec single in-
venlion, carried to a practical result, wag all that was
needed, and he had just discovered a furnace which was to
effect an enormous saving of fuel in factories and places
where large fires were needed. It would bring him in
a vast income, gathered from all quarters of the globe,
and at last he would reap after passing all his life in sowing.
Those who looked upon him as a monomaniac would be
dumb with, amazement—his sister-in-law, who did not be-
lieve in his inventions, to begin with. Aud what would
become of Carvajan’s underhand plans and petiy suares—
Carvajan, who, with his peasant craft, had dared to begin
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the struggle? His nets would not be strong enough to
hold the prey he longed for. He would be crushed, annihi-
lated, swept aside, and the difference would be seen between
the low intriguer with his narrow-minded, commonplace
ideas and the scholar with his powerful, fruitful concep-
tions.

Becoming cheered at the thought of this long-hoped sue-
cess, the marqais smiled again, his face cleared, he rubbed
his hands together gleefully, and exclaimed :

‘““ Ah, we shall see, we shall see ! Come, my friends, it’s
not all over with me yet!” |

Then perceiving that the others were gazing at him in
surprise, he returned to his thoughts, again going over, link
by link, the chain of ideas which had led him from a
gloomy departure to so victorious a conclusion. This time
he saw that he was discounting his success and that for the
time being he had far more causs for fear than hope. He
rose, and taking his daughter’s arm :

“ Let us take our coffee outside,” he said.

And they all went down the flight of steps and Eeated
themselves beneath a leafy arbour by the stone balustrade
of the terrace.

The sky was of a tender blue, a faint breeze just stirred
the leaves and cooled the air. The horizon was veiled by a
slight mist which smoothed and softened the outlines of the
objects in the distance. Confused sounds came up from
the valley to people the solitude of the woods which moved
and rustled like a sombre sea beneath the chiteau terrace.
There was an exquisite sense of peacefulness in the air, and
all five sat for some moments unconscions of their being,
absorbed and lost in the contemplation of the immensity of
space which lay before them.

Old Bernard, bringing a tray with cups of old Saxe china
and a chased silver coffee-pot bearing the arms of Franee (a
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marquis) aroused them from their ecstasy. ~ Auntoinette
slowly rose and commenced to busy herself with the porce-
lain and silver, with the dainty smiling grace which gives
an additional savour to the delicacies served by a woman’s
hand.

« May T give you some coffee, Monsieur Malézeau? "

And the sugar, deftly seized with the tongs was dropped
into the cup whence arose a hot, aromatic vapour. The
liqueurs were under Aunt Tsabella’s care and it was with
the air of a gendarme that she marshalled her decanters.

“ A plass of kiimmel, Monsicur Malézeau ! N

“ Thank you, mademoiselle, but if you will allow me,
mademoiselle, I will take some’ fine champagne. An old
habit, mademoiselle, but 1 do not care for all the new
liquenrs.”

“ As you choose | We don’t invite you to lunch to make
you eat and drink what you don’t like. As for you, Robert,
[ sha’n’t offer you anything. You want to learn modera-
tion,” and she bestowed a meaning glance upon her nephew.

But the yonng man adroitly captured the decanter and,
retreating a few steps :

“ What, aunt, do you mean to try and wean me}” he
said.  “I’'m too old now.”

“ Well, only one glass, you bad boy.”

¢ Only one tiny one!”

And pouring the coffee out of his cap, he filled it to the
brim with the hqueur.

In the free life he led of a country gentleman, Robert had
acquired violent habits and appetites which now 1t was
very difficult for him to resist. His athletic temperament
allowed him to indulge with impunity in the excesses which
{ollow a hunting-dinner, when, fatigued by the day’s run,
men it round the table long into the evening drinking and
smoking.© The young count was known as the deepest
drinker in the province—a fame of which he was exceed-
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ingly prnud—aud in the excitement of"a {.].Ehﬂ.ll‘Tl he had-

accepted many absurd wagers, as, for mstzmce ‘to drink.a
gtated number of cups of what is called “four-coloured

coffee,” a terrible mixture of brandy, chartreuse, kirsch,and

absinthe calculated to turn the strongest brain.

But his head and stomach alike withstood these dangerous
tests, and he felt a silly pride when any one said to him

““You, Clairefont, could stand any amount of drink.” It
was the glory of this broad-shouldered fellow to be able to
hold his own against the greatest druukards in the de-
. partment,

the habit had grown on him and he became fond of it. On
sundays he was not above going to Pourtois’s inn where he
played bowls and hob-nobbed with the young men of the
town. People did not treat him, as they had treated his
father when he was young, with respectful awe, but .then
what a difference there was between this gigantic, florid,
noisy, familiarity-inviting Clairefont  and the little, thin,
correct, exquisitely polite C(lairefont who knew so well how
to keep people at a distance! They were as opposite as
day and night and often people wondered by what miracle
of nature this son had been born of such a father.

At first, Robert’s intemperate habits had given his father
great uneasiness, and he descended from the clouds of his
scientific inventions to gravely consider this exceedingly
terrestrial question, He severely reprimanded his son, but
he found that he had reckoned without Auut Isabella who
came at once to the rescue,

The old scold managed to find divers arguments to pal-
liate her nephew’s misconduct. What ! all this fuss about

a few bumpers of wine! Their ancestors had drunk a good |

deal barder, and had the marquis forgotten the Clairefont

who in the time of Louis XIII had outdone Bassompierre
hor Avinilrivier Fic +rre 100l hnata i3] Al wrTo o 0} A -1 I1*73 11 _

He had commenced to drink from ostentation, and gradually .

!:I.l
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 rouds of ghe Regency stint themselves at the Lalaws-Royal
‘parties? “And a whole series of historical bons vivants,
drinking-cup, goblet or glass in hand, was made to pass
before the eyes of the marquis, protesting against his strait-
_ lacedness and proclaiming the aristocratic sovereignty of the
‘table. Besides, after all the boy was young, and if he did
~amuse himself a little with his friends, where was the harm?
He must be allowed to sow his wild oats.

“He is welcome to sow them, but he needn’t drown
them,” said Honoré.

“ Ely, my dear brother, your son is not a delicate, weakly
man like you!” eried Aunt Isabella. © He’s a ¢ Golius.’”

The marquis spoke very seriously to Robert who promised
to be more sober. But the habit was too strong for him
and as soon as he found himself seated before some old
bottles with some fellow-sportsmen, he langhed, talked,
became excited and forgot all his good resolutions.

The most serious feature in the case was that, harmless
as o lamb under ordinary circumstances, he became danger-
ous as a wolf directly he was the least intoxicated, and, as
his fists were heavy, prudent people kept well out of his
reach at such times. The previous year there had been a
very disagreeable episode. After a dinner at the opening
of the shooting season at which the exploits of all the
sportsmen present had been copiously toasted, he had half
killed a stableman who had by mistake harnessed another
guest’s horse to his giz. The man had been confined to his
bed for six weeks, and the count, in his bitter regret, had
solemnly vowed to himself to avoid all parties where there
was any danger of temptation. Fora-ycar now he had kept
his vow, and Aunt Isabella, as proud of her nephew’s good
conduct as she had been indulgent to his follies, helped him
by continual exhovtations to persevere in this praiseworthy

COULSE,

The old maid, who simply idolised the only male off-shoot
F
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of the moblz house, would have turned the world upside
down for Robert’s sake, As she watched him now tapping
his spoon on the sugar which refused to melt in the brandy,
ghe was all the time admiring his well developed, muscular
beauty. His shoulders were broad, his waist slender, s
powerful arms were terminated by small hands, while two
clear blue eyes shone out of his manly face, which was tanned
and reddencd by the open air. His hair and eyebrows
were dark chestuut colour, while his moustache was very
fair, a contrast which gave a singular expression of gentle-
ness to his face.

His sister formed the most complete contrast to him.
In her all was delicacy and grace, and the two races which
werc incarnated in the pair were very clearly defined.  The
brother was a huge Saint Maurice, with vielent material
tastes. The sister was a Clairefont, delicate, dreamy and
slightly fanciful, which perhaps wasg the reason why she was
80 devoted to her father.

For the last few moments the lawyer had been walking
up and down with evident impatience, scrunching the
gravel beneath his feet, and wandering from the arbour to
the edge of the terrace and back again in an agitated, ner-
vous way as if he longed to plunge into a matter of some
difficulty and yet had not the courage.

The marquis was apparently absorbed in a pleasant vision,
as he sat with a smile on his face abstractedly beating a
march on the stone table before him. In what happy
memories and what bright hopes was the old man lost?
To what ethereal sphere, to what celestial land had he been
transported by a dream ¢

He suddenly made an abrupt gesture, and struck his open
hand upon his knee, while his checks flushed with a happy
glow :
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naces!” he exclaimed trium phantly. *“And it wil} confume all
the waste material and all the substances hitherto considered
ns useless. Ab, ah, Malézeau, we'll see what youw'll have
to say about it! There’s a mine of wealth in it!”

Mademoiselle de Saint -Maurice’s face darkened, she
folded her arms and striding fowards the marquis like a
dragoon :

‘* Brother,” sha said, * thm is the tenth time within a few
yvears that you have discovered a mine.”

“ Oh, but this time, it is really true,” replied the inventor
eagerly. “ The discovery | have made meets a great and
long felt want. All factories are handicapped by the con-
stantly increasing price of fucl, and with my system, coal
becomes, if not needless, at any rate, of very minor impor-
tance. Shavings, wet straw, beet-root tops, sugar-canes can
all be burnt in my furnace, and the importance of that is
evident, for general industries will be no longer endangered
or injured by the flooding of a coal mine. Assoonas I have
taken out my patent, I shall have all the large factories in
-the world anxious to do business with me. It is a certain
and immense source of Income, 1 tell you, and so sure am 1
of its success that I would risk my name on the enterprise,
if needs were.”

““ A gentleman has no right to barter his name, brother,”
broke in his old sister-in-law, sharply,

“'That is true,” replied the marquis, gravely. “The
name 1 bear belongs to all those who have borne it before
me, and I ought to bequeath it unstained to those who will
come after me. But, sister, believe me, its dignity would
not be lessened, if I added to it the honour of so grand an
industrial victory.”

“You know very well what I think of your researches,
mthnut my telling you again. A man like you has nothing
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~ “Bu# Kirg Louis XVI was a good locksmith,” interposed
the marquis with a smile.

““ Well, and you see how much good it did him !” cried
Mademoiselle de Saint Mauriee triumphantly.

“T hope you don’t think I shall end on the scaffold ”

“ No, but you'll die on a dung hill ! ”

Antoinette had gradually drawn nearer, and now she
gently put her arm round Aunt Isabella’s neck.

“There, auntie, don’t be wunkind,” she whispered;
““ humour papa a little.”

“Oh, I daresay, you coaxer,” said the old maid, whose
beard was bristling with excitement. “It's you who
are half to blame for your father’s follies, for instead of
pointing out his foolishness to him you encourage him in
it, and all I can do is to tell him that we shall see him as
poor as ‘Jacob.’ Well, there, do as you like, brother,”
she added, turning to the marquis. “ But here’s Monsieur
Malézeau wanting to talk to you on business, I think.
Listen to what he has to say, and try to profit by his
advice.”

At the word “business ” Robert had taken a step in the
direction of the house, while the marquis gave his lawyer a
look full of smiling serenity, and taking his daughter’s arm
wjth caressing indolence, he said :

“Well, Malézeau, 1 am at your service. Would you like
us to go indoors?”

‘“ | should certainly prefer it, sir. 1 have certam accounts
to submit to you, sir, which I think will need your closest
attention.”

““ Then we will go to my study,” answered Monsieur de
Clairefont, “and I will show you the model of my furnace,
Malézean. You will see how simple 1t is, but the idea was
everything. An idea may be everything, or it may be

novthine Annt Teahella
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that you want, only as a rule they are so queer and absard
that no one can make anything out of them.”

She erossed over to the lawyer who was following Mon-
sieur and Mademoiselle de Clairefont.

“Is it anything very serious, Malézeau ?” she asked with
an inward agitation that made her loud, hearty voice
tremble. “It is a long while since we last saw you, and
there must be something serious the matter to make you
come without being summoned.”

The lawyer bent his head in token of assent, his eyes
rolled terribly behind his spectacles, and he opened his
arms in a gesture of despair.

Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice shuddered, For several
years she had been accustomed to the remonstrances that
the lawyer periodically addressed to his noble client, and
each time that Malézeau had come to Clairefont, the family
possessions had been diminished by a few acres of land
or some of the woods. To-day all was mortgaged. The
estate was giving way beneath the burden of the interests
that must be paid—let the weight receive but the smallest
addition, and it would crumble to ruins.

“For heaven’s sake, don’t advance him any more,” said
Aunt Isabella. “ Hg is bound up in his new scheme and
he will be sure to ask you for money., Resist his entreaties
—look upon it as a matter of conscience. Honoeré is simply
a ‘prodigious’ son, Malézean. Ah, how willingly would we
kill the fatted calf if he would only give up his mad ideas !”

“You may depénd on me, mademoiselle. 1 am deter-
mined to be very firm, mademoiselle, as you will see.”

Arrived at the top of the steps, the marquis turned round,
Before him stretched the quiet, smiling valley, bathed in
light ; between the verdant meadows flowed the silvery
river bordered on either side by thick and stunted willows,
while the slates and tiles of the houses shone in the sun
amidst the dark foliave of the trees. The air was so clear
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that t];e brass weathercock which surmounted the high
clock-tower of the church could be easily distingunished.
The thin tinkle of a factory-bell calling the men to work
was borne up the hill with the humming noise of the
schoolboys playing until school began. TFor a moment
the old man leant on the iron rail contemplating the peace-
ful picture. Ardently he inhaled the pure air until his
lungs were filled with'it. The tears sprang to his eyes, and
he whispered fo himself:

““Peace and quiet amidst this beautiful country—the
calm joy of a life spent in the bosom of my family-—perhaps
that would have been true happiness after all. But each
one must fulfil his destiny and it is wrong to attempt to
egcape it.”

-He shook his head, and noticing that the lawyer had
lingered to talk to Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice,

‘“Malezeau,” he called. “I am ready when you are”
And he went into the drawing-room,

Robert strode along towards the left wing, where there
was a staircase in one of the pointed towers which flanked the
main body of the house, leading to his rooms. Gaily whist-

ling a bunting-song he walked down the long passage on to
which the household offices opened, and past the immmense
kitchen with its huge chimney-piece where was a spit so
long that a calf could have been roasted whole on it., One
golitary woman was moving abont the large room, big
enough for preparations for Gargantuan feasts, but which was
used only to prepare the modest meals of the four ocenpants
of the chiteau. The young man gave a friendly greet-
ing to the servant, and, turning to the right, was just
about to mount the stone stairs when the sound of bursts
of laughter mingled with the dull thud of regular blows

attma ntoard hio ot ot
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perched the red-haired shepherd boy, Rose Ulm?ﬁsevé'nt iron-
ing. The thud was caused by her iron which every now
and then she rested on o thickly-folded blanket scorched
and burnt all over, and as she talked to her wild companion
she went on just as quickly with her work,

Bare-armed, her neckerchief slightly open, her checks
flushed, the poacher’s daughter looked charming, and as
Roussot sat, with his knees drawn up to his chin and- his
eves fixed on Rose with admiring covetousness, he seemed
like a crouching wolf on the point of springing upon lus
victim. From time to time he uttered a hoarse exclamation,
but never pronouncing a word except when he was absolutely
forced to do so, as if his muteness were rather the result of
indolence than infirmity. Rose had ceased her laughter
and now she was talking to him with the suspicion of a
Normaudy accent in her tones which gave such piquancy
to her utterances.

“ No, Ronssot, yon are not tidy enough in your person,”
she said. “ Look—-your trousers are all torn and your
shirt is grey with dust. Besides, you smell of your sheep,
and it isn’t nice for a girl.”

The shepherd gave vent to a growl, his little, crafty eyes
flashed, and, apparently making a tremendous effort, he
articulated :

 Handsome at the famr.”

« Ah, ah, you are preparing a surprise, are youl ? cried
the girl, pushing her hot iron quickly over the linen.
« Well, if only you make yourself presentable, I will dance
with you, like I do with the others, There, that's a
promise.”

Roussot made no answer and his lips contracted vieiously.
Tor a few seconds there was an expression of hormible

bestiality on his face, then he burst into a laugh which was
TR TR nnr1 ‘:ﬂF‘lZ‘tT ga i‘F hﬂ hﬂ.f;l hil"l“ﬁll.ﬂ'hﬂ.
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“ But it's n0 reason why you should sit on that window all
day doing nothing. It would he as well for you to go and
look after your sheep, for if you were caught here—"

Robert’s appearance prevented the ending of her sentence.
The shepherd gave a shrill whistle, unfolded his legs like
two springs with the adroitness of a monkey, and leaping
out of the window, turned in the direction of the stables.

“« Now I've caught you chatting with your sweetheart,”
aaid the count seuting himself on the end of the ironing-
board, “ You needn’t be so proud with me when you are
so good-natured to the ngliest of all the farm lads.”

“ Now, Monsicur Robert,” said Rose coquettishly, “have
you come to the laundry to make a scene t”

“ Good gracious, no! I was going upstairs to my own
room when I heard you talking to that young vagabond ;
but I will not have disturbed you for nothing,” and so
saying he stretched out his arm, caught the girl round the
waist and dropped a kiss upon her snowy neck.

«« ] didn’t ask you for that,” said the pretty laundress,
rearranging her kerchief. ‘ If you kiss the daughter, you
ghouldn’t be so hard upon the father. What have I just
heard about you and poor Chassevent ”

The young man frowned.

# Look here, Rose,” he answered; “if you want us to
keep good friends, don’t talk to me about that old scoundrel.”

« And don’t you come talking to me, if you treat him as
you do | ” exclaimed Rose, with crimsoning checks.

‘“ Come, come, don’t be naughty,” said the count edging
nearer to her ; and taking her arm he began gently caress-
ing it. Rose still continued to pout and kept her eyes
obstinately fixed upon her work, but a smile began to hover
round her lips. Her fair fluffy hair curled upwards from
her pretty neck, and inside the loose collar a glimpse could
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«And if you liked, how well everything could be ar-
ranged ! 7 she said, suddenly raising her eyes to Robert’s.
¢ Father loves the woods and is mad over game—why don’t
you take him as keeper? Then he’d give over snaring your
hares and yow've enough rabbifs to keep him without
missing any. The old house at La Saucelle is empty and
1 could go and live there with him. It would be handier
for mc to come here of a day, and I can’t tell you bow
pleased it would make me!”

The count’s lips approached Rose’s cheek without en-
countering any resistance this time, and brushing her little
mouth with his long moustache, he answered :

““ That isn’t a bad idea of yours, and it could all be easily
managed if that old vagabond Chassevent wasn’t the most
determined rogue within ten miles. But my preserves would
be well kept by him who is the boon companion of all the
poachers in the parish! No, no, my dear, I ean’t provide
your father with a dwelling unless it is the cell of a prison,
which would be to your advantage, for there he wouldn’t be
able to take your money or knock you about.”

¢*Ts that what you think?” exclaimed Rose furiously,
tearing herself from the young man’s embrace. “ Well
then, I forbid you to come near me, and 1if you dare to
touch as much as a fold of my dress, I'll tell Mademoiselle
Antoinette about you—there now !”

“Bravo, my pet! Virtue makes you prettier thnn
ever, you must persevere with it,” said Robert langhing,
“See, look at your red-haired lover watching you over
there.”

Consumed with eager, jealous curiosity, Roussot was
slonching about the yard, his piercing eyes fixed on the
laundry window, and the sharp, crafty expression on his
face just then, would have very much surprised the people
who looked upon him as an idiot. Seeing that he was

gl
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began to erack his whip as loudly as he could as was his
usual way of amusing himself.

‘ Rongsot is a poor lad who would not hurt a fly and
whom I'm very sorry for,” said Rose sharply. ‘It is wrong
of you to laugh at him, Monsicur Robert. He was taken
in to your father’s household when he was found deserted
on the roadside and he and I have grown up together since
we were children. He wouldw’t say anything bad about
my father, I'm sure.”

. ““ Well, there, let’s make it up,” responded Robert, gently
pinching and pulling her sun-burnt ear. “We'll gee if
sotnething can’t be done to please you without injuring +ho
preserves,” |

The girl’s face brightened, her lips curved in a smile and
offering her cheek to the young man with coaxing coquet-
tishuess, she said :

““Oh, you can be so nice when you like,”

He caught her in his arms and kissed her eagerly, but
she freed berself with a cry and turning rather pale ;

““Ah, you hurt me,” she said. “ Do not squeeze me so
tightly ; you are so strong and you counld stifle me without
ever meaning to.”

“Aud that would be a thousand pities,” put in & deep
volce. B |

Robert turned round angrily, to sece Tondeur’s red and
grinnlng face at the window,

“Your servant, Monsieur Robert,” said the merry old |
fellow. “By jingo, you know what's good!” And he
went off into a hearty laugh which made his face turn
violet,

““What do you want here?” asked the count, roughly.

“ Something which concerns you more than it does me,
Monsieur Robert. As I was going round the clearings just
now, I found a nest of musket-hawks and I came straicht
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“Thanks very much,” said Robert, alt-ering‘ his’ tone.
‘“ Just wait for me, will you, while 1 get my gun.”

“Mind you don’t forget what you have promised me,”
eried Rose after him, noisily moving her irons on the stove.

“We'll see about it! Wait for me, Tondeur.”

And the young count ran lightly up the staircase.

“ What has he promised you, Rosie t"” asked the timber-
merchant, leaning his great, hairy hands on the window-sill.
““To marry yout"”

“You old stupid !” returned the pretty laundress. ¢ Oh,
there’s Monsieur Malézean just going out—go and ask
him if he has been told to draw up. the wedding-contract
yet.” ' |

The lawyer was walking across the court-yard, accom-
panied by the marquis who was talking with a great deal of
animation, while Malézeau was listening with his back bent
as if he were resolved to support a whole avalanche of argu-
ments without altering a fixed determination that he had
made. But the inventor would not be cast down by his
lawyer’s attitude, which was anything but encouraging, and
he went on talking, accompanying his words with a great
deal of gesticulation,

“Yes, for fifty thousand francs I could take out the
patent, and then I could make known my discovery and
realise enormous profits. Do you hear, Malézeau?”

“1 hear and I understand, sir; it iz all very clear,
sir, But where are you to get these fifty thousand francs,
since, sir, you run the risk of being turced out of your
house, if, sir, you do not pay a debt of a hundred and
sixty-three thousand francs next week.”

““ Where shall I get them from? Why from you, my dear
fellow, You surely will not let me lose so0 much for the
sake of so small a sum as that! Fifty thousand franes ! And
it means wealth, Come, lend it me!”
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my ciient;, honour as well as the law forbids me to
dispose of it. Take my advice—give up the immediate
realization of- your plans and turn all your energies to
finding a means of escape from the position in which you
are placed. Believe me, it is very serions —”

“Oh, Tl get out of it, I'll answer for that, but it won't
be by economising-—it will be my invention which will save
us all. I munst have fifty thousand francs—on a second
mortgage-—eh 1”

“You will not obtain the sum, sir. Your credit in
the province is exhausted, and if I had not arranged
everything for you up to now, you would not have
been able to borrow a halfpenny for a long time past,
sir,”

* Oh, well, T expect my future son-in-law this evening, and
I will ask him to lend nte the money. He'll understand
me,"”

For a moment Malézean hesitated, then, picking up his
courage in both hands, he said ;

“If you do, sir, he will go away never to return, sir.

Will you yourself furnish him with a pretext for break-
ing off this marriage which has already been delayed so
long?”
- “ What are you talking about, Malézeau{ Do you for an
instant suppose that Monsieur de Croix Mesnil is not
disposed to fulfil his engagement? If I thought that to be
the case, I should be far from regretting my daughter’s
hesitation to marry him, and besides, when I am in a posi.
tion to give her a princely dowry-—as I shall be—-she will
not want for suitors. Well, since I find you so determined,
I must turn out all my pockets and try to manage without
your help. All T ask you to do is to try and temporise.
See my creditors—"

“Sir,” interposed the attorney, ““yon have but
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“ Ah 17 said Monsieur de Clairefont and all the’ anuhation
died out of his-face and voice. “ And,” he added with pain-
ful anxiety, * this one creditor is—"

‘“ Carvajan,” said the attorney, bending his head despond-
ingly.

““ Has he then paid off all the others 1”

““Yes, sir, he has quietly bought up every one of your
bills and promissory notes. He wished you to have no
one but himself to deal with, sir.”

All the inventor’s illusions were dissipated in an nstant.
His false security fled, and he saw before him the abyss to
which he was so rashly hurrying. While he forgot himself
in his fool’s paradise, his enemy was working steadily on at
his ruin. His Leart turned cold, there came a singing in
his. ears and a darkness before his eyes, as if the sky had
 suddenly turned black.

His son’s voice recalled him to himself. The young man
was going out, his gun on his shoulder and accompanied by his
sister, and both were bright and joyous in the careless, happy
fashion of youth, Antoinette had a red sun-shade unfurled
above her pretty head, and when she saw the marquis in the
distance she cried to him :

“Will you come with us, papat We are going to the
clearing with Monsieur Tondeur.”

‘« No, my dear ; I must go in and work.”

He watched them go with a look of tender sadness in his
eyes and noted with fond pride the easy, upright carriage
and broad shoulders of his son, and the graceful, elegant
outlines of his daughter. They were his most precious
possession, all that he had to love, and should he leave them

exposed to Carvajan's vengeance! Would he not rather
fight for their present and thetr future?

The blood rushed to his brain. He was endowed with
fresh energv, he felt capable of performing marvels, but,
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salvafion and when he had yet the chance, with patient and
strict economy, of righting himself and &ercﬂming his-
financial difficulties, he prepared to descend still lower into
the gulf which was slowly and surely swallowing up his
fortune.

“Only get Carvajan to.give me time,” he said to the
lawyer, “and all will be right.”

He paused to turn and look at his chateauw, theu he
resumed in prophetic tones:

“You sce these turrets, and these roofs? Well, before
long 1 shall be able to cover them with gold if the fancy
takes me.” '

He began to laugh and nod his white head and, with a
gesture of furewell to Malézean, who was anxiously asking
himself if he had not a madman to deal with, he returned
to his laboratory.



CHAPTER 1V.

IT had not been without a feeling of deep emotion that
Pascal had seen La Neuville once again. He had left it
little more than a child, and he returned & man. buring
the Ioug hours of his lonely life abroad, he had often turned
his thoughts to the caunses which had led to his departure,
and not once had he been troubled by a regret. He had
done what he ought to have done. Forced by circumstances
to judge and to condemn his father, he had fled as though
to punish himself for his want of respect. He had thrown
himself headlong into work, and gradually his mind had
orown calmer. Absence and time stretched a veil between
his memory and Carvajan’s terrible face, until at last its
features appeared to him with their hardness softened or
effaced.

During these years of exile which he passed aloue amidst
the erowded cities of foreign lands, he had grown passion-
ately fond of his distant country and his forsaken howme.
He bad written regularly to his father telling him of his
work and his hopes, and Carvajan, with the exactitude of a
man accustomed to trade, had sent him short; cold, concise -
answers which were simply business letters with hardly a
word of affection dropped in at the end. Always sound,
practical advice, given with marvellous intuition of his son’s
position, but never a word which could be construed into
an allusion to the past or a hint about the future. Never,
in a moment of loneliness or melancholy had Carvajan given
wav to the instinctive loneing of old acve for help and
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proud obstinacy was strongly betrayed in his dealing with
Pascal. The latter had wished to go, had #ithdrawn him-
self from all paternal authority, and he could make what
uge he liked of his liberty with perfect unrestraint,

But when the day came when, tired of wandering over
the world and having finished the work he had undertaken,
the young man sent word to announce his apeédy retirn, he
received from his father in reply a note short as usuwal, but
which gave evidence of an unexpected satisfaction. It touched
Pascal deeply. His father had not given him so many
manifestations of hig affection as to make him receive them
with indifference, and he felt no false shame at his emotion.
He only rejoiced to think that the old man was glad to sce
his son again and that his cold, hard heart was soften:d by
a faint ray of joy.

Thus Pascal set off with two-fold delight-——that of return-
ing to his native land and that of finding his father gentler
and more kind. Accustomed as he was to journeys of
several weeks duration and the slow means of conveyance
in countries that were hardly vet civilised, the short crossing
from America to France seemed long to him, and the rail-
way journey interminable. He was in such a fever of
impatience that he hardly gave himself time to deliver his
reports to the firm in Paris before he set out for La
Neuville, where he arrived in the evening.

His heart beat fast as he got out of the train, and he
walked along the platform in an agitation he vainly
attempted to repress. His eyes, dimmed by tears, did not
see at first a little man who was waiting upright and stift
just outside the railway station, but suddenly there were
two simultaneous exclamations. |

“Pascal!”

“ Father!1”

And swaverd bv an irresistible impulse, thev fell in each
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The mayor gf La Neuville, quicklg; recovering from hig
emotion, gave some brief orders to the porters about the
luggage, which was to be taken to the Rue du Marché, then,
slipping his hand bencath his son’s arm, led him through-
the town, absently acknowledging the grcctings he received
-from passers-by, hastening his steps to avoid the importu-
nate and keeping up a continuous flow of questions about
the business-matters entrusted to DPascal's care, cagerly
anxious as to the results, indifferent to the means employed
to obtain those results.

They dined and passed the evening #étg-a-téte, Carvajan
watching the young man and finding o strange pleasure in
listening to the deep voice which touched a chord in the
old man’s heart that he had never felt vibrate before.  He
admired his son, he thought him clever, brilliant, superior,
and when Pascal told him that he bad come back with six
hundred thousand francs, the amount for which he had sold
his share in the transactions he had brought to so successful
a termination, the banker uttered a cry of joy. DBut almost
immediately his face darkened, his tone became cold, his
gestures lost their animation, for the thought flashed
- through his brain : “ Rich, my son can do without me. 1
shall have no hold over him.”

For Carvajan was cssentially a man to rule, and for him
to take an interest in anyone it was uvecessary for that
person to be dependent on him, However, the unpleasant
impression soon faded away for Pascal had again commenced
to speak and his deep, musical voice was once more ringing
threugh the room.

“« What is this strange impression that he is producing
‘upon me?” thought the banker. ¢ There is some irresist-
ible power in his speech, and as I listen to him I find it
difficult not to agrec with all his opinions. Shall I—but 1t
is only a monientary cffect, it will pass away in a few days.”

The traveller was tired and it was at an early hour that
o
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he rose to seek his room. His father himself led the way to
the first storey, along the dark passages and narrow stair-
case of the little house, pausing at last before a door which
Paseal recognised as that of his mother’s room. He stood
still, hesitating, while all the past returned to his mind.
Then Carvajan turned the handle, and the young man saw
again the room just as it had been in bygone times. All
was the same, [t seemed as if during all these years no one
had entered this room made sacred by death. The little
familiar objects were arranged on the table as though they
awalted their owner to come and touch and use them, and
the embroidery-frame, covered with grey linen, stood by the
fireplace near the favourite easy chair. The sensation pro-
duced on Pascal was such as to make him ask himself if he
had not been dreaming, if the years he had passed so far
away had really gone by, and if he were not about to hear his
mother’s voice. Dut it was Carvajan’s cold, commonplace

tones that made themselves heard in the large, shadowy
Toom.

““1 thought you would be more comfortable here than in
the room you used to have,” he said.

More comfortabl® ! Was that all that he had thought of
when he prepared for his son his mother's room { He had not
foreseen the tender melancholy which would inevitably steal
over Pascal. He little dreamed that two or three words
spoken from his heart at this moment of emotion would
have gained him his son’s confidence and snbmission hence-
forth, and so he left these words unuttered and pressing his
child’s hand, as a chance travelling-companion might have
done when saying good-night on the threshold. of an hotel
bedroom, he withdrew. _

Pascal was up and dressed by an early hour the following
morning, but his father had risen still earlier and had
already left the house to sec to some business matters. His
absence was somewhat of a relief to the young man who
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longed to visit every nook and cra.nt;y of the house where
his childhood had been passed.

He opened the window and looked out upon the narrow,
dirty street where the same fountain was sprinkling the
pavement before the same shops owned by the same people.
Life in the town went on in precisely the same lines as when
he bad left it. In the distance he could hear the notes of a
flute played by a goatherd who had always passed through
the Rue du Marché every morning at eight o'clock, When
Pascal was a child, his mother used to call him to see the
goats go by, and once when he was ill he had been given
some of their milk to drink every day for a fortnight. Now
he could hear the tinkling of the bell of the goat which
carried the basket of drivking-cups, and all at once the herd
came round the corner of the street. They were still
guarded by the same goatherd as of old and the tune he
played had not changed. The goats passed by, their small
hoofs ringing on the stones, and shaking their Bearded
heads as they moved ; then they disappeared round the
turning into the market-place and gradually the tinkling of
the bell and the sounds of the flute died away in the dis-
tance leaving Pascal still listening, with dreamy eyes and a
tight feeling round his heart as if it had been his youth he
had just watched vanish and disappear.

Slowly he went downstairs. On the staircase he met a
servant at whom he cast a careless glance, only to be sur-
prised at her beauty. She was a girl of about twenty, with
dark hair, a fair complexion and bluc eyes, and there was
something coquettish about her dress. She was carrying up
a large copper jug of water, and she greeted him with a smile.

* Perhaps you are looking for your father, Monsieur Pas-
cal,” she said. “ He went out soon after daybreak to ga to
his farm at La Moncelle, and he won’t be back before twelve
o'clock, so if you wouid like to go for a little walk, you have
plenty of time, and it will give you an appetite.”
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“ Thank you, that is what I am thinking of doing.”

““ Good-bye then, for the present, sir.”

Pagcal turned out of the house into the fresh. cool air,
where the swallows were chasing each other high up towards
the blue sky., He walked up to Couvrechamps, wandered
along the leafy paths, and lost himself in the meadows, in-
haling with delight the strong odours of his native soil,
dazzled by the sun, intoxicated by the perfumes borne to him
on the breeze, and unconscious of the fate which was leading
him to the shady lane along which the beautiful horsewoman
was riding, dreamy and alone.

And thus it happened that he, who the day bLefore had
been heart-whole and filled with but the one desire to forget
the past and to accommodate himself to the present by
closing his eyes to everything he must otherwise con-
demn, found himself in an instant placed in a position
where he would be forced to face such a tempest as he had
never faced before. An unknown power swept down and
took possession of him, subjugating him and making him
its slave, and so for a second time he found himself opposed
to his father.

He had heard truly when he was told that he had come
in time to see the battle at its height. Clairefont was pitted
against Carvajan, and the duel, commenced thirty years be-
fore, had reached the stage when one or-other of the com-
batants must fall. Pascal knew now all the details of what
had taken place between his father and the marquis, for
Fleury had told him the whole story as they walked down
the hill-side together. He was able to fill up the gaps in
the narrative by the aid of bis own recollections, and many
details which had impressed him as a child, and which he
had not then understood, became clear to him now. He

rm | ] L T b | | ] ] E L - b ] -



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY, 101

and the customs. It was 1880, and at La N euvi.lle, ﬁlstead
of 1300, and Verona. The weapons were no longer the
sword and the dagger, but the equally terrible one, money.
There was no blood drawn—blood which would spurt forth
and be seen, but honour was assailed, and reputation injured
by stabs in the dark. It was not au open, stirring, declared
hostility, but a ddl], patient, hypoeritical struggle, more dan-
gerons and more bitter than a brave hand-to-hand en-
conuter.

Pascal reckoned up the opposing forces and saw that they
were very unequal. On the one side there was the marquis, a
tender-hearted, weak-minded old man, unable to caleculate or
foresee, tossed hither and thither by his Utopian schemes
and continually sacrificing the substance for the shadow,
while, on the other was Carvajan, hard-hearted and hard-
headed, never taking a step unless he was sure of whither it
would lead, but having once taken it, never retracing it, It
was a dwarf fighting against a giant and the victory was a
foregone conclusion,

Pascal knew by what means the confederates were pre-
paring to obtain this victory, for, secretly interested as he
was in the defence, he was in the very centre of the attack-
ing body. He saw them all labouring like a lot of ants
greedily stripping some dead animal of his flesh till only the

+bones are left white and clean. He knew what they had
gained already. Tondeur had bought the saw-mills in the
La Saucelle woods—these famons steam saw-mills which had
30 lowered the wages of the wood-cutters. Dumontier, Car-
vajan’s brother-in-law, had lent a hundred and twenty-thou-
sand francs, receiving as security a mortgage on the fertile
meadows through which flows the river Thelle, Fleury,
Carvajan’s tool, the Pére Joseph of this Richelicu, had ad-
vanced no money, but he fully merited a share of the spoil for
the good service he was continually rendering as magistrate’s
clerk, and by doing duty as appraiser and auctioneer at the
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sales for debt in which nearly all the banker’s loans resulted.
Pourtois coveted the land which lay immediately around
his inn, and aspired to seeing work resumed at the Great
Mari-Pit, for since the furnaces in the lime-kilns had been
cxtinguished and the workmen dismissed, there had been a
considerable falling off in his receipts, and his dining-tables
were empty. °

As for Carvajan himself, he would be content with
nothing less than Honoré de Clairefont’s lands, money,
happiness and honour, The most complete catastrophe
scemed hardly sufficient in his eyes. He longed to see this
man, who had humiliated him, at his feet that he might
trample on him, and to this exquisite moral pleasure he did
not disdain to add the material satisfaction of having made
a very profitable speculation, for he was always practical,
even in his vengeance. Possessor of the Clairefont estate,
he was master of the surrounding districts. He could lead
opinion, become a member of the Conseil Géneral, be glected
deputy and, by working the Great Marl-Pit with the develop-
ments and improvements he would be able to effect, he
could create an industrial power which must necessarily
assure its founder a boundless future,

Pascal was fully aware of his father’s ambitious disposition.
Tlhe ex-shopman was endowed with a silent, savage vanity
which disclosed to him the heights reserved for his capacity.
to reach, Obstacles he disregarded ; he either went round
them or overturned them. He was one of those men who,
starting from nothing, arrive at everything and are never
stopped for want of expedients. He dared all, and if he
failed at first, he recommenced his efforts again and again un-
til he did succeed, -

Since Pascal’s return the banker had been quite different.
He altered his habits, would stop to talk to people in the
streets, and was never tired of saying how glad he was to
“have his son with him again. The house in the Rue du
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Marché quite changed its appearance. The windows?® which
were generally closed, were thrown wide open, and the
whole abode lost its air of mystery and suspicion. And
what was still more extraordinary, Carvajan prepared to en-
tertain his friends, |

“I do not wish my son to feol the time pass tediously in
my house,” he said to those who expressed a little surprise.
“He is young and needs amusement. For an old fellow
like me, the house is cheerful enough, but for him it wants
livening up, and I should like to see” some ladies in it.
Pascal is thirty now, and it’s time he thought abont marry-
ing.”

He had become suddenly filled with this idea of MAarrying
his son. He wag always ready to talk about it, and he
busied himself incessantly about putting it into execution.

He had paid all sorts of unwonted attentions to the
Leglorieux, the rich millers of Capendu, and when Madame
and  Mademoiselle Leglorieux received an invitation to
dinner from the mayor of La N euville, they crimsoned with
delight. Then they hurried off to Rouen, and spent two
hours with Mademoiselle Siméon, the milliner in the Rue
Beauvoisine, and the best dress-maker in the town, Madame
lLeglorieux’ daughter was o tall handsome girl of about
twenty, and a splendid type of the N ormandy race, with her -
white skin, magnificent hair, and large hands and feet. She
was the only child, and Fleury, who knew to within a few
hundred franes how much every one in the neighbourhood
possessed, often said: “ Ah, she’'ll be well off one of these
days.”

Madame Leglorieux, trembling with hope, had at once
opened her heart to her daughter.

“ My dear,” she said, “it must be a nuoriage that is in
question, for it is the first time Monsienr Carvajan has
ever invited ladies to his house—always before be has had
only men. Oh, Félicie, think of it! He has millions, and
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his sok i8 §0 nice. They say that as a barrister he is ex-
tremely clever-—far more so than Monsieur Bonnet. If he
would come and live at Rouen, he might easily become
senior advocate and you would dine at the Prefecture ! ”

Mademoiselle Félicie made no reply, but her eyes shone,
and there was a bright red spot on each of her, cheeks.

And yet Pascal, directly his father allowed him a moment
to himself, turned his footsteps in the direction of Clairefont.
Twice he went in the evening to the lane where he had met
Antoinette and, hiding behind the hedge, seated himself in
the clover, which was yet warm from the last rays of the
sun, and waited. But the beautiful horsewoman was no
longer visible. Then he was bold enough to go close up to
the park-gates, and the large Scotch deerhound, stretched
lazily among the shrubs where he had scratched a hole to
try and find a cool place, raised Lis long nose and gave vent
to one or two barks of vexation. The young man erouched
down by the park-wall, fearing he might be seen, and, in the
silence he heard Antoinette’s musical voice, saying

“Be quiet, Fox. It is only some beggar ; are you going
to be so naughty as to show your teeth at poor people ?”

“If he does, he'll show them to us one of these days,”
added the harsh voice of Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice.

These words cuf Pascal to the heart. They formed a far
more impassable separation between Mademoiselle de Claire-
font and himself than the stones of the high park wall, for
was 1t not Carvajan who was bringing about this ruin |

He walked slowly away. Night was drawing on, a slight
mist was creeping over the woods, and through the trees
could be seen the sctting sun erimsoning the clouds with its
blood-red rays. The young man followed the edge of the
common where he had seen Rose washing her linen, and on
it he saw Roussot’s flock of sheep browsing on the scanty
herbage under the euardianship of the black doo The
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which was open for the night, and was blowing through a hol-
low elder stalk that he had formed into a primitive flute from
which he drew a shrill, plaintive sound which died away in
the air like the lamenting cry of a wounded bird.

Pascal’s vicinity was soon discovered by the idiot, who,
leaping to hig feet, uttered two strident shouts which his dog
at once obeyed by gathering together the scattered sheep.
Then, seizing his whip, Roussot began to furiously gesticul-
ate, as if the passer-by had committed a grave crime in even
approaching his sheep, and for a long while Pascal heard
the hill re-echoing with the sharp cracking of the whip
alternating with the shepherd’s shonts.

He reached home feeling sad to the heart, although he
had only been back in La Neuville n week. Carvajan at
once noticed the change in his son, At first he watched
him in silence, then he said :

« What is the matter with you? Is there something or
some one here you dou’t like ¢ If so it shall be altered, my
boy. I want you to be happy.”

Pascal looked at his father and thought him sincere.
« He has grown gentler as he has grown older,” he thought.
« Perhaps he really would do 4 great deal to please me,” and
he resolved to take advantage of his softened mood and teli
him all.

There might yet be time to turn aside the blow with which
Clairefont was threatened. If only the return of the son
who had been a wanderer over the globe for so long, could
be the signal for the cessation of hostilities ! Oh, with what
affection would he repay his father, if for his sake he would
consent to spare his vanquished enemies ! He thought of
Antoinette freed from her cares, able at last to smile, and
of how it would be to him that the young girl would owe
her father’s safety and her own peace of mind. A flood of
tender pity swept over him at the thought and he determined
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““ Fathel,” he said, ““since I have come home, I have not
been able to help admiring the changes that have been
effected. Here I find you the first man in the town, but
although you already hold a high position, I see that 1t i3
not yet as high as it may be.”

Here Carvajan bent his head in token of acknowledgment,
while his bronze face expanded in a silent laugh.

““Still I can see one dark cloud on the horizon,” continued
Pascal, “and that is the state of enmity in which you live
with the occupants of Clairefont. Do you think it is worthy
of you to prolong a struggle which agitates. the whole neigh-
bourhood ? For, all those who are not on your side are on
theirs, and you are setting the whole place at variance.”

The banker looked down as was his custom when he
wished to avoid discussion, and answered with dull irony :

““T shall not do so much longer, now.”

Pagcal would not be deceived by the ambiguity of th's
reply. He knew how much influence lay in persuasion,
even where Carvajan was concerned.

“I hear it said on all sides that the Marquis Honoré is at
the end of his resources, and that is what encourages me to
speak to you so plainly, although I know the subject is dis-
pleasing to you. Here are some unfortunate people, who, by
dint of ignorance, eccentricity, folly—call the cause what you

will——have arrived at the verge of utterruin. For the wrong
they have done you, father, what greater punishment can
you wish them?”

An expression of terrible glee stole over Carvajan’s face.
He threw up his head and raising bis yellow eyes, which
were gleaming with hatred :

““ Boy,” he said, with contemptuous pity, ‘“you do not
understand what you are talking about.”

There was 80 much bitter irony in these few words, they -
were 80 thoroughly the utterance of an insatiable vengeance,
that they froze Pascal to the heart. He had hoped to per-
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snade Carvajan to alter his course, or at least to provoke
g discussion which would have some favourable result, and
he found his father cold and hard as marble and replying
with the superior indulgence of a man talking to a child.
Still be would not look upon himself as beaten, and he re-
turned to the charge.

“ There can be no doubt that the Marquis de Clairefont
is but a sorry adversary for so powerful a combatant as
yourself.” |

“He, he!” returred Carvajan scoffingly. ‘““One ought
never to disdain one’s enemy. If the marquis had only
repeated that to himself every evening before goiug to bed,
for the last thirty years, perhaps he wouldn’t be in the
plight he is now.”

‘“ But he is old—"

“ Ah, by the way, he is just my age.”

¢« And there are women in his family worthy of considera-
tion.”

At these words, Carvajan started to his feet, and looking
sharply at his son, said in a harsh metallic voice—his real
voice—which made Pascal’s nerves vibrate :

“ Women ? Who told you so? Or perhaps you have seen
them? We shall get into a pretty state if they are to be
mixed up in our affairs! Women! Are there not always
women where the marquis is concerned? And is it in the
old Demoiselle de Saint Maurice that you take so deep an
interest, or the beautiful Antoinette ?”

The young girl’s name, uttered with such rough familiarity
rang painfully on the young man’s ear. 'T'o him the accent
with which his father pronounced it seemed a degradation,
and had the latter allowed him time he would have cut
short all further comment.

“ Who has been speaking to you about these women?”
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over the cduntry ever since you have come back and they
are always on the roads, like the adventuresses that they
are. Perhaps they have even spoken to you? They have
not much shame about them, and then Carvajan’s son—
what an opportunity !” And the banker ended with =
horrible 1augh.

‘ Father, 1 implore you—"

“Be quiet ! Do you think I don’t know them? At this
mowment, they would do anything for money. But you
should beware of them, they’re very sharp—the young one
especially, with her innocent airs and her cavalry captain
who won’t come to the seratch! You take my word for
it, my boy, they’re a bad lot, and don’t you have anything to
do with them, youll only be taken in. It wanted old
Carvajan to get to the bottom of them and it wasn’t an
easy jobfor him. If you are afraid of the noise that the
downfall of that crumbling old ruin which calls itself the
house of Clairefont will make, go to Paris for a little while—
you are young and you ought to amuse yourself. But take
my advice and never try to alter the position of the nine-
pius I set up. I certainly like you very well, but all the
same you might get a nasty knock when I am bowling,”

Pascal tried to make one more effort, but his deep, musical
voice no longer exercised any seduction. As soon as his
hatred was in question old Carvajan encased himself in a
sutt of adamantine armour on which the best-directed blows
fell harmless.

““ Besides,” he added with mock good humour, “ you need
not be 80 sensitive, The marquis has others with him be-
stdes women—Uhe has a big fellow of twenty-eight or thirty,
strong as a bull, although until now he has only wasted his
strength on follies. But if he wishes to work, he can do so,
and you and I know how people can get on. I began by

Fwraohitiver 11t ald (124 allmam’o cdemor coe s A



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 109

hinder this fine youth from building up the fﬂﬂlﬁj’ fortunes
again 1 He, he! perhaps we misjudge the boy! Who
knows but what he has another vocation than that of
stunning a stableman and thrashing a poacher, between
two drinks? I should be delighted to find that he had
hidden capacities and to see him prove one fine day that he
is good for something.” .

Carvajan paused and his face grew hard and dark. Then
with a gesture decided and sharp as a blow from a cleaver;

“ But if,” he went on, “he is at once useless and harmful,
like all his family, then he must fall and disappear, There
is no Toom in society, as it is now constituted, for the vicious
and the idle.”

Thus to excuse Limself in his son’s eyes, did the mayor of
La Neuville pretend to turn his work of revenge into a blow
struck for the good of society. It was no longer Carvajan
crushing Clairefont. It was a hardworking people conguer-
ing an indolent nobility and using the hatchet to cut away
the parasitical growths which were stifling their conntry.

After so rough a repulse, Pascal tried to divert his father’s
thoughts by assuming an air of utter indifference. He had
only been led to speak by scruples which were perhaps ex-
cessive. 'The Clairefont family were nothing to him; he
- did not know them and did not wish to do so. Carvajan let
him talk on without a word, but he resolved to have Pascal
watched by some one whom he could trust and who would
know how to follow up the clue given him. But even as he
was thinking this, Pascal, suspecting something of the kind,
determined not to walk again in the direction of Clairefont
until some time had elapsed.

Thus they remained face to face, each sccretly watching
the other as he would an adversary, already scparated by
®heir thourhts and motives. and suspicious one of the other—
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moment all his illusions and recognising again to his inexpres-
sible grief the tyrant who had already made him fly from his
home once before. |

The dinner to which the mayor had invited all the lead-
ing men of La Neuville to celebrate his son’s return was a
very splendid aftair, for there is no one like & miser to spend
upon occasion, and the sumptuousness of the menu caused
quite a sensation even in a province where wedding and other
ceremonial feasts last at least four hours. The sub-prefect
was present, not having dared to send an excuse in answer
to the invitation he had received. The guests were waited
upon by waiters from Rouen, whose appearance had so im-
posing an effect upon the eclder Dumontier, Carvajan’s
brother-in-law, that every time one of them changed his
plate Le could not help saying ; “ Thank you, sir,” in spite
of the furious glances darted at him by his wife.

Commenced in great solemnity in the sombre dining-room
which had been dennded of all superfluous furniture for the
occasion, for there were twenty-two at table, the dinner be-
came gradually gayer until when the joint, which had been
preceded by several emtrées, was reached and the glasses
were filled with Burgundy, the tongues were thoroughly
loosened and the conversation became extremely noisy.

¥leury, who was only separated from the son of the house
by Mademoiselle Leglorienx, attempted to draw out the
young man and with that object began to talk about
America. But he found all his attempts useless. Taciturn
and absolved, Pascal seemed determined not to let himself
go. His surroundings were detestable to him and the pro-
spect of living with these people, whose manners, language
and 1deas werd 8o revolting to him, seemed intolerable.
Carvajan, cold and severe, sober in gesture and words, had
the proud, menacing distinction of a prince compared to
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offensive to Pascal and plunged him into a profound
melancholy.

Mademoiselle Leglorienx, red and full-blown as a peony,
sat beside him, mincing and tossing her head, endeavouring
to be elegant, raising her glass to her lips with her little
finger held stifiy out, picking and choosing ber words and
making a display of a ridiculous saffectation. Tondeur,
squeezed into a black coat which was making him endure
torture,“-l‘md turned violet and was accompanying every
sally of Tleury's with an asthmatical, wheezy laugh.
Madame Leglorieux was pouring fully detailed confidences
into Carvajan’s ear about her daughter’s talents and the
legacies she had to expect from her two great-uncles the
rich farmers of Bray.

“Yeg, sir, I can truthfully say that IFélicie will be a
first-class match, such as could not be found elsewhere
in the whole canton. Thaunk God, her father and 1 are
strong and healthy, but all the same she will have three
hundred thousand francs the day she marries. And do you
know what she is called in La Neuville? The heiress!
You see she will have so much, without counting what we
shall leave her, as far in the future as possible, of course | ”

She began to laugh and the black corkserew curls which
hung on each side of her face danced as if they were on
springs, while Carvajan looked at and listened to her with
an expression of utter tranquillity. |

It strack Pascal, who was straining his ears to listen to
her, to compare the mother and daughter, and he was
amazed to find how dcplorably great was the resemblance.
They had the same figure, the same eolour, the same features.
In Madame Leglorieux, he had a picture of what Felicie
would be at forty, when her figure had developed, her com-
plexion become mottled, her eyes bloated and her intellect
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Theu he reasoned with himself coldly and calmly. What
was there so surprising -in it after all? Would it not be a
very suitable union and ought he to hope for any other?
The girl was of the same district and the same rank of life
as himself, and could he find a better bride? He, the son

of a wealthy peasant, was not destined to make such an
alliance as a nobleman of old family, and he had merely
given way to his imagination by looking higher than he
ought. ’

He became unconscious of what was going on around him,
of the noise and laughter and conversation, of the more
ardent animation of the guests. He pictured himself alone
in a silent, shady park, while before his eyes passed the
higure of a girl, =oftly and mistily outlined as in a dream.
she was his love and o one else, and he felt ready to make
every effort to gain her. Nothing should tire his patience,
nothing diminish his courage, and in the end he would wear
out resistance, disarm all anger and be happy.

He quivered at the thought. What joy to feel her small
hand upon his trembling arm! What bliss to pass through
life with her ! To see no one but her, to think of nothing
but her, to melt his being into hers and to have no longer
a thought, a hope, a desire which was not centred in her.
To be her husband, never to leave her but to return to throw
himself more humbly at her feet, a master eager to make
himself a slave, To see her reach the perfection of
maternity, to have this exquisite woman the mother of his
children who would be fair, rosy, happy, imperions and
coaxing as herself, and to feel his heart hardly large enough
to contain all the love his darlinge would inspire! Then he
would need a paradise, some happy place filled with warmth
and light, with perfumed air and radiant sunshine that his
loved ones might not know the meaning of pain or grief.
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songs to charm the listening ears. The gravel wonld be-

come softer 50 as not to hurt the little wilful, playful feet.

. Nothing in all natare could be pure, beautiful and good

.. enough for Antoinette and her babes,

" A violent acclamation aroused him from his voluptuous
dream. All his father’s guests had risen and, touching each
other's glasses, were drinki-ﬁg his safe return, while Madame
Leglorieux shook her eurls and gave Carvajan a trinmphant
look which seemed to say -

““ You have brought him back. We will keep him !”

Fleury, after bowing to the sub-prefect with grovelling
obsequiousness to excuse himself for taking so great a

"Tiberty, commenced a speech he had prepared beforehand
and which he pretended to stumble over so as to give it the
semblance of an impromptu effort. In it he made some
thinly-veiled allusions to the struggle between Clairefont and
Carvajan, insinuating that for many long years the mayor
of La Neuville had been the defender of the common liberty
which was threatened by the last representatives of the old
feudal oppression. |

“ A day, which perbaps is not very far off, will come
when prosperity will reigu over the land as the priceless re-
ward of this triumphant resistance,” he said, in conclusion ;
“and this splendid result will be entirely owing to Monsicur
Carvajan, the mayor of La Neuville. I will 88Y no more,
for you understand what I mean, Unite then with me in
drinking the health of our esteemed and respected friend,
Here'’s to his health ! ”

“1 know what I'm talking about, and I say he's made of

' the right stuff,” yelled Tondeur, in addition.

Fleury had said truly. They did all understand him and
the flushed faces, the shining eyes told plainly of their
awakened covetousness. They were all longing to share
the spoil, for it was always the Great Marl-Pit they had in
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hillsiGe and each of the associates in the work of ruin would
be able to draw largely from it,

Suddenly there was silence—Carvajan was about.to reply.
He rose to his feet, looking very grave, and the cold,
measured words fell slowly from his lips. He modestly
denled the honour they would do him by attributing the
precious advantages the future promised to his feeble initia-
. tive, for he had had most valuable colleagues. But he was
glad to have obtained general approbation, for the end that
he had always kept before his eyes was solely the interests
of those then around him.

And he placed his hand on his heart with the unction of
an apostle ready to immolate himself for the sake of humanity, -
and, in their delight, his guests redoubled their applause.

Pascal assisted at this scene with wondering stupor. He
asked himself if he were dreaming, or if, until now, he had
not been deceived by false appearances. But suddenly his
eyes fell on Fleury’s monkey-like face wrinkled into a silent
smile, and he recalled the confidences of the magistrate’s
clerk. Then all that he had just seen was only a horrible
comedy--all that he had heard, a shameless lie !

He felt sick with disgust. He thought of the free, true
life he had been leading but a few weeks before, and again
he saw the vast plains of America stretched out before him
as if to invite him to their silent, verdant solitude. A sen-
sation of fresh, wholesome repose enveloped him at the
thought, and he fancied he could feel the perfumed breeze
of the savannah upon his forehead, calming the tempest of
his brain.  Why had he returned? What was he doing in
this mire? As he tried to answer these questions all his
moral strength returned to him—the strength that in the
old days would have prevented anything in the world mak-

ing him an accomplice in any deed of infamy. A sudden
enthusiasm filled his heart; he felt master of himself,
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escape from the degradation he was being forced tos share.
He vowed to himself to leave all, family, friends and coun-
try, and to go and bury himself and his dreams in a laud
whence travelldrs never return. Hig future lay before him
like a black abyss, and without a moment’s hesitation, with-
out a quiver of fear, he determined to cast his life into it.

Dinner was over, and they left the table. Carvajan’s
office, that room of torture whose walls had heard so many
sighs and moans, was brilliantly illumined. The master’s
desk, cleared of its papers, had been pushed into a corner.
Easy-chairs stood round the tire-place, and a piano occupied
the space between the windows, 'The sombre, melancholy
house was filled with noise and light, and out in the street
the astounded rusties stood gazing at the unwonted spectacle
of Carvajan’s gleaming windows and listening to the sounds
of a valse that Mademoiselle Feélicie was stramming, The
guests rang the bell with caution, as if they were afraid of
having made a mistake, but, yes, it was the right house,
the mayor of La Neuville was at home, and all the celebri-
ties arrived one after the other, their faces full of interest,
their eyes of curiosity.

Pascal sat in a corner, listening abstractedly to what his
~ Uucle Dumontier was saying to him. The windows were
open, and swarms of little moths came in and began flying
round the candles, burning their wings in the flame, and as
he looked at them Pasgcal thought that that was how it had
been with the poor marquis who had been scorched unti
now he had no strength to escape total destruction. The
name of Clairefont, spoken almost in his ear, arrestod his
attention, and looking up he saw his father standing talking
to Monsieur Malézeau in the window by the piano.

¥ You know, Monsieur Carvajan, that I am not 3 man to
utter an opinion or give advice lightly,” the attorney was
saying ; “ well, then, do not be t0o harsh with Meraicre 3.
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““ What do you mean by that 1” asked the banker.

‘‘Do not be continually goading him on as you have been
doing for the last year, sir.. Let him breathe; in short,
give him time.” ) |

“But can I do so? It is not I who have lent the money.
I am but the imiddleman, and if T show the marquis con-
sideration, perhaps, in the meantime, the security might
depreciate in value, and in the end I might lose—"

“Oh, you cannot fear that!”

* One must always fear it.”

‘“ But who knows if Monsieur de Clairefont may not
acquit himself of part of his debt if he has a little respite
granted him %7

At these words, Carvajan, who, since the commencement
of the conversation, had bheen cold and sinrly, at once be-
came all smiles and coaxes. He toock Malézeau by the arm,
leant familiarly nwpon him, and with a look that was almost
a caress, 80 soft was it .

“Is there anything new?” he asked.. “Ah, tell me all
about it? Has the Baron de Croix Mesnil made up his
mind to marry? Is the water going to return to the mill?”

Already the attorney was regretting having aroused Car-
vajan’s curiostty. He felt he had gone too far, and tried to
beat a retreat, but the banker was not a man to easily give
way. At once insinuating and imperious, commanding and
imploring in the same breath, he went on ;

“Come, Malézean, you ought to be sincere. Has the
marquis told you all about his latest invention? Has he
ever shown you his famous furnace 1” |

“ How do you know—"

“Isn’t it my business to know everything ?” broke in
Carvajan, impatiently. “ For the last six weeks I have had
nothing but all sorts of tales about this furnace dinned into
‘my ears, They say that it is really wonderful, that bv
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quis’s furnace will be able to burn even wet shavings, and
to throw out a tremendous heat. 1Is it true ?”

The attorney, feeling very much embarrassed, made no
reply. The mayor shook his arm and exclaimed roughly :

“Well, why don’t yon speak out? Silence ig as good an
avowal as words. Have you seen the apparatus ? Is it
complete T An engineer, whose opinion I have asked, pretends
that it would be of immense importance in certain in-
dustries.”

Carvajan’s excitement was so great, he, who was generally
80 self-possessed, evinced so ardent a desire to know all,
that Malézeau hoped to turn the situation to his client’s ad-
vantage. Perhaps, if he gave him to understaud that the
marquis’s invention would result in considerable gain, he
might be able to intimidate the banker and make him wil-

ling to come to some agreement. So blinking at him over
' his gold spectacles, and expressing himself in slow, measured
tones, he began :

“I have indeed seen the arrangement i question. It ig
very interesting, and the marquis was good enough to light
it for me—"

“Is the model of any importance? I meai, is it merely
a plaything, or can any reasonable faith be put in the ex-
periments made with it 1 ”

“It is a well-constructed model which Monsieur de
Clairefont has adapted to the stove in his laboratory. He
uses it for his chemical experiments and I am convinced
that it will act ag well in a large size as it does in miniature. -
I believe that in a very near future Monsicur de Clairefont
will be set afloat again. If you wish for my opinion about
him, I think him a wonderful man aud that there will be
perhaps more to gain by being on his side than by being
against him,” |
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man a¥ all that, this good marquis? Well, I am delighted
to hear it for his own sake. But amongst his other dis-
coveries why does he not make the one that would give me
more pleasure than all the rest put together-—that of the
money he owes me and which I should he very glad to see
back ¥  You're a strange fellow, you are, Malézeau, to come
and calmly tell me such a parcel of nonsense as thig, A
wonderful man! Well, look here, I'Hl tell you something,
and you know that I never make a threat I don’t mean, if
this wonderful man is not in a position to take up the bill
which falls due at the end of this month, that 18 to say
three days after Saint Firmin, I’ll have him and his fine
family turned out of their noble chatean neck and crop, as
true as my name’s Carvajan.”

He had become still more excited as he talked, his tanned
face had assumed a perfectly livid tint, his eyes flashed
with hatred and his hands shook violently. For a moment
he paused and gazed at the attorney, then went on sneer-
ingly :

‘“ And if the furnace is suech a marvel, Malézeau, it's 1
who will work it, my friend. And you can be quite sure I
shall make more out of it than your old Utopian of a
marqguis,” | .

Then as the lawyer opened hig mouth to make a supreme
effort in favour of his client :

“ That’s enough,” said Carvajan haughtily. “You can
tell him I'll give him to the end of the month and not a
day more or less. And let him remember, for I do not
forget.”

And, raising his hand, he pointed with a bitter smile to a
little white line, which stood out plainly on his brown cheek
—the ineffaceable trace of the blow he had received {rom
the whip thirty years before on Saint Firmin’s night.

Ha laff +he attarnay withant addino anather woard
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deep in conversation with the deputy overseer of high-
Wways.
Then Pascal in the disordered state of his thoughts,
- weighed the wrongs of his father against those of the
marquis and, to his anguish, found them equal. Yes,
Monsieur de Clairefont had been guilty of grave offences
and Ca.rvn;sma rancour was but just. Alas | that made the
chasm between the two men but deeper still, too deep ever
to be filled by mere human will. And, victims of this im-
placable enmity, the children, who were innocent and might
have loved each other, found themselves condemned to.
hatred and strife.

All the noise going on around seemed horrible to him,
aud managing to slip out unnoticed, he went iuto the
deserted strect. The air was soft and still, and the stars
were sbining in a clear, dark sky. He seated himself on a

stone bench near the fountain, which was flowing with a
soft gurgling sound. All else was silent, and, alone amidst
the sleeping town, unable to recollect anything but sadness
in his past, looking forward to nothing but sorrow In the
future, cursing the marquis, blushing for his father, deter-
mined to efface Antoinette’s image from hi4 heart, Pascal

- despairingly buried his face in his hands and wept tterly.
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CHAPTER V.

Ly NEUVILLE fair was particularly brilliant that year,
There promised to be a good harvest, the branches of the
apple trees bent beneath the weight of fruit, and the warm
spring rain had resulted in a good and plentiful supply of
hay. The cattle-market was crowded and on an average
heifers fetched twenty-five pistoles ecach, A tide of gaiety
swept over the town, and its stolid, stay-at-liome inhabitants
were aroused to a pitch of unwonted animation. The streets
were filled with loungers, the shops stood hospitably open,
and the peasants sauntered along the side-walks in their
new cobalt-blue blouses, which the wind blew out like
ballocns at the back, staring 1dly about them, and followed
by their wives and daughters wearing stiff white caps decor-
ated with long gold pins.

At the entrance to the town, quiside the Silver Swan,
stood a large number of empty vehicles, the horses belong-
ing to which were picketted in a small adjoining meadow
and left, with their harness still upon them and their bridles
unbuckled and loosened, to browse upon the grass. Every
monient a dog-cart or trap dvove up, covered with dust and
bearing some farmer who sat with his cap on one side of his
head and a cigar between his lips, and these fresh arrivals
gave rise to endless greetings and exclamations of surprise
“and welcome, | *
“Why, here’s Maitrc Levasseur! How are you to-day?”
“Hi, Jean-Louis! Hi—i1”

‘““Ah, you knowing old bird ! You did well to sell your

< T e -
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“Shall we have some coffee ! Lebourgeois, _jus% looR after
my mare, will you? Give her half a peck of oats now and
a drink of water in about half an hour’s time.”

The innkecper, his wife and his stable boy were bustling
about from bar to cellar and from cellar to barn. From
the room on the ground-floor came the most terrible yells
which sounded as if half the occupants were murdering the
other half, but it was merely friends coming tb an arrange-
ment about the price of some cattle. The air was filled
with a strong smell of frying and little clouds of blue smoke
floated out, of the kitchen, while dozens of rolls, baked to a
golden-brown, which had just been taken out of the oven
were cooling in a basket near the window. From behind
the tarpaulin walls of a shooting-gallery the detonations of
the pistols sounded sharp and clear, mingling with the shrill
squeaky music of a roundabout, while on the box-seat of a
phaeton, behind which was seated a footman armed with a
hunting horn, stood a dentist, brandishing a sabre, and
explaining to the rustics with vulgar eloquence how, with
the aid of this “ instrument of warfare” he extracted the
most refractory molars without pain or dithculty.

“A town dentist, to overawe you, would talk to you
about-the forceps, would offer you the punch, would advise
you the forfex,” he shouted in a hoarse voice. “All ignor-
ance and imposition ! The implement is nothing, the hand
is all, With his improved instrument, he might break the
tooth or fracture your jaw, whereas, gentlemen, I will give
you relief with anything, with a sabre, a nail, a pin 1f you
like, before you can say, ‘oh !’ and all for fifty centimes | ”

And the footman blew a noisy fenfare on his horn, while
a peasant, crimson and perspiring with bashfulness and ex-
citement, showed the torturer his teeth, ruined with drinking
cider.

Pedlars selling brushes, combs, and lead-cased pocket-
mirrors, women’s caps, sponges and curry-combs, had laid out
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their*wares on the grassy slope of a ditch. Close by stood a
long, low, narrow cart containing a whole assortment of china
and glass, from common earthenware plates to the flower-
bedecked services which so gaily ornament a kitchen-
dresser, and from the massive tumbler which is found on
nn-tables to the thin gluss engraved with a fox amongst
vine-leaves and grapes. On the edge of the road stood a
man selling cast-iron pots, hammers, flat-irons, saws and
pole-axes, and, fastened in by a rope, some sheep were
trampling in the dust and bleating with hunger while they
waited for some one to come and let them out, . Under the
lime-trees of the promenade, a hLorse.dealer was running his
horse up and down and striking the butt-end of his whip on
his hard felt hat to excite the animal which reared and
pranced under the groom who had been ordered to show it
off. |

A burning sun darted its fiery rays upon the town. The
ground was so hot that it scorched the feet ; not a breath of
wind came to carry off the strong smell of the animals in
their pens, and from the market-place to the town-gates
circulated a noisy crowd, which was divided between busi-
ness and pleasure. Before the mayoralty were grouped the
members of the fire-brigade in their life-saving dress, and in
the large hall, decorated for the occasion with tri-coloured
ﬂa{gs, the sub-prefect was distributing the prizes gained at a
congress of apple-growers.

Carvajan read an address which was received with much
applause, and the ceremony wound up with a noisy flourish
of trumpets. Then a brief command was heard, the firemen
fell into line, and the bugles rang out over the fields as the
authorities passed out. .

Gradually the procession melted away. The florid-com-
plexioned, well-to-do farmers lingered to wait for a friend,
and formed themselves into little groups in the market-
place. At the corner of the Rue du Marché the sub-prefect
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turned to speak to Carvajan, who was then walkzng Beside
him :

““ Shall you be at the féte this evening, Mayor 1”

“ Certainly, sir. To begin with, it is my duty to be
present, and, in addition, it has always been the custom
at La Neuville to spend an hour at the ball.”

“Oh, well then, I shall come,” said the sub-prefect, “ since
you think it would be as well.”

“You will do more to help your elections in an hour
spent at the ball, where you will meet all the large farmers,
than you would in a week’s canvassing, And be attentive
to the firemen, sir—they have a great deal of influence.
You can never tell what you may not get with the help
of the fire brigade.”

“I see you have thoroughly studied the gquestion,” said
“the high official, laughing. “ But one is always the gainer
when in your society.”

Carvgjan’s face changed. To him the phrase sounded
like a sarcasm. But he looked at the sub-prefect, saw that
he was condescendingly good-humoured as usual, and re-
proached himself for his suspicion., “What can I be
dreaming of?” he thought. ¢ Whence should he obtain
the audacity to attack me? Does he not know that if I
chose, I could soon shatter all his plans 2”

A gleam of sombre joy passed over his face. He wag,
indeed, the master in this town, where his contemporaries
had once known him as a shopman, almost a servant, No-
thing could resist him, and before long his enemies would
weep tears of blood. He turned to those who were follow-
ing him, and said imperiously :

‘“ Gentlemen, we shall meet again this evening at the cor-
poration banquet.” | |

Then he went down the little street to his home. It was
mid-day, and at the church he met the people coming out
from high mass. The women and girls came out chatting
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togetiier, and filling the air with a buzzing like that of a
hive. They were all dressed in their best, and wore on
their heads hats trimmed with flowers, or plentifully be-
ribboned caps. They carried their mass-books decently in
their hands, and as they passed the mayor they one and all
lowered their voices to a whisper, for even these women,
who yet had nothing to fear, felt the impression of terror
which Carvajan cast around him. The latter nierely smiled.
1t was not displeasing to him to fcel himself feared, for he
regarded it as a proof of his power. Recognising some ac-
quaintances he gravely raised his hat, then, followed by the
clanging of the bells, hastened homewards.

But when he had passed the fountain, and as he was
about to raise the knocker, he paused. He had just caught
sight of Pascal slowly approaching from the other end of
the street, and everything about the young man betokened
thought and despondency. Since he had returned to La
Neuville his bronzed complexion had grown pale, and his
cheeks had fallen in, Nothing of this change had escaped
Carvajan’s eye, and as he watched his son walking down the
stréet with weary, lagging steps, he asked himself if it could
indeed be the same brisk, vigorous man he had greeted at
the station a few days before.

, They met at the door, and Pascal could not repress a
start on looking up and seeing his father. He tried to pre-
sent & serenc countenance to his gaze, but his contracted
features did not unbend, and he still looked careworn and
anxious.

“Have you just come from the fair?"” asked Carvajan,
attentively observing his son. |

“Yes, father,” answered Pascal, as though aroused from
& dream,

““And are you hungry ?”

“I am indeed.” And they went into the dining room.
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Neuville to-day,” thought Carvajan. “ He has beep hang-
ing about Clairefont again—that chalky dust on his boots
comes from the Great Marl-Pit. But what project can he
have? He evidently mistrusts me. Whenever I ask him
& question he never answers but with a lie. He even fears
to look at me, 50 afraid is he that I should read his thouglits
in hig eyes.” |

Pascal, in fact, was seated on the other side of the table,
his eyes bent on his plate, eating with an absent-minded,
abstracted air. Determined as he was to leave the country,
he had been unable to resist the desire to once more climb
the Clairefont hill, and, leaving the house as soon as he had
seen his father sct out for the mayoralty, had reached the
plateau by the path which led past the Great Marl-Pit.

He did not intend as before to lie in ambush near the
park, for he was afraid of being seen, and a wave of blood
rushed to his brain at the thought of finding himself face
to face a second time with Autoinette. By what right
‘dared he await her? And what would she think of him, if
she surprised him near the chitean watching and lying in
wait like a vagabond or a poacher?

He thought that she would be sure to go to mass, and by
nine o'clock he was in the little church. He seated himself
on & wooden bench in a dark corner, where it wag nearly
impossible for anyone to recognise him, and there he pati-
ently waited, looking at the ornaments on the altar, the
pictures on the walls, the stained glass windows, and finding
n each object a trace of the devout generosity of the chi-
telains of Clairefont ; Inscriptions on the tablets, mono-
grams painted on the glass—all told something of their
domestic history,

On a white marble medallion near one of the confessional
boxes, Pascal saw these words inscribed in golden letters -
“The Lord has preserved to me my beloved daughter,
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namé and date; “ Honoré de Clairefont, 1872”7 It was a
pious tribute of gratitude which had been- placed there by
the marquis on Antoinette’s recovery from a dangerous
1lIness. |

Then Pascal had an hallucinatory vision in the solemn
mysterious darkness of the church. It seemed to him that
he was borne away towards the chiteaw by a force which
annihilated all volition oun his part. He entered the old
mansion, went to the young girl’s chamber, and there,
stretched on her bed, pale and hollow-cheeked, he saw her
at the point of death. He recognised her at once, although
she looked but & pretty child. Beside the sick-bed sat an
old man whom Pascal did not know, but whom he guessed
to be the marquis, He was holding his daughter’s thin
white hand, while large tears stood in his eyes, and bis hips
moved as though in prayer, and Pascal knew that he was
offering up a heartfelt petition to God to save his child.

Then, as if by an immediate manifestation of the Divine
Will, the colour came into Antoinette’s cheeks, and her eyes
shone clear and bright. And there was a sudden transfor-
mation in her. It was no longer a sick child upon whom
" the young man was gazing, but the beautiful girl he had
met in the shady lane, the girl he at once dreaded and
,worshipped, and for whom he would have unhesitatingly

laid down his life.

Pascal made au effort to dispel this vision, and to regain
hig self-possession. He sought something real on which to fix
hig eyes, and his glance fell again on the white marble tablet,
again he repeated the inscription to himself as if he were
thanking God for baving saved Antoinette. Had she not
been kept from death that he might see and love her? But
if he was destined to love her, why then should she hate
him? He rose, and slowly moved towards the rows of chairs
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first row, attracted his attention, and he apptfuaclﬁad it,
feeling sure that it was there that Antoinetie offered up her
prayers. He bent his knee where she knelt, and seetng that
the ledge of the fall stool formed a box, he opened it and
saw a mass-book lying inside beside a collecting bag. He took
the book in his trembling hand. |t was small with silver
clasps, and covered in white morocco. On the fly-leaf there
was o date—that of Antoinette’s first communion, the rest
was white and spotless as her soul. Pascal could not resist
the desire of looking through this book, hoping to find in 1t
some trace of the young girl’s inner thoughts, but there
were only sacred pictures between the pages. One of Saint
Antoinette bore the words: “To my dear sister, from
Robert de Clairefont.” Pascal’s heart was filled with a deep
tenderness as he saw the simple, loving souvenirs, and he
reproached himself for his curiosity as for a bad action, for
it seemed to him that he had been guilty of a profanmity.
He closed the book again, and leaning his forehead on this
mute confidante of hope and despair, he prayed.

Gradually his heart regained its calmness., He felt more
master of himself, more sure of doibg what was right.
He rose, and catching sight of the bag in which no doubt
Mademoiselle de Clairefont was going to recetve the
offerings of the charitable that very day, he slipped his alms
into it, then closed the box, and regained his place in the
dark corner of the church. |

The bell began to ring. The sacristan came into the
choir to light the candles, and the gloomy nave was starred
with trembling flames. Heavy footsteps dragged over the
flag-stones, the grating of the chairs as they were moved
echoed through the sonorous emptiness of the arched build-
ing, and one after another the congregation took their
places, Just as the priest was coming out of the sacristy,
a licht foot-fall made Pascal start. He turned eagerly to-
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churen, followed by Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, and
accompanied by a tall, military-looking young man, in
whom Pasgcal’s agitation made him recognise Monsieur de
Croix Mesnil. A mist came before his eyes, the stained
glass windows seemed to be gleaming and flaming, thers
was a ringing in his ears, and the church seemed to shake
on its foundations. Then he made a violent effort, and
again he saw and heard. |

The priest was at the altar, and the murmur of his chant
sounded distinct amidst the silence. The two women and
their companion were lost in the crowd. Pascal rose, and
leaning against a pillar looked round for Antoinette. He
saw her on the other side of the church, her head bent and
abgorbed in prayer as she knelt between her aunt and her
betrothed. And such was the ending of his fondly cherished
dream-—the sight of Mademoiselle de Clairefont beside the
man who was destined to be her husband. All the schemes,
all the hopes, all the fears to which he had so passionately
devoted himself had troubled no one but himself. She,
who in his thoughts had formed their centre, had not the
faintest knowledge of them. Calm and cold as before she
went on her way, unconscious of the tempest she had
raised.

He Dbitterly asked himself what he was doing in this
church, and, with the certainty of the futility of his iliusions,
he regained all his energy. Te rose, went out without once
looking round, and, following the road by which he had
come, returned to the town. And that was the happy
walk from which he was returning, when he met his
father.

Seated opposite one another, the two men continned to
eat their lunch in silence, Outside, the farmers, who cou-
tinued to arrive in ever-increasing numbers, waiked past the
house in little groups. The sounds of pistols fired in the
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mingled in a joyous tumult. The whole town was Ment on
making merry, all the inhabitants of the canton were sann-
tering through the streets and everyone was preparing to
laugh, drink and dance, |

At Clairefont and in the littlo house in the Rue dn
Marché alone, did thought and melancholy reign supreme,
Vietorand vanquished alike were an xtous; the marquis, becanse
- Antoinette’s fiancd had arrived the evemng before to pass a
few days at the chitean ; Carvajan, because he saw before
him the son, whom he had dreamed of attaching to himazelf
by the bonds of tranquil bappiness, gloomy and neasy.

Honoré, suddenly aroused from his egolstic abstraction
had been compelled to return to the bitter realities of life.
The presence of Monsicur de Croix-Mesnil had again
brought to his memory the difficulties of his financial posi-
tion, and the inexplicable hesitation Auntoinette displayed
in putting off her marriage, month after month,

The mayor of La Neuville wag asking himself with won-
dering anxiety if, at the very moment of his triumph,
some obstacle was to be placed in his path against which
all the energy of his will would be of no effect. Pascal’s
dejection caused him a feeling of dull uneasiness which he
was not the man to bear for very long, and he determined
to question his son boldly and to have & final and decisive
explanation. Me resolved to seize the first favourable oppor-
tunity and, if it were needful, to disclose his plans, to
initiate the young man into the secrets of his ambition,
to show him the bright future which lay before him, and so,
if he could not hold him by affection, to bind him at least by
interest. He little thought, as he took this resolution, that
within a very few hours an incident of this féte day, which
was destined to be full of important events, would furnish
him with the occasion he wanted. | ;

Early that morning, the occupants of Clairefont hed beey

awakened by the traditional firing which announced the
I
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eomniencement of the féte. At the sound a window in the
front of the house was thrown open, and Antoinette, with
a white wrapper thrown round her, leant out looking
serious and thoughtful. Her pale face, lier red eyes testified
to the weariness and despouding thoughts of a sleepless
night, and evidently the dawn had mnot dispelled these
shadows, for the young girl stood motionless at the window,
utterly indifferent to the -beauty of the sweet summer
morning.

In and out among the flower-beds, the birds were chasing
each other with joyous shrieks, every now and then alight-
ing on the flowers which bent beuneath their light weight
and spilt from their cups the drvops of dew which sparkled
like diaraonds in the sun. 'The leaves stirred with a gentle
rustle as the soft breeze swept lightly by, and the warm air
was filled with the perfume of the roses, But Antoinette
dreamed on. Her pretty forehead had an anzious fold in it,
and about her eycs, fixed absently on space, there was the
weary, languid look of recently shed tears. It was only
when her bedroom door was opened that she roused herself,
and looking round, she saw her Aunt Isabella; and her sad
face was lighted by a smile,

Robed in a large-patterned chintz dressing-gown, her
grey hair in wild disorder and her face as red as a peony,
in spite of a liberal application of fice—pﬂwder, the old maid
came in with an air of deep mystery. She bestowed two
hearty kisses on her niece, then, leaning her back against
the mantel-piece in a thoroughly masculine attitude, she
gaid :

““I heard you open your window so I thought I would
come to you, I have passed a frightful night-—nothing but
nightmare the whole time. I don’t know whether you be-
lieve in dreams? I do. My mother used to tell what they
meant-in a wonderful way, and her prophecies always came



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 131

ways o sign of misfortune and death. 1 thought Iesaw a
tremendous red cock with a face just like that horrible
Carvajan’s, and he was crowing and flapping his wings, 1
woke up with a start, and all in a perspiration. I haven’t got
over it yet.”

Aunt Isabella paused to draw a long breath with the
noise and violence of a pair of forge-bellows, then she con-
tinued ; | '

““ You know the position in which we are placed. Yester-
day evening a notice came that we were to pay a hundred
and sizty thonsand frauncs, some odd centimes. Of course 1
hid the paper away, and I haven't dared mention it to your
father. DBul, nevertheless, we must see what is to be done,
for things won't stay as they are. We are at our last
penny, and I don’t know how the dickens we are going to
take up this bill. A hundred and sixty thousand francs are
not to be picked up in the road, and 1 haven’t a sou.
saint Maurice is all I have left. There’s a house there
that 13 just habitable and the estate brings in two thousand
five hundred francs a year. [t'll be a roof to cover us in
the days of poverty that we shall see but too soon, and
enough bread to keep us from starving, and wild horses
shan’t make me give it up, for it is our last resource now
that your father has so shamefully squandered and lost all.”

With a gesture of entreaty, Antoinette seated herself beside
her aunt, and turned towards her her sweet face blanched
with worry. _

“ Auntie, please don’t blame my father,” she said, ¢ He
has done everything for the best. He certainly has pursued
shadows and given way too much to false hopes, but he had
but one end in view—to enrich us and increase our comfort,
You know that he does not care a bit about himself and the
little Chatean de Saint Maurice will seem a palace to him,
~if he has us all there with him.”

““Oh, I know he has a heart of gold, but unfortunﬂtély
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that will not pay his debts, and the creditors who are harass-
ing us won’t give us any peace. Malézean hag seen Carva-
jan, and he says he was harder and more bitter even than
usual, so we must not be surprised at anything that may
happen. My dear, it’s enough to drive one mad. If between
now and the end of the week, we do not find some means of
gaining time, we shall have to get out of here. We shall
see the bailiffs in the drawing-rooms of Clairefont, and we
shall be turned out of our ancestral home. What will Mon-
gieur de Croix-Mesnil think of that?”

“T don't worty myself about him, auntie,” answered
Antoinette with a smile, ‘1 know him, and he would be
just as willing to marry me if I were poor, as if I were rich.
And if I loved him— "

“Don’t you love him?” cried Mademoiselle de Saint
Maurice in horrified tones. ‘ What! After he has been
courting you for nearly two years!”

“ 1 think him charming, auntie,” replied the young girl
with gentle melancholy, “ but he is not the man one ocught
to marry if the love of the man to whom one is beund, 1s all
the happiness one has to expect. He is very gentlemanly
and rather cold, capable of every delicacy of feeling and
quick to respond to every noble sentiment, but he will never
frel the grand impulses or the ardent devotion of the man
whose passion fills his soul. You know that, you told me so
yourself one day. Shall I consent to become his wife to ses
him risk being ruined with us, with the certainty that he
has neither sufficient energy nor talent to overcome the
difficulties with which we are surrounded? Ne, aunt, it
would be ungenerous, it would be mean, and 1 will not
do it.” |

““ Well, the poor boy certaiuly would get the worst of i,
if he had to ‘portend ’ with Carvajan. Ah,if only I had the
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not like your father’s, How delighted I should be to seo
him attack that ¢schismatic’ old mayor! Ah! to pay
back the gcoundrel all the harm he has done us, to fight him
with his own weapons, to triumph over him and to laugh ob
him till we were tired! Well, there, I don’t know what 1
wouldn’t give for that !”

Aunt Isabella nodded her head vigorously two or three
times, took a few strides, then seating herself opposite her
njece, continued :

 Why is not your brother as sharp-witted as he is muscu-
lar! He’d have pitched into the mayor and given him what
for! But he’s a perfect baby where business is concerned,
like your father and myself: you have all the brains of the
family, my dear. Strange times to live in when a Carvajan
can worry arid torment a Clairefont, and the latter has no
one to look to for help and succour but himself ! In bygone
times, he would have gone to the king, and the affair would
have been put right before you could look round, but now
it’s nothing of the kind. If the scale goes down at all, it
ig in favour of these wretches, and every advantage i1s given
to them, The greater rogues they are, the more favour can
they count upon. And so you see, my dear child, that we
have no one on our side and we must resign ourselves to our
fote.”

“That iz the easlest part of it all, auntie. Our life
will not be changed in the least. How have we been
living for the last” two years? In the most miserable
way. We four are lost in this great, silent, icy chatean;
we have to look for each other in it in the most forlern
way. Poverty is a hundred times harder to bear in a
mansion intended to be the scene of Iuxury, than in a modest
little house. I was born at Clairefont; it 18 here 1 have
grown up and learnt to suffer, and I am bound to the place
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Only let my father be free and at ease, only let his old age
be shielded from care and anxiety, only let us emerge from
our present difficulties with the honour of our name intact,
and I promise you I will not shed one tear for the brilliant
past and that 1 shall only be too thankful for the humble,
happy present.” -

. % And your will remain unmarried 17

“Of course I shall remain unmarried, auntie, like you.
We two shall finish by being the same age, and we shall
have little hobUies, we shall play cards, we shall wear very
young-looking little caps trimmed with ribbons, we shall
make our own jam, and papa will tell us all about his latest
inventions (which he will have no means to put into
practice) and we shall give them our sincere admiration
since they will no longer cost anything. Then, as we shall
always have enough at Saint Maurice to feed a horse on,
wher it is fine and we have been very good, we shall drive
in the woods with Robert. Come, auntie, looked pleased !
There are still good times in store for us. With the help of
a little philosophy one can become accustomed to anything,
and when one is with those one loves, what can there be to
complain of §”

The old maid started to her feet, stretched out her long
arms, and, catching her niece round the waist, pressed her
closely to her bony chest. | "

“You dear good child!” she exclaimed tendetly.
“ Wherever you are there will be happiness., You are the
sunshine of the house, and I don’t know what would become “
of us without you. You’re right—don’t you marry your
dragoon. If you stay with us, you will be poor, but you
will have your liberty—with him. you would have a little
more money, but you couldn't call your soul your own. 1
know I am abominably selfish, and that I only think of myself

when I encourage you in your ideas of independence. But let
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She took the young girl's head between her twoe huge
hands and gazed at her with loving admiration. With her
loosened hair, her rosy complexion, her blue eyes, her
tender mouth and .her expression of proud -candour,
Antoinette looked like one of Greuze’s charming heads, fall
at once of modest grace and coquettish innoeence. The
large sleeves of ber dressing-gown left her pretty arms bare,
and beneath the pleated skirt her foot, encased in a tiny
satin slipper, peeped out swinging gently to and fro like a
bird preparing for its flight.

“ Don’t reproach yourself, auntiey’ she said, turning her
head a little aside, “you have not influenced my decision.
I made up my mind a long time ago, and I am only waiting
for an opportunity to tell Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil. He 18
a gentleman, and as such he will understand my reasons for
breaking off the engagement and will still remain our
friend. As for papa, it will be best to say nothing at all to
him about it, and especially not to-day. Let us get the féte
over, and then if there is any need we will have a family
council to-morrow.”

““ Let us hope that no disagreeable incident will arise to
aggravate the situation,” said Mademoiselle de BSaint
Maurice. “ I have a presentiment of evil, and T am rarely
mistaken.”

Mademoiselle de Clairefont slowly shook her head.

“ We will pray to God to spare us any increase of sorrow,”
she replied. “ He cannot meau us to be totally cast down,
but if such is His will—” ' |

“Then I hope it will be me alone that He will visit with
His wrath and that you, my dear children, may be spared ! ”
exclaimed the old maid with a passion of devotedness which
sent the blood to her face in erimson waves,

Just then there came borne on the breeze the sound of a
church bell ringing in the distance.

“There goes the first bell and 1 havent even done my
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hair,""said Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. I must run.

(Good-bye for the present.”

And reaching the door in two strides, she disappeared
like & whirlwind.

Aunt lsabella was never long ‘‘ getting herself up,” as she
said, and it was not five minutes walk from the chiitean to
the church, so the priest had not finished pronouncing the
benediction before Mademoiselle de Clairefont, accompanied
by her aunt and Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, had reached her
seat and commenced to pray.

Nothing happened to distract her attention, all went on
as usual, The son of the beadle, who served as clerk, blew
his nose with startling and disrespectful noise while the
clevation of the Host was taking place, and received a
furious glance from his father, who was singing in the stulls
of the choir, as & warning of the chastisement to come. Made-
moiselle Bihorel, the priest’s sister, gave the customary
number of little taps on her fall-stool with her mass-book
to let the school-children know when to sit down and when
to stand up.

Pascal’'s deep sigh when he saw Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil
did not reach Antoinette’s ears, and the sound of the footsteps
of the man who adored her, as he left the church, aroused
no echo in lLer heart. She remained absorbed in her holy
meditations until her aunt gave her a gentle nudge, saying :
“ et ready for the collectivn,” and then she closed her book,
opened the box of herfall-stool and took out the velvet bagwith
the faded embroidered representation of the Clairefont arms,

The beadle, his silver-headed cane in his hand, came up
to her with a profound bow, and Antoinette left her seat
and went towards the choir. As she walked, she fancied
she heard a slight metallic chink within the bag, and,
loosening the silken cords, she saw with an amazement
which sent the bloed rushing to her cheeks, five pieces of
cold shining on the black leather linine. |
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She reached the altar, bent low before 1it, then commenced
the collection, feeling very troubled in her mind, and the
half-pennies and pence fell into the bag hiding from sight
the mysterious louis as she went from scat to seat murmur-
ing mechanically ; * For the poor, if you please.”

«“Who has come to the church this morning and so
generously left this anonymous gift?” she thought as she
moved down the church. She looked eagerly around,
olancing into all the dark corners, but only the familiar
faces of the peasants met her gaze, for Pascal was already
far away.

From that time to the end of the mass Antoinette paid
little attention to the service. Her book lay idle in her
hands as she forgot to read her prayers, and she sat with
her eyes fixed on a large glass window onm which was
depicted the struggle between Jacob and the angel,
" and which had been given to the church by her great
grand-father. The son of Isaac was shown striving to hold
his celestial adversary within his powerful arms, and, be-
ncath, the painter had traced these words in Gothic
characters ; “Thus does man, who is bound to earth, strive
to conguer heaven.’

- To Mademoiselle de Clairefont, who had never examined
the window so attentively before, there seemed a strong
likeness between the features of Jacob and those of someone
who was not altogether a total stranger to her. - She knew
this strong-looking face with the brown beard and the
piercing eyes, but she could not remember where or when
she had geen it. It was in vain she racked her bramn—
memory would not come to her aid, and the priest had left
the altar and the congregation were crowding out of the
church, and yet she sat, still lost in thought.

“ (Clome, dear, we must go,” said Aunt Isabella. ° Baron,
will you wait for us at the door? We have to give in our
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Morsieur de Croiz-Mesnil bowed, and went towards the
porch, while the two others turned towards the sacristy.
They found the good-hearted, simple-minded priest, who bhad
christened Antoinette and prepaved her for her first com-
munion, removing his sacerdotal garments, But as soon as
he saw them, he tore himself from the hands of his sister
who was unfastening his surplice and hastily advanced to
meet them,

“Pray do not let us disturb you, wmy dear Abbé,” ex-
claimed Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. “ We have only a
moment to stay. Antoinette has come to give you the pro-
ceeds of the collection and then we must run off.”

Mademoiselle Bihorel had already opened the velvet bag
and was turning the contents on to the table. The gold,
silver and copper rolled out together and she uttered an
cxclamation of surprise.

“ Oh, brother, look 1”

The priest smiled and taking the young girl’'s hands:

“ Thig is your lavish gift—I know your generous disposi-
- tion. But it is too much, my child, and I ought to scold
rather than thank you.”

At these words, Antoinette’s face flushed erimson and she
tried to turn her head aside, but her aunt’s eyes were fixed
on her with an expression of such utter astonishment that
it wag impossible for her to keep silence,

“I do not deserve any thanks, your roverence,” the
said hastily. ¢ This money is not from me. I found it in
the bag before I commenoced the collection.” '

At this, ‘Aunt Isabella’s amazement became nothing short
of stupefaction. Fora moment she was dumb, then heaving
a-sigh which was like the neighing of a horse, she exclaimed
while her face turned so red that it luuked ag though it

must be on fire :
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to put in your fall-stool mysell, yesterday emrerling.“ Has
any one dared to go rummaging—" |

« At any rate, auntie, whoever it was can’'t have done so
with any thievish intentions,” interrupted her niece play-
fully, “since instead of taking anything he has left me money
for the poor. Besides, perhaps there was no need for any-
one to rummage, as you say. Bernard may have simply
placed the bag on, instead of inside, the fall-stool. In any
case, what'is there so important about the affair for you to
make so much fussg about it 1”

The tears were standing in her eyes as she spoke. Aunt
fsabelln was afraid she had pained her and wishing to soothe -
her, said jokingly : |
- “You'llfind it was the baron who hag risen at daybreak in

order to come here on the quiet and prepare you a little
surprise,”

« Aunt, you know very well that that could not be. To
begin with, Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil is not an early riser,
and secondly he did not know it was I who was to make the
collection.”

«T don’t know anyone round here to whom we can give
the credit of so much generosity,” said Mademoiselle Bihorel,
meditatively.

¢« And no stranger has visited the church, to my know-
ledge,” added the priest. He paused abruptly. A gleam of
intelligence came over his face and striking his hands to-
gether he exclaimed :

¢ Unless it was the young man I saw this morning as I
walked round the church pronouncing the benediction.”

« What young man t” asked Mademoiselle. de Saint
Maurice, her forchead gathering into a frown.

« A dark, bearded young man who was sitting near the
font, in a dark corner to the right of the door.”

As if evoked by magic, Pascal’s face appeared before
Antoinette’s eyes, She knew now who it was who resembled
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the sok of the patriarch wrestling with the angel. Did he,
as it said beneath the picture, wish to attain heaven?
And what would heaven be to a Carvajan, if not a Claire-
fout’s love? There could not be the slightest doubt but
that it was he who had gone to her fall-stool, opened it, and
lett there the proof of his impertinent curiosity.

- She thought him strangely bold and her anger rose at his
audacity, What did he want? For what did he hope 1
Did he think to keep himself present to her mind, merely
because he had once met her by chance? Did he pretend
to her gratitude by his offensive generosity ! |

- To these questions the gentler voice of her reason replied :
“Of what have you to complain? He has placed his oift
your hands and yet hidden himself. He might have ‘re-
mained in the church, to wait till you came to him and have
given you his alms openly, if he had chosen. But he was afraid
of displeasing you, he dared not meet your eyes. He has
been timid and respectful, and are you going to reproach him
for it 1”

But it was just this mystery which she disliked, for by it
she found herself involved in a sort of complicity with the son
of her father’s enemy. When he met her, he might smile at her
as if there were some secret understanding between him and
herself. She longed to utter his name, to say that it was
e who had ventured to pry into the box, and to cast back
at hig feet this money which she did not wish to receive, but
she dared not say auything before the priest and his sister.
It seemed to her that such an avowal would be a humilia-
tion for the whole house of Clairefont, and vexed and
troubled slie remained silent.

“ Well, now you have delivered up your accounts, let us
hurry off, my child,” said Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice.
“ We have kept that poor baron eooling his heels at the door
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The “little one,” who had turned her back somé& time
since on her fiftieth year, made a deep curtsey and accom-
paunied the two ladies from the chiteau to the door of the
sacristy. Hardly were the aunt and niece alone in the church
before Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice began, while she
watched Antoinette with eyes brimming with curiosity

“Well, I suppose you recognised your donor in the
portrait the priest drew of him ? It was certainly the heir
of the house of Carvajan himself.”

““Oh, auntie ! ” murmured the young girl, wearily.

“Oh, well! What isit? The old rogue’s son, stung by
remorse perhaps, restores a little of the money lhis father
has stolen and makes use of your hand to make a restitution
80 agreeable to both God and man. Very moral and ex-
tremely gallant! You will find that we have unawares an
ally in that monster’s stronghold.” )

““Pray do not joke on such a subject, aunt,” said Made-
moiselle de Clairefont in an agitated voice.

““What’s the matter? I don’t understand your emotion,”
sald the old maid in surprise.

‘““ The matter is that all this humiliates and wounds me—
that I cannot admit the idea of a stranger thus forcing him-
self into my life, I do not know this man, he is already
odious to me, and I wish to know nothing of him, unless it
i that he is his father’s son and that consequently I ought,
if not to despise him, at least to hate him. Besides, how do
you know that he did not put the money there out of
bravado? Does it not look like a cruel jest? He knows
that we are so impoverished that we can no longer afford to
bestow our alms as in the past and does he not intend to
make us understand that, without the aid of a Carvajan, we
should be obliged to leave empty the outstretched hands of
the unfortunate 1”

*“ Gooduess, how you excite yourself | And really it isn’t
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about®and talked about enough for a mere hundred francs,
i{ that is what he reckoned on doing he isn’t 8o very stupid

after all. How his ears must burn! But let me say one
word more before we dismiss the subject. I do not think he
is s0 black as you paint him. In the past he used to quarrel
dreadfully with his father, and though it’s true he hag re-
turned home, is that a proof that he holds the same opinions
as that old rascal ¥ For my part, my dream would be to seg
them eat each other up, Carvajan against Carvajan! When
Greek meets Greck—wouldn’t it be amusing t”

“ But you will not enjoy such a spectacle, aunt,” answered
Antoinette with contemptuous bitterness. “ When the time
comes, you may be sure they will unite to crush us. But
whether that is so or not, do not let us ever speak again of
what has taken place.”

Theéy left the church and found Monsicur de Croix-Mesnil
very intent on deciphering an epitaph on the stone which
served as doorstep, and from which he turned with a smile
when he saw them. He was a handsome man of about
thirty with dark eyes and fair moustache, a particularly
well-bred manner, and a remarkably pleasant nature. He
had given proofs of great valour during the war when he
was under the command of General de Charette, and he was
usually spoken of as being one of those quiet men who
expose themselves to the greatest dangers without a word
to draw anyone’s attention and who will give the deadliest
orders in the most tranguil, placid voice.

« T am summoning all my classic memories to my aid to-
arrive at an understanding of this Latin inscription,” he
said as the two ladics approached.  Unless [ am mistaken,
it refers to a certain Abbé de Clairefont who was buried
Lere, owing to his wish that his mortal remains should be
trodden underfoot by the feet of the faithful as they entered
the place of worship. At least that I8 what I take 1t to



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 143

¢ That is perfectly right,” answered Mademoisélle de
Saint Maurice. “It iz the grave of Foulque de Clairefont,
Prior of Jumitge., If you care to hear it the marquis will
tell you his history. He began as a musketeer, and led a
very bad life, then he became a model of piety and finished
by being a saint. He is the religious pride of the house,
and you will see his portrait in the oratory.”

« *“ Here are papa and Robert coming to meet us,” broke in
Antoinette at this point. _

The marquis, leaning on his son’s arm, was advancing
slowly along the avcnue of lime-trees which stretched from
the village to the chiteau gates. Robert had laid aside for
once the shooting dress he usually wore and had on a dark
blue suit which showed off the robust elegance of his figure
to perfection, He was talking gaily to his father, and with
his left hand he had hold of Antoinette’s deer-hound which
he was leading by a cbain. When he caught sight of his
sister, he loosed the dog, which darting oftf like an arrow
from the bow, leapt about the young girl with short sharp
barks of delight.

“ Why didn’t you let the poor thing run as he likedd ?
called Mademoiselle de Claivefont, who had distanced her
companions, as soon as she was within speaking distance.

‘ Because he had already started off once to jomm you at
church. Now as I have never heard of mass being said for
dogs—" '

«« Ah, of course ; when Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil is here,
Fox will not leave me,” said Antoinette with a smile.

« He is jealous, parblen,” said Robert, laughing.

o There is no reason for him to be,” replied the baron,
gently. “Of the two rivals, the man certainly does not
receive the better treatment at the hands of mademoiselle.”

& Come, Croix-Mesnil, it will all come right in the end,”
said the marquis. “ Let us go in now, and after lunch I

- P P . [ |
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When one has invented anything so simple and yet destined
to have such wonderful results, one need not despair. We
shall soon have the Great Marl-Pit at work again, and this
time with such improvements in the lime-kilns that it will .-
be certain fortune. You'll see—you'll sce.”

And he rubbed his hands gaily as he walked towards the
chiteau with quick but tiny steps, |

Antoinette and her aunt exchanged a rapid look. The
girl’s heart fclt very heavy as she heard the inventor speak
s0 confidently of riches and work when he was on the eve of
utter ruin. There was the old man amusing himself with
his toy, when the catastrophe, with which he bad been
threatened for so long, was now but a few hours distant.
With what crushing force would the blow so little expected
fall upon him! In what way could he be made aware of
his true position? By what mcans could news so terrible
be broken to him? And above all, how recall him to reason,
how curc him for cver of his folly, how obtain from him the
promise to give up the dreams which were tbe very essence
of his life, hig unique element of happiness |

«“We shall have to go to the féte this evening, my
children,” resumed Monsicur de Clairefont. “ We will wait
until the heat of tho day is over, and after dinner we will
quietly walk down to the town for an hour or s0.”

A cloud eame over Antoinette’s Iuce.

“Do you think our absence would be misinterpreted if
we stayed away, papal” she said, diffidently. *We rcnlly
take no interest in these fairs. Why should we go?”

«“ To conform to custom. We, of all people, have no right
to disregard tradition.” -

«« No doubt ; but it will be very fatigring for ycu amongst
the crowd, the noise and the dust,” returned Antoinette,
who was trembling at the thought that a malicious word, a

- - -
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““0Oh, I, my daughter; I am not at all anxious to go
beyond the gates of Clairefont, and the presence of you
~ young people at the ball will be quite sufficient.”
~ “0Oh, well then, we'll go and represent you,” said the
young girl, eagerly; “and thus you will not be tired, and
no one will be able to find any fault.”

“There’'s a happy conclusion to arrive at, Miss ‘Wisdom,
.and T am delighted to have given you such thorough
satisfaction,” said her father, smiling. “I shall take
advantage of the opportunity to commence a chemical
analysis which I have for some time put off in the fear of
drawing reproaches upon my head.”

“ All T can say is that the last time you did anytbing of
the kind, you blackened all the frames in the picture-gallery
and made my clothes smell horrid for a fortnight after-
wards,” said Auunt Isabella, tartly.

““ That’s true,” confessed the savant, humbly. “In my
preoccupation, I forgot to open the window, and T did spoil
some of the gilding. But I'll be more careful this time.” |

By now they were entering the courtyard gates, and old
Jornard, seeing them, ceremoniously rang the luncheon bell
and approaching his master, said with a low bow:

““ Luncheon i3 on the table.”

“ Come then, Antoinette, give me your arm.”

And leaning on his daughter as he usually did, more from
~ caressing indolence than real feebleness, the old man walked
slowly into the dining-room, at the very moment thas
Carvajan and Paseal were sitting in silence in the lower
room in the little house in the Rue du Marche—the one
proposing to himself to draw closer the cords which kept his
sont beside him ; the other, to separate himself entirely from.
his father’s plans and to go away.

The tumult of the fair, interrupted for an hour by the
wod.dav meal had ecensed for a short time. A gcorching o
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birds in the irees of the promenade were silent from very
drowsiness. Still, half way up the Clairefont hill, the
sounds of shouts and noisy laughter could be heard ever and
agnin. These originated in Pourtois's large dining-room where
every year Tondeur gave a lunch to his fellow-carpenters.
1t was customary to sing songs during the dessert, which
lasted far into the afternoon, and each one cheerfully “ doing
his best,” as the wood-merchant said, the uproar of the
choruses which were taken up by everyone present amidst
the smoke of pipes and the fumes of alcoholic liquors,
swelled now and then into a tremendous crescendo, which
was followed for some moments by a deep silence, the voice
of the soloist being lost in the distance. Theun the chorus
would Ue again bawled out, casting to the echoing valley
the lively notes of a comie song, or the languid modulations
of a sentimental ballad. .

Seated necar a window in the small drawing-room of the
chiteau, busy at some embroidery, Antcinette listened
absently to these distant vociferations, as she watched
beside her father who was taking his siesta stretched upon a
sofa. Robert and Croix-Mesnil were walking up and down
the terrace together, while Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice,
armed with some long scissors, was clearing away the faded
flowers from the vases, Suddenly the young count paused
in his walk and looking his companion full in the face said :

¢ If T were in your place, my dear fellow, I should speak
-to her straight out; there’s nothing worse than uncertamn
and false positions. It all depends on her. You know how
much we all like you, and that if it had only needed our
consent you would have been Antoinette’s husband leng ago.
- But the young lady is perfectly free, and it’s no easy job to
make her do the opposite of what she has decided. She is
as good as an angel, but as obstinate as the devil, though
na oane wonild think 1€ to look at her *?
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was working, and they paused to look at her. Herelhocad
was bowed, and, unconscious of any observation, she was not
attempting to conceal the deep melancholy that she felt,
A sad smilg was on her Iips, and it was with difficalty that
she restrained the tears from flowing from between her
fluttering eyelids. Her work fell from her hands, and,
laying her head back on her chair, she was soon lost in
desponding thoughts. Her dog, who was lying at her feet,
raised - his intelligent eyes to her as if he understood the
emotion which had overpowered her, and touched her hand
with his long nose. She looked at the deerhound, wound
her arms round his neck, then, unable to contain herself any
longer burst into tears. The dog laid his paws on his
mistress’s shoulders, while his eyves shone like two black
diamonds, and uttered a low whine. At the sound, the
marquis moved uneaéily on the sofa as if he were going to
awake, and the young girl whispered as she pointed to him

“ Be quiet, Fox, Let him sleep while he is yet able to
do s0.”

“Good heavens, she ig crying !” said the baron excit-
edly. “ Look at her, Robert. What does it mean? What
is going on? I must question her, even though [f risk dis-
pleasing her.” |

He went up to the windew to which his head hardiy
raached, and was just about to speak when Antoinette put
her finger to her lips as a sign to him to be silent, He
pointed to the park with a gesture of eutreaty to her to
come. She silently rose, and bestowing a last glance upon
her father, who was stul sleeping and smiling at some happy
dream, she left the room lightly as a syiph, and went out
of doors. The baron offered her his arm and they slowly
walked down towards the park,

The sun was sinking towards the horizon, and under the
great beech-trees therc were wurm soft shadows perfumed
with the fresh smell of the moss. From the parched
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meadews came the continuous chirp of multitudinous
grasshoppers, and the flowers in the beds turned their heads
towards the west in eager longing for the dew. A stone
bench, still warm from the burning wmid-day heat, stood
beside the path, and the two turned and sat down on it.

Antoinette saw that she could no longer put off answer-
ing the questions her flaneé had so considerately refrained
from pressing for so long. She raised her wet eyes to his
face, and seeing how troubled and anxicus he locked, im-
pulsively slipped her hand in his. He pressed it gently
within his own, and looking tenderly at her, gently asked ;

‘“ Do you give it me to keep?”

She made no answer beyond a sad shake of the head.

‘“ Antoinette, dear,” he resumed, ‘I have noticed a great
change in your manner towards me for some time past.
You greet me with constraint, you treat me coldly, and,
though I have said nothing, it has deeply pained me. T am
not demonstrative-——you will never hear me, like some men
whom I envy, pour out my feelings in fiery protestations,
and I know that it is to my disadvantage that I cannot do
8o, that it makes me seem cold, and that I may be put
down as being indifferent. But because my feelings are
hidden they are not the less deep, and you may always be
sure that I am a man whose heart can never change.”

His voice shook as he spoke, and the bloed rose to his
cheeks, He went on: |

“When I obtained from Monsieur de Clairefont and
from yourself, the hope that I might one day become your
husband, it made me exceedingly "happy. I loved you ;
1 knew how good and tender you were, for I had seen your,
behaviour to your father, and I also knew that the man
who called you his would be worthy the envy of all.
And yet, when you put off the realization of our plans,
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love for you than by my patience and fidelity. But now, 1
ask myself if I was not at fault in my reasoning. Perhaps
the outburst of a violent despair, the hot reproaches of a
wounded heart would have moved you more, and have in-
duced, you to yield. I did not think I ought to belie my
nature, so I suffered in silence at the risk of being thought
but very little in love, and now to my bitter regret I can-
not help thinking that I have gradually allowed the kindly
feelings you had for e to fade away and die.”

“ Do not think that,” interposed Mademoiselle de Claire-
font. “Do not thinuk me guilty of forgetfulness any more
than I do you of coldness. It is the foree of fatal, lament-
able circumstances alone which has done all.”

She paused for a moment as if she hesitated to speal out,
then taking a sudden resolution, she continued, brokenly ;

“In one day, my position was so utterly changed that
it was no longer right for me to conscnt to marry you,
Had I told you the truth, you would have been com-
pelled either to accept the situation as it was or to
withdraw your word under conditions you might have
found humiliating, and, out of consideration for you, I
refused my consent. We have both played the same réle,
we have both displayed a similar sacrifice of self, a corres-
ponding degree of honour, and we have both been but very
il rewarded, since I see that you suffer, and that yet I can
do nothing to console you.” |

““What ! nothing?” said the young man sadly. “But
what is the misfortune which is so serious that neither you
nor I can do anything to remedy it ¢”

Then with a gesture of despair, he went on :

* Ah, the real, the only mischief is that you do not love
me. 1f your heart were mine you would not have paid so
much attention to your reason.”

“ L have a sincere affection for you, and one whick will

nat chatnma P o sment ] iead A bt L
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“*Yes, the affection of a sister. But that is not what I
want from you.”

‘Tt is an affection which prompted me to stretch out my
hand to you with confidence and pleasure.”

“ But one which has not been the strongest feeling in
your heart, and which has sacrificed me—"

“ To an affection older and of longer standing, and which
has more demands upon me—that I bear my father.”

“Didn’t you already love him enough without this?”
exclaimed the young man jealously.

““ The affection a child feels for his father ought to know
no limits,” returned the girl firmly. ¢ But have you not
noticed, not understood what is going on here that you are
g0 persistent? Have yon not scen how for the last two
years we have been sinking lower and lower towards utter
ruin? Has the painful comedy which we have played for
the last two months for my father’s sake escaped your eyes!?
By sacrifices innumerable we have hitherto satisfied every
demand, but now it is all over. We can lay claim no
longer to any part of our possessions—we conld be turned
out of here tomorrow. In fact we are expecting that to
happen, for the man who is harassing us will be inflexible.
But of all this my father is as yet in ignorance. It would
have been of no use to show him the result of his faults
since it was beyond his power to make reparation for them.
He ig simply an old baby whom we have spoilf, perhaps too
much, but who would die if we were not there to make him
live in an atmospherc of factitious happiness. You seel am
answerable for his moral well-being. Can I consent to let
you share my bondage ?”

““That is what I wished and what I still wish now.
You are poor, you say ¥ Well then, I have money enough
for both of us. I will love your father as you love him
yourself. He will not lose a daughter, he will gain another
son to cherish and help him. With what I possess, we will
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set his affairs straight and then we shall bave enough to
restore your own fortune to you.” |

« Never!” cried Mademoiselle de Clairefont. ‘‘That is
what I should dread above all things. You do not know
the unconscious selfishness of an inventor. Convinced of
the merit of his discovery he has no hesitation in sacrificing
all to a chimerical future. My father has thrown gold into
his crucibles, and what has he got in return? Nothing but
ashes. And should we drag you down with ourselves? No,
I should reproach myself as for a crime. We have the
right to do ourselves as much injury as we like, but to
permit a stranger to become the victim of our errors, 15 &
thing to which I will never give my consent.”

“ As you know, you hurt me a great deal more by repell
ing my offers of assistance. But if you do not think of me,
ot least think a little of yoursell. What is to become of
youl”

For a moment Antoinette sat thinking. Sheseemed to
be once more reflecting upon the grave decision she was
about to make. She was free to decide, and she held
the fate of her whole life in her hands. On one side, there
was. celibacy and life robbed of all its enchantment. Oi
the other, marriage and the promise of a bright and happy
futarc. Then, without any hesitation, she turned a face
beaming with peaceful serenity to Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil’s
gaze, and answered guietly,

« T ghall be an old maid.”

He opened his lips to entreat her once again, but she
stopped him.

¢ Please do not say another word. DBe generous and do
not add to my pain by showing me yours. I shall always
kecp a tender recollection of you, but your duty now is to
forget me. I give you back your word. Go to-morrow and

tell your father all ; T am sure he will approve my scruples
- R T s T
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“ And which it is impossible for me to promise to do.
- Do not demand more of me than I can reasonably perform.
Can you really have thought that I should conseént to go
away and not see you again ?”

“] have not thought so, and 1 have even thought that
your friendship would make up to me for all 1 lose by re-
fusing to become your wife.”

“1 shall be always ready to serve you, as you know, and

I cannot thank you enough for having been so frank and
true with me. DBut do not let either of us take a definite

determination, Let us leave the future frece. Who knows
but what the situation may change and we may yet be able
to return to the projects which were so dear tome? Do not
say, ¢ Never;’ say, ‘For the present. Leave me some hope,
however slight. I shall cling to it, and it will help me to
bear all the pain your decision causes me.” .

She rose without making any reply, and, taking the arm
he offered, slowly returned to the terrace.

Kvening was drawing on and the valley beneath was
veiled in a thin mist. The féte was approaching its height,
and the noisy braying of a brass band rose above the mur-
murs of the crowd and floated up the hill. Every moment
the detonation of u pistol sounded and the flash gleamed
oput against the darkeniug sky. The bell of an open-air
lottery was being perseveringly rung to attract the curious,
and 1 the direction of the cattle market clouds of white
dust fose high in the air as the frightened animals were
driven away.

‘“ How all those people are enjoying themselves,” gaid
Mademoiselle de Clairefont, pointing out to her companion
the outskirts of La Neuville, black with men, women and
children. )

“ Well, they look as though they are, at any rate.”

“ T‘Tﬂ _—rn - e e Tru- l-l . e s e o a .f'.-..- J— o I FE .- 11 I |
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The marquis had come to meet them with Aunt Isabella,

“ Well, my children,” said tbe old man, “ are there to be
no more difficulties, and are you agreed 1"

““ Yes, papa,” answered Antoinette, serenely. “It is all
arranged. You need not worry.”

She gave Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil a tender smile, and,
pressing his hand between her own, tried to inspire him
with some of her own courage and resignation.
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CHAPTER V1.

IT was eight o’clock, and an excited, noisy throng was
hastening mto the ball-room which Pourtois had erected.
For a space of about fifty yards long by fifty wide the grass
had been covered with planks. An enormous tarpaulin roof
was supported by beams, on which were fastened painted
cardboard shields bearing the monogram “ R, F.” in the
centre, and surrounded by flags., Five tin chandeliers
covered with lamps and reflectors shed a strong light on the
scene, and all around the vast tent were placed rout-seats
covered with red twill. At one end, on a narrow platform,
sat the musiciang, awaiting the signal from Pourtois
to commence playing. At the other end, facing the
entrance and separated from the rest of the room by
a rail, was a dais reserved for the authorities, on which
stood three velvet easy:-chairs surrounded by smaller ones,
beneath a plaster bust representing the Republic which
had been placed in a recess formed of green boughs. On
the left side of the tent were doors communicating with
the garden of the tavern, which was illuminated with Chinese
lanterns, the heat front which was shrivelling up the
branches and twigs of the arbours,

House and arbours were full to overflowing. Each table
was crowded, and the simoke from cigars and pipes floated
in clouds amidst the light of the illuminations, while the
tumult which had commenced first thing in the morning
was still the same, except that the brawlers were a lhttle
Loarzer and the toners o litile more =tunid than earbier in
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Every now and then a dispute would arise, and the voci-
ferations and yells sounded as if murder at least were going
to be done. At such times, little Madame Pourtois would
appear upon the scene, looking stiff and starched in her best
dress. She had a formula which always brought the un-
ruly to their senses in a minute, and it was this :

“ If you want to kick up a row, go outside and_do it—we
want some room. Either you'll behave yourselves or yow'll
be turned out. We only have respectable people here.”

Thess decided and pointed words invariably reduced the
most furious to obedience, cspecially as behind Madame
Pourtois loomed the muscular form of her cousin Anastase,
the slater from La Neuvile, who came to help his relations
on special occasions, and who conld carry a drunken man
.out of the inn as easily as pluck an apple from a tree.

Pourtois, squeezed into a tight black frock-coat, and shin-
ing with excitement and heat, trotted backwards and for-
wards from the tent entrance to the groups already settled
on the rout-seats, showing the ladies to their places, smiling
at their daughters and dexterously edging the fathers to-
wards the inn. His high, shrill voice could be heard above
all the uproar, and in his excitement the fat man actually
~wiped his forehead with the serviette he was carrying in his
hand from habit,

The men of most importance in the district, such as
the rich farmers and the large millers, he placed at the
foot of the official dais as they came in. Loud, hearty
laughs of satisfaction pealed out at each arrival, the men
shaking each other by the hand as if nothing short of a
dislocated shoulder would be a sufficient demonstration of
their friendly feclings, and the women putting on a minecing
air with an affectation of the highest breeding. The girls
liscad one another effusively, turning pale with vexation 1if
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in a fittle group where they strove to ﬂutda ﬁﬂ.ﬁh nthﬂr in
gossip and ill-natured remarks about the" people as they
came in, and the most malicious slanders were uttered by
these innoceut-looking lips.

“ Ah, how glad T am to see you, dear ! Do just look at
Mademoiselle Delarue, isn’t she a sight this evening! And
her mother looks as if she had just come out of an old rag-
bag ! ¥

“ Oh, don’t talk about her. They say that young Levas-
seur, who was to have married her, has got out of it. The
Delarues are at very low water just now ; they’ve even sold
half their cattle.” |

‘“ Ah, here’s Véronique Auclaird Did you ever see such
feet ¥ How can she be 80 silly as to wear white shoes when
she has feet like those ! ”

““ What a pretty locket you have on! Is it antique ?”

“Yes; my father came across it at Rouen, at a curiosity-
shop.”

““1 suppose you know that Pourpied, the attorney from
Saint Frambert, is going bankrupt., What a misfortune for
poor Clémence ! ” L

‘““ Ah ! she thought too much of herself after she married
him. She wouldn’t recognise us when she was driving
by in her carriage.” |

“ Are Monsicur and Madame d’Edennemare coming to
the ball to-night $”

‘““Oh, no. They cannot go anywhere this year becanse of
the grandmother being ill. But the young viscount told
me ycsterday that he should come because of me. What a
splendid dancer he is |”

““Well, he’s made his father’s money dance, at any rate.”

‘“ The Leglorieux have come., Do you see them—at the
other end of the room. on the laft-hand <ida Mhat orand
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“You know that they talk akout a match between lor
and Monsieur Carvajan’s son §” |

¢« Nonsense | She is not rich enough., Why, the mayor
of La Neuville has hundreds of thousands—he’ll want a
- daughter-inlaw from Paris, O, here he is coming in, with
his son.” )

Pourtois hurried to meet his patron, pushing everybody
out of his way and doing the honours of the ball with a
courtierlike emprassement. He wished to lead Carvajan to the
dais, but the banker, who looked gloomier than usual, put
the huge inn-keeper aside, and taking Pascal, who was walk-
" ing behind him, by the arm, persisted In mixing with the
other guests,

« Presently, Pourtois, presently. It's all right, my friend ;
don’t you trouble about me. 1 waut to walk rotnd with
my son. There will be plenty of time for me to appear x
my official capacity.”

And so saying Le turned away, leaving the inn-keeper
quite out of countenance. | "

Carvajan’s motive for this conduct was solely a desire to
show Pascal the importance be now possessed. He wanted
him to see how even the wealthiest bowed and cringed
before him. In short he longed to display himself to his
son in all the terrible grandeur of his power.

“ You must renew your acquaintance with the people
you have not seen for ten years, my boy,” he said. Itl
will not do for you to stand apart looking as 1if you
were lotally unaccustomed to civilisation. I hope you will
show & smiling face to all these old friends who can remems-
ber your mother and will talk to you of her.”

A pang shot through Pascal’s heart at the words, and the
pale face of his dead mother came before his eyes. She—the
poor woman banished to the back of the gloomy bhouse
where she had languished and faded away like a flower left
without sun or air—she had friends who still remembered
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her!s What bitter derision, or, rather, what incredible
aundacity ! Had Carvajan so utterly forgottgn the past that
he was able to speak of his martyred wife without fear of
evoking dangerous thoughts in his son’s mind? Friends,
these men and women around him dressed In their Sunday
best, pretentious, coarse, grotesque and offending all the
deticacy of his cultured mind ! What could he and they
ever have in common |

As he moved up the room, his father presented them to
him, complacently enumerating the possessions and qualities
of cach one, reckoning up their Incomes and valuing
their influence. KEvery hand was stretched towards the
mayor, and if Pascal could read a certain constraint in the
eyes of some, the apparent warmth with which his father
was always grected told clearly of the servility In which the
tyrant of La Nouville kept all his subjects.

To the rich and important, Carvajan was especially abrupt,
cold and haughty. He folt an intense pleasure in making
the largest landed proprictors of the canton feel the weight
of his heavy hand, aud, in spite of himself, Pascal could not
help admiring the pride of this parvenu who, risen from 8o
low a sphere, now ruled all those who had formerly regarded
him with contempt. They crowded round him, flattering
and paying every deference to him.

¢ Dear Monsieur Carvajan, what a very nice young man
your son is! Shall we not one day have the pleasure of
sceing you both at our house? You know that there you
will be as if you were in your own home.”

The bhanker did not pause before any group, but gravely
pursued his triumphal ecourse with the air of a sovereign
passing in review the dignitaries of his court while offering
himself to the universal adoration, But, when he reached
the Dumontiers and Leglorieux, he stopped and made a few
pleasant remarks. He stood surrounded by his courtlers
ond that part of the tent was crowded while everywhere
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else people were able to circulate freely., Carvaj an glanced
haughtily round at his attendants, then turned to Pascal.

« We seem to be somewhat closely surrounded,” he said,
And for the first time that evening there came & curve on
his lip which might be taken for a smile.

“Is it not so wherever you are, my dear Carvajan 1"
oxclaimed old Leglorieux, flatteringly.

“ Parbley / and if all his future electors were here, there
wonld indsed be 5 crowd,” added the banker’s brother-in-
law, Dumontier.

 Oh, to contain them, it would need the square belore
the mayoralty, and that wouldn’t be large enough,” put in
Fleury, who had just arrived, ¢ Ladies and geutlemen, your
very humble servant. Pourtois, a chair for his worship the
mayor. You stand there in ecstatic admiration and never
even think of asking him to be seated.”

The big inn-kecper at once rushed away with wonderful
velocity and returned carrying a scat.

Fleury, clean-shaven, his refractory hair plastered with
pomade, which made it shine like so much wire, his shirt
already rumpled and his white tie twisted like a cord, looked
yet more repulsive in his evening dress than in his ordinary
attire. His lips were constantly parted in the horrible
smile which displayed his black teeth, and he did all in his
power to attract the attention of Pascal who was standing
motionless and silent.

“ Ah, speaking of electors, we must begin to think about
the approaching elections,” resumed the elder Dumontier.
“ The dissolution of the Conseil Général takes place this
year, and 1 suppose we are going to arrange so that we
sha’n’t be taken in as we were seven years ago.”

““« Begging your pardon, Monsieur Dumeontier,” said Pour-
tois venturing to join in the conversation, *“but if his
worship will stand this time, I'll answer for the result. I
have Clairefont, Couvrechamps, La Saucelle and Pierreval
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all rcady to follow my lead, without mentioning the suburbs
of La Neuville. Tondeur answers for the gptes of the wood-,
cutters, and as for the valley, that’s your and Monsieur
Lieglorieux’ affair.  Only let us mind what we are about
and we shall have a big majority—I1 say so and I know what
I am talking about. The old owl up yonder has nothing
left him but to get out of his nest.”

'The inn-keeper’s squeaky voice went up quite two tones
a3 he uttered this insolent statement in conclusion.

« And after that will come the election for deputy,” added
Fleury. ¢ All in good time.” |

Carvajan’s tanned face became a sombre red. His eyes
gloamed beneath his thick grey eyebrows and for a moment
his heart throbbed wildly. But he was far too much master
of himself to allow his joy to be seen. He gave a careless
gesture and answered coldly :

“ We shall see about it. The present moment is an ill- -
chosen one to form such plans, and, bes'des, we must expect
opposition.”

And he glanced towards the opposite corner of the ball-
room, where the representatives of the provineial aristocracy
had instinctively gathered together, apart from the plebeian
throng, |
- Madame de Saint André had just arrived with her son
and three daughters. The old Marquis de Couvrechamps,
who bad commanded the mobile troops during the war and
had displayed so much decision at the battle of Buchy, sat
surrounded by several of his former soldiers who were now
stead y-going fawily men, but who delighted tu remember
the days of hardship and danger now they enjoyed peace
and security. The little Viscount d’Edennemare was pay-
ing marked attention to young Madame Tourette, whose
husband—a Paris stock-broker—had recently bought the
magnificent estate of La Barellevie, situated a couple of
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Qaint Croix was the centre of a little circle which sh® was
delighting with dier conversation,

There was a violent contrast between the group over
which Carvajan reigned so triumphantly, and that formed
by the large estate-owners of the district. On the
one side, everyone had dressed as for a grand ceremony, on
the other, everyone had affected extreme simplicity. The
ones showed that the ball was the one opportunity of
amusement that was open to them. The others, that they
had only come to look on for & short time and, as Madame
de Saint André said, to houour the féte with their presence.

Still, the empty space which lay between the two camps,
was frequently crossed by some large farmer going to pay
his respects to his landlord. The old Marquis de Couvre-
champs addressed all his tenants by their Christian names,
for he had known them when they were children, and held
out to them a slender hand which they carefully touched
with the tips of their large, thick fingers, while they bent
deferentially before this gentleman who was universally
loved and respected.

Pascal, indifferent to all that was going on around him,
deaf to the flattery of his father's partisaus and blind to
their smiles, was leaning carelessly against one of the sup-
ports of the tents, vainly seeking amidst the rival faction
for her who was the centre of all his thoughts. He
soon attracted the attention of the Baroness de Saint Croix-
who leant towards the young and elegant Monsieur Tourette
and asked :

« Who is that handsome man over there amongst the
crowd of Monsieur Carvajan’s courtiers?”

« He is his son ; did you not know ¥”

« Really ¥ I should never bave thonght it. He looks
quite a gentleman.”

« And not only that, but he is a man of true werit,” went

B | I_ 1_....;;1--;1.-.-

I T m ciem e wanavtle ohneen ta smmooth
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away” the difficulties which had arisen between Nicaragua
and the Panama Canal Company, and it appears that ho-
acquitted himself excellently well. He had previously
brought to a successful termination some financial and
industrial negociations with Chili and Peru, and unravelled
some very tangled affairs. His employers were delighted
with what he did and although they paid very highly for
his services, I know that they still remember them with
gratitude.”

“He seems to resign himself to boredom I quite a
superior way.”

‘“ He does everything in a superior way.”

At this moment there was a general movement and all
heads were turned towards the entrance. The sub-prefect
had arrived, accompanied by his secretary. Pourtois hurried
to meet him, and led him with many bows to Carvajan,
whose prestige was greatly increased by the deference shown
him by the Government authority.

At this moment, indeed, the mayor seemed king of the
féte. It was he to whom everyone turned their attention.
and none to whom he had uttered a command would have
dared to disobey. For a moment he felt intoxicated with
pride, and, in the height of his triumph, he commenced a
second tour of the room, this time to do the honours to the
sub-prefect. At a sign from Pourtois, the music struck up,
and all the openings leading into the garden were at once
crowded with spectators watching, glass in hand, this

animated picture.
| Carvajan had just gone half the round of the tent when
the blue and white striped curtain which hung before the
entrance was raised and Robert de Clairefont entered with
hig sister on his arm. Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice and
Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, followed about twenty paces be-
hind the two, and, as if fate had chosen to EhDW the relative
-strength of the antagonists, the children of > the marquis
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stood alone, opposite Carvajan surrounded by all those*who,
-either from hatred or interest, were ready to support him,

Pagcal was geized with a terrible dread as he saw them
facing each other like adversaries on the eve of combat.
Hig heart stopped beating and for some seconds his very
being was concentrated in his eyes. He longed for the
whole room to fall to ruins, he tried to imagine some sudden
interference which would prevent the situation from being
sustained to the dreaded end. He thought of rushing to
bis father, whom he could see sneering with an air of
bravado, of seizing him and dragging him away, Anything
or everything seemed preferable to what appeared in-
ovitable;

After a slight, momentary bause, the two.groups had
again resumed their onward course. Robert, bis head held
well erect, did not deviate an inch from his path. He was
walking straight towards Carvajan, and on his determined
tace his resolution not to give way a step was plainly marked,
Antoinette, who had suddenly turned very pale, was vainly
pressing her brother’s arm and trying to direct his steps
away from the official party, but Robert in his power drew
her along with him without an effort, Carvajan, his face
dark with hatred, and his head lowered like a bull about to
rush upon his victim, came steadily on,

““ Robert, please don't,” whispered Antoinette,

“Do not interfere,” returned the young count between
his clenched teeth., ¢ He will give way to us or I will walk
“over his body,”

- And, fixing his flashing ¢yes upon their enemy, he walked
Btraight towards him.

A deadly silence had fallen on the room, and the
pncounter, of which it would have been impossible to tell
‘the consequences, was on the point of taking place, when,
quite innocenfly, the sub-prefect saved  the sitnatinn
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mad® a gesture of admiration and stepped aside from the
mayor with a polite bow, leaving the way clear. Antoinette
who had been suffering agonies, breathed again as she saw
an open path before her and she could not help bestowing a
grateful smile upon the official. Then, passing beside
Carvajan, who was trembling with suppressed rage, she
hastened towards the corner where all her father’s friends.-
were gathered.

Carvajan had turned round te still follow the pair with
his eyes. He heard a deep sigh close to his ear, and looking
up,.saw Pascal, pale from the emotion he had just passed
through.

“Who is that charming young lady ?” asked the sub-
prefect of his guide, putting on his eye-glassos to see her.
better.

“She'is Mademoiselle de Clairefont,” answered Carvajan
with sombre sarcasm. ‘And you have just accorded her

. flattering reception she was very far from expecting,
sir.”

“Oh, pshaw ! She’s a pretty woman,” answered his coms-
panion gaily. ‘I am ready to fight the father on political
ground, but, in the meantime, I claim the right to admire
the daughter.”

“ Don’t express your admiration too openly, though, un-
less you want to find yourself mixed up in a quarrel with
the }"{}Lln” bDDI‘ who 18 with her. There, see what he is
doing now.’

When he reached the little group formed by the nﬂblllty,
Robert had looked round to find seats for his aunt and
sister, but the benches were already over-crowded. The
Dowager Baroness de Saint Croix had taken up her position
in a corner beside the official dais and was doing her utmost

to persuade Mademoiselle de Clairefont and her aunt to
afav near her Mornaianr da Civaiv Mool woo treod Lo11omn
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Robert, noticing the chairs set out for the notabilities of La
Neuville, said aloud :

“Oh, here’s just what we waut. Are ladies to put up
with rush and cane seats when the Corporation lounges on
velvet?  That’s very unlikely.” -

And reaching over the rail, he took the two chairs stand-
.ing next the principal arm-chair,

The others gave a stifled laugh at this act of audacity,
Pourtois, dumb with awed amazement, looked alternately at
the mayor and young count, hesitating between hig desire
to please Carvajan and his fear of angering Robert. The
rest stood waiting in silence, wondering whether their chief
was going to allow himself to be thus openly braved. The
mayor gave an imperious glance at hig partisans command -
ing them to be silent, to make no movement, then, turning
to the sub prefect, he suid loudly enongh for most to hear

“1 think it behoves us to set an example of moderation
and patience, for if we toolk any mnotice of Monsieur de
Clairefont’s provocations, conflicts might result which would
cast a shadow over the féte, Therefore, let us regard his
acts as if they had not taken place. Besides,” he added in
a lower voice, “his deplorable habits of mtemperance have
slightly impaired his intellect, and he is not always master
of himself.”

“It looks bad to ses the dais empty when all the rest of
the room is crowded,” said the sub-prefect. “Could it not
be occupied by some ladies 17

“Yes, you are right.” '

Fleury and Pourtois had alread y hurried away and were
now escorting Madame Dumontier and Madame Leglorieux
to the empty chairs, to thoge worthy dames’ infinite delight,

“There’s a good move,” remarked Madame de Saint
Croix sarcastically. ¢ Now they're in their right place.”

h Suppﬂse we 20 and pav our attentione te M To o o
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‘““PDumontier'’s grandfather paid enough attention to us,
when he was my mother’s servant,” said Madame de Saint
André sharply.

“Jt is as the Maréchale Lefebvre said, under the First
Empire : * Now, we are the princesses!’”

“These women from La Neuville are too awful,” said
Robert, And turning to the young men standing around
him ; *“Shall we pay them out just now by asking the hittle
peasant-girls to dance, and leading off the ball with them ”

“ Well, some of them are pretty enough to make it any-
thing but a sacrifice,” said Tourette staring through his
eye-glass at Rose Chassevent wno was just coming In,
followed by Roussot. |

Attired in her best, the girl walked down the room with
gasy, smiling grace. She was wearing a dress of sateen
covered with sprays of flowers, open in the front and
finished off with a little muslin fichu knotted on the breast
with blue ribbons. The sleeves reached only to the elbow
where they were met by the long mittens which covered her
plump round arms. She had not an ornament or even &
flower in her fair hair, and in her hand she carried the scarf
which she had worn over her head to come to the ball.

The shepherd, ag dazzled by the bright light as an owl at
wid-day, walked close behind her. All his clothes were
bran new, as he had told Rose they would be, and his grey
alpaca blouse was fastened with a silver clasp. He ha
made a most careful totlette, and his red bair, which generally
hung wild about him, was parted on his forehead, giving an’
expression at once grotesque and frightful to his freckled

face.
~ “But who is the monster who keeps so close beside her ?”
asked Viscount d’Edennemare.

“ Our shepherd. An idiot who has been brﬂught up on
the farm,” replied Robert.

“ What a funny page for her to choose 9"
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Rose, seeing Antoinctte, came up to her and “smijngly
listened to the compliments her youny mistress paid her
upon her appearance,

“But it’s one of your own dresses T have on, made-
moiselle.  Don’t you know it again? You gave it me last
spring. Of course D've altered it ; a girl in my position
can’t wear things made like her betters. But it suits me,
doesn’t it, and it still locks nice.”

“It i8 you set it off,” said Mademoiselle de Clairefont,
withan indulgent smile. ¢ There, child, go and enjoy your-
self, but don’t stay dancing too late, because, you know, I
shall want you to-morrow morning.”

“Oh, don’t fear, mademoiselle. I shan’t be a minute
behind time.”

“And don’t keep your shepherd dangling at your heels
all the the evening,” cried Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. -
“ That fellow’s enough to frighten off all your partners,”

“I am going to give him into my father's care, made-
moigelle.”

“And he'll make him drink, 4nd then in about an hour’s
time, he won’t know his right hand from his left.”

“Oh, I think he will,” answercd the cir]l with a smile,
‘“ And besides, what does it matter, as long as he leaves me
alone? Still, I've promised to dance once with him, and I
 must keep my word.” ﬂ

Then she went away, while all the men Jooked after her,
captivated by the charm of her glowing youth,

It was eight o’clock, and the registrar, the anagistrate and
his wife had all arrived and taken their places on the
oficial dais. The head of the gendarmerie, dressed in full
uutform, had just gone into the inn, where a dispute of
alarming proportions had suddenly arisen. The air was be.
coming every moment more oppressive, the evening breeze
carrted the strong odour of mulled wine from the garden
into the dancing-tent, and the nocise of all the voices some.
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times, rose so bigh as to drown the sounds of the orches-
tra,

Antoinette sat silent and thoughtful in the midst of all
the animation, the heat and the tumult. Twice already
Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil had made®some remark to her,
and had hardly received any answer. She seemed indiffer-
ent to all that was going on avound her, and, with eyes
fixed on the ground, was lost in dreams.

The first face she had seen on entering the room, had
been Pascal’s. She had seen him blanch when Carva-
jan and Robert had so uearly come into personal contact
and she knew that he had shared her dread. The know-
ledge that he had participated in her anxiety had left a
deep impression upon her. Was he her companion in wis-
fortune? Ought she not, unless she wished to be unjust, to
except him from the hatred which she had vowed towsards
all who bore the name of (Carvajan ?

She timidly raised her eyes and looked round for him.
He was standing with folded arms, and looking as sad
amidst all this revelry, he, the son of the victor, as she, the
daunghter of the vanquished, and she wondered what could
be passing through his mind. .

As if he had felt that Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s atten-.
tion was fixed on him, Pascal raised his head and their eyes
mef. He at ouce turned his aside, after a bow so respectful
that it was almost a prostration. Then he slowly moved
away and disappeared, as if to convey the meaning : “You
hate me, but I reverence you. My prescnce may cause you
annoyance or displeasure, therefore I will remain out of
sight.”  What better could he do, since he had no right to
approach her, than to testify bis fervent adoration from a
distance ? There was more real devotion in this voluntary
self-effacement, than in the most impassioned protestations.
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creased. Couples hurried by, stopping to engaée iR ani-
mated converse with those they met. On the dais Carvajan
was standing beside Madame Leglorieux, eagerly scanning
the moving crowd, and Félicie, crimnson to the middle of her
chest, was impatiently tapping her foqt.

“ Where the deuce can the boy have got to ?” muttered the -
mayor. * He was here not five minutes ago.”

“Yes, and he didn’t look as if he was enjoying himself,
either,” added the heiress of the Leglorieux, spitefully,

“ No doubt he thought tic dancing was being delayed too
long,” insinuated Fleurv. ¢ Wait a second, I'll find him.”

And threading. his way amongst the people, the magis-
trate’s clerk hurried outside.

“They are taking their places for the first quadrille,” said
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice to her niece. I think you
‘eught to dance it.”

“May I have the honour of this dance, mademoiselle ?
asked the elegant Tourette.

“1 am sorry, sir,” answered Antoinette, “but it is
the only time I shall dunce and I have promised Monsieur
de Croix-Mesnil.”

“Well, it is his right,” assented the stock-broker. T
will ask one of the Saint Andvé’s to take pity on me, for |
can’t in decency dance with my wife.”

“Thank you a thousand times for the favour you have
bestowed upon me, dear Antoinette,” whispered Monsieur
de Croix-Mesnil. ¢ But are you so kind and sweet only to

ake yourself the more keenly regretted ?”

Mademoiselle de Clairefont smiled and placed her finger
ou her lips; then, taking her partner’s arm, she took her
place just before her aunt with Mademoiselle de Saint
André and the stock-broker on the one side and Viscount
d’Edennemare and Madame Tourette on the other
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and bottom they advaneed to the centre and changed
partners, thus mingling in a momentary fraternisation every
rank and condition present. This dance had been the
- custom for generations past and it often happened that the
lord of the manor stood opposite his smallest tenant, and
the lady of the chiteau had the farmer’s daughter for ber
ViS-d-218. _

Once this opening quadrille over, everyone was free to
amuse himself as he pleased and the ball became the scene
of a violent animation which, thanks to repeated libations,
often became a sort of bacchanalia. The girls of both town
and country, dazed with wine, excited by the music,
maddened by the dance, sprang and leapt like Erigones in a
vineyard, and then sank exhausted in their partners’ arms.
The shrubs in Pourtois’ garden resounded with bursts of
shrill laughter and piercing shrieks, and, in the soft warmth
of the night, beneath the twinkling bright-cyed stars,
many were the kisses exchanged, only to be bitterly re-
gretted afterwards.

This wild scene was well known, and, about nine or ten
o’clock, when the mode of enjoyment began to get more
ardent and more rough, the ladies from the chiteau and the
tradesmen’s wives from the town went away with their
daughters, leaving the rest to make merry with a fury im-
possible to control.

But for the present the dancers were serious, orderly and
a little constrained. The men chatted in low tones and the
women spent the time, until the signal should be given to ™
commence, in smoothing down the pleats of their dresses
and in drawing themselves up and giving themselves the
coquettish airs of young pigeons. TFeet. were already tap-
ping the floor in their impatience to begin, but opposite
Antoinette, who happened to stand in the centre of the line,

e ﬂlﬂfiﬂ TETg O3 Hi";]] ﬂﬂ‘hﬂ"""ﬂ'
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vaguely round in search of Bome one to be higs SNster's
vis-d-vis, when Pascal, with the triumphant Mademoiselle
Leglorieux on hig arm, appeared, looking very embarrassed
and as if he regarded his task as one extremely distasteful
to him.  Fleury was guiding him through the crowd.
When he reached the vacant place, the clerk turned towards
the dais and cast a questioning look at Carvajan. The
latter made an Imperious gesture as if to say: * Yes, that
18 where I intend him to stand.” Then Fleury stepped back
from before Paseal, leaving him opposite Mademoisclle de
Clairefont. Pascal’s kneesshook underhim,his sight grew dim.
Then a hand was laid on Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil's arm,
and Robert’s voice was heard saying in loud, firm tones

““ Come back to your seat, my dear fellow. My sister will
not dance.”

Monsieur de Croix-Mosnil looked at his friend in amaze-
ment, and not, understanding what Robert meant :

“What is the matter1” he asked amidst- a profound
silence, -

“The matter is that the man whe has just taken the place
opposite you is the son of Monsicur Carvajan,” replied
Robert,

- ““Ah? That is indeed annoying,” said Monsieur de
Croix-Mesnil in the calmest of tones,

He glanced coldly at Pageal, who had turned livid, and
bowing to Antoinette ag though to ask her pardon Tor hay-
Ing involuntarily exposed her to a degrading contact :

“Forgive me, mademoiselle,” he said. Then led her back
to her geat,

Not a sound was heard, No ope dared take either one
side or the other. All hesitated between Robert’s physical
strength and Carvajan’s moral power, and averting their
faces the spectators stood in & kiug of numb stupor.

The mayor, who wag stil] standing, looked at this strance -

L]
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that he had received such an affront in public—=so crushing
a reply to his insolent provocation! Were these Clairefonts
really making a display of haughtiness when he thought to
have them at his mercy ! He trembled with rage, and his
yellow eyes glittered like a tiger’s in the darkness. He
turned towards those surrounding him, and his eyes met
nothing but counienances expressive of gloomy constraint.
He looked at his son, and saw him mad with excitement,
full of a wild longing to avenge himself, and yet dismayed
at the thought that the man on whom he would wreak his
vengeance must be either the brother or the flanced of
Antoinette.

Mademoiselle Leglorieux happily found a means of lessen-
ing the tension of the situation. Her eyes opened to their
fullest extent, she turned from white to red, from red
to white,” uttered a piercing scream, and, throwing herself
into her mother’s arms, gave way to a fit of hysterics which
relieved her from the necessity of making a clearer state-
ment of her opinions.

At the same moment the orchestra struck up loudly with

the first Lars of the quadrille, and the two lines of dancers,
delighted at the relief from their painful constraint, ad-
vanced and retired amidst a cloud of dust,
- Antoinette, seated beside her aunt, had no time to realise
what had happened. She found herself at once surrounded
by her friends, and obliged to listen te a concert of excla-
mations and commentaries, which blended into a tumultu-
ous buzz like that of a hive in uproar, while the men stood
grave and silent beside Robert and Monsicur de Croix-
Mesnil.

The commotion on the official dais was no less. The
mayor had just left it, and, heedless of Madame Leglorieux’s
lamentations, had hastened towards Pascal, who had re-

| 1 E I LK | - a - _
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and retreating in measured time. The sound of the tustru-

ments rang in his ears with a blatant noise which stunned
him, and in the confusion of his mind the same thought re-
turned to him over and over again: “You have been
msulted because of her and in her presence.” Then his
hands clenched tightly and he resolutely determined not to
remain passive beneath the outrage. He must make some
one answer for it. But whom? Robert? It was he who
had spoken the words, it was he who had caused this public
scandal. And yet it was the other whom he hated, the one
who had coldly acquiesced. And he longed to go to this
calm, high-born man and strike him, and to risk his life
against his,

Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil had Antoinette on his arm
when the insult was uttered, and his smile was yet more
insolent than Robert’s words, And besides was he not her
fiance?  Ah, that was the real motive for Pascal’s fiery
thoughts, that was what had brought this pallor to his
check. He was tortured by jealousy still more acutely than
by anger. He wanted to show Mademoiselle de Clairefont
that he too was proud and to be feared. The thought of her

possible contempt endued him with courage to face a thou-
sand deaths.

He felt some one take his arm and try to lead him away,
and looking up he saw his father.

‘““ Do not stay here,” said Carvajan, ¢ Come with me.”

But Pascal resisted, saying in a voice that shook ;

‘““ Leave me alone. All is not yet finished. I will not
leave this room.”

““What do you intend to do 1”7

“Do you think I am the man to endure such an insult
without demanding reparation ”

“You are mad!”

““Then you advise me to slink away and be thought a
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Carvajan’s face assumed a terrible expression. He pressed
his son’s arm yet more closely.

“You wish to fight with those men? You are mad, I
tell you. Leave me the task of avenging you. My way
will be more sure and more prompt.”

“More sure and more prompt?” exclaimed his son.
“You will see!”

The quadrille had come to an end, and the men were
leading their partmers back to their seats. Pascal strode
towards the circle, in the midst of which were standing
Robert and Monsieur Croix-Mesnil, and approached Made-
motselle de Clairefont’s fiancé so closely that his chest almost
touched his shoulder.

“Sir,” he said with an insolent look in his eyes, his
hand working nervously : “I have a few words to say to
‘you. Would you be so kind as to step aside & moment?”

The baron bowed, and was just about to follow Carvajan’s
gon, when Robert barred their way.

“Gently, gently,” he said with a sneer. I fancy there
18 a mistake. It 1s not with you, my dear fellow, that
the gentleman has to deal, but with me. You only ceded
to my wishes. It was I who said—"

“1 did not hear your words, and ¥ do not wish to notice
them,” intcrrupted Pascal, fiercely, * It was this gentleman
who insulted me. It is he alone I deem responsible.”

“Oh, well, there is one way at least of settling the ques-
tion,” exclaimed the young count, and drawing back a pace
he was on the pomt of committing some act of viclence,
when his sister stepped, pale and trembling, between him
and his opponent.

““ Robert, please go away,” she said gently.

“ But—"" he expostulated.

Two tears fell from the girl’s eyes and were at once dried
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**Go,” she repeated.

And as the young man gave way and obeyed her, she
turned to Pascal and said :

“You are perfectly right, sir., Reparation is due
to you. I was the cause of the insult you have received—
1t 18 for me to apologise, Will. you be so good as to forgive
me 7"

Carvajan’s son saw her bow before him. He tried to
speak, but his lips only moved without articulating & sound,
and, far more deeply hurt by Antoinette’s proud humility
than he had been by Robert’s insolence, he staggered
away.

““Where are you going?” asked his father, meeting him
at the door. ¢ Remember what you said but a moment
ago. Do you wish to look as if you were running away ¢”

“ Ah, what do I care?” cried the young man, continuing
to move onwards to the darkness outside, as if Le longed to
hide his despair. |

““Do you not wish for revenge?” said Carvajan as they
reached the road. “Speak but the word and T will put all
those who have outraged you at your mercy.”

“Never!”

- “Then what do you intend to do?”

¢To go away. To leave for ever, this time, the land
where I find nothing but strife and bitterness. To go far from
these struggles, these quarrels, these snares and treacheries.
To forget all, even to the name that you have made so
heavy a burden for me to bear.”

“ Pascal ! ”

“ Father, you have sown hatred, and therefore I must not
be astonished if we are insulted and scorned. But I could
not live thus. I prefer to go away.”

“ It will be said that you were afraid,”

“Very well.”

i TN vy et s l] Aeoaspd pwve 35
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“You do not neced e, father. You have given ample
proof of that.” ‘

“ Then it is I who will cling to you,” said Carvajan slip-
ping his arm under his son’s. “ You want to go home—Ilet
us go. To-morrow, when you are calmer, we will discuss
matters.”

And turning their backs on the dancing-tent the two men
started in the direction of La Neuville.

Inside the tent, the excitcment caused by Mademoiselle
de Clairefont’s interference had not yet subsided. Made-
moiselle de Saint Maurice, who at first had been simply
petrified, had at last regained her senses and, turning a face
as black as any thunder-cloud towards her niece, she
muttered : '

« And pray what is the meaning of all this? Are you
goilg mad? Here are you being all that is polite to this
young rogue, when he deserved a thorough gocd lesson for
his impertinence.”

« No, aunt, no. It is we¢ who have been wrong all
through. We should not have come here, where we knew
we could expect nothing but unkindness. And, above all,
we ought not to have provoked that young man—"
< But didn't you see that old knave, his father, laughing
* in anticipation at tho good joke he was preparmg, by expos-
ing you to stand face to face with his gon §”

But Antoinette sadly shook her head.

« Do not let us attack this man, we eannot come off
vietorious. Let us give way——it is the best thing we can do.”

She turned towards the door, leaning hLeavily on Croix-
Mesnil’'s arm and looking thoroughly exhausted. Aunt
[sabella followed with Robert. When they reached the
carriage which old Bernard had waiting for them, M ade-
moiselle de Clairefont tried to make her brother get in with
thern, but he refused, saying he did not feel inclined to
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;." What are you going to do?” asked Antninette, fiiled
with anxiety,

““What I do every year at the b
of that spotl-sport, Carvajan,”

“Promise me that
Ob, do come with u

seems as though
you.”

all—enjoy mjse]f, in spite

you will not re-commoer

8! You make me foo]
Some misfortune ig going

ce the quarrel,
86 nervous, it
to happen to

said, “J think you

*hat does not conce
bed and sleep soundly ; that’s t

your age. As to the Way In which T ought to act,
already traced oyt and your advice wi]]
slightest effect, Now,

mterfere a great deal
th you. Go home to
he best thing for a child of

it is
not have the

» Aited her up ag
y kis > and placed her inside the
carriage,

“Robert, be prudent ! »

Maurice, always on the gl
- question,

“Don’t be afraid, aunt,”

“If anyone wants to eat me
of me in ong mouthful,”

He shut the carriage door, told the coachman to drive on,
then, softly whistling, walked across the inn garden to tLe

In the garden the rustics were enjoying
themselves with perfect freedom

from all constraint oy
mock modesty, There they sat

y In the warm 'uight ail,
through which fled the bats, brushing, as they passed, the
Chinese lanternsg whieh shone forth amidst the verdure,

drinking, and shouting at the top of their voices and thump-
ing the tables with gl the might of their clenched fistg,
- Old Chassevent, perched on a barrel, was singing 3 co

Soug in a husky voice, It wag the fourth time he ha
M

cried old Mademoiselle de Saint

crt when her Benjamin wag in

he returned with 4 loud laugh,
; t any rate they won’ dispose

aArse
d sung
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it that evening and during the intervals he wandered from
table to table drinking here a glass of beer or there a nip of
brandy. He did not seem drunk, but his gaiety was
gradually becoming more wild, his gestures more energetic
and his song more suggestive.

The gendarme told off to keep order—for when they were
tipsy the peasants often fought until they nearly killed each
othet—-was sitting on a stool in a corner, listening to the
old poacher and laughing heartily.

Robert pansed for 2 moment to listen to the chorus which
the vagabond had caught up in some prison, and in which
all his auditors joined, marking the rhythm by stamping
their feet and thumping the tables, and for some moments
there was such an uproar as would have drowned Heaven’s
own thunder. Then there was silence again and the voice
of the uncouth entertainer of this drunkards’ réunion was
heard once more, accenting with much gusto the ribald words
which sounded still more ignoble beneath this starry sky.

All that La Neuville and the surrounding neighbourhood
could boast in the way of frail womanhood was there, and
plump arms were wound tenderly and caressingly round the
men’s necks. Pourtois, having set his ball going and done
the honours to the authorities, now came back with greedy
joy to the customers who were swelling his receipts, and,
giving full vent to his mirth, cried in his shrill voice :

“ Enjoy yourselves, my boys, enjoy yourselves! Once the
fair over, you won’t have another chance nntil next year.
Now's the day when you open your mouths and I shut my
eyes | ”

And cousin Anastase, the slater of La Nenville, taking the
inn-keeper’'s words literally, caught the silent, nut-brown
Madame Pourtois behind some shrubs and gave her a hearty
kiss without the least resistance on her part,

Robert went on his way and had almost reached the ball-
room when lie heard someone calling to him from an arbous
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where the Chinese lanterns had been put out. 1Hunwined
ouly by the flame from an immense bowl of punch,
Messieurs d’Edeuuemare, de Saint André and some more of
the young count’s friends were seated round a little table.
“All the ladies are gone. Don't g0 In to the tent, it is
stifling.”
“ 1 have still something to do there.”

“ If you are looking for the mayor and his son they have
just left.”

“Never mind, T mean to show myself so that all the
rabble who stand up for Carvajan may be well aware I don’t
Inean to give way an inch.”

“Ob, my dear fellow, they know that already. Come
and sit down with us.”

But Robert was already inside the tent,

The aspect of the ball had materially changed within the
last few moments. The departure of the “quality ” as the
chdtelatns were termed, had put an end to all restraint, and
Howevery one was enjoying himself in the way he thought best,
The couples had thrown aside their affected propriety, arms
were held tightly round ylelding waists, and the orchestra
itself, as if infected with the general entrain, played quicker
and quicker and louder and louder as if it were a struggle
as to which would win the day-—the lungs of the musicians
or the legs of the duncers.

The young count sought vainly for Carvajan and Pascal.
As hig friends had told him, they had left the place, The
sub-prefect, thinking that he had made sufficient sacrifice to
his popularity, had also gone back to La Neuville, accom-
panied by the commissaire central and the captain of the
gendarmerie, Robert walked slowly round the tent, passing
in and out among the different groups, and finding a delight
in boldly meeting the glances of all. The ascendant still
exercised by the Clairefont family, in spite of its well known

T . -
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went*by, and, as Carvajan was not there to see, people be-
stowed their best smiles upon his opponent.

After all, how could any one tell what might happen?
Several times, during the last few years, the - marquis
had been said to be on the eve of utter ruin, and, yet,
he was still afloat. It was as well to leave a way of
escape, in case this tiresome old man, who died so hard,
should yet find a means of getting out of the banker’s
clutches.

And besides, Fleury and Toundeur, Carvajan 8 faithful
followers, were setting the example, and were out-doing
themselves in polite attentions to the young count, and it
was in the full enjoyment of this false triumph that
Robert’s friends found him, when they returned to the
ball-room to carry out their plans of dancing a little with
the pretty peasants.

A sort of local bourrde, quick and lively as a farandole,
was just drawing to an end, aund amongst the maddest
dancers Roussot was distinguishing himself by the wild
fury with which he bounded and leapt. He had persuaded
Rose to dance it with him, and he was carrying her along
as if she were a feather, while his supple body swayed, and
hig strong pliant limbs bent flexibly beneath him, He
whirled round and round, leaping and springing regardless
of all time or rhythm, with pale cheeks, gleaming eycs, and
clenched teeth, while in the intoxication of this totally
novel pleasure the muscles of his fa-ce eontrasted until he
looked startlingly horrible.

Rose, dazed by thé rapidity of her pmtners movements
and the furious bursts of music, let herself go, and lay hal'
fainting with her head on Roussot’s shoulder as he hurried
her # ohg, at once superb and terrible. ,

Tundeur, mnuuted on a atuﬂl hig face flushed by many

- . s 3 = B



FHE MARJ PIT MYSTERY. 181

whip he was never without, stimulating by his cries. the
wild excitement.

“Stick to it, beys ! Stick to it ! Don't give in, my dears !
That’s right, that’s right ! Keepit up!” --

Gradually the breathing became heavier, the feet lost
their lightness, and the music grew slower and slower unti]
the instruments ceaged to play, and with a sigh of relief the
couples stopped and threw themselves on to the benches
like a ship-wrecked crew reaching the land. The shepherd
alone still continued his wild career, holding Rosc as
tightly as ever, and apparently indefatigable.

“Isn’t he mad on it?” cried Tondeur, springing down
from his pedestal. “ He won’t stop. He'd go on like that
until this time to-morrow.”

But, even as he was speaking, Robert caught Rose as she
* passed, snatched her from her partner's arms and placed
her nearly fainting on a chair. The shepherd stopped
short and eame back to Rose with a smothered growl,

“He doesn’t like it !” excluimed Tondeur, laughing till
he nearly choked himself, ¢ He's going to try and get her
again,” _

The young count only frowned and said to Roussot in a
low voice ; | .

“Comg, that’s enough. Off with you! Go and look
after your sheep.”

But the fellow did not seem inclined to obey, and obsti-
nately remained standing before his partner. Robert, ag
easily as he might have filliped a caterpillar from a flower,
gave him a back-handed blow which sent him reeling into
the garden. ,

*“Ah,” sighed Rose, opening her eyes. ¢ nearly lost
my breath altogether.”

“Have a little punch, and it will all go off,” said the
young count gaily.

cr M1 L
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strofig things. I've had too many blows from father when
he's been drinking. Besides I must see about going home.”

‘“ Have you had enough dancing ?

“ My word, it’s too hot to dance now.”

The band began playing a quadrille and the couples
moved to their places. Robert, leaving his friends, went
out with Rose and took ler to a dark arbour, where they
were practically alone amidst all the merry-making. No
one paid any attention to them, for none of these tipsy men
had eyes for anything but their glasses, or ears for any one
but Chassevent who was still singing. For some minutes
the two sat in silence, listening to the noisys shouts which
followed each couplet. Robert had drawn very close to
Rose, and gradually his arm stole round her walst. She
offered no resistance to the embrace : she seemed lost in
dreams, she who was generally as lively and merry as a
bird. Suddenly she shivered and then tied the scarf she
had brought with her, over her head.

‘“I feel quite cold,” she said.

““Your throat is bare. You shonld be more careful,” and
Robert took from his pocket a pretty blue sitk handkerchief,
bordered with red, and gave it to her. ¢ See, here is some-
thing to put round your neck,” he said.

She gave a little exclamation of delight as her fingers
touched the soft material.

“That 1s kind of you,” she said. “ But do not let us
stay here amongst all this noise and drinking,”

“Come along then,” replied Robert.” And rising, he
stood aside for her to pass him and leave the garden. Be-
hind them, agile and noiseless, crept Roussot.

A few yards away from the inn, they paused beside the
road which wound upwards towards the Great Marl-Pit.
Pourtois’s tavern, the illuminated thickets and the lighted

ball-room flared through the trees, but the clamour of the
rrowd oven at thie ehnrt dictanca  yacnlad $heale oo
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softened and more faint. In the transparent darkness of
the night confused forms could be diseerned becﬁming more
clearly defined as they drew nearer. They were people
from La Saucelle and Couvrechamps, who, having to rige
early, were going home before the ball broke up.

‘“ Hallo, Rose,” said a bantering voice, “you won't he
robbed going home with such a brave gentleman to take
care of you,” | |

“Qur young master is kind enough to go with me as
far as"the Clairefont road,” replied the girl.  *Ig there such
& lot of hatrm in that ?”

““Oh no, gp the contrary. But don’t stop here. There is
some nice soff grass as you go along the road.”

Robert began to langh, but Rose was vexed and stepped
aside from him,

““You hear? They are teasing me about you. It would
be better for me to go home alone,”

He took her by the arm, and putting his mouth quite
close against her ear, whispered softly :

“Stay with me, Rosette. We will have a talk about your
father and the little house you would like.”

They left the high road and turned into a path which
went zig-zag up the hill until it reached the platean.
Roussot was still following them, with springy, cat-like
steps, and not the dislodgment of a loose stone or the
rustle of a branch betrayed his presence. Rose and Robert
walked slowly along the little path which was so narrow
that they were forced to press very close to one another.
The moon had not yet risen, and the stars were good-
natured enough not to shed much light, Now, they had
their arms about each other as they walked yet slower
thau before, inhaling as they moved, the exquisite perfume
of the flowering gorse which the freshness of the night
made still more odorous than in the day time. REvery now .
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kisseg, and in the shadow, jealous custodian of the caress.
ing harmony, rose a smothered growl like that of a wounded
beast grinding his threatening teeth,

On and on they went with lingering steps, given up to
the enjoyment of this blissful hour passed amidst the great
peacefulness above, beneath and around them. The noise
of the féte was now but a vague murmur in their ears, and,
swayed by the power of the poetry which rose from the
perfumed earth, and fell {rom the glittering sky above, they
pressed each other in a still closer and longer embrace,
And, more sad, more irritated, more jealous moaned the
voice of the mysterious watcher in the shadows.

The path was not long, and as a rule took 36t more than
a quarter of an hour to climb, but perhaps to Rgse and
Robert it made itself more winding, and more steep, for
long after they had turned into it they were still there.
Several times had the clock at Clairefont rung out its deep
strokes upon the silence. Towards the east the sky had
begun to whiten, and it must have been nearly three
o’clock in the morning when the pair came out near the
Great Marl-Pit, at the corner of the Couvrechamps
woods, | -

““ Now let me go,” said Rose, gently., “It is quite time I
was home.”

* Where shall 1 see you again?”
“You will be able to find me easily enough if the fancy

takes you to come and talk to me,” replied the girl, mis-
chievously. “ But that is not very likely, for you are so
fickle,”

“You do not mean what you say ?”

““Oh, yes, I do.” .

He caught her round the waist and raising her till her .
face was level with his own, kissed her on the lips.

“Please leave me a little mouth for to-morrow,” ghe said,

~
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He put her down again, and, as if he could ha:rdly.maka
up his mind to leave her, asked : |

“Why will you not let me sce you home ?”

““What, so that some one might see you with me, and
set the whole neighbourhood chattering § No, thank you.
You go your way, and I'll go mine, Good-night, or rather
good-morning.” . | |

They parted and turned away, one towards Couvrechamps
the other towards Clairefont. At the turning of the road,
Robert stopped and looked back, but the night was very
dark, and he could no longer see his pretty sweetheart,
FThen he hastened home and was scon st the little park gate.

Rose had run quickly off along the fir-bordered path,
thinking with a smile of the promises the young count had
made and sealed with kigses. Suddenly she started. She
fancied she heard footsteps behind her in the black
shadow of the trees. She was not a nervous girl ; but for
all that, her heart beat faster and a little perspiration broke
out on her forehead at the thought. She hastened her
steps, straining her ears to catch all the vague sounds of
night, and again she heard a sharp crackling noise like that
of a dead branch trodden by a human foot,

She was then passing the white slopes opposite the
abandoned sheds which stood above the chalk-pits. To her
frightened eyes, the familiar place assumed a fantastio
appearauce and became peopled with horrid spectres. The
trees overhead seemed thicker and darker. She began to
run. But as she started, some terrible being bounded out
~upon her, seized her in its arms and with a demoniacal,
mocking laugh, carried her in amongst the trees. She had
strength enough to give two piercing shrieks of “ Robert |
Robert ! then & hand was ronghly placed upon her mouth
and sbe fainted from terror,

At that moment, two men were following the short cut
-where Rose and Robert had lingered so long. The one was
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continually stumbling over the stones, the other was doing
his best to prevent his companion falling,

“It beats me why the pebbles are so big this evening,
sacrédee,” said Chassevent’s hoarse voice.

“Eh, my boy, it’s that you don’t raise your feet as high
as usual,” replied Pourtois’s shrill tones,

“And yet I didn’t tire myself duncing.”

“ No; but you pretty well rinsed your throat.”

“And you blame me for it, you ungrateful fellow? Do
you think that if I hadn’t bawled so loud to amuse your
customers, I should have had such a thirst on me, or you
such a full till #” .

“Granted, old boy. And so to show you how obliged I
am, I have come a little way with you to see that you don’t
fall down some chalk-pit.”

“ All right,” growled the drunken old poacher; “if you
have only disturbed yourself out of precaution and not
from fricndship, you can go home again—especially as your
wife is alone with Anastase. Now, don’t persist, because I
don’t want you. The tighter I am, the better I can find
my way.”

And in spite of his unsteady legs, he walked straight on,
outstripping the inn-keeper who puffed after him like a
porpoise. They had reached the road to Couvrechamps,
when Pourtois said :

““Let’s have a minute’s breathing-time, then I'll say good-
bye and go home.”

They seated themselves on the edge of a ditch, and from
sheer habit, Chassevent hid himself behind a bush. He
took a pipe from his pocket, filled it, and was just com-
mencing to enjoy it, when his attention was attracted by a
quick step on the road. He at once drew his companion
down amongest the vorse and peerine into the darkness with
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‘“Where the dickens can he be coming from? H® must
have gone for a stroll before going home—followed a girl, I
suppose. My girl, perhaps—he’s been hanging round her
for some time. Wg¢ll, then he shouldn’t hinder me in my
pursuits. By the way, this i3 the very time to set some
snares ; suppose I do? I've got the things about me.”

Heo fumbled inside his blouse and drew out a coil of wire,

“Wait a minute,” said Pourtois, rising ; “ I'm not going
to be mixed up in that. I don’t want to make the acquaint-
ance of the Judge of Assizes. Run your own neck into the
noose by all means, if you choose, old boy, but 1'd rather
keep mine out of it.”

But before the burly inn-keeper could take a step, a
piercing shriek which froze him to the earth, rang in his
ears : then twice he heard a name repeated with an inde-
scribable expression of agonized terror: ¢ Robert ! Robert?”

“What's that?” exclaimed Chassevent, seizing the inn-
keeper’s arm.

“It sounds like some one being murdered,” gasped
Pourtois, whose teeth were chattering with fear.

“Sacrédi¢ ! We must go and see. There are two of us
and we won’t let a poor wretch be killed without going to
his help.”

“ Chassevent, don’t let us go,” implored the other. *It’s
by the Great Marl-Pit.”

“KEh1! if it’s by hell, I'm going,” replied the poacher, now
completely sobered.

He started off, and Pourtois, terrified, but preferring to
follow hira rather than stay alone, stumbled after him
through the gorse. Chassevent, with a hunter's instinet,
made straight for the place whence the cry had come and
hurried in and out among the bushes without makiog one
false step. He ran on thus about a hundred yards, with
the inn-keeper alwayy in the rear, avoiding with marvellous
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covered. Then he stopped to listen, holding his panting
breath. In a hollow & little way ahead, groans could still
be heard, aud without a word the poacher sét off again,
deadening the sound of his steps as much as necould. Dut
in spite of his precaution, his approach was heard, for a con-
fused form started up like a frightened stag, and bounded
up the sloping side of the valley,

““ We shall lose him! We shall lose him ! Hi, after hin,
Pourtois! After him!” cried Chassevent, stimulating his
companion to the chase, as he might have done his
dogs. |

Recognising the poacher’s voice, the fugitive suddenly
stopped. He stooped down as if he were placing on the
ground a burden of which he wished to disencumber himself;
then no longer hampered in his movements, he bounded on
again with increased fleetness of foot, reached the plateau
and disappeared. _
~ “We've lost him!” cried Chassevent. “But he’s left
something behind. Let’s see what it is.”

In a few moments they stood beside an old excavation in
which the gorse bad sprung up again. At the bottom lay a
white form.

‘“It looks almost like a woman!” exclaimed Pourtois,
who was streaming with perspiration, in a terrorstricken
voice,

“1am going down,” said Chassevent. And clinging to
the protruding branches, making a foothold of the stones,
he scrambled to the bottom. He knelt down, stooped over
the form, then, gpringing back with a hoarse cry:

“It’s my girl 17 he yelled.

At these startling words, Pourtois found wings. Half
jumping, half sliding, he rejoined his friend, seized the
inanimate Rose in his arms, raised her head, and without
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The poacher at once drew forth a tallow candle and some
matches, and they were able to see.

the two men bending over the woman in this dark
cavity, by the glew of the tiny light, formed a weird siglhit.
Rose, whose face was livid, whose lips were black, and eyes
glazed, had her scarf tied tightly round herneck like a cord.
Pourtois, with some difficnlty, unfastened it. Then a deep
sigh escaped the poor girl’s lips, her eyes quivered with a
horrible expression of agony, then closed. She threw up
her arms and fell back lifeless.

““Great God ! She is dead !” said the inn-keeper,

“Ohl” yelled Chassevent. “My child, my little Rose |
Who has done the deed ?” |

He struck his forehead with his hand, then with an ex-

pression of concentrated and indeseribable hatred, muttered :
- “It can only be that scoundrel Clairefont! He was
there—he did it. Oh! the brute!”

“What are you talking about?” cried Pourtols, “ You
must be going mad, You know very well that we saw
-Monsieur Robert going home before we heard the shrieks.”

“It was him ! It was him !|” returned Chassevent with
increasing fury. “Oh, to take my child from me! But
I'll have revenge. He shall kuow the worth of such a dear,
sweet child as she was |”

“Oh, well, first of all, let's see if we ean’t do anything for
her. My house is close at hand. ~ Let’s take her there.”

They raised the poor girl, whose hands were fast becoming
cold and stiff, and wended their way slowly back to the inn
in the twilight of the dawning day.
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CHAPTER VII

It was only seven o'clock in the morning, but Carvajan in
adherence to his habit of early rising, had been for some time
pacing up and down his office like a bear in its cage. Silence
still reigned over the town, which was wrapped in slumber
after the féte. The sun was climbing higher and higher in
the heavens., One ray had even found its way down be-
tween the high houses into the narrow street, angd after
turning the panes of the office window into gold, lay in a
luminous- line upon the floor. The tiny atoms of dust
danced like winged fairies in the golden streak, but despite
the warm happy brightness, Carvajan’s face was dark and
gloomy and in his mind he was ruminating bitter and re-
vengeful thoughts,

At the very moment that he thought success was near,
and that he had but to extend his hand to grasp the reward

of thirty years’ hard struggle, all these unexpected incidents
came to sweep him back. To hold his enemies in his hand,
to have but to close it to crush them and yet to feel again
their teeth close upon his flesh more tightly even than
before |

At the very moment when he expected to gain the
victory over Pascal’s affections by showing him the whole
neighbourhood cringing as one man at the feet of its ruler,
Lis triumph was changed into humiliation, and the one
whom he had wanted to win by gratifying his pride, was
forced to endure the most cruel of insults.
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years, this same fair of Saint Firmin had pitted Clairefont
against Carvajan. And, as if the children were hurled
against each other by a fatal destiny, it was Robert now
who insulted Pascal. A decisive blow must and should be
struck, a blow which would exterminate the whole hateful
breed.

In former days Gételier's shopman was not equally
matched against Honoré. Now the position was reversed,
and 1t was Carvajan who was the stronger. He had in his
strong box a neatly tied packet of summonses, judgments,
and distress-warrants, which conld be at once enforced in
default of immediate payment of a sum of a hundred and
sixty thousand francs, representing the capital lent and its
accumnlated interest. The marquis was bound either to
pay or to resign himself to being turned out of his home.
- At last this Clairefont would be seen upon the highway with
his bundle on his shoulders, like a beggar !

In the solitude of his office, Carvajan began to laugh. He
went to a chest, opened it and Lrought to light the safe
which in the imagination of the inhabitants of La N Euwlle
contained so fabulous an amount of wealth.

The banker drew a small key from his breast-pocket, un-
fastened the intricate lock, and the iron door rolled heavily
back on its well-oiled hinges. But the safe was destitute of
the vast sums which popular imagination was pleased to
commit to its care. There were only a few rolls of gold, a
cheque-book and some bundles of papers of different colours.
Carvajan took out one of these last, which bore the name
of Clairefout written in large letters, and began slowly look,
g through it.

As he did so his face lighted up with a terrible Joy. His
fingers touched the paper with a little dry sound, crumpling
it and handling it roughly ag if it had been the flesh of the
marquis himself. And, as he stood turning the pages of
these legal documents, the bauker seemed like an inaunisitof
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polishtng gnd sharpening his instruments of toriure to in
erease his victim’s agony.

A hght rap at the door interrupted him in the midst of
his delicious occupation. He glanced suspiciously at the
~door and quickly closed his safe. Then he went over to his
desk and called out :

“Come in }”

“ 1t 18 I, master. Please forgive me if I am ;disturbing
you,” said Fleury’s voice, while hiz hideous head appeared in
the opening of the door. Then he entered the room, and
Carvajan on glancing at him saw that he looked so strange, .
that without leaving him time to speak a word, he ex-
claimed:

“What 1s the matter?” *

“Something very serious. Half an hour ago, I was
awakened by Chassevent and Pourtois who told me— but ]
at once dressed and hurricd here,” he broke off, “for I
thought thatyou ought, as always, to be the first to know

“Of what?” sharply interrupted the banker, to whonr
Fleury’s circumlocution was causing unspeakable suspense.
He feared that his son and Robert de Clairefont had fought
sccretly that morning.  “ Will you speak out, you block-
head 17 |

“Well, then—little Rose Chassevent was killed last night
close to the Great Marl-Pit.”

“Killed | 7 exclaimed the mayor, suddenly regaining &l
his equanimity. “How? DBy some accident ?”

“1t was a crime ! ” replied Fleury i stifled tones. ‘““Her
father and Pourtois found her lying at the bottom of a .
hollow, strangled, after they had chased. her murderer for a
few minutes.”

“Chased him! Was he carrying her away then?”

‘““ He was running amongst the gorse that grows on the
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“And he escaped them? He must be soweone possessed
of excoptional strength.”

Fleury’s eyes caught the mayor's, and in them the clerk
read an idea so terrible, that he turned a little paler and
drew his stioulders together with a shudder.

“ Ah,” said Carvajan in a voice which was startling in its
intensity., “This affair must be looked into and pretty
quickly too. Has the magistrate been told? It is a case
for him. What a strange thing to happen, Fleury, my hoy !
She was pretty, this givl. It must have been some sweet-
heart who did it.”

“That’s what Chassevent says.”

- ““Ab, he says so, does he, the old rogne! Where is he!
I should like to speak to him 1”

“I left him in the street. T thought I had better see
vou fust, before bringing him in.”

* Carvajan hurried out to the hall.  Outside the door he

oopld, hear a mwmuring sound which was somctimes
drowned by a loud clamour of voices. The mayor threw
open the door. There, in the midst of a crowd of neizhbours
who were excitedly making all sorts of comments to cach
other, seated on the kerb stone was Chassevent, still more
drunk than he had Dbeen the previous night, alternately
lamnenting and threatening.

“My poor child | 7 he howled, blinking his tearless eyes.
‘““ She was so pretty—she was so kind to her old father. And
they’ve killed her, the wretches! So merry—so good-
natured ! Ah, the scoundrels ! They bore me a prudge,
that was the reason! Everyone knows how they treated
me. It all comes of my friendship for our dear good
Mr. Mayor—God bless him ! Ah, there’s more in this
business than youd think — yes, there is! Oh, the
rascals | But I sha’n’t let the matter rest ! No one has the
right to deprive a poor man of the consclation of his old

b
age |
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In vain did Pourtois—who felt most cmbarrassed amidst
all these Inquisitive people who were harassing him with
questions he dared not answer —try to make the tipsy old
man hold his tongue, Chassevent yeiled like a stuck pig and
rolled about on his stone like anyone in & fit of epilepsy.
However, when he saw Carvajan appear on the scene, he
suddenly beecame much calmer and bowing as if he were
going to prostrate himself on the pavement:

“Ah, here is our protector!” he exclaimed. ¢ Obh,
Mr. Mayor, take pity on a poor old man who cannot hope
for justice unless you give him your help. Oh, Holy
Mary, what a misfortune! The child was so well yesterday
evening ! And danced like a queen!”

And again be commenced to howl and writhe.

“Come, Chassevent, be quiet,” said the mayor sternly.
*1t'sno good raising the whole neighbourhood. Pourtois, take
him into my office. As for you, my good people, go home
again and don’t take any notice of what that pﬂﬂr'@nw
has been saying-~he is mad with grief. The judge willfind
out the truth of the matter.” |
. And, leaving his auditors under the influence of this well-
caleulated moderation, he hastened to rejoin Chassevent and
Pourtois.

. Leaning his back against the mantclpiece in his office
Carvajan gazed coldly at the poacher and asked him stifily :

“Whom do you accuse? For, if I understand you aright,
you are accusing some one,”

And as the old scoundrel opened his mouth to reply :

“Be carveful of what you say,” he added. ¢ You are
speaking to a magistrate,”

1t would be all the same if [ were speaking to our Lord
Himself,” returned Chassevent. “The young gentleman
from the chéteau passed close by us only a minute before
the thing happened—"

“Chaszevent, you know very well that lLie was not going

-

-
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in that direetion,” interposed Pourtois in grief-stricken
tones. ,

“ What is there to prove that he did not turn back by
some by-way the instant after?” exclaimed the poacher
violently. “ Besides, you didn’t see him—you were lying

on your back, and you are so big that he might have seen
you from the road.”

“Were you afraid of being scen then?” asked Carvajan.
‘“ What were you doing1”

“ Nothing at all,” returned the old vagabond sullenly.
“But every man has his own ways, and for my part I don’t
like running across people at night. There are so many
bad ones about.”

“So you wish me to understand that it might have been
Monsteur Robert who—7”

Carvajan dared not complete the sentence, A flush
mounted to his pale cheeks, and turning a wild look towards
thqg)_mﬂcher, as if he feared the latter would retract his ac-
cu8ation, he said :

“ Consider well the importance of such a statement.”

“Eh, do you think I'm going to mince my words? Be-
gides, he was not seen only by us. The Tubecufs from
Couvrechamps spoke to him at the corner of the little path
by the Great Marl-Pit, just after they left the ball, and he
was with the poor child then. Oh, what a wicked thing to
do! A poor, pretty, little thing like her! Who had never
done any harm to anyone—on the contrary, who was always
kind to everyhody ! Oh dear! Oh dear!”

“Don’t shout like that,” said Carvajan coldly. “There
are no strangers here to listen to you, and you are wasting
your breath and deafening us for nothing.”

The poacher abruptly ceased his lamentations and gazed
submissively at the man who read him so truly.
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to which he so often gives way, you might very probably, by
bringing a civil action against him, get about twenty thou-
sand francs damages 77

At these words Chassevent’s eyes looked as if they would
start out of his head. All his drunken stupidity disappeared
a3 If he had swallowed some magic draught, and he became
collected and cold as stone,

“You think, Mr. Mayor,” he asked softly, ¢ that if
I could make a good case I should be able to get a good
round sum § "

““I am sure of it.”

“Twenty thousand franes! Oh, if you would only help
me with your advice in this affair, I should be dead certain
to get out of it with the bread of my old age assured to me,
my dear, good Mr. Mayor.”

“1t 18 my duty to help you. You know that I have
always protected the weak against the strong.”

“Then they are dished!” cried the wretched old man
with mad delight. He made a gesture of ftriumph ; he
could have danced with glee.

“ But, Chassevent,” put in Pourtois, who was in a state
of utter consternation, “‘ yon know very well that the child
called out: ¢ Robert! Robert!’ Therefore it can’t have
been he who was holding her.”

““She was screaming ¢ Robert !’ as anyoue might cry,
*Murder !”” broke in Chassevent, angrily. ¢ What is it to
do with you, you great idiot? Do you think any trust can be
put in what you say? You were so upset that you didn’t
know what you heard or what you saw. Twenty thousand
francs | Of course it was that whoedling, bribing scoundrel !
Who else should it be? Who else would be strong enough to
run at full speed up the valley with a woman on his back 1
Twenty thousand francs ! T tell you it was him! And if
anyone pretends the contrary, he’ll have me to deal with ! ”

And the poacher turned so sinister a face to the 1mhanyo
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Inn-keeper, that the latter heaved a decp sigh and resizned
himself to silence.

Carvajan turned to Pourtois

“Eh! eh! my man!” he said. “This will be a greater
help to us than all the marquis’s stupidity, How can the
Clairefonts remain in the province after such a scandal ?
I'm pretty sure that Madame Pourtois will find herself the
possessor of those twenty acres of meadow-land behind the
inn before three months are over. You must tell her to
conmie and have a chat with me about the Iittle arrainge-
ments we shall have to make. She'll understand what I
think best. She’s no fool—fortunately, for one can do no-
thing for fools,”

And the glanee, with which these words were accom-
paunied, was so threatening that Pourtois was terrified, His
Tosy shining face turned an ashen grey, his little eyes
sank still deeper into his fut cheeks, and with an air of utter
dejection, he let his arms fall toosely beside his huge body.

Just then Fleury rushed in quite out of breath.

“It’s all going splendidly,” he announced. « Pve stirred
up the police, and, by the way, boys, you'd better make
haste back to the inn. There are some things there that
leave no room for doubt, and, mind—no one¢ is to touch
them,”

Chassevent was already making for the front door, pushing
Pourtois on before him, with the eagerness of a miser who
fears for the safety of his treasure. When he reached the
deserted street, he stopped, and pressing his companion’s
hand as though he meant to crush it, said :

“Now let’'s have no silliness, my boy. I you ever
breathe one word to contradict what I say, I'll wring your
neck like a chicken’s! And now we understand each other,
let’s get on as fast as we can.”

A“H "'l‘ln‘l"'l" l"l“'ﬂ'll.-l—.-...-] I . I r ]
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paced] the room a few minutes in silence, with head bowed
on his chest. Then he paused abruptly and exclaimed

“7 could never have wished for a better revenge! This
insolent youth has attacked me and insulted my son. "Well
then, I, in return, will send him as a prisoner to the
assizes, where these Clairefonts will lose all—honour as well
as fortune. There will be nothing left them, and 1 shall
sce them on their knees at my door, imploring mercy.”

“ What bave Pourtoig and Chassevent told you?” asked
Fleury.

“ Pardieu, they have described the whole scene of the
murder, at which they assisted at a distance. Oh, Chasse-
vent is ready to swear on his daughter’s grave that it was
~ young Clairefont who killed her. He hopes to make twenty
thousand francs out of the affair.”

“Twenty thousand francs,” repeated Fleury with a
horrible grin. ¢ Why, for that sum he’d have killed the
girl himself ! ”

a
This ghastly jest met with no response from Carvajan,

He only looked sternly at the clerk and said stiffly :

“I am very serious in what I am saying, and I wish those
with me to be the same. I am convinced that Monsieur de
Clairefont, who no doubt was intoxicated—a fact which will
naturally acquit him of the charge of murder—committed
the crime. If I thought him innocent I should of course
take no further interest in the matter.” |

“] am sure it was he,” answered Fleury, acquiescingz
without the slightest hesitation. “ And as I share your-
views, I will go and see, in the interests of the innocent,
that public opinion does not flow into the wrong channel.”

He bowed very low, contorted his features into a hideous
grimace and went out of the room.

It was the last day of the fair, and the farmers, having
Jont off the effects of their last nicht’s drinking bout, were
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last day of the market was dull and flat, The zest for
business had gone off, and everyone’s chief desire was to go-
home.

But this time, for a wonder, the market-place presented
a scene of unwonted animation. Men and women were
knotted together in little groups, where most excited con-
versation was being carried on. Could it be’a rise or fall in
flour or the price of sheep which gave rise to so much dis-
cussion? Hardly, for the words most frequently uttered
were the names “Clairefont” and “Chassevent,” and
amidst the startled exclamations, the most passionate
assertions and equally ardent denials were exchanged.

Like some deadly coutagion, the mischievous report
which [leury had originated had already spread all through
the town and would soon be circulating, altered and cx-
" aggerated, throughout the canton, whence it would find its
way to every town and hamlet in the department, poisoniug
the minds of all who heard it. Nothing could have been
more calculated to foster and keep it alive than this
assemblage of people from all parts of the district who
wounld soon be scattered to their various homes whither
they would bear with them the convictions and opinfons so
skilfully instilled by the emissaries of Carvajan,

At the Café du Commerce, Tondeur had just repeated, in
the hearing of at least twenty people, the words he had
heard at the laundry-window at Clairefont, when Robert
was kissing Rose: * Don’t press me so tightljy; you are
strong enough to squeeze me to death without ever meanmy
to do so0.” And, amidst the smoke of pipes and the clinking
of glasses, the timber-merchant proceeded to utter various
hypocritical lameuts. What a pity it was! The count
was such a kind, good-natured fellow ! He certainly had
not done it intentionally. Tondeur, who knew him so well,
would answer for that—but he was so strong! And with-
out meaning to hurt the girl, you know—but he had more
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" strepgth than he thought he had. He, Tondeur, had seen
him pull vp young saplings by the root as anyone might

“gather a violet! As they were romping together the girl
had missed her footing—her father who was looking for her
had come up with Pourtois, and not wishing to be caught, the
young man had tried to hinder the little one from calling
out. Ah, it wus a terriblc mishap! But as for being a
crime—no, 1t certainly wasn’t that,

But his audience thought that the timber merchant was
too lentent by far and began to argue the matter with him
with minds already somewhat prejudiced against the count,
What! Not a crime? Tlen, pray, what wag it? Was the
girl dead, or was she not? Tondeur, put to confusion, was
forced to own that she was. Still he continued hisdefence,
taking a pleasure in bringing forward bad and illogical
arguments.  After all they were accusing Monsieur Robert,
but was thero any positive proof that he was the cause of
the aceident? For the wood-merchant obstinately refuged
to call it a ¢rime,

Were there any proofs? retorted the dissenters, warming
to the subject as they argued. How about the silk hand-.
kerchief marked “ R, C.” that the girl had round her neck,
and which no one had seen her with at the ball? And the
Tubceufs’ assertions? And the whole thing, in short?
Anyone could see he wag guiity. People must be wilfully
blind to dare to say he was not. And they wondered
Monsieur de Clairefont had not been arrested yet; if he
had been a poor labouring man, he'd have been seen going
through the town between two gendarmes long ago !

A% that instant, a sort of low roar ran through the
market-place which at once attracted all the disputants to
the café windows. Robert had just turved the corner
of the Rue du Marché in his gig with Monsieur
de OCroiv-Meanil whom he was drivine 0 tha yaslwra <
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‘and he drove slowly through the tumultuous throng, langh-
ing and chatting with the baron. Behind him, like a living
tide swept the mass of peasants and idlers, and a few criea
of hatred were uttered like the desultory, impatient, first
shots of a riot,

lobert turned round in astonishment and looked at all
these people who were following him. |

““Heo is going away ! Do you see, he is going to got
away | ” he heard them say.

He had not the slightest iden what it all meant, for at
Clairefont they had heard nothing of what had happened
during the night. The ¢hateau was like a besieged fortress
where no news ever reaches the garrvison. The few servants
never went into the village ; the farms were some distance
off ; Rose was the only link with the outer world, and she,
poor ¢hild, would never brighten the cold, quiet old housc
again with her mierry song and laughter. Antoinette, who
had so particularly told her to be puunctual, the night be-
fore, only thought with a smile when she did not make her
appearance :

¢ She must have stayed late dancing last night in spite of
all her fine promises, and is staying in bed this morning.”

When he reached the station, Robert, totally unconscious
_of the attention bestowed on him by the gendarmes walking
up and down before the entrance, jumped out of the gig,
took down Mousieur de Croix-Mesnil's bag, and telling a
porter to hold his horse, went into the waiting-room. The
sendarmes at once moved to the platform where they stood
in readiness to keep the young count back if he tried to
leave La Neuville.

But the count himself was very far from suspecting what
was going on. He was too deeply absorbed in his conversa-
tion to notice the strict watch that was being kept upon
him. When the train came in, he gave a last pressure of .
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himself, 18ft the railway station and seated himself in the
gig again. He had never before felt so sorry to see his
friend go, and at the railway bridge he pulled up his horse
and waited for the train to pass. He saw a smiling face at
the window, a hand was waved to him, then all disappeared
round a curve in the line amidst a cloud of smoke. Then
he went on his way again, wondering why he felt so
depressed. .

But Robert’s moods never lasted long the same, and his
hearty nature soon reasserted itself. He put his horse at a
trot and, deciding to go home through the better streets to
avoid the blocks which had stopped bim as he was coming,
kept straight along the plane-tree walk which surrounds La
Neuville. He was just leaving the ontskirtz of the town,
when, at the bottom of the hill at the summit of which stood
Clairefont, he came upon a group of factory hands hanging
round the door of the inn, listening to Chassevent, who was
now so drunk he could hardly stand, and who was relating
for the hundredth time his danghter’s death, in thick speé.h
and with many melodramatic additions. )

At the sight of Robert, a thrill of horror ran through the
knot of men who huddled together in a hostile attitude.
Encouraged by his companions’ threatening looks, the old
vagabond staggered forward and trying to catch hold of the
Horse’s bridle :

“ Here’s the murderer ! ” he stammered. ‘‘ Here he is!
Let us bave revenge !'”

His unsteady hand had managed to seize one of the reins,
but a sharp cut from the whip on his fingers made him very
gquickly drop it. He reeled back, howling, and, the end of
the shaft catching his shoulder, he must inevitably
have fallen under the wheel if the count had not leant
down, caught hold of him and thrown him to the inn
door.

‘““Ah, after the daughter, he tries to kill the father!”
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yelled the poacher. “Come to my aid, boys ! “Let’s take
him and give him up to justice !”

In a moment Robert was surrounded by men with furious
faces ahd hands raised to strike, Some women who had
come to sce what was going on, began to utter piercing
shrieks, and reinforcements were already hurrying down the
Rue du Marché to the aid of the assailants. Chassevent,
foaming with rage and drunkenness, returned to the charge
and attempted to climb into the dog-cart. The count did
not lose his presence of mind—he gave a sharp jerk to the
reing which made the horse prance and rear, then, seizing 1
his whip, dealt the old poacher so terrible a blow with the
butt end of it, that in spite of the thick cap and the ker-
chief he wore on his head, he rolled over into the dust

half-stunned, Just then Fleury’s head popped up beside
- the gig, as suddenly as a Jack in the box.

“ What are you doing?” he shouted to the workmen.
“ Pick up that man and go and wait for me.”

Then standing on tiptoe and seizing Robert's arm ;

“ How imprudent of you! Do not brave popular indig-
nation, but go, without an instant’s delay! I have just
come from Clairefont—1 meant to warn you, but now your
aunt and sister know all and they’ll tell you what is best
to do.”

« But what's it all about 1” asked the count beginning to
feel & little uneasy. = Are all these men mad }”

The clerk looked sternly at the young man and replied
with grave melancholy :

«Tittle Rose was murdered last night, and you are
* accused of the crime. Don’t &top to argue—put yourself in
some place of safety. Go away— that is the best thing
to do.”

 But it’s infamons !” cried Robert.

¢« For heaven’s sake, hurry home!” exclaimed Fleury
pointing to tbe crowds of people hastening up from all
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directions. And dealing the horse a sharp blow, he forced
the count to leave the scene.

Without troubling himself any further about the increas-
ing uproar, the magistrate’s clerk hurried away to the
mayor's house in the Rue du Marchdé. It was now eleven
o’clock and ever since early morning Carvajan’s emissaries
had been making the most of their time. "The net round
Robert de Clairefont was being drawn tighter and tighter
every minute, and the more the unfortunate captive might
try to struggle the closer would the meshes become. '

Pascal, after a restless, sleepless night passed in bitter
recoilection of the painful incidents which had marked his
return to La Neuville, had decided to finally settle the
question of his departure with his father at once. He could
no longer tolerate the idea of living in this place where
everything must jar upon and pain him. He wished to g0
away, to return to the countries where not even an echo of
the discords he was flying would reach him and where lje
would have the right to keep the faint, smiling image of the
woman he adored enshrined in his memory as in a sanctuary
consecrated to a secret worship.

At Iancheon time, he left his room and was about to g0
downstairs when on the landing he met the servant who
was coming from the upper storey.

“ Ah, Monsieur Pascal,” she said to him with a shocked
and sorrowful air, “have you heard.the news? The young
gentleman at the chiteau has murdered old Chassevent’s
Rose.”

Pascal stared at the girl wondering if she had gone mad,
and she went ou :

“Yes, my good sir. And the magistrate’s clerk is
here in Monsieur Carvajan’s office, telling him how things
are going in the town, for everything is turned upside

~ down.”

To Pascal’s wavering eyes, the well of the staircase looked
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like a black abyss at the bottom of which stood Capvajan
laughing a mocking, triumphant, devilish langh. He turned
giddy and clung to the wall to save himself from falling.
He had at once recognised the hand of his father in this
terrible thrust which followed so quickly the insult he had
received. If Robert was accused, the accusation had come
from Carvajan. There was a cold, numb feeling. all round
his heart. His mind had -conjured up the vision of Antoi-
nette watching beside the deathbed of her father, dying of
sorrow and despair. He remembered the sud presentiments
he had had that first day as he stood at the door of Pourtois’s
inn, below the terrace of Clairefont. "The presage of misfor-
tune was being realised.

But had he not also dreamed that it was he who defended
the forsaken girl and rescued her from her unhappy
fate? As he stood at the door of the chamber which had
been his mother’s, he could hear again the voice of the
dying woman as she murmured her last words: “Be good
to your fellow creatures. You must always be good.” He
turped in superstitious awe, as if he expected to see the
dear form behind him. DBut he was alone, and bowing his
‘head, as before a sovereign command, he whispered: “ Be
eagy, my dear, lost mother. You shall be obeyed.”

He had regained all his presence of mind, all his courage,
and he felt ready to accomplish unheard-of tasks to vanquish
and win, -All the resolutions he had taken in the night
were forgotten and his ideas were now following a totally
different channel. He was no longer bound down to the
detestable inaction which made him seem an accomplice in
all the evil that was being done the Clairefont family. He
was no longer condemned to sit still and look on. The
chance was given him to throw himself into the battle and
take his part in it. The whole night long, he had promised
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remail), and he found this change perfectly natural. Is not
inconsistency love's very logie? | h

He went into his father’s office with a smile on his face.
As he entered, Fleury, who was talking excitedly, stopped
abruptly with a look of embarrassment and squinted horribly
at him out of his startled eyes.

“Well,” burst out Carvajan, crossing over to his son,
‘““they’ve got themselves into & pretty mess, these proud
folks who are too grand to even stand opposite usg!”

““ I have just heard all about it,” said Pascal.

“ Well, and what do you say to it %" .

“ What do the magistrates say to it} ” returned the young
Ian.

““The magistrates are extraordinarily slow to express their
opinion. They don’t know what to think between the
proofs of the crime and the doubt which 18 the resnlt of an
honourable past. They are all for the aristooracy, at heart,
and they don’t like to arrest the son of a marquis. Tiey
have telegraphed to the Procureur-Général at Rouen, who, m
hig turn, will no doubt telegraph to the Garde des Sceaux.
And all .the time, the population here is in a state of fer-
" ment, and if Fleury had not happened to turn up just in

-the nick of time just now, the count would have been
lynched by some workmen. There is something being said
about a demonstration to-morrow, augl, as I have just told
the head of the police, if they don’t arrcst my young lord
by this evening, I won’t answer for the public peace of La
Neuville.”

‘““ The best thing Monsieur Robert could do would be to
go away while there is yet time,” said Fleury in oily tones.
' Once he is away, everyone would be quiet. I tried to
make the ladies at Clairefont understand this, but at the
first word I said, Mademoiselle Antoinette stood up as pale
a8 a ghost, and, looking at me as if she could kill me, cried:
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know with whom this calumny originated ; we shall find nleans
- to prove the utter falsity of the charge!’ She was clearly
referring to his worship, and perhaps a little to me. But
I would not be discouraged. 1 insisted; I gave them
to understand that the roughs of La Neuville, who were in
& state of great excitement, might even make an attack on
Clairefont. Then old Saint Maurice jumped up, looking as
red as fire and swearing lik® a trooper. ¢Let them come,
that’s all!’ she said. ‘We have plenty of guns and they’ll
find that the women of this house are more than a match
for men like them. Upstairs, in the lumber-room, there’s a
little swivel-gun that used to be used for fireworks; I'll
have it bronght down in the hall and if anyone only touches
the handle of our door, I’ll give the whole rabble a pepper-
ing!”  And you would never believe how the old hag sworel
But there, what’s the good of trying to make people see
reason when they've got a tile loose? As for the marquis,
heewas shut up in his tower like an owl, reading some
wizard’s book or poisoning the air of the whole neighhour-
hood with his chemicals. He wasn’t to be seen, or else,”
perhaps, idiotic as he is, he could have better grasped the
situation than that old lunatic let loose.”

“But she does seem to understand it perfectly,” said
Pagcal, quietly, “ and she stands wp for her nepbew’s inno-
cence against cvery one. As Mademoiselle de Clairefont
very truly said, to go away would be to confess his guilt
and no doubt the count has determined to defend himself.
Perhaps e has substantial proofs of his innocence—a good
alibi would settle the matter at once. Who knows but
what one will be forthcoming ?”

“I1 defy him to bring one forward!” eried Carvajan
losing all contrel over himself at his son’s opposition.

“ Father, yvou cannot tell—"
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Tkey stood facing each other, the one speaking as firmly -
as the other—Pascal, absolutely master of himself, and ‘bent
upon knowing precisely what part his father was playing in
the plot against Robert, Carvajan, overcome with rage, and
ready to blazon forth all his hatred and delight. !

““ No, no, of course not!” interposed Fleury in a con-
ciliating manner. ¢ Your father does not bring the ac-
cusation ; why should he? -His worship is only con-
cerned, as always, for the public good. We speak freely,
and weigh the for and against before you, but you may be
sure that if Monsieur Carvajan could hush up this affair
he would do so at once. It is true that he ia Monsieur de
Clatrefont’s enemy, and he i3 opposed to him on both
political and financial grounds, but to draw any atlvantage
from sueh a terrible misfortune! There cannot surely be
any need for me to tell you he has not even thought of such
a thing. Though, after all, would he not be within his
rights 1f he had? Have his enemies ever hesitated tqdo
their worst against him? You yourself had a proof -of
- that yesterday evening. If we can prove the innocence of
this unhappy young man we shall do so, but unfortunately
there 18 hardly any doubt of his guilt. It is the bottom
step of the ladder that this family has been descending for
thirty years. When I had the honour of meeting you for
the first time, yon had just witnessed one of those acts of
violence peculiar and habitual to this young man. I told
you then, little thinking to be so good a prophet, that you
had arrived in time to assist at the last engagement of the
war between Monsieur de Clairefont and your father. Well,
then, the combat is almost at an end; it is terminating
amidst blood and mire.”

“Of which we are not the cause,” roughly added
Carvajan, whose mnerves had been irritated by Fleury's
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~be "fond of them, and yowd see how much consideration
they’'d show me if T were in their place.”

He took his hat, and casting a meaning glance at
Fleury added :

“T am going as far as the mayoralty, Join me therein a

short time.”

- “Twill go with you, father, if yon have no objection,”
sald Pascal. ‘I should like to see how things look in the
town,”

“Oh, are you getting iuterested in the case ! Well, come
if you like, And who knows but what you may be able to
throw some light upon it ? It concerns your professior.”

“If I find an opportunity of doing so, you may be sure I
shall not 9ose it,” replied Pascal coldly, And he {ollowed
his father and Fleury into the strect.

CAfter the first shock, the inmates of Clairefont had
promptly set their wits to work to find out what Lad
better be done, and Mademoiselle de Saint Manrice, Robert
and Antoinette had held a council in the little drawing-
room. Fleury’s assertions and the excitement in the streets
had certainly some meaning in them. Ol Bernard was
sent to the farm for news, and broughit back a confirmation
of the report—Rose was dead, and Robert was accused of
killing her. Between Aunt Isabella’s imprecations, and
Antoinetle’s terrible calmness, Robert experienced, one after
another, the most opposite and contradictory sentiments,
Sometimes he told himself that the accusation agalnst him
must fall through of itselfand would have no result, and
with a nervous laugh he promised himself ample revenge on
those who had instigated the charge against him. Apgain,
he would try to amass all the proofs he could gtve of
his innocence, only to find to his horror that everything
united to give him the appearance of guilt. He had
reached home in the small hours of the morning, and had

entered by the little door in the park, unseen by any one,
O
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And he had spent the whole of the time which had elapsed
between his departure from Pourtois’s inn, and hig arrival at
Clairefont In the path leading to the Great Marl-T'it.
Peop’e had met him and spokeun to him there, his prezence
was undeniable,

And as he remembered the pleasant moments he had
pussed, that warm, fine night, with the pretty, laughing girl,
his heart was torn with grief. Had he not involuntarily
been the cause of the misfortune by keeping Rose so late
when she had wanted to go home? He had only managed
to make her stay by dint of much pleading and persuasion.
“ Let me go,” she had said. “ Your sister will be waiting
for me to-morrow morning, and I shall have you to thank
for a scolding.  If you have still so much to say to me, you
can come to the laundry window and we can talk as 1
work.” When she had spoken thus, the roads were full of
people. She would have gone back to Couvrechamps with
them,; and, instead of lying cold and sﬁll, she wouldmow
have been running briskly about, singing and laughing
merrily. Tears sprang to his eyes at the thought, and the
big, strong man began to sob like a child.

The two women looked at Lim in terror. To give way in
that manner he must have been terribly upset. A feeling
.of modesty froze the questions on Antoinette’s lips. What
had passed between her brother and Rose? No doubt
some love scene, begun at the ball and broken off for ever
by the mad act of a jealous lover, and to learn the facts,
and to arrive, perhaps, at the truth, it needed some one to
question Robert, to draw an explanation from him. But
there was Aunt ylsabella there to get at the root of the
matter. She would not mind asking, and with her the
young man would have no constraint in answering, and
then they would kunow what line of defence would be best
to take up.

It was impossiole for the error not to be very soon dis-



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 211

covered. Justice was clear-sighted and unprejudsced.
Public opinion, the tide of which, so Fleury said, was
turned so furionsly against Robert, had been misled by
false statements, the propagator of which it was not difh-
cult to guess. Carvajan’s hand was plainly recognisable n
this work of hatred. He had been provoked, and he was
taking his revenge. And the Clairefonts had but too good
reason to know with what deadly tenacity he clang to any
scheme he took in hand.

To the indiguation of the first few moments, when
Mademoigelle de Saint Maurice had exclaimed with superb
pride :  But it is impossible for suspicion to rest on a
Clairefont ! ? had succeeded the vague terror engendered
by ignorance—the terror of children who run away from
- the darkness their own imagination has filled with fearful

phantoms. At the chéateau, they knew nothing of what
was going on outside, nor of what there was to fear. And
thig ignorance was far worse to bear than would have been
the knowledge of what they bad to dread. Every fact was
~ hidden in an obscurity which rendercd futile all the efforts
that might have been made.

Their principal care was for the warquis to know
nothing of what was going on. They conld not bear the
thought of the father hearing of the accusation against his
son, and they were resolved to prevent the knowledge
reaching him at any cost—the tranquillity of the aged man
must be preserved before all. For thirty years his family
had submitted to his despotism, and given way to his most
unreasoning caprices—to do anything to save the marquis
worry had been the watchword at Clairefont. His children
and their aunt had alike conformed to this rule—Auntoinette
and Robert with a feeling of tender respect, and the oid
maid with fits of ill-temper only barely concealed. They
had borne with all, even impending ruin, and now they
would rather die than reveal the impending dishonour.
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“We had better take the marquis to Saint Maurice,”
~ Aunt Isabella had said at once.

But Antoinette, always able to see what was best even
amidst the darkness of despair, had replied ;

‘““He cannot be safer anywhere than at Clairefont. Shut
up in s turret he might as well be a thousand miles away
from. any one. It must be our care to see that no one
gets in to see him. He never reads the paper, never goes
out, and whatever may Lappen, he will remain in tranquil
igoorance of it. 1f we should be absolutely compelled to
tell bim anything, we can at least choose our opportunity,
and can judge how much we bad better reveal.”

And there in the little drawing-room on the ground floor
with the windows opening on to the terrace, they all threc
waited in an agony of suspeuse that was more intolerable
tiian the evil itself, with ears intent upon the thousand
rumours of the town, and eyes fixed upon the path leading
up to Clairefont, which wound, dusty and white, amidst the
verdure of the hill. 1t was by this path that the danger
might come to them, and in Aunt Isabella’s eyes gleamed
the desire of resistance she found it so difficult to restrain.

The hours passed by, strengthening their courage as they
fled. Was not this lapse of time a proof of how baseless
were their apprehensions? Surely if the law intended to
take any steps in the matter, it would not be so long in
putting itself into motion. Alas! They were unacquainted
with the procedure of modern legislation. They never
dreamed of the hesitation of the magistrates, the plotting
of Carvajan, and the secret watching of the police. And so,
like an animal caught in a snare from which he can find no
igsue, they waited in silent stillness, feeling alternately the
maddest hope and the deepest despair.

Every day, about four o’clock, when the heat had some-
what subsided, the marquis was in the habit of coming
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toimette would not have missed this walk for anythidg in
the world ; she always put on her hat beforehand, and when
her father left his study he would find his pretty companion
awaiting him. But to-day, in the fever of their anxiety,
they had all forgotten the marquis. He entered and reached
the middle of the drawing-room before either of them heard
him, and, laying his hand on Antoinette’s shoulder :~

“*Well, must I come in search of my Antigone to-day ”
he agked smiling.

They rose trembling to their feet, The appearance of the
head of the family had increased the horror of the situation
twofold, Robert was the first to regain his presence of
mind,

““Ah, father, you are earlier than usual to-day. But it
just happens right, for now we can all go out together, I
want you to take my arm instead of Antoinette’s. She will
resign you to me for just this once, I know.”

There was an aceent of so profound a melancholy in the
young man’s voice that Antoinette’s eyes filled with tears.
Yo her it seemed that her brother was about to take his last,
walk in this beautiful park, where they had played when
they were children, beside his father who was totally un-
consclous of anything being wrong. She could not trust
herself to speak, and acquiesced to Robert’s words by a
bend of hrer head.

The old father, leaning on Robert’s arm, was already
going down the steps, talking as usual of the work with
which he had occupied his day. Aunt Isabella, lingering
behind, uttered a moan and pressed her handkerchief to her
eves,

" Antoinette,-I cannot live with snch a weight upoin my
mind,” she sobbed. “No, it is more than I can bear., I
feel 1 sball not get over such a dreadful shock. Robert,

P I B | | r .
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did ¢squeeze the girl a little too hard, where was the
harm1”

Antoinette turned pale, and darting a fiery glance at
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice :

“Aunt? Can you for a moment admit—"

“How do I know? His father did just the same when
he wag young, Ounly, in those times, the girls did not de-
fend themselves so vigorously—or didn’t die of a squeeze.”

‘“But he has given us his word that he knows nothing
about this unhappy event | ”

“So he has! Ah, I am going mad! You know how I
love the dear boy-~more than I ought to, I’'m afraid ; I
would give all the rest of the family for him. But I am
being well punished for my idolatry, for my suffering is
awful. A hardened old woman like T am must have a
terrible grief hefore she gives way as I am doing-—~my poor
Robert! My dear boy! Oh dear! Oh dear!”

And in a fit of utter despair, Aunt Isabella burst jnto
gsobs. Antoinette knelt down before her, put her arms
round her, and tried to comfort her.

““No,” sobbed the old maid, “no! If they take him I
will go too. I will go to prison with him.”

‘““ But, auntie, you can’t ; it’s impossible.”

- “And why can’t 1?7 asked Mademoiselle de Saint Manrice
becoming suddenly caim. “I have often been told that
during the Terror my ancestors went together to La Force.”

“But we are not under the Reign of Terror now,” replied
Antoinette, unable to restrain a smile,

“Indeed ! And what do you call a reign when such an
abominable thing as this can happen? Ah, it is the end of
all "

‘““ Come, auntie, we must go out to papa. ‘I'ry not to let
him see that you have being erying.”

£ Thmvi b v afumntdd T vrman™ 1at biisvr 1m13 eqyre 27
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opening of the drawing-room door made them pa,uﬂe On
the threshold stood old Bernard looking thoroughly scared.

“ What is the matter " asked Antoinette aghast.

““ Monsicur Jousselin is here, mademoiselle,” stammered
the faithful old servant.

The hour they so much dreaded, and yet had secretly
hoped to never see, had come.

‘“Show him in, Oh, no, though ; he might be seen from
the garden.”

The two women exchanged a frightened glance, and, mov-
ing as in a dream, went out to the hall, where a stout man,
dressced in black, was nervously fidgetting about. When he
saw the ladies he took off his hat, and, with great deference,
said to Antoinette :

““ Mademoiselle, I should like to speak a few minutes with
your brother.” |

“He is now walking in the park with my father, sir.
Must I call him?”

% T should be very much cbliged if you would.”

There was a deep silence. The police-officer hesitated to
gpeak out before the lovely agitated girl. The other two
had a question on their lips they dared not put into words,
At length Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice could bear the
uncertainty no longer.

“ Have you come to take him from us, sir?” she asked,
with a terrible look,

“ Madame, my office imposes a painful duty upon me—"

The old maid tolerated for once the “ Madame,” which,
ander any other circumstances, she would have sharply re-
pudiated.

“My dear sir,” she resumed with much feeling, * you
are, if I am not mistaken, the son of the Joussclin who
used to b& my father’s agent at Saint Maurice. You are?

-_ E 4 a -
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gmlty——-thﬂugh do 1 need to tell you that? What must be
done for him to remain at liberty ¥ If it is a question of
money, it could be arranged—"

The other made a movement of astonished denial.

““ There is no alternative but for Monsieur de Clairefont to
eome with rue,” he said gently, for he was really sorry for
the two women. “I will show him every possible con-
“sideration in the execution of my duties—"

“l want to entreat your consideration for my father,
sir,” 1mp]m'ed Antoinette.  “ Do not let him know of
what is happening uutil my brother’s innuecence is proved.”

‘“ Madenioiselle, you see that 1 have come in alone—
my wen are outside, If your brother will give me hig
word to follow me withont resistance, we can gp without
any noise or scandal. By acting thus, I hope I am proving
to you that 1 have hot forgotten what my {family may have
owed to yours.”

Mademoigelle de Clairefont bowed her head. .

- “1 thank you, sir,” she said, “and I will answer for
my brother. I will go and tell him. Auntie, you stay,
You can speak to bim here, without fear of being seen, be-
fore he goeg.”

The old man and his son were just passing the window in
their walk up and down the terrace. They were talking-—
the maryuis absorved in the childish joy of explaining the
experiment which was occupying his thoughts, and Robert
trying to repress the burning tears which mounted from his
heart to his eyes, It seemed to him that he was about to -
quit for ever all that surrounded him, and he Jooked at the
house, the trees, the flowers, and the sky, which had never
seemed so bright to him before, with unwonted affec-
tion. Feclings, which he now kpew for the first time,

arose 1 his heart. He regretted his follies, "he blamed
hims=alf frr hic 1dla cvigtarnon e fade bbb mee e
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atonement for it all, and regarding his misfortune g8 the
consequance of his misconduet, he accepted it as an ex-
piatiomn.

He saw his sister coming, and at once noticed the look on
her face. Without giving her time to speak, he asked
anxiously : ‘

«“ Have you come to take my place?”

She sadly bent her head.

“ There is someone in the drawing-roora who wants to
gee you,” she s1id, |

“ [ expect it is about some pleasure party,” said the mar-
quis indulrently. “Go, my boy ; don’t keep your friend
waiting.”

The brother and sister shuddered at the terrible mistake.
Robert put bis arms round his father and pressed his
quivering lips to the old man’s white bair ; then he held out
his hand to his sister, feeling that he dared not kiss her or he
ﬂl%ﬂuld break down.

“ Good-bye,” he said abruptly, and turning on his heel
walked hurriedly away.

Behind him the father and daughter continued their walk
in silence now, as if the surrounding atmosphere hud be-
come impregnated with Antoinette’s grief and bad in some
strange way imparted a sudden melancholy to the old
man’s heart.

Having with great difficulty torn himself from Aunt
Isabella’s tearful lamentations, Robert started to accompany
Jousselin to Couvrechamps. The gendarmes had gone on in
front and two detectives, disguised as tradesmen, followed
about fifty paces behind. As they went along, the police-
officer, under pretence of chatting, skilfully questioned his
prisoner, and Robert, over-excited and, besides, bhaving
nothing to hide, gave a full account of his long-standing
flirtations with Rose, the ball on Saint Firmin’s day, the
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L
separation at the road to Clairefont, They reached the

very spot, as he was talking.

““See, herc’s where I left her,” he said. I stood {or a
minute watching her till she had disappeared in the dark-
ness, then I went on home. 1If I had only stopped a few
moments [onger, she would e living now.”

A prolonged, mournful, strident wail, like the moaning of a
beast in agony, interrupted his words., On the common,
Roussot’s asheep were browsing on the scanty grass as usual,
but the uncouth shepherd did not make his appearance to
accompany, as was his wont, the passer-by with his modu-
lated cries and the cracking of his whip. He had hidden
himself, and in vain did Robert look round for him. Again
the desolate cry wag heard in the silence of the lonely place,
and then the two men espied him lying on his face behind a
huge boulder, his head buried in his hands, unconscious of
all except his grief.

“ Poor fellow,” said Robert. ‘ Rose was always kind to
him. She did not rebuff him like all the farm people
did, and he simply worshipped her. He has lost the one
joy of his life.” '

They went on, but still every now and then they heard
at long intervals the tearful sullen moan. Soon they left
the high road and turned to their left, and at the end of a
green vista Couvrechamps came in sight.

The village was in an unaccustomed state of excitement.
Ag Robert and Jousselin approached the first houses of the
little hamlet, some boys, who seemed to be on the look-out,
broke into a shout of “ Here they are!” and then took to
their heels as if terror-stricken. The market-place was
crowded—people had come over from La Neuviile on pur-
pose to gee the son of the marquis go by between two police-
men, and there was a murmur of disappointment when
Robert was seen coming down the avenue of flowering lime-
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““ And that’s what they call equality,” growled the wpoden-
shoe maker from La Saucelle, an ultra-democrat, whose
daughter Mademoiselle de Clairefont had nursed the year
before when she was dying of typhoid fever. “If it had
been a poor man, they'd have put the handcuffs on him.”

“Theyll let him go, you bet,” added a voice from the
crowd. |

“ Quod isn’t meant for them.”

“Only let us get hold of him !”

The hands from the factorics and saw-mills yelled and
shouted, the crowd surged to and fro, some women uttered
piercing shrieks as they canght up their children to save them
.from being trodden under foot, and Jousselin instinetively
seized his prisoner’s arm, less to hold him than to offer him
some protection. The mounted police, who were standing
round Chassevent’s miserable hut, hastened to the rescue,
and the most ardent of the malcontents recoiled before the
wrauncing horses, which were impatiently shaking their bits
atnidst the cloud of dust.

“] am sorry to have been the cause of any trouble to
you,” said Robert to Jousselin with the utmost coolness.
“ After all the good my family has done about here, I ex-
pected a little more sympathy. Ah, though, I see the
reason now,” he added with a bitter smile.

He had just caught sight of Carvajan in the middle of a
knot of men, talking to Tondeur. |

In the background and nearly hidden by the others,
Pascal, trembling with emotion, was leaning against a
garden-gate. There was a deep silence all around. Robert
continued to move forward, his eyes fixed on the mayor, his
head carried well up, and looking a little pale but very re-
solute, and the young count scemed to increase in height
ags he walked thus amidst the menacing erowd,

‘“ He’s plucky, anyway,” said a woman.

And this outspoken apprcbation went straight to Robert’s
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overflowing heart. He had the comforting certainty of
knowing that he was bravely facing the danger, and that
others saw it. A flush of pride bespread his face and he
looked around him undauntedly, but with no bravado.

In the little garden of the hovel stood the examining magis-
trate, listening-to the animated conversation of a man, whom
Robert guessed to be an inspector of police, and Doctor
Margueron, to whom no doubt had been given the task of
the post-mortem examination.

The door of the house was open and in the darkuess of
the room within—which was lighted but by one window
around which climbed a white rose tree—the yellow gleam
of the candles standing beside the dead girl’s body could be
seen, j

The young count breathed a heavy sigh as he looked. It
was there that poor Rose was lying, silent and cold, sleep-
ing her last sleep. He felt no terror at the thought of being
confronted with the corpse—only an intense and tendor
pity. What had he to fear from the poor dead girl? The
sight of her face might move him to tears, but it could not
inspire him with terror. 1f, by a miracle, she could have’
been raised from her bier and brought to life again, he knew.
that her first words would have been to proclaim his inno-
cence.

As he thought of the real murderer, of the man whom
no one suspected, who, perhaps, was hiding amidst this
surging throng and possibly had been the first to raise the cry
of hatred, Robert passionately clenched his fists. Ah, if he
ever held that man at his mercy, he would avenge at one
and the same time the poor vietim of the crime and himsclf,
No doubt, he was some thief, who was for the time escaping
justice, thanks to the error into which Carvajan’s boundless
autmosity had caused popular opinion and legal authorities

" to fall.  But the frank, truthful explanations he—Robert—
cotdd give, would assuredly dissinate overv donht sweald
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turn the attention of the police to another clue and Jbring
_ about at once his own exculpation and the discovery of him
who was really guilty.

There was a movement amongst the group in the little
carden. The examining magistrate had just gone into the
house accompanied by his clerk, who carried a large portfolio
under his arm. Jousselin touched Robert’s arm.

“ We must go inside,” he said, quietly. Then in a lower
tone he added : ¢ They are going to confront you witfl the
victim.”

The good-natured police-officer dared not say openly to
his prigoner: ‘ Take care. Keep a strict watch over your
words, your gestures, your lJooks.” But by the one word
“ confront,” he warned him of his danger and so prevented
the natural shock which might have been mistaken for fear,

" “] am ready,” answered Robert. And going first, he
stepped over the threshold. -
ﬁtretched on her bed, beside which stood a lighted candls,
white as marble save for the viclet shadows round her
temples, with her fair hair, to which still clung some of the
gorse flowers, spread all around her, lay Rose, looking as if
she slept. Death had not detracted from her beauly and
her face was bright with the last sweet smile. On a table
stood a copper bowl filled with holy water, into which the
sprig of box which the poor girl had brought home the
. last Palm Sunday had been carefully put. - Beside it lay the
scarf with which Rose had covered her head that fatal
evening, and the silk handkerchief Robert had given her to
put round her neck. A sunbeam had found its way through
the narrow window, and was casiing its gleam upon the
.eopper bowl and crimsoning the woollen material of the scarf.
Robert, as reverent as if he were in a holy place, steod
‘near the door waiting, Carvajan had slipped in after him,
far more agitated and anxious than the man” who was
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“ Monsieur de Clairefont,” said the magistrate m an ill-
tempered voice, “approach the bed. You recognise this
girl 1"

“Yes, sir,” answered the young man with quiet firm-
ness,

The magistrate signed to his clerk to take dewn the
answers, and turning to the man whom Robert had taken
- for a police-inspector :

¢4 %hﬂw the traces of the murder,” he said,

The man uncovered the decad girl’s chest, and on the
pretty, rounded neck, which Robert could not look at with-
out 2 lump coming into his throat, there appeared a deep,
purple line. Then the magistrate spoke to Monsieur
Margueron. ~

¢ Doctor, will you be good enough to state the result of
your examination }”

It was evident that the kindly country doetor had never
wone through such a scene before in his life, for he shuddergd,
made a startled gesture, and opened his mouth to speak
without at first succeeding in uttering a word, so contracted
was his throat from agitation. However, he recovered
himself in a moment or two, and, like a stream too long pent
np, poured forth a flood of explanations teeming with
medical terms, from which it appeared that having been
summoned to examine the body of the girl then lying hefore
them, he had found violent ecchymosis at the base of the
pharynx at the point of union with the trachea, which
had been caused by pressure from a thick cord or hand-
kerchief, which pressure had lasted about five or six minutes,
that is to say, long enough to cause death from asphyxia.
He had found no other trace of violence on the body, From.

what he had learned from public rumour, he thought that
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he had placed over her mouth had slipped down the cbin
to her neck, and that then the man had unconsciously pulled
it tight as be fled and so brought about strangulation.

Warming to the subject as he spoke, and carried away by
his own words, the doctor began to enact the scene. And
it was at once awful and grotesque to see this big, grey-
headed man playing this terrible comedy at the very foot of
the bed on which the dead girl lay and in the presence of
the man who was accused of having murdered her. *

““Thank you for your report,” said the judge, wishing to
cut short the doctor's exuberance. “ Do you acknowledge,”
he went on, turning to Robert, “ having caused the death
of Rose Chassevent during the night of the twenty-fifth to
the twenty-sixth of September?”

“ No, sir.”

“You will make no statement of what passed between
you and the victim of the crime }” ﬁ
oI have already told the commissary all I know in con-
nection with the case, but you cannot expect me to accuse
myself of that of which I am innocent,”

“Very well. I must hold you at my disposal.”

“Do so, sir, 1f it is your duty,” said Robert, gravely.

Then, in the growing darkness of the room, he drew
nearer to the bed on which Rose was lying, bent reverently
before it, and, kneeling down, whispered a short prayer.
When he rose, he went to the window, broke off the most

beautiful flower from the rose-tree, which was crimsoned by
the rays of the setting sun, and having dipped it in the
holy water, laxd it gently on the dead girl’s marble forehead.

““ Good-bye, poor child,” he whispered with an accent of
deep sorrow. Then turning to the magistrate

“] am gt your orders, sir,” he gaid simply.

Wvorvone waa 2ilant awed by the tanohing girmnliaiésr of



224 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY,

o

But he who wishes to prove too much, proves noth-
ing.”

Robert contemptuously shrugged his shoulders, and, not
deigning to bestow even a glance upon his enemy, followed

Jousselin out of the house.
That same cvening, he was taken to Rouen and incar-

cerated in the Bonne Nouvelle prisgon.
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CHAPTER VIII.

As Auut Isabella had foretold, it would have been a matter of
utter impossibility for her not to have followed her
Benjamin.  After an evening passed in fretting and
champing in fits of rage that she was forced to conceal, and
o night during which she seemed on the verge of losing her
reason, the old maid set out for the railway-station, and
Antoinette, left alone with her father, was compelled to
make up a tale to account for the absence of her brother
and her aunt.

Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice had had some differences
with her farmer and she had gone away for a few days with
Robert, to look inte the matter. Fora few days! DBut the
marquis did not notice the pitiable smile with which
Antoinette uttered the falsehood. Easy-going Honoré was
in no wise curious or hard to pleasc—as long as he was not
jeered at and tormented about his inventions, he was always
ready to let others do as they liked, and he was always too
much occupied with his own thoughts and ideas to trouble
much about what was going on around him. He was de-
voting himself still more passionately than belore to his
system of heating. To obtain perfection was the marquis’
most pernicious hobby. An invention possessed interest for
him only when it was satill in the shape of an unsolved
‘enigma—once the answer found he thought no further of it
and his restless mind turned in search of another problem.
Rarely did he rest satisfied with what he had accomplished ;

he always wanted something better—the better which spoilt
ilim rermed Tt woe i thiag wanv that he had myanaced o maka
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the spundest enterprises failures,and to convert intoa source of |
ruin the Great Marl-Pit, which was a mine of wealth that an
intelligent, honest foreman could have worked in a manner
that would have enriched his master and the whole province.

For three days past Honoeré had been very silent. Even
at table, he ate his meals mechanically, with his eyes fited
on his plate, and his thoughts evidently elsewhere.

“ Father is still busy in his laboratory,” Robert had said
jokingly. | *

The marquis had not even heard the words. He was
engaged in pursuing his dreams, .in trying to enchain his
fancies. How many millions of miles through the empty
air had he thus been borne, astride his fantastic hobby, In

his pursuit of the impossible ! Occasionally he would burst
forth in a sudden explosion of joy, and glecfully rub his
hands together as he exclaimed :

“ This time, I think I've got it !”

And without any preliminary explanations, simply for his
pwn personal gratification, he would commence a short
dissertation on the method he meant to employ. His
auditors invariably nodded their heads approvingly, when
he asked their opinions by an “eh?” or a “what do you
think of that 1" that they could not allow to remain un-
answered, at the risk of making the old man feel his
invention was being doubted,

Antoinette blessed the fatal mania which, in this instance,
30 fortunately absorbed her father’s attention. He did not
seem to notice the absence of Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, -
whose seat at the table was vacant for the first time for
thirty years. As for Robert, he was often away for long
periods, shooting,

After dinner, which had bcen a short and silent meal, the
marquis and his daughter sat together in the vast drawing-
room which, {}nly lighted by two lamps, was nearly all in
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the trees in the park and mournfully sobbing round the
high chimmneys of the chateau, and as she listened to its
moaning, Antoinette could not help wondering if the spirits
of the dead Claivefonts could be hovering in the darkness
outside and bewailing the misfortune of their family.

Then her thoughts fled to her brother, and she pic-
tured him in a bare and gloomy cell, awaiting the
decision of his destiny, Where was Aunt Isalella? What
had she been able to do? There must be gome difficulty in
obtaining leave to visit a prisoner, and, perhaps she would
not even sec Robert.  Aud if not she would stay, like an
old, faithful dog left by its master at the door, gazing at
the prison walls and finding happiness in thinking that
within them was the child she loved, breathing the same air
as herself and ouly separated from her by these few stones.

*0h, what a sad evening that was! And how slowly and
mournfully the hours passed by ! Left without & friend to
comfort or advise hor, alone with this old man who sat
bufied in his arm-chair, childishly nodding his head, and
thinking of nothing but his foolish schemes when misery
and ruin were storming his house and entering boldly,
terrible and jmplacable, through the breach. Oh, how full
her heart of wretchedness, her eycs of tears she must not
shed |

“Ha, ha!” laughed the marquis, and his laughter sent a
cold thrill through Antoinette. * Now, I see it all. Look,
my child, the top grating in my furnace is level and it
ought not to be;, because as combustion goes on it gets
clogged and so prevents a' thorough draught. The grating
must be inclined ; then everything will slip off it and the

heat is kept up, There! The improvement is simple enough ;
what do you think of it ¢ ”

‘1 think it will answer perfectly, papa.”
“You sav., ‘it will answer merfectlv ? ng thmmh  wo .
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instgad of staying in this drawing-room where we two poor
forsaken things are Iost, let us go up to my study. I will
show you my model and then you will see exactly what the
improvement is. It means a fortune, little oue, a fortune.”

Giving way to the old man’s whim, Antoinette took a

lamp and they both went up to the first storey of the tower.
~ Out of the large room with its arched ceiling supported
by finely moulded stone pillars, the marquis had managed
to make at once a library, a study and a laboratory. Along
the whole side which overlooked the park, ran shelves filled
with dust-covered books, while sonie steps on castors which ran
along a groove in the floor, enabled the student to reach
down any volume he needed. Before the large, arched,
stained-glass window stood a massive bureau, and, near a
pillar, was a drawing-table covered with plans and designs.
A thick carpet covered the granite flooring of this part of
the room which was comfortably furnished with large, deep
easy-chairs highly conducive to meditation and, so Rﬂbpert
said, to sleep. |

The other side, which overlooked the principal entrance
to the chatean, was devoted to the laboratory. To the huge
brick furnace with its wide mantel-piece, above which was a
~ pair of bellows with a hanging chain, had been addad a little

brass stove surmounted by a pipe leading into the large
chimney. This was the marquis's cherished invention, Oun
the table stood pipkins and phials of all shapes, and in a
correr, beside a stone sink to which water was laid on, was
a worm of stills, with a zig-zag copper neck. And in this .
. strange-lookiug room, where all the baleful ideas which in

‘thirty years had brought ruin on the family had first taken
shape, the marquis was thoroughly happy.

When they entered it that night, he breathed a sigh of
gatisfaction and looked at his daughter with more affection
in his gaze than usual. '

““ It is some time since you have been up here, my pet,”
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he said. * And you see I have a good many drawings
there which are waiting for you to look over and touch up,
Since we are going to be by ourselves for a few days, why
don’t you come and sit here with me? You would see how
happily the time would pass,” finished the old man with a
smile.

“Very well, papa,” answercd Antoinette, not heeding
what she was saying.

Then the delighted old marquis' went to his stove, pulled
out the boxes of coke, which ran on wheels and which
occupied the whole space beneath the furnace, and began
with the help of a large quantity of paper and shavings, to
light his little stove himself. He had turned up his sleeves
to his ellimifs, and during his operations he got himself into
a terrible mess. Soon the laboratory was so full of smoke
that the windows had to be thrown open, and talking,
coughing and half suffocated, the inventor entered into
volable explanations, trotting backwards and forwards from
- the apparatus, which he said had still a few imperfections,
to the numerous drawings by which he had corrected his
mistakes.

‘“There, see, my child, it is burning. the wet shavings
now.. It is difficult to set it alight as it is here, because
there isn’t a sufficient draught, but with a factory 1chirﬁ'nﬂy
it would go of itself. Wet shavings, eh? What do you
think of that? And what a heat it throws out! That’s
the beauty of the invention. In the plantations in America
they could keep it going with the crushed sugar-canes,
What do you say to that?”

Antoinette said nothing. Attracted by the light, an
enormous bat had flown into the laboratory and was whir-
ring blindly about the room with outstretched wings,
Twice in its lumbering flight had® the disgusting animal
touched the young girl, who, fascinated by it, could not take
her eyes from it. She fancied that it gradually grew larger,
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its %ings more spreading and that the circles it was describ-
ing were becoming smaller and smaller. Its head, grown
to a huge size, was liglited up by fiery eyes and its face wore
the mocking smile of a devil, reminding her of Carvajan’s.
Once more it swept by with outstretched claws, looking like
a vampire, and in her terror Antoinette thought: “If it
touches me, we have nothing more to hope and we are irre-
coverably ruined.”

The blood rushed to her face, she seized the long poker
her father had just put down, and as the hideous animal
approached her again she struck it with all her force. The
bat fell helpless on the grating of the stove and with glad
surprise Antoinette saw it disappear into the flamnges,

She breathed more freely when it was gﬂne; ‘It is
cowardly of me to despond,” she told herself. * One ought
to fight, to conquer, or, at any rate, to make some defence. Can
1{ be possible that we, with our birth, should have fallen so
low that there is no possible way of retrieving ourselves® ”

Then she again remembered the horrors of the situation
and fell once more into despair. There was her brother—who
was there to save the poor boy so falsely accused and around
whom was cast the dangerous net of calumny ? Even if she
were able to face the difficulties of their financial position,
how could she help the one who was so dear to her? She
had tHe ignorance of purity. The law as regards criminals
was beyond the understanding of her innocence—it was a
terrible enigma to her, and the peril which threatencd
Robert seemed to her at once terrible and incomprehensible.

And melancholy, dark and gloomy as a mental night, took
possession of her. Her father went on talking, but she was
not listening to what he said, and the old man’s words fell
on the unheeding air, as the water dripped, noisy and useless
into the stone sink, fof his daughter’s mind was occupied
with but two ideas-—~how to save Robert and how to meet
the bill which would shortly fall due.
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For an instant she thought of breaking in upon the mar-
quis in the midst of his scientific amusements, and of put-
ting plainly before him the money- problem that must be
solved.  But, just as she was about to speak, a last feeling
of pity for the old man, who would be so rudely torn from
his false security, stopped the words on her lips. It will
be time enough to speak to him about it to-morrow,” she
‘thought. “ILet him have one more happy evening, one
more tranquil night.” And again she recommenced the hope-
less, miserable chain of thought,

At eleven o'clock, she and her father lefi the laboratory
and went downstairs to their bedrooms. The marquis, de-
lighted at having been able to develop his ideas for two
whole Hours, without ever stopping to know if he had been
heard or not, kissed Antoinette and left her, saying :

*“ ] feel quite cheered up. You do not know hoew much
good your presence does me. When I see you amongst all
my apparatus, it seems us though all I have begun must
succeed —you will come again, won’t you? You are interested
in my work, you know, for it means fortune and wealth for
us all.”

Fortune! Always the same magic word, in which is
summed up the dream of every scholar—the philosopher’s
stone discovered, gold flowing from the crucible or glitter-

ing in the mortar. And the marquis, confident and glad,
sought his couch full of this happy hope.

To Antoinette the night seemed very long, She lay with
eyes wide open in the darkness, listening tothe stormn which
was raging outside and shaking the chiteau to its very foun-
dations. These angry gusts, which swept by with never-
ceasing uproar, sounded in her ears like the roaring of the
sea, and In the fever of her sleeplessncss she fancied that

b | ] b | -
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being lifted on the mountain crests or hurled into the deep
valleys of the waves.

She thought that she was being borne over an inky otean

arnidst a darkmess through which the lightning flashed
blood-red. She was dizzied by the horrible roiling of the
waves, and suffered terribly. The storm grew more and
more furious, filling her ears with its strident whistling and
screeching, and in the agitation of her thoughts it seemed
to her that she was going to rescue her brother who had
been forsaken upon a bare and narrow rock. She turned to
seek the commander of this phantom ship, and by the
lightning's gleam she saw that he had Pascal’s face. He
looked at her with gentle eyes as though he would say:
“You know that ¥ adore you; you have but to utter a word,
to make a sign, and I myself will take you to your brother
and ensure his safety. I would do anything to make you
happy. Your tears blister my heart, your grief makes me
grieve also. Do not persist in your pride—be reasonable
and kind, and in one moment your woe shall be at an
end.” .
But she was implacable, and turning away her head, re-
fused to listen to the prayer =so gently uttered. Then,
amidst the tossing chaos of the angry billows, the ship
moved away, abandoning to his fate her shrieking brother.
The night grew darker, the clamour of the wind more ter-
rible, and the waves, which had become the colour of blood,
were strewn with corpses.

Antoinette, terrified, tried to put an end to this horrible
nightmare,  She rcasoned with herself, telling herself that
she was in her room, that her father was close at hand, that
she was dreaming wide awake. She felt the bedclothes
with her hands to convince herself, but ever and again the,
hallucination returned, and it was not until she had lighted
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tion, she became a little calmer. Then at la,at thq pale
dawn came and delivered her from this agony.

The first glance she cast outside her window revealed the
havoe the gale had worked amongst the trees in the park
and the tiles on the chatean roof. The terrace was strewn
with broken slates and fragments of stone—the walks
covered with branches,

As soon as she was dressed, ‘Antoinette went to her father,
whom she found as fresh as a rose after a night of sleep
dreamless and gniet as a child’'s. About ten o’clock heo
went up to his study, and just then, a letter, brought
by one of Malézeau’s clerks, was given to Antoinette, who
hastened to her room to read it. The envelope contained a
note from Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice at Rouen, and s
few lines from the attorney begging Mademoiselle de Claire-
font not to forget the bﬂI which Wﬂuld fall due the fﬂllﬂu- .
- ing day. ~

Sunt Isabella sent word to her niece that she had reached
Rouen about seven o’clock, and had at once been taken, by
an influential friend, to the Procureur-Général, whom she had
asked to set her nephew free. But, in spite of his evident
willingness to do so, the procureur was not able to accede to
her request. Accounts of the aflair had been publigshed in
most of the papers in the department, with many inexact and
untrue details, according to the custom of * those low jour-
nalist en,” and it had already caused a great sensation in
the town. It was also impossible for her to see Robert,
who, she was told, was debarred all communication with his
friends,

She was staying in the Saint Sever quarter, at a carriage-
buiider’s, who had let her a furnished room, and she did not
know now what to do next. However, in spite of her worry,
the old maid did not forget the monetary troubles. and re-
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in tke chest of drawers in her room, under her handker-
chiefs,

Ag she read this letter, which had been scrawled at five
o'clock in the morning in a sprawling handwriting on cornmon
note-paper, and which had as many mistakes in the spelling
as in the composition, Antoinette wept., The confession of
helplessness her poor aunt had been forced to make dissi-
pated her last hesitations, destroyed her last hopes. She
saw the reality in all its bare horror, and she felt certain
that all was lost. She resolved to do as the situation de-
manded, and, without even troubling to dry her tearful eyes,
the went up to her father,

The marquis was seated at his desk, writing notes on the
margin of a plan, but he paused in his work wheh he saw
his danghter, and, pushing back the velvet cap which
covered his head and made him look like some old alchemist :

““ Ah, so you do take an interest in what I showed you
yesterday, since you are here again, and so early in #&he
morning too,” he said, gaily. “I am very glad to see you,
my child, Come and sit here, near me.”

And as Antoinette obeyed him in silence :

““ But what is this I see?” he exclaimed. * Your eyes
are red, as if you were in trouble. What ig it? 1 will have
you tell me frankly.”

“ Alas, papa, ] am unable to keep silence any longer, or
else T should—perhaps more from motives of affection than
wisdom—have still spared you these terrible worries.”

““Malézeau has been up to his tricks again, I suppose,”
broke in the marquis with some annoyance. *‘Can he not
arranga matters without bothering us about them? 1 have
something else of a great deal more importance to think of.
The time he causes me to lose is precious.”

“ Papa, you have no time left of which you can dispose,”
said Antoinette. % You have arrived at the last limit, and
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The marquis looked at once astonished and displeased..

“Have they not been told that T am on the eve of realis-
ing important sums by means of my latest invention? If 1
had not wanted to make a last improvement in it, I should
have already taken out my patent, and I should be drawing
my profits from all the great industries of the world. For
you saw yesterday evening what a success it is, little
daughter. You cannot deny it—it is certain, evident, pal-
pable. And in a few days —” |

““ You have but a few hours left you.”

“lih? Are these rogues really getting impatient? It
scems to me that they’ve made enough out of me during the
thirty years they've been getting such interest from me.
They might make themselves obliging for once move.”

““ But, papa, are you forgetting that it is with Mousieur
Carvajan ‘yott have to deal now-—with him alone? Or did
Monsieur Malézeau tell you nothing of all this the last time
he was here?” |

The inventor struck his forehead like some one who has
suddenly found in the depths of his mind a memory that
had almost vanished.

“ Ah, yes, my dear, I do remember something of the
kind, but I was so interested in telling him about my
furnace—with which I was very satisfied, although I had not
then added the final improvement—and, once he had gone,
I thought no more of this wretched business, Ab, =0 it’s
Carvajan—yes, ves, of course! And what dces he want ?”

“ The money you owe him, papa.”

“ That is only right., Has hesent in his claim?”

“ Not only sent it in, but obtained a warrant and gone
throueh all the formalities which precede a seizure for
debt.”

“ A seizuret”
“ Yeos. papa. and an eviction also. Those are the only
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“Bat, my dear, it seems to me that there has been a
great deal of negligence to let so many useless expenses be
added to the original sum. Why was it not paid at
once §” '

Mademoiselle de Clairefont looked at the old man with
pitying tenderness.

““ Ah, if only it could have been ! ” was all she said,

The marquis rubbed his velvet cap up and down upon his
snowy head, and with a sudden uneasiness, asked :

“Then have we no money of which we can dispose?”

“ No, papa, For the last year we have been living more
simply than even the smallest tradespeople in the town.
You have not noticed it, because you are indifferent to
luxury. But it is thanks to this economy that wb have
been able to provide for the expenses of your invention.
Try as we would we could not muster a thousand francs be-
tween us, and there i3 nothing owing us. The rent of the
farm at Couvrechamps is paid, and we have received that f
the farm at La Saucelle in advance. The Clairefont woods
have been cut down almost to a tree. There ig still the
timber in the park which is said to be worth sixty thousand

- Trancs, but it would spoil the property to let that go.” .

~ The marquis did not seem to hear the last words.

. “ 1 thought of using those sixty thousand francs to take
out my patent,” he said as though concluding a train of
thought.

Antoinette could not help uttering an exclamation of
despair at this blind, relentless egotism. She saw clearly

“that her father cared very little about the ruin of his family.
In the midst of the common disaster, he was thinking only
of his invention and was quite prepared to sacrifice all, even
to the honour of his name, to his mania. He roge from
hig chair and wandered slowly up and down his labora-
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He gesticulated as he Walked and unconsciously uttered his
thoughts aloud.

“Just as I am on the point of obtamning a splendid resul{,
and for a few miserable thousand francs! No, it is im-
possible! It would be too terrible a blow. Surely more
money can be borrowed on the estate, and, if it must be, 1
will give up part of my rights in the patent. Yes, I will
gacrifice Asia, Africa, and Australasia ; it means the loss of
millions, but at least Europe and America would still be
left me, And only for a few thousand francs!”

Antoinette, pale and cold, looked on at the useless
struggle her father was waging against himself. It was in
vain that he reduced the extent of his schemes; in vain,
that, like a sailor in distress, he threw part of the cargo over-
board to lighten the ship. It was too late—the vortex, in
- which he was caught, would swallow all.

“ Alas, papa,” she said firmly,  you must relinqui-h all
your dreams, for they can never be realised. All is over,
qutte -over-—our last resources are exhausted. Believe me,
it needs a great courage for me to speak to you thus—per-
-haps if I could have made up my mind to do so BU(H]E:I‘, we
should not have reached a state of such utter ruin.’

¢ My child 7 interrupted the marquis reproachfully,

¢ Oh, do not doubt my affection or respect,” replied Made-
moiselle de Clairefont. ‘I am proving them to you better now
by speaking to you thus than I have done hitherto by keep-
ing silence. You had the right to dispose of the fortune
that belonged to you in whatever way you liked, and not a
member of the family will ever dream of discussing the use
you have chosen to make of it.” |

“ How blind you are!” cried her father, excitedly. *1I
wished, I wish still, to make you all rich! Can you not
understand how it was? Have you no longer any confidence
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with your Eiforts, and not only have you now 1o more money
to persevere, but you have not even enough to acquit your
debts.”

~ “What do I care about- my debts! I would double
the sum I owe without fear or scruple. 1 am sure of
guccess ! ”

“You have said thal so often, papa.”

¢ Come, come, the situation is not so desperate as you
make out. I can understand your uneasiness—you others
do not know what I have to expect from my new discovery,
Yon have not, like me, the realization of your hopes within
reach of your hand. Oh, you do not know the sacrifices of
which an inyentor is capable to save hig work, There was
Cellini who, seeing that the melting bronze would not be
sufficient for his statue of Jupiter, cast vessels of gold and
chased silver into the furnace with his own hands, I, my
child, to ensure the success of my invention—I would do
anything | So strong is my faith in it that I would sell my-
self |7 *

Heated by his enthusiasm, the old man’s face was trans-
figured. He clasped his daughter in his arms and showered
the tenderest @&pithets upon her. All that a capricious,
coaxing child can do to entreat and wheedle its mother to
obtain some favour, the old man attempted in his efforts to
appease Antoinette. DBut he found her insensible to all his
endearments., This proud descendant of the ‘ Clairefonts,
whose heart was kindly and generous to an extreme, became
implacable once her mind was made up.

« Aunt Isabella has Saint Maurice intact,” said the mar-
quis. “ Could she not raise enough on it to relieve us this
once?”

“She would refuse to do so—she has said so, so often,
She looks upon Saint Maurice as the last refuge we have to

. go to.”
““ What mgratitude!” exclaimed the marquis bitterly.



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. 239

““ During the whole thirty years she has lived i111my hiouse
have I ever distinguished mine from hers? All has blen in
common in times of prosperity. But when misfortune
comes, each one takes his own.”

“No, papa, that is unjust. Aunt Isabella has already
paid away more than she can afford, and her disinterested-
ness is ag great as her affection.” |

“ But you, my pet, my dear little Toinon—you will not
leave your father in such a hopeless plight? For I shall
die if I do not succeed. You have money—your brother
gave up his share to you, and you possess all your mother’s
fortune. Save the future of our house—rescue Clairefont
from ruin! Listen-—~be my partner; Ill make you a
millionaire. Do you hear? Why don’t you answer mel
Don't you understand? A millionaire, and in a year from
now! Wouldnt that be fine? Isn’t that worth risking
something on—and not all your dowry, only a part of it !”

And with eyes wild with eagerness, he stretched out his
hénds imploringly to Antoinette.

She quivered with grief. To what a depth of moral de-

oradation had her father sunk ! His passion, like a corod-
ing poison, had finished by destroying in him the delicacy
of the man, the dignity of the head of the family. The
man on whom she was gazing was no longer anything but a
monomaniac almost in his second childhood. He did not
merit reproach, he could but inspire pity. Her dnwry ! He
asked her for it, whining like a beggar imploring alms. He
never dreamed, in his ignorance of all the privations that
had been so cheerfully and herocically endured for his sake,
that his daughter had already cast this very dowry into the
pulf, sacrificing her marriage, her future and her happiness
to spare him vexation. ~With swelling heart, Antoinette .
resighed herself to the necessity of telling a falsehood to
spare the old man the grief of hearing that she had stripped .
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;¢ I} is impossible for me to say yes to what you are ask-

Hag, papa,” she replied in a strange voice. :
“ ¢« What ! You refuse me?” cried the stupefied marguis. |
“ Yon will allow your old father to entreat you to no avail ¢.
You cannot have understood—or else I am making a mis-
tuke, you have not answered No—"

* ..She made no reply, and stood silent and sad, but as firm
as ever. Her father looked at her as though he would
search her very soul, and she turned away her head to avoid
his glance. She did not shed a tear, but the dark circles
round her eyes became darker still, marking yet more the
pallor of her cheeks. The marquis, amazed to suddenly
find his daughter so different from her usual self, forgot all
about his invention, and gave himself up to the sumprise of
discovering how powerless he was to influence this child who
hitherto had been the docile slave of all his whims,

““Then for a pitiful sum of money, yon are going to let
us be ruined; you are going to allow our creditors to sell the
home where we have lived, where you were born, where
your mother died—" |

She stood like marble, saying nothing and opposing
nothing but the passive strength of her inertis to the old
man’s arguments and entreaties. He grew angry—it was
the first time he had encountered resistance.

“No doubt you were all agreed—your aunt, your brother-
and you. Probably that explains their absence? They
fied, while you, who were bolder, or harder-hearted, stayed
behind to oppose me. You refuse me salvation ; you not
only rob me of fortune but of fame. You are an unnatural
daughter. Go! I will not tolerate your presence. Leave
thisroom!”

*  He advanced towards her, hiz face distorted with senile
rage, his lips trembling. She, unable to offer any further
resistance, burst into tears, threw her arms round her

father, covered him with tears and caresses, implored him,
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reasoned with him, addressing him alternately like a,spm&
child and like a reasonable man, ;;"

“You do not know how unjust and how cruel you ard,
- Ob, do not say anything more, do not send me away from
you, or later on you will regret it ,bltterly Do not accuse
either my aunt or my brother—they, like me, would give
their lives for you. We are the vietims of a pitiless fate
which pursues us relentlessly, Do not try to understand—
hut we are more unfortunate than you can ever dream.
Do not seek to know, only be kind and do not be angry
with your daughter who loves you, who vencrates you, and
whose ounly joy in this world is your affection ! ” |

She threw herself on her knees, and by the very out-
burst oPher grief reduced the old man to silence. But shs
did not suceeed in convincing him. He was turning his
project over and over in hig obstinate mind, seeking some
means by which he might realise it. And the more he
tipught, the firmer did the idea to send for Tondeur and
gell him the timber in the park take possession of him.
To destroy the shady walks, to raze to the ground the
stately, lofty trees which adorned the hill-side avith their
leafy arches—this was what he was silently plotting,
Standing before the window, apparently absorbed in a con-
templation of the marvellous panorama- which lay before
bim, he was admiring neither the beauty nor the yariety of
the landscape, but only reckoning up what he- might
make out of the great old trces. He felt no hesitation, no
regret at the thought of hacking down this last vestige of
the seigneurial grandeur of the estate. All he was worry-
ing about was if the sum he would be offered would be
gufficient for his immediate needs, |

Independent of his patents, he dreamed of the construe-
tion of a model of his stove, exactly as it ought to be, to be of
any industrial value, and, carried away by his imagination,

he could see in his mind’s eye the brass stove finished
| Q
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and perfected, with a small steel plate on it, bearing the
inscription, * Clairefont’s Consumer.” And he smiled to
himself, admiring his own talents in the form of his invention.

His daughter watched him in an agony of anxiety. She
saw clearly that her father was escaping her again, and that
nothing that she had said to Lim had impressed itself upon
his diseased brain, What was the good of struggling, when
a deficiency of reason made her adversary invulnerable?
What was the use of torturing her nerves, and laceraling
her heart, when the combat left her father calm and care-
less as before ?

Now he was walking up and dcwn his study, his hands
in his pockets, humming a tune to himself. Several times
he passed close beside the arm-chair in which Antoinette
was sittting, but he no longer seemed to trouble about her
presence. At last he seated himself at his desk and wrote
down a few hurried notes, as if a sudden observation had
just struck him, then he went to his laboratory and ¢he
young girl heard him poking at the large furnmace, and
busying himself amongst his instruments and vessels.

Feeling sadder and more lonely amidst this clatter than if
gshe had been in the deserted park, she slowly rose and left
the room. She walked aimlessly along the vast corridors,
went down a staircase, and started as she found herself at
the door of her brother's room. She opened it and went in.
The closed shutters made it dark, but Antoinette could see
that everything was tidy and in its place. The guns stood in
their rack; riding and hunting-whips hung on the walls,
and a sunbeam which had filtered through a hole in the
shutter fell on a huuting-horn, making it shine and gleam
like gold.

A bunch of flowers, which Antoinette had placed there
the previous dav, was withering in a vase, filling the room

withh a Taint wmalaneholy narfiime and all thoga inatitmae+a
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tell so sorrowful a tale that the young girl felt as i® she
should faint. It seemed to her as if she were standing in
the chamber of some one who was dead, and oppressed and
stck at heart, she stayed a long while in this shadowy
stlence, weighed down by a feeling of bitter despair.

She could picture Robert half-mad with impatience and
anxiety, fighting amidst the ambushes prepared by his
traducers, giving way perhaps to the anger to which he
was but too prone, and—who eould tell t—aggravating his
position by acts of violence on which, no doubt, his calum-
niators had reckoned. No one could go I to visit him.
And what a terrible trial, what constant torture it must be
to this strong, muscular man, accustomed to the sweet,
fresh air” of woods and fields, and to the rough, healthy
exercise of a country life, to be shut up between four walls,
always being watched, and often tormented by questions to
which he certainly could not reply. When would they see
him again? Would he ever return? What was there not
to fear from enemies who had been able to so far niislead
justice as to cause an innocent man to be accused of
another’s crimé ?

She could imagine Aunt Isabella too, lost in the large
town, going fruitlessly backwards and forwards from the Palajs
de Justice to the prison, and hanging like a loat dog round
the walls within which the boy she worshipped was dragging
out a raiserable existence. Poor old woman! What agony
she must be suffering, and what a quantity of barbarisms
must be falling from her lips !

Antolnette made up her mind to write to her. she
Jighted a candle, for a sort of superstition forbade her to .
throw back the shutters, which she determined should
remain closed until the owner of the room returned. * Then
she found her brother’s paper, ink, and pens, and relieved her

wounided heart by pouring forth at once her troubles and
her tears.
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Pnwilling for any one in the neighbourhood to learn
whither Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice had gone, she sentold
Bernard to post her letteratthe railwaystation. Then, feeling
more composed, she went to her own room and passed the
day in adding up accounts, looking over old papers, and
reading the various summonses that had been sent to Claire-
¢ut,

When evening came, the father and daughter met again
at the dinner table, The marquis was very cold to An-
toinette. He sulked and did not speak once all through the
meal, but the young girl was almost ready to rejoice at this
silence. Dessert over, the marquis rose and moved aim-
lessly about the vast room, caressing the deerhound, who
followed his mistress about with wondering eyes,"unable to
understand why he had been so neglected the last two days.
A window looking on to the courtyard in front of the house
was open ; the old man went to it, and threw some bread °
to the sparrows who flew down and chattered and squabbled
over the crumbs. For some minutes he stood thoughtful
and undecided. He threw a side-long glance at Antoinette
as if he were going to speak to her, then, changing his mind
with a pettish gesture, he said coldly : “* Good night, my
daughter,” and went up to his Jaboratory without kissing
" Her or touching her hand.

Mademoiselle de Clairefont bent her head as if the burden
of this unjust rancour were heavier than gshe could beat.
She turned to Fox, gave a low whistle, and going into the
courtyard, began walking up and down upon the flag-stones,
without thinking of taking the little path which ran along
beside the flower-borders. The deerhound gravely followed
her regulating his pace, to that of his mistress.

Darkness was stealing silently over fields and woods. A
faint breeze revived the plants .scorched by the heat of the -
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was at this hour that Antoinette used always to.go out for a
short stroll every evening with Robert and ber aunt before
going to keep her father company. In the increasing dark-
ness, the realisation of the terrible position in which she
was placed was forced cruelly upon her, and as she looked
round in vain for the ones so dear to her and found herself
alone, her despair overcame her, and unable to continue her
walk she dropped upon a ﬂtnne seat, moaning : * Robert !
Robert 1.

A mﬂurnfﬁl, plaintive howl responded to her ery, The
deerhound with muszle raised towards the darkened sky,
and eyes fixed on his mistress as if he knew her thoughts
and shared her pain, seemed algo to be bewailing the absent
one. Shaspoke to him to pacify him, and then sat thinking,
her hands on the dog’s rough head. The clock of the village
church strack eight o'clock, and rising with a shiver,
Antoinette was about to go indoors again, when the little
wicket-gate opened to admit Monsieur Malézeau.

he lawyer breathed a sigh of relief when he saw Made-
moiselle de Clairefont.

“ Thank Heaven that I've found yon alone, mademoiselle,”
he said. ‘I was s0 afraid that the marquis would be with
you,” |

He stopped, uuable to continue for his emotion, then
affectionately pressing the young girl’s hand, exclaimed :

“My poor child! I pity you from the bottom of my
heart—+my poor child ! ”

Again he paused, apparently fearing that he had shown
too much familiarity, and with 2 bow which testified the
deepest. respect, began to excuse himself,

* Forgive me for so opeuly cxpressing my deep regard for
you, mademoiselle. I forgot myself; but I have known you
since you were a baby, mademoiselle, and that must be my
excuse.” ‘

““But there ig no need for any,” answered Antoinstte,
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‘““Pray do not regret your manifestation of sympathy, dear
Monsieur Malézeau, We do not receive very many just

now, and Iam exceedingly grateful to those who do not
forsake us in our trouble, and who dare to show us pity.”

“Oh, mademoiselle, jray put every confidence in my
devotion to you,” stammered the good-hearted lawyer.
“No power, however formidable it may be, shall hinder
me from performing my duty towards your family, and
I have come now to place myself entirely at the dis-
posal of the marquis and yourself. If you only knew what
- pain 1t causes me to see you unhappy. Ob, pray do not
cry—your tears upset me, and I want all my wits about me
just now, for we have some very serious matters to consider.”

Antoinette wiped away the tears which were, coursing
down her cheeks, and trying to regain her calmness

““What is happening?” she asked. “Tell me all—I
must be left in ignorance of nothing. And first of all,
about my brother—" | .

‘“ Oh, mademoiselle, by what unhappy chance did you
not take him with you when you left the ball the evening
before last ¥ How imprudent it was even to go there !”
~ “But how were we to gness what was going to happen 1”

“Great heavens! You should have feared everything!
This Carvajan,” and as he uttered the name, Malézeau
instinctively lowered his voice as if he feared lest the night-
breeze should carry his words to the house in the Rue du
Marché—* this Carvajan is neither more nor less than a
tiger let loose. It is he who has stirred up everyone against
your brother; it is he who has put the law on his track—
why, if the arrest had not been made, it is impossible to say
what might have happened ; the people were on the verge
of a riot. Ob, the parquet is doing its duty and is causing
every inquiry to be made ; in fact, several well-known bad
characters have been actually taken unp on suswnicion. bnut
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“t0 this ushappy Robert—ah! the snare has been well
laid ! 7 ) - ¢

“ But can nothing be done to disarm Carvajan’s anger "

““ A week ago I should have replied, ‘Satisfy his ambition
and his greed, Give him up the Great Marl-Pit with a good..
grace” But would he have been coutented with this
substantial satisfaction? He hates your father and every-
one connected with him. Unfortunately, you are entirely
in his power and you must not reckon on his generosity.”

« Ah let Clairefont perish, let the Great Marl-Pit go, let
the wreck of our fortune be lost in the geueral ruin, but let
my brother be given back to us!”

“Depend upon it, mademoiselle, that nothing that may
bring about that resuit shall be left undone, mademoiselle.
~ But unhappily, we have plenty of time for our efforts—"

““Then it will be a long while before we know 1"

«Qoveral weeks, I am sorry to say, mademoiselle,
Justice is slow, mademoiselle.”

*Mademoiselle de Clairefont uttered an exclamation of
anguish, |

“« How shall we be able to keep my father in ignorance of
what is happening ¥”

« T, will be exceedingly diffieult to do so.”

« And yet, to tell him all would be to kill him. He
could not bear so terrible a blow, A conversation -I had
with him this morning on money matters has thoroughly
upset him—he has not yet got over it. What can you
expect ¢ He is not accustomed to worry and trouble.
Until now, we have been so careful to keep evefything of
the sort to ourselves, and he has been able to devote himself
with perfect freedom of mind to the labours which are his
one delight, He has always had so much confidence m his
Arencmwarias T alwava haned——if by anv chance he has indeetd
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“Don’t let us think about that, just for the present,
mademoiselle, ‘The question is what you intend doing.
- Your property is on the eve of being seized for debt.
Judgment has been given and a delay has only been obtained
thanks to a scries of oppositions which have enly resulted
" 1 giving you timeat a cost of great expense. Kven now I
could stili find means to leave you in possession of your home
a few days Jonger, but sooner or later the blow must fall,
and these delays only exasperate Carvajan. On the other
hand, if we allow the law to follow its course, we bave the
chance of sceing your brother’s case disposed of, before the
sale takes place. Freed from all other cares, we can turn
all our thoughts to his defence. We will ask some eminent
Paris barrister to plead his cause and we may beeable to
rescue him from the hands of your enemies. 'Then once he is
out of daniger we shall have nothing to consider except how to
make the most out of the estate. To that end we will gend
notices to all the lawyers in the department, and in the
Capital to find a good purchaser for the chitean and the
other property. We will communiecate with the ime-burners
at Senonches, pointing out the danger of competition and
urging them to bid for the Great Marl-Pit to prevent a new
proprietor underselling them. Carvajan, wlio has set his
mind on having ib, will not hesitate to bid against them,
aud by such a contest, it will fetch a tremendous price.
So that when it is at last bought, the marquis will have
after all his debts are paid, some two or three hundred
thousand franes which I will undertake to invest that he
may live at Saint Maurice in a way not totally unworthy of
his rank. And that, my dear young lady, is the plan I have
thought out and which I have come to-night to propose to
Fﬂ'u-” _

Malézean, cairied away by his eagerness, had ceased to
" stammer and cut up his sentences im his customary
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than usual, and, behind his gold-rimmed spectacles, his eye- -
lids blinked at a rate marvellous to behold. !

“Yes, that iz what we must do,” assented Antoinette ;
““1% 18 what reason prompts. And after all the torment and
sorrow 1 have passed through, I think I shall be able to
leave this house almost without a regret— my suffering here
has been so keen. I place myself in your hands, Monsieur
- Malézeau. See my father, reason with him, make him con-
sent to leave-the arrangement of his affairs to you and my-
self.. And let us keep him in ignorance of all else until my
brother has returned ; then, when the danger is over, we can
12t him guess the anxious time we have passed through—
the joy will be enough to make him forget it.”

She paused, then added with a sad, sweet smile :

‘Perhaps you think the extreme to which we carry our
precautions a little ridiculous. But my father is accustomed
toit. I break his pleasure and his pain to him as to a child
—¢gnd indeed I doloock upon myself as standing somewhat
in the position of a mother to him.”

Malézeau looked at the girl with pitying admiration. Then
‘he seized her hands and pressed them tightly.

“Yes, mademoiselle. You are quite right, mademoiselle—"

He broke off abruptly—another word and he would bhave
cried, They walked together to the chitean. When they
reached the hall, Antoinette stopped.

“1 am going to.my own room,” she sald. *If you have
anythivg fresh to tell me before you leave, please send for
me.” :

The lawyer bowed lLefore her as if she had been a queen
and, going upstairs, turned towards the laboratory.

Antoinette shut herself up in her room and waited
anxiously. She felt vaguely nervous; she distrusted her
father’s want of reasoning powers, she feared lest he should

-y - - .
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from him. For an hour she waited thus, straining her ears

to cdich every sound within the chéiteau, then she heard
Malézeau go downstairs, saw him cross the courtyard and
pass through the gate. A few minutes later old Bernard
knocked at her door and gave her a note the attorney had
hastily written before he left. There were only a few
words—*‘ Do not worry., The marquis will listen to reason.
I shall come again to-morrow about mid-day.”

Comforted by these assurances, and worn out with fatigue,
Antoinette fell asleep and did not awake until the next
morning when the sun was high in the heavens.

The same night, which brought Mademoiselle de Claire-
font calm, refreshing sleep, Carvajan passed in restless
agitation. The nearer approached the moment when all his
hopes were to be realised, the more impatient did the
banker become. Surc that the marquis could not escape
his toils, he yet found himself giving way to fits of violent
anxiety and irritation. Everything was a source of uneasi-
ness to him and he feared even what he knew to be il-
possible.  Pascal had gone away the day before to Havre,
whete, so he said, he had some business of importance to
attend to, and would not be back until the morrow. Fleury
had come that evening to receive some final instructions
about the important transaction which was about to take
place, and, detained by the mayor, who talked with
unwonted vivacity, had not been able to get away until
the night was very far advanced. Then when he was
at last alone, Carvajan went up to his room, where he
paced to and fro like a caged tiger, until the day had almost
dawned,

During thisnight of unrest, he went once more all through
the past, stimulating his hatred and fortifying his malice
with his recollections, There was an exquisite delight in
the thought that the marquis was at last at his mercy and
that he would be able to make him drain the cup of humiliation
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to the very dregs. To his enemy's moral torments, he
meant to add the hardships of material difficulties.” To
make this proud nobleman undergo the horrors of a seizure
for debt, to place him in the clutches of the bailiff and his
meu, to force him to look on while they did as they chose;
to allow the heirlooms 80 precious to a family, the ancestral
portraits,the variousobjectsbequeathed by afatheror amother,
to be subjected to the odious valuation which sullies relics so
sacred as these ; to introduce into the chitean, under shelter
of the law, strangers who would have the right to lay their
hands on everything, to open every door, to turn out every
cupboard; to inflict upon the marquis the degrading torture
of seeing an inventory taken of hig dearest treasures and
possessipns—such was his project of revenge.

Why had he not the right to assist himself at this
spectacle, to lead his myrmidons to the attack, to excite them
to the pillage, and to brave, hat on head, Honoré de Claire-
font as he trembled with helplessness and turned pale with
anguish? But the law, more merciful than Carvajan, did
not permit so arrogant a display of triumph. It protected
the victim from actual contact with his tormentor, and the
banker was forced to pause without the threshold of the
house. He thought such a regulation utterly absurd, and
throwing himself on his bed, fell asleep to dream that he
had become a deputy, and was having it altered for his own
personal benefit.

The following morning, he rose at his accustomed hour,
opened his letters, received one or two visitors, and as he heard
-nine o'clock strike, said to himself, ¢ Papillon and Fleury are
just starting for Clairefont.” Kven as the thought passed
through his mind, there came a knock at the front door and
Tondeur’s loud voice was heard asking :

“Is the master in? I must see him at once !

(Marvaian onetned his door himeolf He ciieseed +hat o
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nervous dread. He glared at the timber-merchant as. if he

~could have consumed him with the fire of his glance, and
asked roughly : |

“What is the matter$”

“’The matter is that the marquis sent for me the very
first thing this morning to propose the rummest thing out.
I should never have believed it of him, by Jove!”

# Can’t you speak out, you cursed idiot ?” cried-the mayor,
exagperated by Tondeur’s circumlocution. *Get on to the
fact! What did he want with you ¢” |

“To sell me all the timber in the park, this very morning,
for sixty thousand francs; and it’s worth a huundred thou-

sand at the least, as sure as I'm a living sinner. But I
sald no. Then he came down to fifty thousaund., Still I
said no. He turned very white and said, ‘I must have
forty thousand or I won't sell at all” ¢As you, like, sir, -
I replied. ‘But I can do nothing without Monsieur Car-
vajan’s consent. He only could authorise the trees to
cut down. Ficktre! If I ran on ahead like that, I should
find myself in a nice hole, now everything is going to be
seized !’ Then the old man walked up and down a few
minutes, mumbling to himself: ¢ Forty thousand francs and
two months’ grace would save me.” Then he asked me:

*Do you think Monsieur Carvajan would come and see
me?’ ¢Can’t say,’ I answered, ‘you'd better ask him !’
*Well, will you ask him for me ?’ he said. ‘O, certainly,
if you like, sir,” said I. And with that I cut off as
fast as my legs would carry me and reached here in a
quarter of an hour. [ don’t like asking for anything, but I
should be glad of something to drink. I'm dying with
thirst.” |

The mayor opened the door.

“ Claudine, bring a glass and some wine,” he cried. Then

« returning to Tondeur :
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“ Hallo,” said the timber-merchant. * Are you and4he old
savage going to meet face to face?” |

“1 must know what he wants. Papillon and Fleury
. must have started by now.”

“ I met them at the town-gate.”

** Oh, well we shall catch them up on the platean.”

“ Bouffre /” exclaimed Tondeur, “I shall loge ten
pounds of flesh before I've done to-day.” He began to
laugh, choked, and was seized with a fit of coughing which
“made him turn purple. |
~ varvajan was already striding up the Rue du Marché.
That the marquis himself should have sent for him mads
his heart swell with pride. He had reduced him to implore
for mefcy ! Again he was on his way to Clairefout, as he
‘had been thirty years before. But under what different
circumstances! Then he had run thither in the darkness,
stumbling over the obstacles in his way, nearly mad with
anguish. Now he walked firmly along a smooth, hard road
in the broad day-light, proudly conscious of his power, and
with the end at which he aimed, well in view. As he
walked he could have cried aloud to the trees, the stones,
and the ditches that he passed : “Do you recognise me %
I am the miserable wretch you saw pass one evening, weep-
ing and despairing, seeking the woman he loved—the poor
friendless yonth that could be ridiculed, insulted, and struck
with immmitjn Now-1 return as a conqueror, and to-day
I can give back, if I please, insult for iusult, and blow for
blow., The wheel has turned in thirty years, has it not?
I was beneath, now I am at the top—but I am the
same ! ”

He cast the glance of a victor at the Clairefont park and
the terrace, which gleamed white between the trees.

“ No,” he thought, ‘‘those shady avenues, which te-
morrow will be mine, shall not be laid low. I will not have -
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rejoigng in the fact of dwelling where my enemy once
dwelt, and of being happy in his place.”
They were now passing the white slopes of the Great
Marl-Pit. The arid, chalky mound was an eyesore to Car-
vajan. ‘““I will have a triple row of trees planted,” he said
to himself, ‘“to hide the works.” For he already regarded
himself as the master to dispose of the land and make such
" alterations as he thought fit,

Before they reached the e¢hiteau gate, he and Tondeur
caught up Fleury, Papilion, and his man.

“ What is the matter 1” asked the magistrate’s clerk an-
xtously. ¢“ Are there any changes in the programme ?”

“They will either be to my advantage, or there will ‘be
none,” replied Carvajan. “ The Marquis de Clairefont has
expressed a desire to see me, and I have condescended to
come, though I might very well have sent word that I was to
be found In my ofhce., But when one is the stronger, one
ought to show some consideration. Let us go in.” »
He opened the iron gate himself, and stepped the first
within the court-yard. He moved forward, with eyes fixed
on the ground, looking for the spot where he had fallen be-
neath the feet of the marquis’s horses, his face scarred with
o bleeding cut. He was not long in finding it—thers it
was, near a small clump of rose-trees bordered with mig-
nonette. He paused for a moment and trampled on it as if
to efface some trace that still remained, then, still under
the influence of this odious memory, he was about to enter
the house, when, on the threshold of the door, he found
bhimself face to face with Mademoiselle de Clairefont.

Neither uttered a word. Antoinette, without moving,
glanced inquiringly at Fleury and Papillon, whose coming
she had expected. Carvajan did not deign an_explanation.
His forehead was scowling and clouded. He felt that he
was in the presence of the one antagouist left him to com-
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desert and a wilderness. He shivered, and his trinmgphant
joy forsook him-~it seemed as if all was not yet over be-
tween these Clairefonts and himself. With a gesture, he
commanded Tondeur to explain.

“The marquis, mademoiselle, asked me this morning
to beg Monsteur Carvajan to give him a few moments’
conversation, And his worship has been good enough
to come here with me.”

Carvajan -with the marquis? All the danger of such a
meeting appeared at once to Antoinctte’s mind. Who
could have suggested such a resolution to her father!?
What agreement did he think of making with the banker ¢
What revelations might not the latter dare to make to him?
The whdle edifice of sublime dissimulation with which the
marquis’s family had so tarefully surrounded him, might be
destroyed by a word.

LThen I will take Monsieur Carvajan to my father’s
room,” she said slowly. “ And you, gentlemen, do what
you have to do. Bernard, go with these gentlemen, and do
as they bid yow.”

She went upstairs, followed by Carvajan and Tondeur.
The suffering she went through as she ascended those
twenty steps surpassed by far all that she had hitherto
endured. She knew that her father regarded her with dis-
trust, that she had lost her influence over him, and was no
longer able to defend him from the blows that his worst
enemies were preparing to strike him to the heart. She
was in an agony of dread. She even thought of turning to
Carvajan and saying to him :

“What is it that you want 1 Name your conditions, but
do not enter my father’s presence.”

The opening of the laboratory door put an end to her
irresolution. The marquis had heard his enemy arrive, and

——— i .
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room. » Then her father touched her arm, and said

gently :

“(Go, my child. I.have te speak to theee gentlemen on
business. If I need you, I will send for you.”

““ But, papa—,” anxiously expostulated the girl.

Carvajan looked up, and, with a sneer on his mouth, and
with his yellow eyes fixed on Monsieur de Clairefont,

“If the marquis is under control,” he said, “I fail to
understand why I am here.”

“ Go, my child,” repeated the marquis, with a touch of

impatience in his tone.
Then, fearing to displease. her father by appearing to re-
sist him, yet terrified at the thought of what was about to

happen, Antoinette withdrew. . .

The inventor and the banker stood face to face. Ton-
deur retired discreetly to a corner, as though he took no
interest in whatever might be said or dune. In his rdlg 8f
skilful ambassador, he had managed to introduce Carvggan -
into the house, now it was for his master to make the nipst
of the situation, When the affair was settled, it would be
the time for the servant to demand his share of the spoil,

“] asked Tondeur to bring you here, sir,” began the
marquis, ‘that we might settle for ourselves the mone-
tary questions which rest between us. You have in your
possession most of my bills and notes of hand. I am not
¢oing to discuss the reasons which have prompted you to
collect them—1I will go straight to the point. I believe I
have found the means of acquitting myself of my debt, but
to attain this result I must have two months’ grace, and the
sum of forty thousand franes. Under what conditions wiil
you'grant me the one and lend me the other 1™

The mayor stared at the marquis with stupefied amaze-
ment. He asked himself if it was really to him that such a
request had been addressed. Naiveté, carried to such a de-
gree ag this, aroused his suspicions—-he could not believe -
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that his enemy could be so extraordinarily blind. To ask a
service of him, to have apparently forgotten all his extor-
tion, all his calumuy, all his affronts, and lastly, his most
recent and most terrible blow—the arrest of Robert, which
the whole country attributed to him as the cause. This in-
explicable forgiveness evidently concealed some trap from
which, once he was caught in it, there would be no chance
of escape. He gathered all hie wits together and re-
Hected.

The marquis saw the banker’s amazement and put it
down to hesitation. Thinking to decide him he said :

Do not fear to ask too much. I will agree to whatever
you wish. I am so sure of success.”

Success ! This one word dissipated the shadows in
which the tyrant of La Neuville was Iosing himself. Suec-
cess! The word typical of the inventor. He remenmibered
the furnace of which he had.heard so much. It was on the
- fufure of this invention that the marquis based his hopes of
retfieving himself, It was by means of this extraordinary
consumer that he proposed to again set going the work at
the Great Marl-Pit, to pay his debts, to rebuild his fortunc.
The banker began to understand the situation. The mar-
quis was suborainating all to his invention ; to ensure its suc-
cess, he was forgetting the struggles of the past, the troubles
of the present, overcoming his dislikes, and, in short, sacri-
ficing the child of his flesh to the child of his brain.

Carvajan became himself again,

“No doubt it is your furnace about which you are so
anxious ! ” he said, looking coldly at the marquis. ¢ But 1
must remind you that I am here to receive money and not
to lend it—to terminate one transaction and not to com-
mence another. Is that all you bad to say to me?”

‘But the inventor, with the obstinacy and candour of a
maniac, began to explain his plaus, and to enumerate his
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himself, and at what a terrible crisis he had arrived ; he
thought of nothing but his invention, and how best to de-
scribe its merits. He was oblivious to the existence of
everything in the world except his furnace. He drew the
banker into the corner of the laboratory, where the model
stood, and proposed to set it going to show how it acted ;
and, as he spoke, he became more and more excited, until
he was simply overflowing with enthusiasm and confidence.

Carvajan’s cold, cutting voice put a sudden stop to his
cestacies.

« But under what pretext do you intend me to lend you
money to try the merits of your invention? Do you think
I am going to amuse myself by giving you ammunition to
help you carry on war against myself? I can quite.see what
arc your interests in all this—but where are mine? 1 am
not & man to be contented with hollow words and human-
itarian theories. Progress and industry are all very nice,
but self first! There is nothing to prove to me that you
will turn to advantage the capital you are asking of me, and
1 have enough money out already. You owe me nearly
four hundred thousand francs, my dear sir, a hundred and
sixty thousand of which are due to me this very morning.
Are you in a position to pay me?”

The marquis lowered his head.

“ No, sir,” he whispered.

“ Your servant then. And in future pray remember not
‘to trouble people simply to talk trash to them, and that
when & man can’t pay his debts, he oughtn’t to give himself
the airs of a genius. Ha, ha, the consumer indeed! By
the way, it belongs to me now like everything else here.
And ifit is worth anything, I really don’t see why I shouldn’t
work it myself—"

“You!l”

“Yes, I, marquis. 1 think the moment has come when

I .
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surely cannot hope ta take in anyone so shrewd as I
am? Although, and I say it with all due compliment to
you, you have attempted to do so, though I never thought
you would fight so hard. But now it's all up. You no
longer preserve any illusions on the subject, I suppose ! All
that there is left for you to do is to pack up your odds and
euds and say good-bye to your country house.” *

The tyrant planted himself in front of Monsicur de Claire-
font, and, his face lighted up with malicions glee, resumed :

“Thirty years ago you had me thrown out of your house.
To-day it is my turn. A bailiff is below taking an in-
ventory.”

He burst into an insulting laugh, and thrusting his hands
into hig pockets with insolent familiarity, walked up and
down the room with the airs of a master.

The marquis had listened to his harangue with stupe-
faction. The illusions he had still preserved fled in a second,
as the clouds disperse before the breath of the storm-wind.
His reason returned to him, he regained his judgment, and
blusired at having lowered bimself so far as to make pro-
posals to Carvajan. He no longer saw in him the lender
always ready for an advantageous investment—-he recognised
the bitter, determined enemy of his family.

““1 was mistaken,” he said, contemptuously. “I thought
I still possessed enough to tempt your cupidity,”

““Oh, insolence,” returned the banker, coldly, * That
i8 a luzury in which your means will not permit you to
indulge, my dear sir. When a man’s in people’s debt he
should try to pay them in other coin than abuse.”

““You are able to take advantage of my position,
sir,” said the marquis bitterly, I am at your mercy,
and I ought not to be surprised at anything since my own
children have been the first to forsake me. What consider-
ation can I expect from a stranger, when my daughter closes -
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alone? But let us put an end to this interview. There is
nothing more to be said on either side.”

Carvajan made a gesture of surprise, then his face lighted
up with diabolical delight.

‘““ Kixcnise me,” he said. “1 see you have failen into an
error, and that I must undeceive you. You are accusing
your son and daughter wrongfully. No doubt you asked
Mademoiselle de Clairefont to relieve you from your em-
barrassments and she refused, as you pretend? She had
very good reasons for her refusal—-the money you asked she
gave long ago. So you complain of her ingratitude? Well,
then, let me tell yon that she has ruined herself for you,
and secretly, and imploring that you should not be told the
use she had made of her fortune. And that is what you
call closing her purse to you!” |

The marquis did not utter a word, did not breathe onc
sigh. A wave of blood rushed to his head, and he turned
first crimson then livid. He only looked .at Carvajan as
might a victim at his murderer. He felt as though his heart
were being wrung within his breast. He took a few steps,
then, forgetting that his tormentor was still present,
mechanically seated himself in his arm-chair and leaning his
head against the back, moved it restlessly from side to
side. |
- But the mayor followed him, taking an exquisite delight
in the agony of his enemy, and overpowering and crushing
him with the weight of his hatred.

‘““As for your son,” he went on, *““if he is not with you
now, you may be sure it is through no want of inclination
on his part. He was arrested yesterday and taken to Rouen
under the escort of two gendarmes.” -

The marquis leapt to his feet He seized the ba,nker by
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“*Scoundrel! You lie! Confess it was a lie, or T will
strangle you !”

The two men struggled together thus for the space of a
few seconds, but the marquis’s temporary strength soon for-
gook him, and bruised and shaken he fell fainting into the
arms of Tondeur who had come to his aid.

“ Curse him for an old rascal ! ” ciied the mayor, angrily.
“ He wants to try on bis old games again. Tondeur, T call
you to witness that he has offered violence to a municipal
authority. By heaven, I'll have him before the court for it !”

*“Come, Monsienr Carvajan, calm yourself,” said Tondeur,
who felt sorry for the old marquis. *“It was a heavy blow
you dealt him, and he was not master of himself at first.”

“I'll emaster bhim!"” exclaimed Carvajan, “So it goes
against the gr&in, does it, to find his son committed for
trial? He shall go to prison himself and then perhnps he’ll
learn to show a little respect to people !”

oThe old man’s eyes unclosed again, and, with a face
diatﬂrted with grief, he repeated brokenly :

““Committed for trial? My son-—my Robert? Can it be
possible? What has he done 1” |

Carvajan drew nearer until his crimson face was almost
touching the marquis’s, and then replied :

“He has followed in his father’s footsteps. He too has
abducted a girl, only this one tried to defend herself, and so
he strangled her. That's what he has done.”

Monsieur de Clairefont rose and addressing his enemy in
a tone of prayer :

“He cannot be guilty,” he said, *“it is impossible,
sir, he i3 my son, You too have a child—think of
what my suffering must be. Poor boy, innocent, I know, of
the crime of which he is accused! I am at your mercy—I
will do anything you wish—-T acknowledge my faults—but
I implore you, for I feel you could do all for my poor Robert,
be indulgent, save him! Give him back to me again !”
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Cafvajan listened with arms folded, perfectly impassive.

“ Ah? Just now you were Insulting me-—now you are
using entreaty. Coward and hypocrite! Am I a friend
that I should do you a service?”

The old man bowed his white head.

« Monsieur Carvajan, I regret intensely any injury I have
done you.”

“Do you think you can efface the outrage with a few
words of that sort? I still bear its traces on my cheek,
although so many years have passed.”

He took Honoré roughly by the arm and dragging him to
the window :

“See, look at that spot, at the foot of the steps. It was
there that by yﬂur orders your horses uverthrew e, your
lackeys struck me.’

“Then come down thither with me,” gaid the marquis
eagerly, “If you wish, I will go to that very place and
there on my knees ask mercy for my son.” ¢

For a moment the tyrant stood still and dumb before his
vanquished, weeping, supplicating enemy. He saw the tears
running down Honoré’s cheeks. “He is crushed—he 18 at
my feet,” he thought. “The dream of my life has become
a reality. [ trinmph and 1 am happy.” Again he told

imself : *1 am happy,” but he knew he was not. The

bitterness was still in his heart, his thirst for vengeance was
not yet quenched. He turned on his heel and moved
away.

« T care little for your amendes honorables,” he replied.
« It would always be the same thing over and over again
with you and your son, and now I have you, I will not let
you go. It is you who commenced the fight—do not be
astonished if I pursue it to the death. Rank, fortune,
respect, you had all and I nothing. Soon, the balance be-
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all hope was gone, His brain reeled, and he stared wildly
at the monster who was gloating over his agony.

“If Heaven is just, you will be punished through your
gon,” he cried, **Yes, since you have no pity for mine,
yours will show no regard for you, Scoundrel! Youn are
the parent of an honest man. He it is who will chastise
you!?”

These words, uttered by the marquis with the fire of mad-
ness, made Carvajan shudder with fear and rage.

““ Why do you say that to me %" he cried,

He saw the old man walking aimlessly to and fro, with
haggard eyes and wild gesticulation.

‘““I believe he is going mad ! ” he whispered to Tondenr.

‘“ Ha,*ha ! 7 laughed the marquis. “ My enemies them-
selves will avenge me. Yes, the son i3 an honourable man
—he has already left his father’s house once—he will loathe
what he will see being done around him.”

eSuddenly he turned on Carvajan.

“ Go out of here, you monster!” he exclaimed. ¢ Your
work i8 done. You have robbed me of my fortune, you
have robbed me of my honour. There is but my model left,
and that you shall not have!”

He ran to his table, tore up his designs and trampled
them underfoot. Then, seizing & heavy hammer, he hurried
to the stove, and, laughing horribly all the time, tried to
break it. Carvajan in his exasperation steppéd forward to
stop him. But the old man turned round with hair brist-
ling and mouth foaming.

‘ Stay where you are or I'll kill you!” he cried.

“ Sacrédié | I'm not afraid of you !” returned the banker.

And he was on the point of rushing forward to save the
stove from the destructive rage of the inventor, when the
door was thrown open and Mademoiselle de Clairefont ap-
peared. She had heard from below the marquis’s high,
excited tones, | o
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“Hather | " she cried. |

She sprang to him, took the hammer from him and clasp-
ing him in her arms, agked in terror :

‘““Father, what is it 1"

Honore passed his hand over his forehead.

“Send away that man,” he moaned. “ He makes me ill
—he is killing me.”

Antoinette turned to Carvajan and said quietly :

“My father asks you to be good enough to leave him,
Sil‘."

And as the banker hesitated and remained where he was,
a flash shot from Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s eyes, and
pointing to the door, she said one word ;

“Gol” .

The mayor vanquished, bowed in silence, and followed by
Tondeur, who tried to make himself as small as he could,
went out of the room.

Then Antoinette seated her father in the Jarge armchair
and kneeling beside him chafed his icy hands, wiped the
perapiration from his forehead and, as he still remained
inert and his eyes did not unclose :

“ Father,” she said, “it is I. Speak to me, papa. You
frighten me.”

Honoré breathed a sigh of pain, moved and, opening his
eyes, recognised Antoinette. Then the tears welled up
again and with an effort folding hig hands as if in prayer :

“Oh, my child, my augel!” he said. “I have accused
you and misjudged you. Forgive me, forgive—"

He fell backwards and lost consciousness. At the same
moment a rapid step was heard upon the stairs and Monsieur
de Croix-Mesnil came in.

‘““Antoinette |7 he cried, advancing with outstretched
hands.

“ 1 was expecting you,” she said simply.

“Good Heavens! Have I come too latet”
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: “No, for alas! we have still much suffering to undergu ?
And pointing to the marquis lying lifeless :

““ Help me to carry my father to his room.”

Carefully and tenderly they raised the old man, who
whimpered like an infant, in their arms and sadly and
slowly bore their burden down the stone staircase.



CHAPTER IX.

Tag hours which followed were hours of terrible anxiety,
Croix-Mesnil did everything within his power, but he
could not reassure Antoinette about her father’s condition.
Doctor Margueron, who had started first thing in the morn-
ing on a round of visits in the outlying districts, did«not
reach the chitean until seven o’clock in the evening. He
found the marquis in a state of high fever and with*one side
of hig face distorted. He ordered mustard poultices to be
applied to the legy, and leeches to the nape of the neck
should the congestion inerease; and, making no attempt to
conceal the gravity of the case he promised to come again
the following morning,

Watching with the baron at her father’s bedside, Antoi-
nette passed the most agonising moments of her existence.
Seated by the table, on which stoed a lamp which left most
of the room in darkness, she listened to the laboured breath-
ing of the sick man and the meaningless incoherent words
which fell from his lips, and though her eyes were fixed on
the staunch friend who had hurried to her side at the first
whisper of misfortune, neither of them spoke.

Sore at heart and physically exhausted, the girl was
haunted by the gloomiest presentiments. She could not
even concentrate her thoughts upon the invalid who was
lying dully moaning, a prey to violent delirium, for they
fled to her brother who was in still greater though less im-
mediate peril. What a Calvary for the poor girl to climb,
and how heavy the cross she had to bear ! Her nerves were
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was heavy and burning and she longed to cry, fom she
knew that if her tears could but flow fresly she would
be refreshed and calmed. But her eyes were dry and sunk
beneath their lids as if drawn inwards by the intensity of
her thoughts.

At ten o'clock, old Bernard came in on tip-toe to ask if
they would not come down to supper. Antoinette shook
her head, though Croix-Mesnil begged her to go downstairs
with him, reminding her that she had eaten nothing since
morning and that she must keep up her strength if she
would nurse her father. At last he made her promise to
take some soup, but she would not consent.to leave the
sick-room. .

When" ho returned to her, the baron attempted to arouse
her from her sorrowful meditation. They carried on their
conversation in a whisper—a useless precaution, for the
marquis was not in a state to understand anything and the
wbrds that reached his ears awoke no echo in his mind.
The calmness Mademoiselle de Clairefont displayed fright-
ened her companién. He would far rather have seen her
agitated and nervous. But she discussed the events which
had lately taken place with the most absolute lucidity and
composure, for she had abandoned all hope and looked upon
the position as desperate. She questioned the baron as to
the effect prodwced by Robert’s arrest, for secluded in the
solitude and silence of Clairefont she was utterly ignorant
of what was being thought and said without its walls, and
it was only through Aunt Isabella’s letter that she knew
the papers had given an account of the case.

It was through the papers that Croix-Mésnil had first heard
about it. A brother officer had lent him the Courrier de P Eure,
and with horrified surprise he had read the history of the
crime and learnt the arrest of the pretended murderer. He
had at once asked for twenty-four hours’ leave, and had
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of the department had soon enlightened him as to which
way popular opinion flowed, and he found it was already
divided into two currents—the one being in favour of Robert,
the other against him, and unfortunately the second was far
stronger than the first. The gquestion, thanks to the skilful
instigations of Carvajan’s partisans, was turned into one of
polittcal importance. The radical papers teemed with an-
athemas hurled at “the sanguinary sports of these last
representatives of the feudal system, who thought they
could still dispose, according to their abominable caprice, of
the honour and the life of their inferior.” Chassevent, de-
signated as * a venerable old man, and an honest labourer,”
was described as weeping his danghter, the support of his
old age, and the whole wound up with a strongly-worded
appeal to the firmness of the judges and the severity of the
jury, for so deadly a crime merited an exemplary punish-
ment.

Croix-Mesnil took very good care not to let Antoinefte
even suspect these despicable incitements and these petty
explosions of wrath, Neither did he tell her that just as
he was leaving Evreux he had reccived a telegram from his
father warning him against the thoughtless ardour of a first
impulse, and advising him to keep away from the Clairefont
family. ¢ You did not break off the engagement,” said the
prudent judge, ‘“ but now take advantage of the position in
which you have been placed, and do not compromise your-
self, The whole of the circumstantial evidence points to
this unhappy Robert as the guilty man. All he has on his
side is moral presumption, and that i3 not very strongly in
his favour.” The captain merely thrust this message into his
pocket and hurried off to Clairefont as fast as he could go.

His was one of those simple kindly natures which think
thov have nnt done ennotiach 1inlees that da oo mwiieh A
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graphed him to do, but to go to his friends. Angd o he
went, |

*

Seated beside one atother, he very sad, she very pale,
they talked together in the dim light of the ]

amp which was
turned down gg though they were watching beside a death.

bed.  Every now and then they ceased their conversation

to listen to the old mgan who, in his delirium, uttered dire
threats which he g

with a shudder to the terrible reality,
“Always Carvajan ! 1t is he who has brought this agey.
sation against Robert, ig it not 7 asked Croix-Megnil

“So Monsieur Malézeay thinks. And how can we doubt
It after what passed the evening before | He has avenged

hiwself in an awful way for the ingyult my brother offered
hiw. Alas, we have greatly contributed to oyr misfortuneg
ourselves, and we have been very unprudent in many ways,
W are right in blaming our enemies, but, {0 be just, we
ought to commence by blaming ourselves,”

Then like a protest against this frankness and humility,

the hissing voice of the mar

quis was heard in the shadow of
the recess in which stood his bed, repeating :
“Carvajan! The scoundre] |

Fortune, hnnﬂur—-a.ll, ex-
cept my invention ! ”

door. The faithful ser

following day,
About two o'clock in th

Hidﬂ Bl e d 1 T

€ morning, she went tg her fatbharls
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A flood of joy swept over her and suddenly the tears, that
the ‘nost bitter pain had not been able to wring from her,
burst forth, now her heart was glowing with a ray of hope.
She clasped her hands together, and fell on her knees, and
Croix-Mesnil heard her praying God to spare her father to-
her.  He tried to raise her, to comfort her, but she
said :

“Ieave me. It does me good to cry. I was choking.”

“See,” she added, pointing to the marquis, I think he
18 better—he has ccased to rave. Oh, if we can only save
bim! I was thinking just now how more than eruel it would
be if Robert never saw him again, and if the idea should
take possession of him that it was grief for him that had
caused his father’s death.”

“You will save him,” replied the baron, with emotion,
“and you will see father and son again united. The wicked
do not always triumph, and, in spite of what people say,
there is a Divinity,”

**1 believe so, firmly,” answered Antoinette, simply. °

For a few minutes they remained at the bedside, looking
at the old man, then Mademoiselle de Clairefont told her
companion she wished to watch alone.

“l1f I want any help, I promise to send for you,” she
added, and after some little resistance, Croix-Mesnil obeyed
her and left her.

The chateau was wrapped in silence, and everything seemed
to sleep. Outside in the night could be heard the melan-
choly wail of an owl, but his ill-omened cry did not trouble
the young girl-—it only sounded to her like an echo of her
own sorrow. She lay back in an easy-chair, her eyes fixed
on an angle of the mantelpiece, which gleamed in the light,
allowing her imagination to carry her far away.

Gradually there stole over her a sensation of being buoyed
up, as if she were floating in space, rocked by gentle winds
~—no longer conscious of fatigue or sorrow, she was being
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slowly wafted through a soft and boundless atmosphere.
Her bosom heaved more regularly-—she had fallen aslebp.

This slumber lasted a full hour, then it seemed to her as
if a voice were summoning her from the depth of her repose,
She started to her feet and hurried to the bedside. Her
father was supporting himself upon his elbow and looking
round with vacant, startled eyes. She gently spoke to him,
and he took her hand and pressed it, as if to let her know
that he recognized her, then articulating the words with
difficulty, he said :

“You must see this young man, my child. He is honest
—it is he who will save your brother.”

She thought the words were but the outcome of a feverish
hallucination, of some delirious idea. She kissed the old
man to soothe him, and giving way to his fancy, as one does
with a child, she answered :

“ Yes, papa, yes. Lie down and rest. All will be well.”

He nodded his white head, raised his eyes, which for a
moment lost their vacant look, and in a tone which sounded
prophetic to his daughter, he repeated :

“Tt iz this young man who will save us. He 18 honest.
You must see him, my child.”

He tried to turn towards her, but the muscles of his neck
pained him at the attempt, his features contracted, and
again the look of delirium came over his face.

“He was there just now,” he murmured, “he was im-
ploring you—TI recognised him at once—there, close beside
the curtains—"

“ That was Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, papa.”

“ No, no,” replied the sick man, with increasing excite-
ment. “I know what I am saying—I am in my right
senses. 1t was Pascal Carvajan, and it is he alone who can

save your brother. Promise me that you will see him. 1
T1all havwa 11a voat il vau nromica
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The marquig’s features relaxed. He lay back with an ex-
pression of peacefulness upon his face, muttering some
words which his daughter could not eatch, then in a few
minutes he was quietly sleeping. |

Mademoiselle de Clairefont sat thinking. The image of
Pascal, so uddenly recalled to her memory, was before
her eyes. She could see his proud, strong face, his lips
parted to speak. She did not need to listen to him—she
knew beforehand what he was going to say—but, in a
confused, caressing murmur, his words seemed to come to
her like a prayer. How could she have doubted that he
loved her? Everything proved it to her—his munte admira-
tion, his timid respect, his delicacy in keeping out of her
path., He trembled when he saw her, he blanched when
she turned away, he longed to throw himself at her feet,
and he had provoked Croix-Mesnil only because he believed
him to be beloved by her. Yes, he belonged to her. He
was bound to hate all that was not for her or on her sidg ;
he detested the schemes his father had devised ; he would
have given his life not to have excited her dislike, and
though he had never dared hope to obtain her friendship, he
would be her zealous servant, her loyal protector. And all
that she had heard about Pascal-—and to which she had
listened with contempt-—flashed through her mind—his
clear-sightedness in business matters, his talent as a barrister,
his struggles against his father’s despotism. And again the
marquig’s words resounded in her ears: “ It is he who will
save your brother.”

By what strange intuition had the old man been led to
desighate Pascal as Robert’s possible deliverer? Had some
supernatural power shown him the young man in the
wanderings of his dreams? He pretended to recognise him
and he had never seen him., What soft voice had whispered
his name in his ear? How came it that at this decisive
hour he rose on his bed of sufferine with an authorty which
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was irresistible to give so bold a counsel ? Surely it was

her—-Antoinette’s—duty to follow that advice. She had®

promised to do so, and in the inmost recess of her heart a
vague hope was already taking root. Perhaps it was here
that safety was to be found. Much might be gained from
the father through the son, and if Carvajan’s hatred,
appeased by the capitulation of his enemies, should fade
away into indifference! If he would only consent to remain
neutral, and cease to set loose against them all the evil
passions of his partisans, how quickly the horizon might
clear! And Robert, cleared of all suspicion and his liberty
restored to him, would come back to his sick father and
hasten his recovery.

At this thought a viclent excitement took possession of
the young girl. What? She could hesitate and deliberate
when the happy result was in her hands. Her lips carved
in a bitter smile, for at the price of what a humiliation was
thls result to be obtained. She would have to go and sce
Paacal to reason with, to entreat him. After she had =o
distinctly given him to understand that he was less than
nothing to her, that a Carvajan had nothing but contempt
to expect from a Clairefont, she would have to present her-
self as a supplicant, weeping for mercy.

Well, she would do it, and find joy in the deed. What
sacrifice would be too great to ensure her brother’s de-
liverance? Besides, did she not owe some expiation? Sle
was partly responsible for their common misfortune, for she
had been haughty and disdainful, and so she prepared to
offer her pride as a tribute to their enemy. She would go
to Carvajan himself, should there be need ; she would con-
front the tyrant, she would ask hig pardon for having dis-
missed him from her home, she would give him the joy of a
triumph complete in every detail.

Daylight found her thus disposed. Her mind was made
an and she would not flineh.  The oulv noint on which she
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was not yet decided was how to obtain an interview with
. Pascal, but she decided to leave that to chance.

. About seven o'clock, Croix-Mesnil rejoined her. The
marquis had fallen into a heavy torpor, and had ceased
speaking, though his breathing was still heavy and laboured.
Giving way to the baron’s entreaties, Antoinette consented
to leave the invalid in his care, and went to her own room,
where she bathed her hands and face in cold water and then
lay down for a short time. At nine o’clock, as she was
finishing dressing, old Bernard knocked gently at her door
and told her that Doctor Margueron had arrived and with
him Monsieur Malézean.

Antoinette found them at her father’s bedside. By the
doctor’s orders, all the windows had been thrown open and
the marquis seemed refreshed and revived by the air and
light with which the room was flooded. His eyes were open
and he showed faint symptoms of consciousness. The fever
was not so high, but his left side was slightly paralysed.
The doctor declared himself much better satisfied and &x-
plained to Malézean that his patient had had an access of
delirium which was now passing away.

‘““ He must not be fatigued in any way,” he said, “and
above all, don’t let him talk. I will write my preseription
down-stairs.”

" When he was on the terrace, with only Mademoiselle de
Clairefont and the lawyer, the good doetor could not refrain
from speaking of Robert, for the previous evening, in the
hurry of attending to the marquis, he had not been able to
find a favourable opportunity of saying what a deep
impression the eonfronting of the count with the body of
the murdered girl had made upon him.

“] agsure you, mademoiselle, that when I saw him kneel
down so simply beside the dead girl and pray, my conscience
rebelled and I said to myself: ¢ Either this young man is

Ll wvmodk hantilacg anattndr»s]l alive or olea ho 12 imnmansnd 3
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¢« Oh, he had nothing to do with the crime,” said
Malézean, warmly. ‘“He is frankness itself, and hg told
the truth, A Clairefont does not lie, doctor.”

« He has some terrible and bitter enemies,” resumed
Margueron. ¢ My evidence has been twisted and distorted,
and reported to La Neuville as if it were dead against the
count. But, at the trial, I shall say wbat I think, and if
the jury has not been tampered with—-"

 But is such a thing possible ” asked Antoinette, horror-
stricken at the idea.

¢ T, has been known to happen,” replied Malézeau,

Mademoiselle de Clairefont allowed the doctor to take his -
leave, but kept the lawyer with her. She was determined
to begin her work ; to permit Carvajan to go on influencing
popular® opinion, was perhaps to sign her brother's death-
warrant. She laid her hand on Malézeau's arm, signed to
him to be seated on a bench near the terrace-steps and
asked him point-blank : |
» “How can I arrange an interview with the son of Mon-
sieur Carvajan’t”

The question took Malézeau’s breath away. He could
have been prepared fur any step but this, and he asked
himself if Antoinette, driven to desperation, had not deter-
mined to do something of which she might repent later on,
But he saw that she was calm and collected, and he skilfully
proceeded to question her. She told him quite frankly
what had happened the night before, and owned that the
desire hor father had expressed seemed to her like a com-
mand from Heaven. As he listened, Malézeau felt a strange
emotion getting the better of him. It might really be the
wisest plan to appeal to Pascal’s better feelings and to gain
over Carvajan through his interests. Perhaps they would
have to come to some arrangement by which the estate

would be given over to the mayor of La Neuville without
Tt o ko d e anaticar it anvihine wotild be nreferable to




276 THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY,

-

the horrors of a criminal trial. In his heart, the lawyer
felt sure that all the evidence against Robert had been
instigated by Fleury, Tondeur and their confederates, and
he was not mistaken. It only needed a word from Carvajan
for the affair to assume a totally different aspect, and
instead of being tried at the assizes, it could at once be dis-
missed on the plea of there not being sufficient evidence
against the prisoner.

“ Well, mademoiselle,” said Malézean, waking up from
his reflections, © it is an attempt worth making, mademois-
elle. Young Carvajan arrived at the railway station this
morning, 8o he is in La Neuville. But I don’t suppose you
are very anxious to find yourself face to face with his father,
so we must go very carefully to work. If you wjll trust
yourself in my hands, mademoiselle—"

““My only hope is in you.”

“ Well then, I will take you to my wife, and while you
are with her, I will go and reconnoitre, and clear the way
for your interview.”

After an absence of twenty-four hours which had greatly
puzzled his father, Pascal had, as Malézeau said, returned
that very morning. Questioned as to the reason of his
journey, he had replied laconically that he bad gone to
Havre to see a”client, but as he answered, 2 blush rose to
his face, for he had not told sufficient falsehoods to be an
adept in the telling. His journey to Havre had been in
reality limited to a visit to Rouen where he knew he should
find one of his brother-students who had been recently ap-
pointed Deputy-Procureur-Général, and who received him
with the stiff, emphatic amiability which is typical of the
legal profession. For half-an-hour his conversation flowed
freely as he dwelt on the tremendous amount of work he
was called upon to perform, and on the cares and responsi-
hilitv of hiz nagition—=all whieh he exoressed in lone. wordry.
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topic of the Clairefont case, the substitut became a# onee
cold and suspicious, hardly uttering more than one or two
syllables at a time,

“Serious case—-very serious case. Evidence difficult to
obtain. Accused cunning and very close,”

And as his visitor continued to press him with questions :

“But by the way, you come from La N euville. You
ought to know more about it than I do.” And instead of
giving information, he began to question.

After an hour’s visit, Pascal went away feeling very
anxious and convinced that Robert was to have no leniency
shown him, and not wishing to return home until the follow-
ing day for fear of arousmg his father’s suspicions, he went
back to hig hotel where he passed a wretched evening.

Now, shut in the banker’s-olfice, he wasg trying to kill
time by working, but his rebellious thoughts refused to stay
In the small dark room and bore him far away from the
ndtes and memoranda spread out before him. Unable to
remain still, he went to the window and looked out. The
weather was tempestuous, and heavy masses of cloud hung
in the sky. Suddenly there was a flash of hghtning, followed
by a distant peal of thunder, and the light became a lurid
yellow as if the air were filled with ashes.

Just then there came an impatient knock at the door, a
sound of voices in the hall, and then Maitre Malézean
entered the office locking as though something very extra-
ordinary were about to happen. Never before had his eyes
blinked so furiously behind his gold-rimmed spectacles.

“Has your father really driven off by the road to
Lisors 1” he asked mysteriously. “ You are gquite alone?
All right then—1 have a lad y with me who would like to
speak to you.”

At these words, all the blood in Pascals body seemed to
rush to his heart, his legs shook under him, and the room
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“Who iz it ?” he asked in dry, unnatural tones, feeling
sure that the answer would be—* Mademoiselle de Claire-
font.”

But Malézeau did not waste time by stopping to reply.
He simply opened the door and, standing aside to leave a
clear path, said :

“ Come In, mademoiselle.”

There on the threshold of hisfather’s gloomy office, Pascal
found himself face to face with Antoinette. She was dressed
all in black, and her face was covered by a veil, but this she
abruptly removed and he saw that she looked pale and ill,
and that her eyes were reddened with sleeplesshess and
tears, He was far more agitated than she was, and it was
only mechanically that he drew forward a chair for her.
She seated herself, then cast an imploring glance at Malé-
zcau, which the attorney answered by bowing and leaving
the room, _

They were alone together, and this moment, for which,
but the day before, Pascal would have given the rest of hig
life, was now a source of intolerable embarrassment to him.
His face was burning, and he had a sensation as of red-hot
needles at the root of each hair on his head. “If I keep
silence I shall seem absurd. If I epeak, I run the risk of
saying something idiotic which will make her hate me,” he
thought. 'Then he raised his eyes to Antoinette, and in
them she read so much entreaty that she understood it was
for her to command, and for him to submit, She smiled
sadly, and, in a voice which thrilled Pascal to his very soul,
commenced :

“I come to you, sir, as a suppliant. And how should
I dare take such a step, if I had not the memory of
our first meeting to encourage me? Fate, you see, knew
what she was doing, when she threw you in my path.”
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And he, feeling the charm of her manner, still listened ywhen |
she had ceased to speak. Then it was she who reminded
him of the lane where they had met for the first time. All
that had followed had no existence—she had voluntarily
blotted it out. All that remained for him and for her was
the short walk on a bright summer morning amidst the
light, the verdure and the flowers. If he had uttered the
words which rose to his lips, he would have said to her:
“1 love you.,” But he would not speak them. She was
unhappy, she had come to him frankly and confidingly, she
was there alone with him, protected but by his honour.

““I will never tell her how I worship her,” he thought,
“but I will prove it to her by devoting my life to her.”
He approached ber, and with the respect he might have
testified to a saint, he said, in the deep, musical tones which
went straight to the heart of even Carvajan himself :

‘I know what has brought you here, mademoiselle, and
Isfancy I must have had a presentiment that I should see you
to-day, for yesterday I went to Rouen to make inquirtes
about your brother.” o

She uttered a little cry of pleased surprise, and a pink
flush spread over her cheeks as she found herself so exactly
~and so quickly understood.

“ He was in good health and quite calm, 8o I was assured,”
went on Pascal. “ As for the case itself, the prosecution, so
far, has been very reserved.”

‘“ Perhaps nothing has been yet decided,” she answered
clasping her hands together. ¢‘Perhaps there 18 yet
time-—Ah, sir, if you would only unite your cflorts to
ours! I feel that I may count on you, that your reason
is just, your heart generous. I implore you, speak to
Monsieur Carvajan on our behalf 1”

Pascal turned pale at this earnest prayer which likened
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“Forgive me, if I have displeased you,” she said plead-
ingly, “but the request I have to make is so difficult to
put into words. I do not want to utter one syllable which
you might think a disparagement of your father, and yet I
must make you understand that we are asking mercy. We
are forced to throw ourselves on his kindness, and on yours.
Any couditions that may be imposed will seem easy to wus,
if we can obtain a little indulgence for poor Robert—
arny condition, gsir, you hear? And it is because we
thought that your intercession would have more weight than
that of anyone else that I have addressed myself to youn.”

Then it was only of her brother that she had thought. In
her secret <on', no inclination had urged her to seek out Pas-
eal.  Her hoeart was ¢losed to all which was not Robert, and
tor {ove of b alone had shie conquered her pride and
stooped to entreat.  Pascal resolutely put from  him  ali
valu hopes of love, he furced his thoughts into order, he
calmed the tumult of his blood. .

“if you knew how sorely we are being tried | ¥ continued
Antoinette, “After an interview with Monsieur Carvajan—-
oh! I am not blaming him for it—my father was taken ili,
and hig condition is causing us the greatest anxiety. All
came upon me at once, you see, and I do not know which
way to turn not to see some fresh disaster threatening me.
I am alone at Clairefont. And had it not been for a faith-
ful friend who hurried to my aid—"”

A suspicion flashed through Paseal’s mind. His face
changed, his hands involuntarily clenched.

“ Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil,” he muttered under his breath.

“Yas, Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil. Poor fellow! Cares
and sorrow will be his only reward for the affection he has
shown us.” -

1t was said so gently, so tenderly, and yet so indifferently,
"that Pascal became himself acain.
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satisfy your demands, mademoiselle,” he assured her, “But
I can only promise for myself, and it is for my father you
want me to answer.”

Antoinette fancied that the one she wished to conquer was
escaping her. |

“Do yon not possess unlimited influence over him 1" she
satd eagerly. ¢ Have I not seon the place you occupy in
his heart? Oh, I beseech you, be our friend, take up
our cause ! We have no hope left us but in you. Ilobert—
there is nothing we care for besides Robert. We are ready
to gtve up all but him.”

“Your lands, your chiteau, the rest of your fortune—
that is what you mean?” askod Paseal hitterly.

She made no reply. It was the second time she had
inade the ofler, for was not that what she had core to do?
Malézean had so plainly told Ler that that was what would
have most weight with the banker. The Great Marl-Pit was
the aim of his efforts, the dream of his ambition, the booty
his allics kept constantly in sight.  Mademoiselle de Claire-
font felt that she was advancing on to dangerous ground,
but surely she ought, in this supreme treaty of capitulation,
to specify the conditions. She did not dare say anything
more a3 she watched Pascal walking to and fro with clouded
face. Suddenly he paused, passed his hand over his eyes,
and with a sigh that sounded like a sob, seated himself by
the window, apparently completely forgetting that he was
not alone.  Antoinette was seized with pity for his suffering.
She went to him, and in tones that mude him quiver :
~ “Have I pained you? Please, please forgive me.”

He looked at her with sombre eyes.

“Pained me?” he said, ‘“What! Is a Carvajan pained
when he is offered money $”

He broke off with a bitter laugh, while Antoinette stood

silent and confused,
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everyene know that profit is the one rule of the house we
are In? The arguments you are using are sensible and
logical. After all, it is only a matter of business. You do
not know me and you do not know whether I have a con-
sclence or a heart. What reason have you to suspect that
I suffer terribly through what goes on around me? Who
cauld tell you of my repugnance and my sorrow? Were
you to have an intuition that I could be proud and disin-
terested ! Do not believe it. 1 am a Carvajan, that is to
say, 4 man who 18 avaricious and greedy. The bargain you
propose to me 18 a good one, there is' no doubt but that I
shall accept it. Always call my eagerness for gain into
question. That is the most prominent trait in my character
and the one about which You can never be mistaken®!” |

His features were all contracted and distorted by the
violence of his feelings, But Mademoigelle dc Clairefont
only shook her head.

“And that is just what I do not believe,” she said vesy
quietly. “I am sure that you are good and kind-hearted,
and that with you tears and prayers would help us a
hundred times more than the most brilliant promises.. And
so, in exchange for what you are going to do for us, I shall
. only offer you my sincere gratitude, and from you I shall
agk for no more binding promise than that you will make
by laying your hand in mine—will you dosot”

The little hand, which had brought down the whip with
s0 cutting a swish through the air on the Couvrechamps
road, was now held out open and inviting. To touch those
slender, taper fingers was to make himself a slave. To

devote himself to Antoinette was to declare himself Car-
vajan’s opponent. But so Pascal decided to do at once.
Had he not been ready so to do ever gince his return to La

_ «Neuville?
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Antoinette was yielding. He saw that she was constrained
by & bard necessity to do violence to her pride—-almost to
her modesty. He pitied her and tried to shorten her trial.
He took the hand she held out, with tender respect, barely
pressed it in his own, then said :

“Let me reassure you, mademoigelle. No harm shall
reach you, either through your affections or your fortune.
That I promise you upon my honour.”

In the shock of her joy, Antoinette could not find one
word to say in reply, and the promise sounded =o solemn
In the silence of Carvajan’s gloomy office, that Pascal him-
self was awed.

“But remember, sir,” she said at last, “that I do
not ask“you to do anything in our interests that could
possibly injure your own.”

““ Nothing could do me more harm,” he replied, * than to
assoclate myself, cven indirectly, with a work of which my
conscience disapproves.”

Mademoiselle de Clairefont nodded her head in appro-
bation and a strange light gleamed in her eyes, When she
next spoke, her voice sounded more siiky, more engaging—
almost like the tones of affection.

“All the same,” she returned, *I shall look upon your
generous promise a8 one that only binds you to us to a limit
that you alone must fix.”

Then, as if she feared lest this last expression of her pride
should wound the young man again, she added

“ But whatever else may be the result of this interview, be
sure that it has taught me to regard you with lasting esteem
and the sincerest gratitude,”

Again she stretched out her hand to him, and, this fime, .
he did not fear to take it and press it, as if the contact of
the soft, warm flesh attached him to Antoinette still more

ocnmnileatol o
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Mademoiselle de Clairefont had reached. the other end of the
Rue du Marché before Pascal left the door-step and gave up
trying to see her still.

He turned slowly into the house again, went upstalirg and
shut himself up in his room, wherehe stayed until seven o’clock,
at which hour Carvajan returned from Lisors, famished after
his seven hours’ drive. The banker went straight into the
dining-room, shouting for dinner to be served, and there
Pascal joined him, The mayor was in a very good humour,
and entered into an animated account of the affair he had
been looking into that day and which promised to turn
out very profitably.

“See, my boy, it's a distillery on the banks of the Lieure,
which forms an excellent motive power. The good people
who started 1t are not rich enough to go through with it,
and they have nearly rcached the cend of their tether—it
wants a great deal of capital to carry on an affair of that
kind. Well, these innocents have annual contracts with
the Northern growers to supply them with beetroots, and
they sell the refuse pulp to the farmers in the neighbour-
hood instead of using it to feed some cows themselves,
Why they could cover the original cost of the beetroot by
what they could get by the milk ! But it wanted Carvajan
to,show them that. Dumontier and 1 are going to lend
them a hundred and fifty thousand francs on a first mort-
gage. Lisors is not very far off and every now and then I
shall run over to see how they are doing. There, I've made
a good dinner, but [ had done a good day’s work before it.
And you, my dear fellow, what have you been doing with
yourself §”

Pascal’s heart beat fast. Should he tell his father boldly
what had happened, or shouid he prepare him for such news
by carcfully leading up toit? He dared not tell him yet, so
" he replied evasively :

FLE ' T Y g - ok
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Carvajan pricked up his ears. He noticed a strange ring
in his son's voice, and on looking at him attentively, he
found he looked slightly embarrassed.

“Well, let us go and have a cigar in my office,” he said,
rising from the table.

They went into the large, dark room which was only
lighted by & lamp placed on the banker’s desk, and, with a
thrill of delight, Pascal detected a faint perfume in the
atmosphere—the subtle trace which Antoinette had left of her
visit to the enemy’s abode. Carvajan’s sense of smell was
as acute as that of a savage. He inhaled the air vigorously,
but he did not utter a word, only strode up and down the
room as he was in the habit of deing. The suspicions he
had formed about his son seemed to be receiving confirma-
tion and he felt vaguely uneasy. Could Pasecal be conniving
~with the Clairefonts, he wondered? But if so how and by
whom were they connected with each other? Absorbed in the
&tudy of this problem, he was paciug up and down between
the window and the desk, when suddenly he canght sight of

a plece of black net on the old mahogany console-table
which finished off the pier-glass by the window. Mechani-
cally be went and looked at it, then, recognising in it a
woman’s veil, seized it with an exclamation,

““ Who left this here?” he cried. *“ Who has been here
in my absence?! Saerddie/ 1 thought I noticed an odour
that ought not to be in a bachelor’s room when I came in 1V
He thrust the veil into Pascal's face. “You ought to know
all about it, you who have not been out all day,” he went
on. ¢ This does not belong to any of the La Neuville ladies
—-thank heﬁven, they don’t hide their faces! Hag—"

But the supposition was so improbable that he dared not
put it into words. He stood in suspense, twisting the piece
of black gauze, which was impregnated with a delicate odour
of violets, in his outstretched hands, while his mouth worked

S I
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Pascal closed his eyes to shut out the sight.of his father
who 9looked simply horrible, and summening all his resolu-
tion to his aid :

“ Do not puzzle yourself about it,” he said, * Mademoiselle
de Clairefont has been here.”

“ Ha, ha,” sncered Carvajan. “ They must be in a fix up
on the hill there, for the haughty Antoinette to have made
up her mind to come down here. And did you see hert”

“ Yes, father.”

‘* What did she want?”

“ To intercede for her family with you.”

« Intercede 1 Indeed ! She’s become very humble all of a
gudden!” Then, with sternness in voice atd look he asked :
“ And why did you not tell me of it as soon as 1 came int?

‘ Because I hoped I might, by gaining a little tlme, dis-
pose you to regard the matter in a favourable light.”

The two men gazed at each other in silence. Then
Carvajan burst out:

« Oh, you hoped that, did you? Indeed ! Do you thifik
I am a ball to go whither I am rolled? Am 1 a man to
change my mind for the sake of a caprice, to give up my
projects for a little whimpering and whining? 1 suppose
the beauty tried to get round you with wheedling phrases,
and to soften you with tearful looks? Ah, she knows how to
ply her woman’s trade, and she can be as honeyed as anyone,
She gave us a specimen, the evening of the féte when her
stuck-up fiancé refused to dance opposite you! You should
beware of such people. As far as words are concerncd,
they promise you heaven and earth, but when it comes to
actions, you may go to the devil! Oh, I know them—and
well too, I've seen so much of them. What theyre best
up in is the art of lying. The girl coaxed and wheedled
3-::}11 enﬂugh I've no doubt, while she was here, but before
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Pascal made no answer. He had vowed not to be moved
by sarcasm or threat. Could he pay too high a price for
the realisation of the promises he had made to Antoinette ?

Carvajan had resumed his walk up and down the room.
He was thinking deeply, and his face was very grave.
Suddenly he stopped, and glancing at his son :

“But she did something else besides sigh, I suppose ?
She probably talked a little. What did she say? What
proposition did she make? When people ask for peace,
they know it can only be granted on certain conditions.
Let us leave the sentimental side of the question and con-
sider the practical. First of all, what does she want 1”

“For you to save her brother and spare her father.”

“In otber words that I shall prove beyond a doubt that
young Olairefont is spotless and innocent as a dove, and
that, holding the old one, as 1 do, in the hollow of my
‘hand, I let him go free and unhurt. Quite enough, upon Imy
word ! And what does she offer me in exchange? Her
e¥erlasting gratitude, I suppose 3"

* Mademotselle de Clairefont made no conditions.”

“* And who then is to fix them, sacrédi¢  ” cried Carvajan,
his tanned face turning a sombre red.

“ Yourself, father,” replied Pascal, coldly. “ Are you not
the master?”

Carvajan leant his back against the mantelpiece.

““1 am the master, that’s true,” he said with mock frank-
ness. “ But the position iz somewhat embarrassing, and two
heads are better than one. What would you do, if you
were me }”

“I have always let you see what I should do, fatler.
Ever since I have been back I have been advising and
entreating you to be reconciled. When I returned the

Clairefonts’ position was not nearly so serious as it is HOW,
and 1t was anlaly 3in A r awn b nvned ok T oo 1o o4
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lower you in the opinion of many. I wanted you to ocoupy
yourfelf with thoughts and projects worthy of the high =
position to which you had attained. You were the strongest
—it was for you to display generosity, That was the
language I used when those you considered your enemies
were still able to offer some resistance. But what ought T
to say to you now they are vanquished and in despair, now -
that they ask for mercy ? I no longer offer you advice—it
i an entreaty that I address to you. Be kind—do not
strike those who are down. Turn aside your anger from
these Clairefonts who have almost ceased to exist. Do not
destroy the son, whose real and only crime is the name he
bears, and leave the father to die in peace on his curtailed
and impoverished estate.” .

““ The son ! ” eried Carvajan angrily.  * Do you forget how
he insulted you before the whole town T The fathert- Do you
not know that only yesterday morning hie tried to kill me 1
They are down, you say ! Then what would they do if they
were up? You do not know them—they are Ecmmdreﬂy
rogues ! ” |

Then cooling down again, he thrust his hands into his

pockets, adding :
““ In short, my boy, it’s all very pretty, what }Dll are say-

ing, but they owe me nearly four hundred thousand francs.”

“'The estate is worth double.”

“It would be a bad look-out for me if it wasn’t!” H

¢“ Father,” rcsumed Pascal, his voice shaking with the
emotion he felt, ¢ do not deprive me of all hope of persuad-
ing you. Do this one thing for me, and I shall be grateful
to you as long as I live. Ask of me what you will in ex-
change—1I consent to anything in advance. I will be your
servant, I will make your interests mine, I will do all to
further vour ambition. Mv time. myv talents—all shall be
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Carvajan crossed over to his son, and with scathing 11'01157
“4n his toues said :

“Why what reward have you been promised, if you
~succeed 7

‘““Father | ” exclaimed the younger man.

‘“ Are you my son, or the Clairefonts’ business-manager 17

“Is 1t not always the desire of a son to see his father’s
name honoured and respected ?”

‘“ Honour! Respect! Those words sound well from your
lips, Come, sir, the honourable man, say out boldly
what you mean-—have the courage of your treachery. Do
. you think I have yet to discover the presence of an enemy
in my own house? You imagine you can deceive me, but
you hawe yet something to learn before you will do that.
Fool, to be carried away by a woman's words, and to try
and dupe your father! Speak, plead, sigh for her, if you
like—youll see how she’ll reward you. Ah, I wanted to
kpow exactly how things stood, and I have found out now.
You have been billing and cooing with the beautiful
Antoinette and she has made you her slave, Go to her,
sbe’ll teach you the meaning of honour and respect !”

‘“ Father!”

““Dare to tell me she has not bewitched you! Dare to
deny that you love her !”

Pascal, who had hitherto bent beneath his father’s anger,
drew himseif up and raised a face glowing with passion :

“Then, yes, 1 do love her! And my love will be the
®curse of my life, since I find mysélf placed between you,
whom I find implacable, and her, whom I would have every
man hold sacred. Have pity on me! All the blows you
are going to deal, will fall on my heart. It was fate which
brought it all about. T did not seck out Mademoiselle de
Clairefont—I met her without even knowing who she was,

%
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her. «I do not know either her father or her brother. 1 am
thinking of no one but her—only her ! You cannot hate
her—she has never done you any harm. Father, you too
have loved and suffered. In the name of the past, be
generous to-day—do not make your son as unhappy as you
have been yourself.”

“You are wrong to call up the past,” returned Carvajan,
“for the memory of it makes me pitiless. Give up your
love—it is not quite so old as my hatred! As long asl
can remember, my hatred has glowed within my heart. It
iy that which has given me the énergy to attain the position
[ now hold. Everything I have done in life has been to
ensure its trinmph, and, now, just as my goal is reached,
you come and ask me-—merely from a caprice, and because
you fancy yourself in love—to give up the reward to which
I have so long and so eagerly looked forward. What utter
absurdity ! You are nothing but a short-sighted, timid
child. You do not even know how to guide your own steps.
Let me manage your affairs at the same tune as my own,
and I will get more for you than you can even wish. You
almost accuse me of being a bad father—I will prove my
affection. Do you want this girl you love? Then I will
give her to you. You shall see how pliable and gentle she
‘will be. Her pride! Ha, ha! I have an infallible means
of bringing down young ladies who think too much of
themselves. Trust to me. Follow my advice, don’t meddle,
only look on, and your princess is yours !” .

“ Never!” cried Pascal furiously. ‘I should die of shame
befove her 1”

“ Ah%” said Carvajan. ‘I think I have displayed a good
deal of patience so far, but you are beginning to exasperate
me, I will put up with your whim, but only on the con-
dition that it doesn’t last much longer. There is no power
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myself to turn the marquis out of his chiteau;, awd to
establish myself there in his stead.”

“And I, father, I swore to myself just now that you
should not do so | ”

“Oh, indeed, you sworc that, did you?” said Carvajan
with horrible calmness. ‘* Well, then, you will learn to
your cost that you should never take a rash oath., Within
a fortnight, do you hear, the Clairefont estate will be put
up to auction, and the marquis will be out on the highway a
beggar.”

“ No, father, he will not, for to-morrow you will be paid.”

“You don’t say so!” sneered the banker. * And with
whose money $” |

“ With mine!”

If the house had fallen about his ears, it would not have
produced so startling an effect upon the banker.

““Have you thought well over what you have just said ?”
he stammered.

“ Yes, father, as have you of what you intend to do.”

“ You will thwart my schemesg?”

““I will hesitate at nothing to prevent a base robbery !”

“ Whence have you drawn the audacity to speak to me in
such a way %"

“From the horror with which your deeds inspire me.”

At these words, Carvajan strode forward threatening and
terrible. He seemed to grow taller, and his face was con-
vulsed with a savage fury. As he stood, his fingers hooked
like talons, his face black and scowling, his yellow eyes
gleaming like gold, he might have been taken for the Spirit
of KEvil himself.

‘““Ah, is that s0?” he cried. “ And you threaten and
ingult me! Well then, those whom you wish to defend, I
will pitilessly pursue. 8o they thought thev were doine a
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what I am capable of when I am braved! What a noble
protector they have got hold of, to be sure! You are very
bold to dare to stand up against your father, but I've
mastered stronger men than you, my boy, before now, and
you'll feel the weight of Carvajan’s tist before you've done !
Idiot, to believe all that these Clairefonts have promised
wyou! Cauv’t you see that they're hypocrites, that they are
only making a cat’s-paw of you, that this girl is but a bait !
No, you take it all in! And she docs not stint her favours
—ask her officer if she does, But she can only disdamn you
~—vyou, a man of no birth, your father's son, a fellow who
hasn’t a de before his name. When you’ve pulled the chest-
nuts out of the fire for them, they’ll turn you off like a
lackey !  Why won’t you see things in the right light?
Come, Pascal, my boy, I can have no object in deceiving you
—1I am frank and sincere. You are running your neck into a
noose. You will have failed in your duties as a son, you
will have thrown aside your father and in the end you aill
find yourself left in the lurch. Are you listening to me—
eh? Why don’t you answer me? You stand there with
your eyes fixed—do youn hear what I say ¢ Come, say some-
tbing—you haven't lost your tongue. Promise me to reflect
-—don’t go giving away thousands and thousands of francs
Itke that. Sacrédié/ Money’sdifficult enongh to make, and it
wouldn’t take them long to squander yours. Pascal- -
Pascal—"

He went to the young man, put his arms round him,
pressed him to his breast, caressed him, speaking affection-
ately to him, varying his intonations, eager to gain him
over. But he found him cold and deaf and dumb, en-
cased in an impeunetrable armour of determination. Then,
foaming with rage, Carvajan cried :

“Qut of here, you vagabond! I turn you out of my
house! A scoundrel who sells his father—who murders his
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Clairefonts in the gutter, 1 shall die—I have lived but for
the hour when they would lie conquered and cruslle(f, be-
neath my heel! And you deprive me of this happiness for
which I have waited so lgng! Go! Go; I say, or I shall do
you some injury ! "

““ Father ! ” entreated Pascal.

“I forbid you to call me father! How do I know that I
_am your father to begin with? T doubt it when I see your
behaviour.”

The young man stood dumb with horror at this fury which
recoiled before no threat, no blasphemy. Then, with
a gesture of despair, he turned towards the door. His
father reached it as soon as he did and ready to make one
laat effor§ :

“ Pascal,” he said, and his eyes stared wildly though his
brain was perfectly clear, ‘‘at least let us meet each other
half-way, Do not pay, and I will leave them at peace.”

o No, father, I have no longer any confidence in you.
You would deceive me.”

Carvajan’s grey hair stood upright on his head. He
would have struck his son-—his arm fell nerveless to hig side.
He tried to shout, to insult him, but he could only stammer ;
. “If your mother were here, she wonld curse you !”

‘““No, father, I am sure she would not,” answered the
young man, proudly raising his head.

And, leaving the old man mad with helpless rage, he went
out of the room.
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CHAPTER X.

Tue next day, the inhabitants of La Neuville learnt, with
almost equal surprise and satisfaction, that the quarrel
between Clairefont and Carvajan had taken a fresh turn,
thanks to the rupture between the mayor and his son.
Fleury, Tondeur and Dumontier had been seen hastening,
early that morning, to the Rue du Marché, and after a long
time spent in the banker’s house, they had come, out ex-
citedly talking and gesticulating, while Pascal had tempor-
arily installed himself at the house of Maitre Malézeau, who*
boldly burnt his ships and declared himself on the gide of
the Clairefont family. .
What a godsend for the little town whose dull, even,
monotonous existence was thus enlivened by the most
violent emotions! Tongues wagged at a tremendous rate
and the tales that were told assumed proportions at once
startling and laughable. .
_ The Dumontiers had told the Leglorieux that Pascal,
‘nfatuated with Antoinette de Clairefont, had dared to set
up his will against his father’s, and this confidence, embel-
lished by the Leglorieux with some skilful adornments of
their own, was being turned into a statement that was
simply slanderous. The current report was, that Pascal had
been surprised with the young lady from the chiteau and
had been at once turned out of the house by his angry and
indignant father. And, it was added, it had been necessary
to almost tear Carvajan from the hands of his gon who was
trying to strangle him. Would one ever have dreamed of

-
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always seemed so gentlemanly! Ah, things were going
from bad to worse; when they—the speakers—were ycung
such things would never have happeried! But fhe punish-
ment would be an exemplary one and these intriguing
Clairefonts would gain nothing by having fomented the
discord, for the mayor, who had hitherto shown them some
consideration, was now determined to make an end of them,
He knew something which would prove conclusively the
young count’s guilt, and he would reveal it, and the sentence
was sure to be penal servitude for life at the very least—the
judges were too faint-hearted for there to be much hope of
a sentence of death—and the very day of the trial, the Claire-
fout estate would be put up to auction and knocked down
to Carvajan, |

Another account, quite as inexact but in Pascal’s favour,
had been circulated by the partisans of the chiateau. Ab,
they said, the mayor was in a pretty fix and he would pro-
bably be turned out of office, for, through others, he had
leht money at the rate of fifty per cent to that poor inno-
cent old marquis, And besides that, he knew the true
murderer of Rose Chassevent and had sent him out of the
country to keep him out of the hands of the law and to
ruin more surely the unfortunate Robert, who was as inno-
cent a8 a new-born babe, my friends, Pascal had discovered
all, and in his indignation he had tried to make his
father come to terms with the marquis and denounce the
man who was really guilty. But Carvajaun had refused ;
and then his son had left him, saying that he would defend
Robert de Clairefont, at his trial, himself, and also find
means to prevent the sale of the estate.

In less than two days, La Neuville assumed a new aspect
altogether. It was no longer the quiet, sleepy, little town
whose inhabitants dawdled over pleasures and business alike
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. empty and deserted, were filled from morning till night
with Ehatteging, curious idlers who went from door to door
cathering the news, and arguing and fighting, these for the
mayor, those for the marquis., And--a .thing that had not
been done within the memory of man-—bets were actually
laid on the result of the struggle.

The women declared themselves for the marquis. Paseal
had won over to his side all the sygpathies of sensitive
hearts. He loved! Could anything be more interesting ?

The men, more practical and stolid, and knowing from
experience the mayor’s terrible power, shook their heads
and augured ill for the result for Monsieur de Clairefont
and his son, “It's no good resisting Carvajan,” they
whigpered to each other; “he’s capable of anything when
his ititerests are at stalke. And this time his pride is in
question as well. Pascal i3 a good, honest fellow, but he'll
be broken like a reed. Why the devil does he interfere for
the sake of people who are nothing to him? Love blazes
and goes out like burning straw. If he’d gone away for five
or six weeks, he’d have forgotten all about the beautiful
Antoinette, and he wounld not have fallen out with his
father.”

The loafers hung round the house in the Rue du Marché
in the hope of learning some fresh details. But the dreary-
locking house was silent and still ; not a fold of a curtain
stirred ; the door was kept closed, while Carvajan remained
shut up in his own room, and did not show his gloomy face
outside,

Never had human heart been gnawed by more awful
anger. Since his son’s departure, the tyrant of La Neuville
had neither eaten nor slept. He passed day and night
furiously pacing up and down his office, finding a vent for
the violence with which he was overflowing in this ceaseless
movement. Malézeau had conveyed the intelligence to him
that his account was settled and had placed to his credit
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the capital, with the interest and sums incrured in vavious
law expenses, which the Marquis de Clairefont had owed him.

And 8o it was finished, and the patient work of thirty
years was annihilated in a moment. The clerk who brought
the attorney’s letter had fled, terrified at the explosion of
one of those vulgar fits of passion in which coarse words fell
from the lips of Géitelier's ex-shopman like filth overflowing
a gutter, The sermant, hearing a terrible noise in her
master’s office, was afraid lest he should have a fit of apo-
plexy and had ventured to slightly open the door. She saw
Carvajan haggard and foaming, striking at the furniture with
clenched fists while he swore the most horrible oaths., He
caught sight of the maid and rushed upon her, yelling :

“ Do gyou dare to spy upon me! Go, you idiot, or I shall
kill you!”

Trembling like a leaf, the girl had taken refuge in the
kitchen, and, that very evening, related the incident to the
gpssips in the market-place,.

. “Holy Virgin! what a man! e was half mad! The
way he ground his teeth! I got away just as fast as I
could. There, I wouldn't stand in his enemies’ shoes for
something.”

But in spite of these prognostics the occupants of Claire-
font were comparatively tranquil. There was an improve-
ment in the state of the marquais, and, strong in the assur-
ances she had received from Pascal, hope had again sprung
up in Antoinette’s breast. She had frankly told Croix-
Mesnil what she had done, and her former flancd was much
troubled by this unlooked-for interference from Carvajan’s
son. By an intuition peculiar to lovers, he suspected a
mystery and guessed a danger. What sovereign influence,
save the young girl’s beauty, could have made an ally of
this enemy of vesterday? 'Therefore the joy the baron
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heart the desire of seeing his friends triumph almost stifled
the jeglousy with which he already regarded Pascal.

At last—on the day following the rupture between Car-
vajan and his son—Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, urged
homewards by the anxiety the news of her brother-in-law’s
illness caused her, returned from Rouen, worn and thin with
care, but with a redder face than ever. Malézean brought
the old maid from the station in his pony chaise, so they
had plenty of time to talk going up the hill to Clairefont,
and when Aunt Isabella saw the printed bills Papillon had
stuck on the stone pillars of the principal entrance, she
jumped down and tearing off the degrading placards ran
excitedly into the chateau clutching them in her hands,

‘“ Here's something to make my curl papers of !” she
cried when she reached the drawing-room, wavi;:lg the
papers trinmphantly over her head.

They had to soothe and quiet her. The excitement of
the journey, the pleasure of finding herself once more at
Clairefont, the news given her by Malézeau, had made her
beside herself. Then, when it was pointed out to her, that ~
though improved, the situation was by no means satisfactory,
she fell from the height of joy to the deepest despair. She
spoke of Robert, whom she had not been able to see, gave a
vivid description of the horrible prison in which he was
incarcerated and wound up by bursting into tears. The
lawyer had to assure her that she would shortly have certain
news of her nephew through Pascal. As soon as he was
formally committed for trial the defender could communi-
cate with his client, and Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice
would herself be admitted to see him. It seemed a long
time to wait, but there was the hope of obtaining a good
result in the end, for the name alone of Carvajan was worth
ten times more to Robert than the every-day skill of a Paris

. barrister.
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remembered his success when he was only a beginner, and
now improved by study, with the experience of years, leated
by the zeal with which he undertook to sustain the count’s
cause, he would be a formidable—one hardly dared say a
victorious-—opponent for the public minister,

“I always thought that this Pascal was an honest lad,”
cried Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice in her loud voice.
““Ah! if he will only ‘gwe me back my poor Robert he can
ask me what he likes in return. Yes, whatever it may be,
I will give it him.”

A faint smile passed over Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil’s
face,

‘“Don’t tell us that too often, mademoiselle. Who knows
to what_his ambition might aspire 1”

“It could not aspire too high after such a service,” re-
plied Aunt Isabella, warmly. “ The honour and the liberty
of a Clairefont are worth all we possess. Are they not,
Antoinette § ”

" Yes, aunt,” replied the young girl coldly.

She rose to put an end to the conversation, and taking
Malézean on to the terrace, asked him many guestions as to
the happy means by which he had managed to stop Car-
vajan’s persecution.

The lawyer asserted that he had found a man ready to
lend the money under very advantageous conditions. In-
dustrial and commercial undertakings being speculative, -
capitalists sought safe investments. By entirely paying off
the old debt, they had been enabled to give the new creditor
a mortgage on the property as security, and as long as they
could pay an interest of five per cent they would henceforth
be left In peace. Assoon as the trial was over, the Great
Marl-Pit could be set going again, with an engineer who
understood his work as the manager. And, if the marquis

- N kI
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give up being a man of genius, and content himself with
being merely the head of his family. Antoinette listened
to Maitre Malézcau with much emotion, and the tears stood
in her eyes as she pressed his hand. They walked for a
moment in silence, then she said :

“I] do not know how to express my gratitude. All the
good fortune that has come to us, we owe to you. Your
faithful friendship first dared to Et&ng?_:up against our per-
secutor, and, thanks to it, we have ‘obtained Monsieur
Pascal’s providential assistance. It is your friendship also
which is putting an end to the financial embarrasgments
which added so cruelly to the horrors of our position.
Every day of my life I shall pray for you.”

Malézeau’s eyves twinkled and blinked behind hig spec-
tacles, the glasses of which became dim and blurred, like
window-panes 1n rain,

¢ Mademoiselle—you overwhelm me. Mademoiselle, you
are thanking me too much for the little I have done, made,,
moiselle. 1t is to another all the praise should be given,
mademoigelle.”

Then fearing to have said too much, he cast a terrified
glance at his companion and said no more.

“ As for my father,” resumed Mademcisclle de Clairefont,
“I am sorry to say I am sure he will never have the health
nor the desire to take up his former occupations again, It
seems as though the spring of his mind hag been broken by
these violent shocks. He is regaining his strength, he
talks, he listens, he remembers, but he has neither energy
nor will. He is a gentle smiling child, as you will find ;
but Dr. Margueron assures us that he may live a long while
thus.”

They continued their walk, Antoinette absently tracing
lines with the end of her sunshade on the path. She longed

* to speak of Pascal to Malezean, and to hear a clearer account
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with the young man. She was uneasy, agitated, and for
the first time in her life her conscience troubled her. Was
it not she who had lighted the torch of war between the
father and son? Was it not by speculating on Pascal’s
gencrous sentiments that she had constrained him to break
with Carvajan? True, there was an inward voice whicl
said : “What does it matter to you? Poor lamb, leave
these two wolves to_devour each other, They are of the
same race, the same blood—is not ihis combat between
your enemies the just revenge of all you have had to
suffer ?”

Bat Antoinette knew well that Pascal was not an enemy.
He was her slave, he belonged to Ler unreservedly, and it
Was to obey her, to please her, for her sake only that he
had deserted his father's faction, and was preparing to fight
against it. She was therefore responsible for what had
happened, and all the harm which might come to Pascal,

nall the injury he might have to suffer, would come to him
through her. And from that very fact there was a tacit

bond between her and the young man, and the thought
hurt her pride,

“Papa has already asked to see Monsieur Pasca 7 she
sald ; “when will he come1”

“1 cannot tell you, mademoisclle. The lad has a strange
nature, mademoiselle; he is very retiring~—Madame Malézeau
has not yet succeeded in persuading him to take his meals
with us as long as he remains at our house. He is afraid of
giving any trouble, and he likes to be alone. Unless I am
very much mistaken, you will not see him until there is
urgent need for him to present himself at the chiteau,”

Antoinette breathed a sigh of relief. She had feared lLe
would encroach, and she found on the contrary that she
would probably have to go in search of her defender. His
reserve pleased her, and she felt more free. :
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Pascal had passed the last two days in a state of utter de-
jection. He hated life and all its infamy, and, giving way
to his gloomy misanthropy, he left his shutters closed and
spent his time smoking, stretched on a couch in the semi-
obscurity. His mind was filled with bitter thoughts.
Surely he had been marked at his birth with a fatal Bign
which doomed him to misfortune. His whole past was fuil
of sorrow, his present was showering ¢ruel trials upon him,
and his futare held no hope, What was he doing in the
world ¥ Execrated and cursed by his father, tolerated by
the woman he loved as a mercenary, to be treated with con-
tempt when the victory was won, would it not be better to
vanish ?

What was the anguish of the last hour compared to the
torture he was enduring ?  After the short transit from life
to death would come calm sweet repose, sleep with one de-
lictous dream in which would shine Antoinette’s maidenly
face. There he would see only affectionate smiles upon her
lips, for all hatred would have died away, and she would be
able to know his heart. She would see how tenderly he
had adored her, and, appeased at last, she would accept him
as her eternal betrothed,

In the silence and shadow of the room, Pascal, suffering
ant nerveless, sighed and wept. Then he turned upon
himself, accusing himself of cowardice. What! To think
of giving up the combat when the woman he loved was de-
pending upon him? To leave her alone and exposed to
every vengeancet To leave Robert, whom he believed to
be innocent, to the chance of the jury’s uprightness? No,
he could not. He must first accomplish his task, first per-
form his duty, and then, having left by means of the service
he had rendered, an ineffaceable impression upon the heart
he longed to fill with himself alone, he would disappear—

I . B . T g L I k] LR -



THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY. i 303

quietly commenced to make inquiries concerning the facts
which were going to place the Count de Clairefont in the
dock. At the very beginning, he stumbled upon a similar ex-
pedition which was being conducted by his father’s emissaries
in the endeavour to gather proofs of guilt, where he, Pageal,
was searching for signs of innocence, The forces of attack
and of defence were already taking their precautions, tracing
the lines of their bleckade, and deciding where to lay their
mines. These presages of warfare restored Pascal entirely
to himself. He drooped and pined in inactivity-—face to
face with difficulty and danger, all his strength returned to
him. After having to battle and counterfoil the craft of
South Americans, he was surely capable of overcoming
these canning natives of Normandy.

He was soon convinced that the prosecution had not eon-
fined itself to collecting the evidence which could so easily
be raised against Robert, but had conscientiously followed
other and various clues. Several persons had been sus-
pected and examined. A strolling tinker, whose presence
had been noticed at Couvrechamps the night of the 25th
had got off, thanks to an indisputable alits. Roussot, who
had passed part of the evening with Rose, had been ques-
tioned, but no information could be drawn from the shep-
herd. He had presented himself, looking thin and worn,
and with his face distorted in a horrible way, which gave
an expression at once laughing and stupid to his features.
It was only by means of threats that he could be made to
speak at all, and then he had uttered inarticulate yells,
which sounded more like a wild beast than a human being.
The farmer from La Saucelle, who happened to be present
at the examination, interceded on behalf of the idiot, giving
him the best of characters, :

“With the exception of not speaking or hearing

very well, which is not always a thing to be regretted,” he
ﬂﬂjd awith +hno alo reteomnlilced ~F o o a1 e -
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vant. He understands all about sheep, and he never goes
to the wine-shop. He was very fond of Rose, and so he had
need be, for she half brought him up ; she was always kind
to him, and he used to follow her like a dog. Rather than
do her any harm, be would have defended her to the death,
that he would ! Besides, he came home about two o'clock
that night, or it may have been a quarter past. My wile
heard him open the door of the sheepfold, and she said to
me : *Hark! There’s Roussot coming in!’”

At this Roussot began to tremble, his face turned livid,
he. gave a plaintive howl, like that of a dog baying at the
moon, and throwing his arms above his head, he fell into
terrible convulsions.

“ There, you see,” said the farmer. © It would Jkill him
if he were worried much—he isn’'t guite right in his head.
But he’d never hurt a fly, you may take my word for
it.” | '

How obtain a deposition from a being not in his right
mind, and even if it were obtained, how much dependence
was there to be placed on it? And so the shepherd was
left 1n peace.

As he walked by the Great Marl-Pit to learn theé exact
nature of the surrounding land, Pascal met Roussot, and
was struck by the change in his appearance. The shep-
herd’s eyes were dull and lustreless, his mouth contorted.
He who used to be so alert and quick to resent a stranger’s
presence now remained seated or lying on the heath, no
longer greeting passers-by with his growls and gambols.
Pascal even went up to him, and he made no movement—
the black dog vainly barked to warn his master, the latter
did not stir.” He seemed to be dreaming wide awake, his
eyes were fixed as if on some vision, and the tears ran down
his cheeks. Pascal uttered the name of Rose. The idiot
quivered, but was not aroused from his strange ecstasy,
What a difference between this dejected torpor and the
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lwaly a.rdnur which had animated him the first time Pa.scal
gaw him !

It was the day following his—Pascal’s—return to La
Neuville, on that exquisite summer morning when he had
first stood in the presence of the marquis’s daughter. Rous-
80t and Rose were laughing then as they played together
amongst the reeds on the edge of the pond, and the girl was
almost as strong as the shepherd,

How free and careless was Pascal then, as he followed his
beantiful companion along the Couvrechamps roadt The
alr wasg filled with sweet scents, the bright green of the trees
almost blinded his eyes, the earth rebounded elastic beneath
his tread. It was one of. those moments when the body is
surrounyded by a purer atmosphere, when the mind feels
more active and more powerful, when the whole being seems
to dilate and expand like a plant under the warm kisses of
the sun. Another instant, and what a change! It had
only needed for Antoinette to utter her name and for him -
to reply with his, and the sky had seemed to grow dark,
the bright landscape grey and dull, and the earth had shud-
dered as under an icy wind. The youngsman had felt
his heart grow heavy in his breast. It seemed as though this
picture, hirst 80 sunny then 8o gloomy, was to represent his own
history, commenced with joy only to be concluded in sorrow,

Ho left Roussot and went down the hill to Pourtois’s inn
a8 he had done the day he had met Antoinette, and pushed
open the tavern door. As before, the room was in cool
darkness, and it was with difficulty that the young man dis-
tinguished its occupants. Fleury and Tondeur were no
longer there playing dominoes, but Chassevent was seated at
a table with a look of besotted stupidity on his face drink-
ing brandy, while dried-up little Madame Pourtoiz was
silently knitting behind her counter. The vagabond did
not stir, but the inn-keeper's wife turned pale, and hurried -
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‘ Ah, Monsieur Carvajan, is it really you! What may I
serve you't” |

“ Nothing, Is not your husband in §”

““ You wished to speak to him 1" asked the woman, suspi-
ciously. * Poor fellow, he has been very ill the last few
days. Monsieur Margueron says he has had a ‘shock to the
gystem,” He is in bed and not allowed to speak or to see
anyone-—it i8 since the accident, you<know. A man who
lives the quietest life and suddenly to be obliged to carry
home a corpse ! It was a dreadful shock to him.”

Chassevent, who had been leaning forward over his glass,
now seemed to revive.

“Is it true, Monsteur Carvajan,” he asked, gloomily,
“ that you are going to defend the murderer$” -

“ 1t is quite true,” answered Pascal,

““ What grudge do you bear to poor folk to try and make
them more miserable than they are? Now my sweet little
girl ig dead, how am I to make enough to live on at my age?
She fed me, she mended my clothes, she nursed me if I was
ill-—ah, she was indeed a dear, pretty, good child! When
I lost her, I lost all. And you want to prevent me getting
some money and that searamouch having his he&d cut off as
well?  Is it worthy of a man like you who are s0 clever 37

Pascal tried to exasperate the old scoundrel a little, hop-
ing to make him eommit some imprudence.

“ If Monsieur de Clairefont is guilty of the crime, he will
be condemned,” he said, sternly.  But I am sure he is in-
nocent, and no one knows lt better than you do, unless lt I8
Pourtois, your companion.’

““ Innocent ! ¥ shouted Chassevent. ¢ Only let Pourtois
say so! Curse him, only let him say that he didn’t see the
same as [ did, and may the devil seize me if I don’t —"

Here Madame Pourtois skilfully interposed.
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““ Our house is certainly open to anyone who likes to come
in, but it’s for them to get food and drink in, not to ba.ndy
malicious words. The way you have left your father’s house
is little enough to your credit, without coming here to talk
nongense to us.”

The inn-keeper’s wife was growing very excited, her face
wore an expression of abominable wickedness, her little
snake-like eyes gleamed viciously, and her thin lips grim-
aced as if she longed to bite. She was going to continue
her speech, when a door at the other end of the room
opened, and Fleury appeared.

‘““ Ah, Mﬂnﬂieur Carvajan !” he cried. “1 was just coming
to see you.”

“It seems that your husband’s door is not closed to every-
one,” said Pascal, meaningly, to Madame Pourtois, who re-
sumed her seat behind the counter in silence.

““Come,” said the magistrate’s clerk. And without tak-
mg any further notice of Madame Pourtois or the old poacher,
be drew Pascal outside.

They happened to stand on the very spot where Fleury
had pointed to the terrace of Clairefont, and said trium-
phantly: “lt is all over with them now!” He remembered
the circumstance, and bending down his cloudy face, began :

‘“ Is & reconciliation impossible ! Are we to bo enemies ¢
Oh, if you bnf knew the harm you are doing your father !
He has aged ten years. You would be startled at the rav-
ages grief has made in his appearance. And to think that
you are the cause—" -

“I1%1” exclaimed Pascal, exasperated by such h}’pﬂﬁl‘i&}’.-

“T? You dare to accuge me 17
He drew a long breath as though to ease his palpltatmg
heart, then with a sudden outburst :

“ Do you suppose that I have forgotten your detestable
A el vy e 7 ITrvar T3l &2 v vvgemed A Y omns 442 T .1 & 01T
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you unveiled your projects, you explained your combinations,
you showed me every nook and crevice of your snares, and
because I said nothing you thought that I approved your
plang, and perhaps that I should even help to carry them
out! Was it not indeed an inwiting scheme? This admir-
able enterprise was directed against the fortune of a poor
old man incapable of defending himself—the sole aim was
to despoil and strip him. And all the machinery of loans
in the names of men who have no existence, of bills renewed
and discounted, of compound interest, was set in meh%
and I looked on at these abominations, already pordans
how I could prevent you achieving yourend. I gaid nuﬁ'lhg
for I was choking with disgust, and I was caught bebW&ﬂﬂ;
the horror with which your deeds inspired e gad the
shame of having to repudiate them. What I suffered yon
are not able to understand. I wept the bitterest tears that
have ever flowed from the eyes of man. I wished to go
away, to disappear, to place a great distance between mg
and this iniquity, and I was going, but by your infamy you
have forced me to remain. The fortune was not enough for
you—you must have also the honour of this unfortunate
family ! You have caught the son in one of your pitfallg,
you have accused him, given him up, erushed him to the
earth. And I—the spectator of your manceuvres—I have
been brought to see that if I went away and forsook him
I should become your accomplice. My conscience revolted
at the idea, and sickened by such ignominy, I have been
urged to enter into combat with him whose name I bear, as
the only way of putting a stop to it. Yes, it is Carvajan
versus Carvajan, as they say at the Palaig!”

Fleury had made no attempt to stem the tide of fiery
words, but when Pascal paused he said with a sneer:

“1 have been a fool—I ought to have held my tongue.
But I don’t mind bettmg that if Mademmselle Antmnette
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Pascal turned pale. He caught the other by the argp and
shook him roughly.

““1 forbid you to utter Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s name
before me,” he cried. ¢ The first use I shall make of the
independence I have regained will be to chastise rogues like
- you, if they permit themselves to indulge in familiarities I
think loathsome ! You had better remember that and also
. warn your comrades,®
' “There, there, don’t get so angry,” said Fleury, in
__,.__hﬂnemd tones. “1I am a peaceful man—I did not mean to
.vex,you-—my intention is always to conciliate. Come, will
~ybu “Yeave your father to his grief without taking a step
#owards him? Granted that he may have been hasty, but
didn’t you exasperate him? Cannot things be arranged 17

‘Pascal tried to be calm; he wanted to know what
cowardly meanness they dared to hope from him.

“ What do you mean by that?”

e Fleury wildly scratched his unkempt head.

“You are the master of the situation,” he replied, * and
therefore you should be moderate. Give up the Great Marl-
Pit to us.”

“ Restore Robert de Clairefont to liberty.” )

““You know very well that it 18 1wipossible to do so now.”

“Yes, 1t 15 always easler to do harm than to make repara-
tion for it.” |

““ Will you not consent to see Monsieur Carvajan againi”

“ What is the use1”

““You might come to some arrangement.”

‘“ Never, on the terms that you propose.”

“Will you present the sad spectacle of a son fighting
acalnst his father?” |

‘“ By preventing him from committing acts that I dis-
approve, I am defending the interests of his honour against
himseif.”
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“W.[y father has heard all I had to say to him. Now
there is nothing left for me but to-act.”

““You had better take care.’

“Oh, I know what I have to expect from your disap-
pmnted cupidity. You will not recoil before anything—ryou
will not hesitate to slander and to bribe. But for all that
the truth will come to light, and I ghall neglect no means
by which it may be brought to light.”.

With a gesture of anger, Fleury turned and faced Pascal :

“Is 1t to be peace or war? For the last time I hold out
my hand to you.”

Pascal stared at the clerk with withering contempt, a.nd
with a shrug of the shoulders replied :

“Why do you? T have nothing to put in it.”

And without another word, without once turning to look
back, he went on his way.

However, Fleury’s threats were not empty ones. Every
attempt was made to corrupt the witnesses with the mogt
shameless audacity. The Tubceufs, who lived at Couvre-
champs, received several visits from Tondeur, who inquired
about their needs and questioned them closely as to their
meeting with Robert and Rose as they were returning from
the fair, It was to the interest of Tubccuf, who was a
working mason, to be on good terms with Tondeur, and after
the timber-merchant’s visit he displayed a good deal of
animation and loguacity. Doctor Margueron was souunded
by Dumontier and Leglorieux. He had a grown-up daughter
and no fortune, and the two went as far as to hold out
hopes of a brilliant marriage. They did not ask him any-
thing, they left it all to his acuteness, but it was very clear
that the-condemnation of Monsienr de Clairefont would be
decidedly fto his advantage. The doctor had listened
attentively and said little, and his previous conviction of
Robert’s innocence was only sirengthened and confirmed by
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The stablemaan that the count had nearly killed a year
before,” had left the country, but he had been traced to
Mortagne whencehe was to be brought to give evidence.

" And thus the manceuvres of the adverse party were urged
on with the greatest activity. There wasalready a rumour
in the town that an eminent barrister, celebrated as the
possessor of the sharpest tongue at the Paris bar, was to
protect the interesty of Chassevent, who was bringing an
action for damages, and all these tales, related at Clairefont
by the Saint Andrés and the Tourettes, who stood up man-
fully for their friends, threw Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice
into agonies of fear. She wanted to see Pascal.

“ If we could only talk to him and know what are his
opinions and his hopes,” said the old maid. *The duty of a
lawyer i8 to reassure his clients first and next to gain his case,

What and who is this invisible barrister? The moral
influence of his name is all very well, but I shall not have
any confidence in him until I have heard him talk for an
four straight off without stopping.”

And Antoinette, giving way to her aunt’s persistence, wrote
to Maitre Malézeau asking him to bring Pascal to the chiteau.

It was one of the most agitated moments of his life when
Pascal stood with the attorney at the entrance gate of the
chiteau where the trace of the yellow bills could still be
seen on the stone pillars. It was near the clump of bushes
by the gate, that he had heard one evening, as he wandered
round the park, the deerhound growl at his vicinity and
Antoinette speak softly to soothe and quiet the dog. He
found himself in the hall without knowing how he had
crossed the court-yard; then a door opened, and he saw
Aunt Isabella, the marquis and Antoinette in the drawing-
room. A cloud floated before his eyes, there was a whirring
in his ears and it seemed to him that he was walking in the
midst of flames. Then he distingnished Malézeau’s voice,
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“ May I present Monsieur Pascal Carvajan to you, mar-
quis? Mademoiselle, Monsieur Pascal Carvajan.”

The marquis, looking pale and venerable, smiled and
waved his hand without rising, and said :

“He i3 very welcome,”

Pascal bowed and seated himself near the fireplace, on a
chair that Anfoinette drew forward for him. And the walls
did not fall and crush this Carvajan who entered Clairefont
a8 a guest—the old house geemed to be looking its best to
welcome a friend. 'The first quarter of an hour of this visit
Pascal passed in trying to regain possession of himself, to
clear his blurred sight, to quiet his palpitating heart, to
collect his disordered ideas. He forced himself to look
around him, ¢

The sun was streaming into the drawing-room with its
finely sculptured woodwork, glinting on the old silk stuffs
with whien the furniture was covered, and sparkling on
the Venetiun chandelier which huang from the ceiling
Baskets filled with flowers stood in the windows, and
opposite the fireplace was the piano draped with some
embroidered material. In a large, deep armchair sat the
marquis ~till smiling and talking with a thin expressionless
voice whicii sounded like a tiny bell. And around the old
man sat his daughter, with her faithful deerhound stretched
carelessly at her feet like a Sphinx, Aunt Isabella, as red as
the crater of an active volcano, and Malézeau.

Pascal looked anxiously for Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, but
could not see him. Perhaps he was in the chiteau, or
perhaps he had been compelled to return to Evreux to
resume hig military duties. Malézeau and Mademoiselle de
Saint Maurice were talking, while Antoinette, sad and
grave, listened abstractedly. Twice Pascal felt her eyes on
him, but he dared not look up. * Can it be possible 1” he
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repugnance after so much hatred and disdain? She has
already stretched out her hand to me, once, and now she
throws open the door of her house to me. 1 am near her, 1
see her, I inhale the perfume which emanates from her,
How have I won so much happiness, after so much sorrow 1”

But a shadow stole over his mind. Was it Pascal Car-
vajan who was being received as a guest, was it to Pascal
Carvajan that friemdly glances were cast and hands
affectionately held out? Were not these courtesies ad-
dressed merely to Robert’s defender, to the useful, powerful
ally who could help to save the heir of the house? He was
not admitted into their circle—he was tolerated, that was
all. And what did they think of him? What was hidden
behind fhis politeness with which they were welcoming him?
Perhaps an ironic contempt for the renegade, the traitor.
How did he know but what at that very moment Antoinette
was thinking : “I am making use of you, but I despise you.”
, He felt his heart expand aud grow large. * What
matter?” he told himself. “Is it for their sakes that I
have resolved to break all the ties that bound me, in order
to fulfil a terrible duty? Is it not first for my own sake,
for the sake of my sense of right, my conscience, my
honour? Let them think of me what they will !”

He was quite master of himself by now—cool, calm, and
observant. He listened to Malézeau saying to Mademoiselle
de Saint Maurice :

“There is a session in November, mademoiselle, and
I think, mademoiselle, that, if the trial is to come on, it will
come on towards the end of that month, The case is one of
terrible simplicity, mademoizelle.”

« And yon will answer for this young man 1” asked the old
maid in lower tones.

“ As for myself.” .
« Have you looked at him$” put in the marquis. “He
ia not at all like hisz father. No! no! Not at ali., He
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will defend Robert. It was my idea—and you know iy
ideagfare good ones.”

Aunt Isabella glanced uneasily at the attorney and mur-
mured under her breath :

“ He makes me shudder!”

Before she could say any more, Antoineite rose and
oved towards the steps going down to the terrsice. Pascal,
drawn by an irresistible attraction, follpwed her. The deer-
hound rose, lazily stretched himself, then came and smelt the
young man, and looked at him with his wistful eyes. as
though to say: “I know you; I feel that, like me, you
are good, devoted and faithful.” And he gently licked his
hand.

“Funny animal!” exclaimed Mademoiselle de Saint
" Maurice. “It’'s the first time I’ve ever known him make
friends with a stranger. He could never bear Monsieur de
Croix-Mesnil.”

On the top of the steps, Antoinette paused, and Paﬂﬂal
was able to gaze at her and intoxicate himself with the
dangerous joy of having her for a few moments entirely to
himself. He noted with admiration the delicate pallor of
her complexion, the graceful fall of her shoulders, the
proud elegance of her carriage. She wore a very simple
dress of grey cashmere perfectly untrimmed ; over her head
she held a red sunshade, under which had crept an imper-
tinent sunbeam to kiss her neck and cast a golden reflection
on the little soft stray hairs that curled near her ears. She
looked so charming that Pascal felt tempted to kneel as at
the feet of a goddess. He had forgotten all—his anxiety,
his distrust, his bitterness ; he could think of, he could see,
nothing but her. All disappeared before the divine beams
of her grace and beauty, and he was in a heaven of bliss.

Then she spoke and recalled him to earth apain.

“You see, sir, what our house is,” she said with
melancholy dienity : *“the sad relic of a orandenr littla
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worthy of envy. - But such as it is, it is our home, and 1
have my suspicions that it is thanks to you we still oscupy
it. You have found some way of making an arrangement
which permits us to continue living beneath this roof—I
am not well versed in questions of business, but it seems to
me that so rapid and so favourable a change in our position
could only have been effected by you. May we be as for-
tunate when Robert js in question!”

' Pascal dared to raise his eyes to.Antoinette’s, and en-
veloping her with the caress of his deep voice replied :

«« If the will were sufficient, I would answer for your
brother's safety, but I ought to promise no more than man
can fulfil. Still T may assure you that I shall find unex-
pected ptrength iu the knowledge that mine iz the right
cause, and that the more difficulties with which it is beset,
the more I shall do to bring it out triumphant.”

Mademoiselle de Clairefont bent her head in token of
gssent, theun lost herself in a deep reverie. Soon she sighed,
and her eyes filled with tears. Pascal turned pale and
raoved towards her, but she smiled, and said :

« Forgive me—] have so much grief, 1 forget myself.”
She resumed her former serenity and went on a little
haughtily : ¢ You must be good envugh to come here often,
sirr. We are sure to be calumniated and you must
jearn to know us, you must live our life, in order to be able
to defend us. It is a sacrifice, I know, that I am asking
of you in asking you to frequent a house where you will
ouly find an invalid old man, and two sorrowful women.
But I hope you will be kind enough to resign yourself
to it 1"

He bowed without replying. He was trembling with joy
and fear—enraptured at seeing the gates of the chitean
thrown open to him, afraid as-he thought of the agitation
with which this intimacy must fill his heart.
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Pascal heard Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice say to Malé-
zeau, in furious tones :

‘“ But he hasn’t opened his lips! Such a silent barrister
will never save the boy ! No, you will never get me to be.
lieve that an advocate who doesn’t speak once in two hours
18 able to get his client acqunitted.” |

And the marquis answered in his thin, even, little voice :

“It was my idea. Never fear austie—it was my idea,
and it’s a good one.” |

Pascal rejsined Malézeau, took leave of the old marquis
and Aunt Isabella, and went away, Antoinette accompanying
him to the gate.

After this first visit, he called daily at Clairefont, a.nd on
the following afternoon he met Monsieur de Croix*Mesnil.
He had very much disliked the idea of having any connec-
tion with the young officer, but he soon changed his
opinions. He found the baron a courteous, reserved, some-
what cold man whose real merit he was not long in dis
covering. He felt still more favonrably towards him, when
he recognised in him a fellow-sufterer, instead of the happy
rival he had dreaded. The pretty indifference with which
Antoinette treated Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil, seemed to
Pascal the extreme of misery, for with his ardent tempera-
ment he would have found hatred infinitely preferable to
this kindly insensibility, He saw that the baron loved
Mademoiselle de Clairefont, though he had given up all
hope. Robert’s peril was the last tie that attached him to
this house where he had dreamed of living happily, but
where now he only suffered, and whither he came merely
from a sense of duty. He found some words of delicate
praise to address to his friend’s defender, and behaved with
a refined tact which at once gained Pascal’s sincere liking.

The two young men presented a curious contrast in their
devotion to Antoinette. Both were passionately in love
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amiable, polished and light, hiding his sentiments with an
eagy, well-bred grace. 'The other, severe, cold and sarcistic,
but ever and anon giving way to sudden bursts of passion,
which made his eyes sparkle and flash.

Whenever Pascal involuntarily allowed his impetuosity
to thus get the better of him, a strange quivering of the
eyelids, a sudden tightening of her lips gave an expression
of thoughtful gravity to Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s face.
She seemed no longer to hear what was being said around
her—one would have said she was listening to an imperious

oinward voice which was speaking to her. Then the young
man resumed hig usual measured tones and Antoinette’s face
again assumed its ordinary serenity, and perhaps these
fugitive expressions were noticed by no one but Malézean,
who saw very clearly with his blinking eyes and their gold-
rimmed spectacles.

While the days passed thus in weary waiting at Claire-
font, in the Rue du Marché the disturbance was ever on the
increase. Disappointed of hig revenge, cheated of his booty,
Carvajan gave way to a fit of fury which caused fears for
his reason to be entertained. In the town, a reaction was
taking place in favour of the victims against their tormentor.
The material oppression which the banker exercised over his
vassals left their moral powers free. If he was able to make
them act according to his wishes, he could not force them to
think as he chose, and the majority were decidedly in favour
of the son against the father, Carvajan, with the wonderful
intuition he had always possessed, managed to know the exact
state of public opinion without going out of his house, and,
after testing and weighing and considering it, he was angrily
obliged to own that people did not hesitate between the
young man who had never done anyone any harm and him-
gelf, the tyrant of la Neuville, When Fleury tried to
goothe him by telling him the contrary he roughly iuter-
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«“ Fold your tongue, you idiot, you don’t understand what
you're talking about! Pascal will be the ruin of us. You
don’t know him, but I ought never to have let him come
home. He will twist everyone round his little finger when
he begins to speak. Triple fool that I have been to quarrel
with him! But I was carried away by my passion, and
passion always makes a fool of one. If I had reasoned with
him, instead of flying in a rage, we shduld have had Claire-
font as the price of the liberty of that lout whose condemna-
tion won't be very much satisfaction to me after all. Ihave
behaved like a fool! You yourself, Fleury, would not have
been more stupid than I have been.”

And relieved by this cutburst he strode up and down his
office and went on : ' .

“If T could ounly see Pascal, perhaps things could be
arranged even now., But he will not come here, and I can-
not go to Malézeau’s—I should look as if 1 were giving in.
Oh, if only we could win back the victory at the last moment
and gain the day when they thought to hold us in their
power! What a triumph! But how ig it to be done?”

One afternoon about five o'clock as he was walking down
from Clairefont, Pascal heard some one calling him. He
stopped and, at the corner of the Great Marl-Pit, found him-
self face to face with his father. |

‘“Since you will not make the first advance, I must,”
said the old man. *“ Will you have five minutes’ talk with
me 17 |

He drew his son in amongst the woods, and-seating him-
self in a hollow, said :

“ You are making me very unhappy. I cannot accustom
myself to the idea that you are makmg common cause with
my enemies. At my age— when I have so short a time to
live—to be separated from my son, and under such painful
circumstances, is more than I can bear. Come, what must
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“0Oh if you rea]ly want to end'it, it will soon cease,” said
Pascal joyfully.

“ Well, come back home and give up the idea of defend-
mg Robert de Clairefont.” |

“I will come back to your house if you like, father, but I.
canoot shirk the duty I have taken upon myself.”

“But if you defend those people, it is equivalent to con-
demning my conduct.®

“Not necessarily, for I can let it be kunown that I am
doing so with your consent.”

“Have you then committed yourself so far with these
Clairefonts 1 ” asked Carvajan with increasing irritation.

“1 have committed myself with no one but myself.”

“ Pascal 1”7 cried the mayor. But then he stqpped and
a8 though speaking to himself, * The fellow’s as obstinate
ag a mule! He'll never listen—never! And yet he” is
being led-—but ho is blinded by love.”

a6 took his son’s arm and roughly shook it.

““Where are your eyes? .Can you not see that the young

“lady up there has the captain of dragoons for her lover 1”
| “Father ! ” cried Pascal, turning white. “Oh, I will not
listen to another word !”

He hurried back to the road, and the banker followed him,
still speaking : |
- “They don't marry, because they can do without the
ceremony. That isn’t my invention—the whole town says
the same. Oh, how they must laugh at you together ! ”

Pascal gave.a roar of fury and turning round ;

“Bay no more !” he said, “or I might for once forget
that you are my father | ”

Carvajan paused.

“Very well, then I won't say anything more about that.

But do not leave me thus. Pascal, I suffer—Pascal, will
nothine move vt 17 An+d e wacamed Tia oo Joo o wiy
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1 Good- hye father,” said he }ﬂung man gra;vely T will
forget what you have just forced me to listen ‘to, as & last
proof of respect.” oy . |

% Stay one moment more,” eried the ﬂld man.

He turned very red, opened his lipg to speak but said
nothing. Apparently he was under the influence of infense
agitation, but at last he said in jerky tones as if the words
were being wrung from him : o |

“ You do not know what you are doing. You are making
yourself enemies from whom I may not always be able to
protect you. Never come this way again. When you go,
up there, take the high road. Good-bye!” And he set off
2Imost at a run towards Pourtois’s inn, while Pascal went
back to Malézeau’s house thinking: “My father wanted to
frighten me. What have I to fear?”

And he still continued to take the path by the Great
Marl-Pit to go to Clairefont. But two days later, as he was
returning to La Neuville he heard a report, and a branch of
a birch-tree, broken about a foot above his head, fell to the
road. 'The young man leapt behind one of the thickets with
which the road was bordered, and there waited and searched
around as far as his eyes could reach. A small cloud of
white smoke was mounting amidst the erimson rays of the
setting sun, but there was no one in sight. Whoever had
fired had disappeared—had probably escaped amongst the
gorse, or hidden in some chalk-pit. Pascal stayed still for
some moments, then, stooping low so as not to be seen, went
on his way.

¢« There can be no doubt but that it was Cha.aaevent P he
gaid to himself. “But why did he not ‘fire his second
barrel! He had time enough. Perhaps he only meant to
frighten me. And yet the ball passed very glose.”

He remembered his father’s caution. Evidently Carva-
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‘mon on hig"guerd., Well, ali affection was not.dead in
.. Pascal said nothing abont this incident at Clairefont ;
mlly he took anothar road thither.

The following week Robert was f{}rma‘lly committed for
f tljla.'l, and the feel :nle, hope, hitherto preserved, that the young
counf might be exonerated from the accusation against him,
had to be renounced, Soon a rumour was spread through
the town that the Count de Clairefont had been econdemned.
It took two days to correct this error, and even then it was
not completely dispelled.

Pascal’s task was commencing, He had to instal himself
at Rouen, not suv much to study the case with which he was
as well acquainted already as the examining magistrate, as
to plﬂ{]{; himself 1n comiunication with his client, His last
visit to Clairefont was a melancholy one. The weather had
changed, and a heavy, drenching Normandy rain was falling,
It seemed as if the very sky was turning into water, while
La Neuville was cnveloped In a thick mist, and yellowish
clouds rolled up the alleys and walks in the park.

At the idea that Pascal might at last see Robert, Aunt
Isabella sprang up in a state of intense excitement.

“I will come with you!” she exclaimed, her face afire.
* Oh, my dear boy, you will not be zo cruel as to refuse to
take me with you! I want to be there, to hear at once the
words my peor child may say to you.”

“ But, mademoiselle, you can speak to him yourself. 1
will obtain 1eave for you to visit him.”

“ Let us gﬂ then, now —at once. I will just put a few
things in a bag and then I will be with you. Oh, my dear
friend 1”

And the nld maid threw her arms round Pascal’s neck,
then rushed eamtedly to her room.

Antoinette felt sadder every moment. What mournful
golitude she was about to endure after all tlus feverish
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emotion! She was goivg to be left in this great chateau
with sher father as her only companion, and Monsicur de
Croix-Mesnil’s flying visits would form the sole break in the
monotony of their existence. Aunt Isabella was going away
with Pascal, and to the young girl it seemcd as if her hife
would become a perfect blank. DBut was it Mademoiselle de
Saint Maurice, or Clairefont’s newest guest who occupied so
important a space in her thoughts? She felt angry with
herself that such a question should be possible, she re-
proached herself for her weakness, and summoning her pride
to her aid, she received the young man’s adieux with haughty
coldness. )

“ We shall not meet again before the decisive day,” he
said. “ Promise me that you will be there. Your presence
will bea great source of moral strength to your brother, and
as for myself—"

He paused, then said with a passionate accent she had
never known him use before :

“ As for me, be sure that for you and before you I shdll
accomplish the impossible.”

She bowed without replying. Then he said farewell to

the marguis, who could not be shaken from his smiling
security, and, accompanied by Aunt Isabella, he took his de-
parture.
" Left alone with the old marquis, it seemed to Antoinette
that the day was gloomier, the rain more determined, the
wind more cutting. She did not open her lips until the
evening, but sat absently listening to her father who
chattered on about nothing at all, like a word-out windmill
turning on and on though there is nothing to grind.

The next day but one brought Mademoiselle de Clairefont
the delight of news from Aunt Isabclla. The old maid had
written under the influence of an unwonted emotion—she
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talked almost as much of young Caryajan as of her nephew
confounding them in her affection. .

“If you could only see how the poor boy is chanu’ed P
she wrote, “ He has grown so thin and pale. When we
went to visit him, it seemed to me as if the corridors we had
to go through would never end, but at last the gaoler
stopped before a door pierced with a liftle hole to lock
through, opened it, and then we saw my boy. He gave an
cxclamution of dellght when he saw me, then as he re-
cognised Paseal, he drew himself up to his full height and
they stood {or a moment facing each other. Robert did not
know then that our friend was going to defend him, and in
his surprise at seeing him he forgot my presence. ¢ Why
is the son of Monsieur Carvajan here?’ he cried violently,
Then »the other replied in the veice you know and with a
mildness which touched me to the heart : ¢ To protect the
honour and the liberty of the son of Monsieur de Clairefont.’
They looked at each other, as if cach were scarching the

e other's very soul, then with a sigh they fell in one another’s
arms. Thoy understood each other in a second. Then my
boy threw pride to the winds, and, no longer restraining his
feelings, wept bitterly between us two. We told him all—
the marquig’s illness and the events which have followed it.
He seemed as though he would never tire of kissing me and
pressing Pascal’s hands. He sends you his best love and
says you are to kiss his father for him. We shall see him
again to-morrow and every day now.”

Antoinette watered this letter with her tears. She
picturcd te herself Pascal and Robert embracing one another,
both confident and glad. What an equality in their affection,
and yet how great the difference between them ! Pascal the
son of a roturier—Robert the descendant of the masters of
the provinee, The owne, with his bronzed complexion, his

chavt hatr hraad forebicad sniall nose ovev aves atvd chaven
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with ruddy cheeks, fair hair, large nose, blue eyes and long
droopsng moustache, the incarnation of courage and
physical strength. It was a strikiug contrast and one which
clearly defined the temperament and personality of each.
She herself, as she pictured them thus side by side, asked
herself which looked the prouder and the nobler——the aris-
tocrat or the plebeian. And to the question she could make
no reply. ]

Aunt Isabella wrote every day now, and she scemed as if
she could not say enough in praisc of Pascal. They were
both lodging at the carriage-builder’s in the Saint Sever
quarter, sharing the expenses of their housekeeping,

“1do not know what I should have done without him,”
sald Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, * We pass our even-
ings chatting, and he tells me all about his travels. Ah,
how I misjudged him at first, because of his timidity ! For
he really 1s as reserved and gentle as a girl.  He talks to
me for hours together, my dear, and I could listen to him
for ever, I could never have believed 3 man’s tongue could
Le so well oiled! And now that we are on confidential
terms, he tells me everything. If you only knew what he
has bad to endure because of us! But he has expressly
told me never to talk to you of it, and you see I do not be-
tray my trust. Only, there is one little detail I must tell
you, because it proves how uneasy our enemies ave at
Pascal helping us, A few days before we left for Rouen,
Chassevent fired at the dear boy one evening in the valley
of the Great Marl-Pit. Yes, those rascals actually tried to
deprive us of our advocate! But he escaped, 80 he must
be meant to triumph. That is what Fate wills, and that is
what my dreams tell me.”

Then a few days later: |

“The great day is drawing near, the session has com-
menced. Pascal took me, yesterday morning, to see the

T - - om o
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took me to hear a case tried to accustom me to a trial, I
was awed. How majestic and terrible all these judges
. looked in their red robes! They made me think of a
tribunal of Inquisitors. At one end of the room is a great
Crucifix, towards which witnesses used to stretch their
hands when they took the cath. Now they no longer swear
before (God—which will make it much easier for our adver-
saries to lie, But for all that I feel very confident, Yes-
terday we met Fleury, Tondeur, and Pourtois. The two
first turned away like a couple of Jesuits, the last glanced
at us entreatingly. Just fancy, that big man has fallen
away so In these few weeks that you would hardly know
him, The skin on his face hangs in loose folds, and he’s as
thin a8 a ‘lathe.’ Pascal feels sure that the miserable
wretch has perjured himself, and that it is his remorse
which 18 consuming him.” |

Then at length a last letter came :
* “It is only three days now, but how slowly the time
geems to pass ! If you start from La Neuville the morning
of the trial, you will get here at twenty minutes past ten,
and that will be in plenty of time. I will meet you at the
railway-station in the Rue Verte. The Paris barrister is
here—Pascal saw him this morning. The great man has
gone to some friend of his at Malaunay for some shooting.
He will speak between two battwes. He is radical to the
back-bone, and, what makes him so vicious is that he has not
yet managed to be elected senator. Why ever don't they
elect him afd rid us of him! As the terrible moment ap-
proaches, Robert becomes calmer. He confides in justice
and his defender. He looks a little more like himself, but
that is not saying very much, as you will see for yourself.
How I wish if were over!”

The morning of her departure, Antoinette, who, up to
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still im bed when she went to him. He raised himself on
his pillows, while the smile which was now always hovering
round his lips disappeared, and the meaning returned to his
clance. Then he said in his old tones:

“ My daughter, this is a time of terrible anxiety for us.
Go and help your brother. Go and take my place, and show
by your presence how sure we are that,a Claircfont cannot
have been wanting in honour. Take my blessing te-my
gon, and tell him that whatever may be the result I shall
never doubt his mnocence.”

Then the old man laid his hand ou his daughter’s head,
and added gently : |

““ Go, my child, and be brave.”

"
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CHAPTER XI.

IT was three o'clock*and daylight was beginning to fade in
the assize court. The seats were crowded with an enormous
throng, which gathered in the passages, and overflowed
even into the spaces reserved for the reporters and barristers.
In a corner of the first row of seats, where they were shielded
from the gaze of the curious, Antoinette and Aunt Isabella
had been listening since morning to the terrible debate, on
the resnlt of which hung all they held most dear in this world
— the honour and the life of Robert.

Before themn lay the empty space in the middle of which
. wwas the Bar, and, beyond, the table with the incriminating
articles—a woollen scarf and a silk handkerchief. Quite at
the end of the hall sat the judges, impassive, severely grave,
and awe-ingpiring, On the left was the jury-box, and on
the right the dook, where stood a Clairefont between two
gendarmes. Seated just below his client was Pascal in his
black robe with the white ermine on the shoulder. The
whole audience was wrapt in the deepest attention, and the
strugegle between the prosecution and the defence was
crowing hotter and hotter.
*. The examination of the prisoner had been favourable to
Robrrt, who, following Pascal’s advice, had displayed much
tact and moderation. The declaration of Doctor Margueron
had also left a good impression, but the evidence of the
other witnesses had had an opposite effect upon the jury.
" Tondeur and Fleury had told of deeds of terrible violence
which the young count had committed, and Pourteis, with
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the murder. The Tubeufs and the stableman from Mor-
tagnd had next been called, and, making use of his disere-
tionary powet, the presiding judge had heard Chassevent’s
account of the crime.

This adverse evidence, skilfully twined together, formed
a mass of proof very difficult to assail. Yet Pasecal, with
imperturbable coolness and decision, had carefully cross-
examined the witnesses, casting doubt mpon their testimony,
and attempting to make them contradict cach other. One
point which he especially wanted to bring forward was the
good terms on which Rose and Robert stood with one
another. She had followed him that evening of her own
free will—he had not made any effort to persuade her, All
the witnesses corroborated this, thinking it tended to prove
the crime—al, yes, poor child, she went gaily off upon his
arm—they heard ber laughing from the road. She did not
want much coaxing to flirt with the son of the marquis, and
he—! .

In the dock, the oaken rail of which had been polislied
by the restless hands of successive generations of criminals,
Robert stood perfectly impassive, listening. In his heart
he was complaining bitterly against the iniguity of this
trial.  “I have often denied the existence of judicial errors,”
he thought, ‘“and said that they were impossible. And
yet I feel that I, an innoceut man, am being overwhelmed
by a mass of unanswerable evidence, and that those jury-
men opposite, if their minds are not enlightened by the
voice of my defender, will condemn me thinkipg they are
acting justl-y and certainly according to their conscience.”
But he kept calm;, making no denial to the adeusations save
by the proud firmuess of his attitude. Ounce only when he
heard Chassevent charge him with his violen{, temper, did
he lose patience, and suddenly addressing the poacher, he

- eried :
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did not commit is not the only one of which the Great Marl-
Pit has been the scene. A murder was attempted®there
quite recently, but of that you do not speak.”

Chassevent turned pale, and the presiding judge ordered
Robert to explain himself, but the young count’s heat had
died out again and he only answered :

“I am not here to accuse, but to defend myself. That
man knows very well what I meant.” Aund it was im-
possible to draw anything further from him.

But the prosecution had lost ground, and the aunditors

felt there was some mystery surrounding the accusers.
Then the barrister who was supporting the action Chasse-
vent had brought for damages, began to speak and so the
combat,was renewed. Elegant, logical and treacherous, his
speech entangled Robert in a net of moral proof, while it
left the public prosecutor to dwell upon the material and
circumstantial evidence of guilt.
o Puring this terrible attack, Antoinette and Aunt Isabella
were on the rack., Their suffering was too intense for
description. They thought the case lost. Never could
Pascal efface the impressions left by this horrible diatribe
in which Robert’s character was analysed with startling
skill—all the good and generous side being left in obscurity
and the rough, authoritative, violent traits brought promi-
nently forward. Thus portrayed; the count was indeed the
man who had committed the crime and stifled Rose in a
movement of brutality, unintentional perhaps but none the
less fatal.

The speech of the public prosecutor put the finishing
touch to the terror of the unhappy women. As he stood in
his red gown, this hollow-voiced man seemed to them like"
the fore-runngr of the executioner. His threatening arm
looked as though it would sweep off Robert’s head, and to
their terrificd ears his emphatic cloquence had a sinister
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its effect upon them, and it threw them into a state of utter
prnst}atinn. And yet they managed to understand that
amidst all his sonorous, high sounding words the speaker
conceded attennating circumstances. It meant penal servi-
tude instead of the secaffold, and the thought exasperated
Aunt Isabella to such a degree that her niece had all the
difficulty in the world to prevent her interrupting the pro-
ccedings and causing an irremediable standal.

““ A Clairefout in prison, in a penitentiary, never!” ground
out the old maid between her clenched teeth., ‘1 would
rather take him some poison myself.” .

¢ Listen, aunt,” whispered Antoinette, *pray listen, and
see how calm Monsieur Pascal still is.”

“It’s the calmness of despair ” .

The peroration of the public prosecutor was an appeal to
the severity of the jury—the enlightened protector of judicial
equality—and an emphatic scourging of the idleness which
leads to crime. His last words were followed by a startlad
silence.

Then the presiding judge slowly pronounced the customary
phrase giving the defender the right of speech and amidst a |
murmur of curiosity, Pascal rose.

He was very pale, but never had ardent determination
shone more plainly on a man’s face. He turned and scanned
his audience, allowing his eyes to rest on Antoinette for one
brief moment as though seeking inspiration from her eoun-
tenance, then he commenced to speak. His tones at first
were low and almost indolent, as if he disdaimed to refute |
his adversaries’ arguments, but there was a penetrating
sweetness in them which sent a thrill of delight throughout
the anditory.

Before he commenced to argue he let the mfluence of his
ecareasine volce have full sway., Like some egreat instru-
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entirely master of himself that the celebrated Paris barpister
drew his brows together in a frown, and ceased to arrange
his papers with an affectation of indifference. The judge
was sitting erect in his deep arm-chair. 'The jury, a prey to
that mental agitation which is always produced by a master
whether of music or of oratory upon his hearers, sat motion-
less and intent. And in the whole, vast hall, which was
darkened by the first shadows of evening, there was not a
movement, not a whisper,

Pascal’'s melodious voice flowed on endued with a still
more poetic charm by the semi-obscurity amidst which it
was heard, and Antoinette, her heart throbbing, her nerves
vibrating, listened to Robert's defender with mingled
anguish and delight. She knew well that it was for love of
her he was speaking, that all this seductive persuasion was
being addressed to her. In her emotion she did not hear
or understand what Pascal was saying, but his eyves, which
Rever left her, were still more eloquent than his words. I
love you,” they said ; “all that I have done, all that I shall
do, has been and will be to serve you. I am fighting for
you, for you alone. Do not fear. Since it iz your cause I
am defending I shall be endued with superhuman strength
and I shall triumph.”

Antoinette felt a sudden confidence take possession of
her. She was no longer afraid. She was in a kind of
numb torpor in which she could not distinguish the
phantom frem the reality. It seemed to her that she was
enveloped i a mist, and that she was losing consciousness
of the things around her. She found herself being carried
away into hazy space where she listened to the chanting of
a divine voice which evoked the memory of her own and
her brothery childhood. Again she saw the park at
Clairefont, bathed in sunlight., A delicate-looking woman
was walking on the terrace—it was the marchioness bearing
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were the orphang who had not known a mother’s love and
tendorness, and who, between their father utterly devoted
to his scientific pursuits, and their aunt who loved, but was
unable to guide them, had grown up in a liberty which was
almost wildners. And the family lived a life of patriarchal
monotony in the wvast, silent, deserted chateau, with the
children displaying a reverential affection for their father,
and an absolute submission to all h# caprices ; and then
gradually ruin drew nearer and nearer to the home, and the
hostility to the old man, originating in the covetousness of
the whole country side, grew more and more marked.*
Then as the dull, sullen struggle continued between the
confederates, who longed to gain possession of the estate,
and the marquis, now little more than a monomsamiac, all
the seamy shady sides of the speculation were turned out-
side and light was shed upon its darkness and its mean-
ness,

And still the divine voice was sounding in her ears.
But now it was no longer melancholy and caressing—it rang
with a severe though sad sonority, and its touching accents
fled straight to the hearts of its hearers. [t rose in
harmonious richness, filling every mind with strong con-
viction. The periods were shorter, the arguments more
pointed as they rushed forth like attacking columns. And
Antoinette listened, dominated by a feverish, absorbing
curiosity, merging her identity in that of the man who was
charming her ears, living his life, warming with his en-
thusiasm, breathing his breath, helping and encouraging
him, until at last she was imbued with the idea that she
was herself defending her brother—that these incisive,
powerful words were the expression of her thought, and that
it was she who was speaking through Pascal’s Mps.

The sensation was so real that it aroused her from her
dream. Her eyes unclosed, and she saw again her aunt,
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The pallor had fled from Pascal’s cheeks, and his face
glowed with a contagious excitement, while his gegtures
were now broad and vigorous. He was arguing and
reagoning with scathing irony, basing his defence on the
questions he had put to the witnesses in his cross-examina-
tion of them. He wrestled with his adversaries and over-
threw them with a force that was irresistible. The edifice
of facts, so carefullw raised to enclose and keep Robert
prisoner, crumbled away to ruins. And by a clever grada-
tion, the speaker had now arrived at the question of what

o motive Robert could have had to commit the crime, and
was showing the impossibility of finding one in any way
plausible,

Why ghould he have killed the girl? What object could
he have had in doing s0? What reason? What interest !
There were no moral presumptions on which an enlightened
mind could for an instant dwell, and the circumstantial
p}'{mf was more than doubtful. Who had seen the mur-
derer ? Chassevent and Pourtois. Under what circum-
stances had they seen him? In the distance, in the dark,
hurrying away. And what dependence could be placed
upon the evidence of this father who was influenced by a
cupidity shown in his demand for damages? Of course he
would make Monsieur de Clairefont the culprit—Monsieur
de Clairefont who could pay, and not the skulking good-for-
nothing, the mysterious and real murderer who had not
been searched for, because there was no wish to find Lim.
And Pourtois ! A trembling, frightened witness, tortured
by terrors which seemed very like remorse, who stammered
and waited for Chagsevent to prompt him, and who, in
short, had seen nothing but what the old poacher had to}d
him to see. Apd it was on the testimony of such people as
these that any one dared to base a capital accusation !

Ironic, indienant. scourcine. he weunt on to apeak of tha
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snare in which Robert had been so skilfully caught, no
longer choosing his words but aiming deadly blows, while
~ his taunts and sarcasms hissed and whistled in the silence,
like a volley of builets. The terrified confederates saw all
their strongholds fall one after the other, before the furious
onslanghts of their adversary. He was left master of the
field—all waa overturned and swept away, and the accusa-
tion was vreduced to nbthing. Fleury, Tondeur and
Chassevent glanced at each other in terror ; Pourtois
moaned and writhed on his seat as utterly limp as a burst
balloon. Pascal’s victory was assured, and his vanquished
auditory began to sway and undulate in their desire td®
applaud and show their approval,

Then, suddenly returning to the soft, smooth gentleness
with which he had begun to speak, he concluded hfs oration
in tones more harmonious and more tender than those of a
prayer. The rounded phrases floated on the air like the
fumes from a censer. The clamour and the fury vanished,
leaving only tender and profound pity for the unhappy
man who had suffered so unjustly. The phantom of the
victim herself was evoked to plead in favour of the innocent.
A delicious sense of peace stole over every listener —every
vileness and wickedness were put aside to leave only candour
and purity. Then the voice of the speaker died away in
silence, and from the crowded court arose a murmur, pro-
longed and panting as a sob.

For the first time since the morning, Antoinette and
Aunt Igabella looked at each other without restraint,
Their faces were bathed 1n tears, but hope si®ne once more
in their eyes. They clasped each - other’s trembling
hands, but neither dared to speak.

The sudden sound of noisy applause aroused them

roughly from their joy. The barrister to whom the care of
the civil action had been entrusted was risinge in much
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decisive blow, he did not hesitate to employ a personal
mode of attack. With mischievous, diabolical ingenuity,
he seized on what Pascal had said about the conspiracy.
against the Clairefont family, and made that the excuse for
allusions of a savage ferocity. What! Was it Pascal who
was denouncing these things! But could they be so repre-
hensible since, so it-was said, it was his own father who had
instigated them ? Were financial operations to be presented
in the light of shady machinations? The desire of con-
vincing his audience had earried the counsel for the defence
too far, and he had forgotten what he owed to justice, what
he owed to himself. But the motives which had urged him
to take up the defence of Rubert de Clairefont were in-
explicable, and they undoubtedly concealed a manceuvre
by which the opinion of the Jury was to be misled.

These few cold, pointed sentences caused a feeling of
uneaginess in the court. The jurymen looked at one
another, and Antoinette’s heart grew hLeavy, for she knew
fiow deeply the venomous words must wound Pascal. She
felt at that moment as if she were witnessing a deadly
combat. She grasped Aunt Isabella’s arm so tightly that
her fingers almost left bruises on Mademoiselle de Saint
Maurice’s flesh, and she tried to pray, but the only words
her lips could form were, “ My God ! My God !” ~

Pascal started to his feet. He shook his head as might a
wounded lion his mane, his eyes flashed fire, and striking
* the bar before him with his clenched fist, he cried :

“So this is to what you have come? In despair of
‘barming tBe man 1 defend you attempt to strike him
through me. You accuse me of having forgotten the name
I bear, in taking up my present position, and you dare to
question the clearness of my conscience! Well then, my
concience shall give the reply. Yes, I have abandoned all,

I bave repudiated, I have forgotten everything, to lend
Robert de Clairefont the aid of my speech, and that is the
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most brilliant prﬂﬁf‘ of "his iﬁnueenﬁe I could possibly give

you.s If he had committed this. crime, what man should I

bE—I:?@Jﬂ.ﬁﬂn of his’ fathéy’ﬂ'éné_m_y, I, who am ﬂupp'urting
ahd encouraging hitn 4’ ‘His guilt ‘means mine, my honour

vouchés for his. And 80 at tﬁiﬂ*mﬂmeﬁ?ﬁ; every force and

energy in my being arises to attest’to you that he i not

b
e

guilty 1”7 |

It was the expression of so great Lan exasperation, an
outbreak of such violence that the two women forgot all
and saw nothing but Pascal standing superb in his indigna.-

tion, radiant with pride. For some seconds he was simply

transfigured, as he glanced defiantly at his opponent, resdy
to continue the struggle, to lay bare his heart, to have the
knife thrust into his quivering flesh, if needs were, to
assure the triumph of his cause, All around him he saw
faces glowing and eager with emotion. He guessed that

[ .i"__. L
the battle was won, and, with an ample gesture which in~

cluded the whole court, he said :

“Now, I think I have said efough. Any further it

sistance would be but an insult to my hearers.”
And that was the last cannon boom of the battle, .

The presiding judge vesd. over the usual formula to the .

jury, in a sulky voice, and seeing the shattered condition of-

ar

_the prosecution, mentioned, as a last hope, the Eubﬂidia‘ry‘_ ,
question of death having been caused by wounds or blows |

inflicted without the intention of killing. But his ﬁumming:

up was almost equivalent to an abandonment of the case.
Then the judges withdrew, the jury retired to dﬁiiberate upon
their verdict, the prisoner was taken out of court, and with

noisy animation the audience rose and stretched their
limbsa. . _ ‘

The prétoire was besieged with barr?étera_ who erowded
round Pascal and enthusiastically. congratlated him on his
speech. The great confrdre from Parig himself threaded hia
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nppnnant and Aunt Iaa.be,lla. Was Iﬂa't in astonishment as she
saw the two men shake each ﬂthﬂl‘ by the hand and smpile.
“What! He is speaking to him! 1 should have thnught

| | he would have tried to ®trangle }:um after wha.ﬁ‘ 'ﬁl% have

been saying to each other ! #
“They were only words, a.untle - Blown away by the

‘wind as soon as uttered. ”

““ Oh, my dear, dl(i you hear our Pascal? What a splen-
did fellow, to be sure! 1 could hardly breathe, there was
such a lump in my throat—and I went first cold then hot !
Goodnéss, what talent it must need to move people to such
a degree ! And did 'you notice the jury? Oh, my child,
how pleased I am !”

“ Wait a little while, auntie ;. it is not all over yet.”

. Hﬂ‘ﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂ! Can there be any doubt of the verdict?

~ * Al those men can’t surely have been bought over by Carva-
~ jan—and the case is as clear as daylight.”

The old maid jumped to her feet as if moved by a spring.

Pascal was standing before her. He had slipped away from

the admiration of his brother-barristers and had come to

% Well, my dear boy,” e

“T hope so,” answered the yﬂﬁng man, “and it is the

1 -ganeml opinion, but with a Jur}r ﬁ.n_g never knows. We
must wait patiently.”

““ How long the time seems ! ” murmured Antoinette.

““ It will seem short*when ynu are going home with your
brother.” - *®

«Qh, is it possible that I may do so? I have so despaired.”

““ Well, you will know in a moment now.”

The little bell rafig, announcing that the jury had decided.
A deep hush, Whieh oppressed the two women painfully, fell
over the hall, and the public resumed their seats In im-

patient curiosity. Pascal regained hig place -at thg bar;
Y
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then the judges came in, looking stern and sombre. The
lampi, had been lighted during the interval, and the dull,
severe faces of the magistrates stood out sharply against the
high, dark wainscoting. The jury re-entered, and rising to
their feet everyone awaited the verdict with eager anxiety.
Then the thin, trembling veice of the foreman was heard
gaying :

*On my honour and my consciences before God and be-
fore man, the verdict of the jury on all the charges is—Not
Guilty.”

From every part of the court arose a glad, excited accla- .
mation at the acquittal. Then, when quiet reigned again,
the prisoner was brought back to his place, and as he stood
anxious and trembling, a frightful bellowing was heard like
that of an animal being killed. It was Mademoiselle de
Saint Maurice who, for the first time in her life, was hysteri-
cal. Twenty people at once hurried to the old maid’s
assistance, and the words of the judge, nonsuiting Chassg-
vent’s claim and commanding the release of Robert, were
lost amidst an uproar impossible to allay. Then the judges
retired, the prétoire was deserted, and the usher called for
the court to be cleared. '

““Auntie, let us goand find Robert!” exclaimed Antoin-
ette,
These words at once restored Mademoiselle de Saint

Maurice to her senses, and rising to her feet, she put her hat
straight with a scared gesture, and stammered out ;
“ Where is the boy1” ’

Guided by Pascal, supported by her niecejshe reached
the door by which the witnesses had entered the court, and
there, in the ante-room she found Robert awaiting her, She
hurried to him with outstretched arms, but_he anticipated
her, and pressing P’ascal to him, cried : °

““’I'his one first !  And yvou must not be angry with me
for sdving so, vou whom I love so dearly | 7
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“Ob, no!” replied Aunt Isabella, in a transport of de-
light. “ He has well deserved it.” - '

The young count caught hold of his sister and his aunt,
gathered them to his broad bosom, langhing and crying at
the same time, then, pushing them towards his defender :

‘“Kiss him!” he cried. ““I owe him my life, for I had
resolved to kill myself, if T were condemned.”

With a thrill Antoinette found herself quite close to Pas-
cal. The room seemed to swim round her, and she thought
she was going to fall, but she managed to take his hand and
press it convulsively, and then with an exquisite emotion,
she felt her hair brushed by the lips of her brother’s defender.

Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice could not take her eyes
off Robert. It seemed as though she had not seen him for
ages.

“You do not look like you did yesterday, my poor boy,”
she satd.

“No, aunt. To-day, mine is the face of a happy man.”
“My dear count,” said Pascal, “ If you will take my advice,
you will not stay here any longer than you can help. We
will go and get the formal permission-for you to leave the
prison, and you can catch the eight o’clock train to ILa
Neuville. In the meantime, perhaps, the ladies will send a
telegram to Monsieur Malézean who will bear the news to
your father. We must not delay his joy by a minute.”

“You are right, as always! But are these good men
going to come with us?” he asked, designating the gendarmes
who were standing a little apart.

“They must take you back, in the same way as they
brought you.” v

“They have been very kind to me. Aunt, give me all the
money you have about you.” And he emptied the contents
of Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice’s purse into the hands of
the astonished men; then, turning to Pascal, said : “ Let us
go. I confess I am eager to be free to go whither I choose.”
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By nine o'clock, they were in sight of La Neuville. The
train elackened speed on the Pont de la Thelle and whistled
to announ. ¢ its entrance into the railway-station. Robert,
leaning out of the window, saw the lamps in the distance,
dotting the darkness with brilliant spots. At last he nerv-
ously rose to his feet, saying : ,

“In half an hour we shall be kissing our father.”

But a surprise was awaiting him at she station. On the
platform he found Croix-Mesnil walking up and down. The
two friends uttered a simultaneous exclamation of pleasure,
and before the train had stopped the count had leapt out,
and was exchanging some rapid words with the baron. The
latter, with moist eyes and beaming face, bowed to Antoinette
and Aunt Isabella, pressed Pagcal’s hand and saying, ‘“Comse
along,” led the way out of the station. They crossed
the waiting-room, and before the door, seated in the old
britska, they found the marquis. |

.He was awaiting, with Malézeau, the arrival of his son,
He had wished, as the head of the family, to be there to
receive him, and thus in a way to solemnly reinstate him in
his former position. . Robert, who had borne unflinchingly
~all the terrible trials that had befallen him, broke down
before this manifestation of his father’s affection, and fell
upon the old man’s neck, weeping like & child.

‘“There’s a group of happy people, Pascal,” said Malézeau,
‘““and it 1s to you they owe their joy. I hope they will not
forget 1t.”

The young man sadly shook his head.

%I ghall not allow their gratitude to be a hza.vy burden
‘to them,” he replied.

And approaching the carriage, he took his leave in a few
‘brief sentences, steadfastly refused the pressing invitation
of Robert who wanted him to go to Clairefont, and went
away, with Malézeau. He watched the carriage which was
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‘bearing off Antoingtte disappear in the darkness, then with
a sigh, he muttered :

“it is all over!”

And was not his dream of happiness indeed at an end ?

He walked on with Malézeau through the silent, slumber-
ing town. As they passed through the Rue du Marché
they noticed a light in the windows of Carvajan’s office.

“ Your father is-p late,” said the lawyer.

And as some dark shadows moved across the blinds;

‘“ He 1s not alone,” added Pascal. ¢ Fleury and Tondeur
caught the train before ours, and no doubt they are holding
a council of war at this very moment. What can they still
wish to do??” |

“ Nething, T would swear. I met Monsieur Carvajan at
seven o'clock this evening—I had gone to the telegraph
office to ask if the telegram I was so impatiently awaiting
had not come. Your father, for the same reason, was al-
weady there. We bowed to each other in silence, for we had
not spoken for more than three weeks, and we waited there
in much anxiety. In about a quarter of an hour the tele-
graphic apparatus began to move, and the clerk who shared
our curiosity, called out to us, * Acquitted!’ We did not
wait to hear more, but came away, Outside, your father
paused ; he was very pale, and I thought he was going to
faint. I went up to him ; he canght hold of my arm, clung
to 1t, and said in'stifled tones : * I was sure he would win the
day. From the moment he turned against us, I looked upon
all as lost, ¢ He is a Carvajan, yoa see. He has all my de-
termination combined with his education and a je ne sats g
that he has got from his mother.” ‘A noble heart,’ I Bﬂd
He bent his head. ¢ Perliaps that is the secret of his
strength,” heemuttered. *He has ideas different from other
people’s and he can express them in a way that no one else
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must have spoken well. That chatter-box from Paris who
has cost me such a sum in fees didn’t have an ounce of in-
fluence, I know, nor the Avocat-Général either! He swept
them all before him! Ha, ha! He's a true (arvajan !’

¢ Your father concluded with a gesture of pride, then he
said no more until he reached his own door. There he
stopped, and holding me by the button of my coat, ¢ Malé-
zean, he said, ¢ shall we be friends again? Bring me my son
to-morrow morning.” And seeing that I was about to speak;
¢ Not a word,” he added. ‘Think it over first, and advise the
boy. Good-bye’ And he went indoors. You can see from
that, that he has no intention of continuing the struggle.
Resides he could not, even if he would. But do you feel
inclined to gratify his desire ¢” -

1 am quite willing to see my father,” said Pascal, “ but I
will not go to his honse. He has turned me out of it.”

«« T will let him know what you say.” -

They had reached the lawyer's door by this time and theya
entered the house.

« You will have some supper, will you not 17 asked
Malézean.

¢ T am not ashamed to own that I am dying with hunger,
and ready to drop with fatigue.”

« Come, my dear,” said the lawyer to his wife who was
rushing downstairs, showering felicitations on Pascal in a
voice trembling with delight, * Here is a young COnqueror
who stands less in mneed of congratulation than of cold
hicken. Lead the way to the dining-room, if ygu please.”

Pascal slept the sleep of victory that night, and it was
broad daylight when he awoke. In the garden, laid bare by
the autumn winds, the birds were chirping merrily as they
chased one another amongst the leafless shrubs. The young
man rose, and seeing how blue the sky was:

“ They are happy at Clairefont this morning,” he thought.

I k)

L+
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In his imagination he could see a stately girl walking up
and down on the golden gravel by the stone baluswrade.
Her dress was no longer black, but bright and gay as her
own thoughts, DBeside her walked a tail young man, as he,
Pascal, had done, nearly every day, during the time of
trouble. But when happiness returned to the house it had
driven the protector out, and it was now Robert or Croix-
Mesnil who accompamied Antoinette in her walk., “Did I
not know beforeband that it would be thus?” thought Pas-
cal. “And am I going to compliin? No, no! Let them
» De glad even at the price of my own happiness. By restor-
ing peace to their minds, and tranquillity to their hearts, 1
have only acqultted my father’s terrible debt.”

He wgnt down to the garden and sauntered along the box-
bordered paths, hatemug to the murmur of a little fountain
which rippled into a basin in the middle of the lawn, Just
as the mayoralty clock struck eleven, a window on the ground
~ floor was opened, and Malézean appeared, saying,

‘“ Pascal, will you come into my office 1”

The young man went into the house, passed through the
study, opened a door, and, standing by the mantelpiece in the
lawyer’s office, he saw his father. He stood motionless,
gazing at the banker, and thinking how changed he looked.
Malézeau gathered up some papers and went into the study,
leaving the father and son fogether.

“ Pascal,” said Carvajan, holding out his hand.

Coldly the son placed his in it. Then drawing forward a
chair for h]ﬂ father, he remained standing before him.

“ Are you wﬂlmg that all should be forgotten 1" asked the
mayor after some hesitation. ¢ You see, it is T who come to
you. 1 have been wrong. DBut you have forced me to
make bitter eypiation for my faults.”

‘““ Father, it does not depend solely on me that all should
be forgotten, I am not the only one in question. There



344 - THE MARL-PIT MYSTERY.

“The people up there,” growled Carvaj an, pointing towards
the hill. *“ Well, what more do they want? You have as-
sured their triumph. They have got the best of it. Do
they want me to go and tender my homage as well$” And
with & dreadful laugh, the old man added: ¢ Ah, if they had
not had you!” Then changing his tone : I suppose they
will know how to show their gratitude? ” he said. ¢

Pascal could not help a blush rising t8 his check.

“I expect no recompense from anyone, father.”

“ Not even from the beautiful Antoinetie? She would be
mmdeed ungrateful, if, after all you have done for her, she did
not love youn.” |

‘““I purpose going away next week,” said Pasca};abruptly,
‘““and it will be a long while before I returp to La Neuville,
again,”

““Indeed I And they will allow you to go? But, of course,
why should they keep you? They have no further need of
you. You have saved the heir of the house, and you havg,
given them your money—what more is there for them to get?
You would only be in the way, my poor boy; your pres-
ence would be a constant reminder of the services you have
renderéd. You will always be very much liked, but if you're
at a distance, it will be go much pleasanter ! ”

. ‘““Father!”

“ Listen—will you stay? For you I will give up all my
schemes of ambition. People know now what you have in
you, and if you would stand at the next election no one
would dare to offer himself as an opponent. Yoy might be
the master of the district, if you liked; we could rule
it, Pascal. Do you understand what I am ready to do
for your future? If you chose—well, we could make the
thankless understand what a man like you is werth. Come
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ahﬂ.ll not alter it. It will do me good to expatriate myself
for a little while.” ¢
~ “'T'hen you will accept nothing at my hands }”

Pascal looked fixedly at his father.

“Will you give me what I ask you?”

, A furrow came on Carvajan’s forehead; still, he answered:
+  “Make your request.”

- “ Well, then, my ask is Etlll incomplete. 1 have obtained
an acquittal for Robert de Clairefont, I have snatched him
from the hands of the law, but I have not quite washed
away the stain which soils his honour, I have not found the '
real culprit. Father, help me to obtain this last success,
and many disagreeable recollections will be effaced from my
memony.”

The old man sat lost in thought ; he seemed to forget he
- was not alone.

‘““The same nature,” he muttered; “the same ardour, the
same determination, ouly he has not drawn his strength
from rancour, as I have done. He has devoted himself to
his love as I have devoted myself to my hatred. What is
the good of raising obstacles? He will only overturn
them.”

Then, emerging from his meditation :

“1 cannot tell you what you wish to know—I do not
know it myself, But Chassevent no longer dares to lay
snares at night in the Clairefont valley, and Pourtois is but
the shadow of his former self. The Great Marl-Pit contains
& secret—ify is there you must search.”

“Thank you. I will search.”

Carvajan had risen,

“You will not go away without seeing me a.gam?" he

said. °
‘“ No, father.”

“ “Tn'l'l't'.l" 'I!"F‘.l"'l].l )
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About three o’clock, Robert arvived in quest of Pascal.
At thee chiteau they were all astonished”that he had not
yet been to see them, and Aunt Isabells in particular was
furiouas. :

“1 have been busy about you,” said Pascal, in excuse,

“So Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice will forgive me.”
- Then they set out for Clairefont. It was a lovely autumn
afternoon. The becches in the park Md turned a deep,
rich red which made the green of the firs look still more
sombre by contrast. The air was soft and mild and the
larks were moaring high into the sky, gaily ca'ruliing the
while. The two young men took the path where Chasse-
veut's bullet had passed so close to Pascal’s head and the
barrister showed his friend the birch tree with the franch
broken off.

“It's a good thing for you the rascal hadn’t loaded his
gun with buck-shot,” said the count. “If he had, he would
most probably have killed you, And then where should I,
have been now 77

A hundred yards farther ou, Robert stopped, and point-
ing to a large gap in the thicket, where the ground was
very much trodden and trampled :

“Why, look ! ” he said. “ Can there be big game here of
& night §7 |

Pascal stooped down and tried to find the impress of an
animal’s foot in the chalky soil of the path, but he ecould
only see large, blurred tracks.

“Oh, don’t trouble to look. See how high up the
branches are broken—it must certainly be some deer.
We'll have something to Say to them one of these days, it
you like.”

Pascal made no answer, he wag thinking, and $hey finished
their walk to the chiteau in silenca.
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~—the marquis 1 ying lazily back in a large bamboo arm-chair
while Antoinette read the paper to him, and Aunt Iswbella,
her face redder than ever, busy with her everlasting knit-
ting. For the first tune for a very long while, the occu-
pants of Clairefont had resumed their tranquil, domestic
life; and they no longer avoided each other in an endeavour
to hide their anguish and their tears, for now they had
only smiling faces to*show.

It was Fox who announced the arrival of the two young -
men by his barks of delight. .

‘“ Ah, here at last is the companion of my exile!” ex-
claimed Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice. And taking the
barrister by the shoulders, she kissed him on both checks
“ Ah, may dear boy, to-day our hearts are not so heavy, are
they, eh 77

Pascal bowed ceremoniously to Mademoiselle de Claire-
font ; then he looked round for Croix-Mesnil, but the baron
bad gone back to Evreux only that morning. The marquis
found all sorts of kind words in which to thank his son’s
defender.  During the last three weeks, he had made
rapid strides towards health. He had recovered all his
faculties, but the violent shock to which he had succumbed
had left an unconquerable indolence behind it. He no
Ionger busied himself with bis inventions, and the labora-
tory was forsaken. He himself told Pasecal of this singular
change, finishing gaily by saying :

“In fact now I don’t want to work at all, and that, I
believe, is the surest way to rebuild my fortune.”

He took the young man’s arm and slowly walked along
the terrace with him,

“There are, I know, some questions of interest to be
gettled betwegn us,” he said, “but I will not insult you by

gpeaking to you about money. Malézeau is there to arrange
all +ha+ »?
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sir, if you will allow me to do so,” rgplied Pascal. “I
have reasons for thinking that the Great Marl-Pit could
be made a source of great profit to you. An active
intelligent manager would soon put it into working order
again, and I will undertake to find an engineer who will
devote himself to the task.”

- The marquis watched his companion narrowly as he
listened to him, and the young man explained his views and
ideas with a practical lucidity which made a great 1mpres-
sion on Monsieur de Clairefont. When, tired of walking, the
old man returned to Aunt Isabella and Antoinette, he took
advantage of the absence of Pascal and Robert to say:

“[ have just been talking business to Monsieur Carvajan,
and he has astonished me. He is really a very remarkable
man.”

“ Do you think I have not found that out before now t”
oried Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice, impetuously. “I
know him—I, who have lived with him, like mother ang
son. He is nothing short of & marvel. And you take to
yourself the honour of the discovery !”

Antoinette, bending over her embroidery, did not utter a
word, but her fingers shook strangely as they plied the
needle,

Pascal stayed to dinner at the chateau. All the evening
he was very reserved in his behaviour, and about ten o ‘clock
he took his leave. Robert offered to go with him as far as the
little gate in the park, and as he was kissing his aunt, ghe
asked : | " _

¢ What is the matter with Pascal this evening? Heis
perfectly icy. One cannot get a word from him, can one,
Antoinette 7

“ Well, aunt, I have not noticed—" *

“ Oh, you never do see anything, do you?”

It was a very dark night, and Robert told Bernard to bring
him & lantern. The old servant seemed uneasy and said ;
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“If you will allow me, sir, I will come with you. Once
might hag fallen, if is not very nice to be about alnn&-

“ But why not 1” asked Pascal.

‘“ Begging your pardon, sir, but since the accident, all
about the Great Marl-Pit is haunted, as you might say,
‘And things happen there at night that are best not seen.”

“ Nonsense, you old stupid,” said Robert. ¢ Those are
tales of 2 coward om a drunkard. But, make yourself easy,
I am not afraid of anything I may meet.”

He took the lantern and set off with Pascal. They went
down the slopes of the park until they reached the short
cut to the town. The count drew the bolts, opened the
door, and prepared to go on as far as the outskirts of
La Neuville, but his companion would not hear of such a
thing.

‘““ Here iy the h1gh road,” he said, “and I could find my
way along it blindfolded.”

. After many friendly protestations, Robert turned back
and Pascal found himself alone. But instead of continuing
his walk towards La Neuville, he turned in the direction of
Pourtois’s inn. The tavern was closed and silent, though a
faint light shone through the crack of the door. Pascal
gained the narrow footpath that runs beside the Gréat Marl-
Pit aud muffling the sound of his steps as much as he could,
walked up it towards Couvrechamps, attentively watching
everything around him the while. His only weapon was
his iron-wood stick, but he was accustomed to nocturnal
walks through fields and woods, and his heart was not best-
ing any faster than usual. Suddenly he stopped—he had
just recognised the gap to which Robert bad drawn his
attention that afternoon. Then he went on about fifteen
- paces further, and geeing an enorlmous juniper tree growing
amidst the heath by the roadside, he stationed himself with
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The sky was studded with stars. The moon was rising
like » coppery disc above the woods of Ua Saucelle and soon
the fields would be flooded with her olear, cold light. The
silence in the deserted valley was disturbed by strange,
faint rustles—plants were opening their thirsty cups to the
dews of night, insects were sliding and crawling from branch

‘to branch, and the shadows were alive with nocturnal frolics.

Pascal thought of the evening he®had just passed at
Clairefont.. Not once had Antoinette spoken to him. Her
behaviour had been such as he bad known it before he had

rendered his services to her family—cold aund haughtv.

When he thought she would be forced to bestow her

confidence and friendship upon him, he found her in-~

different and drifting away from him. Was she  utterly
heartless? 'The day before, during the trial, he had seen
her weeping as he spoke. For a short moment he had

dominated and taken possession of her ; he had entered her

rebellious heart as its sovereign master. But the impression
had been but a passing one and he had been speedily
deprived of his conquest.

Ah, what comfort and joy would one word from her have
brought him—one word of loving gratitude! In his hunger

_ for affection, he would have hailed the testimony of a kindly

feeling as a supreme consolation, and the memory of it
would have flourished and bloomed in his desolate heart
like a flower gpringing up among some rains.

The Clairefont clock striking twelve changed the caﬁrsﬂ.
of Pascal’s ideas. The moon was now high in the hemrensr,'

and the valley was bathed in silvery light. A Uil what"
hour ought I to wait? I am here, like Horatio waiting for. -

the ghost of the dead king on ihe platform of Elsmore. If
my father has not decerved me, whom am [ going to see!l
And if anyone does come, will he pass where I am stand-
ine b
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chosen, and he stayed obstinately on. He amused himself
by watching the ghmbols of two hares playing on the path,
while on the Clairefont heights a fox was harkmg to summon
. his vixen who was lymg hid. But about one o'clock he
began to lose patiencé and he was about to go away, intend-
ing to come again the following night, when the hares
suddenly pricked up their ears and leapt into the thicket.
There was a sound ®f footsteps on the path.

A thrill ran through Pascal’'s frame, he clenched his teeth
and tighteued hig grasp upon his thick stick. The footsteps
drew nearer and nearer, ringing clearly in the silence like
those of a man advancing without any fear or precaution.
A shadow fell across the moonlight path and, bare-headed
and with his clothes all disordered, Pascal recognised Roussot.

He came ony his eyes open and fixed and vacant, his
movements stiff and automatic as though he were obeying a
force of which he was unconscious. He passed by and
JStrode through the gap. Pascal at once started to follow
him, but the shephérd did not seem to hear him. He
walked on straight before him without hesitating, without
pausing, with the wfrular, even motion of a machine. When
he reached the edge of the hollow where Rose had been
found dead by her father and Pourtois, he stopped. An
expression of despair came over his face, he wrung his
- hands, then with a doleful wail, he went on his way again,
- going in the direction of Couvrechamps. Pascal continued
to follow him and thus they arrived at the cemetery. The
-idiot vaulk&d over the low wall, and going to a grave, at
" the fead of which stood a simple wooden cross, he threw
- himself on his knees and began to moan,  He fell on the.
stone and passionately kissed it, murmuring in tones of
supplicationy; ““Oh, Rose! Forgive me, Rose!” And it
was a dreadful sight to see thiz madman callipe to the
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For a long time Roussot remained there, writhing in an
agony of regret, then at last he rose and -departed as he had
come, ' -

Pascal stayed leaning against the wall, lost in thonght.
The veil had been abruptly torn asunder and now he knew
the truth. In an lustant his imagination grasped the scene
~ of the murder. How was it he had never guessed this be-
“fore? Again he could see Roussot teasing and playing with
Rose with dangerous glee. Within this being deprived of
reason, a passionafe desire had sprung up and with the
ferocions bestiality of a wild animal he had attempted to
gratify it. In the paroxysm of his amorous fury, he had
carried Rose off by main foree, but the unexpected arrival
of Chassevent and Pourtois had forced him to fly, and the
force of his embrace had been mortal. He had killed the
gir]l when he had only meant to stifle her cries, and now he

passed his days in thinking of her, and his nights in seeking
her and calling her in the nightmare of his phantom-haunted
sleep. i
And thus he could be made to betray himself and furnish
proofs of his own crime. It was sufficient to see him walk
moaning through the heath, and roll in horrible ecstasy on
the grave-stone, to dissipate all doubt. But would he
repeat on the morrow what he had gone through just now !
Would he perform every night this terrible pilgrimage to
the scene of his crime? - f
Twice more Pascal came, and twice more he witnessed the
same sight. The somnambulist came, crossed the heath,.
paused by the excavation, then went on to th® cemetery,
each time his frightful nightmare following the same course,
Then, without mentioning his discovery to a soul, Pascal
called on Jousselin, asked him to accompany him to the
house of the Procureur of the Republic, and thére he related
what he had seen, and requested that some one might
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‘“ I am entirely at your disposal,” said the Procureur, very
much impressed, “and I will take the necessary rsasures
to render our expedition legally iseful. Then perhaps
Monsieur de Clairefont has been the victim of a deplorable
judicial error after all? We thought that you had snatched
a culprit from our hands,” he added smiling, ‘ though we
could not but admire your victory. DBut if your client is
innocent, we shall Bwe you untold thanks, for in France the
magistracy is always ready to own a mistake and only secks
the truth.” %

““ Then, if yon are willing, we will meot at the little park
door this evening, at eleven o'clock. Monsieur Jousselin
can post his men inside the church and conceal himself
near the cemetery, for though I am sure that the shepherd
can neither see.nor hear when he is- in that condition, it 1s
safer for us to hide ourselves.” |

“(Good-bye, until this evening.”

At five o'clock Pascal appeared at Clairefont where he was
totally unecxpected. He was hailed with cxclamations of
delight by Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice and Robert, and
the marquis received him as usual with the utmost gracious-
ness. Antoinette walled herself in with a somewhat sombre
gravity. Lately there had been a great change in her.  She,
who used to be the light and life of the house, would now
sit for hours together without opening her lips, and if her
aunt touched her to arouse her, she wonld start as though
suddenly recalled from the land of dreams. She was sweet
and gentle, as she had always been, but she had evidently
gsome secret which oceupied all her thoughts. Croix-Mesnil
had obtained a week’s leave and was staying at the chitean,
He took immense pains to please and distract the young
girl, accompanying her on her walks and doing his best to
make her talk. His conversation was generally about the

= +
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barrister as if he wished to provoke a retort and would have
been Cnly too happy to be contradicled. At such times
Antoinette would look at him with a strange expression in
Iter eyes and simply let the conversation drop.

On this particular day, when Mademoiselle de Clairefont
saw Pascal coming, shc turned to the baron and said
abruptly :

- “See, here is your friend.”

Croix-Mesnil turned a little pale but he answered very
quietly :

“I do mnot deny .tha.t he is my friend. 1 like overyone
who 18 devoted to you.” -

Antoinette raised her head, glanced searchmgly at the
 young man and replied: .

“If you meant what you said, you would be either the
least in love or the most generous of men.” Then she
passed before him to go and meet her brother’s defender,
and so did not see the cloud of sadness which darkeneq
Croix-Mesnil’s face. -

During dinner and all through the -evening, Pascal was
unusually gay. He who was generally so grave and reserved,
allowed his wit full play and held them all under the charm
of his conversation. He revealed a new Pascal they had
never known before but whom they liked infinitely, Aunt
Isabella sat drinking in the words of her favourite, and
between hiin and Robert she was simply beaming.

“Is he not charming? I assure you he has completely
‘ gxorcised > me,” she could not help saying to Jhe marquis
in an outburst of enthusiasm,.

At half-past ten Pascal rose to take his leave, in spite of
Mademoiselle de Saint Maurice’s protests, and asked Robert
to walk with him. »

“Only, without any lantern, if you please. If we miss
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The two friends went off through the park. Soon they
- reached the little'ddﬂr, opened it and stepped out®on to
the road. A dark form emerged from the shadow of the
wall, and a voice asked : -

* Is that you, Monsieur Carvajan 1” |

“Yes, it is I, Monsieur le Procureur de la République,
and Monsieur de Clairefont is with me.”

“ But what does %this mean ?” asked Robert, with sudden
distrust.

It means the complete vindication of your character,
o 8I1,” replied the Procurcur. “And allow me to assure you of
the pleasure it will give me to proclaim it.” |

* And now do not let us talk any more,” said Paseal. And
leading the way he went silently up the path by the Great
Marl-Pit. -

For two hours, Jousselin had been watching behind a
little willow in the cemetery. He had posted one of his
- énen at an angle of the wall whence he eould survey the

Couvrechamps road, and two others were hiding in the

church.  Woods and fiolds were wrapt in silence. The

moon, which was now full, cast blue reflections on the slated
roof and spire of the little church, and it was so light that
the inscriptions on the tombs could be castly deciphered.

Jousselin, chilled to the marrow, for there was a white frost,

yet did not dare move 2 limb and waited in patient stillness,

Still he began to feel a little auxious——suppose the shepherd

did not come? Robert had always had the sympathy of the

good-heartgd commissary since the day of the confronting

with the body, and he would have been delighted to see the
last doubts, which some were still obsfinate enough to en-
tertain about the count’s imnocence, dispelled.

It was twoso’clock in the morning when he heard the low

whistle which was the signal he had agreed upon with his
mMan ¥ hes crrrreys ad 2L 0 00 -~ - -
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ivy with which the wall was covered rustled as if some heavy
body were brushing against it, and Roussot appeared with
the moon shining full upon him. His eyes were open, but
they were visionless. "

He slipped over the wall into the cemetery, stalked stiffiy
along the path between the tombs, and going straight to the
stone which covered poor Rose, he began to call her in
smothered tones. Pascal, Robert and the Procureur entered
through the churchyard gate, purposely left ajar. They
had followed the idiot across the valley, and now they stood
silent and frozen with horror as they watched the lugubrious
termination of this nocturnal expedition. Crouched on’ the
tombstone which he was eagerly kissing, Roussot continued
his supplication, while the tears strcamed from kis eyes
which were strangely dilated. Forgive me, Rose!  Oh,
forgive me ! ¥ he muttered over and over again, And seiz-
ing the wooden cross with a convulsive grasp, he shook it
till it fell on the grass. "

The watchers had approached and surrounded the shep-
herd, but he did not notice them, and, absorbed in his pas-
sionate fury, he continued to cry and rave. At a sign from
the Procureur, Jousselin tapped the idiot on the shoulder.
Roussot felt the touch, looked up, then rose to hig knees.
He passed his haunds over his face, ag if he were awakening,
threw one terrified glance around him, then hig eyes grew
bigger, his features worked and twitched, a yell issued from
his lips, and, darting past Jousselin, he bounded towards the
wall But there he saw a man seated astride on the cop-.
ing ; then he ran all round the cemetery, found the gate
guarded, and, after stamping wildly for a moment like a
hunted beast, noticed that ﬁ‘f church door stood a little

open and rushed towards it. ¢
«Took out! Look ont!” cried Jousselin to his men,
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growls, then one of the men ran out of the church ery-
ing, .

‘“ He is climbing into the steeple |”

By the light of the moon, the idiot could be seen at one of

the openings of the spire. Then tho steps of the detective
following him echoed through the church. Roussot climbed
the ladder leading to the beams which supported the bell,
standing like a horsible, fantastic apparition, with grinning
face, hair on end, and face livid with fear.
- His pursuer appeared beneath him, mounting higher and
higher. The shepherd glanced at the summit of the steeple
and with the agility and strength of a gorjlla, commenced
crawling along the girders. For a moment he stood upright
on a narrow ledge, then, apparently seized with giddiness, he
awayed to and fro as though fascinated by the sense of
nothingness around him, gave a ghastly shrieck of laughter,
and losing his footing, fell into space.

Robert, Pascal and the Procureur had but the time to
Yeap backwards as Roussot’s body, turning over and over in
its fall, described a large curve and fell with a thud on
Rose’s grave, bespattering with its blood the stone yet wet
with the shepherd’s tears,

’
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CHAPTER XII.

TaREE days later, in the drawing-room Sf the chiteau, where

the whole family wag assembled, Maitre Malézeau gave an
account of the various transactions committed fo his care,

The marquis’s debt was liquidated, and an act of partnership
between Pascal and Monsleur de Clairefont ensured the
proper working of the Great Marl-Pit. Carvajan’s son, as
the sleeping partuer, was to place a manager *of his
choosing at the head of the works and find the money to pay
all preliminary expenses. In the future the profits were to
be equally divided between himself and the marquis, the one
having given hiz money, the other his property, Roberte
seized with a commendable zeal for work, had asked to be
given something to do, and Pascal had appointed him to a
post which would allow him to live in the open air, and yet
turn his huge bodily strength and activity to some use,
Chassevent, summoned to Malézean’s office, after bemoan-
ing the fate which had deprived him of his dear, good, little
girl, had consented to leave the neighbourhood on condition
that he received two thousand franecs. As the old vagabond
complained of the smallness of the sum, the lawyer had said
to him roughly, locking him straight in the facerthe while :
“ A gift of two thousand francs from the marquis, and a
shot fired at Monsicur Pascal makes things square. If you
are not satisfied, your claim shall be gettled by the Procurcuy
of the Republic.” And the rogue made no mbre to-do, but
got off for Louvicrs, where he had some relations.
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“You will forgive me, Marquis,” he added, *“for being .
in guch a hurry* to got all these formalities settled, but .
Monsieur Pascal leaves to-morrow, and so—"

“ He is going away ?"” burst out Mademoiselle de Saint
Maurice. *And where is he going to?”

%1 do not know, mademoisslle,” replied the attorney,
furiously blinking his eyes. “But I do not think Monsieur
Pascal intends to I#ave the country.”

““ Oh, indeed 9 That’s something to be thankful fc:r at
any rate I ” exclaimed Aunt Isabella violently. ¢ It would
"have been the finishing touch if he had gone back to.
America, to countries where it’s as easy to catch yellow fever
as 1t is & cold here! But why is he goingaway ? Why has
he sugh a mania for travelling?

“ Good gracious, mademoiselle,” retorted Malézean, ™ what
attraction do you think there 18 for him here? He has
broken all ties of affection with his fatheor, he has made
implacable enemies of all those who coveted part of this
estate—life here would be simply unbearable. And how-
ever grieved I may be to see him go, for Madame Malézeau
and I bave grown to look upon him as belonging to our-
gelves and we shall miss him terribly, yet I caunot dissunade
him from a determination which I think both brave and
wise.”

“Why brave! Why wise?” asked the old maid, with a
mbnacing expression. | :

The lawyer coldly drew himself up, and replied :

“ There are other motives for Monsicur Pascal’s depdrture,
which I am not at liberty to disclose,”

A profound gilence followed these words. No one cared
to continue the conversation. Robert and Croix-Mesnil
" were both thinking of the hidden motives Pascal could have
for going away-—the former with the muddled surprise of a
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who, Hﬂpﬂl&ﬂﬁ himsedf, knows his rival’s suffering-is as great
a8 his awh. o - -
 Antoinette, who. was seated In the window in, the pale rays
of the November -san, had let her embroidery fall on her
knees, and with idle” hands and eyes half closed, seemed to.
- doz8, But she” was not slumbering. She was thinking of
ﬁﬂé_of the stained windows in the Clairefont church—the one
“on which Jacob was depicted, wrestling wéth the angel. She

¢could distinetly see the painting of the Biblical shepherd,
with the bronzed skin, the high forehead, the brown beard
and blue eyes which formed so strong a resemblance to Pas-
cal. This was the man, determined and intensely loving,
who had been content to serve fourteen years to obtam
Rachael. He had not allowed his task to dishearten him,
and ift the end he had over-ruled all resistance, and gained
the woman he desired. Had not Carvajan’s son displayed a
similar courage, inspired by a similar love?

Auntoinette thought of how he had spoken to her the first
time in the lane. How careless and easy he was then!
He was returning from foreign lands to his father’s roof., He
was finding an exquisite delight in seeing oncc again the |
fields and woods where he had passed his childhood. And
suddenly he had found himself drawn into the fight and the
first name he heard was that of his father’s enemy. Even
now she could hear herself saying, “I am Mademoiselle de
Clairefout.” How proudly he had replied: “And I am
Pascal Carvajan 1”7 Did they not seem like two enemies un-
furling their flags, and entering the lists against each other ?
Bat no, they were not destined to engage in comBat. The
first glance had put an end to all idea of strife between
them, and made him her zealous defender. After that day
she had felt his presence cver near her, she knew that he
was watching her joys and grief, and that, although he had
.0 hope, yet he was attaching himself to her by the mys-
tarious tfes of a constant cﬂmniuniﬂn of spirits. Then came
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the scene at the ball, with her bmther k prﬁvﬂcﬂtmna, "Pag-
cal's quivering anger, and her own intervention aad apology
‘when, with a word, she could have madé the man before
whom she was humbling herself, {all at her feet.; and lastly,
after a fresh addition had been.gade to the burden of her
grief, her visit to Carvajan's gloomy ouse. » How tenderly-
and. resolutely he had said to-her: “You shall net be
wounded either in gour affections or your fortune. - That [
promise you, upon my hononr.” And in the gladness of her
heart she had replied ; ““ You will always have my deepest
~ gratitude.” He had kept his promise. At the cost of the
most heroic sacrifices, he had cleared Robert’s reputation and
" saved the estate. And what had she done to prove her
gratityde? A few tears shed, a pressure of the hand, had
been all the reward she had given him. And that made
them quits, and she could let him go without regret or re-
morge. After having gone through so much for her, he was

J2OW going to suffer through her, |

An outburst from Aunt Isubella aroused Mademoiselle
de Clairefont from her reverie. Robert and Croix-Mesnil
had taken Malézeau out on the terrace, and the old maid

was talking to her brother-in-law.

“Well, my dear,” she cried fiercely, “if I were thirty
years younger, you may take my word for it, I'd have
managed to make him stop!”

“Come, come, auntie,” said the marquis, ‘you are too
impetuous.”

““ Then 1 serve to counterbalance those who are too
]}hlegmatlc ¥ "

““I knew the time when you were more exclusive in your
ideas, and when you would not admit that a man worthy
the name cowld exist outside the aristocracy.”

“ But just look how your aristocracy has behaved to us.
Until that dear Pascal declared himself on our side, our
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have nothing to do with us, Before this plebeian stood up
in our~defence, all our noble friends turiled their backs on
us, while he has been most chivalrous. He is not highly
born, I know, but he is of the stuff of which our own old
kings used to make great generals, great ministers,’ and
finally dukes and peers.” |

“« My dear sister, I won't attempt to contradict you. 1
thought I was the only liberal in th® family, but now,
judging from appearances, there seem 1o be two of us.
Only don’t speak so loudly. It makes my head ache—it 18
not very strong yet—and you will wake Antoinette.”

¢ Ts ghe asleep? Can it be possible ? When she ought to
be in a state of agitation, at leasl as violent as mine?

And it is T who have reared that girl! She wag more -

excited the day of the trial T can tell you. DBut once the
danger past, the rescuer may go to the devil! ”
‘“ Sister!”
« Well, I always say what I think. -1 am not ::me to
change so easily, nothing has ever made me turn back.
“Rea.lly I believe you love this young man better than
you do us.’
¢« oAnd what if I did? Would it not be only just? We
had done nothing for him, and he has given up everything
" for.us. But there, I am very stupid to excite myself so—
nobody has asked me for my advice, and in future P'll keep
my opinions to myself.” |
Here Antoinette moved her head, and her aunt said no
more, ‘
¢ Are the others out on the terraee 17 said the girl. “1
am quite stiff —I will go outside for a little walk.” |
She rose and went slowly down the flight of stone steps.

As she did so, she heard her Aunt Isabelly say to the’

marquis : |
fEXT e T e et wmrr Blra Wb 1 oodta Aver mae

*
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not to see that the boy is dying of love for her, or else she
is made of marble.” - A

‘A quiet smile crept over Mademoiselle de Clairefont’s
lips, and her face lighted wup like a beausiful landscape
‘under a sudden flood of sunlight. She joined the -group
outside, and, taking Malézeaw’s arm, gradually brought
Pagcal’s name into the conversation. The lawyer, as if he
had only awaited™a sign to cempletely unfold his friend’s
plans, launched forth into details. Pascal intended to
settle in Paris where he was certain beforehard téo very
soon gain an important position at the Palais, and where,
through the mfluence he had with the various Law
Societies, he had a practice ready made for him., He
refuged to enter the Chamber for the present, but he could cer-
tainly represent La Neuville whenever he chose to present
himself as a candidate. Good old Malézeau even took
mischievous pleasure in inginuating that, in the society in
which he would mix, Pascal would be very likely to
make a brilliant marriage. But this called forth no ex-
-pression of either satisfaction or vexation from Antoinctte—
she displayed nothing but indifference, and her face was as
calm as before. She even spoke so tranquilly that to
Malézean her tones sounded cold, and, having tried to ﬂud
. out too much, the lawyer learnt nothing.

Pascal arrived about an hour before dinner. He looked
pa.la and dejected, and his efforts to talk and laugh were
not crowned with much success, for his melancholy would
show itself. Aunt Isabella’s eyes rested pityingly on him,
‘then shot indignant glances at her niece, who, perfectly
unmoved, laughed and chatted with the utmost freedom

from constraint. Several times she said to Pascal :

"~ “La Neyville is quite near Paris. You will come and see
us gometimes, will you not %

She spoke with a light-heartedness which brought the-
tears to the young man’s eyes. Feeling that his emotion
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was becoming uncontrollable, he stepped outside, where
Monsiegr de Croix-Mesnil joined him. Antoinette looked
after them with some surprise, and, hastily rising, went-to
one of the windows,

Pascal and the baron walked slow ly along by the flower-
beds, until Monsieur de Croix-Mesnil pointed to a stone
bench standing against the wall, and Pascal dropped
wearily upon it. Soon their conversa#ion became very
animated, and Antoinette, seized with a vague uneasiness,
turned slightly pale.

‘“ What can they have to say to onc another?” she
thought.

The window of Robert’s room was immediately over
where the two young men were sitting, while it, was
sereened from all view by the closed shutters—from it all
that they were saying could be heard. The bloo® mounted
to Antoinette's cheek at the thought, and her eyes gleamed
with curiosity. A faint veice within her told her that it
would be wrong to listen, but consumed with the desire to
know, she hurried out of the drawing-room, without re-
plying to her brother’s cry of, ‘ Where are you going?”
and turned towards the turret. She ran lightly up the
staircase and opened the door of the room. The win-
dow was partly open, and scarcely daring to breathe, she
bent her ear towards the thin laths of wood and listened
eagerly to the voices which rose clear and distinct from the
terrace.

‘“Yes, I had indeed dreamed of performing all that you
have done for her,” Croix-Mesnil was saying. * But though
{ have wildly envied you, I have never for a moment
hated you. 1 felt that your aid was indispensable.”

“ Alas, all i8 over now !” replied Pascal sadly., * And the
one of us two that is to be envied is you, since you remain

- here.”
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“I am going because it is beyond my strength to stay,”
_answered Pascal *with sudden heat; “because eagh day
adds to my love, and doubles my despair; because I know
of nothing mbvore frightful than to have dreamed of happi-
ness, and not to have won it ; because—but what is the
good of telling you all this? You ought to know what I
feel since you love her ag T do, and since she does not love
you any more thall she does me.”

“ It is true she does not love me,” assented the baron.
‘““ But you,—” he broke off with a deep sigh, then went on
in a different tone ; “ But you, Pascal, she does love.”

““ What are you saying 1”

““] am saying what is true, what is right, and what is
just.e Oh, how fortunate you are to have been able to
dedicate and sacrifice “yourself to her  She is a priceless
treasure, and she is yours. You can take my word for it—
the word of a man in love with her himself, whose penetra-
tion it is not possible to deceive, who has chosen to acquire
the certainty of his misfortune, and who has suffered
anguish from the knowledge of it. She loves you—she
ought to love you, and she is too noble, too great, too
oenerous, not to do so. If she did not love you, she would
not be the woman she is. Come, enjoy your gcod fortune,
and do not go. She loves you t” |

Pascal pressed Croix-Mesnil’s hand in his own.

“ It pains me to see your grief,” he said in a tone of deep
sympathy. f

‘“ No, 130, you must have no regrets. What is was to be,
and it would have been a thousand pities for things to have

been otherwise. For a soul like hers it needed a heart like
yours, You alone can make her happy, and that you will
do so is m& only hope and the one consolation I wish to
bear away with me. That it is an unselfish hope I think I
am proving to you, by speaking as I am doing.”

)
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« Between her and me, there is a gulf,” he said. “1 bear
the name of Carvajan—" T
«You bear the name of-—the man she loves,” returned

Croiz-Mesnil. 4

They sat in silence for some time lcmn'er each fﬂllnwmg
his own train of thought, then they rose. |
~ «7 have not announced my departure,” said the baron, |
“but I am going away to-morrow, neverto return, Leb us
say good-bye. I cannot wish you anything, for you have
all. But you can wish me forgetfulness.” |

Pascal made no reply—he only stretched out his arms.
Croix-Mesnil threw himself into them and these two rivals
embraced each other as if they had been brothers.

Behind the shutters, Antoinette stood still as a gtatue.
Even after the two young men had gone she stayed, as if
the sound of their voices still rang in her ears. At last she
turned, looked round the darkened room in which she stood,
and with a start remembered the sad day when she had
shut berself up there to read the first letter from Aunt
Tsabelln. She could recall all her impressions, her hopes,
her fears. It was on this table that sbe had leant her
elbows, in utter mental and physical exhaustion—there was
 still the trace of her tears on the blotting-book. Her
horizon was very threatening then, and now it was blue and
sunny and clear. All had been saved within a few weeks,
by the all-powerful will of a loving man. There was &
vague murmur in the shadow, like the echo of past Elgha,
and with heartfelt gratitude Mademoiselle dﬁ Clairefont-
clasped her hands and said in a low voice :

“ Oh, God, how can 1 thank you enough!”

Then she passed her handkerchief over her face, and left
the room. When she re-entered the drawinggroom, Aunt®
Isabella’s sharp eyes noticed that Antoinette’s eyehdﬂ were
. red as if she had been recently Weepmg, and the uld maid

g )

r
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felt almost glad, for she could not understand her niece’s
lack of emotion, * . |

Dinner was a mournful affair that evening in spite of
Robert’s attemipts to keep up the conversation. Everyone
was occupied with his own grave thoughts and listened but
absently to what was being said. In the drawing-room
afterwards, Antoinette seated herself at the piano, and for
the first time Pasc® heard her sing. Her voice was a pure,
powerful mezzo-soprano. She-chose, as if by chance, an
exquiaife air from the ‘ Reine de Saba,” and a thrill ran
through Pascal as he listened to the proud, passionate ex-
pression with which she sang the refrain :

| “ Plas grand dans son obscurité

- Qu'un roi paré du dladéme,
11 semblait porter en lui-méme

Sa noblesse et sa majesté 1

The words were plainly addressed to him—she surrounded
ohim with thein as with a purple mantle, and decorated
him with them as with a crown. For a minute, their souls
were in- close contact, and it seemed as if something was
wafted from her to him. Then a mist swam before Pascal’s
eyes, and when he was again able to see and hear, she had
attacked the celebrated air: * Una voce poco fa,” with a &0
which told too plainly her indifference, and a ‘precision of
- vocalisation which precluded the slightest auppemtmn of
" emotion on her part.
The waves of despair seemed to close over Pascal’s hea.d
%1 am agoward to stay here only to have my heart still
more lacgrated every hour,” he told himself. “ Monsieur de
Croix-Mesnil is mistaken, and I myself am losing my reason.
Come, a moment’s firmness ! T will go, and Iet it all be for
~ever finished !” He rose hastily, and going over to Made-
moiselle de Saint Mauriee, said : T

‘I must beg you to excuse me, mademoiselle. 1 h;a.ve gtill
many preparations to make, and I féar I must say good-bye.”
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“ What, already 1” asked the 'd foaid. “ But, at least,
we shall see you again to morrow '

«Y think not,” he answered m & voice that shook; “to
my great regret.” - .

“ At what hour do you leave t” .

“ At two o'clock.” 1

“ Then I shall gome and say good-bye to you to-morrow
morning,” cried Robert. I shall cothe and lunch with
you, at our friend, Monsieur Malézean’s.”

“ Good-bye, marquis. Good-bye, madammselle stam-
mered Paseal.

“ You must always remember to look upon Clairefont as
yourshome,” said the marquis.

The young man bowed, but made no reply. Atide of
bitterness was rising from his heart to his lips.

“ Good-bye,” he repeated. |
Antoinette's hand was stretched out to him, and as he
pressed it, he felt how soft and warm it was, while his own
was icy cold. He glanced beseechingly at her he a.dured
and in her eyes he noted a gleam of tenderness and pity.
The expression on her face seemed to say : .

““ But why don’t you venture? Fall at my- feet, rave,’

“weep, do anything as long as you do something ! Can you

not guess 7”

Rut Pascal was only angrily thinking : ¢ If she does not
make the first advance, she has more pride than aﬂ'eutlﬂn
and then I am right in leaving ber.” '

A farewell, which sounded like a sob, again fell from hlE.
lips. Then he took Malézeau by the arm and drew him out
of the house. He did not regain his self-possession until
the lawyer’s gig was half-way down the hill. The chitean
lights were gradually hidden by the trees, apd then somd
thing seemed to break within his heart, and he kncew that
his love-dream was a thing of the past.

When they reached Maldzeau’s house, he wrung his -
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friend’s hand in silence and went upstairs to his own room.
There he gave way to a fit of utter despair. He cc":tld sec
nothing before him but. an empty, useless existence. " For

whom would"he benceforth struggle and work, for whose

sake would he strive to gain fortune and renown? Body
and sonl he was under the sway of his consuming, hopeless
love, and Antomett‘a would always and incessantly dwell in
hig heart and thnughtﬂ He uttered cries of rage, he poured
forth a flood of blasphemy. He cursed the day on which he
had returned to this country where sorrow and misfortune
awaited him. He uttered prayers and entreaties to Made-
‘moiselle de Clairefont, then overwhelmed her with the most
cruel reproaches. She_had been false and ungrateful; she
had bewitched him, only to work his ruin, and now he could
no longer serve her, she threw him aside in disdain. Then

his mood changed and he felt ashamed of his violence and

passion, He asked pardon of his idol ; he accused himself

~of having misjudged her. She had never given him any

promigse ; she had never encouraged his hopes and his
illusions. Was he not only too fortunate to have had it in
his power to sacrifice himself for her? Croix-Mesnil was

~even jealous of that. “No,” he exzclaimed amidst the

stlence. *‘ You owe me nothing. 1 was your servant, your

- slave—I and all mine belonged to you-—you have only dis.

‘posed of your own. And the joy it has been to me to cast

all at your feet has been my reward. I love you and bless

you, even in the midst of the agony of which you are the
~ ecause.” .

Thus he passed the night In anguish and tumult of mind.
When dawn came he was a little calmer, but with daylight

~his torments returned, for it warned him that he had only

a few hours left in which to breathe the same air as
Antoinette. With a heavy heart he went down to Malézeau’s
office. The lawyer was out, and Pascal wrote a few letters,

then a.huut ten o'clock, prepared to go to the Rue du Marché
2 A
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 to say g nfnnd bye to his father, ag he had pI‘U[IllEEd As he

moveds across the office he caught mgh'{'. of himself in a

mirror and the reflection he saw aroused a feeling of pity in

him. He smiled encouragingly at the poor whetch who was

staring at him with hollow, grief-stricken eyes. He felt a

torpor he counld not resist stealing over him, and he stood ‘at

the window which looked on fo the garden, and gazed over
the roofs of the .neighbouring houses at ®the Clairefont hill
which sloped upwards in white, chalky masses clothed here
and there with thick, dark clumps of -tpees. Antoinette
was now in safety on thiz domain. " He had counterfoiled
the schemes of hatred, disappointed the hopes of gain.
She would be free and happy, and it was to him she would
owe it all. And, at the thought, a feeling of exquisite calm
stole into his heart,
“ Who knows?” he told himself. ¢ Perhaps I shall at
last be able to change my love into a mere friendship, and
" then I can see her again in safety. Oh, to see her again—,
to see her again! DPoltroon that I am, that is my ouly
dream, and it is no use trying to deceive myself.”

He buried his face in his hands and tried to dismiss the
thoughts which were torturing him. JFor some fhinutes he
remained in this attitude, listening to every sound outside
and trying not to see the adorable phantom which per-
petually haunted his memory. He thought he heard the
front door open, then came the sound of steps and Malézean’s
voice was heard in the hall saying : “He is in my office.”

Pascal felt madly agitated, and his heart beat wildly.
Who could it be to see him? The door opened, and ag on
the memorable day when he had entered Carvajan’s office,
the lawyer said :

“ There is a lady here who would like to speak to you.”

With a cry, Pascal rushed forward. Before him stood
Antoinatte dressed in the same dress, and wearing the
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Her face was as pale too as it had been then, but its pallor
now was not caused by fear or grief. They stood for a
moment, gazing at one another, she smiling, he trembling.
At last she said with a charming grace of manner :

“Once again I am compelled to come to you. Only
to-day it is not on behalf of my brother alone I want to
plead with you—~i{ is on behalf of all my family. You hsave
undertaken to ensure our happiness. Well, then, T must
toll you that your work is still incomplete. Robert is sad,
and my aunt perfectly miserable at the thought of seeing
you no more. What is there that would make you stay ¢ ”
she went on with a pretty little coquettish gesture. ¢ If
you are not too exacting, perhaps we could manage to
satisfy your demands,” |

Then as he stood bewildered, not daring to understand,
and afraid to speak, Mademoiselle de Clairefont moved a
step nearer to him and, speaking with infinite tenderness, |
gaid :

““One day you sacrificed your present and your future to
me, You gave me your whole life. Wil you accept mine
in exchange 1”

Pascal uttered a ery, the room seemed to grow dark, and
he vaguely stretched out his arms. Then Antoinette’s silky,
perfumed hair touched his lips, a feeling of mad exhilaration

took possession of him and he was transported to a seventh
heaveén of delight,

Pascal gnd his wife live in Paris, but cvery year they
pass the summer at Clairefont. Malézeau’s prophecies have
come true. The young barrister has met with the most
brilliant success and, yielding to the entreaties of his friends,
has presenved himself as a candidate at the elections, at
which, secretly aided and supported by his father, he has been
elected by an overwhelming majority, Robert, now quite
steadied down, works in real earnest, and there is every pro-
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'- ba.blhty of a match between him and the eldest Mademmselle
de Sajpt André. The Great Marl-Pit, h the hands of
clever manager, has become a perfect mine of wealth and-at
it the marquis’s consumer is used with the best results.
Antoinette in her happiness has been generous enough to
forgive her father-in-law the injuries he had done her
family, but she never sees him, and never mentions him.
When the tyrant dies; they mean to use his money to build

a large home for old men at La Neuville. But at present
the old fellow is in very good health and attends to busi-
ness as usual. And whenever anyone happens to speak of
the wonderful prosperity of the Great Marl Pit under Pascal’s
government, he nods his head and says:

«V¥es, it is all right now, but it wanted a Carvajanato sct
things going.”

THE END.



