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G ASTON DE COLOBRIERES. 7

CHAPTER I.

Uron the high road leading from Paris to Italy, and at a
short league from the frontier, near the place where the Var
:eparate:l’rovence frow the county of Nice, may be perceived,
situated in a bare and arid country, the ruins of an old
chéteau, the front wall of which, still standing, is pierced by
large windows whose sashless apertures stand out clear and
distinet against the deep azure of the cloudless sky. A massive
tower of a style of architecture more ancient than the remain-
der of the edifice, overtops these ruins, and on its embattled
summit, in which time has worn but few breaches, may be
distinguished a slender shaft appearing in the distance scarcely
larger than a necdle, and presenting very much the appearance
of a common lightning-conductor. It is the stump of the
flag-stafl’ from which formerly waved the seignorial standard.
The hill on which stand these ruined buifdmgs is covered
with a thick growth of stunted but highly aromatic vegetation,
the sight of which would delight the eyes of a botanist; for
the rare plants that distil these overpowering odours, which
the breeze frequently wafts to a great distance and even
carries several leagues out to sca, thrive upon this arid rock
wﬁxcl{x could scarcely be supposed 1o nourish even a grain or
wheat,

About thiee quarters of a centwry ago, the chitesu and
the lands which surround it belonged 1o a worthy nobleman,
the Baron de Colobridres, the descendant by the female
branch of an ancient Italian family, which reckoned in its
genealogy twonty cardinals and a pope. The paternal stock
was no less illustrious, and dated back from what might be
called the fabulous times of the Provengal nobility. Despite
his lofty ancestry, the Baron Mathieu de Colobridres was far
from being a wealthy noble. His armorial bearings were a
thistle sinople issuing from a tower embattled and erccted
suble, and it nught be with truth affirmed that never did
armorial bearings tell a truer tale; for the Jands appertaining
to the barony were of a degree of sterility which had becomes
proyerbial in the country, where it was a common saying, that
#:At Colobridres there is nothing but sheafs of thistles and
fields of stones.” 'The baron’s ancestors having alienated hy
dogrees the whole of their seignorial rights, there remained to



8 THE OLD CONVENIS OF PARIS,

him nothing but the family mansion and the adjacent lands,
the revenue derived from which was of the slenderest descrip-
tion. Not one of the country louts who pulled off their hats
as they passed beneath the family escutcheon sculptured over
the gate of the chiteau, would have cared to take a single
farm belonging to the barony.

The Lord of Colobridres had espoused a young demoiselle
as noble, and even poorer than himself, who had brought him
as her sole dower and fortune a few rings and trinkets to the
value of about a hundred crowns. Heaven blessed this union
most superabundantly, and in the space of a few years there
sprung from it a family of fourteen children. This numerous
E‘rl;)geny was in truth broufghc up by the hand of Providence.

e revenues of the fief of Colobrieres scarcely furnished the
daily bread; and as for the rest, it was necessary to make
up the deficiency by diut of industry, prudence, and strict
economy. Tho baroness had never purchased a single new
gown since her wedding outfit; she dressed herself, as well as
the children, with the old stuffs which had formerly garnished
the beds of the chatcau, and thus the little gentlemen figured
in the family tapestries, while the demoiselles wore, fashioned
into petticoats and gowns. the window and bed-curtains
embroidered by the hands of their female ancestors.

The Chateau de Colobriéres resembled a hive, from whence
issued each year the swarms which the paternal dwelling
could no longer either shelter or provide for. As the elder
branches grew up they loft their home and proceeded else-
where to seek their livelihood. The baron was too deepl
impressed with the dignity of his rank, to suffer any of his
children to degrade themsclves or their order; and despite
the straits to which they were reduced, not one had failed in
lus nobility. Seven young Colobriéres had become monks,
or had entered the iing‘s service, and five daughters had
assumed the veil of the order of ¢ Notre Dame dc la Miseri-
corde,” into whose protecting bosoms young women of quality
were received without a dower.  Of all this numerous family
there remained at length at the chateau only the two youngest,
a son and a daughter, whom the baron was accustomed to
call with a sigh, ¢ The props of his old age!”

Guston de Colobriéres, or as thte country people called him,
the Cadet de Colobrieres, was a handsome young man of
some five-and-twenty ycars of age, an intrepid and indefatigable
sportsman, and so proud and shy that he was wont to turn\,
his head aside if he chanced to meet a country maiden on his
way. This rural Hippolytus roamed daily, gun in hand, over
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the domains of the barony, which were fertile ouly in game,
a species of farming which was happily successtul; for, had it
not been for the game which he in general brought home with
him every day to the chateau, the inhabitanis of Colobridres
would have uently been obliged to eat little more than
dry bread at their four repasts. .

e baron’s youngest daughter, Mademoiselle Anastasia,
was a lovely, pensive, and delicate looking brunette. She
had magnificent black hair, eyes whose large dark pupils
alternately sparkled or languished bencath their long and
slightly curved lashes, taper fingers and exquisitely formed
hands, and a rosy mouth, which, at the slightest smile, dis-
closed to view a row of teeth of pearly whiteness. And yet,
1n the eyes of the little world by which she was surrrounded,
she did not appear handsome. Ob Sunday, when she went
to mass at the neighbouring village, the country people beheld
her pass without evincing the slightest sign of admiration.
Her father indeed would confess that she had a cortain air
which marked her as a young girl of high birth and family,
but her mother observed with sadness that almost gipsey-
darkness of skin, which in some degree detracted from her
ﬁood looks, and in place of which the 500& dame would have

ecn much more gratified to see a healthy floridness of com-

lexion. As for the young girl hersclf, she never dreamed of

er beauty, nor cven before her mirror had she ever conccived
the slightest idea of pride or coyuetry.

The life which this family led at the Chiteau de Colobriéres
was_confined and monotonous tv the last degree. The
neighbouring gentry had but little intercourse with the baron,
who cared not to have them as witnesses of his haughty

verty, and all communication with the outer world was

imited to the weekly visits of a worthy priest, who for thirty
years had dis.cha:tgedy the dutics of curé of a village at a short
distance from Colobricres. In former days, the lords of
Colobrigres had maintained a retinue of pages and equerries,
and there was cven an apartment in the chatean which still
went by the name of the guard-room; but at this epoch of
decay, the whole corps of domestics was reduced to one aged
lacé]uey—who entirely neglected the functions of the pantry
and antechamber to devote his time and talents to the culture
of the kitchen garden—and a maid-servant called Madcleine
Panozon, surnamed La Rousse, whose duties would in truth
. Bave been but liglllxt, if she had contented herself with merely
dirccting the culinary department of the baron’s establish-
ment. But the hardy girl in addition to this duty fillod the
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offico of house-maid and attendant, and also aided her mistress
in ﬁtehinﬁ and darning the family linen.

e architecture of the Chéteau de Colobritres belonged to
different epochs. The huge tower, which formed as it were
the kernel of the edifice, was in the Roman style—square,
massive, and pierced with loop-holes in the centre—while the
body of the mansion which surronnded it dated from the
renaissance. A Colobritres, captain in a company of free
lunces, having passed with success through the greal wars of
Italy, and baving been present a the sacking of Rome, had
returned from his campaigns Iaden with a large share of
booty. He rebuilt the hereditary mansion, held open honse
in it with a crowd of gay companions, und finally died, leaving
to his heirs only this fuir chétean, filled with pictures and
valuable furniture. At the period from which our story dates,
the modern buildings which were grouped around the ancient
donjon-keep were already in a very dilapidated condition,
the furniture had become old and shabby, and had in great
part disappeared in its passage throuxh the bands of five or
six gencrations, while of the ancient splendour of Colobriéres,
there remained but some fragments which had passed into
the condition of r(-liquos, such a3 a coffer inlaid with mother-
of-pearl and ivory, in which the baron kept his archives, a
timepiece with a ring of chimes, and six silver covers engraved
with the arms of the Colobriéres.  For the last fifty years
no repairs had been made cither in the roof or on the exterior
woodwork, and in consequence the windows were for the
most part deprived of glacs and shutters, and cvery shower of
rain deluged the floors, The apartments on the first story
were no longer habitable, and the family had cstablished
themselves in the vaunlted 100ms on the ground floor, which
enjoyed almost the temperature of a cellar, warm in winter,
and fresh and cool in the heart of summer.

The chapel had fallen into o state of complete decay, and
for many years the family had gone to hear mass in the neigh-
bouring village. This was a source of great mortification to
the poor baroness, who had nourished hut one ambitious
dream in her entire lifetime, namely, that of sceing herselr
mistress of about fifty erowns, in order to repair the chapel
and have mass said there on Sundays and holydays by some
probationer whom she could afterwards invite to dinner; but
there was no appearance of the baron’s finances ever bein,
able to furnish the means for such an outlay, and the gooi
lady miin@d berself to this hard privation, Every Sunday,
whether fine or wet, the farmly procceded to church on foot,
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dressed in a style in which the change of scasnn caused scarcely
any variation. The baron on these occasions wore an old
broad-skirted coat, still decent, but whose long and faithful
services werc attested by the equivocal lustre of the seums.
1lis stockings of coarse yarn, fitting tightly to a limb which
in youth had not been ill turned, were lost in & pair of vast
shoes ornamented with buckles, and his almost napless three-
cornered hat cvidently required to be handled with the great-
est caution. Madame de Colobrieres followed Lim, dressed
in a petticoat of Tours grogram, a little faded, and a taffeta
mantle which dated from her marriage. Their children were
adorned only with their Lealthy featuics and ereet and grace-
ful carriage. The young boy wore, like the peasants, a coat
of serge and a broad-brimmed hat, while bis sister had a
dress of brown printed cotton, « neck handkerchief of figured
muslin, and a little coif set jauntily upon her hair which was
combed up from her neck.  The solo change which at distant
intervals took place in this humble gail) was confined to the
ribbon of the coif which she was permitted occasionally to
renew. Notwithstanding these straitened c¢ircumstances—a
bundred times more diflicult to capport than naked and avowed
pover{y—cheerful content and harmony, and a sort of habitual
sercnity reigned in the family of Colobrieres. The young
people espeeially were untronbled with anxious desires or
uncasy anticipations, contenting themsclves with the little
they possessed, and never permitting their spirits to be sad-
dened by the fallen fortunes of their family.

One Monday, the second festival of Pentecost, after mass,
while the baroness and her cluldren were returning to the
chateau, the baron lingered behind for a few moments in the
village market-place where somo travelling merchanis had
erccted their stalls. Tt was the village festival, and great was
the demand for brass 1ings, pinchbeck crosses, and chaplets
of coloured glass. The baron purchased a yard of ribbon for
his daughter, and ashed with a sigh the price of a dress of
silken stuff, which however, he did not purchase. The same
day after dinner ho appeared in no hurry to leave the table
as was his uwsnal custom, 1o take his sicsta, but remained
leaning back in his chair in an attitude of deep reflection, his
eyes fixed ou vacancy. Gaston and lis sister had retired
noiselessly, thinking that their parents had fallen asleep on
each, side of the table.
¢ 1n place of slecping, the baron was engaged in whistling

; *gently between his teeth, which was with him a certain sign
of profound thought, while by twns he would tap sometimes
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upon his plate, and someiimes upon bhjs empty glass. The

baroness did not long withstand the influence of this music;

her eyes closed, and she fell into a doze while engaged in

trying to discover what it was that could thus occupy her

husband’s thoughts. Afler aboui half an hour’s silence, the

baron sighed deeply, and said, raising his eyes to the ceiling,—
¢ T heard some news to-day of Agatha de Colobridres.”

*“What is that you say, monsicur?” exclaimed the baroness,
starting up in her chair, and gazing at her husband with an
air of terrificd astonishment.

I say that at the fair a travelling merchant gave me some
news of Apatha de Colobriéres,” replied the baron, coldly.

*Holy Virgin! and what did he tell you?”

¢« News which I was most certainly far from expecting to
hear. Agatha has been happier than she deserved. First of
all, this man—her husband-—this Maragnon is dead.”

The old lady crossed herself.

«“ And,” continued the baron, ‘he has left a considerable
fortune,”

¢ Arc there any children?” inquired the baroness, in a voice
trembling with emotion.

¢ There were several; bui of all the fuir line of the Marag-
nons there remains but, one daughter.”

¢“And the merchant who told you this has perhaps scen
Agatha?”

¢“He has seen her; and she told him that if she dared she
would send me her regards.”

¢ Poor woman!” murmured Madame de Colobriéres,

“ She might have sent me her regards, but most certainly 1
should not have received them,” cried the baron, striking his
clenched fist upon the table. ¢ Unhappy woman! she still
dares to pronounce the name of Colobrieres. She! Madame
Maragnon!”

¢ Sho thought of us—she sfill loves us,” murmured the
baronees.

** What are you talking about, madam?” replied the baron,
with an indignant air. ¢ I should like to know what is there
now in common between us and this woman? I am very sorry
I mentioned anything about the matter.”

With these words he rose from his chair and stalked out of
the room, as if to cut short all further parley. The baroness
remained alone, absorbed in deep reflection.  For thirty years
the name of Agatha de Colobricres had not once been prg-
nounced in her presence. It was forbidden to speak of her inf
the chitteau in which she was born; and Gaston, as well as
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his young sicler, were jgnorant even of her existence. And yet
she was nearly related to them; she was the sister, the only
sister of the Baron de Colobrieres.

Thirty years previously, Mademoiselle de Colobrieres had
lived in the paternal mansion whose walls she had now quitted.
She had attained the full bloom of youthful womanhood. She
was no longer one of those tender buds which shelter them-
selves timidly under the parent foliage, but a splendid and
full-blown rose whose balmy petals the first breath of wind
would disperse. This beautiful girl belonged to a family too
poor, too noble, and too proud, for her even to dream of
marrying in her own sphere of life. It was decided that she
should enter a convent; but as she had no inclination for a
life of seclusion, she temporized and remained at the chéteau,
oven after the death of her parvents and the marriage of her
brother.

Tt was, however, considered a settled affair that she was to
take the veil; and she had never thought of expressing her
disinclination—only perhaps because she could see no means of
cscaping her destiny. She fell however at times into ex-
cessive lowness of <pirits, and would frequently burst into tears
in the presence of the baroncss, though always refusing to
disclose to her the cause of her grief. The family increased
from year to year. The lord and master of Colobrieres had
already six children, and poor Agatha felt but too plainly that
she must yield and give place to these innocents. Neither
the baron nor his wife, however, pressed her to fulfil her reso-
lution, but her entrance into a convent was considered as an
approaching event, aud was spoken of in the family every

day.

i’n the meanwhile, it happened that one evening a party of
travelling merchants presented themselves at the gate of the
chateau. The weather was dreadful; the rain, which fell in
torrents, had flooded the roads, and these honest fellows were
consequently unable to gain the village, where they would
have found shelter and beds. The baron generously threw
open his doors, which was indecd almost all that he could do
for them. They installed themselves in an unfurnished hall,
not far distant from the stables where they had put up their
:u}tlules., l::nd proceeded to make their arrangements for passing

e mght,

The baroness had observed their arrival from her window,

+#and later in the cvening she said to her sister-in-law :—

“T would willingly spend a six-franc piece with these mer-
chants. The children are dressed for the season, but you and
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T—it is mortifying 1o be obliged to go to mass with our only
coifs and our old neck handkerchiefe.” You especially, my dear
Agatha, want a new handkerchief eadl{."

*For what purpose, sister?” replied Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres, with a sigh. It would serve m~ such a short
time; I shall soon no longer require such things.”

¢“That is nothing to the purpose,” said the baroness; and
stealthily glancing ai her husband, who was aslecp at the talle,
his head reclining upon an old peerage of whichshe read a few
lines every night, she added in a lower tone:—

“I have saved a few fifteen-sou ii,fcee, which T shall now
give you. Do not let your brother know anything about it,
above all things. By-and-by, when we have retired to bed,
you ean go to these merchants and choose among their wares,
and buy whatever you faney.”

So raying, she rose and proceeded to an old cupboard, the
repository of her most precious effeets, and drew from thence
alittle leathern purse of a vcry slender appearance, saying,
as she placed it in the hands of Mademoiselle de Colobrieres,
*¢There arc in this purse six livres fifteen sous; act prodently
with these people.  Besides your handkerchief and our ribbons,
endeavour to procure two yards of Ttalian gauze to make uvs
some new capelines, and rome green tuficta to cover our
parasols with. You will perhaps have to deal with Jews, so
pay strict attention. In <hort, I trust to you to spend this
money prudently.”

“ Rest satisfied, sister,” veplicd Agatha, {aking the purse
with a faint smile.  ““TTold! my Lrother has opencd his eyes
and turned over the leaf of his book; get to bed soon, if you
wish e to make your purchases quickly.”

The baron and his wife shortly afterwards retired to their
vast bedroom, the windows of which, almost destitute of glas,
rave admittance 1o a freth current of air which speedily
cxtinguished the lights. Mademoisclle de Colobrieres, on her
side, proceeded to the little chamber in which she slept.  This
apartment, which opened into several very extensive rooms,
had served formerly as an orvatory for the chatelaines of
Colobrieres. Tleads of cherubs, enclosed in garlands, intorlaced
their wings at the ceiling, and everywhere the escutcheon, with
theheraldic thistleicsuing from thesable tower, figured proudly.
A cross of precious workmanship, the delicate chasing of which
time had sadly impaired, hung above a worm-eaton praying-
chair, the angles of which were ornamented with a row ot
heads of saints, each of which was shorn of its most prominent
feature. ‘The bed, a narrow couch resting upon trestles and
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covered with a lmge counterpane of faded silk, was placed
opposite a 1able whose only drawer contained all the personal
property which Agatha de Colobrieres possessed in the world;
viz. Ler slender maiden’s wardrobe, & few pions books, and &
litile enamelled gold cross, the gift of her mother. The poor

irl had seareely ever handled coined metal in the whole course
of Ler life, and, had her very existence depended upon it, she
could not have added a red liard to the sum amassed by the
baroness. On enterivg hcr bedioom, she threw the purse
upon the talle and seated herself in a pensive attitude.  She
reflected upon all the things which money procures, and she
meditated upon the all-powerfulness of this vile yet precious
dross. Money for her was the realization of all ber wishey, of
all her chimeras; it was happiness, it was liberty. She lifted
the purse from the table and shook it, murmuring as she did
<0, with a long-drawn sigh:—

«If 1 possessed twenty or thitty thousrand of these little
picces, bow happy should we be here. T would have the
chateau 1cpaired, we should all of us have new clothes every
season, and the larders would be stocked with good provisions.
‘We should never be uncasy about the morrow; we could give
something to the poor, and 1 should not be obliged to take the
veil.  But I have nothing, absolutely nothing, and I cannot
work 1o gain my livelibood—T must go where the mercy of
the Almighty provides me with bread and clothing.”

. She opened the purse and emptied into ber hand the money
it contained ; then, returning it inio its receptacle after having
for a few wmoments gazed on it intently, she added bitterly :—

‘“ After all, what ie this for the neccseities of the family
within these walls? 1t is like a drop of water falling upon the
seorched carth.  If this moncy were mine I would not spend
it; I would cast it to the first mendicant who stopped at the
castle-gate.”

At this moment the clock struck nine, and Agatha judged
that it was now time to descend. She was too proud and too
well-bred 1o dream for a moment of going alone to seek the
mcrchants, and, therefore, passing into the chamber in which
the children slept, she gently awoke the cldest, who was her
god-daughter and her favourite. The little girl was soon
ready, ber aunt took her by the hand, and both stealthily
descended the grand staircase.

The apartment in which the merchants had installed them-

JPeives was a vast hall, which still proserved some traces of its
» “original destination. It had, doubtless, formerly witnessed
many & splendid and joyous feast; here and there might
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still be perceived upon the panels crucifixes interlaced with
garlands of roses, and satyrs’ heads grinned from ear to ear at
each corner of the lofty mantle-shelf, the sides of which were
ornamented with the figure of Bacchus carved in gold relief
amid the crowd of attributes which characterize the God of
Wine. But there was no longer a trace of furniture in this
banqueting-hall, abandoned as it had been for more than a
century. The moss which covered the marble pavement had
replaced the carpet, and the spiders had s;i‘un their impalpable
curtains across the half-broken windows. The temporary hosts
of this dilapidated hall had arranged themselves with the in-
dustry and care peculiar to men accustomed to undertake long
and arduous journeys. They had improvised a sort of
furniture with their effects. 0 boxes placed together and
covered with a piece of carpetiflg formed a table ; bales served
instead of chairs; and one of the heavy lanterns which the
w%',roners suspend at night fromh the shafts of their vehicles,
diffused sufficient light l%u-ough the apartment.

Agatha de Colobrieres knocked gently at the door, and
entered, bolding with one hand her young niece, while her
other was hidden in the depths of her pocket, where she had
deposited the savings of the baroness. Had she been obliged
to preseni herself thus before persons of qualily, she would
have experienced an insurmountable cmbarrassment, she
would have felt awkward and ill at case; but she experienced
no difficulty in confronting these inferiors, and, making a slight
inclination of the head, she simply said:—

** Good evening. Can I, without disturbing you, see a few
of your wares?”

he dealer rose from his seat, a little surprised at the aspect
of this beautiful girl who, with an air at once proud, self-
possessed, and modest, paused in the middle of the hall, waiting
until he should open his packages. Although she wore only a
simple and very coarse robe of drugget, she had the air and
manner of a princess, and the pride of her race was imprinted
as it were on her lofty and open brow. The merchant bowed
respectfully, and said, as he brought forward one of his bales
which had replaced the absent chairs:—

“ Madam, deign to be scated for a few minutes. Had you
sent for me, I should have hastened to obey your orders. In
an instant I shall unpack lace, silks, the best of everything I
possess.” N

¢¢ Show me some handkerchiefs and ribbons,” replied Agatha,,
seating herself upon the bale and taking upon ber knes the
child who now began to gaze round her with a wondering eye.
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Mademoisclle de Colobriéres herself observed with some
surprise all that surrounded her, The bales of merchandise
formed a regular pile at the further end of the hall, and
behind this species of sereen a man lay asleep wrapped in
his travelling mantle. His sitver spurs shone in the uncertain
light of the lantern, and his long-barrelled gun, leaning against
the wall, was within reach of his hand. This measure of pre-
caution seemed taken on account of the bad state of the locks
and bars of the chiteau, and the itude of the sume
contained in g valise placed upon the table. At the moment
when tha entered, the merchant was doubtless engaged in
putting his accounts in order, as a morocco portfolio, the pages
of which were covered with cyphers, lay open beside the
valise, from the sides of which escaped handfuls of six-livre
pieces mingled with louis-d’ors. The proprietor of this heavy
purse was & man still young, and of agreeable features. He
did not a to be above his condition as to language and
manners, but there was something intelligent and decided in
the expression of his countenance which gave it a sort of dis-
tinction. He threw back into the valise with an indifferent
hand all this far money, the sight of which had astonished
Agatha, and began to display his handkerchiefs and ribbons.
Never had Mademoiselle de Colobrieres seen such magnificent
articles. There were kerchiefs of cambrasine from Smyrna,
and of satin from the Indies, embroidered with flowers,
butterflies, and birds; there were ribbons of all imaginable
colours interwoven with gold and silver. The little girl
uttered cries of joy at the sight of all these beautiful things.
Agatha beheld them with a dazzled eye, and kept silence,
as she folt a little embarrassed in declaring that all this was
too beautiful for her. The merchant apparently did not
divine the motive for this silence and hesitation, for he said,
28 he pushed aside the open boxes—

“I Il)m.ve perhaps something still better than these.”

* Seek no further, T beg; it is not worth while,” replied
Agatha with a sigh, drawing, as she spoke, the little purse
from her pocket; ““1 merely wish for a simple kerchief; some-
thing plain and cheap. All that you have shown me is too
.elegant.”

. *On the contrary, there cannot be anything too elegant for
.you, Madame la Baronne,” replied the merchant, politely.

. “d am not Madame de Colobridres,” rotarned Agatha,
{Blushing; ¢ am her sister-in-law. It would not be fitting
for & demoiselle to wear such rich attire.”

*“Oh aunt, make yourself beautiful just for this oncel”

B
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cried thelittle girl, innocently;  you know you are never gaily
dressed, nor we cither.”

* When people live all tho year round in the country, they
have no occasion for all these fine things,” interrupted Made.
moiselle de Colobridres, hastening to put a stop to the child’s
observations. Lut the obstinate little girl, excited by the
right of all the beautiful articles which the merchant continued
to display before her enrapturcd gaze, cried out with the
utmost volubility:—

¢ On the contrary we ought to buy all these things; then
Nanon the exciseman’s danghter would not look so saucy at
mass, when she passes our pew with her siamoise dress, and
her butterfly coif. We should iben be as gaily dressed as
herslf, whilst now we are obliged every Saturday to mend
our Sunday clothes.”

A sentiment of natural vet childish pride enused the hlond
to mount to Agatha’s forchead. She imposed silence on the
child with a confused air; but overcoming this impression
almost as soon as felt, she pushed aside with onc¢ hand the

astehoard boxes of silks and sating, and threw with the other
er light puree upon the table, as she said with an air of
melancholy dirnity :—

“We are not rich; that is all that T can spend to-day.”

¢ No matter, mademorselle,” returned the merchant, quickly;
“do me the honour of choosing whatever may suit you; you
can pay me another time.”

Agatha shook her head with a gesture of thanks and refusal,
but the merchant persisted in his offer.

“You can discharge this Lttle debt in a year, if that suits
vou, mademoiselle,” said he; “in a year's time I shall be
returning this way.”

¢TI shall not be here then,” replied Mademoiselie de Colo-
bridres, in a melancholy tones; ““where 1 am going, neither
trinkets nor silken kerchiefs are required ; all that is neceron
igs a rohe of black lincn which lasts all the year, and a vell
that is never changed.”

«You are about to entcr a cunvent then, mademoiselle?”
said the merchant, with a respectful expression of surprise and
interest.

*Yos, very soon; and I assure you, I have no need of all
these fine things,” added shc in the same remgned and sad
tone; ¢ choosd for me, 1 beg, the plainest articles you have

t.”
goThe pedlar, in order to satisfy her, procecded to open a
bale ranged along with the others at the further end of the
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ball. Whilst he sought out what she required, Agatha
amused herself by looking over the merchandise piled up
betore her. Among the various coffers, boxes, and ussort.
ments of mercery, she observed & portfolio which she began
to look over with curiosity. It was a collection of very
beautiful engravings. The greater portion represenited grace-
ful subjects, such as pastoral scenes, where chubby Cupids and
tender deities of Olyinpus sported with lovely country maidens,
and innocent shepherdesses adorned with pink ribbons. Bat
amid these gallant and rustic compositions there was one of a
very different kind which singularly struck Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres, The artist, evidently seized with a gloomy
inspiration, had depicted in all its horror a scene of conven-
tual life. Enclosed in the dripping walls of a subtetranean
vault, feebly illuminated by the flickering rays of an almost
exhausted lump, lay a nun upon her straw pallet. She was
expiring at the termination of the i pace, and her emaciated
hands and glazed and lustreless eycs were raised towards
heaven with an expression impossible to be deseribed. Like
the king-prophet, she scemed to be erying from the depths of
this abyss and implormg hopclessly the divine mercy.

Agatha gazed upon this fearful picture with a terrified eye.
Every feeling of repugnince for & monastic life, every sentic
ment of harror for the vows she wans about to pronounce,
which had hitherto slumbered in her bosom, were now violently
uroused.  She Jet the engraving fall upon her knces, and
burst into tears. At this moment the merchant 1cturned to
her side. At the sight of the print he at once comprehended
the wotive of this sudden outburst of grief, and said in &
compassionate tone .

“You arc about to take the veil, then, mademoiselle? It
is a terrible resolution, if you are not called to it by a decided
vocation. Pardon me il I dare to express an opinion upon
what concerns you alone, but it suems to me that you commit
a crime against yourself in thus burying yourself alive. What

i regrets you will perhaps one day experience!”

*‘Regrets! I experience them already!” ciied Mademoi-

selle de Colobriercs, whose feclings, so long restrained, now
urst forth impetuously. “The idea of a convent life is
tterly repugnant to me; the fature terrifies mo; but I must
ubmit to my lot.”

“ You have a father or a mother who exacts this sworifico?”

»*“No; my parents are dead.”
“Well, who commands you then?”
* Necessity,” replied Agatha, bitterly, ¢ For a poor and
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nobly born girl there remains no other shelter upon the earth
save the convent. It is there that the greater portion of the
female branches of our family have buried themselves in the
flower of their age. For many years the family of Colobritres,
having no longer any fortune left to sustain their rank, have
thus nacriﬂcedg us. Alas! why did not God, whose service we
thus enter in spite of oursclves, take us from the cradle, when
our li&mooent hearts had as yet formed no attachment to the
world!”

‘Whilst Agatha spoke thus, raising towards heaven her lovely
eyes bathed in tears, the merchant gazed on her with a sin-
g;xla.r expression. This man was really above the vulgar con-

ition. His was onc of those I|1m>mpt and hardy natures whose
resolutions are as sudden as their wills are powerful, and who
triumph by the aid of boldness and good sense in the most
critical and difficult situations. Tt was to these qualities that
Pierre Maragnon owed already a fortune acquired in hazardous
speculations. At the sight of the beautiful girl who now bent
her tearful eyes to the ground hefore him, as if confused at
the idea of having allowed a stranger to be the witness of her
long pent-up agony, and the confidant of her secret anguish,
Pierre Maragnon felt that this uncontrollable impulse might
decide the future destiny of both. An almost insensate idea
had suddenly presented 1tself to his mind. With that prompti-
tude and energetic coolness which he possessed in a remarkable
dogree in all his enterprises, he calculated the chances of his
situation. They seemed favourable to him; and he ventured
to conceive no less a hope than that of carrying off with him
Mademoiselle de Colobriéres, and of making her his wife—the
wife of Pierre Maragnon! To one who could at this moment
have read the heart of Agatha, this idea would have appeared
the height of presumption and folly. The poor girl never cast
a thought upon the man who now fixed upon her beautiful and
downcast eyes a glance so deep and penetrating. In the eyes
of the indigent grand-daughter of the barons o% Colobriéres, a
merchant, a plebeian, was not & man; and Pierre Maragnon
inspired her with feelings of haughty benevolence more mor-
tifying perhaps for the object of it than perfect indifference.
It wasg first of all necessary to humble this instinctive pride,
to destroy this long-existing prejudice, by attacking it openly
and without r t. Pierre Maragnon decided to act upon
this system, at the risk of incurring at the first word the dis-
pleasure of Agatha.

«“Mademqi<elle,” he began, in a calm and respectful tonme,
“you will doubtless think me very bold; but after having
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expressed my sentiments respecting your situation, I think it
my duty to give you yet one more counsel: resign yourself en-
tirely to the world rather than enter a convent. You cannot,
you say, remain with your family; they are too poor to main-
tain you: well, guit them, and go and live elsewhere, . ‘Work,
if you must; it 18 neither dishonourable ner yet a misfortune
to be obliged to do so; and, after'all, is not even hard and
constant work, with liberty, better far than idleness between
the four walls of & convent—that prison, whose gates you can
never pass either.living or dead?”
“ ngat you say is perfectly true,” replied Mademoiselle de
Colobriéres, astonished but not revolted at such language.
*If I could but put off my nobility and renounce my name,
from to-morrow, nay, from the present moment, my resolu-
tion would be taken; I would go and live anywhere, and sup-
port myself by the labour of my hands, rather than become a
nun.”

“Welll what prevents you, Mademoiselle?” said Pierre
Maragnon, boldly. ¢ Witha little courage und resolution you
could descend from the rank which imposes ugfm you this awful
sacrifice; you could become a bourgeoise. You have no other
refuge open to you cxcept the walls of a convent, because you
are too poor to wed a man of your own rank; but a plcbeian
:]vould esteem himself happy in marrying you without a

owry.”

“A man of low birth would never venture to ask me in
marriage,” replied Agatha, with the utmost simplicity. :

¢ The situation in which you arc placed might give some
one this audacity,” said the merchant, in a grave tone, gazing
at Mademoiselle de Colobritres fixedly as he spoke.

She understood him. Her checks becamne crimson; a
flash of pride, perhaps of indignation, sparkled in her eyes.
But this hasty ebullition soon passed away: she made no re-
ply, and remained pensive and thoughtful. " When Pierre Ma-
ragnon saw her thus reflecting, he concluded that his triumph
way certain. Dissembling his joy, and the lively sentiments
of love and pride which already filled his soul, he began to
reason anew upon the sad lot of young girls thus immured
against their inclination. Although Agatha’s youth and
beauty could not fail to inspire him with a certain degree of
confidence, he was sufficiently skilful not to attempt any com-
mon methods of persuasion.  He spoke not to her of what was

»lxa:ssxng in his heart; he sought to restrain the ndmiration,
mingled with respect and tenderness, which her beauty had
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suddenly inspired him with, and began to cspatiste on the
possibility of an alliance between an enriched plebeian and the
descendant of an illustrious but completely ruined family., He
explained clearly his position; it was a prosperous one. An
orphan from his infancy, he owed to his labour and assiduity
o fortune which represented ten times the value of the Chatcau
de Colobridres and its dependencies. Agatha listened to him,
oconfused and tempted-—not, however, by her beart, but salely
by the dictates of reason and common sense, which whispered
to her that, after all, it would be far better for her to become
the wife of this merchant than to imprison herself in a cloister
for the remainder of her duy«.

The child had fallen asleep upon the kness of its young
aunt ; all was silent in the o!d mansion. The lord of Colo-
bridres, far from suspecting the insult with which he was
menaced, slumbered peacefully beside his wife, and dreamed
that he found under his pillow a well-filled sack of crowns,
with which he had been able to repair the chapel and purchase
a new coat. Mademoiselle de Colobrieres and Picrre Murag-
pon had sufficient time to themselves v rpeak and listen, and
when the clock struck twelve they weve still tagether  Agatha
had not, however, yet decided. Tn propurtion as this situation
became prolonged she felt more and more the importance of
the consent or refusal she was about to pronounce. Pale,
agitated, trembling, she had relapsed into almost total silence,
replying only by monosyllables, mingled with sighs, to the
pressing arguments urged by Piexre Maragnon, who sought by
every means in his power to dctermine her resolution. But
during this long conference he had made immense progress:
without herself perceiving it, Mademoisclle de Colobrieres had
begun to treat him as an equal, and more than once she had
caﬁrgs him Monsieur. At lact, still unable to make up her
mind, she said 1o him:—

“In the agitation of mind into which your proposal has
thrown me, monsicur, 1 can decide on nothing. X have need
of being alone, of examining my heart, and of praying to God
before answering you. T ask a fow hours to come 1o a deci-
sion. The night 1s alreadf' far advanced, and you leave this
to-marrow morning. Well, as soon as the first pleam of dawn
appears behind those hills my recolution will be taken, If yon
do not see me return, instantly leave the chéteau, for in that
case I shall have resigned myself to my lot.”

$he rose from her seat. Picrre Maragnon then said in i
submigsive and respectful tone:—
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# Your safety or your ruin are in your own hands, made
moiselle; may Ilcaven jnspiro your decivion, and lead you
hither to-morrow morning.”

Agatha raised the sleepin%t child in her arms, and slowly re-
tired from the apartment. It was necessary for her to crossa
portion of the chiiteau in order to regain her bedroom. The
silence of the night, the pala momﬂight which formed upon
the disjointed ﬂooring a series of luminous frames, imparled to
these vast halls, uninhabited for such a length of time, a
gloomy and desorted aspect which foreibly strnck Made-
moiselle de Colobricres. She cast around her a long and me-
lancholy glance, as if to note the decay, the utter ruin of her
family, and passed onwards, refllecting upon the haughty po-
verty and straitened indigence which formed such a sad con-
trast with the high nobility, ber scle and unhappy dower. On
re-entering her chamber she placed the (bild upon the bed,
and seated herself pensively hefore the crucifin. Ier lamp,
which she had leff Eghbed upon her table, now threw only a
feeble and vacillating gleam upon the blackened wainscoting,
which stood out in bold rehief against the tarnisked background
of thewall. Amid the universal silence might be heard the invi-
sible cutworm, which gnawed indefatigably in the wainscoting,
pursuing its work of slow but certain destruction on the beau.
tiful carvings in the oak and walnut-wood. At intervals the
sound of the gnawing insect was interrupted by the light rust-
ling caused by the hungry mice scampering behind the panels,
and the falling of the damp plaster from the old walls. It was
the end of October. Already the coming winter caused its
chilling influence to be folf, and, as the night advanced, a
colder air penctrated into the chamber through the dilapidated
casements and made Agatha slwdder. The poor girl bhad
thrown hersell on her knees. She endenvoured to pray; but,
whilst her spirit essayed to rise towards God, her mind re-
mained plunged in the torments of reflection,  Like all persons
whom no passion, no lively sentiment, irresistibly impels, she
stood uncertuin and terrified hefore the two reolutions, one of
which it was necessary for her to adopt; trembling at the idea,
that whatevir deternination she should come to might be re-
pented of un the morrow. 1f she hind experienced more sym-
pathy and aflection fiom her near relations around her, family
attachmoent would at that moment have triumphed; she would
h_uvq reflected on the desolation, the shame, which such an al-
Jjanée would cause her kindred. But the baron took no great

* interest in her lot; all the affectionate scniiments which he
was possessed of -were ahsorbed by the gentle olive branches
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whose number increased from year to year. 'When all these
pretty children would gambol around him he would become
thoughtful, like the wood-cutter in the fairy tale, and would
calculate that he should be able more easily to rear his young
brood when disembarrassed from the presence of poor Agatha.
The baroness was a worthy womau, but the inconveniences
consequent on their straitened circumstances had made her
selfish, compelling her to shifts which in a less kindly nature
than hers would have quickly degenerated into sordid calcula-
tions. Mademoiselle de Colobrieres was perfectly well aware
of all this, and it was this humiliating, this painful certainty,
which cnabled her to contemplate without fear the anger and
indignation of her relations, which would be excited at the
news of her unheard-of marriage. She was still wavering
however when, as is very frequently the case in the most im-
Wrtant concerns of life, & trifling incident determined her.

Vhilst her mind was a prey to these conflighing emotions, and
while, in an agony of fear, she beheld throufh the shutters the
first approaches of the coming day, the child, who was lying
on the bed, moved uneasily and sighed, disturbed by some
painful dream. Agatha stooped over her, raised her gent‘l:{
upon the gillow, and kissed her fresh and rosy cheeks, whi
she bathed with her tears. Thie awoke the child, who in-
' stinctively threw her arms round her aunt’s neck, murmuring—

‘ Aunt, show me all the pretty things the merchant sold
you this cvening.”

I have bought nothing,” replied Agatha; *come, go to
sleep. Should you like me to take you into the other room
where your brothers are?”

“No; I would rather remain here,” said the child, gazing
round her; ¢ my mother has promised me that I shall have
this room because I am the eldest.”

““Ah!” exclaimed Mademoiselle de Colobriéres, ““and she
told you that you are to have it soon?”

“ 8b, very soon; so soon as you shall be in the convent,”
replied the little girl, with the innocent selfishness which
children display in all their arrangements.

«In the convent ?—1I shall never go there—and I leave you
my bedroom, Euphémie!” said Mademoiselle de Colobricres,
rising hastily.

The child had fallen back upon the pillow, and a minute
afterwards was fast asleep atha took from the drawer
which contained all she possessed, her little enamelled cross
and hér prayer-book; then she softly opened her chamber
door, crossed the chateau with a firm and rapid step, and
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descended to the banqueting-hall. From the carliest gleam ot
daylight Pierre Maragnon had been awaiting her, his eyes
turned towsards the door leading to the interior of the chéateau.
Beyond a doubt he had feared and trembled in his soul les
she should not return, for his altered features and the pale-
ness of his cheek attested a night of watching and anxiety.
At the sight of Mademoiselle de Colobriéres he became still

aler, and he felt a flush of pride and joy mount from his

eart to his bram; but at once suppressing this violent emo-
tion, he advanced to mect Mademoisclle de Colobridres, and
said in a calm and gentle tone, with the same respect as if he
had spoken to a queen :—.

« Mademoiselle, we are about to start this instant if 1t is
your wigh; in four hours you will be at Antibes. For what we
are to do afterwards you will give me your orders.”

¢ Come, monsieur,” replied Agatha, in a broken voice and
in a tone at oncggmodest and resolute; “but in place of pro-
ceeding directly to Antibes, I wish to pass through the village
of Saint P’eyre and stop there onc hour.”

The mules were already laden, aud the two drivers who led
them had ranged the animals in file outside the castlec boun-
daries. A tall young man, the same whom Agatha had seen
asleep his gun within reach of his hand, when she had cntered
their apartment the preceding evening, was standing respect-
fully a short distance off, his fout in the stirrup. Ilis resem-
blance to Pierre Maragnon was a sufficient indication that he
was of the same blood and bore the same name.

At a sign from the merchant the little caravan was set in
motion. Agatha still remained behind in the hall; she was
employed in looking over a variety of articles, symmetrically
arranged upon a table placed in the embrasure of a window,
and which consisted of several handkerchicfs, pieces of lace,
and stuffs. Amidst all these beautiful things, and placed in a
manner 0 as to strike the eye at first sight, lay a paper upon
which was written, From Mademoiselle de Colobrieres.’
The little purse containing the six livres fifteen sous, the fruié
of the baroness's savings, had been deposited under the paper.

“It is vour nuptial present, mademoiselle; I have taken
the liberty of offering it in vour name,” said the merchant.

“These poor children will be newly clad once at least in
their lives!” murmurcd Agathy, thanking Picrre Maragnon
with a look.

o Then sho added quickly - —
“ Let us go.”
The merchant led vut his horse, a strong and active animal
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capable if necessary of carrying the four sons of Aymon. He
mounted boldly, taking up Mademoiselle de Colobrieres behind
bim, and started at a round trot. The caravan bad already
disappeared round an angle of the road, but the foatsteps of
the mules, and the tinkling of the bells which were hung to
thoir collars, might be heard in advance.

On recaching the bottom of the hill, and before entering
upon the winding road which led to the village of Colobriercs,
Agstha turned, and cast one last glance upon the house of her
fathers—a bitter, painful, and melancholy glance, which ex-
pressed all the inmost feelings of her soul.

«¢ Adien,” said she mentally; ¢“adieu, noble dwelling, from
whenee poverty has driven me! }ad it bui heen permitted
me to pass sadly and solitarily my life within the shelter of
your ruined walls, had I but been left a little corner at the
Eatema.l hoarth and the right of seating myself at the indigent

oard, where perhaps I should not have i'(:mi even my daily
bread, I would never have abandoned my family and renounced
my name!”

These thoughts, this cternal adien, were mingled with silent:
tears, which Mademoiselle de Colobrieres wiped away with
one hand, while with the other, which was passed round Pierre
Maragnon’s arm, she instinctively held her position upon the
horse. The merchant, proud and happy as & monarch, rode
on his way, his head crect, his heart joyous, dreaming of the
hupﬁim’ss and honour that awaited him. Once out of sight
of the Chéteau de Colobrieres he slackened his horse’s speed,
and took the liberty of asking Agatha if she had any particu-
lar design in going to Saint Peyre.

“ The design of marrying you this very day,” replied she,

simply.

C&ese words made Pierre Maragnon tremble inwardly. In
his raplure he was about to carry to his lips the little hand
which pressed the sleeve of his green riding-coat; but re-
straining the expression of his sentiments, ho contented bim-
self with reglyinghin the most respectful tone:—

«I wonld not have dared to take upon myself to press you
on this subject, mademoiselle, yet I must say that in your
{:osition the best course for you to pursue is not 1o defer the

onour yon deign to confer upon me, and your resolution
averwhelms me with joy. If you wish, we will leave my
people to procced on their way slowly, while we hasten for-
ward in order to arrive before them.” .

“Yes,” replied Agatha, *that is a good idea; we must
rcach Saint Peyre before the hour of mass.”
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The merchant gave the spur to his horge, and, tarning off
from the high road, he proceeded through the fields. By this
means he soon nutstri{)ped and passed his little caravan which
beld on its way, slowly defiling between two banks so steep
and overhanging that a ¥urty of ill-intentioned persons might
have taken advantage of the position 1o form a perfect am-
buscade. Agatha, not a little alarmed at the inercased pace of
the borse, drew in her little feet under her pettico:\t, and,
with both hands retained firm Lold of her cavalier, who at this
moment bore no slight resemblance to Peter of Provence
carrying off the fair Magaelonne.

1t was about seven o’clock in the morning when the young
ocouple drew up hefore the church of Saint Peyre. ready
had the sacristan rung the first summons for mass, but the
inhabitants of the village were in the fields, and there were
to be seen only two ov three old men seated in the porch and
tranquilly warmisg themselves in the sun. The merchant
fastened his horse to the paling which surrounded the curate's
garden, and followed Mademoiselle de Colobrieres into the
building. Both knelt for a moment at the entrance of the
deserted nave, and then Agatha, making a sign to Pierre
Maragnon to await her, directed her steps to the sacristy.
The curé had already, with the assistance of the little boy who
was to serve the mass, arrayed himself in his robes; he was a
young man of considerable learning, of exemplary and tolerant
piety, and cmiment virtue. Occasionally while visiting his
parishioners be had procveded as far as the Chéteau de Colo-
brieres, and Agatha was well known to him. .

*“ May the blessing of heaven rest upon you, mademoiselle!
Tias any misfurtune occurred at Colobriercs?” cried he, alarmed
at the appearance of Agatha, who, pale and agitated, now
advanced towards him,

¢“No, M. le Curé,” replied she; ¢ this matter regards my-
self alone. I have come to beg that you will on the instant
hear me confess.”

The curt, much astonished, made a sign to his little clerk
to retire, and seated himself, after having closed the door of
the sacristy.

Mademoiselle de Colobricres then knelt down, and after
having related to him all that had passed during the pre-
ceding night, she declared to him her resolution, and the
design with which she had_come to scek him, The cgse was
fwvel and embarrassing. Mademoiselle de Colobricres being
an or{:b:m und of age, could marry whom she pleased; but
then her family, strictly speaking, possessed tho power of dis-
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uting this mésalliance. It was nccessary, besides, that the
ormalities exacted by the ceclesiastical laws, saving in the
exceptional cases, should be first accomplished. The good
priest at first refused; perhaps he was in hopes that Agatha
would renounce her snddenly formed resolution, and permit
herself to be taken back without scandal or report to Colo-
brieres. At the first word which he uttered on this subject,
she rose from her knees and said to him in a firm tone:—

“No, M. le Curé, T have not gone so far only now to
recoil from my decision. I will follow Pierre Maragnon
wherever he may desire to lead me, and he will marry me
when he may so please; but it is for your conscience to de-
cide whether you will let me go thus. ~ Since I have resolved
to go with him, is it not better that it should be as s wife,
und not as his mistress?> Alas! if we were to commit such a
sin, it would be indeed despite ourselves.”

This species of argument alarmed the curé@ He was o truly
religious man, tender of couscience, but of an upright and
decided mind.

* Mademoiselle,” said he, after a moment’s reflection, *“I
consent to marry you; may God grant you grace to live
hereafter without repentance or regret. After the ceremony
I will seek an interview with M. le Baron de Colobrieres.
At this moment your friends are douhtless in search of you,
and will have supposed everything rather than have suspected
what has actually taken place. I will intercede for you, but
T fear that my application will be unsuccessful. For the last
time I entreat you to reflect: are you fully resolved to quit
all your friends thus—to sepazate yourself for ever from your
family, who will never perhaps think of you but with anger
and ghame?”

¢ My most ardent desire is that nry family may pardon me,”
replied Agatha, in a tone of melancholy firmness, ¢ but I have
scarccl{ a hope of it, M. le Curé; and in quitting Colobrieres
I well know that it was for ever.”

The care made a sign to her to kneel down again, and after
having prayed with her and fulfilled the formalities which
were 1o precede the religious cercmony, he requested her to
await his coming in_the church, and to tell Pierro Maragnon
to come to him in his turn. Upon the order of the priest the
little clerk proceeded to seek a couple of the old men who were
sunning themselves in the porch, in order that they might
serve as witnesses. A quarter of an hour afterwards Pierre’
Maragnon and Agatha de Colobrieres were man and wife.

On leaving the church the newly married couple found the
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aravan, which had just arrived, drawn up in the market-
lace outside. Pierro then approached the young man who
ccompunied hum in his journey, and said, with an indescrib-
ble expression of joy and pride, as he pointed to the beautiful
atha—
Lg“ Jacques, go and give her your hand; she is your sister!”
In the afternoon of the same day, while the bridal party
vere proceeding on their jom'ne'y towards Marseilles, the core
ook his way to Colobrieres. The baron and bis wife were
itill lost in conjecture; they had found Agatha’s nuptial pre-
ient in the embrasure of the window, but they knew not what
 meant, and their minds were distracted between a host of
suppositions, not one of which approached the truth. "When
the curé had simply related the facts as they had occurred,
the baron flew into transports of rage and indignation, and the
haroness burst into tears. The good dame, despite the natural
sweetness and fogbearance of her character, was also indignant
against her sister-in-law, and exclaimed, with an air of comic
anger and despair—

«« Mademoiselle de Colobrieres the wife of Pierre Maragnon!
I could conceive, indeed, that she might be weak cnough per-
haps to love him, but to marry him! never!”

The Baron de Colobritres renounced his sister Agatha,
solemnly cursed her, and expressly commanded that her name
should never again be mentioned in his presence. After this
solemn declaration, he coustructed a sort of funeral pile of
brushwood in the great court-yard, and when it was thoroughly
lighted he haughtily cast upon the fire Apatha’s nuptial presents.
The baroness sighed deep{y on seeing the rich stuffs disappear
in the flames. She calculated how many new dresses inight
have been made ont of those beautiful things which would
soon become but a handful of ashes, but she knew her husband
too well to hazard the slightest observation. She was well
aware that the worthy baron would rather have clothed hi
children in sheepsking, as the painters have rcpresented the
infant 8t. John, than have decked them in the wedding present
of the abhorred Pierre Maragnon, She grasped with a stifled
groan tho six livres fiftecn sous, which were found intact in the
purse, and reflecting that all this unhappiness had arisen from
the idea which had occurred to her of spending her savings, she
inwardly resolved to be more cautious and prudent for the future.
The example of Agatha awakened her thoughts also to the lot
©f her daughters, the five eldest of whowm had not heen allowed
to sce their eighteenth year dawn in the paternal chéteau,

and long before ihe age when their aunt preforrad marrying a
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plebeian to taking the veil, were sccurely cloistered and bad
taken their final vows. .

Let us now resume the thread of our story.—The baropess
reflocted all day upon the news which her husband had brought
her. She was in a flutter of astonishment and joy, for her
indignation against ber sister-in-law was long since appeased,
and at the bottom of her heart she had pardoned her her fault.
She did not cherish the slightest hope of bringing her hushand
round to similar sentiments of indulgence, but she said to
herself, and to her simple mind it scemed a vast privilege,
that for the future she could at least dare to pronounce before
gim the name of Agatha, and might even yet hear tidings of

er.

That same day alter supper, when La Rousse had removed
the covers and when Gaston had gone with his sister to tuke a
stroll by moonlight upon the terrace, tho baron once more
ecommenced whistling his martial airs, mezza voce, heating
time to the measure upon the table, This time Madame de
Colobriéres did not fall aslecp ; she quietly awaited the com-
munication which she felt would follow this reverie, for she
was persuaded that the baron’s thoughts were still oceupied with
Lis sistcr Agatha, At the end of about a quarter of an hour
he threw himself back in his chair with a deep sigh and said
dejectedly, *“Wife, did you not perceive last night that it
ramed into our bedroom as if it was the opea field 2”

I have perceived that for many years pust, whenever the
weather liss been bad,” replied she, sighing also.

The baron reflected again for a few minutes, and then re-
sumed ;.

“T do not see Low it is to be remedied.”

I see perfectly well,” replied the baroness; *“we must have
the sashes treshly glazed and have good new shutters put to
the windows.”

¢ And do you know also where the money uecessary to pay
for all this, is to come from?” said the baron in a tone of irony,
and shrugging bis shoulders like a man who hears some sense-
less project proposed.

A sudden idea at this moment flashed across the mind of the
baroness; she shouk her head and replied gravely :—-

““Money? without doubt I could tell you where to find it
if you wished—"

'he baron looked at her in his turn with an air of astonish-
ment, and fancying that he guessed her thoughts, he said to,
ber with a sort of indignation in his tone:—

¢Ah, madam! I thought you were too proud to have rc.
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coursy to this woman’s wealth, or ever to dream of contracting

the slightest debt of obligation towards her.”

“You have misundersiood me, sir,” replied the baromess,
calmly; ‘it is she, on the contrary, who would owe us great
oblizations. This is the ides that occurred to me. Agatha
de Eolobriéres must, by this time, be heartil{ tired of bearing
the plebeian name of Maragnon: to enable her to get rid of
it, sell her the tower of Belveser. It is a noble tenure, a true
savounctte, a vilain, as they term it, and Agatha can then call
herself Madame de Belveser, and no one will be able to contest
her right to bear our thistle sinople upon the panels of her
carriage.”

* Sell the tower of Belveser! alienate a property even older
in our family than the Chiiteau de Colobri€ries!” cricd the
baron; ‘“do you know, madam, that our archives prove that
this tower was built by Jehan de Colobriéres, called Jeannet-
Courte-Jambe, from his having met with an accident to one
of his limbs in the memorsble expedition of the Count of
Provence against the Saracens of Fraixinet?”

1 am aware of it,” replied the baroness, quietly, “and it
has always seemed to me that the noble seigneur made a bad
choice in the site of his castle—a naked rock surrounded by
land which, good year or bad year, produces nothing at all.”

“Formerly it had some fiefs attached to ¥t,” murmured the
baron; ¢there were {éood lands appertaining to it which have
passed into other hands.”

“Well, do you, in your turn, get rid of the bad,” returned
Madame de Colobriéres, quickly—*that will put a little mone;
in your pocket, and it will be a satisfaction to you to thih
that your sister no longer bears this name of Maragnon; if
she should ever present herself before you, you would not at
least be obliged to call ker by it.”

““What! suffer this woman ever to appear before my eyes!”
interrupted the baron; ¢why, madam, of what ean you pos-
sibly be dreaming with yonr suppositionus#”

1 suppose nothing,” hastened to reply Madame de Colo-
bricses, *“T retract my observation; it 1y true that Agatha
will never dare to prescat herself here, nor ought we 10 see her
again; but is that a rcason for your refusing what I propose?
There is no occasion for us to make overtures directly to her;
we could ask the curé to write, as if this idea came from him,
and ‘he himself could contlude the affair in your name. The

» tower of Belveser, T should think, is well worth a thousand
crowns ?”

‘It is worth more,” veplied the baron. **I must confuss,
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nevertheless, that no one in the country would offer me even
a double louis for it.”

“ Centuries might pass before a purchaser would present
himself!” cried the baroness. I am almost tired of remind-
ing you that your late grandfather, pressed by a man from
whom he had purchased  horse on credit, cffered to give him
thig property in licu of payment, and that the latter refused
0 accept it.” .

That does not astonish me,” replied the baron, with the
utmost simplicity.

“I will communicate my idea to M. le Curé,” resumed
Madame de Colobriéres, feeling that the moment for taking
the initiative had come; “he will be the only one concerned
m the matier, {for we cannot, I admit, have any direct com-
munication on the subject with the widow of Dicrre Maragnon.”

It was to the curé of Saint-Peyre, the same who, thirty
years before, had married Mademoiselle de Colobridres, 1hat
the baroness reckoned upon committing the eare of this nego-
tiation The worthy man had grown grey in his humble
curacy, without ever having aspired 1o a more considerable
henefice.  He frequently visited the Colobricres family, and
had rendered some assistance in the cducation of the children.
Thanks to his care, Gaston was able 1o read the Latin authors
mably, and to write a letter in good French. When the

ness had openced her mind to the old man on ihe subject,
he considered the projeet frasble, and promised to write to
Madame Maragnon, without, however, making her any direct
proposal, and especially without flattering her with the hope
of a reeonciliation, which he felt was impossible. Some days
afterwards he received the following reply .—
«Monsicur le Curé,

«I was overwhelmed with joy on receiving the news which
you sent me of my brother and my dear sister. Although I
cannot flatter myself with the hope that they will ever again
deign to look upon me with the eyes of friendship, T shall ever
cherish for them the warmest affection, and never ceuase to
form wishes for their happiness. If any occasion should. pre-
sent iteclf of speaking of me to them, tell them, M. le Curé,
that T have never ceased to grieve far the loss of their affec-
tion, and to regret bitterly having afflicted them hy my mar-
riage, but that hcaven has pardoned me this fanlt, since it
permitted me to be happy with Pierre Maragnon.

<1 thank you for having informed me that the tower of
Belveser is for sale, and T hereby send you full powers and the
necpssary sum to purchase it in my name. It -3 not with the
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ntention, however, of ennobling myself a second time that I
yurchase this old family domain—1I wish to bear to the grave
be name honoured by the worthy man to whom I was united.
« Of the numerous children with which God has blessed me
here remains but one girl. ~All my desires would be fulfilled
f gne day my brother and sister would deign to call her their
niece,
«T venture to hope, M. le Curgé, that you will be kind
enough to favour me with a reply, and I recommend to your
*AYCYR,
“ Your humble servant,
¢ Agarua MaragNon.”
The papers which accompanied this letter were perfectly
yrmal and correet, and the messenger who carried them handed
» the old curé at the same time two heavy bags of crown-
ieces, the purchase moncy of the domain of Belveser. No-
hing further remained therefore but to conclude the affair.
The notary of Saint-Peyre drew out the deed of sale, and
wought it to the baron, who signed it, forbidding that the
1ame of Maragnon, which he now for the first time saw coupled
vith that of Colobricres, should be again pronounced in his
sresence. They had not shown him Agatha's letter, fearing
est the firm resolution expressed by her notgo renounce her
plebeian name to assume that of the noble fief she had pur-
chased, might cause him to regret the consent which he had
iven to the sale of the tower of Belveser. The baroness's
eart had been softencd on reading her sister-in-law’s letter.
The affectionate recollections of her early years were aroused
within her; and when the old priest communicated to her his
reply to Madame Maragnon, her eyes were moistened with
tears as she replied—

I cannot hope to see her again before [ die. Do me to
least the favour, M. le Curé, of telling her that I have ever
thought of her with affection, and that T thanked God on
learning her prosperity. Tell her also that I embrace her, as
well as my dear niece, her daughter.”

The good dame, as may be supposed, forbore speaking to
her husband of this sort of postseript which she had added to
the curé’s letter, and there was no further mention made of
Agatha at the Chéteau de Colobricres. Gaston and his sister
were kept in ignorance of what had passed, their mother
Judgig‘g it unnecessary to reveal to them the existence of an
aunt of whom they had never heard. They were merely told

» hat the tower of Belveser no longer formed a portion of their
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father's domains, and neither ene nor the other thought of
asking the name of the purchaser. "

W&en the baron found himself in possession of a sum of
five hundred crowns, he fancied that he should never reach
the bottom of his purse. Like the greater number of those
who have scarcely ever handled money, be knew not how to
calculate its value, and cmployed it without discrimination.
Having learncd that some foreign artificers were at work in a
chatesu a few leagues from Colobricres, he determined to
summon them to the castle and to confide to their care the
necessary repairs in the building. They were Italian work-
men, skilful artists, but idle, rapacious, impudent, and dis-
honest as a band of gypsies. They commenced by restoring
the chapel. The mutilated sculptures, under their intelligent
hands, resumed their former proportions, the carved wood-
work stood out dark and {)olished upon the white background
of the walls, and the leaden window-frames, once more fillad
with stuined glass, permitted on‘liv a dim religious light to
penetrate into the time-worn building; but the day on which
the keys of the chapel, now completely restored, were placed
in the hands of the baron, there remained in his last bag but
twenty crowns, and he was consequently obliged to dismiss the
workmen. Fortunately the baroness had procured good stout
shutters for the windows, and had newly clothed the whole
family. She was not astonished when her husband informed
her that he bad reached the bottom of his purse; the poor wo-
man was too well accustomed to this state of things to make
herself uneasy about it. As for the old gentleman, he philo-
sophicully observed that his broad-skirted coat having lasted
thirty years and more, the new one which he had now pur-
chased would suffice for the remainder of his days. It secmed
to him that henceforth he would not require to spend a single
crown. A long habit of self-denial had rendered this contempt
of riches easily practised; and it was in actual good faith that
he considered the lot of a ruined noble, needy as himself, more
enviable than that of the most opulent plebeian. His children
had naturally imbibed the same ideas; and indigence, far
from inspiring feelings of avarice or ambition in their hearts,
had rendered them high-spirited, generous, and disinterested.

About three months had elapsed since the baron had signed
the deed of sale which transmitted the manor of Belveser to
Madame Maragnon. During this time only one event had
disturbed the peaceful life of the inhabitants of Colobriéres,
This was the death of the old cure. The entire family, and *
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especially the baroness, sincerely lamented his loss. Not only
had she lost, her director and her spiritual guide, but she was
now deprived of the sole I&aoss:ble link of communication exist-
ing betwecen horself and Madame Maragnon. The vague hopa
which she had cherished of one day beholding her sister-in-ldw
again was now extinguished, and less than ever did she now
dream of informing her children that they had a néar relation
of plebeian uame.
ne day the entire family were collected in front of the
principal portion of the chiteau, upon a sort of platform, sup-
ported by the old fortifications, and which still bore the name
of the terrace. A few stunted mulberry-trees had taken
root in the arid soil, and formed a species of alley, in-which,
for the lust forty years, the baron was accustomed to repair
every day after dinner to play a game of bowls, Until lately
the good curé had always been his adversary. The old man
woufd approach the castle at a slow and uniform pace, read-
ing his breviary, and as soon as the baron perceived his black
gown at the foot of the road, he would call to La Rousse to
bring the sack of bowls; but since the death of this faithful
opponent he had been reduced to a trial of skill with his son
aston, who had too much 1espect for his father to beat him,
and willingly abandoned to him the only siake contended for
—the honour of victory. Upon this day, therefore, the baron
and his youngest son were rolling the heavy bowls in the alley,
while the baroness and her daughter, seated upon the ruined
parapet, plicd their needles while observing the progress of the
game. From time to time Anastasia, forgetting the players,
would cast a long and pensive glance over the vast landscape.
She loved this calm picture, the only one she was acquainted
with, for never had her gaze crossed the boundary which se-
g;ra.ted the spot where she was born from the rest of the world.
cever had her thoughts wandered beyond this horizon, and
for her this corner of earth was the entire universe. It was
now towards the close of October, and the setting sun bathed
with its purple light those regions whose vegetation the cold
breezes of the north never entirely wither. The steep declivi-
ties which sloped away on all sides from the chéteau formed an
immense foreground, as naked and barren as the shore of the
dead sea, while beyond this desolate region might be per-
ceived the cottages of a village which formerly belonged to
the fief of Colobrieres. These dwellings of the peasantry and
.small proprietors were irrogularly grouped together, and em-
bosomed amid orchards, in which tlourished, side by side, the
crab apple with its acid fruit and the aromatic orange-tree.
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A long fringe of poplars marked the windings of the rivdet
which watered these humlle domains. Beyond this line of
verdure, which the autumn had tinged with tints of a pale
Kellow, extended o chain of grey and calcined, rocks, the

ighest peak of which was crowned by a mass of crumbling
fortifications. The walls, pierced with large breaches, formed
high in air a series of gigantic festoons of the most fantastic
character. This ruined eagle’s nest was the tower of Belveser.

The thoughtful gaze of Anastasia still wandered over the
different features of the landscape, which were now rapidly
fading away in the distance, when an unaccustomed sound at-
tracted her attention. It scemed-—a strange event!—that a
vehicle of some sort was slowly advancing in the direction of
the chitean. In fact almost at the same mstant she perceived
a carriage which had just entered the rugged, stony, and al-
most impracticable avenue, hewn in a zigzag direction out of
the side of the hill en which the old mansion stood

¢ Look, mamma, look,” cried she, ‘‘a carriage! and one
would even suppose that it was coming here!”

¢t Holy virgmn! who is it that heaven sends us?” murmured
the bgroness with emotion, beckoning 1o her husband to ap-

roach,
P Gaston de Colobiiercs and his sister ran to the extremity of
the terrace and gazed with a feeling of stupefaction at the
gay eguipa e which slowly toiled up the ascent. The baron
paused in front of his wife, who clasped her hands and raised
her eyes to heaven with an air at the same time joyous and
alarmed.

¢ Some visitor is approaching,” said she; ¢ it is astonishing,
for we do not expect any one. You have not received any
letter, have you, K’[ le Baron®”

¢ None,” replied he, coldly; T know not who it is that
comes thus to pay us a visit, but I warn you if it be this wo-
man, this widow of Maragnon’s, I will not see her, and I forbid
hor passing the threshold of the chiteau. You can go to meet
her, and signify my pleasure to her.”

At these words he turned haughtily away and cntered the
sitting-room where La Rousse wag laying the table for supper.
Madame de Colobridres procecded in trembling eagerness to
meet the carriage which was already advancing along the
terrace. The coachman stopped his horses, a tall lacquey
upened the door, and in place of the aged woman whom she
expected to sce and perhaps not to recognise, the baroness,
perceived a young girl who sprang lightly to the pround and
cust a timid and snxious glance around her. At the sight of
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Madame de Colobriéres she appeared to hesitate for a moment;
then drawing forth a letter hidden inthe corsage of her looso
morning-dress, she presented it to her with a timid gesture
of ming'ied fear and supplication. .

«“My dear child}” cried the baroness, affectionately em.
bracing her, “I do not require to read this in order to learn
who you are. How much you resemble your mother!—my
poor Agathal—'tis she who has written to me?”

#Yes, my dear aunt,replied the young girl, weeping with
joy and affection. + She did not dare to come, but has sent
me. Oh! how happy she will be when I tell her with what
kindness you have received me!”

“My poor sister!” murmured the baroness; ‘I should have
been obliged to forbid her entrauce here; but I am net for-
bidden to receive her child. No, I shall not close the doors
of the Chéteau de Colobrilres against this child, and her uncle
shall sce her)”

‘Whilst this little scene was taking place at the entrance of
the chateau, Anastasia and Gaston had drawn near. Both
gazed on the new-comer with a curiosity full of astonishment,
and the youth murmured in the ear of his sister:—

It is some city lady. And these tall lacqueys, and that
lady who is seated in the carringe are her people! What a
tram! what an equipage! Why what can all these people
mean by coming here?”

The baroness had by this time finished the perusal of her
letter; she called her children towards her and said, as she
presented them to the young girl:—

¢ This is Mademoiselle Eleonora Maragnon, your cousin;
keep her company for a few moments, whilst I go and inform
your father of her arrival,”

Gaston took off his hat and bowed, recoiling as he did so
with a terrified air, whilst his sister on her side made an

. awkward and timid curtsy to this unknown relation.

The young girl, already recovered from the slight embar-
rassment caused by this species of presentation, held out her
band to Anastasia, saying with that grace and ease of expres-
sion which the habit of mingling with the world always
mparts i

My dear cousin, I see plainly by your manner that I am
altogether a stranger to you; no one has ever spoken to you
of me, T suppose. Is it not s0? Woell, I, on the contrary,
-kfxovg you. The good curate of Saint-Peyre always spoke of

ou in his letters to my mother, and on coming here I well
ew that I should ﬂndy a charming girl of my own age, and
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(I! felf quite disposed to love her, as well as my cousin Gaston,

early.’

“ %ou do us g great deal of honour, cousin,” stammered poor
Anastasia, not knowing in what manner to reply to this com-
pliment. As for Gaston de Colobrieres, he blushed like &
maiden of fifteen when Eleonora named him, and recoiled ano-
ther step.

The baroness’s return cut short this embarrassing interview.

“Come, my dear niece,” said she, In a triumphant tone,
taking Eleonora by the hand; ¢ come, your uncle awaits

ou.”
7 The baron was seated in the drawing-room upon an old
leathern arm-chair, which from time immemorial had served as
a sort of throne for the head of the family. He advanced two
steps forward to meet his niece, and said to her gravely :—

# Mademoiselle de Belveser, you are welcome to the Ché-
teau de Colobrieres! I trust that you will do us the honour
of supping and sleeping here.”

The young girl could scarcely repress a smile on hearing
herself saluted by this aristocratic appellation.

¢“M. le Baron! my dear uncle!” cried she, bending forward
a8 if to kiss the hand he extended towards her; but the old
gentleman raised ber up, kissed her forehead, and made her
sit down beside him. There was a momentary silence. The
baron, proudly enthioned upon his high-backed arm-chair, or-
dered supper to be served, and did the Lionours of his house with
the dignified and polished air of a nobleman of the old school.
The baroness and her daughter contemplated the new-comer
with & curious and admiring gaze. According to their ideas,
Eleonora was an accomplished and perfect beauty, while in
reality she was merely pretty, Iler features were regular but
not strongly marked, and her complexion was exquisitely de-
licate and blooming. She was small, but she inherited from
her mother a certain air in the carriage of the head which was
rull of grace and distinction. These juvenile attractions were
further enhanced by a toilet of the most elegant simplicity.
It was composed of a morning-dress of gray and rose-coloured
striped taffeta made extremely wide in the skirt, which by its
full and swelling outline added fresh attractions to a waist,
the slenderest and roundest that was ever imprisoned in the
hursh confinement of a corset. A handkerchief of the finest
Iawn, modestly crossed over the bosom, scarcely permitted the
contour of a neck to be seen, whose fairness was enhanced by-
8 large black velvet buckle fastened almost beneath her chin.
It would bave been a difficult task to decide whether this
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charming girl was a blonde or brunctte, for her hair, crépé
in front, was covered with a thin layer of powder, which ren.
dered it perfectly white. Her blue eyes and dark eyebrows
left the question undecided, and it was only by the rosy hue
of her cheek that the spectator could ascertain, and that with
difficulty, that her hair was not of the same colour as that of
the dark Anastasia.

Eleonora, on her side, gazed on all that surrounded her
with restrained curiosity and a certain degree of astonishment,
The table was already laid—that is to say, La Rousse had
thrown over it a coarse cloth, and had arranged sym-
metrically four plates of yellow earthenware, accompanied
with a saltcellar of wood and an earthen jug, which served
the purpose of a water carafe, The furniture of the apart-
ment was in strict kecping with the exterior appearance of the
chateau, and displayed the remaining fragments of the splen-
dour of better days. The ricketty chairs were covered with
rich stuffs, but so worn and patched that it would have been
difficult to determine, through so many odd and dispropor-
tioned fragments, what was the original fabric. The massive
tables of old and curiously carved oak, had undergone the
degradation of modern repairs performed with the saw and
mallet, while the famous trunk in which the Baron de Colo-
brieres kept his archives was placed between the windows,
and, in reality, formed the handsomest piece of furniture in
the room. There was not a vestige of tapestry upon the wallsg
but as this hall had been formnerly the salle-d'armes, the warlike
trophies which the ancient lords of Colobrieres had suspended
aloft, would have formed a more appropriate decoration than
hangings of leather or tapestry, hfl(F not the arms long since
disappeared, and there remained now only the nails to which
they had been formerly attached. From thesc iron hooks,
which projected here and there from the walls, hung a collec.
tion of dried plants, arranged in long garlands by the baroness,
who preserved in this manner her stock of mugwort, thyme,
and mint. ~

“My dear niece,” said the baroncss, recollecting at that
moment the elegant equipage which had brought the young
girl, ¢ you have left your people outside; we must ask them
to come in, and have the horscs put up.”

“* No, aunt, no, I thank you—it is not worth while,” re-
pli:‘d sl':e, quickly. ¢ Permit mo merely to go and give somo
srders.”

Saying these words, she rose, holding out her hand to Ana.
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stasia as if to request her to accompany Ler, and bothicturned
to the terrace. 'The carringe was still before the door.

¢t Mademoiselle,” said Tleonora, addressing the person who
had accompanied her, ** Comtois will take you back to Bel-
veser. Pray tell my mother that the Baron and Baroness de
Colobrieres have kept me. The carriage can return for me
to-morrow afternoon.”

**Holy virgin! To et out alone at such an hour! Iam
horribly afraid of these bad roads!” cried alittle sharp piercing
voice from within the carriage.

*Do not be alarmed, my dear Mademoiselle Irene, no harm
will happen you,” replied Eleanora; “I wish you a safe
journey.”

Then addressing the coachman, she said, with a slight ges-
ture of authority—

*“Go on.”

* Anastasia was so astonished at hearing ber speak thus, that
she ventured to ask her who this lady was whom she had sent
back to sleep at the tower of Belveser?

It is Mademoiselle Irene de la Roche-Lambert, my gover-
ness, and my mother’s companion,” replied Eleanora, quietly.

‘¢ How, cousin! your governess is a person of quality?” ob-
served Anastasia, with naive impertinence.

““Oh, yes,” replied Mademoiselle Maragnon, laughing,
* Another time I will introduce her to you; but to-day I
would rather that she should return to Belveser to my mother.”

“To Belveser!” repeated Anastasia, turning ber large bril.
liant eyes towards the horizon where the crumbling walls of
the tower formed a dark tracery against the cvening sky ; “‘can
{:; be possible that there are any inhabitants there save the

ats?”

«T will take you there, T hope, some of these days, and you
shall see!” replicd Eleanora, gnssing her arm through her
cousin's, and taking their way back towards the hall.

Whilst the baron conversed with his nicce, after having re-
newed the order to serve supper, La Roussc and the old do-
mestic held council in the kitchen with Gaston, who exclaimed,
with a terrified air—

*“Why, it is a perfect shame to offer this handsome lady &
plate of lentils and & crust of bread and cheese for supper!”

*What a pity it is that she should have arrived here just
to-day, on ‘the eve of a feast!” said La Rousse; ‘ Neithex
four-footed game nor feathercd game are wanting in the larder.
But a fast-dny, M. lc Chevalier! It would have been better
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if you had brought me a dozen of cggs instead of this beautitul
uso—”

“ What! are there no means of making even an omelet,
or uring us a plate of fruit?” cried Gaston.

Rousse shook her head.

¢“No, M. le Chevalier,” replied she with a sigh; *our
hens have been running wild through the fields laying I know
not where for the last week. There is only Cocotte, Made-
moiselle Anastasia’s pullet, that never leaves this; but the
stupid thing is always rambling about in the upper rooms. I
am sure she hides her eggs in the corner of the balcony near
the part which fell lately.”

**Ah! yon think she lays her eggs there?” demanded Gaston.

“Yes,” replied La Rousse; *“but as the flooring is half
gone, and as ne one could reach the balcony without risking
their neck twenty times at least, the eggs will never leave the
nest except in the shape of young chickens.”

¢ There are some beautiful pears also on the great pear-
tree at the far corner of the enclosure,” added the old domestic;
‘““but they are hanging on the highest branches. If it were
daylight, M. le Chevalicr might get them down by cutting
the branches with a gun-shot, but it is already dark night.”

*Very good,” said Gaston, leaving the kitchen, **we shall
see about that; finish laying the cover, and do not fail to put
the silver plate upon the table.”

After an interval of about a guarter of an hour, La Rousse,
who had just finished placing, with a feeling of pride, the six
silver covers engraven with the arms of Colobrieres beside the
{ llow earthenware plates, returned palc as death to the

itchen.

¢“M. le Chevalier has not been in the sitting-room,” said
she to the old domestic; ** do you know where he is, Tonin?"

The latter having replied in the negative, she exclaimed:—

¢ Oh, heavens! % am certain that he has gone up stairs—
that he is trying to climb the balcony! Ah, unhappy wretch
ihat Tem!—and it is I1 Ifhe falls I will throw myself after

im!”

She darted up the stairease, crossed several halls completely
dismantled and exposed to every blast, and reached the
entrance of a ruined turret, the sole window of which was a
large breach in the wall from which projected a stone balcony,
Gaston was standing upon the embrasure. e had already
*seized his booty and was endeavouring to regain the door of the
turret. Madeleine Panozon knew perhaps better than he the
peril which he incurred in crossing this space which might
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erumble to pieces beneath his feet; she lesmed forward in an
agony of terror and alarm, and cried in a stifled voice,—

“ Do not advance a step!—keep along by the wall—gently!”

For a foew minutes alF was silence, and then La Rousse
heard the footsteps of Gaston de Colobrieres whose form was
hidden in the gloom, and who advanced towards her, keeping
near the wall.

“ Here,” said he, holding out the little basket in which he
had %luced the eges; ¢ take care that you do not break them,
and hasten down as quickly as you can to the kitchen. As
you pass, you can take the pears which I left at the bottom of
the staircase.”

“Holy virginl And how did you ever manage io get
them?" cried the young girl.

“ Parbleut I climbed up the pear-tree to be sure,” replied
Graston.

¢ And, almost at the same momént, you have twice risked
vour life to add two dishes to this lady’s supper!” murmured

a Rousse with singular bitterness.

Then, without knowing wherefore, she burst into tears.
From this moment a feeling of aversion and smothered hatred
for the pretty cousin of Gaston de Colobrieres took possession
of Madeleine Panozon's bosom.

After having accomplished these perilous enterprises, Gaston
noirelessly entered the family drawing-room and seated himself
apart from the rest, for the presence of this young girl who
conversed with so much ease and grace intimidated and
embarrassed him  During supper he did not once address
her directly, and it was with deep veaation that he felt the
blood mount to his brow cach time that, raising her cyes of
an undecided blue to his face, she seemed to question or reply
1o him. "When the clock struck nine the baron rose from %iq
arm-chair, and making a sign to the baroness to take a light,
proceedud, according to old-fashioned custom, to conduct the
new-comer to the bedchamber asugned to her. This room,
which was also the one in which Anastasia slept, was the same
that Agatha de Colobrieres had formerly occupied. Nothing
bad been added to or changed in regard to the furniture;
there the same arrangement was still observed, and the apart-
ment presented the same careful and almost elegant appear-
ance.

The baron and his wife retired after having tenderly
embraced Eleonora. When they bad left the room the young
gl threw herself on a chair, and, leaning her forehead upon®
Anastasia's shoulder, burst into a flood of tears,
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¢ Dear cousin! what is the matter? what has happened?”
demanded the latter affectionately.

#<Ah!” replied she, “I did not expect so kind a greeting.
The Baron de Colobrieres calls me his niece, he receives me
under his roof; but my poor mother I can plainly see has
npt been forgiven. en I endeavoured to spesk of her to
him, he frowned and changed the conversation. Alas! will
he never pardon her?”

CHAPTER 11

Tae day following the arrival of Mademoiselle Maragnon at
the Chatean de Colobrieres, as the first beams of the rising
sun were penetrating through the chinks of the badly-joined
shutters, and bathing in its rosy light the apartment in which
the two cousins slept, Eleonora suddenly awoke, and raisin
herself on her clbow, contemplated for a moment the decayeg
furniture, the finely chiselled senlptures, and the moulderin,
ceiling, at the four corners of which the cherubims coveres
with their interlaced wings the heraldic thistle of the Colo-
brieres; then turning round with an infantine gesture, she
passed her hand across the still closed eyes of Anastasia as if
to chase away sleep, and said as she kissed her forchead:—

“ Good morning! cousin.”

‘“Good morning!” returned the latter, embracing her.
¢ But come, quick—quick, let uy rise; the day will seem so
short to us1”

They dressed themselves hastily, and then knelt down to pray
together. The two cousins had paswed a great portion of the
night in conversation, and Anastasia had at length learned
the sort of family secret which had been so long and so care.
fully concealed from her. The proud young girl was astonished
that a daughter of the blood of Colobrieres could have thus
lowered herself; but the rojudjces of her cducation could
not succeed in stifling the feeling of sympathy and friendship
with which the daughter of Pierre Muragnon had already
inspired her, and it was with a sort of transport that she
sbandoned herself to this new and charming intimacy.

, Eleonora opened the window and stepped out upon the
narrow balcony, where a melancholy picture was presented to
her view. At her feet she perceived the principal court-yard,
still in part paved with large slubs, between which sprang up
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the sterile briar and uscless dog-prass. At the back of this
open space stretched along suite of apartments, whose yawning
windows had long since been destitute of glass or shutters,
while the huge square tower, which went by the name of the
dunjon, overtopped with its eolid masonry these ruined walls.
The two wings which formed the sides of the court were in the
same state ofg dilapidation; all the windows werc completel
cpen to every breeze of heaven, and the swallows now built
in the ceiling of the old hall, where formerly had commenced
that romantic adventure which was concluded in the church
of Saint-Peyre.

¢ This, then, is the dwelling and domain of the Colobrieres!”
murmured Eleonora with a sigh; ¢ what ruin! what decay!”

She leaned pensively over the balcony, her eyes swimmin
in tears. The aspect of this dilapidated spot made a painf
impression on her heert, and at this moment the rich heiress
of Pierre Maragnon regretted that she did not bear the name
of Colobrieres, which would have given her tho right of re-
storing these fast crumbling ruins.

““We are poor, cousin,” said Anastasia with iranquil pride;
“but look you, nobility is better than riches, and our father
lives here as contented and as highly respected as a king.
And, after all, what does it matter if time demolishes these
vast halls which we do not inhabit ?—the portion of the chateau
which we occupy is still solid; and if it should threaten to
decay, we will establish oursclves in the donjon. The donjon
tower will not fall; it will stand for ages, although it is as old
as the name of Colobrieres itself.”

«The tower of Belveser was still older, it is said,” said
Eleonora, turning her cyes towards the ruins which were
visible upon the horizon.

*“Yes, so my futher says; but it was not time which over-
threw it,” replied Anastasia quickly; it was taken by assault,
sacked, and dismantled, by the Spaniards in the time of
Charles the Fifth. One of their commanders, Garcilaso, a great
poet and a brave captain, was mortally wounded in the assault,
and the Emperor his master, by whom he was greatly beloved,
gave no quarter to the besieged. A Colobrieres, who com-
manded the garrison, was killed in the breach. Gaston read
me the whole histm&' during the lung evenings.  'Well, consin]
it is a pretty title that of the lady of Belveser, and the old
tower 13 a noble edifice ; only I cannot conceive how you have
managed to find a spot fit to live in there.” ¢

*Live up there?” said Eleonora with a smile; *no one
ever thought of such a thing, { imagive, since the passage of
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the Emperor Charles the Fifth's soldiers! My mother preforred
building another chateau.”

A chateau!” repeated Anastasia, casting her eyes round
the plain.

¢“Come,” continued Eleonora, ‘“let us climb to the top of
the donjon, and from thence I will show you the spo! wnere
my mother now lives. Perhaps at this very mon.:nt she
is seated upon the terrace, and turning her eyes in this
direction.”

I have never ascended the tower alone,” replied Anastasia,
whose curiosity was vividly excited; ¢but we will go and call
Gaston.”

They descended the staircase hand in hand. There was
no one in the sitting-room. The baron was under the hands of
the barber, who came every Sunday to shave him; Madane
de Colobrieres was lecturing La Ronsse in the kitchen; and
(iaston had become invisible.

““Ah, the naughty fellow!” said Anastasia, after having
called him repeatedly in vain; I begin to think, ccousin, that
he is afraid of your pretty face.”

“IIe must positively accustom himself to it, however,”
replied Eleonora, gaily.

“VWe can ascend the tower alone,” continued Anastasiag
““we shall encounter neither wood-demons, evil spirits, nor
in short any one. Come, follow me!”

Beyond the court of honour, and behind the main portion
of the dwelling-house, there ran a ditch or fosse whose depth
was concealed by a thick growth of bramble which completely
filled it. On the other side of this abyss opened the door of
the tower. It had formerly been reached by a drawbridge,
but this means of communication had long ceased to exist, and
ity place had been in a manner supplied by filling up the moat
so as to form a narrow causeway strengthened by sloping
banks. The timid Elconora crossed this narrow bridge,
trembling at every step, and following her cousin closely; for
she heard the green lizards rustle beneath the brambles, and
the frogs croak mournfully at the foot of the old tower. These
sounds, to which her ear was not accustomed, caused an in-
definable sensation of terror in her Lreast, and her uncle’s
chiitean began to appear in her eyes a most melancholy abode.
Anastasia boldly pushed open the door of the donjon, which
had long remained ajar, as the key no longer revolved within

, the rusty lock, and mounted first the rugged staircase which
wound in spiral rings up to the higher stories of the tower.
The aspect of the pface presented nothing terrifving; the sun
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shone brightly down upon the time-worn steps, and the spar.
rows fluttered gaily about the window-sills. After havinﬁ
elimbed about a hundred steps, the two young girls foun
themselves upon & narrow landing.

“We must now ascend to the summit,” said Anastasia,
pointing to another stairtase still more steep and narrow than
the preceding one, and which was supported on one side by
the wall, and bordered on the other by a slight wooden
hand.rail,

This stone ladder led straight to the summit of the donjon,
and opened upon a little platform hetween the battlements,
which formed a species of balcony of about half the height of
& man's body.

¢t Come on!” cried Eleonora, this time distancing her cousin,
They mounted the staircase nimbly and paused at the top,
charmed at the aspect of the landscape which lay stretched
beneath their feet. The sun bhad scattered the veil of mist
which during the night had rested on the valley, and its con-

uering rays now secmed to penctrate every corner of creation.

he autumn had strewn here and there its sombre tints; but
the new vegetation had already begun to appear beneath the

ellow vine leaves which the wind had scattered abroad, and
n the fields the young wheat stems could already be seen
sprouting up above the soil.  Eleonora placed her hand upon
her cousin’s arm, and suid, as she pointed out to her the
riIVulet with its fringe of poplars which flowed through the
plai i— .

¢ Look there, Anastasia: do you sce beyond those trces a
bridge thrown over the stream?”

“ Yes,"” replied she; *‘and beyond that again I can distin-
guish something like an immense garden, and still farther oft
the front of a splendid edifice. Yonder house cannot have
been built long, cousin?”

¢+ It is searecly finished yet,” replied Eleonora; *‘when my
mother purchased the tower of Belveser, about three months
ago, she wished to increase her property, and bought at the
same time a piece of land in the valley. In place of repairing
the tower, she crected a handsome dwelling-house at the foot
cme hill, and it is the new Chateau de Belveser that you see

er‘"

¢ A beautiful new chateau!” said Anastasia, admiringly.

¢ We shall henceforth reside at Belveser half the year,” con-
tinued Eleonora; *“the situation pleases my mother, and she
can almost fancy that she is still at Colobrieres. When we
stroll together in the evenings on the terrace, our eyes ure
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oonstantly turned in this dircction; but we can only perceive
the battlements of this old tower.”

It commands all the neighbouring country,” said Anas-
tasia; *it was hcro that the seignorial standard formerly
waved.”

While thus speaking she turned her eyes towards the flag-
staff, which rose like a lofty mast from the interior parapet of
the platform; but scarcely had she cast her eyes upon it when
she exclaimed :—

“Iloly Virgin! the flag-staff is all blackened, as if it hal
heen in the flames, and the iron escutcheon which was nailed
to the foot of it has disappeared!”

She approached nearer and looked over the parapet.

¢ Ah, heavens!” said she, recoiling m alarm, ¢ the floora
have crumbled away and the tower is like a huge empty hive!
This disaster must have occurred during the last storm: it
has been struck by lightning, that is certain.”

She struck the charred wood with her hand, and at the
slight shock the flag-staff tottered for an instant and fell over
the parapet, a fragment only of the pole remaining fixed in
the stone.

**The lightning has struck it,” said Anastasia, with a sort
of stupor; ¢“ihis forchodes some direful event—some mis-
fortune will surely happen to the house of Colobrieres.”

““Oh! cousin, let us descend,” cried Eleonora; ¢ the place
we are standing on may perhaps fall also.”

“Noj; these walls are solid,” said Anastasia, stamnping on
the stones with which the platform was flugged ; *¢the wood-
work alone is damaged; fear nothing, cousin—I will go first—
follow me.”*

So saying, she quickly descended the first flight of steps,
and on reaching the landing-place turned round, as if by a
gesture to summon Eleonora to her side.  The latter, before

esconding the first step, placed her hand upon the balustrade
to assure herself of its stability; but the electric fluid, after
having struck the flag-staff, had glided along the staircase,
reduciag to powder the iron clamps which fastened the light
wood-work to the stonc steps, and the frail barrier immediately
became detached and fell with a crash into the depths below.
Eleonora started back with a piercing cry. She was seized
with vertigo at the sight of those narrow steps, suspended as
it were over an abyss; her knees trembled; it scemed to her
that an invincible power impelled her towards the gulph, and
#he instinctively grasped the parapet, turning away at the
same time her head.
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+<Oh, my mother!” she cried, with an indescribable accent *
of terror and despair; “Oh! my mother! Oh! my dear
Dominick! come to my assistance.”

T will come and belp you, cousin; don't be afraid,” cried
Anastasia.

In fact, the courageous girl did ascend a few steps, but her
heart failed her when she beheld the abyss beneath ber feet,
and, leaning against the wall, she in her turn uttered screams
of distress.

This time Gaston heard ler. A moment afterwards he
arrived breathless upon the landing. Seizing his sister by the
hand, he made her seat hcrself on the ground, then with
rapid bounds he ascended the perilous staircase.  Eleanora
was leaning against the parapet; he took her in his arms and
pressed her 1o his bosom, saying:—

“ Your head is giddy—close your eyes.”

Then he descended with firm and cautious steps, and depo-
sited her in safety beside his sister on the landing-place. The
young girl remained for a moment as if senseless. She was
deadly pale, and made no reply to her cousin, who called aloud
her name and embraced her, shedding at the same time a flood
of tears. Gaston gazed upon her with emotion, but kept
silence. Arousing herself at length from her stupor, Made-
moiselle Maragnon threw herself into the arms of Anastasia,
and then turning quickly towards Gaston, she embraced him
warmly, crying:—

“My good cousin! Oh, how my mother will love you
when she hears that you have done this!”

This innocent and spontaneous burst of gratitude produced
almost the same effect upon Gaston as the sight of the dark
abyss of the tower had done on Eleonora; he changed coun-
tenance, turned away bis eyes, and replied in a broken
voice:—

¢¢ Cousin, what I have done is quite simple and very natural.”

“ You have risked your life to bring me from yonder ter-
rit'e place,” said Eleonora with animation.

Gaston recollected at this moment the perilous ascent which
he hal made the evening before for the acquisition of a dozen
egzs, and he murmured with a sigh, and smiling faintly:—

* I have sometimes risked my life for a less matter.”

He advanced again towards the staircase, and seeking at
least to disguise the agitation he could not yet overcome, he
affected to contemplate with attention the havoc which the last
storm had caused in the donjon. .

“What & disaster!” said he, looking down ; *“all the eeilings
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1ave fallen in, and the woodwork is lying in a heap npon the
vault of the ground-flcor.  All is gone; the knight's hall, that
of the archives, and the treasury no longer exist.”

¢ Fortunately they were empty,” observed Anastasia, with
nuive simplicity.

«¢ It is useless to inform my father of this event,” continned
Gaston; ‘“he never comes herc. He will remain ignorant
that the donjon possesses now only the staircase and the four
walls. We shall merely show him that the flag-staff is
broken.”

¢ Yes, yes, it will be better so,” said Anastasia, eagerly;
I trust at least that he may not hear of his misfortune
to-day.”

“In order that he may not datc the occurrence as taking
place the day following my arrival at the Chateau de Colo-
brieres,” said Eleonora sighing and pressing her cousin’s hand
within her own; *“Alas! I trust that my presence here may
not be a presage of misfortune!”

Thus speaking, she rose to descend, but her knees still
trembled, and in place of leaning on Anastasia’s arm she took
Gaston's, saying to him in an aftcctionate and plaintive voice:—

“My good cousin, it scems to me as if the very stones
trembled beneath my feet; but with you I am not afraid.”

Gaston did not reply ; he al-o was trembling, and one would
have said his arm sank beneath the pressure of the Jittle hand
that rested upon it. Afler having slowly descended the stair-
case, Elconora paused at the foot of the tower upon the narrow
causeway, and gazed around her, listening 10 the sounds which
alone disturbed the silence of this deserted spot. The frogs
continued their melancholy croak; quick sudden rustlings
might be heard under the dark foliage; and the atmosphere
was im&)regnated with a slight aromatic odour, which an-
nounced the presence of reptiles concealed in the damp recesses
of the moat.

<“Cousin,” said Anastasia, taking the other arm of the young
girl within her own, as if to completely reassure her, *“confss
that if you were here alone, you would be hugely afraid of
those reptiles which erawl about below there?”

“'The Chatcan de Colobrieres must appear to yon a melan-
choly abode,” added Gaston, timidly; *you will perhaps carry
with you, on leaving it, a very unfavourable impression of it?”

“Oh! no, I am sure I shall not,” replied Eleonora quickly,
*¢the aspect of this place is sad it is irue, and I feel herc a
sort of secret fear, an inexpressible melancholy; but my soul
delights in these impressions.”
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“You will not willingly recall to mind our expedition to
the donjon,” said Anastasia; ‘you will tremble every time
vou think of the staircase leading to the platform.”

“I shall never think of it without a shudder,” replied
Elconora; ‘“but it is very singular, it scems to me that I shall
also delight to dwell on the recollection of it. Tt is the first
time in my life that I ever really knew what fear was, and I
could not have believed that the joy of escaping so great a
danger should leave so pleasurable an cmotion in one’s mind.”

‘While thus speaking she involuntarily raised her lovely eyes,
beaming with the softest emotion, to Gaston’s face, then aban-
doning the young man’s arm, she procceded onwards leaning
on that of his sister.

My dear cousin,” said the latter, uneasily, “you are still
very pale, you are suffering?”

«“ A little,” replied Eleonora, passing her hand across her
forehead; ‘““my poor head is swimming—tihe open daylight
dazzles me.”

She tottered forward a few steps farther, and on entering
the sitting-room she fainted away.

¢ Oh! heavens, my dear nicce, what has happened?” said
the baroness, taking her in ber arms, whilst Anastasia in
dismay drew forward her father's arm-chair, and cried to La
Rousse to bring some vinegar.

*“What has happened?” repeated Madame de Colobrieres,
bathing the young girl’s temples with cold water, and making
her inhale the vinegar cruet which La Rousse had brought.

“We were walﬁing near the moat,” replicd Anasiasia,
““and my cousin was afraid of the serpents.”

“Poor girl! she has not been brought up in the country;
she is not accustomed as we are to these horrid reptiles,” said
the baroness, ¢ What an idea to take her to that place above
all others, where T verily believe all the insects of the creation
arc swarming. You ought to have taken her on the terrace,
where she would have secn on'y the pretty little green lizards
and the grasshoppers.”

Eleonora now sighed faintly, opened her eyes, and mur-
mured as she pressed her aunt’s hand:—

¢ Dear aunt! I fecl better already; pardon me the uneasi-
ness I have caused you: I felt very weak, but it has already
passed away, and I am now quite myself again.”

She endeavoured to risc, but the baroness gently compolled
her to reseat herself.

“Yes, my child, thank heaven it is nothing,” said she;

‘but you must remain here very quict. The second bell has
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already rung for maes, but you wmust not come with us.
Anastasia will remain at home to take care of you and keep
you company; in such a casc as this, you are not obliged to
attend mass and so you are both excused for to-day.”

The baron had already preceded them. Madame de Cola-
brieres searched everywhere for Gaston; but he also had laft
the house without having-been perceived.

“Can he have alrcady gone down to the village? I have
wot scen him this morning,” said the baroness, a little asto-
nished. ¢ Excuse him, my dear nicce, he is shy and fears
being troublesome.”

The worthy dame took her prayer-book and her parasol of
green taffeta, and called the servants.  Old Tonin stood respect-
fully aloof, ready to follow his mistress at the first command,
and La Rousse had run out and now paused before the
chatesu, secking Gaston on cvery side with an uncasy eye.
At length she perceived him.

«“M. le Chevalicr is already below on the road,” said she,
relurning to the house; “he is walking as if he would be
there the first.”

““ Come on then, I do not wish to be last at church either,”
said the baroness.

Bhe kissed her niece, and proceeded on her way followed
by Tonin and La Rousse, hoth in their Sunday garments, and
walking with heads erect like the servants of a noble family
in gala costume.

The two young girls, left alone in the apartment, lookcd at
each other with a smile, and Anastasia exclaimed gaily :—

“We are now sovereign mistresses here, and command for
the present the domain of Colobrieres in all its extent. Come!
what shall we do? First of all, cousin, you must remain
quictly in that huge arm-chair, whilst 1 give my birds their
secd, and water my flowers; after that we will take our coffee—
some very nice coffec of roasted grey peas which La Rousse
makes {famously, and which we will sweeten with some honey
from our own hives. You will find it is excellent.”

It will be dclightful!” replied Eleonora, with the same air
of contentment and gentle gaicty.

And yet the tears started io her eyes, for she could not
but suspect the straitened circumstances which obliged the
Colobrieres family to replace the Mocha herb by an indigenous
plant, and colonial sugar by the produce of their boes.

* Anastasia o*aened the osicr cage in which fluttered her green
linnets and goldfinches, and mat%e them come out one after the
other, calling cach by it: name. 'The little croatures rpread
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themselves joyously over the embrasure of the window, and
began to Xick up the grain which the young girl had thrown
them, moment afterwards she recalled them, and they
quietly re-entered their prison.

“They are indeed very well bred,” suid Eleonora; ¢but
do you not think that they would be happier in the fields? If
I werein your place I would give them their liberty. .Ah!
cousin, how joyously they would fly away.” .

““Not at all, I bave tried them,” replied Anastasia; I
have repeatedly allowed them to leave the cage, and once sc-
tuall c?x:.sed them from the place. They remained outside
all day, and in the evening returned and began fluttering
round their cage, endeavouring to get in again. This circum-
stance Jed me to reflect deeply, and has relieved my mind from
a very painful feeling,”

““You have alrom%y had cause for sorrow, then, my dear
Anastasia?” said Mademoiselle Maragnon, with a degree of
interest not unmixed with astonishment.

The young girl drew a chair near Elconora’s couch, and,
taking her hand affectionately, she replied in a simple and
unaffected, yet sertous tone—

““You have been brought up in the world, my dear cousin,
while I have always lived the life of a poor recluse; and yet
events have passed around me which have made me reflect and
weep. The tranquil and monotonous existence which we lead
here has been chequered by several of 1hose events which leave
deep and lasting regrets in a family, and, young as I was, I
bave felt how painful it is to part for ever from those that are
dear to us.” -

She checked herself for a moment, as if overcome by recol-
lections which recurred the more forcibly to her mind that
she was not accustomed to dwell upon them; then she re-
sumed in an agitated voice:—

I had six sisters, cousing the eldest I never saw; she was
already in the convent of La Misericordc when I was born.
But T can recollect the others well. As I was the youngest,
they lavished on me a thousand ‘marks of affection and kind-
ness. They did their utmost to spoil me, and in return I
loved them with all my heart. Alas! Isaw them depart, one
after the other, for the cloister; and my great brothers, as I
used to call them, left us also. At cach separation we felt a
new pang. Our feelings were not displayed openly, however ;
everything in the household appeared to go on as usnal; my
father's firmness never for an mstant deserted him, but my
mother would remain ‘melancholy a long time, and T wept
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every day on seeing another vacant place at the table. It is
now five years since my last sister took the veil. The grief
that I experienced on seeinigxer depart has become mitigated ;
but since I have ceased to be a child, and have begun to re-
flect, 1 have felt serious uneasiness and fear. I have no in-
clination for a conventual life. I feel that a convent is only
another name for a prison, and I have fancied that my sisters
must be very unhappy. Somstimes I have thought that if
it should be my father’s ‘will to doom me to a like fate, 1 could
not accustom myself to the cloister, and should for ever regret
my liberty. And yet when I saw my birds accustom them-
selves to their cage so well that they had no longer any wish
to leave it, I thought that my sisters had perhaps also ended
by growing reconciled to their convent, which is a tranquil
and easy prison; then I felt in a measure consoled, and our
cternal separation appeared to me depicted in milder colours.”

‘Whilst Anastasia was speaking, Mademoiselle Maragnon
had clasped her in her arms.

s My sweet cousin,” cried she, pressing ber 1o her bosom,
¢« all these sorrows arc past and gone; your sisters, doubtless,
liv](i contented and happy, and you will never enter a convent,
will you?”

* I believe that it is my father’s wish to keep me with him,”
replied the young girl; ¢ yes, I hope to remain here always.”

¢ And we shall often see each other, and we will love each
other like two sisters, shall we not?” resumed Eleanora.

*Oh, yes indeed! I wish for nothing so much,” cried
Anastasia. ¢ I fancy Ilove you already almost as well as my
last sister, my poor Sidonia, who is now called sister Anne of
the Trinity.”

They remained for a few moments silent and melancholy;
then, with the quick transition of feeling so natural to their
:ﬁ{e, they began to speak of the incident which had so scriously

armed Eleonora.

*¢ Cousin,” said Anastasia all at once, ** when you were
leaning against the parapet calling for help, you called your
mother, and then afterwards another person.”

¢ Yes, my cousin Dominick,” replicd Mademoiselle Marag-
rﬁgg ;”“ oh yes, I remember; I thought of him then, and called

“ Ah! you have a cousin then whom you love dearly also?"
said Anastasia, in a tone of regret.
+ "Yes, my sweet Anastasia; I will introduce him to you,
and you wﬁ’ I hope love him also a little, He is the son of
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my uncle Jacques Maragnon, a very honest man, and one of
the richest merchants of Marseilles.”

I should like with all my heart to know all your family,”
said Anastasia, with some embarrassment ; ¢ but my father
peculiar idess. Who knows, dear cousin, if he will permit
me to return your visit?”

¢ Yes, it is indeed doubtful,” murmured Eleonora, saddencd
by this observation; ‘“he has not pardoned my mother, and
yet I have found favour in his eyes. Although I bear the
name of Maragnon, he called me his niece.”

““Yes, his niece, Mademoisclle de Belvescr,” replied Anas-
tasia, shaking her head. ¢ However, we shall see what his
will is. And tell me, cousin, is M. Dominick a young man
of Gaston’s age?”

“Yes, very nearly,” replied Eleonora; ¢ and if you only
knew how amiable, how lively, and how handsome he is!”

¢ Ag bandsome as Gaston?” asked Anastasia, ingenuously.

*“ Oh! no, cousin,” replied Mademoiselle Maragnon, without
hesitation.

During this conversation Mademoiselle de Colobrieres had
drawn forward the table, on which La Rousse had previously
arranged two large yellow cups, the pot of honey which served
in place of sugar, and a large loaf of houschold bread, in the
composition of which more rye than wheat had certainly been
employed.

¢*Cousin,” said she, placing on the table an old earthenware
vessel, containing the bitter decoction which the inhabitants
of Colobrieres called their coffec, ¢“we shall now go to break-
fast if you please.”

As soon us the coflee was scrved, a large brindled greyhound,
which had been sleeping under the table, rose from his lair and
plaved his long serpent-like head upon Anastasia’s knee.

<¢This is Lambin, my brother's dog,” said the young girl,
patting him; *“an animal of the very worst character, I warn
you, cousin.” .

And as Eleonors put out her hand to caress him, she added

nickly :——
gt Dg not touch him! he would bite you even if you wers to
offer him something to eat. He is a charnaigre, one of the
most ferocious species of dogs.”

““He has not in fact a very prepossessing appearance,”
said Eleonora, drawing back: *“what a ferocious eye! Oh,
the horrd animal!  Sce, cousin, he knows I am speaking «ill
of him—Jook how hig hair is rising on his back!”
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¢ He hears some noise outside,” saud Anastasia, turning her

:8 towards the window.

¢ He would bark if it were a stranger?”

¢ No, he is what is called o treacherous dog; he does not
rk, but merely bites. Something annoys him at this mo-
ent—sec how uneasy he is.”

‘Whilst his young mistress spoke, the dog, without moving
@ head, turned hus glaring eye towards the door, and threw
ack his slender and pointed ears.

«* Most probably some traveller is passing alonik the yoad
clow the chiteau,” continued Anastasia; ¢ or perhaps there
3 some one outside.”

¢« All the doors are open and we are alone,” observed Eleo-
10ra, uneasily.

“Do not be alarmed, cousiny Lambin guards us,” replied
Anastasia, with a smile; “he is wicked, 1t is true, but then
he is brave and faithful.”

At this moment the dog rose, his hair bristling, and his eye
glaring; he had heard a hoarse voice murmuring under the
window :—

¢ Charity in the name of the Saviour, good souls of the
Lord! Charity, if you please!”

It is some poor man,” said Anastasia, cutting off a lump
of bread. ¢ Here, Lambin! here!  Don't bite the poor man;
go and lic down!”

The dog obeyed, growling, and Anastasia went up to the
window to hand the picce of bread to the mendicant, who, far
from thanking her, said insolently :—

# It is not bread 1 want, I must have money.”

“Go away, I have no moncy,” replied the young girl,
coldly.

And as the beggar insisted in an almost threatening tone,
she repeated haughtily ;—

*¢ I have no money to %ive you-—begone.”

¢1 have some!” said Eleonora in slarm, and gearching in
her pockets. ¢“ Here, cousin, send away that horrid mau as
quickly as you can.”

The imprudent girl had scarcely uttered these words when
the mendicant entered the gate of the chateau, and advancwl
boldly into the grand court-yard, He was a man still in the
prims of life. gis long uncombed beard descended upon his
naked breast; he carried a wallet like a mendicant friar; and
qné wonld have gaid that the squalid rags with which he was
clothed had formerly been some military uniform.

.
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- (), Heavens!” said Eleonora, more dead than alive, ¢ the
wretch is coming in here. 'Who knows with what design? 1
am dreadfully frightened, cousin!”

The mendicant advanced to the door of the room.

‘ Begone!” cried Anastasia aloud, *“leave this instantly, or
I will let loose my dog upon you!”

The mendicant raised his knotted cudgel with a sneering
laugh, and advanced another step.

‘“At him, Lambin!—guard the door!” cried Anastasia.
¢¢ Seize that man! Tear him!”

The greyhound darted forward og)en-mouthed, his long tail
trailing on the ground like that of a panther, sprang at the
throat of the beggar, pulled him to the ground, and began
silently to throttle him.

¢ Call off your dog! Mercy! I am a dead man!” cried
the wretch in a stified voice.

Anastasia recalled the dog, who, animated by the combat,
had fallen furiously upon his prey, and seemed in no hurry to
obey her commands. At length however he looscned his
hold. The beggar arose uttering fearful curses, regained the
terrace, and instantly disappeared at a turning of the road.

‘“He would have killed us,” said Eleonora, with an air of
conviction.

“No, T do not think so,” replied Anastasia, calmly; “he
would have taken your money, and that pretty watch be saw
glittering at your belt. He would have perhaps amused him-
self with exciting our fears, but 1 do not think that he would
bave offered us any violence.”

“No matter,” said Eleonora, advancing her pretty little
hand towards the dog—*‘ no maiter, even at the risk of being
bitten, I must pat the pointed muzzle of brave Lambin, who
80 courageously defended us.”

¢ These are agreeable incidents, however, in your expedi-
tion to the Chateau de Colobrieres,” said Anastasia, with me-
lancholy gaiety; ¢ twice in the same morning you have been
almost frgl;tened to death.”

¢ The first time, I confess, I was very much alarmed,” re-
plied Mademoiselle Maragnon, “but I have already quite re-
covered. A few more encounters like these, and I shall be
able to cross an abyss without shuddering, and no longer fear
the most determined bandit, not to of serpents, green
lizards, or anything else, animate or inanimate.”

About noon the baron and his lady were descried ascendin,
the road leading to ithe Chateau de Colobrieres. They foun
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the two cousins awaiting their approach, strolling up and down
the piece of waste land bordered by mulberry-trees, which
the old gentleman called the grand alley.

“ My lord,” said Eleonora, advancing with an air of winning
respect, ** I was not able to pay my duty to you this morning.
Permit me now to wish you good morning, and to enquire
after your health.”

“Tam quite well, my dear niece,” replied the baron, gal-
lantly kissing the mitten which half-covered Eleonora’s hand,
“and how are you? Madame de Colobrieres informed me
that you were rather unwell this morning, and I was truly
sorry to hear it.”

«T feel most grateful for the interest you are kind enough
to express, my dear uncle,” replied she; I am quite reco-
vered again, and I only regret that my indisposition has de-
Erivcd me of the pleasure of accomj)anying you. Il am so

appy to be with you and with my dear aunt, that I should
not wish to lose a single one of the moments I am permitted
{0 pass in your society.”

¢8he is charming,” murmurcd the baron, elevating his
great bushy eyebrows, and turning towards his wife, who re-
sponded by a gesture of assent, accompanied with a deep sigh.

““ But where is my brother Gaston ”” demanded Anastasia,

reeiving that only old Tonin and La Rousse accompanied
er father and mother.

“ Has he not yet arrived? That is astonishing,” said the
baroness. ¢ This morning he left the castle without waiting
for us, and T fancied that he had gone on to church before
us; but not at all; he did not arrive until after the lessons.
As soon as service was over he left church before us, and
strode off through the fields at the rate of three leagues an
hour; why, I wonder, since he has not yet arrived here.”

<1 would lay a wager that M. le Chevalier will re-appear
at dinner hour with some dish of his own providing,” whis-
pered Tonin in La Rousse’s ear.

¢ A dish for dessert, which he has most probably gathered
from some precipice!” murmured the laticr, bitterly.

Monsieur and Madame de Colobrieres entered the chateau.
Since their marriage they had never once omitted on Sunday,
after masg, playing a game of cards before dinner.  On these
occasjons, in order to render it interesting, the baron would
draw from his et a few sous, which figzured ss the stake,

*the half of which sum he would lend to the baroness, who never
E{ any chance paid him when she lost, but never failed to keep
I when she won.
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In place of following the old people, Eleonora and her
cousin continued their stroll upon the terrace. Their hands
clasped, their heads gently inclined, they paced up and down
in silence, crushing with an absent air the qitt.le red flowers of
the aromatic geranium which carpeted the soil, Each time
that they reached the parapet they paused for a moment, and
cast a glance along the road.

After walking thus for about half an hour in profound
silonce, broken only by a few unconnectled observations, Ma-
demoiselle Maragnon seated herself, as if futigued, at the door
of the chateau, and said, shuking her head with an air of con-
viction—

I really believe, cousin, that I frighten your brother.”

It is very probable,” replied Anastasia, gaily; ‘ but, as
you said just now, he must accustom himself to your features!’

The Baron de Colobrieres religiously preserved certain old
customs, in obedience to which Tonin always rang at dinner
hour the only bell the chateau could boast of. Its Joud and
prolonged tones resounded afar off in the silence of the sur-
rounding country, startling for a moment the tribe of mag-
pies, bold as they were, who were accustomed to hop up even
to the terrace.

““We are going to dine without your brother!” said Elco-
nora, rising.  * (Good heavens! can anything have happened
to him? Does not his absence cause you unecasiness?”’

« He will soon be here,” replicd Anastasia; ¢ his dog which
was following us has disappeared, and since Lambin is no
longer here, Gaston is not far ofl.”

n fact, a moment afterwards Gaston de Colobrieres arrived,
holding in his hand an enormous bouquet of flowers inter-
mingled with fruit. Iis dox followed bim, fawning on him
with 8 gruff air, and sweeping the ground with his long tail.

“I am sure he has been to the Goatherd’s Valley!” cried
Anastasia; ““it is a good league from this even through the
fields, and I caunot conceive bow he has had time to be thers
and back.,”

So saying she ran to meet her brother, and took the bouquet
in her apron, not being able to hold it in her little hands.

T have'arrived in time, have 1 not?—you have not besn
waiting for me, have you?” said Giaston, drawing the arm of
his sister under his own, whilst Elconora walked on alone and
a little in advance with & satisfied and pensive air.

On cntering the family sitting-room, Gaston bowed to his®
father as if to exvnse himself,

“Hola! M. le Chevalicr, you choose your time badly for
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your walks, said the old gentloman, with a frown ; ¢ it is not
fitting to be abscent in this way when there are guests at the
chatesu, for it is port of your duty also to do the honours. J
bope you will not leave us any more during the day.”

ton de Colobrieres bowed a second time with a gesture
of respect and submission, withqut even endeavouring to ex.
plain and justify the ace which bad drawn on him the paternal
admonition ; but Eleonora, hastily taking the bundle of flowers
and fruits which Anastasis held in her apron, placed them
before the baron, and said with her most graceful smile:—

¢ It was to have the pleasure of presenting you with this
lovely bouquet that my cousin took so long a walk; if he had
offered it to me, most certainly instead of scolding him I
should have thanked him with all my heart.”

“Ifow! my pretty nicce, has he not hastencd to pay that
homage to you?” eried the baron; ‘“in my time the young
gentlemen werc more attentive 1o the ladies, more ardent,
more gallant. In good truth I was much more amiable for-
merly when I paid my court to Madume de Colobricres.
Permit me, mad!;moisellc, to teach monsicur my son how he
ought to act in such a case.”

At these words the baron rose, made a profound salutation,
presented the bouquet, and kissed one after the other the two
fair hands which were extended to receive his offering.

At this last stroke Gaston altogether lost countenance, and,
instead of taking his place at the dinner-table, he {elt more
inclined to rush out of the roomn and hide himself in some
obscure corner of the chateau. It secmed to him that his
charming cousin was inwardly langhing at Lis awkwardness
and timidity, and this thought was so painful to him that he
felt his heart swell with mortification and self-reproach.
Although he well knew how to restrain himself, and although
the sort of lesson he had just received appeared not to have
left the slightest traces of anger or irritation on his features,
Eleonora felt that he was sccretly annoyed and suffering, and
she cndeavoured to efface this disagreeable impression.

¢ Cousin,” said she, *“where have you been uble to procure
these beautiful flowers, and these fruits already rare for the
season? Here is a branch of lemon-tree covered with buds,
and jujubes upon the stalk, and ripe pomegranates, and Al-
pine strawberries with their beautiful glossy foliage, and jes-
sapwines, and wild carnations! Where.is the garden that

- yields such beautiful products?”

It is a little valley, sheltercd by the rocks, which goes ]‘:ﬂ

the name of the Goatherd’s Valley,” replied Gaston:
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the ycar round you will find there verdure and flowers, and
even in the depth of winter I have sometimes gathered rose-
buds in it.”

«“And the owner of this little terrestrial paradise permits
you to glean in this manner ?” demanded Eleonora.

“¢The owner is the Almighty,” replied Gaston, with a smile;
‘‘and few people care to take the trouble of scaling this para-
dise, which is reached only with extreme difficulty by creeping
alongmt;he pointed rocks.”

¢ There is no danger, I hope?” demanded the baroness,
turning quickly towards her son.

Then, by a second movement, she cast a rapid glance over
her son’s new coat, and examined it with some anxiety, fearing
to discover some irremediable rent ; but she perceived not the
sléﬁl;‘test damage, nor the least alteration in the colour of the
stuff.
¢ Proceed, my son,” said she with an air of satisfaction ;
‘¢ you were speaking to us of the sharp rocks which you have,
in truth, scaled very safely.”

*“And you have not told us why this spot is called the
Goatherd's Valley,” added Eleonora ; *“do you know, cousin?”

** Yes, but not so well as my father ; for it is not an affair
of our time,” replied Gaston, turning to the old gentleman
with an air of deference. -

¢« That is well spoken, my son,” veplied the latter, gravely ;
I oertainly am better acquainted than you with the origin of
the name which has been given to this spot. The story is a
simple one, but it has always appeared to me interesting.—
About sixty years ago, a man, a stranger to this part of the
country, came and scttled below there among the rocks. My
father, who had the right of chase and pasture over all the
¢hain of hills which extends from the tower of Belveser to
Saint-Peyre, sold him the valley for forty crowns. It wasa good
price, seeing that the spot was almost inaccessible, and that it
was a mere mass of stoneg. The stranger set to work. He
had the strength of an ox and the paticnce of an ant. After
baving for two years carted soil upon his rocks, he planted
trees, and afterwards constructed several cisterns which
served to irrigate his garden. In short, he cultivated this
corner of land so well, that, by-and-by, he procured his sub-
sistence from it. As he had a little flock of goats, they called
him the goatherd. e never invited any one to his dwelling,
but all those who scaled his domain were well received. I
remember going therc once in my youth. The place was like
a garden, and the little cabin which he had constructed for
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himself looked neat and comfortable. e offered me some
oranges, which 1 brought to Madame dc Colobrieres, and his
manners appeared to me polished and well-bred. I fancied
that he was a sort of misanthrope, who, deccived cither by
wife or mistress, had broken off all connexion with the world;
ar, perhaps, some gentleman ruined at play, who, no longer
able to liquidate s debts of honour, had voluntarily buried
himself in this solitude. Our good friend, the late curate of
Saint-Peyre, inclined towards this latter supposition. At last
the mystery was cleared up : the goatherd, baving attained to
an extreme old age, was one day found dead in his cabin upon
his straw pallet, a crucifix in his hands, like a hermit. On
raising the body to inter it, they saw that he had the fleur-de-
4is upon his shoulder, and perceived that he was a convict,
who, after having navigated in the royal galleys, had come to
terminate his career in peace in this desert spot.”

¢ The cabin has now become g ruin,” added Gaston; *the
trees interlace their branches at random, the fruits have be-
come wild, and it is the wind which sows the flowers between
the rocks, where scarcely any one cver gathers them.”

“I should lLike some day to visit this wild paradise,” said
Eleonurg, plucking off one by one, with a thoughtfal air, the
sprigs of jessamine she held in her hand, and which she was
about to make into a bouquet. .

«“The entcrsm'qe is diflicult,” observed Anastasia. ¢ The
Goatherd’s Valley is an almost inaccessible spot; and you
wounld be very much alarmed, cousin, when you found your-
self a(l)ln the sloping brink of a rock almost as perpendicular as
a wall.”

“If I werc alone, I doubtless should ; but, leaning on some
one'’s arm, I should not be in the least afraid,” rcplied Ma-
demoiselle Maragnon, glancing at her cousin Gaston with an

ingﬁl:uous air.

e family dinner was not a splendid one: a lean fowl,
which had that very morning been sccking its living through
the fields, and the grouse shot by Gaston, figured alone by the
side of 4 speciesof cpergne which Anastasia had prepared for the
occasion with the bunches of fruits and flowers placed in a
wicker basket ; but the old gentleman did the honours of his
table with a cordiality which supplied all deficiencies. Old
Tonin, erect bebind his master’s chair, a napkin over his arm,
waited according to the best traditions of the family, and

» poured out for the guests to drink the heautiful clear water

u_rmshod by the well of the chatean, in the same manner and
with the same air as he would have offered Tokay in Bohe-
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mian glasses, or presented hydromel in a silver flagon. At
the conclusion of the repast, the baron politely offered his
hand to Mademoiselle Marugnon, and invited her to adjourn
to the terrace to witness the game of bowls. Beforo com-
mencing, he requested her to f)’lace the mark ; and when she
had, with her own fair hands, adjusted the little bowl at the
extremity of the alley, he reconducted her ceremoniously to
the parapet where the baroncss and Anastasia had already
taken their places. It was easy to see that the worthy gen.
tleman wished to pay all the honour possible to Mademoiselle
Maragnon, and to procure ber all the amusements that could
be enjoyed at the Chateau de Colobricres.

Eleonora became really interested in this rather monotonous
sgectacle, of two men, during an entire afternoon, going
through all the motions incidental to the game of bowls.
Anastasia held her cousin’s band clasped in her own, and ob-
served with  sigh the shadows lengthening in the valley and
the sun which was now rapidly descending on the horizon.
At length the sound of carriage wheels was heard on the road
heneath.

¢ Alas! the moment is come {o bid farewelll” said Eleo-
nora, rising.

¢ A sad moment,” murmured the baroness, turning towards
her daughter ; ““now I would give all the world that this child
had never come here.”

“Why, mother?” asked Anastasia, quickly.

*You will soon know, my child,” replicd the good dame,
with a sigh.

The baron approached. At {he moment when Kleonora
was bidding him farewell, and was about perhaps to hazard
another appeal in hebalf of her mother, he said to her in a
serious and dignified tone :—

““ Mademoisclls d» Belveser, T thank you for having come
to visit us. The baroness, my children, and myself, will ever
remember you with affection, and from our retrcat here will
ever offer up prayers for your happiness, May you be as
hapn};{, dear niece, a3 you are pood and beautiful! and
in all important circumstances of your Life, ever remember
that you have the blood of the Colobrieres flowing in your
veins.”

8o saying, the old gentleman embraced Eleonora with visi-
ble emotion ; and after having signed {o his wife and children
to accompany her 1o her carriage, he saluted her once more,
and re-cntered the chateau.

“Dear sunt,” said the young oirl, her heart oppressed
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with melancholy forebodings, “my uncle addressed me as if
he were never going to see me again!”

¢ Alas! my child, such is his will,” replied the baroness;
*“he already loves you—he is happy in possessing so charming
a nicee—but he will never pardon his sister.”

My father forbids us, then, ever to sce my cousin again!”
ejaculated Anastasia, sorrowfully.

¢ No, my child, happily he did not speak of that,” replied
Madamo de Colobrieres. This is his will, such as he made
it known 1o me on returning from mass: I repeat his own
words—*I have recognised Mademoisclle do Belveser as my
niece, and I have thonght it proper that she should come and
make acquaintance with our children; but her place is not
amongst us, for never shall her mother enter this chateau
again, It must not be said that the Baron de Colobriercs,
after having renounced his sister because she married a ple.
beian, pardoned her because she became enriched by her
marriage. [ forbid you, as well as our children, ever to sec
Madame Maragnon ; and 1 declare to you, that you will incur
my deepest imﬁgnation if, unknown to me, you visit the Cha.
teau de Belveser, under pretext of returning this visit,” "

¢ Ah!” rpurmured Eleonora, ¢“this is, indeed, cruel! Dear
Anastasia, T should have been so happy to have received you
in our house—in my mother’s house !”

The two young girls threw themselves, sobbing, into each
other’s arm¢; the baroness also put her handkerchief to her
eyes: Gaston alone did not weep, but he drooped his head
with a mournful air, and inwardly stifled his grief, the cause
of which he was unable to comprebend.

At length the baroness recovered a litile, and after a few
moments’ reflection she said to the two disiressed cousins :—

* My children, I have thought of a means of obeying the
baron's orders, without your ceasing io sce cach other. My
nicce will not return to the chateau, nor can we return her
visit at Belveser, but it is not forbidden us to mect somewhere
half-way.” .

¢ Oh, mother, what a good idea!” interrupted Anastasia.

¢ Dear, good mother, how well you know how to advise in
all things I said Gaston with animation.

¢« Ah, aunt, how frequently I shall come and walk in this
neighbourhood, if I may hope to mect yon sometimes ! cried

leonora, pressing the old lady’s hands to her heart.

1 scarcely ever leave the chateau,” returned Madame de
Colobrieres; “I am obliged to keep the Laron company ; but
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Gastont and his sister take long walks, and they will often
meet you at the limnits of the domain of Belveser.”

*There is a place in the valley below, just under the hill,
where Anastasia and I used frequently to go last winter,”
added Gaston : it is called theegapuchin's ock,”

¢« Because the good people of the neighbourhood fancy they
can discern on the rock the impress of a sundal,” said Eleonora;
1 also have often strolled that way, and am well acquainted,
both with the Capuchin’s Rock and all the neighbourhood
round it.”

Tt is there then that we will meet,” said Anastasia; I will
come there with Gaston, and you can join u4.”

““Yes,” replied Eleonora; ‘‘ Mademoiselle de la Roche-
Lambert will accompany me; the distance is not great and
we can casily accomplish it on foot.”

““What, both alone through the fields?” interrupted Anas-
tatia; ‘‘do not be so venturous, cousin; the valley is very
lonely and you might meet ill-disposed people.”

“ i}; I had my cousin’s dog with me I should not fear; he
would be quite sufficient escort,” said Mademoiselle Maragnon
witha smi(}e 5 “but in default of brave Lambin, I will endeavour
to find some one to protect us.”

The carriage bad now reached the entrance of the terrace,
and at a sign from Elconora the coachman stopped his horses.
Tender adicus were mutually exchanged ; the baroness pressed
Mademoiselle Maragnon to her heart calling her her beloved
niece, and whispered in her car:—

«“My dear child, assure your poor mother of my continued
love, and embrace her for me—for me you understand?”

¢ Come, mademoisclle! come, your mother is impatient to
see you again,” cried Mademoisclle de la Roche-Lambert from
the interior of the carriage.

Eleonora emhraced Mademoiselle de Colobrieres once more
and then turning towards Gaston who stood aloof, she held
out her hand to him with a timid gesture, and said in a tremb-
ling voice:—*¢ Farewell, cousin.”

another moment the carriage was rolling rapidly on ite
way towards Belveser, and the Colobrieres family entered
their dwelling tpcnsive and melancholy. This visit had been
a great event for the entirgfamily. Anastasia’s thoughts as
well a8 her mother’s dwelt ¢onstantly on it, but it seemed ag
though a tacit convention had been entered into never to
EYGAE of it in the baron’s presence, and at supper the name of

leconora was not once pronounced.
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The evenings were already long, and they spent this one
seated around the table. The baron once more commenced
his game of cards with his wife, Anastasia leaned pensively
on the table as if watching the game, and Gaston strolled out
to muse on the terrace. For the first time in his life he com-
prebended certain ideas ‘which he had found in books, and
which the old curé of Saint-Peyre had but imperfectly ex-
plained to him. Faculties hitherto unknown were aroused
within him, new chords vibrated in his heart, and he aban-
doned himself to these impressions with a sort of astonishment.
But he was tqo inexperienced, too simple-minded to unravel
the conflicting sensations which were passing within him, or
to take alarm at this vague tenderness, this indeseribable sad-
ness which had taken possession of himn.  'Whilst Gaston, erect
against the parapet, his gaze lost in the depths of the darken-
ing landscape, mused over the incidents of the day, recalling
one by one to his recollection every incident that had marke
its progress, La Rousse glided along the platform, and silently
seated herself a few paces distant {rom him. La Rousse was
a tolerably pretty girl, tall, slender, and of an equivocal fair-
ness of complexion, which had procured for her the surname
of the Red-haired. 1ler light grey eyes were bordered by
long pale eyclashes, and her complexion was that dull white
tint which braves the sun’s most ardent caresses.

It was now about five years since Madcleine bad first entered
the baroress’s service, in which she might reasonably -look
forward to remaining all her life; for in the old families of
that day great regard was paid to good service, and to the
attachment of their inferiors, and in reality these were looked
upon as forming a portion of the family. The result on their
part was, a fecling of profound respect mingled with a certain
degree of confidence, and the most devoted attachment to their
masters.  La Rousse would have laid down her life for all the
Colobrieres. but the affection with which Gaston inspired her
wag an extreme tenderness, the true name of which she was
in her innocence ignorant. The poor girl believed with the
best faith in the world that it was a perfectly natural and
proper sentiment s she gloried in it, and openly said that she
would give her life and salvation for her young master. She
obeyed him with even blinder syfpission than did his dog
Lambin, and was certainly not so well, recompensed; for
Ggston spoke much more frequently to the great brindled
mﬁound which followed him ‘every day to the chase. And
yet Madeleine sought these short intervicws, at the conclusion
of which she would often weep without susppcting the causp
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of her tears. Gaston had never suspected in the remotest
degree the existence of this secret passion, which, we may
add, be would not by any means have been flattered at havin
inspired. Upon this evening, Madeleine, who felt dojecbcﬁ
and melancholy, endeavoured instinctively to contend with
her fee)in{zs, and shake off certain images which heset her; but
her rebellious imagination constantly represented them to her
in the most vivid colours.

*¢ Monsienr le Chevalier, what a day!” said she all at onee
to Gaston; ““how changed cverything is in a house when there
are strangers present!”

“Yes, the hours seem to pass more quickly,” 1eplied he
without turning his head.

La Rousse sighed deeply and contintied - —

If we had known of ti:is visit we could have made some
preparations. In the first place, Monsieur le Chevalier, T
would have saved yon the trouble of going yourselt' to seek
the dessert at the Goatherd’s Valley—"

““By no means,” interrupted he, ““T should not have per-
mitted it. Do you imagine that you wonld have been ghle to
rhoose and carry home without breaking them those pretty
hunches of grapes and those branches lzden with flowers,
which my cousin admired so much ?”

‘* And yesterday evening, Monsieur le Chevalier,” continued
La Rousse, radly, ““you climbed the balcony without saying «
word about it, whereas I ought {0 have gone myself. Is it not
my duty to fetch the provisions for the kitchen?”

“Your duty is to do what you are commanded,” interrupted
g-&a(;lon, ¢ and I certainly would not have commanded you to

o that.”

*“This young lady is very pretty, and she appears very
rich,” continued LaRousse ; *‘she must be amiable too, for she
bas made every one love her all at once.  Madawme the Baro.
ness and Mademoiselle Anastasia have overwhelmed her witl
kindnesses, as well as Monsicur the Baron also. Even Lam.
bin was taken with her, for when she patted him he did noi
bite her.”

Then after a moment’s hesitation La Rousse added :—

“'Will this young lady return, Monsicur le Chevalier?”

“ No,” replied Gaston, in an abrupt tone, at the same tim
moving away a few steps, as if to brenk off an interview whicl
began to appear to him already too long.

“ Ah! she will return no more,” murmured La Rousse, wit}
a tone of extreme satisfaction; **so much the better! Thes
visits disturb every one, This evening Madcmoisclle Anas
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taria is sad, Madame plays without looking at her cards, and
yonder is Monsieur le Chevalicr pacing up and down alone
with a pensive air, in place of reading as he usually does at
the end of the table. Ab! most certainly our happiness would
be destroyed if strangers and ity ladies were tn come often!”
At the extremity of the chain of barren hills which com-
manded the Tower of Belveser, there was a narrow valley
sheltered by a rampart of rocks which had but one opening
towards the south.  Jven in the winter season the tempera-
twre was mild in this enclocure which the sun bathed all day
long in his genial rays, while in it the chilling influence of
the northern Dlusts was never fell. A little spring bubbled
up in the hollow of the vallcy and formed a trauqumil basin at
the foot of the granite mas which was called the Capuchin's
Roek,  On leaving the lahe the waters entered the bed of a
avine which they had gradually hollowed out for thewmselves,
and the gravelled banks of which formed two rural paths inter-
sected here and there by clumps of willow-trees.  Not a trace
of cultivation was to be discovered in this spot, and although
the eager peasant came cometimes by stealth to cut the dense
foliuge which was (laimed by none, the luxuriant vegetation
¢verywhere clothed the steep rocks with masses of verdure.
One morning Gaston and his sister descended the barren
slopes on the snmmit of which stood the Chateau de Colobrieres,
and. took their way towards the valley. They intended thus,
without infringing their father's orders, to return the viut which
Madewoiselle Muagnon had paid Themn eight days before.
Anastasia bounded torward with a light and buoyant step, her
heart filled with joyous anticipations. Her brother Gaston
on the contrary scemed in no hurry to reach his destination,
and turned a~ide every moment from the road to beat the bushes
with his huge greyhound Lambin.  As he drew near to the
place of meeting he slackened his pace, and onc might have
supposed that he really dreded attaining the goal of his expe-
dition. And yet he had looked forward all the weck to this
rendezvous, and would have daied any danger soouer than
have failed in it. Nothwithstanding this violent and secres
attraction he let Anastasia advance alone to meet Mademoiselle
Maragnon, who was already awaiting her and watching her
approach from the pathway which led to the Capuchin’s
ck. The two cousins embraced affectionately as if after a
lopg absence. and Eleonora began to caress Lambin, who having
srecognised her snuffed the air around her and growled gently
in token of friendship. The lovely young girl advanced to-
wards Guston gnd said to him in & tone of gentle reproach:—
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«Cousin, you arrive the last. and Anastasia tells me that if
she had left you alone y ou would have probably r¢mained on
the road until evening "

Poor Gaston stammered farth some excuses with downcast
eyes, fearing to meet Eleonora's gaze, and called Lambin to
afford him countenance.

<And now,” resumed Eleonora, ““let us go and find Made-
moiselle Trene, who is awaiting us under the Capuchin’s
Rock with another person

¢ Another person’” repeated Anastasia with an air of timid
curiosity.

““My cousin Dominick Maragnon,” whispered Eleonora in
ber ear; ““you know I wished to introduce him to you as well
as to your brother.”

Dominick Maragnon was a young man of good fignre and
pleasing features, and possessed morcover that easy grace
which the habit of mingling with the world alone supplics.
‘Whilst Anastasia made a curtsy, blushing as she did so, and
Gaston de Colobrieres returned his salutation with constrained
and rather awkward politeness, he exclaimed with a tone of
good humour and frank cordiality —

¢How heartily I thank my cousin for having permitted me
to accompny her! She has spoken <o much of her vieit to the
Chateau de Colobrieres, and of the kind reception she met with
there that I ventured to hope for some small share of this
affection for myself.”

Haps;ily for poor Anastasia, to whom this remark scemed
particularly addressed, Mademoiselle de la Roche-Lambert
now took her shaie in the conversation.  She was an old maid
who painted, adovned herself with patches, and put on high-
hecled shoes to take excursions in the country.

““Young ladics,” said she, drawing a book from her pocket,
and arranging her pocket-handkerchief, her snuff-box, her fan,
and her cassoletle of aromatic vinegar upon her knces, «1I
presume that ig {)lace of remaining quietly here you are going
to search for violets in the grass and chase butterflies; but for
my part I shall stay here and await your return while T
amuse mysclf reading ¢The I’roofs of Sentiment,’ unless
indeed these gentlemen will do me the honour of keeping me
company.”

Dominick Maragnon howed his thanks, and discreetly fol.
lowed the Cadet of Colobrieres, whilst the two cousing descended
the pathway holding each other by the hand. This time Eleo.
nora had avoided with delicate attention any appearance of
luxury in her toilet ; she had abandoned the lace, tll)m rich silks,
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and all the charming trinkets with which her mother loved to
deck her.  An undress robe of Persian cotton of vivid colours
scarcely compressed her slender waist, and a little Marli hat
trimmed with ribbon was placed on one side of her head,
while the light sprinkling of powder which covered her hair
did not entirely concea{; its tints of golden auburn. She
resembled in this costume ome of those pretty shepherdesses
which Watteau introduces into his landscapes, and which we
still find on the funs bequeathed to us by our grandmothers.
Yet the dark Anastasia was still more beautiful with her faded
petticoat, her scanty frock, and her dark hair simply drawn
up under her lawn coiffe, than Eleonora in her fresh country
costume. It was the first time that Mademoiselle de Colo-
brieres had ever seen any young man resembling this cousin
Dominick, whose wit and good manners Eleonora had so highly
lauded. The name of Maragnon had, it is true, shocked her a
little at first; but she had already become accustomed to it,
and had drawn a comparison between the young plebeian and
the descendant of the Colobrieres which was not entirely to the
advantage of the latter. ~She thought that Dominick Maragnon
had guite a polished air with his elegant Polonaise and his
round hat with its steel buckle; whilst Gaston walked as it
were all of a piece in his Sunday coat, and seemed with his
broad-brimmed grey beaver rather like some miller than a
gentleman.

On his side Gaston de Colobrieres secretly observed young
Maragnon. He had experienced a painful impression at the
sight of this handsome youth who had the right of accompany-
ing Eleonora. He had a vague sort of impression that Domi-
nick must be in love with his cousin, and that his affection
was perhaps reciprocated, and the thought of this love turned
into gall all the happiness he had that day promised himself.
He replied coldly to the young man’s advances, and was twenty
times on the point of leaving him alone with the two cousins,
and of returning to Mademoiselle de la Roche-Lambert. At
times he felt indignant with himself at the feeling of vexation
which filled his heart, and he endeavoured to overcome it; but
almost immediately afterwards suspicion would dart its enve-
nomed fangs, and he was jealous before he understood that he
was in love. He paused, sad and pensive, near an old willow-
tree which had fallen across the rivulet, whilst the two cousins,
agisted by Dominick, were gathering the last flowers of autumn

+ in the thickets, or pausing to listen to the gentle murmurs of
the foliage and the waters. At the end of about an hour the
shrill voice of Mademoiselle de 1o Roche-Lambert aroused the
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echoes of the valley: the governess was calling ithe young
girls who ran to obey her summons. A little surprisc awaited
them. Madame Maragnon had sent a slight repast to the
banks of the little lake, and the covers were laid on the grass.
The opulent merchant’s widow had recollected that there were
no services of plate at the Chateau de Colobrieres, and had
consequently refrained on this occasion from displaying the
sumptuous luxury of her establishment.  The simple viands
were accordingly served in comuon dishes, and rush baskets
replaced those of silver.  The two tall lacyneys who had
brought this rural feast having been dismissed, Mudemoiselle
Muragnon prepared 1o do the honours of the table.

¢« Anastasia, come here next to me, on my right,” <aid she,
seating hersolf on the prase; “ cousin, will you take the other
place beside me?” she added, inviting Gaston with a sweet
smile to approach. She then turned towards yodng Marag-
nou, and »aid to him laughingly:—

¢ As for you, Dominiek, follow our example and endeavear
to get a seat near Mademoiseile Ivene.”

This was the first time that Gaston had heard Eleonora
address her cousin.  "This familisr and unconstrained manner
of speaking was far from confirmizg the suspicions which tor
mented him. e had suflicient penctration to comprehend
that sisterly friendship alone won{d cmploy such a formula,
and he felt that, brought up as they were together, the youny
couple could not fail to cherish for cach other the same pure
and calm affection that united Anastasia and himself. This
certainty restored to his mind the joy and peace he had for a
moment Jost.  1le felt his pride all at once vanich, and it was
with his entire Leart and with the most cordial friendship, that
when about to set out for Colobrieres he offered his hand to
Dominick Maragnon.

The two cousins did not separate without promising to sce
each other azain; and, dating {rom their first mecting at the
Capuchin’s Rock, they often found themsclves tog sher in this
rural valley, which scemed as it were a neutral ground on the
confines of the Barony of Colobriecres and the domain of
Madame Maragnon. ‘The cold scason dicl not interrupt theso
promenades. hethor a gentle winter’s sun shed its beams
over the landscape, or the sky was covered with misty clonds
distilling & cold and humid air, Gaston and his sistor would
descend the rocky hills on the summit of which stood the
seignorial manor-house, while Mademoisello Maragnon and her -
companion would also leave the new Chateun de Belveser,
escorted by young Maragnon, and the two partics would mect
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in the valley and trequently stroll about until towards evening.
These almost daily mectings quickly led to a pleasing and
innocent familiarity. Gaston de Colobricres and Dominick
Maragnon became close friends. The very constrast in their
education and their positions in the world still more strongly
cemented this friendship.  The citizen’s son felt a sort of 1c-
spect for the proud poverty of the young noble, aud he found
in Anustasia g nataral dignity and a degree of modest prude
which at onee awe 1 and charmed him.  The two young girls
abandoned themselves to the pleasures of this intimacy without
for a moment suspecting to what extent their hearts were
implicated ; and, in the innoceunce and purity of their minds,
they took for the emotions of rraternal affection these sweet
and sceret transports.  Somctimes Ileonora would say to her
cousin :—

“How bappy T fecl! I had no sister, and Heaven hus
givenme one in ynu, dear Anastasin! I have now two brothers
also whom I love with all my bemt. Can one help loving
when bound in the ties of such close relationship 2

One day, while she spoke thus, Mademoiselle de Colobrieres
replied ingenuously :—

¢ Dear Ileonora, T also love you like u sister, and would
willingly love your consin Dommick as well as my brother;
yet we have not in our veins a drop of the same blood!”

Oune beautiful December morning the two young girls de-
clazed their intention of inaking an excursion to the (roatherd’s
Valley, and they set off gaily on their expedition, notwith-
standing the remonstrances of Mademoiselle Irene who ex-
claimed aloud thet she could not go alone on foot so far. Now
it was impossible to take a carriage along the rocky roads which
led up the steep ascent of the hill.

In pussing near a peasant’s cottage situated about a gunshot
digtant {rom the village where the Colobricres family went
every Sunday to hear muss, Dominick Maragnon spied two
long shaggy cars protruding between the bms of & wooden
gate.

* Make yourself easy, Madcrmoiselle Ircne,” cried he; * you
shall travel commodiously without any fatigue.”

I can perceive neither a sedan nor a carriage, however,”
observed the governess with a sigh.

“No; but there is in yonder stable an animal of most
geaceable gait, tirm upon his legs, and who will ask nothing

etter than to carry you gently 1o the top of the hill.”

“I have ridden on horscback in my time,” replied Made-
moiselle Irene, casting a disdainful glance upon the ass, which
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rubbed its grey muzzle against the bars; ‘“but one must
indeed be either the wife or daughter of a miller to travel upon
this animal.”

“What say you, mademoiselle,” interrupted Dominick
Maragnon, ¢ of the flight into Egypt? I could show you, in
addition, twenty different pictures where the most venerable
personages have had no other conveyance.”

““ At any rate it is better than going on foot,” muttered
Mademoiselle de la Roche-Lambert between her teeth.

Dominick Maragnon entcred the peasant’s cottage, and
throwing a crown piece on the table, he requested that they
would lead out the ass saddled and bridled on to the road.
The two cousins and Gaston had stopped at about twenty

aces from the cottage. Whilst the peasant hastened to get

is ass out of the shed, and his wife brought out the saddle
and bridle, 2 woman who all this time had been seated in the
sort of barn which served at once for sitting-room and kitchen,
stealthily approached the window which was kept constantly
closed with an caken shutter, and looked through the chinks.
She had thus a full view of the persons whom she had only
caught a glimpse of when Dominick opened the door, and she
immediately recognised Anastasia, Mademoiselle Maragnon,
and Gaston de Colobricres. A moment afterwards the peasant
entered with his wife, and both exclaimed:—

‘“What is the matter with you, La Rousse? how pale you
m!i’

¢ Nothing is the matter—I am cold,” replied she, drawing
nearer to the hearth, on which blazed and crackled a bandful
of olive branches; 1 am so cold that I am all trembling.
But tell me, Master Tiste,” added she turning her cyes
towards the road, 1 fancy 1 saw my young master and
Mademoiselle Anastasin out there, in company with some
other persons.”

““You were not mistaken, god-daughter,” replied the pea-
sant; ‘I have often met them thus. 1t would appear that
M. le Baron is reconciled again to his sister, since their children
roam about together. They even talk in the country of a
marriage. You ought to know that already, La Rousse.”

*I know nothing at all about it—all that is not true—we
shall soon see that,” replied she, sharply. ‘A Colobrieres
marr:g & Maragnon indeed!”

“Pooh!” said the peasant, *‘why not? we all know well
enough that a Maragnon has already married a Colobrieros;
and this time I think we might very well sce a double wedding.”
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“Yes, god-father, when you get a%s his chest and his nap-
the wedding,” replied La Rousse, witewr the hearth, his fect
disdain. ~ied in the profound

«I only repeat to you what people say,” pass entire hours
peasant, phlegmatically; ¢ the talk of the neng silence save
that the Colobricres are going to marry their titl¢! Christuas
crown pieces of the Maragnons, and, after all, it we
best affair the old baron ever concluded in his life.” ‘e of a

‘While returning to the chateau, La Rousse recalled to niyuls
a crowd of circumstances which seemed evidently to prove thdl
Gaston de Colobrieres and his sister attached great value to
these meetings, which they carefully concealed from their
father. She divined, with all the quick-sightedness of a love-
sick girl and a peasant, that the baroness was the confidant
and accomplice of her children; the instinct of her own pas-
sion revealed to her that of Gaston, and jealous, despairing,
furious, she resolved to inform the baron of what was passing
in his family.

‘Whilst La Rousse, almost beside herself, took her way to
the chateau, and in her preoccupation repeated aloud what she
was about to disclose to the baron, the young people were
joyously climbing the belt of rocks which surrounded the
Goatherd’s Valley. The day was perhaps the happiest and
most serene of all those they had passed together. They had
reached the loveliest and fairest page of the book of human
life—that charming page on which are inscribed the transports
of a heart which a¢ yet aspires not to reality—the chaste emo-
tions of a soul which desires without suffering, and which
still dreams of the love it feels.

It had been found necessary to leave Mademoiselle Irenc at
the foot of the rock in company with her steed and Lambin,
who on a sign from his master had placed himself as sentinel
over her. The two cousing, after having resolutely climbed
the almost impassable steps hewn out of the rock, began to
explore the wild domain of the man with the fleur-de-lis.

¢« This, then, was the dwelling of the poor convict!” mur-
mured Eleonora, seating herself upon a block of stone which
had been detached from the rustic wall of the cabin. Tt
was here that he died.”

““And was doubtless interred,” said Anastasia, pointing
out to her cousin a rude wooden cross half hidden in the

5.
+ Both rose, and remained for & moment erect and silent,
before the humble tomb. Gaston de Colobricres and Do-
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rubbed its grey muzzle
indeed be eithm}: the wif:
this animal.”

Jof without interrupting them; they
h raying ﬁ;r the dead. v nlanted with
7 alley was almost entirely planted wit
Wh:: ??zf BAY shelti:r of which the spr'l?;g-flowcrs had
addition, twor-2© blow, the bees were humming in the sun-
personages the birds cm‘olled' amid the branches, between the

« At v hich, althongl still green, the new blossoms were
Made- 4 to peep forth. . .

oW hippily could one live here!” said Anastasia, gwzing
pound the nurrow precinet. ‘I could ahwost envy the
ot of the poor man who found a retreat awong these
rocks.”

T also should like to pass my life here like him; but not
alone,” said Dominick Maragnon, glancing involuntarily at
Mademoisclle de Colobrieres.

In the ovening, at the momeut when (faston and his sister
were about to retrace their steps to Colobrieres, Eleonora
embraced ber cousin more tenderly than usnal, and said to her
in a low voice, sighing deeply :—

“My nnele Miramon arrives {o-morrow, and his coming
will perhaps interrupt our walky for a few days. e is
bringing some visitors with him to the chateau.  Ah! cousin,
how sad I shall be during our sepreation'”

CHAPTER IIT.

Arren this long and delightful expedition to the Goatherd's
Valley, Gaston and his sizter passed nearly a week without
deacending into the plain, as, iudependently of the temporary
obstacle which the arrival of the uncle Maragnon had placed
to the interviews of the two eousing, all the elements seemed
combined to prevent their mecting. The entle winter’s sun
had hidden bimself behind a sombre veil of mist, through which
his radiunt disk shed but a cold and cheerless light. Piles
of clouds, heavily charged with rain, bounded the horizon,
discharging immensc shects of water as they traversed the sky.
The entire plain was inundated, and even upon the barren
height of Colobrieres might be heard the roars of the
mountain torrents as they rushed with a sound like thunder
down the ravines below. .

The baron’s family, who met every day in the general
sitting-room, formed a melancholy picture. The old gentle-
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man, his antique coat buitoned across his chest and his nap-
less beaver pulled over his eyes, sat near the hearth, his feet
resting upon the fender, and his hands buried in the profouud
depths of his eapacioas pockets. [le would pass entire hours
thus, in an immoveable attitude, never breaking silence save
to whistle between his tecth the air of some old Christias
carol or some equally ancient war-song.

The ladies of the house, scaled in the embrasure of a
window, plied their necdls diligently, exchanging at intervals
a few words in a low voice. The baroncess was engaged in
mending an old silk waistcoat which the baron had worn on
his wedding-day, and the fabric of which she might almost have
beon said to create for the sccond time, since the various threads
which she crossed and recrossed with her needle formed a
species of network almost entirely concealing the original
material. Anastasia wus repairing in the same manuer the
taffeta mantle which her mother had worn every Sunday for
the last thirty years. 'Though apparently caln and occupied
with her work, her heart was oppreswed with a seusation of
indescribuble sadness, and she communed inwardly with her
recollections.  Sumetimes she would raise her head and with
asigh would wateh the huge dark clouds, which, driven forward
by a furions wind, swept along the crests of the mountains
and poured forth their watery contenis upon the already
delnged plain.  Gaston had in <ome sort isoluted himself in
the embrasure of the other window, where, his form bent for-
ward and bis ¢lbows leaning upon the hittle table which served
him as a sort of desk, he appueared to be absorbed in the study
of his Horace; but his eye., in place of following the inspired
puges of the Latin poct, wandered over the plain, and seemed
1o seck those wauch loved sites now partly concealed from his
view by the opaque and wateryinist. Lawbin who lay crouched
at his master’s feet secmed also to feel the influence of the bad
weather; he moaned in u low tone, and his blood-shot eye,
turned towards the heavens, expressed a sensation of mourntul
weariness. From time to time La Rousse half opened the
door of the apartmcut and observed with an uneasy glance
the attitudes of these different personages; sometimes she
entered under the slightest possible pretext and hovered around
Gaston, who, annoyed at being thus disturbed in his reveries,
gave her some order without tﬁiuking or caring what it might
bg, and dismissed her again to the kitchen.

Both the baroness und ber children had remarked the
sombre mood which had all at once taken possession of the old
gentleman; but fur from suspecting the revelations of La
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Rousse or the true motive of the gloomy reverie {o which
the baron was a prey, they attributed it to the protracted
tempest which desolated the country and completed the ruin
of the chateau.

“ Holy Virgin!” said the baroness to her daughter, I dare
no longer cast my eyes toward the court of honour; who
knows if the roofs have not entirely fallen in?”

“ Patience, my dear mother,” replied the young girl with
resignation; ‘‘we are still in shelter here; before the rain
succeeds in yenetrsting these vaults, let ns trust that Provi-
dence will dissipate the storm.”

‘“ We must hope so, my child, but we shall fecl its effects
all the rest of the year,” murmured the baroness with a sigh;
‘“your father is anxious, and not without reason; our best
lands have been sown, and perhaps at this moment the waters
have carried off all, both grain and soil.”

* Providence will surely not permit so great a misfortune
to happen to us!” said Anastasia, with a pious sentiment of
confidence and hope.

Yet even at this moment the formidable voice of the storm
was heard on every side; torrents of rain beat violently

ainst the windows, driving in the squares of parchment
which here and there replaced the glass, and, penetrating the
frail barrier, poured down in an icy stream upon the drooping
head of Anastasia.

“ Good Heavens! the storm redoubles in fury!” cried the
baroness; ‘‘come nearer me, my child.”

Mademoiselle de Colobrieres seated herself at her mother's
feet, and murmured, as she wrung the damp from her glossy

r—

“I wonder if my dear Eleonora is thinking of us at this
moment!”

The baroness was not deceived in her foreboding. Towards
evening the storm having lulled for a moment, the baron left
the castle in order to ascertain the amount of damage whieh
the rains had caused in s domain. The destruction was
complete. Upon the slopes, where there had been previously
& scanty portion of soil capable of cultivation, only the naked
rock was now visible. Even the spot which was called the
orchard, and in which a few vine plants and stunted almond-
trees languished, had been laid waste by the floods. After
such an event, it seemed natural that the baron should he
anxious and thoughtful. His children did not attempt to
rouse him from his gloomy reverie, and contented them-
sulves with testifying the sympathy they felt in the common



G \STON DE COLUBRIERES. 77

misfortune by redoubling their deference and respect towards
their father. The baroness herself made no effort to penetrate
what was passing in her husband’s wind, end, attentive, gentle,
and submiwive as ever, she sought to console him less by
words than by silent marks of attachment.

At length one evening towards sunset the clouds which
were piled upon the horizen burst asunder, the heavens were
dyed in a blaze of purple, while the blue irmament appeared
beyond this luminous zone. At this presage of returning fine
weather the brother and sister pressed cach other’s hands in
silence, the same hope beating in both their breasts. They
then proceeded to the terrace, where, leaning over the parapet,
they remained for a length of time, their ¢yes wandering over
the landscape now faintly tinged with the last rays of the set-
ting sun.

¢¢ It is over—the bad weather has passed away,” said Gaston,
with an indescribable feeling of joy; we will go to-morrow
to the Capuchin’s Rock.”

“Who knows if the roads are passable on the Belveser
side?” ohserved Anastasia, uneasily. “For us the passage
will be easy, as the pathway skirts a slope where the rain
never lodges, but on the plain below the land is perhaps
inundated, and Illeonora I fear will not dare to venture on so
unsafe a journey.”

““ Will not her cousin Dominick be there to assist her over
the difficult places?” replied Gaston de Colobrieres. *I am
certain she will come.”

On the following day the sun rose regplendent in the heavens,
the azure expanse of which was of a_pure transparent hue,
Large pools of water glanced here and there in the hollows,
but the torrents had already subsided, and the roads, washed
by the rains, formed m the plain long lines of a pale yellow
colour, hordered by the tender green of the budding vegeta-
tion. Gaston de Colobriercs and his sister escaped joyfully
from the castle after dinner, and proceeded to descend into
the valley. Gaston, his fowling-piece over his shoulder and
his game-bag on his back, marched along with a heart more at
ease and a step more light and joyous than that of his noble
ancestor when returning from the sack of Rome laden with
glory and booty. Anastasia followed him with a more com-
posed step; she too was happy with a happiness she could not
dtfine, but which filled her whole being. Lambin carcered
before them, bounding and barking in a paroxysm of mad
delight. In this manner they gained the entrance of the
valley, when Anastasia said to her brother:—
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T am sure that we are first ; it is early yet; but no matter,
we will wait.”

*“ No, my cousin is already here!” interrupted Gaston, his
heart beating with emotion, and in an agitated oice, poiuting
as he spoke to the recent impress of a little foot upon the
moist sand.

In fact at that moment Eleonora was seen descending the
road leading to the valley and advancing to meet them. She
walked guickly, but, on perceiving them from a distance, she
slackenced her pace, and at last stopped altogether and waited
their approach.

“Ah! my dear cousin, how I longed to see you again!”
cried Anastasia, clasping her in her arins.

Mademoiselle Maragnon cmbraced her in return, holding
Ler for a moment pressed acaimet her heart, then turning
towards Gaston without raising her eyes to his face, she said
with an altered voice, while a deep bluch overspread her check
and forehead: —

** Good-day, cousin.”

Gaston de Colobricres remarked that she did not hold out
her hand to him as u-val, ard a fecling of bitterness was
already mingled with the joy which filled bis heart,

 How sorry 1 am that we did not arrive first]” exclaimed
he, with a lively sencation of regret.  “You have waited
perhups, cousin—but where is Dominich?” added he, per-
ceiving Mademoitelle Irene seated alome at the foot of the
Capuchin s Rock.

““Te is gone,” veplied Eleonora; ‘‘he has returncd to
Marseilles with my uncle.”

On hearing these words Anastasia felt the ealm and gentle
emotions of content which had hitherto animated her, change
all a1 once into decp sadness. A sensation of painful astonish-
ment, darted through hor hreast, and for a moment she ceased
to breathe ; but no change of countenance betrayed this secret
agony, and she merely said with a sigh:—

**Bight days ago when we were rumbling so gaily in the
Goatherd’s Valley we httle dreamed of this sudden sepa-
ration.” '

“Dominick has been gone these fonr days,” resumed
Eleonora in an altered voice, *“and my mother and I shall
sgon guil Belveser also.”

¢« Soon!” cried Gaston de Colobricres, turning pale, ¢“soen
did you say? Aund you have come herc to-day to bid us
favewell 2”

“Alas! we leave this to-morrow!” raid Mademoisclle
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Maragnon, endeavouring 10 restrany, fon. .
wished to tahe us with him; but nu:rm ‘;33;0, :}eff':ltt;zh :zg
consented to go without returning here wver been alone again

“You are going to leave us, perhaps «id each othe§
said Mademoiselle de Colobrieres.  “ Oh, my +jng, Dominick
how far was I from cxpecting this eruel blow.” 53610 4 me.

“You did not think of this departure eight Quopich he
added Gaston, with an accent of the deepest sadness;
days ago we were forming plans for the remainder o o
winter.”

““Alas] how could I foresee what has occurred?” replied
Mademoisclle de Maragnon with a sigh.  “Xverything is
changed for me.”

She seated herself upon the fallen trank of an old willow-
tree which lay across the pathway, and taking Anastasia by
the hand drew her gently towards her, while (iaston remained
standing in front of the two girls.

“My sweet cousin,” continued Eleonora, in a tone of
dejection and melancholy which contrasted singularly with
her words, *“my sweet eousin, 1 was nnwilling to leave this
without coming to inform you of the most important event of
my life, and to make you a sharer in my happiness: my mother
»nd uncle have resolved that 1 shail be married, and in a fow
d1ys I am to wed my cousin Dominick.”

*¢ Is it possible !” mnrmured Anastasia with a sort of stupor.

Gaston did not utter a word, nor let a single gesture escape
him ; he merely closed his eyes and leaned upon the barrel of
his fowling-piece, as if he felt the ground tremble beneath s
feet, and the earth opening 1o engulph him.

The violent shock which the news of this marriage cansed
Mademoiselle de Colohrieres pierced er heart like a pointed
stecl, and tore aside the veil which had hitherto hid from her
her own feelings. The intensity of her sufferings all at once
revealed to her her passion, and she began to comprehend
with a feeling of painful fear that she loved Dominick Ma-
ragnon. Pale, dejected, with downcast eyes, she preseod the
cold hands of Eleonora within hers, and forced herself to sur-
mount the secrct despair which was busy with her heart.
There was a moment of painful silence, and then Anastasia,
making a violeat effort, said in a calm voice :—

“ Doubtless, my dear Eleonora, your mother and uncle have

, long since planned this marriage ?”

*‘ Yes,” replicd she, still in the same melancholy and dejected
tone, ‘“but they never spoke of it to us. It is true that while
T was vet quite a child, asnd when Dominick was at sehool,
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they talked to us of some such projects. My cousin used to
say to me, seriously, that if I was a very stcady little girl he
would one day marry me, and I used to call him beforehand
my little husband ; but as we grew up we forgot all that.

0 would have imagined that our parents remombered it,
and that they had all along planned our marriage? Alas! we
had not the least suspicion of such a thing eight days ago; we
were so happy, so guy, during that ramble which was to be
our last !”

At this recollection, her tears overcame her, and she hid her
face in her handkerchief with so natural and vivid a movement
of grief, that Gaston’s heart bounded with a bitter joy.

“Tt is singular,” resumed Mademoiselle Ma.rainon drying
her tcars, “for the last eight days they have spoken to me of
nothing but my happiness ; ithey never cease repeating to me
that I shall be the bappiest of women, and yet 1 have never
wept so much during my entire life.”

¢ My dear Eleonora, these feelings of inquietude will pass
away,” said Mademoiselle de Colobrieres, making a violent
cffort to command her feelings. ¢ They were right in predict-
ing a happy destiny for you ; he to whom your mother unites

ou well merits the treasure confided to him—he is worthy of
is happiness.”

¢ Alas! he fecls this happincss as little as myself,” replied
Mademoiselle Maragnon ingenuously. “T{ you only knew
how sad and embarrassed ‘we both were when our marriage
was resolved on. First of all, they spoke to each of us sepa-
rately, and then when all had been decided, Dominick and his
father came into the drawing-room where I was sitting with
my mother and Mademoiselle de la Roche-Lambert. My
heart felt so full that I could not have uttered a word without
bursting into tears ; I went to the window and pretended to
look at the sky. My cousin approached my mother and
spoke to her for a moment ; then he came towards me and
presscd my hand—it was all he could do apparently to ex-
press his satisfaction. A moment afterwards, my mother rose
and left the room, taking Mademoiselle Irene with her; my
uncle followed them, and I remained alone with Dominick.
Before it had been settled that he was to be my husband, we
used to chat gaily together, and were the very best friends in
the world ; but after what had passed we had no longer a
word to say to each other. My cousin began to pace up and
down the room, and I on my side continued looking out of the
window. Illappily Madcmoiselle Irene shortly afterwards
returned.  She sat down at the harpsichord as if to give us
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an opportunity of continuing our conversation. I felt reliaved,
for my cousin, who canvot endure her music, left the room
immediately. Since that day we have never been alone again
I really believe because we mutually avoid cach other,—
Three days ago, however, at the moment of parting, Dominick
approached as if to bid me farewell, and said to me in a me-
lancholy tone, without using the familiar terms in which he
had been accustomed to address me:—

¢ <My dear Eleonora, before quitting Belveser you will
see your cousin Gaston again; tell him that T leave this with
regret in not being able once more to press his hand.’

<< And Anastasia,’ said I—¢am 1 to say nothing to her >’

«¢ < Apsure Mademoiselle de Colobrieres of my respect,’ re-
plied he, ¢and entreat her to recall sometimes our ramble to
the Goatherd’s Valley ;—tell her, besides, that all the marks
of kindness with which, out of friendship for you, she has
lﬁonoured me, have left an undying remembrance in my

eart.' ”

These words diffused a secret glow of consolation throngh
Anastasia’s bosom ; she comprehended vaguely the regrets
which Dominick Maragnon had carried with himn, and she
suddenly felt within herself the courage to endure, and the
strength to support for a length of time, the sad and solitar
life that awaited her. She feebly pressed Eleonora’s hand,
but dared not reply.

I promised Dominick to tell you all this,” continued Ma-
demoiselle Maragnon, “¢and T added that I would at the same
time pledge mysclf to return in the spring to commence once
more those pleasant rambles which he regretted as much as I
did myself ; but he shook his head, and replied with a sigh-—

“¢We shall not return to Belveser this year: my father
has decided that after our marriage we are to make a lony
tour in a foreign country.””

The young girl here imterrupted herself, and remained for
a length of time absorbed in bitter reflections.

¢ The idea of this departure afHlicted you,” said Anastasia ;
*¢ you inwardly rebell aﬁjnst your uncle’s will?”

¢ No, it was not that which made so painful an impression
on me,” replied Eleonora ; ** it was the word which Dominick
had uttme§

She hesitsted for a moment before completing the sentence ;
than she continued, in a melancholy tone:—

* It was the first time that my cousin had made any direct
allusion to our approaching marriage. I know not what passed
through my mind—it was a strange and mingled impression

9
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of fear, of grief—almost of anger. T hastily withdrew my
hand, which Dominick had hitherto held within his own, and
turned away with a sort of shudder. Doubtless be perecived
this movement and was struck with it, for although my eyes
were cast down I felt that he war gazing intently on me, and
T heard him murmur to himself:—

¢« Alas! poor child.

“An instant afterwards he entered the ecarriage with his
father, I fearcd that T had grieved him—I felt a sort of re-
morseful sensation, and I approached the carringe door to hid
him once more adien ; but he did not see me, his eyes were
turned towards Colobrieres, and most probably in his heart
he was bidding yon farewell ”

““Most certainly he was not anary with you,” said Anas-
tasia with a sigh, ““and the recoliection of the slight wrong
you did him need not afllict you. Take conrage, therefore,
dearest Eleonora—the courage necessary to hecome the hap-
piest of women.”

During this conve rsation, Gaston de Colobrieres had thrown
his fowling-piece upon the grass, and had scated hinmself a little
behind Tleonora, his elhow supported on his knee and his
brow leaning on his haud.

Several times the young girl had turned half round towards
him, as if expeeting a word or & look ; bnt one might have
supposed that, in place of thmking of her, he was occupied
in counting the nails m the coflar of his dog Lambin, who lay
at his feet. Xleonora at length turned round altogether, aud
said to him in a tone of plaintive sweetnesd 1

“« Cousin, we have but a few moments longer to pnss to-
gether—come nearer us ”

He rose silently and seated himself heside her.  The two
young girls, absorbed in their thoughts, spoke no more. Ma-
demoirclle Maragnon had let one of her hands remain elasped
in those of Anastasia, while with the other she plucked al-
sently the long tufts of grass that had sprung up around the
fallen trunk on which she was seated. As she threw away
these frail stalks, Gaston gathered them up one by one and
kept them. A moment afterwards, Lambin having placed his
shaggy head upon his master’s knees, Kleonora ceased plucking
the long and delicate grasses and began to caress the grey-
hound.  Then Gaston de Colobrieres took this soft, coYd
hand, pressed it to his lips, und retained it within his owo.

There was snother long silence. Already the shadows of
cvening began to fall on the valley, a light mist rose from the
surface of the water, and the atmosphere beesme suddenly
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chilly under the humid breath of the easterly wind which
now commenced to murmur between the willows, Mademei
selle Irene, who had been sitting reading for the last two hours
on the banks of the little lake, now hastened to close her vo-
lume, erossed her mantilla on her chest, and rose from her
seat, crying in her harsh, shrill voice—

¢« Come! mademoiselle—come! you will catch cold : the air
is quite chilly already.”

t this moment they heard at the entrance of the valley
the wheels of the carriage which Madame Maragnon had sent
for her daughter. Gaston relinquished the hand which he was
holding, and the two cousins rose,

“Farewell ! my dearest Elconora,” said Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres, in a tone of the deepest grief and resignation:
¢ farewell 1-—do not forget us—live happily 1”

Eleonora smiled sadly, and said, raising to heaven her lovely
eyes filled with tears :—

I know not the lot that awaits me, I am ignorant of the
happiness which the future may have in store for me; bug
wht I do know is, that my happiest days in this werld are
already passed—that the fairest moments of my life have been
spent here.  May God, who hears me, pardon me, but it
seems to me ag if I should now be content to die, since I have
nothing better to expect upon earth!” .

At these words she threw hersclf onee more into Anastasia’s
arms, made a gesture of adicu to Gaston, and with rapid steps
left the valley, followed by Mademoiselle Irene.

Gaston de Colobricres and his sister slowly ascended the
road leading to the chateau, almost in silence. The wound
which both had received was too deep and too recent to be
touched with impunity. Withoat making any interchange of
confidences, they mutually understood each other, and did not
require to explain the state of their hearts. On reaching
home, however, it became necessary to inform the baroness of
the news they had heard.

““Good heavens!” exclaimed the good dame, in a tone of
alarm, ‘then my niece will always bear the name of Marag-
non? It is like a new mesalliance. The child has the blood
of the Colobrieres in her veins; she is immensely rich; she is
handsome as an angel; her mother might have chosen a hus-
band for her out of the lower ranks of the nobility, might have
even married her toa lawyer, whose name would have sounded
befter in the ears of the world than the plebeian one of Ms-
ragnon! What will your father say when he hears of this
marriage?”
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“ We will leave him in ignorance of it,” said Anastasia,
hastily; ¢ we ourselves, mother, will speak of it no more;
thprs are certain things which ought not to be recalled to
mind.”

“You are right, my child,” replied the baroness, sighing ;
“we q}xght not to speak of our afflictions if we desire tolive in

The projected marriage of Elconora with her cousin re.
mained a secret known only to the haroness and her children.
La Rousse herself, who observed them continually, watched all
their movements, and listened to all their conversations, knew
nothing of this event. The »nhappy girl perceived the pro-
found sadness of Gaston de Colobrieres, without divining the
cause, and witnessed, but without guessing its motive, the me-
lancholy which had taken possession of her young mistress. The
conduct of the baron seemed also altogether inexplicable. The
very day on which she had discovered the relations subsisting
between the families of Colobricres and Maragnon, La Rousse
had related the whole affair to the old nobleman, adding to it
all the details and commentaries which the imagination of a
jealous and love-sick girl could furnish. The baron listened
to her with the greatest calmness, cnjoined her to observe the
strictest silence, and then, in place of playing his game of
bowls according to custom, he proceeded to take a solitary walk
in the fields. The same day he wrote¢ a letter which La
Rousse secretly conveyed to the messenger who performed
each week the journey from the village to the ncighbouring
town, in order to put into the post the correspondence of the
entire country. After this aflairs had proceeded in their ac-
customed order; there was nothing new save the bad weather
which had destroyed their harvest, and a certain sadness de-

icted upon every face in the chateau. Gaston and his sister
feft home almost every day according to their usual custom,
but, in place of turning their steps in the direction of the val-
ley, they chose the more unfrequented paths, and (fgained the
heights where they were sure of meeting no one. There they
seated themselves under the shelter of a rock, and remained
for a length of time, exchanging a few words at rare and un-
frequent intervals, while keoping their eyes fixed on the dis-
tant lines of the horizon. owever when they once more
entered the chatean they resumed mechanically the monotonous
habits of their in-door life, and nothing betrayed the secret
sufferings, the mournfu) weariness in which they were plunged.
The baron still retained the same scvere and anxious counte-
nance; be no longer played his game of bowls, but passed entire
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Gays in pacing up and dowr the orchard with his hands be-
hind his back, apparently inspecting the labours of old Tonin,
who had courageously undertaken to repair the disasters caused
by the recent rains. During meals he was silent, and after
supper he pored over the same old volume of the peerage which
he had been accustomed to peruse every cvening. The baroness
alone preserved that seremty of mind, that placid and equable
temper which had so well assisted her in supporting all the
troubles of life. Certain things however struck her, and ren-
dered her uneasy. She remarked that Gaston hunted no more
of late, and that he returned every day with an empty game-
bag, and that Anastasia no longer chatted with her as she used
to do while sewing in the cvenings round the table. It seemed
to her also that the young girl was contending against some
secret oppression—some feehng of dejection that at the
slightest causc filled her eyes with tears which she endeavoured
to conceal and secretly wipe away; but the baroness was too
simple-minded, and had lived too long in a state of utter igno-
rance of the passions, to suspect what was passing in the
minds of her children, and not knowing what grief or pain it
was necessary to solace, she confined her efforts to testifying
towards them a greater degree of affection and tenderness.

One afternoon, whilst Gaston and his sister were taking
their accustomed walk, and whilst the baron was pacing up
and down the orchard, his head drooped upon his chest and
whistling more vehemently than usual, the baroness, who was
working near one of the drawing-room windows, perceived to
her great astonishment the village messenger, who was at that
?on&ent crossing the court of honour with a letter in his

and.

« Heavens!” cried she, rising from her seat in alarm, *‘a
message for usl—one of our children has written to us.”

She received the letter with a trembling hand, and first of
all glanced at the scal+ it was in red wax, and bore, in place
of a cypher or armorial bearings, the anagram of the Saviour.

«Heaven be praised!” murmurcd the haroness, sighing as
if relieved from a great fear, ““it is not a black seal; all my
children arc living, This letter bears the Paris post-mark—
if T am not mistaken it is from my eldest daughter.”

La Rousse, who was ever on the watch, ran to inform the
baron. The latter came forthwith and broke open the mis-
sjvé, the seal of which his wife had respected. He vead it in
a low voice entirely through, then refolded it coldly, placed it
in his pocket, and turned towards the door.

* Monsieur, you do not tell me anything—you do not speak
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to me of the contents of this letter?” cried the baroness, de-

hining him.

And as he did not reply, she added with a sort of terror :—
¢t is aletter froir Euphemin, from our eldest daughter,

who is now La Mere Angelique de la Charité, Superior of the

couvent of Notre Dame de la Misericorde at Paris, Ieavehs!

what has she written that you fear to tell me¢”

¢ 'What she wrote to me formerly when she was in the con-
vent of Aix, and when I hud sent her word that one of her
sisters was prepared to join her,” replicd thoe haron.

Madame de Colobrieres remained for an instant stunned
and motionless under the shock she had received  Nover for
an instant had it entered her imagmation that Anastasia, her
dearly loved and youngest child, would be torn from her arms
like her sisters and buried in a cloister. This uncapected
blow was the most cruel that her mother's heart had cver
experienced, and she was unable Lo resign herself to it. Her
despair inspired her with sudden energy, and, for the first
time in her life, she dared to rebel against the authority of
her husband. This woman hitherto so submissive and feeble
raisetl ber head and said with the firmness 1nspired by grieft—

¢ No, sir, I will not abandon my daughter to you; T will
not suffer all the objects of my tenderness to be torn from me,
one after the other, even to the last. God alone knows what
I have already suffered! God alone knows what tears I have
shed when I beheld all those dear creatures, whom I had
brought up with so much love, depart from me for ever!
‘Would to heaven I had then rebelled against your will! There
i8 10 necessity so pressing as to oblige a mother thus to drive
away her children. Therc was bread cnough here for all, and
if that had failed I could have worked with my own hands to
procure it. Yes, my lord, in place of sending away those inno-
eents who wept to leave us, in place of lmprisoning some
within the grating of a convent and abandoning othcrs to
the dangers of a worldly life, it would have been far better to
bave kept them in the house in which they were born, and,
trampling all pride under foot, to have tilled along with them
the burohial lands—_.."

““Enougli, madam!” interrupted the baron, indignantly;
“degrade not further the name you bear. Your children
have the honour of being born noble, and 1 swear that while
I live they shall not disgrace their origin” t.

*None have disgraced it, my lord,” replied tho baroness,
whose energy already began to give way, and who felt her
resistance melting away in tears. ¢ clder children
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adopted the mode of life that you commanded, and, if it please
God, they are satisfied with their lot ; but the necessity which
forced us 1o part from them in no way constrains us to placd
Anastasia in a convent. She is a child of a gentle and sub-
missive temper, though at times low-spirited, and her doality,
her respect, her love for her parents, are boundless: she i the
ornament and joy of our house. I coufess the weakness of yoy
heart; when she is by my sido I uo longer vegret my other
daughters—she replaces them all.  Hcaven has bestowed her
upon us to watch over and comfort vur old age, and she onglit
to remain with us and clowe our eyes. Sometimes when I
consider her meck deportment, her sweet voice, her augelic
features, a hope darts through my mind ’

¢ A chimerical hope,” interrupted the haron, bastily; ¢ a
girl of noble birth, without a dowry, will find no husband save
a nameless man—"

T was poor, M. le Baron, and yet a gentleman did me the
houour of espousing mel” replicd Madame de Colobrieres,
proudly.

¢ A similar pieco of good fortune is too rare, for you to hope
that it may also happen to your danghter,” replied the baron,
with most superb nazvete.

¢ Well, then, she nced not marry,” hastily r¢joined the wor-
thy dame; *“she can live here with us, and when we shall be
no more she will still have her brother, our Gaston »

“I have not yct made known to you my designs relative to
the Chevalior de Colobrieres,” reswumed the old gentleman, in
a tone of decision ; *“the moment has arrived when is becowmes
necessary for him also to take some decisive step.”

“What! my son about 10 quit us also!” cried the baroncss,
beside herself with indignation; ¢ you wish then to make me
curse the day when L married in order to bring into the world
children whom I was to lose one after the other, and that not
by the hand of the Almighty? But I have still one hope left,
sir! Your son, your daughter, will not obey you, and 1, their
mother, will support them in their disobedicnce. I dare to
suy it to your face!”

At these words she fell exhausted and almost senseless upon
ber chuir. 'Whilst La Rousse hastened to her assistance, the
baron left the room and reached the door of the chateau. At
that moment Graston de Colobrieres and his sister were roturn.
ing from their walk, and slowly ascending the rocky puth

+ leading to the terrace. The old gentleman hud fully made up
his mind to carry out, in spite of all resistance, the resolution
be had formed. * The disclosures of La Rousse had wounded
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him in the most sensitive point—namely, his feeling of autho-
rity and his pride of birth. All that he had learned respecting
the relations subsisting between his children and those of the
Maragnon family had aroused feelings of the deepest indigna-
tion in his breast, and he had now firmly resolved to render
impossible this double alliance, which the gossips of the neigh-
bourhood had had the impertinence to consider as a good
affair for the Colobrieres family.

The baron paused gravely at the entrance of the terrace,
and when his children advanced to salute him he ordered
Gaston by a gesture of his hand to join Tonin in the orchard,
and said to his daughter in a severe tone:—

< Mademoiselle de Colobrieres, I desire a moment’s conver-
sation with you.”

I am ready to attend you, father,” replied she, a little
astonished at this formula, which was only employed by the
baron on the gravest occasions.

He conducted her to the extremity of the terrace, and
making her sit down on the parapet he took his place by her
side; then drawing from his pocket the letter of La Mere Ange-
lique de la Charite he placed it in her hands, saying:—

“ Read ;-—this will sufficiently make known to you my will.
Read aloud.” .

Anastasia opened the letter and read it slowly, without
agitation, surprise, or alteration of voice:—

Paris, 10th January, 17—.

¢ 8ir, and most honoured Father,—I experienced a lively
degree of gratification and joy on the receipt of the letter, in
which you declared your intention of placing in the convent
of Notre Dame de 1a Miscricorde your youngest daughter, my
dear sister Anastasia. The cloister is the gate of salvation
for those who, like the elder branches of your family, are called
thither by a true vocation. I shall reccive this new spouse
of the Lord into our house with feclings of real satisfaction,
and our entire community, to whose prayers I have already
recommended her, partake the impatience that I feel to behold
her amongst us.

¢ Our very dear sisters of the vonvent of Aix, to whom I
have written begging that they will seek a confidential per-
son to accompany our young mnovice on her journey, are
employing all the zeal imaginable in the matter. They inform
me that they have discovered in their city a ludy of quality, who
is on the point of setting out for Paris, and who will wiﬁingly
take Mademoiselle de Colobrieres in her carriage. I give you
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timely motice of this, in order that you may make arrange-
ments for her departure without further delay.

¢ Assure my mother of my attachment and respeet. I re-
commend myself to her prayers, as I would to those of a saint.

I await whatsoever orders you may be pleased to give me
for the good of religion and the interest of our family, begging
you to believe, Monsieur and most honoured futher, in the in-
violable affection and profound respect of your daughter and
most humble servant.”

The baron narrowly watched the countenance of Anastasia
during the perusal of this letter. He had expected weeping
and resistance—but she shed not a tear; and when she had
finished she returned him the letter, saying in a voice which
betrayed not the slightest inward struggle—

I am ready to obey you, father.” .

This submission touched the old gentleman. The anger
which he had nursed at the bottom of his heart suddenly va-
nished, and he was obliged to exert a great effort over his
feelings to say to Anastasia—

“ Well, my child, you will start the day after to-morrow for
Aix. You see time presses. DBesides it 15 better that this se-
paration should take place at once, instead of preparing for it
by painful leave-takings. You will thus spare your mother
many tears.”

¢ My mother!” murmured the young girl, hiding her fuce in
her hands, as if this single word bad overturned all her firm-
ness of mind; but, resuming almost immediately the calm re-
solution she had at first manifested, she again assured her
father of her obedience, and begged of him to permit her to
remain alone for a few moments to colleet her thoughts before
entering the chateau.

The baron lefs the terrace without further addressing her,
and proceeded to seek Gaston. He anticipated on the part of
his son a warm and lively opposition to his wishes, for he had
no difficulty in conceiving all that La Rousse had told him re-
specting the passion of Gaston de Colobrieres for Mademoiselle

agnon. It was only by separating him from the object of
his love that he could hope to stifle this attachment in the bud,
and the baron was so well convinced of this that he had deter-
mined to remove him for a length of time, and even if neces-
sary for ever. Ile proceeded straight towards Gaston, and
leading Lim through the alleys of the now waste and desolate
orchard, he said to him with {he most cold and imperious air—

“Have you never thought, M. le Chevalier, that a day
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might arrive when it would be neeessary for you to follow the
example of your brothers?”

“ Pardon me, sir,” replied Gaston, in a tone of dignified
submission; * no later than to-day I was thinking of the dif-
forent careers which my elder brothers have embraced, and
before following their example I had resolved to open my mind
0 you, in order that you might direct my choice according o
your wishes.”

I have never constrained the inclinations of my sons,” re-
sumed the baron, in & milder tone; * the elder branches have
adopted the profession of the church, the younger ones that of
arms; but I have never said to one, ¢ you shall be & monk,’ or
10 another, ‘you shall serve your king.’ You can thercfore
choose. It is not as in your sister's casey for her there is but
one door open, that of the convent.”

**Then you have decided, sir, that my sister shall enter a
convent?” said Gaston de Colobricres, with emotion; ¢ she is
about to join her elder sister?”

And, as the baron made a sign in the affirmative, he added—

“Tor wy part I feel that a worldly life has no attractions for
me, and perhaps I ought in place of endeavouring to obtain a
footing in it at once to join your eldest son, Father Cyril, at
the great convent of the Capuchins of Aix.”

¢ That requires reflection,” said the baron, habtily; ¢ T have
plready four sons in the mendicant orders; that is sufficient
T think for the edification of the world. However, act acoord-
ing t&youx‘ inclination.”

¢ My inclination would be, if the king should declare war,
to cnter the army that I might be killed,” murmured poor
Gastoni ““but since I cannot die at once, I must needs bury
myself n a monk’s frock.”

“Did you spcak? What say you, my son?” demanded the
baron, who had heard him i::é;crfccﬂy. .

T said, sir, that I am ready to obey you in all that you
may command,” replied Gaston de Colobricres, with a sigh.

““Very well, my son; I will explain myelf further another
time,” said the baron, touched, and above all astonished at
this absolute submission, which accorded so little with what
La Rousse had told im. It was not likely that his son would
be thinkirié of taking the frock if his marriage with the heircss
of Pierre Maragnon had been arranged. The baron ended by
supposing that theso projects which had so vividly roused
indignation were not quite so far advanced as he bad at first
supposed, and that in place of a marriage heing fixed upon, it
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was merely a budding inclination that was in a‘uestion. This
certainty suddenly modified his plans, and without altogether
renouncing his determination, he regretted having so impera-
tively manifested it.

The worthy man returncd pensively to the chateau, and
while awsiting the supper hour he ascended to & sort of garret
which le called his library, under pretext of secking the se-
cond volume of Lis peerage, but in reality to revover from the
feelings of grief and commiseration which the words of his
children had aroused within him. Whilst he turned over with
u careless hand the mouldy papers and the dilapidated and
rat-eaten volumes which lay upon the old and rotten planks,
the baroness left the sitting-robm in order to seck Anastasia.
8he found her seated in the same pluce where her father had
left her, her hands upon her knees, her head bent down, and
her eyes tarned towards the plain where the paths sho had so
often traversed on her way to the Capuchin’s Rock disappeared
in the distance. At the sound of her mother’s voice Anastusia
started, and passed her hand across her face to conceal her
tears. The baroness seated herself beside her child, and said
in a tone of protection, tenderness, and trembling firmness,
impossible to be described—

*¢ Bo calm, my dearest child, your mother will never permit
you to be sacrificed thus; she will have sufficient courage to
defend you. Weep no more, you shall not enter the convent.”

** Ohl mother, Y request on the contrary your permission
to enter it,” cried the young girl, subbing bitterly, and laying
her burning check on her mother’s hands;  yes, I long for
that retreat where one thinks only of God, where one forgets
the world. Yes, I will joyfully obey my father, and I have
only oue wish, that of specdily accomplishing my sacrifice.”

Madame de Colobricres remained for a moment mtte with
surprise and dismay. Anastasia had never to her eyes mani-
fested any disposition for a conventual life, and this sudden
irelination seemed to concenl things she trembled to think of.

“My child,” said she, hesitatingly, “thon you are not
ha&py ere?”

he young girl shook her head with a gesture of despair,
and murmured gently :—

I die a thousand times every day of regret and sortow.”

J Time will remove this grief, my dear child,” resumed the

.baroness in a luwer tone of voice, us if she were afraid of
hearing her own words;  you will forget the cause of yout
sorrow.  Absenoe takes away the remembrance of all things,
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my child—yon will once more find contentment and peace of
mind—in a few months you will be happy again.”

‘“And when they shall return!” said Anastasia, pointing
with an energetic gesture to the hill, behind which the new
Chateau de Belveser lay hid. ¢ They will return,” continued
she, with an accent of bitter grief, ‘but I shall then be no
longer here.”

Then she added :—

¢ Oh, mother, I must be very unhappy-—my torture must
be very great—to give me strength to leave you!”

The baroness was utterly overcome ; her heart bled, wounded
in the most vital part; and like all weak-minded and timid
persons, she accused herself of being the cause of the evil
which she had not known, and reproached herself for fanlts
she had been unable to foresee.

‘“ Alas! my child, your brother also has appeared sad for
some time back,” said she, still hesitating to confirm her sus-
picions, and to probe this new wound; I have perceived his
grief—he suffers.”

““As I do, mother,” replied Anastasia, raising to heaven
a look which espressed at the scme time the burning pain of
a loving heart and the exalted spirit of a martyr.

Madame de Colobrieres remained for o few moments as if
completely prostrated by the blow of this double disclosure,
but she did not sink into the moody despair of violent natures.
‘With her morcover recignation soon sprang up from the utter
abnegation of all selfish feclings, and she supported this last
trial with the pessive devotion of a mother who counts her
own happiness as nothing when that of her children is at stake.
She once more assumed an appearance of firmness, and raising
Anastasia, who had sunk sobbing on her knees, she said to her
in a calm and gentle voice:— .

“My child, you must conquer your grief, and hide your
tears, Let us boﬂ& be courageous in these our last moments
together. Come, We will go and seck your father. Let the
subject not he mentioned again, for this evening at least;
we are affected now, and perhaps our hearts would fail ud.
‘Women ought to weep only when they are alone.”

In fact, the baroness entered the sitting-room with a tranquil
eountenance, and, as on the evening before, took her ncedle
and began fo work until supper should be ready. Shortly
afterwards the baron descended, his arms full of mouldy volunfes,
and his hat covered with cobwebs. He called to Gaston to
assist him in his work, and began to arrange and collate his
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old torn and dusty volumes as if he had taken the greatest
interest in their preservation. The baroness, un seeing the
trouble her husband was giving himself, said in a low voice to
her daughter:— :

“Your father is very unhappy.”

That evening and the following day passed off as usual;
neither the separation nor the departure was spoken of. 'Lonin
merely received orders to bring out from a sort of cellar which
served as coach-house, a species of machine on four wheels
which the baron called his carriage, and upon which the fowls
were accustomed to roost in bad weather. This chariot, whose
origin certainly dated from the first years of the reign of Louis
le G'rand, and in which the Colobriercs family had in all pro-
bebility made the journey to court, was lined with a yellowish
brown fabric which had formerly been crimson velvet, and the
doors were hung with leather curtains on which might still be
distinguished traces of armorial bearings. Jt was in this vehicle
that the baron had successively carried away all his daughters,
each time performing a journey of six days in order to place
them in their convents.

The old domestic sorrowfully shook off the layer of dust
which covered the antique chariot, brushed the scats, and put
a little sack of oats into the provision box.

“Is anybody going away®” inquired La Rousse, uneasy at
the sight of these preparations.

I know nothing about it,” replied Tonin, a tear trembling
in his eye; ‘‘but I fear this forebodes that to-morrow there
will not be four covers on the table.”

“Good heavens!” ejaculated La Rousse, turning pale, ““who
can be going then®—the haron perhaps, on account of the
letter he received? No one else can bave any business abroad,
eh, Tonin?”

I know nothing about it,” repeated the old domestic.

*When shall wo know?” cried the young waiting-maid,
more and more uneasy and alarmed; ‘“at th risk of failing in
xﬁy respect to them, I will go and question Mademoiselle and

. le Chevalier.”

‘Do not atterpt it,” replied Tonin, holding her back ; “per-
haps M. le Baron has not informed them. At any rate, we
shall soon know what it is all about, for I have orderg to go
to-morrow morning to Master Tiste, your godfather, for his
mare, the baron having borrowed it for some days.”

. The same day the baroness with her own hands prepared
some provisions which she causcd to be placed in the carriage,
and when the night had come, instead ofp waiting in the sitting.
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room for m%per. sho procceded to her Liedchamber, where
Anastasia and Gaston soon joined her. This chamber was a
vast and almost dismantled apartment, in which a fire had
never been lighted during the memory of man. Anr antique
bed, half hidden beneath its heavy curtains of a sombre hue,
a wardrobe of curiously carved walnut-wood, a table, and a
few dilapidated chairs, were arranged at equal distances, so
as to oocupy as much space as possible; but even by this
arrangement they wore far from being suflicient to furnish the
chamber, which at the first glance appeared completely bare.
It was now the end of January, and the wind which whistled
batween the ill-joined panels, diffused a dry cold atmosphere
through the room, and on everv side were folt icy gusts of
wind which made the furniture creak, and a)most extinguished
the little lamp whose vacillating flame flickered amid the
shadows of the vast apartment. Madame de Colobrieres, after
searching for a long time in the deepest drawer of the ward-
robe, placed upon the table a coffer and a little leather purse,
the same which, many years hefore, she had confided one
eventful evening to the beautiful Agatha. Then she bade her
children approach.

The casket contained the rings and trinkets she had brought
as her dower to the Baron de Colobrieres. They consisted of
antique rings ornamented with precious stones, a gold watch
which had not gone for the last half century, and a few other
ornaments of a similar kind.

“My son,” said she, addressing herself to Gaston, *‘this
belonged to me, and 1 give it to you, not that you may preserve
it as I have done, but that you may secll it and apply the pro-
cecds according to your wants. Take this purse also; it
contains the savings of many years, and the first crown I put
into it was the cause of many misfortunes in our family. T
have left it there, adding to it all that I could spare, in Kopes
that a happy day might arrive when I should make it a present
to my last ({&ug . Alas! it is her wedding present that I
give yon.”

Bhe was silent; the fast flowing tears checked her utteranes,
but as she saw that her two children were also weeping, she
meade a violent effort to subdue her grief, and resumed in a
tranqgil, and almost chcerful tone.—

“All this together makes up & sum auﬁciantz large $o0
enable you not only to accompany your sister to Aix as your
father wishes, but also to Paris.”

s¢ Ah, mother!” cried Anastagia, ““this is the greatest con.
solation that your tenderness could have offered mq! I would
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not have asked it,—I would not have even dared to hope for |
it,"”

“Poor child! she would have scen,—I would have followed
her on foot,” murmured Gaston de Colobrieres.

Shortly afterwards the baron entcred the room and seated
himself beside his wife. Already the clock had struck nine,
and the covers had been long since laid in the sitting-room;
but on this evening no supper was eaten. After having waited
for a length of time, the old domestic procceded to seek La
Rousse and said to her with an air of consternation:—

“No onc has sat down to table; most certainly our young
master and mistress are going away."”

¢ Are you quite certain of that?” said La Rousse, grasping
her yellow locks with a sudden gesture of despair. Then she
added, consoled apparcntly by a sudden idea:—

¢“They will not refuse to take me with them!”

Not a word, not a sound could be heard in the boaroness’s
apartment; Gaston de Colobricres and his sister sat in silence
beside their mother, who seced to pray mentally. 'The baron,
crect upon his chair, mute and motionless as a statue, was lost
in deep and sad reflections on the dutics which a lofty descent
and the duties of a true nobleman imposed upon him. When
the clock had struck the half hour after nine, Madame Colo-
brieres pressed the hand of her danghter with an almost
imperceptible shudder; then Anastasia rose, and in place ot
making a reverence to her father according to cusiom before
retiring for the night, she knelt before him and asked his
blessing. The old nobleman stretched out his hand over the
beautiful head that was hent dawn hefore him, and then, carried
away by the emotions of his heart, he embraced her closely,
whispering in ber ear as he pressed her to his heart:—

My child, I release you from your obedience. Do you
wish to remain with us?”

She shook her head with a gesture of refusal, and pressing her
father's hands with transport to her lips, she rose suddenly
and darted out of the room without bidding adieu to her
raother who was kneeling at the foot of the bed, her face hidden
in her handkerchief.

At daybreak on the following morning Tonin harnessed
Master Tiste’s mare to the antique equipage, whilst La Rousse
secured the light baggage of the travellers to the board behind.
Lambin, who bien previously chained up, howled in the
court-yard, and Anastas}a’s birds chirped mournfully in their
cage, which had remained all night at the window. Shortly
afterwards the brogher and sister descended the stairs togather,
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Ta Rousse, who had disap) for a moment, now teturned
*in her Sunday clothes,her flat hat upon her head, and a

packet under her arm.

. “Where are you going, Madeleine, that you are so gay?*

inquired Gaston, with an air of surprise.

*T am going with you if it is your good pleasure,” replied
she, in ahalf supplicating half resolute tone, “If Iincommode
you in the carriage I will make the journey on foot——it is net
80 far to the city of Aix.”

“*But it is not to Aix alone, it is to Paris that we are going,”
interrupted the young man, at once embarrassed and touched
with this mark of devotion. *“Tt is so far, so very far, that we
cannot take you with us.”

+Tt is & good month’s journey,” added the old domestic.

**Return to your kitchen, my child,” continued Gaston de
Colobrieres. I recommend poor Lambin to your care—he
knowi that we are going, and is howling piteously. Come,

-bye.”

At Zhese words he held out his hand which she touched
mechanicallv, Anastasia then approached and said to her in
a broken voice:—

“Good-bye, La Rousse. I have left out for you in my
bedroom a little bundle of my old clothes; they are all that
I can give you. Take great care of my mother, and speak to

often of us.”

Bhe entered the carriage, and Gaston took his place by her
gide. A little peasant boy, who was to drive them to Aix
and afterwards mbwk Master Tiste’s mare, jumped upon
the driving seat, ing his lopg-lashed whip whistle round
the ears of the animal.

“*Fareweil, mother!” cried Anastasia, casting a last glance
towards the closed shutters of the baroness's chamber; fare-
well—J shall see you no more. Alas! could I have experieuced
& more severe trial than this separation?”

At this moment the vehicle having turned, she peresived
ﬁhrwegh the morning mist the summit of the Capuchin's Rock
bathed in the golden light of the rising sun. Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres cast & long and lingering glance upon the plain
before her and the tranquil valley, and repeated in her

¢ Farewell}”

Yhen she closed her eyes and threw herself back in the car-
rlage which rollod swiftly on, the little animal that drew it
starting off at & round trot. La Rousse, motionless on the
terraoe, followed for an instant with her eyes tha progress of
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the vehicle, which, jolting along, soon reached the foot of the
hill.  She then began to run madly forward down the road,
while Lambin, who had managed to break his chain, passed her
like an arrow, and bounded forward on the traces of his master.

The young waiting-maid and the dog ran behind the carriage
for about a quarter of a league, but the travellers perceived
only Lambin, who harked and jumped against the wheels,
whilst La Rousse, pale and breathless, cried out in a voice
which was lost in the distanece:—

““Monsicur le Chevalier!—Mademoiselle!—I want to go
with you—take me!”

She lost ground, however, whilst Lambin still kept ahead of
the carriage, despitc all the lashes of the little driver's whip.
At length the intelligent animal paused for an instant, made a
sudden spring, and fell upon the front seat on which Gaston
was seated. 'The latter was about to drive him back, but
Anastasia held him by the collar, and said as she patted his
shaggy coat:—

¢ Let us take him with us, brother.”

La Rousse had fallen exhausted and breathless on the road-
side. For another moment she gazed after the carriage which
was proceeding onwards surrounded with a cloud of dust, and
when it had disappeared, she murmured:—

*“To Paris! Good Heavens!—to Paris!—oh! I will go
there too!”

CHAPTER IV.

At the period when the events of the simple tale we have
undertaken to relate happened, there stood in the centre of
Paris, in the Rue du Vieux-Colombier, a building of unpre-
tending architecture and of a sombre and forbidding aspect.
The constant mists which rise from ihe waters of the &inc
had imparted to the walls that mouldy tint which is always
seen on buildings whose exteriors have for several centuries
been neglected.  'The door was as massive as that of a prison,
and the few windows which opencd towards the street were
furnished with double bars. It was at the entrance of this
building that a_travelling carriage stopped one morning in
the month of February, and Mademowselle de Colobrieres
alighted. As for Gaston he had repaired to a neighbouring
hbstelrly, until the hour should arrive when he could present
himself at the parlour of the convent of Notre Dame de la
Misericorde.
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Anastasia, conducted by a lay sister, traversed the damp
and gloomy court-yard which separated the street from the
cloistral buildings. She then entered a species of vestibule
at the further end of which was a door painted black and
surmounted with a cross. The lay sister rang gently, Im-
mediate}iy afterwards the wicket opened, and a wrinkled face
appeared behind the grating; then a cracked and trembling
voice and the clash of a large bunch of keys were heard simulta-
neously.

“Jesus be praised!” ejaculated the voice, while the keys

rated in the heavy and rusty locks, «it is Mademoisclle de
éolobrieres that has arrived! what a happy event!—what joy
for the community!”

The massive door at lenzth swung open, and the old nun to
whom was confided the functions of porteress, took Anastasia
by the hand, exclaiming:—

“ Enter—enter, mademoicclle.  Sweet Sasiour, how glad 1
am to sce youl—Permit me, my child, to be the first to
embrace you.”

With these words she touched with her lips the rosy cheeks
of Anastasia, who, grateful for this warm reception, murmured
# few words of thanks, while she felt that sort of sinking at the
heart which she had experienced on hearing the cloister door shut
behind her, gradually vanish.  She allowed herself to be led
through a long corridor, and, guided by the porteress, entered
a little cold, bare, and ill-lighted room; this apartment was
the superior’s parlour. The walls, which were simply white-
washed, were adorned, ingtead of picturcs, with pious inscrip-
tions enclosed in blue and yellow foliage of a most primitive
taste. A table and a few straw-bottomed chairs compoged the
entire furniture. At the further end of the room was a large
grated opening through which visitors were allowed to converse
with the inmates of the convent.

*Be seated for a moment, mademoiselle,” said the lay sister
with an affectionate airy ‘1 will go and inform our mother
that you are here. What joy for her to present to the com-
munity so charming & person, and one also so nearly related
to herself! What a blessed day for our house!”

So saying, with a light step she turned from the parlour,
the bunch of keys, which were suspended from her girdle,
jinﬂng as she went. _Anastasia sank almost exhausted upon
a chair. The first sight of the convent had appeared to her
very gloomy, and in fact the dilapidated cll;ateau of her
father was a palace of delight in comparison with this edifice
surrounded with its blackened walls, and in which everything
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announced the renunciation of worldly pleasure, and the hard
and pinching poverty of the monastie life.  But she was not
left long to her reflections ; the parlour avor opened and a nun
slowly entered, her arms crossed upon her breast and her hands
concealed beneath the ample sleeves of her rope.-

“My dear child, you are welcome!” said she, kissing Anas-
tasia's forchvad, while at the same time she gazed upon her
with a melancholy and satisfied air.

“You are my sister—my sister Euphemial” ciied the latter,
taking her sister’s hands and pressing them to her heart.

T am Mother Augelique de la Charité,” replied the superior
with a smile; “here, my child, spiritual relationship replaces the
ties of blond. T am no longer yoursister, for I am your mother
in Christ. You are then one of us, my daughter?” added she,
fixing upon Anastasia her clear and penctrating gaze; 1 long
thought that you would not rejoin the clder branches of your
family, and that the will of our parents was to retain you by
their side to watch over their declining years.”

It is not alonc my father's will that has led me hither,”
replied Anastasia, *¢it is my vocation.”

A sudden vocation?” demanded the nun,

“Yes, my mother,” replied Mademoiselle de Colobrieres,
lowering her eyes, as if she feared that the penetrating guze o1
La More Angelique would have read herinmost thoughts ; *“yes,
I have taken a sudden disgust for a worldly life, and although
the Chatcau de Colobrieres is a very tranquil abode—a solitude
which bears some resemblance to those retreats which holy
persons inhabit in the deserts—I hngcd for a yvt closer retire-
ment ; 1 wished to take refuge here.”

“ And when you entered here, your soul, having at length
attained the summit of its desires, leaped with joy ?” said La
Mere Angelique s “and you exclaimed, like Samt Bridget—
¢ This place is the gardeu of delight which leads to life cternal

Anastasia sighed deeply and remained silent,

¢ My child,” continued the nun, with a slight smile, *¢these
were not altogether, I can see, the feelings you experienced
on passing the door of the cloister ; this first proof has some-
what depressed you. But that ought ncither to repel nor us-
tonish you: there are some hearts which the Lord does not
wish to receive at once.”

«If he is mereiful, if he is just, he will take mine: I can
beslfow it with good-willl” cried the poor child, weeping bit-
terly.

< Be not moved, my child; dry your tears,” said La Mcre
Angelique, geatly.  *“Come! recover yonrseli, gnd think no
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more of all this. Take this book, my child, and read, whilst
I write to the Chevalicr de Colobrieres to request him’to
come and sup with us this evening.”

¢ What! my brother?—in this convent ?” exclaimed Ange-
tagia in astonishment ; ““is it then permitted to open the door
of the cloister to men?”

* By no means,” replied La Mere Angelique, hastily ; < our
ecclesiastical superiors, and the princes of the royal blood, have
alone the right of penetrating into the cloistral buildings; but
with my permission all can present themselves at the grating,
a?dhit is 1n this parlour that your brother will sup with us to-
night.”

So saying she approached the table, opened a little desk,
and began to write, having first placed in the hands of Anas-
tasia a work entitled the ¢ Perfect Nun.”

‘While reading the pious volume of Father Maltagne, Ma~
demoiselle de Colobrieres cast now and then a furiive glance
towards the imposing nage whom she had not yot dared
to examine openly, and towards whom her heart was already
attracted by g sort of timid tenderness.

La Mere Angelique de la Charité had already attained the
middle age; but a slight degree of embonpoint, and the pale
freshness of her complexion, gave her still a youthful appear-
ance. Her features were large and regular, and her finely-
formed mouth was often partly opened by a gentle smile. She
inherited from her mother that soft limpid expression Eeculm.r
to eyes of an undecided tint between blue and greg'is green.
Yet the slightly-arched line of the eyebrows, and the large
and open forehead, recalled the severe countenance of the
Baron de Colobrieres; and the ensemble of the features ex-
pressed decision, firmness of mind, and austere kindness. The
costume she wore displayed to advantage the regular beauty
of her features. It was a robe of a Moorish grey, with a
soapulary of white serge which descended to her feet. The
hood, arranged in such & manner as to cover a portion of the
cheek, entirely concealed her hair, and an ample black veil
floated over her shoulders. A black crucifix attached to a
ribbon of the same colour hung from her neck, and seemed
like the insignium of her religious profession.

¢ The Chevalicr de Colobrieres scarcely expects my invita-
tion, I presume,” said La Mero Angeligue, closing the notq she
had been writing. ¢ The poor boy knows not & living soul in
this Babylon, and the time must appear to him very long. He
is alone, I suppose?”

** Alone with his dog Lambin,” replied Anastasia, ndively.
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¢ Not knowing where to take counsel,” murmured La Mere
Angelique, *without a single protecting hand, and perhaps
scant of money! What a situation!”

¢« It i Gaston’s intontion, I believe, to follow the example
of his elder brothers, and retire also from the world,” said
Anastasia. .

< Now may Providence aid us!” interrupted La Mere Ange-
lique; *¢this must not be. I am but a poor recluse, shut up
from my youth in a cloister, yet I can give perhaps some good
advice to those living in the world. This evening I will speak
to your brother. In the mean time, my daughter, let me pre-
sent you to the community : come with me.”

The convent of Notre Dame de la Misericorde was not one
of those pious retreats founded by royal personages and en-
riched by their gifts. A devout lady and a pious priest had
commenced the building about the middle of the seventeenth
century, and at len%th, with the assistance of Providence and
the alms of the faithful, were enabled to complete it. Ii was
in truth Anne of Austria who had laid the first stone of the
church, but her munificence was confined to gift of some
altar ornaments, and the Maison de Paris was almost as ill en-
dowed as the other houses of the order, which, although it was
not & mendicant order, was one of the poorest in Christendom.
The property of the monastery had scarcely increased with
time, and the humble flock presided over by La Mere An,
lique did not live in the well-fed indolence of the Benedic-
tines, the Visitandines, and other communities endowed by

ulent benefactors. The nuns of La Misericorde spent less

their time in the choir than in the workroom; they ac-
complished perfect marvels of needlework, and created in that
material chefs-d’euvre by the side of which those of the Lydian
Arachne would have appeared but abortive attempts. eir
lives were spent in creating those delicate embroideries and
ificent pieces of lacework with which the court ladies
loved to deck their persons, and which the grand seigneurs
wore in_the shape of frills and ruffles. Muny & furbelow at
which these cloistered workwomen had laboured for a year,
left their pious hands to adorn the short petticoat of a dan-
seuse ; many a pair of ruffles, the almost impalpable threads of
which the young novices had barely completed, were forgotten
by some petit-maitre upon the toilet-table of a marquise, or
torn to pieces in a drunken brawl,

On leaving the parlour, La Mere Angelique led Mademoiselle
de Colobrieres through a long dark gallery, on one side of
which opened about twenty little doors. These were the dor~
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mitories of the sisterhood. In the centre was a large clock
surmounted by a cross. A few unframed sheets of canyass,
daubed with horrible pictures, decorated the walls, the saints
whom they represented secming to mount sentinel at each
door, and to lend an ear to the ticking of the clock, the hand
of which marked the seconds of their eternity. An iey chill
seemed to exude, as it were, from thesc tattered canvasses,
penetrating soul and body. Poor Anastasia again felt the
impression she had experienced on passing the cloister door :
she paused, shuddering, and said in a faint voice :—

*“ What darkness |—what silence! One might suppose that
there was not a creature in the house.”

The superior smiled and raised her finger towards the clock,
which almost at the same instant struck twelve. The stroke
of the hammer was still echoing, when & joyous hum of man
voices was heard in the interior of the convent; ohildrenz;
voioes were mingled with those of more mature age, and their
animated prattle reached even the dormitory gallery.

“These are our boarders, whose play-hour has arrived,”
said La Mere Angelique. ¢ My dear little lambg are playing
in the court-yard, and their gaiety spreads through the whole
house. You will scarcely ever meet them except in church,
my dear daughter; but you will be able to see them laugh
and play through the windows of the novices' dormitary ; it is
an amusement that T will occasionally permit you.”

¢ Thanks, my dear mother,” replied Anastasia, who began
to perceive that in a convent the most trifling amusements
are not to be despised.

It was also the hour at which the nuns took their recreation.
They had assembled in a rcom which was called the winter
promenade, and which opened ?on the garden. This apart-
ment was even more simply decorated than the superior's
parlour; the furniture, which had already served several geng-
rations of nuns, was composed of a long massive table, and &
few oaken benches disposed along the walls. A species of
chair marked the place reserved for the superior; but this
Kculiar seat was neither softer nor more commodious than

e benches appropriated to the nuns, and its occupant eould
m;,ti hope to repose very luxyriously upon this solid stool,
which nevertheless represented o throne—the thrane of an
sbaolute sovereign over her circumscribed empire. The win.
dows were hung with curtains of linen, through which might
be perceived the convent garden. Neither was the prospeck
on this side more cheerful ; the walls, whase height su
that of the neighbouring houses, formed & regular snclgsure,
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in the centfe of which a basin of stagnant water held the place
of & fountain. Two alleys, bordered by stunted and distorted
lime-trces, which presented much thea fearanoe of two rows of
inverted brooms, extended in pmw.llelP ines to the end of the
garden, and not a blade of gmss could be perccived in the
huge square which was dignified by the title of the parterre.
At equal distances against the cloistral wall were formed
niches of pebbles, ornamented with plaster statuettes and gar.
lands of sle:lls ; these were oratories erected by the nuns, who
in spring decked them with the languishing flowers which
budded 1n their garden.

‘When La Mere Angelique appeared at the entrance of the
winter promenade followed by Mademoiselle de Colobriercs,
all conversation ccased—every eye was turned towards the
new-comer with curious interest, and the community, evect
and motionless, awaited in respecttul silence the words of
their superior. The latter advanced slowly to her place, her
handsome features wearing an expression of gentls severity, ¢f
austere ealm, the power of which was irresistible. It might
easily be seen that she was conscious of the absolute dominian
she exercised over all these minds, whether timid or resoluts,
depressed or exalted, satisfied or suffering, over all these nu-
tures brought into subjection, at least in appearance, by the
power of religion. .

“ My dear sisters,” said she in a grave and gentle voice,
¢ behold the new lamb which the Lord has joined to our flack,
As my sister by the ties of relationchip, as my spiritual daughe
ter, I recommend her to your affection and your prayers.”

In an instant Anastasia was surronpded by the entire sisteyr
hood. There was somothing singularly ingenuous in the tes.
timonies of their friendship ; and the formula of compliments
which they employed bore but slight resemblunce  ~
rande use of in the world.

““ Swoet Saviour! how glad I am!” said one of the ;
nuns ; * your place will be near me in the refoctory, my deay
sister. Do you like frait?”

*¢Yes, sister,” replied Anastasia, astonished st the qupstion.

“That is delightfull” replied the num, yuickly. ~* With
our mother's ission I overy day ratrench my dessert, in
order by this little mortification {0 correct myself of the sin ot
gllluttany to which I am subject ; it is yon, my dear sister, who

all eat my apples.” o )

. “' What a joyful day for us, my child, will that be eu which
you take the veil|” said an old nun, touching with ber long
yellow fingers the printed cotton dresg of =™~ °
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Colobriares ; “but as long as you wear the livery of the world
I dare not rejoice—you will not be altogether ours.”

*“How long the time of your probation will appear to us!”
added another nun. < There are two doors to the novitiate,
a8 La Mere Perpétue, our former prioress, used always to say:
thé one is the great door of salvation which leads into the
convent, the other the door which the tempter holds half open,
and through which he invites us to return to the world. My
dear sister, I will recite every day the Psalm ¢ Deus noster
réfugium,’ in order that Providence may grant you graee to
persevere in your vaeation.”

$Come this way, my dear sister; we will show you how to
make the agnus,” cried 4 group of novices, drawing Anastasia
towards the table where they had spread out the images, which
they amused themselves by cutting out and framing in gold
and silken embroideries.

The various groups which the arrival of Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres had disturbed were formed anew, and the nuns
recommenced chattering away with that eagerness peculiar to

ersons condemned every day to several hours of silence.
’iheir innocent and childish conversation, and little discreet
bursts of laughter might be heard from one end of the hall to
the other.+ Anastasia observed with a certain degree of
interest this picture which a painter would have taken
pleasure in sketching, for it contained those striking types
which are to be met with only in the cloister. A few vene-
rable sisters, seated together upon the same bench, were de-
ploring the suddén disappearance of a huge black cat, an
inmate of the house, who for the last three days had not been
seen in the refectory. They spoke of him as a %-odigal son,
and were gravely indignant at his misconduct. Behind these

i t personages, two young nuns were conversing together
in a low voice. The poor girls added perhaps an additional

leasure to this recreation by conversing upon forbidden topics.

urther off, the novices were busily engaged in cutting out
their agnuses, while relating to Anastasia some one of those
histories which are handed down by tradition in all convents.
One of them, a fair pale-cheeked girl, was seated apart near
the window. A large volume lay open upon her knees, while
her eyes‘followed with a melancholy expression the sparrows,
who, after having for a moment asi;hted in the garden would
again wing their flight over the wall. .

At a quarter to one the bell rang, its shrill chimes calling
the nuns into the workroom., .

*“What can you do, my child?” inquired the superior of
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Anastasia, whilst the mistress of the novices was distributing
the afternoon tasks.

¢« Not much, my mother,” replied the young girl; *I have
only been taught how to mend worn things and to repair
skilfully clothes of which the stuff is threadbare.”

<] was taught that also, formerly,” 8id La Mére lique
with a sigh; ““the Demoiselles de Colobrieragpever had a new
dress, and the baroness, our }ood mother, is clothed like thy
blessed Madeleine de Saint Joseph ‘who wore the same petti-
coat for thirty five years.”

“Divine goodness! she had then made profession in a house
whoso treasury was no richer than our own?” observed Anas.
tasia, with ingenuous simplicity.

“She was superior of the convent of the Augustines af
Madrid,” replied La Mére Angelique; it is a house of royal
foundation, enjoying a revenue of a hundred thousand livres
a year, and in which the queens of Spain often go to hear
vespers and take supper.”

e nuns had now begun to work, a dead silence being
observed by all. Anastasia seated herself before an embroi
dery frame and began tracing a few light garlands upon an
Indian muslin collar. This occupation left free scope for
her mind, which wandered away among a thousand uneasy
thoughts, ever returning to her dearly cherished but painful
recollections. From time to time the poor child would lean
over her work and secretly dry her eyes, blinded with tears;
then she would resume her task more actively, and would en-
deavour forcibly to drive away the image which she carried with
her in the recesses of her heart, and which obstinately remained
in spite of her resolutions, her scruples, and her remorse.

At lunch hour, a lay sister went round with a basket, offering
to each nun a slice of dry bread. Anastasia took hers me-
clmm‘ca.lly, placed it at one corner of her embroidery frame,
and continued her employment.

¢ Eat, my dear sister,” whispered a nun, who was seated
by her side, ‘it will do you good. The first day that ]
passed in this house, like you my heart was heavy; whex
they distributed the luncheon, I said to myself that it was the
bread of penitence, a bitter morsel which I was to maisten
with my tears, and I could not take a single mouthful; the
follqwiz}g dag', 1 had more appetite, I ate it, and I can assure
you, I found it very good and very nice. However, the rules
do not forbid us treating ourselves with a few little delicacies,
and if you will be good enough to accept my chocolate

lozengesw—"
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‘With these words, she drew from her ample pocket a species
of comfit-box, and presented it open to Anastasia.

“Thank you heartily, my dear sister,” replied Mademoiselle
de Colobrieres, touched with this mark of attention; “I am
not accustomed to these delicacies, and T can content myself
very well with this good white bread.”

She broke her bread and endeavoured to eat a little; but
her tears flowed again: she recalled to mind with regret the
meagre dinners which were served on her father's table, and
the rye bread manufactured by La Rousse.

“This 134 nothing, my child; do not be astonished,” con-
tinued the nun, who had observed her. ¢ The first meal one
eats in a convent is always thus; one weeps, but that does not
prevent the vocation.”

It was almost night when the bell called the nuns into the
choir. Mademoisclle de Colobrieres followed them thither,
and at a sign from the superior took her place near the
grating on the novices’ side. It was ihe first act of her
religious life, and she felt herself impressed with a stran
feeling of sadness and fear while kneeling for the first time in
the sanctuary, at the foot of that altar where she was to pro-
nounce her vows. Never had the thought of this dreaded
engaqement struck her as it did at this moment; never had
ghe s0 clearly perceived the entire extent of her sacrifice. In
vain she endeavoured to join in the prayers of the nuns; her
lips alone murmured the psalms of the Virgin's office; she
could not attain that degree of inward prayer which comes
{from the heart alone, and despite all her e&orts to the contrary,
hor eves wandered over surrounding objects with a sort of
painful curiosity.

Daylight was now gone, and the twilight which struggled
through the windows scarcely permiited the enclosure of
the choir to he visible. The nuns, erect in their stalls,
their eyes half closed, their formularies in their hands,
chanted from memory the service which their rule obliged
them to recite each day. Through the grating which separated
the choir from the church might be disti:iu shed a portion of
the nave, faintly illumined by the lamp which burned before
the high altar. ~ A fow devout women, kneeling at the foot of
tha haly table and shivering with cold, were nyini their
prayers and repeating the responses after the nuns. At ome
eorner of the choir and ncar the grating, stood a lttle
altar surrounded by funereal symbols, upon which burned &
taper whose pale ray disclosed the miniature effigy of a cof-
fined figure enveloped in & winding-sheet, the brow em.
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circled with palm leaves, and the hands grasping a crucifix.
‘When Anastasia perceived this gloomy figure she no lenger
turned away her eyes; it was an enigma the solution of which
she sought in vain to divine. One of the novices perceiving
her absence of mind, said in a low voice, touching her elbow
as she spoke

¢ Puy attention, my dear sister; they are about io rise for
the Vezilla Regis.”

And as Anastasia pointed towards the lugubrious figure,
looking at her at the same time inquiringly, she added :—

“It 18 the effigy of our holy founder, Father Ivan, whose
relies we are fortunate enouwg to possess. He is inteyred
there in the hollow of the wall.”

¢ Oh, heavens! it is a tomb,” murmured Anastasia, struck
with a vague emotion of fear, and saddened by this gloomy
neighbourhood ; but almost at the same instant her attention
was diverted from this painful impression by some one who
hud entered and whose figure she could perceive through the
grating: it was Gaston de Colobricres. After having wandered
all day through the streets of the great city, with the melan-
choly weariness of a poor stranger who knows not what is to
become of him in the midst of this splendid and muddy
labyrinth, he had come, harassed with fatigue and shivering
with cold, to repose himself in the house of God until the hour
should arrive when he could present himself at the parlour of
the convent of La Misericorde. Anastasia felt immediately
consoled on perceiving her brother; she began to experience
the compensations which there are in a monastic life, and to
feel the infinite value which the constant suppression of all our
desires, all our wishes, all our inclinations, gives to the slightest
gratification of them. A gentle emotion caused her heart to
beat; her eyes, which during this day had been so frequently
moistened with tears, now overflowed with joy, and she mur
mured to herself with indescribable tenderness:—

*“My dear Gaston! it is hel”

Perhaps Mademoiselle de Colobrieras was mot the euly
ﬁerscn oonscious of the presence of this handsome young man,

¢ had advanced modestly a,mon% the devout women wha
were repeating their paternceters before the high altar, and
after having prayed in aw erect position for an instant, had
seated himself, hat in hand, and his head alightly drooping
upox%hfs breast, in an attitude of pensive meditation. Gaston de
Qolobricres wag truly a charming cavalier and was remarkable
for his gocd mien and carriage, despite the shgh'tx antiquated

taste of his costume. He worg the new coat which his mother
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had had made for him at the memorable epoch when the baron
roceived the five hundred crowns arising from the sale of
Belveser. The village tailor, who had been called in to fashion
this garment, had conscientiously employed all the stuff pur-
chased by the baroness, and consequontly the skirts floated
halfway down the leg, and the lapels could at need have
crossed from one shoulder to another. But the slight and
fully moulded figure of the young man gave a sort of
istinction to this species of sack; and although he did not
wear powder like the youths of the day, and although his
g}ossy black hair was confined at the neck by a simple ribbon,
is features and general appearance were not the less noble
and distinguished.

After the service and while the nuns were withdrawing
from the choir, Anastasia approached La Mere Angelique,
and said {0 ber in a low voice, turning her cyes as she spoke
towards the nave:— .

“That young man yonder is our brother Gaston.”

¢ Oh! my child, how much he resembles our dear Wother!
T recognised him at oncel” replied the superior, in a tone of
affectionate regret.

A quarter of an hour afterwards Gaston presented himsel{
at the parlour grating.

¢ My brother, my dear brother, at length we meet again]”
cried stasia, as if she had found him after a long absence.

La Mere Angelique silently held out her hand to him through
the bars, gazing on him as she did so with a sigh. The idea
that this fine young man thought of becoming a monk, asto-
nished and saddened her. She felt convinced that this voca~
tion must have other motives than those of exalted piety, and
that human passions had a greater share in his decision than
divine love. Gaston, on his side, gazed on her with inex-
pressible sadness; he rocollected this elder sister, although he
was still a child when she was in the first flower of her youth,
He could recall to mind however the fresh beauty, the dimpled
graces of those features which he now beheld again so pale and
serious under the black veil. A tear started to his eye, and he
pressed the cold white hand of the nun to his lips as he said :—

“ Alas! sister, it is the destiny of the fomale branches of our
family to bury themselves in a cloister. Anastasia also has
come to join you.” .

Mere Angelique made a slight movement of the head,
and simply replied:m

+She will perform her probation; then the will of God will
decide. But you, brother, you, chevalier, are you certain of
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your vocation for a monastic life? have you comc to the firm
resolution of taking the vows of the order of St. Francis?”

I know not if it is my vocation,” replied Gaston; *I feel
only in my heart an extreme desire to renounce the world, to
bury myself, as it were, beforehand in the tomb, in order
to flee from the afflictions 2nd pains which arc found upon this
earth—Alas, I wish to die!”

¢« Not yet, my brother; you must wait,” said La Mere Ange-
lique, gravely; ‘you must not commence your novitiate until
you have tried for some time the lifc of the world. A poor

irl cannot attempt this species of probation, but a man ought
1n the first place to contend against ill-fortune, against him-
self. When one is twenty-five years of age, and has a face
and figure like yours, and bears the name of Colobriercs, he
does not go straight to the convent of the Capuchins without
knocking at some other doors first.”

< Oh! brother, I did not venture to say all that to you, but
I thought it,” added Anastasia. “ You must reflect yet a
little before assuming the frock.”

¢ And in the mean time, Monsieur le Chevalier,” continued
La Mere Angclique in an almost playful tone, ““be kind enough
to take a seat. ?[ thought you would be good enough to accept
the supper that our poor convent offered you.”

A lay sister completed the arrangement of the table, and
without violating the sanctity of the cloister Gaston was really
about to sup with the superior of the convent of La Misericorde.
A large wicket constructed in the grating, and which on such
occasions as this could be opened, permitted of a portion of the
table being placed in tho exterior part of the parlour; by this
arrangement the nuns were separated from their guests only
by the dark grating which divided this species of neutral
ground placed between the cloister and the world. The
covers were laid with that careful and scrupulous neatness
which is the luxury of religious houses, and Gastor de Colo-
brieres was treated accorfi to the traditions of monastic
hospitality. The lay sister placed before him a bottle of old
wine, a savoury fowl, and several plates of delicacies; then
she arranged symmetrically at the other end of the table
bread, water, a plate of apples, and a box of dried fruits.

“‘Sup, chevalier; we too are going to partake of a collation,”
said, La Mere Angelique gaily, placing herself at the table after
baving recited aloud the Benedicite. A fourth gunest now
approached familiarly to take his share of the repast; this was
Lambin, who placed his pointed muzzle on the table, turning
with a sigh his dragoh.like eye towards Anastasia whilst the
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goung girl extended her hand and patted him through the
ars of the gmini. g

There was neither stove nor fireplace in the parlour; but
the exterior cold did not penetrate through the massive walls
of this room, the temperature of which was heightened also
by = species of brazier which the lay sister had placed under
the table. Thick curtains were drawn before the windows,
and the atmosphere was im}_)mgnubed with a slight aroma, like
that of the incensc which is burned in churches, The first
view of this monastie interior was severe and forbidding, but
the eye soon became accustomed to it, and the calm, the
silence of the place, acting upon the senses threw the mind
into & not unpleasing state of melancholy. Gaston felt this
influence; the anxieties of his mind became appeased, the most
poignant feelings of his heart became in some sort blanted,
and for the first time for many a day he felt himself living
without effort and without suffering. ~ After supg:ar he leancd
pensively against the grating which scparated him from his
sisters, and said to theth seriously:—

“th are we not still living in the times of the blessed
Robert d’Arbrissel! If now like then, the monks and nuns of
the same institution could live in spiritual and temporal com-
munion, praying in the same church, inhabiting the same house,
I would not hesitate, I would immure myself along with you,
My sisters: you are happy here—"

¢ Yes, when we have no other thought than our salvation,”
replied La Mere Angelique, ‘‘when we follow the ways of the
Lord without ever casting a glance backward, and are entirely
detached from worldly things s but he who is not without hatred
us well as without love for the world ought not to come to us.
Monsieur le Chevalier, we will speak no more of your vocation;
fet us think rather on the means of establishing you for some
months in this modern Babylon, which T know not it is true,
but whose perilous ways and whose frightful Emaipioes I can
fauncy. And first of all we must caleulate your little resources.”

1 am rich, madam,” replied Gaston with a smile, drawing
from his pocket the purse and sort of casket which the baro-
ness hod given him.  * As the locks of the hostelry where I
put up did not m to me very solid, I took the precaution
of cﬁ“r’ying m; ¢ about my n.”

“We will keep it here; that is still safer,” said La Mere
Anﬁ,eliqwe. I will lock up both money and jewels for you
in the copvent treasury.”

Bo saying she rose and opened with a key which she drew
trom her pocket the double locks of an iron safe let in to the
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wall. Anastasia having turned her head mechanically in that
direction, experienced almost the same astonishment as Agatha
de Colobrieres had done when she beheld the six-franc pieces
and the louis-d'ors which rolled in waves from Pierre Marag-
non’s half open valise.

* Ah, heavens!” cried she, * what riches!” .

“1t s the treasure of our poor convent,” replied La Mure
Angelique with a satisfied smle; it is the money which we
amass to divide with those houses of the order in which they
know not how to work as we do. The family of Notre Dame de
la Misericorde is numerous and necessitous. Those who are
admitted into it engage themselves to work all their lives for
their fellow-creatures. Besides the three religious vows, they
make a fourth, that of receiving all young women of quality
who, unable to establish themselves in the world and not even
possessing dower suflicient to enter another convent, seek a
refuge in La Misericorde. Many come, my child, and this
innocent flock must be fed. Almighty Providence, and the
Iabour of our dear sisters, provide their subsistence. According
to the spirit of the rules, their lives are divided between ac-
tion and contemplation ; they pass cach day an hour in the
choir, and the remainder of their time they employ in fabri-
cating those mundane adornments the value of which you see
here. The intention sanctifies the work, and the demon re-
joices not when the vanity of the age furnishes daily bread for
the children of God.”

«But, my dear mother,” said Anastasia, ** why do they not
work thus in all houses of the order ?”

** Because there are certain monasteries whers a life of con-
templation is led in preference to one of action,” replicd La
Mere Angelique simply ; ¢ thore are several roads leading to
salvation: Saint Martha and Saint Mary equally went to
heaven.”

Ei%ht o'clock struck at this moment. The superior rose.
“The evening recreation is over,” said she; * our sisters
u’.li‘ehgoing to prayer. My daughter, bid your brother good-
night.”

& Alas! already ?” murmured Gaston de Colobrisres.

** Good-night, brother !—good-night, Lambin !I” snid Anas-
tasin, extending her two little hands through the grating.—
“Adien until to-morrow, Gaston; my dear mother gives
you’permission to return.”

“Yes, every day,” added La Mcre Angelique. ** May God
keep you, my dear child!”
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CHAPTER V.

Tum presence of Gaston de Colobrieres had for the moment
consoled Anastasia; but so soon as he was gone, sp soon as
she found herself once more in that long, sombre corridor,
Eoopled with its figures of saints which seemed to rise before

er in dim array, and point to the symbols of their martvr-
dom—she relapsed into a state of nervous terror.

The evening {)]rayers lasted scarcely a quarter of an hour,
and as soon as they were over the nuns retired in silence to
their several cells. Anastasia ascended to the novices' quar-
ter, and entered with them into their dormitory. A lay sister
opened the door of the last cell, lighted the iron lamp which
hung against the wall, saluted Mademoiselle de Colobrieres
with an ave, Maria, and left her alone in her narrow chamber.

The cells were furnished in the same simple style as the
rest of the house; a prie-Dieu, a table, a chair, a curtainless
bed, and a few prints attached to the walls, composed the en-
tire furniture, which in a certain degree recalled to her mind
the little chamber she had occupied at her father's chateau,
and which she had shared for one night with Mademoiselle
Maragnon. Saddened by the recollection, the young girl
mechanically raised her eyes to search for the heraldic thistle,
and the cherubs with their outspread wings which had for-
merly smiled upon her each morning on awaking from the
slumbers of the night; but perceiving only the blackened
beams which crossed the ceiling, and the hideous images which
seemed to grin at her from the wall, she began to weep bit~
terly as she recalled to mind with transports of grief the
dilapidated roof of her old and cherished home. It seemed as
if an immeasurable distance separated Colobrieres from the
spot where she now was, and as if she lived in another hemi-
sphere, upon a quarter of the globe not lighted by the same
stars. Prompted by a sudden impulse she ran to the window
and gazed upwards at the heavens. The breeze had scattered
the clouds, the atmosphere was pure, and the stars sparkled
in the firmament like diamonds of a sombre hue, while, brilliant
above all, shone the constellation of Orion amidet the dark
azure of infinite space. Anastasia recognised with a feelin
bordering on transport the radiant sign towards which she
s0 often raised her eyes during her evening walks upon the
terrace of the chatean. It seemed to her asthough & ray from
those tranquil orbs descended upon her. imparting peace and
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comflort to her afflicted mind. She closed her window gently,
and slowly made the areuit of ber chamber, lamp in hand, as
if o igrise herself with the objects it contained. ,
first examined the prie-Dieu: it was empty, save that upon
the little desk had placed an hour-glass aud the form
of prayer used by the community. The table was as naked
a8 the pris-Dieu, and the parrow couch with its white cover-
let recalled to her mind the funereal bed on which reposed
the holy founder of the bouse. While pursuing her investi-
tions, Mademoiselle de Colobrieres raised her towards
prmts upon the wall, and she then perceived upon the
white-washed surfhce certain characters traced with some sharp
instrument. It was no easy task to decipher the sense of these
nneven and half-effaced letters; however Anastasia succseded
in reading & name-—-the profane name of Hector—and a little
further on the following extract frowa the book of Job My
dnys are past, my purposes are broken off, even the thoughts
of my heart. TZey change the night into day: the light is
short because of darkness  If I wait, the grave is mine house:
I have made my bed in the darkness. And where is now my
hope? as for m&ehope, who shall see it? They shall go down
to the bars of it, when our rest together is in the dmst.”
Anastasia pmxthe lamp upon the prie-Diett and seated
herself at the foot of her bed, her eyes fixed upon the lines
which some novice, perhaps the last occupant of the cell, had
traced upon the damp plaster. Nothing was left to complete
the sense of this inscription; no other trace remained of her
whose hand had written these gloomy words. She had passed
by like a traveller in an inn, who disappears from the seeme
¥ ace to another inmate, without even leaving
2 name in the abode comon to all. Mademoiselle de Colos
brietes reflected long on the fate of this unknown, who had
beruesthed to ber as a remembrance these thoughts of death;
but et length, exhausted with fatigue and frozen with
opld, she stretched herself with a shudder upon her pallet, and
into & hm slumber.
« Daylight had not yet & when a feeble light shini
pn Anastasia's face awoke her. It wag the superior who
geutly entered her cell. In ona hand she held her lamp, snd
 tha other she carried the robe and scapulary of the order,
Te white fame of the lamp shove full u hermmon,
he goatle gravit 'ofwhohvum%:x?tka o of tad
mess.  Seen by t she was 60 besutifnl thai the
girl, snddendy ratised s +desp sleop, fancied at first

g

g
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she Leheld an apparition, and that the figure of one of tke
blessed was approaching her bed.

“ My dear child,” said the nun, showing ber the grey stuff
dress, ‘“here is your new garmens. I do not think it right
that you should solemnly take the veil. That cercmony is a
first engagement for which you are not yet prepared. In sim-
ply exchanging your secular habiliments for the dress of the
srder you are but a postulant, and remain in the same eondi-
tion as those persons of the world whom we permit to share
our spiritual retreat,”

¢ Alas! mother,” replied Anastasia with a sigh, ““can Tever
return to the world »”

 After a year's probation we shall see, my child,” answered
La Mere Angelique; *“until then you will not assume a rcli-
gious name ; you shail <till he Mademoiselle de Colobricres.”

¢ Mother, you are awaie that no daughter of our house has
retained this name until her death,” obscrved Anastasia in a
melancholy tone.

“ Not even our aunt Agatha,” said the superior with asigh.
““We have cecn what vocation was hers!  What would have
become of that poor soul, had not Providence watched over
her safety?”

Oh! my dear mother,” evied Anastasia, with oxtreme as-
tonishment, *‘then you approve of the marriage of our aunt
Agatha with Pierre Maragnon 2”

“Yes, my daughter, I do approve of it,” replied La Mere
Angelique ; 1 was better, a thousand times better, that she
should remain in the world by beeoming the wife of a ple-
beian, than have entered the cloister to make a bad nun.”

¢ Can there possibly be bad nuns?” murmured Anastasia,
involuutarily raising her eyes towards the lugubrious verses
traced upon the wall.

 Yes, my daughter, there are such,” replied the superior ;
““and I have had the grief to behold, even in this house, nuns
who inwardly detested their vows, incurring by this secret
rebellion condign punishment.  Consequently, it is not until
after a Jong proof that I admit novices to make their profes-
sion. After the vesture T watch more attentively than ever
for symptoms of their vocation, and if T perceive the slightest
lukewarmness T postpone their final vows. The Lord has
blessed my intentions; there are now no longer amongst us
any of those despairing souls, and all our sisters advance with-
out effort in the path of salvation.”

« Sometimes, my dear mother, novices are found who do
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not persevere in their religious vocation,” said Anastasia, hesi-
tatingly ; ‘“therc are some who do not obtain Lere the conso-
lations and repose they expected ?”

« Tt is true, my daughter. To these latter I point out the
door of the cloister still open for their retreat ; they must
return to the world which they regret. Alas! when they
cannot—"

¢« When they cannot?” repeated Anastasia.

«They dio!” replied La Mere Angelique, sadly.

¢t And the novice who occupied this cell before me—is she
dead, mother ?” continued Mademoiselle de Colobricres

“Who told you that, my child?” demanded the superior
in astonishment ; ¢ who has spoken to you of that poor girl?”

Anastasia pointed with her finger to the wall, and made a
sign to La Mcre Angelique to read what was written beside the
print of Notre Dame des Douleurs. The superior slowly de-
ciphered the ill-formed characters, and as she by degroes com-
prehended the meaning of the inscription, her eyes filled with
tears. When she bad finished the perusal of the lines, she re-
turned to Anastasia and simply remarked :—

«She was called in the world Mademoiselle de Lansac j—
she was an orphan and without fortune. A young and wealthy
cavalier of good birth loved her and wished to marry her,
but hKis father threatened to disinherit him if he persisted
in this project; their union thus became in fact impossible,
for Mademoiselle de Lansac was herself of too good g family
to pass over the affront of such a refusal. Like all young
ladies of birth who have no dowry wherewith to enter a con-
vent, she came here. Unhappily this house, where she was
received and welcowmed in her distress, could not afford her a
refuge against the inward pangs she brought hither. Fur two
years she languished in alternate paroxysms of fervour and
disgust, despair and tranquillity ; then she died.”

s"I:.‘his simple narrative deeply affccted Anastasia.  There
existed o painful similarity between Mademoiselle de Lansac’s
destiny and her own. She raised her drooping face, bathed
in tears, and repeated in her heart the words of Job:—The
tomb will be my dwelling, and I will repose in cternal dark-
ness.”

At this moment the parlour clock struck five, and almost at
the same moment the bell began to ring.

It is the first bell for mass,” said La Mere Angelique;
““dress yourself, my daughter; we must descend to the choir.”

Thus admonished, Mademoiselle de Colobrieres put on the
robe of grey cloth and the white scapulary, twisted up herlong
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pad silky tresses and concenled them under the beguin, and
assumed the guimpe and the veil. This grave and severe

imparted to her features an indescribable beauty, and
one might have imagined her a St. Theresa in the melan-
choly fervour of her first vocation, whan, still retained by the
world but already aspiring to Heaven, she prayed, prostrated
in her oratory, and closing her ears to the nocturnal serenades
of the young cavaliers of Avila. La Mere Angelique with her
own hands attached the crucifix to the breast of the young
novice, after which she said to her:—

“My dear child, you are about to recommence to-day all
you did yesterday; here one day exactly resembles another,
and you may know beforehand the employment of your life to
it= very last hour.”

Gaston de Colobrieres passed an hour every evening in the

Jour of the Convent of La Misericorde; the remainder of

is time he spent in a very decultory manner, not knowing
how to employ the long and dreary days. At first he had
endeavoured to distract his thoughts from their accustomed
channel, and even to amuse himself a little; but he knew not in
truth in what consisted the pleasmes of the great city, and he
confined himself to strolling through the streets and gazing into
the shop-windows like a poor provincial as he was. Every-
thing concurred to increase his weariness; it was still the depth
of winter, and the heavens, obscured from morning until night
by motionless leaden-coloured clouds, distilled a contimual
drizzling rain amid the foggy atmosphere. Gaston took many a
melancholy walk through the busy crowds, by whom he was
elbowed on all sides, and amongst which he in vain sought for
one friendly countenance. Lambin also trotted after his master
with drooping tail and downcast visage through this labyrinth
of streets, and more than onze the ill-advised passengers who
chanced to tread ou his toes experienced the effect of his ill
humour.

Gaston however soon became tired of these endless and
aimless rambles, and no longer quitted the house during the
day, but awaited in his apartment the hour when he could re-
EL‘ to the conveat. The day followin{his arrival in Paris,

e had, upon tha recommendation of La Mére Angelique,
vemoved his effects to the dwelling of a devout woman who
kept & sort of furnished lodging-house in the Rue de la Par-
cheminerie. A few students in law and medicine, young'men
of regular habits and good morals, overflowing with science
but very light of cash, were his fellow inmetes; bup Gastom
was too timid and too shy to make acquaintanoe with them,
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and all the intimacy existing between them was confined to a
passing salutation when they chanced to meet on the staircase.
The young cavalier's lodging consisted of a single chgmber
on the fourth floor, the furniture of which was at least af dila-
pidated as that of the apartment he occupied in his father's
chatean. But although worn out, it presented & very different
&) nce from that at Colobrieres. There the remeins of the
of furniture still displayed some traces of past splendour; and
it was apparent that time alone with its unsparing hand had
tarnished the gilded wainscoting, and torn in fragments the
rich hangings. In the house of the Rue de la Parcheminerie,
on the contrary, there were only worn out articles of modern
furniture, and it was evidently the careless hands of three ox
four generationsof students which had marbled them with stains
and disfigured them with rents innumerable. The bedstead
of painted wood was garnished with curtains too short by half
a yard, and repaired throughout their entire length with a
multitude of patches. A rickety arm-chair, through the tattered
covering of which protruded handfuls of cow-hair, was placed
in front of a table covered with a cloth which was formerl
black, but had long since assumed & dull rusty hue, spot
tiger fashion, with large stains of ink. Two straw-bottomed
chairs, on which it was necessary to sit down with the test
caution, accompanied the arm-chair. Above the chimney-
piece was a mirror of considerable dimensions, but of so green
a shade that those who looked at themselves in it recoiled at
first in terror at the aspect of their own faces, which appeared
to them as livid as that of a corpse. In compensation, how-
over, the mantel-shelf was adorned with 4 timepiece of cogper
gilt; but as this latter was unfortunately out of order, the
works had been removed and the framework only left standing.
The mistress of ‘the house had certainly warned Gaston of this
accident, assuring him at the same time that it would be re-
paired with as little delay as possible; but as she had made the
same speech to every new lodger for the last fiftcen years there
existed not theslightest chance of young Colobrieres ¢ver hearing
the hour strike in his apartment. A wardrobe, the drawers
of which had not closed from time immemorial, and a mat
which served as a bed for Lambin, completed the furniture.
The gay room-papers which now-a-days decorate the hum-
blest &han‘ets were still at this period a species of luxury, and
the walls of this bachelor apartment had been originally plastered
with a coating of the most brilliant yellow ochre, the {ively tone
of which had ﬁ:idually softened down to pale nankecn. The
students who had snoceeded other in the chamber had embel-
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lished this uniform groundwork with a erowd of arabesques
thed with charooal, inndmamb}: seﬂenae:h and d::wf?;u of

1 eomposition, an ch or Latin es, the fruits
of their po«hicg:l?;ure. During rainy days pooy?G-a.sbon, im-
muved in his chamber, read as a sort of pastime these flowers
of rhetoric, freshly culled from the imaginations of his prede-
wessors.  ‘They consisted for the most part of amorous ditties,
‘madrigals to adorable unknowns, and frequently elegies to
Faithless mistresses. Amidst all this nonsense there were here
and there sentences full of deep thought, bursts of passion,
reflactions pregnant with painful truths, which found an echo
in Gaston’s heart—that pining and sorrowing heart which time
was unable to cure. .

It is not impossible to live in solitude when we are sur-
rounded with the mighty spectacles of nature, when we see
stretehed before us the vast expanse of ocean or the boundless
firmament of Heaven. Human voices are then hushed, but we
hear other voices speaking to our souls. These sounds which
spring np on every fide around us people the most desert

ions: we are no longer alone upon the shore on which the

tide dashes with melancholy murmur, nor upon the lone raoun-
tait crest rourd which the storm howls and rages, nor in the
sombre forest amid the singing of the birds, nor on the arid
#ands whose silence is broken ouly by the vague harmonies
floating through the air. But solitude amid a crowd saddens
and terrifies the heart ; we wander blindly through this frightful
desert where the incessant hum of unknown voices sounds in
our ears, where living walls on all sides arrest our gaze.
Gaston de Colobrieres soon experienced this painful solitude.
As soon as he had satisfied the first feelings of curiosity which
bad him’to gaze around in order to see the place in
which he was about to sojourn, he turned away his eyes and
wunk still deeper into that state of mournful gloom which
was slowly wasting him away. His days were now t in
alternate fits of violent resolution and abject despair. At
“one time he longed for an active life, for the perils of a
rofession in which he should expose his life every day, and
Be wished to become a soldier: at another time he would turn
his thonghts towards the cloister, and ask himself if it were
not better to immure himself at once in a living tomb where
be might drag on his weary existence until death should relieve
him from his sufferings. There was hut one hour out of the
twenty-four that did not hang heavy on his hands: it was
that which he epent in the evening at the conveat of La
. Misericorde with his sisters. The one was happy in her severe
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profession, the other appesred resigned. La Mere Angelique
was moreover gifted with a strong mind and a gentle and
screne tem(iler which communicated itself to all who approached
ber. Tts cheering influence restored calmness and courage to
Gaston’s heart ; in her presence he no longer felt so unhappy,
and, notwithstanding her penetration, she fancied that
most young men of his age he allowed himself to float down
the stream of life, indifferent as to the end of his vxaﬁe.
She never however left him alone in the parlonr with hi
sister Anastasia, dreading perhaps for beth those bursts of
affection and those mutual confidences by which their hearts
might become unduly excited. Without exactly knowing the
state of their hearts, she suspected that certain fondly-cherished
and prinful recollections were ever present to them, and she
sought to remove from their reach the dangerous consolation
of abandoning themsolves to their mutual grief. It was be-
sidey all that she could foresce.

Ananstasia frequently spoke of her mother, and recalled to
mind those she had left behind her in the world, but she never
once pronounced the name of Eleonora, and Gaston imitated
her reserve: there was never any mention made of the Ma-
ragnon family in the presence of La Mere Angﬁlique. Some-
times the young novice would describe to her brother the life,
at once cai’m and monotonous, which they led in the convent.

¢¢ It is surprising,” she would say to him, *‘ we perform the
same tasks every day, we take the same recreations, we recite
the same prayers—in short, commence over again every morn-
ing the occupations of the preceding day—and yet the time
flies swiftly on in this monotonousround. Here to live long or
to die soon appears a matter of perfect indifference.”

Once, however, the superior has ing for a°moment left the
perlour, Gaston approached the grating beside which Made-
moiselle de Colobrieres was seated, and leaning his head against
the bars he said to her in a low vaice :—

“ Alas! my dear Anastasia, is it indeed true that those who
inhabit this holy dwelling no longer remember the world—no

ger experience either sorrows or reprets ?”

**T should have been dead long ago,” murmured the yoang
girl in reply, “had not the picty, the affection, the angelic
virtue of my dear mother sustained me.”

**Just heaven | my poor sister, what doI hear!” cried Gaston,

“ And yet I do not desire to return to the world,” continued
Mademoiselle de Colobrieres, in a tone of rervous excitements
“when I find m too unhappy here, I think of what js
passing yonder——brother! they are married now!”
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“Yes, we must remain!” murmured Gaston in a stifled
voice; *we must remain here, for they will return to Bel-
veser!”

La Mere Angelique at this moment entered the parlour, and
resumed the conversation where it had becn broken off, with-
out appearing to lpercmve that the tears still trembled in the
downcast eyes of Anastasia, and that Gaston de Colobrieres
was deadly pale.

Easter approached, and during the holy week no one was
admitted to the superior's parlour. The community of La
Misericorde observed the strictest retirement, and embraced a
life of contemplation ; the workroom was closed, and pious
exercises occupied «ever{l hour of the day. This temporary
scparation nearly overwhelmed Gaston’s remaining strength,
and he pined away with weariness and grief. No one around
him could perceive his sufferings, and he supported them with
the apathetic resignation of despair. Every morning the
servant who put his room in order found him up and seated
at his window, his cyes mechanically turned towards the op-
posite house, which with its six stories overtopped that in
which he lived, intercepting from him at the same time both
air and sunshine. The clumsy wench, in her coarse cotton
petticoat, would hastily arrange his bed, rake up the logs of
wood which burned slowly upon the handful of ashes, and
would then cast a sidelong glance upon the poor young man,
whose scber habits she observed with disdain, a.ndy exclaim in
her rough, harsh voice:—

“Will monsieur take his cup of milk this morning, and shall
I bring up also a penny loaf?”

«Yes, I shall be much obliged to you,” Gaston would reply
without turning his head.

A moment afterwards the frightful Hebe would return with
the breakfast, and before plaving it on the table would stretch
out her rapacious hands to grasp the sou pieces which Gaston
had previously left for her on the mantelpiece. Then she
would cast a glance at Lambin, whose rough hide bristled up
at the mere sight of her, salute Gaston with the usual empty,
formal sentence, *“Can I do anything more for you, sir?”
and without waiting for his reply, would retire, grumbling
to herself; “I wonder which of the two eats this grand break-
fast? Upon my faith, I believe it is the dog.”

And she was not mistaken. The mistress of the house, who
was & devotee, strict in the performance of her duties and
exquisitely polite, ascended onge to inquire after the heslth of
her lodger, and as he assured her he was quito well she was
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perfectly satisfied to believe him and proceeded to church to
repeat her paternoster.

The holy week passed away in this manner. On Easter-
day Gaston roge from his bed a little revived at the thought
that in the evening he should once more go to the convent of
La Misericorde and see Anastasia and La Mére Angelique in
the parlour. He feared, however, lest his strength should fail
him and he should be unable to reach the convent; the slow
mental fever had blanched his cheek, and he supported himself
with difficulty o his tottering limbs. When the servant had
finished arranging hie room, he dragged his arm-chair to the
open window, and leaning his elbow on the balcony, raised
his eyes to the small scrap of blue sky which could just be
perceived betwcen the lofiy houses of the Rue de la Parche-
minerie. A warm breath of wind fanned his face, rustling
the leaves of a sickly looking plant which vegetated on the
balcony of a neighbouring window. He felt that the glad
spnng was returning once more, and that the sun, whose
radiant disk he was unable to perceive, shone down upon the
black roofs of the modern Babylon. Then in imaﬁum' tion he
visited that lovely clime where the roses flourish all the year,
he recalled to mind the green hedges, under whose sheltering
boughs the delicate anemones and pale primroses were already
opening their petals to the gentle airs of heaven, he once
more roamed through the wild glades of the Goatherd’s Valley.
In imagination, he followed through this bright and laughing
scene a fair young girl, who sometimes crossed with agile
the rugged rocks, sometimes seated herself pensively by the
path side on the trunk of some fallen willow, and anon,
ascended towards the Capuchin’s Rock, and bent her lovely
face over the sleeping waters of the little lake.

A gentle tap at the door dispersed the images of this
delightful day-dream. Lambin raised his head and cocked
his ears with a frightened air, while Gaston de Colobrieres
said, without turning round:—

* 'What is that? o’s there?”

*"Tis I,” replied La Rousse, entering the room, her black
felt bonnet upon her head, her little bundle in her hand, and
her thick-soled Jeather shoes splashed to the ankle.

“What! is that you?” said Gaston, stupified with amaze-
ment.

The poor girl was pale with emotion and joy; she let her
little bundle fall, and sank upon & chair, saying:—

« T must sit down, savi?& your favour, Monsieur le Cheve-
lier; my limbs fhil me. ! T have walked so far.”
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¢ And what did Xou come here for, my child?” interrupted
Gaston, uneasy and yet touched at secing her artive thus.

“T came to give you news of M. le Baron and her ladyship

‘mother,” replied she; ¢ all at the castle are well, thanks

to heaven, saving Mademoiselle Anastasia's birds which

have been rather lanpuishing since her departure. I wished

to bring her one or two of them in o cage, she would perhaps
have liked 10 sce them again; but Tonin advised me not.”

“ And he was quite right!” said Gaston. < And you made
the journey on foot®” ¢

“Yes, walking.” re‘ﬂied La Rousse; “I started three weeks
ago, on 8t. Joseph's day.”

¢ And was it with my mother's permission that you under-
took the journey?” asked Guaston again.

*Y said nothing about it to the baroness; she would perhaps
have prevented e coming,” replied the girl with some em-
barrassment.  «X did not mention my idea to any one save old
Tonin, who did his best to dissuade me, but he was not able,
poor man "

“But,” continued Gaston, *“‘you must have been aware
that both my father and my dear mother have written 1o let
me know how they were. 1 also have sent two letters, and
there was no necemsity for your undertaking so long a journey
-—two hundred and f%rty leagues on foot—-"

“J would have gone a thousand to sec you again, Monsieur
le Chevalier!” replied La Rousse, impetuously.

At these words Gaston de Colobricres began to have a
glimmering of the truth. The simple-hearted 15grout_i: blushed
slightly, and turned away his eyes with the shy timidity of
the beautifal Hippolytus.

«I fully expected you would reproach me,” continued La
Rousse in a calmer tone, and with a certain sadness of man-
ner. *¥You are a little angry with me because I have come
without your permission, but you see I could not live youder
knowing the way you were in here. Monsieur le Baron read
us aloud the letter in which you spoke of the streets of Paris,
and of the bad weather, and of your chamber where you were
alone with Lambin, 'We wopt, because we felt that you must
be suffering greatly. That ides never left my mind, and the
same evening I u{z’l to Tonin—* T must go and scek vur {ov.mg
master ; I will take care of him, and he will be no om
alone, for I will keep him company. As $o the journey;
does not trouble me much ; it Is not as if one was obliged to
cross the sea; one can go by land to Paris. I have no need
either_afomiage or horses my limbs will carry me.” Wel,
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Y then made my little arrangements. It is now seven years
Inst Christimas Zinoe I entered the service of the baroness, X
had three crowns a year wages, out of which I never 3
much. At the end of the year I had always about ten livres
nemnining, which I used to lend to my godfather, Master
Tiste. The good man returned me half of this money, I
made up my best clothes into the little bundle you sec here
and started on my journcy. Tonin had warned me that Paris
was such a great city that one might as well ook for a needle
in a bundle of hay as go from door to door seeking for any
one; but the baron well knew the address he had put on his
letter, I begged him to tell it me, and I remembered the
namo of the street and the number of the house ; so by asking
my way I was able to come straight here. Oh, sir, do not be
angry with me! Look at poor Laumbin how glad he is to see
me again ! he has been whining with joy ever since I came in.
‘Well, and I have done right in coming. Consider how ill you
are served here! your bed is not half made, and there is dust
everywhere—and thea T think yon look paler and thinner than

ou used to do—Stay! I am pale too,” added she, perceiving
Ker face in the glass. ¢ Gracious! does the air of Paris make
one look s0?”

“No, my child,” replied Gaston de Colobrieres, smiling ;
“I have been rather unwell these last few days—that has
made me pale; and as for you, it is the green glass which
gives you that livid tint.”

““You have been illI” cried La Rouse, gazing anxiously on
Gaston's sunken cheek.

“T am better—I am quite woll,” replied he, * my poor
Madeleine; speak no more of that.” Then he added with some
embarrassment:—°* It is of you that we must now think.
‘What are we to do? You will not be so comfortable here as
Tt ﬁt:.he Chatean de Colobrieres, and you will soon regret having
eft it.”

“1, regret!” cried she; ‘“never! I have been tooun
for the?last few months, and.yet the baron and bm
were ve;y kind to me. Since Mademoisclle Anastasia's de-
parture I was constantly with the baroness ; in the afternoons
she kept me beside her on the terrace, whilst the baron played
his game of bowls with Tonin. Frequently in the evening I
brought my sewing to the table, and on g\mday I watched
them ph{ af eards. But all that only increased my weariness.
I about the chateau look?;qifon every side as if to seek
you, and when I thought to myself that you werc gone for
ever X wonld burst out arying. T ) vt
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room door I would somehow tremble all over: the very sight of
the places where I was accustomed to meet yon produced ihe
same effect. I could no longer bear to go near them ; X was
in despair night and day. You say that I shall not find my-
self so comfortable here. Ah! Monsieur le Chevalier, you do
not know how I have wept yonder!”

. ‘l: I understand,” murmnred Gaston de Colobrieres, with a
sigh.
gHe did in fact now begin to comprehend the passion which
La Rousse had just analyzed in her own way, and which
perhaps she hardly even confessed to herself. This discov:

ieved him. Although Madeleine was a very pretiy girl,

espite her red hair and colourless complexion, he was by no
means charmed at having made the conquest of her affections,
and she inspired him only with a certain feeling of compassion
mingled with uneasy scruples. He began to reflect upon what
he was to do with La Rousse: the situation in which he was
placed was awkward and embarrassing ; in his position he had
no occasion for a servant, and it was not a very easy matter
to find out and to propose to her another condition. The case,
however, was urgent; it was necessary to find her some suita-
ble shelter, and to obtain her consent to be taken thither at
once. Gaston's thoughts naturally reverted to the convent of
La Misericorde.

¢ Contentment has taken away all my fatigue already,”
said the young girl rising from her seat. ‘ Well, Monsieur
le Chevalier, what commands have you to give me?”

¢ None at all,” replied Gaston; ‘I have nothing for you
to do. Take this cup of milk and this penny loaf and eat
some breakfast.” ’

T am not hungry: joy has taken away all my appetite,”
said she, sighing and turning towards Gaston de Colobrieres
ger light grey eyes, animated with & sort of languishing ar.

our.

“Listen to me, La Rousse,” resumed he in a tone of

tle authority, ** you canwsot remain here: I have neither

e means nor the will to keep you with me; but I kmow &

g}ace where you will be able to live happily and comforta-
) il

“ You are going to send me away from you!” cried the poor
girl in a doleful voice. . .

A place where I go every day,” continued Gaston. °

* And where X be able to see you?” interrupted she

ain,
‘g“ApMe where you will onoo more meet Mademoisello
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Anastasia,” continued he, evading the question. ¢ She will
be very glad ta see you again.”

¢ Holy Virgin! you wish me to go to the convent!” ex~
claimed La Eusse in consternation, but a little consoled,
however, by the thought that Gaston was not going to send
her away altogether.

#Certainly 3 I must take you there this evening,” replied
Gaston de Colobricres. “In the mean time, we will go and
hear mass at the church of Saint Severin hard by, and then
afterwards, if you fancy it, you can go and take a walk with
Lambin to see the city.”

As she still appeared to be in a state bordering on despair,
and as it was evident that respect alone prevented her from
bursting into tears and rebelling against his authority, Gaston
undertood the task of convincing her. He spoke to her fora
len; of time, sometimes authoritativeli, sometimes gently,
and at length succeeded. She resigned herself to enter asa
lay sister into the convent of La Misericorde.

In the evening Gaston arrived in the parlour with La
Rousse. Neither he nor his sister suspected the sort of accuss-
tion which she had preferred against them, and which had
exercised so great an influence on their father's determination
Anastasia greeted her joyfully, and was much touched at the
mark of devotion she had shown Gaston. La Mere Angelique
coneented without difficulty to receive her into the convent,
and before giving her in charge to the lay sister who was to
introduce her into the house she was permitted to remain for
a few moments in the parlour. Anastasia questioned her mi-
nutely upon all that had passed at the chateau and in the
neighbourhood since her departure ; she inquired after all the
villagers she had been accustomed to see on Sundays at mass,
and informed herself of the events which had taken place in
their several families ; but it was not until the last moment,
when La Rousse was leaving the parlour, that she said to hex
with suppressed emotion, and slmost trembling:—

¢ my consin, Mademoiselle Eleonora Maragnon, can
you give me any news of her also?”

“ She is at Belveser,” replied La Rousse, laconically.

“ Ah!” murmured Anastasia in a feeble voice, * she has re-
turned there after her marringe.”

“ What marriage ?” exclaimed La Rousse, in astonishment.

‘*Hgr own marriage,” replied Mademoiselle de Colobrieres.

*¢ Bhe ie not married!” said the young waiting-maid.

* Not married!” repested Gaston, looking towards his sister,

Both had turned pale on hearing these words; butno other
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:ﬁ}nptom of emotion hetrayed the surprise and joiwi&h which
is unexpected news had filled them. Anastama kept silence,

and Gaston merely remarked with an appearance of indiffer-

ENnCe "

. ‘“Indeed! can you give us any intelligence of what is pass-

ing there, and why my cousin’s marriage has been put off 2”

““'Was she going to be married then ?” said La Rousse in a
dry tone of voice. ‘‘Noone knew anything of it in the
country. But what is very certain, is that she s still single—
I know no more.”

¢« You may retire, my child,” said La Mere Angelique,
pointing to the door where a lay sister awaited her.

From this day Gaston de Colobrieres and his sister had an
additional pang to endure. A painful impression quickl
succeeded 10 the joy which the words of La Rousse had Id{
in these suffering minds ; they fell into a state of cruel anxiety,
for they were now reduced to tremblo and shudder in the ex-
pectation of an event which they had believed to be already ac-
complished. Gaston returned to his garret, sadder, more worn
with care, more unhappy than ever, and Mademoiselle do

rieres remained a prey to bitter uneasiness, and to the
torments of an imagination exalted by recollections which the
exterior calm and unvarying routine of a convent life only
inflamed the more.

The rule, that occult and inflexible power, quickly subdued
the naturally violent and passionate temper of La Rousse, for
the lay sisters were kept in close subjection though they took
only simple vows. The elders watched over the novices in
their humble functions, directing them with that admirable
tact which is the stay and strength of religious communities.
The austere habits of monastic life permitting of no connexion
being established between the lay sisters and the rest of the
communi:{, La Rousse never met Mademoiselle de Colobricres
save in the choir, during the celebration of the conventual
mads which the lay sisterhood attended every day: as to
Gaston, she had not once met him, either in the co ™
the street, where she went but rarely, and then vcngnoi,he
company of a sister of well tried vigilance. ays

Some weeks passed away in this manner. One ino th
superior, in place of retiring according to customfVe e ol
after cvening prayers, proceeded to the quarte§ ®0, o8 €
novices' dormitory was situated, and entered An{® Where eenﬁ
The young girl Kad airoady lnid asido her veil, an® 9% 2% -
{iful Jishovalled Jocks foaved in rich profusion, I e
mantle, over her coarse woollen robe. ke & m ke
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“You look just now like St. Madeleine,” said La Mere
Angelique, passing her hand over Anastasia's jet-black wavin
tresses. “There is no worldly attire so beautiful as this v
bestowed by the hand of the Almighty.”

* Ere long, my dear mother, I must g:sl{)oil myself of it,”
replied Anastasia with a melancholy smile; ‘‘one moment
will see it fall beneath the scis~ors.”

La Mere Angelique shook her head with a sigh, and resumed
in & more serious tone :—

¢ My daughter, I have this day received a letter addressed
to you. According to my duty I unsealed and read it first.
It is from your cousin Mademoiselle Maragnon, and I may
therefore give it to you; here it is.”

¢ Oh! my doar mother, it is Elconora who has written to
me,” murmured Mademoiselle de Colobrieres, trembling and
hesitating to take the letter; “doubtless it announces an
event—Alas! what nced have I of learning what is passing in
the world ?”

*8hall I read it to you, my child?” said the superior,
gently.

She opened the letter and read as follows .—

“FROM THE CHATEAU OF BELVESER, this 20th of May, 17—

*“ My dearcst Cousin,—1t is now some time since I returned
to this dear solitude, towards which my heart had a thousand
times flown back during my absence, and where I fondly hoped
to have met you again; but in place of the wished-for lmppi-
ness I have found only bitter regret. Oh! my dear cousin,
is it possible that you could have thus departed without so
much as leaving a remembrance, an adieu, for your Eleonora?
X could not resign myself to this sad separation, I made in-
quiries, and learned that you were at Paris, in the great con-
vent of La Misericorde. I quickly formed a resolution,
Anastasia, which I am now about to make known to you; you
shall see if my friendship is ln.stinf—_l am about to give youa
sure proof of it. But first of all I must relate to you what has
passed since that melancholy day on which I bade you adieu
at the Capuchin's Rock.

*Om quitting you, I entered the carriage, weeping, and left
Belveser, mﬁ heart torn with regrets which X cannot express
to you. All along the road, I in vain endeavoured to over-
come my grief; I sighed without ceasing and my poor heart
was so full that every instant I felt as though choking with
ﬁy sensations, and ready to burst into sobs and lamentations.

y mother was uneasy ; Mademoiselle Irene said that I
bad the vapours, and made me ill by dint of compelling me to
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inhale her smelling-salts, and talking of the magnificent wed-
di:xﬁ presents, the list of which my uncle Maragnon had al-
re

,shown her. .

‘o %Vhen we arrived at Marseilles I was really ill; I ex-
pected to be married immediately, and this thought caused
me inexpressible agony. Happily I was soon relieved from
this anxiety ; my uncle came to meet us with an expression
of annoimce on, his countenance, and informed us that an.af-
fair of the last importance had obliged Dominick to start sud-
denly for Barcelona, where he would be detained for at least
a fortnight. At this news I embraced him cordially, and felt
my heart unburdened of a great weight. I had then fifteen
days to recruit myself and tranquillise my mind, and after that
fifteen days more, and then a gmh delay of a week; so that
Lent had arrived before the return of my intended, and my
marriage in consequence was again deferred.

* During this lapse of time I had reflected deeply, and had
formed several resolutions ; but 1 dared not open my heart to
ﬂy mother, and still less to iny uncle or Mademoiselle Irene.
oﬁy mother would have asked my reasons for wishing to put

this engagement, and in truth I could have given her none,
My uncle would have treated these ideas as the caprices and
fancies of a child, and Mademoiselle Irene would not have
failed to repeat to me sententiously the axiom which she had
already inflicted upon me atleast twenty times before:—When
the heart of a yonng girl has not pronounced in favour of any
one, she ought to aﬁow herself to be married according to her

arents’ wishes.

“ Amid these perplexitics heaven inspired me with an idea,
& happy idea, which all at once tranquillised me. Then, in

of fearing Dominick’s return, I awaited it with a sort of
1mpatience, and when he arrived I met him with a contented
eountenance. My mother was delighted, as was my uncle
also. Dominick appeared surgrised a4 this reception, and did
not testify much joy at it; but far from feeling vexed with
him for this coldness and reserve, I felt on the contrary a sort
of gratitude which strengthened me in my design. After
supper, when we were all together, I took my cousin’s hand
familiarly and drew him out upon the balcony, where L knew
0o one could hear ns.

¢ ¢ My dear Dominick,’ said I, in the same friendly and fa-
miliar manner with which I used to address him, ‘my dear
Dominick, yon know that they wish our marriage to take place
after Enster. Is there no means of putting it ﬁ—o&’ deferring
it for a year, for instance? We might thus have time to ac-
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custom ourselves to the idea of this marriage which at present

agitates us so much.’

de;: ‘My dear Eleonora,’ replied he, ‘I will do all that yon
n‘e »

. 4 Well, then,” said I to him, ‘ray to your father that you
wish in the first place to take a journey to the Levant; it has
been frequently talked of already, you know, and they were
going to send a clerk of the house in your place.’

¢ % Yes, my father will perhaps listen to that,’ said Domi-
nick, reflecting; ¢ we wish to establish a house at Broos, and
my presence there will be better than an agent’s.”

¢ Then he added, with a sigh—

¢ ¢ But, my poor child, your destiny and mine too, must
nevertheless be accomplished.’

¢+ No matter,’ said I; ¢ at all events it will not be for some
time ’Iy:et.'

¢ Then he took my hand, and continued, in a penetrating
tone—

¢ < Child that you are! You do not see into the depths of

own heart. May Heaven keep you in this ignorance!
As for me, I know what is passing in mine. I know that it
aspires to impossible happiness. Never have I conceived the
slightest hope, never have I endeavoured to realize its visionary
day-dreams. I am resigned. May you act like me! How-
ever, I will now do as you desire.’

‘ 8o saying, he left the balcony. Kight days afterwards he
departed, and we returned to Belveser. Alas! cousin, I then
learned that you had quitted Colobrieres, that you were in the
convent, and that you resolved to take the veil. A sudden
idea then flashed across me as if by inspiration.

“You see, cousin, I am a young %‘rl whose education has
not been by any means completed. My poor mother, having
lost all her other children, brought me up with extreme fond-
ness and indulged me in every whim. Iam a true spoiled child,
and, a#Mademoiselle Irene says, the gifts of nature have not
been cultivated in me. Happily there is still time left to re-
pair this imperfect education. This is what I said to my mo-
ther when supplicating her to place me for a year at the
convent of La Misericorde. I have a whole host of faults,
of which I shall be able to correct myself in your holy house
I shall lose the habit of always obeging only my own will; the
good examples around me will render me humble, submissive,
patient, and I shall fecl so contented living with you that
every duty will scem casy o me. My good mother at first
resisted a lttle, but I gave her such good reasons for this step
that sbe at last yielded. As it had been decided that T should
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leavé France immediately after my marringe for a long tour
abroad, the idea of this separation did not much afflict her,
ahd at length she consented to all that I desired. It 18 now
scttled that I shall enter your convent as a boarder, and my
unecle will himself take me to Patis. My mother, who doats on
the country, and who hag undertaken some exténsive improve.
meirts at the chateau, will rerhain all this year at Belveser with
Mademoiselle Irene.

¢Oh! my dear Anastasia, X shall then see you again! My
poor heart trembles at the thought, and I now experience as
much joy as I felt grief in parting from you.

Do you know, cousin, what my uncle Mataghon #aid to
mb the other day? That I loved you so well that I was capa-
ble of taking the veil in order to pdss my life beside you!

¢ Adieu, my dear friend and sister; you whose sotl is so
peaceable and holy, you who have now perhaps only a little
corner iti your heart for terrestrial affections, love me a little
nevertheless, and pray for your Eleonora.”

Ansstasia listened to tho perusal of this letter with inex-
pressible interest, and with a sort of painful joy, which pehe-
trated het heart and caused the silent téars to course rapidly
down her cheeks.

“ 'Well, iny daughter?” said La Mere Angelique, glancing
at her interrogatively as she spoke.

“Ah! mother,” replicd she, “I rhall be delighted to see
Efeonord again; bui the poor child has no idea of the life we
lead here. She is not aware that the boarders are separated
from the novices, and that she will scarcely ever ses me save
in the choir. I dread for her besides the little privations to
which every one here is subjected. S8he hassbeen brought up
with so much delicacy, and in such a wealthy family. How
will she be able to actustorn herself to the discipline of the
class, and to the dry bread?”

I ath certain she will find herself very comfortable hete,”
replied La Mere Angelique, gravely, It is very evid®ht that
her inclinations are forced with respect to this marriage; we
shall sse how things turh ob by-and-by. « Ih the mean titib,
my dear child, you bave niy germhaioﬂ 9 Wite and say that
we shall be happy to receive her.”
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CHAPTER VI

Ow# morning, about the hour when the busy erowd befins to
circulate tpon the evet-muddy pavement of the central quar-
ter of Paris, a post-chaise suddedly turned the corner of the
Rue du Vieux-Colombier, and stv.q){:ed before the Conveut, of
Notre Dame d¢ la Misericorde. Tha foot passengers drew up
on either side to make w4y for the dusty equipage, and the
citizens of the neighbourliood, hearinig the cracking of the pos-
tillion’s whip, appeared at the thresholds of their shops. As
the novices an anrders who came to reside at the Convent
of La Misericorde seldom arrived in carriages, all eyes werd
turned with curfosity towards the post-chaise, through the
hajf-taised blinds of which might be perceived the bluff,
ruddy, but yel regularly handsome features of & man in the
decline of life, and the delicate profile of a very young, fair,
and slender gitl, as fresh and lovely as a summer flower.

the appearance of these two faces a sort of murmur arose
among the nelghbours and passers-by. It was a sort of stifled
{)xl).rossion of the ideas which at this cpoch fermented in every

rain.

¢ Oh! the monster of a father, going to immure his beatti-
ful child in a convent!” indignantly exclaimed a worthy dame.
“ Bhe iz t6o old to be going as o boarder; she is certainly
about to take the novice's veil.”

“You might just as well say that her unnatural father is
shout 1o bury her alive,” added an old bachelor rentier.
“ What barbarity! To tear from {he bosom of society these
young virgins whom nature had destined to become virtuous
wives and tender mothers; to immure them in the iey soli-
tude of a cloister! Woe to the man who commits this abo-
mihable ctime—the crime of treason against humanity!”

*How mniany-victims huve already disappeared in this
sepulchre!” cricd a gentleman attired in black, tutning towards
the old rentier, as if replying to his ejaculation— how many
innocent beauties immolated to the demon of fanaticism!”

“ Jovez-vous & ma voix, victimes malheureuses!
eveg-vous! entendez mes plaintes doulourcuses!

Accabler avec moi l’op{)resaeur abhorts,

Dont je n'aj pu fléckir le cesur dénaturé .
emphatically declaimed a young clerk—a budding genius
who had read the ** Mélanie” of La Harpe—casting a furious
gla]!;oe upon Uncle Maragnon.

3

uring this explosion” of disjointed sentences, the post.
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chiise had turned ; it entered the little court in front of tho

cloistral buildings, and the heav{ gates of the convent were
noiselessly ¢ in the faces of the curious spectators.
A lay sister ) herself, aided the travellers to alight,

o : llow:d T o meltl'ellllge;, t:l,nd invited tl:iem to enter.
They fol an ill-Ii narrow, and steep stair-
case, which led toan apartment where she left them. This apart-
ment was the exterior portion of the parlour, that which was
reserved for the accommodation of the secular personages who
oame to visit the recluses. The black curtain drawn in front
of the grating formed a lugubrious contrast with the whiteness
of the walls, imparting a certain sepulchral air to the little

artment, through the lozenge-paned window of which strug-
;fed a doubtful and greenish-coloured daylight. The furni-
ture was in keeping with the apartment; a dozen of massive
chairs arranged in a row before the grating seemed to await
the presence of visitors, and a hideous representation of §t.
Lawrence the martyr, suspended opposite the door, gazed at
them eternally from his gridiron. In whatever part of the
room the visitor placed himself he could not escape encounter-
ing his fixed, contracted, and haggard eye, sparkling from
beneath the motionless eyelid.

Uncle Maragnon seated himself upon one of the straw-bot-
tomed chairs, 1n such a manner that his back might be turned
towards the picture of St. Lawrence, took a huge pinch of
snuff, and gazed around him with a certain sensation of uneasi-
ness. Eleonora surveyed the apartment on all sides, clasped
her little hands together, and cried with an air of profound
content—** At last we are at the Convent of La Miscricorde!
‘What tranquillity, what silence! How peacefully ought one
to live here! It is a blessed retreat. It is indeed the house
of the Lord

Uncle Maragnon stared at her wilh astonishment, and
shrugged his shoulders. In his olpinion the atmosphere of the
parlour was p, the ground slippery, the furniture of the
meanest, the picture of St. Lawrence frightful, and the general

of the convent horribly gloomy.

* How impatient I am to see the rest of the housc!” conti-
nued Eleonora; I can already fancy I beheld the cell of my
dear Anastasia, and the cloister, and the garden. Perhaps we
can catch a glimpse of a little corner of the garden through
this window.” .

She ran with the vivacity of 4 child to the casement, placed
her cheek against the opaque glass, but saw nothing save a
l!:la'mk wall, the only openiug 1 which was a grated loop-

oie,
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At this moment a sltiight sound snnounced that some one
had entered the reserve tKﬂrﬁon of the apartment, and almost
i intely afterwards the black cmrtain was withdrawn and

immedia

two veiled figures aj bebind the ing. Eleonora
turned round with a slight cry, a h;%atin'f, trem-
bling with joy, and murmured as she little hands

through the bars:— o

““Dear cousinlat length I am with you agsin! How
hlppg Iam!”

“Dear Eleonora! I also am happy to see you,” replied
Mademoiselle de Colobrieres in a low voice, partly withdraw-
ing her hand from her large elecve as she spoke, in order to
touch the young girl's hand with the tips of her fingers. The
latter appeared neither surprised nor grieved at this reception,
which by no means responded to the interest and joy which
she had herself manifested, and continued in a tone of mingled
gﬁet{ and sensibility :—

1 have come to immure myself along with you for an
entire year; I have come to do penance beforehand for the
sing which I shall commit hereafter in the world. My dear
uncle has been kind enough to take charge of me himself %o
the threshold of this house———"

¢ Mademoiselle Maragnon is welcome here,” said La Mere
Angelique, addressing herself equally to both uncle and niece,
“but before I open the door of the cloister 1o her, it is neces-
sary she should become acquainted with the life that is led
among us—it is necessary that she should learn the rather
sevm'g regulations to which she will be temporarily sub-
Jjected.”

“Yes, madam, that is only prudent,” said M. Maragnon,
gazing throu%h the grating at the uninviting picture which
the interior of the parlour presented to view, and endeavour-
ing to discern under the dense black veil the lineaments of the
superior’s countenance.

* My dear daughter,” resumed the latter, addressing herself
to Eleonora with that tone of earnest zeal and severe gmmess
which was peculiar to her, ““our boarders are subjected to
duties little less severe than those of the novices; you will
divide your time between prayer and assiduous work. Labour
is here ﬂ:elfminci igation after that whichwo owe to God.”

I shall submit myself to this regulation joyfully, in order
;Jol repair so many hours lost in frivolous occupations,” replied

eoncra, gaily.

The m%:ﬁou of the boarders will exercise absolute autho-
rity over you,” resumed La Mere Angelique; *“she will con-
stantly put your submission to the proof.”
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* Akl madom, T have had my own way so long that in
truth I no longer eare for it,” oried the young girl, langhing s
#¢ this eannoh ore he ealled a sacpifice.”

. " You will be clad in o very coarse black oloth dress,” con-
tinued Lo Mere A, we, Jaying an emphasis on ench word ;
*yan will rise morning &b the firss dngefus, you will
partake only of the ordinary food of the commupity, which is
# parpetugl lenten fare, and, finally, {ou will be entirely sepa-
rated fromighe novices during the hours both of work and
pecreation, and g’ou will not see your cousin Anastasia save
1 the chorr or the parlour.”

« This last privation will bp & severe one,” said Eleonora,
with emotion; *“but I will supgort it, sinoe I shall have the
hope of sometimes mepting my dear Anastasia hers.”

< 8o you persist, my daughter,” continued La Mere Ange-
ligue; ¢ you persist ip your design of entering as a boar
into our poor convent?”

“ Yes, madam, I persist,” yeplied Mademoiselle Maragnon.

«It iy inponceivable!” murmured the uncle, wha since the
commencement of this dialogup had kept, repeating in & low
voice tq his niece—* You see this convent life is not an agree-
able one. Should you like me to take you back to Mar-
sejlles?”

“ Mongiour,” said La Mere Angelique to him, ‘“embrace
Mademoigelle your nigce. Iam going to open the door of the
eloister to her; we will restore her to yon in g year,”

¢ 1 shonld hope so!” cried the stout old gentleman in an
almost surly tone; for althou%h not gifted by nature with a
great stock of sensibility, he felt affected at this separation,
and esrtain prejudices which he had always nourished against
the monaatio state were now vividly aroused in his mind. He
sdvanced towerds his niece, took her head between his two
large hands, kissed bar forehead, and said to her in & low
VOICe

“In trath T cannot eonceive why yqu came hers, and wh
you persist in remaining, However since you have decided,
and ‘sinee your mother has conscpied, you must act as you
pleste, Bus recollact what I now tell you: you are the nnl?;
I&fwving shild of my poor brother, whe waried bard all b

to leawe you u dowry of saveral millions of francs. You

a9 pretiy, aing; yon have hepn brought up to live in
the warld, and neither your mothey nor myself will ever suffer
you to become a nun. In a year I will come for you—in a
1o the dciy. and op arriving at Marseilles you shall marry

It is degided, promised—it is & seitled affuir,

Good-bye, niece.”
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I:lI: bewed to La Mere Angelique, and hurriedly Jeft the
parlour.

_ “My uncle ig going away in anger,” said Elepnaora, with a
sigh. ‘“He is a very worthy, excellent man, but what he
desires be will have done.”

* Like my father,” murmured Mademaiselle de Colobrigres,
to whose mind this simple reflection had suggested a crowd of
melancholy thoui}::;

Mademoiselle agnon quickly recovered from the dejec-
tiop jnto which her uncle’s last words had throwm her, and
jt:yfully followed the lay sister who conducted her tq the doar
of the cloister, and gave her into the hands of the portress,
whp was to iptroduce her into the interior of the convent. La
More Angelique and Anastasia received her at the entrance
of the cloister. Both had raised their veils. Kleonors exa-
mined for a moment the countenance of the superiar, and
exclaimed natvely:—

“Ah! madam, you ought always to allow yourself to be
ssen; why then did you glowfez' your veil hefore your hande
some gountenance when you came to the grating?”

“ Because the rules oblige me,” replied La Mera Angelique,
with a slight smile; ‘the nuns of La Misericorde eannot
appear with their faces exposed except hefore their near rela-
tions.”

““That is indeed a great pity!” replied Mademoiselle Ma-
ragnon, quickly; ¢ for the nun’s costume is g0 becoming to a8

dsome woman.”

t¢ Here ig 3 young lady wha scems to undersiand perfectly
the repunciations of g maonastic lifel” said the superior, in g
taneof gentleirony. ¢St. Lawrence! how she would scandalisp
our degr sisters—how she would be admonished by the class
mistress worp she to speak thus hefore the community! I sce
plainly that she must be instructed a little in our nsages befora
shp enters the boarders’ quarter.”

. “My deur mother,” said Anastasia, *if your charity wili
intrust me with this task, I shall sequit myself with all the zeal
inm gow , and also with infinite satisfgetion.”

41 douht it uot, my daughter,” replied the syperior, kindlys
““it is tg your care that I confide qur young bospder; you
shall guide her in i} the pxercisps of thig day, bus first of all
take & fow moments’ reereation, snd until the dinner hour let
ber, 8p6 the houss. Go; I permit you.”

This hour of liberty was a rape favonr, & priogless boon,
which Anastasia hastened to profit by. She letf Mademaiselle

on through a lgbyrinth of halls sad corridors, wheve

Mar
they did not meet a single creature, for the entire community
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were assembled in the workroom. At length she paused at
the entrance of the garden.
% This is a very agreeable place,” said Mademoiselle Ma-

“ Most decidedly, cousin, you seem determined to be pleased
with everything in the convent,” said Anastasis, with & faint
smile. ““This spot, whose aspect charms you, has ever ap-
peared to me extremely sad; one cannot even perceive here
the return of spring.”

And in fact the genial influence of spring had not yet enli-
vened the severe features of the scene. The lime-trees, which
formed two long alleys parallel with the cloister wall, were
scantily clothed with a thin and sickly foliage, through which
their twisted boughs and gnarled and blackened branches were
plainly visible. l%&nder the shelter of this gloomy canopy vege-
tated a fow indolent, lifeless, and scentless Guelder roses.
flower-bed was a sort of undefined neutral ground where
some sickly tufts of gillyflowers flourished at random, and to
speak the truth there was but one single green spot in the
enclosure—yviz. the pond, whose surface was overspread with
a thick carpet of moss and chickweed. A few unhappy gold-
fish shot to and fro beneath this marshy vegetation, which also
sheltered some frogs with their hoarse and ﬁiercing notes.
The two cousins seated themselves upon a solitary bench at
the farther end of the alley, and aemamehiibd:; &lll instant silent,
their eyes swimming in tears, and their clasped together
in a myutual embrace. Mademoiselle de Colobrieres was a
? to that fatal joy which takes possession of the soul when

agitations have succeeded to deep, silent, gnawing
pains in which the faculties have been for a length of time
absorbed. The poor girl felt old recollections revive within
her. The presence of Eleonora recalled to her mind the deep
emotions, the sufferings, the transports of that brief and deeply
regretted period which seemed to fill and absorb all her past
exigtence,

“QOh! .my dear Elconora,” said she at length breaking
silence, ‘‘how strong a proof of your friendship do you give
me in coming to %ryymn-self al&ngwithn:le inthgremt‘
in snbmitting to the privations, the severe duties, the perpe-
tual ﬁd&mﬂ, to whl%nh all are subjected here!” tiod Ma.

¢ The sacrifice is not so great a8 you imagine,” repli
demoiselle Muragnon; ¢ would w%leaven it were permitted
me to remain bere all my life!”

“You would wish then to take the veil!” eried Mademoi-
selle de Colobrieres, ** Ah! you know not what it costs to
renounce the jogs as wall as tho sorrows of this world! One
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ought to be predestined by Heaven, or unsble to see aught
but afilictions upon earth, before immuring themselves here.”
¢ There is no longer any hope of happiness for me in this
world,” said the young girl, with a deep sigh, ‘‘and I have
already suffered severe afflictions.”
“You, Eleonora!” cried Mademoiselle de Colobrieres,
g:ing with an astonished and almost incredulous air on the
ir face, the brilliant and yet soft and gentle eyes, and the
rosy and smiling mouth which had ijlust; given utterance to such
me{meholy words. “ Ab! dear, dear child, unhappiness to
you is an impossibility!”
¢¢ That is just what all the world thinks,” said she, in a me-
lancholy tone; ¢ my mother herself believes it.”
¢ Alas!” resumed Mademoiselle de Colobrieres, ‘¢ you exag-
erate to yourself a few passing troubles, a few slight sorrows,
i-om which the destinies of the happiest are not exempt. My
dear Eleonora, be not ungrateful to Providence; consider the
blessings which He has conferred ugon you. Of what sorrows
can you speak? Until now you have lived as a young girl
upon whom Heaven has lavished all its blessings. Your mo.
ther has brought you up with extreme tenderness, anticipati
your slightest wishes, your most trifling caprices. In tru
she must have looked upon you until now as a gay, thought~
less, and, above all, happy child.”
Eleonora gazed on her cousin fixedly, and replied—
*¢ Neither my mother nor any one can guess what is passing
in my mind.”
She drooped her head at these words and her countenance
assumed another expression; some serious and deep-seated
ing was suddenly revealed on her infantine features.
st My dear Anastasia,” resumed she, in a serious tone of
voice, ‘“they call me, and they imagine me, still a child.
They have never suspected what 1 have felt, what I have suf-
fereg. I saw that I ought to conceal it within my own breast,
tl:ltt I miﬂ:t not aﬁ}aict tliose who loved me, those vivho desire
only my iness, but who are even now unwittingly prepar-
}ng myfutt;’?:sndetemal misery. It is this murny;\ge,ths

ml mm,i?‘n

‘ Why did you not open your mind to your mother, my dear
Eleonora?” interrupted Mademoiselle de Colobrieres, in & sub-
dued voice; ¢ she would have broken off this engagement, she
wouldol}avq restored to you at any price your happiness and
peace of mind,”

« She would not have been able,” replied Mademoisella
Maragnon with a sigh. Then she added, vehemently—
“ No, no, no-l felt that all was in vain, and that I must re-
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fign mznlf t6°my fate, as Dominick to his. My mother and
uncle fancy $hey know hetter than we do what can assure our
bappiness, and they will never relin}uuh their ideas. In a
year my lot must be accomplished. 1 will obey; I shall wed
a man whose heart is devoted to another.”

#* What do you ssy?” marmured Anastasis, in a faint and

voice, +

** He loves; IlJmow it—J have discovered it,” veplied Elea.
novas “*it is hia secret, snd I onght not to have revesled i.
Alas! he is yery unhappy. W will both submit to our evil
destiny—we will marry. Then, I pIray Heaven that I may not
long remain upon this earth—that I may soon die of grief!”

en, after a short silence, she added with a sigh—

¢« However, 1 have still a year before me—a year of life.”

Bhe passad her handkerchief over her eyes to wipe away her
tears, and appeared to make an effort to restrain thoss faelings
which, despite her endeavours, had overflowed within her
heart. Anastasia sighed, and Eremd her hand in gilenca.
Her own feelings enlightened her sufficiently as to those of
Elgonora, and enahled her to comprehend the secrets of that
tender and innocent heart which guarded within its doepest
receases 8o faithful a love for Gaston de Colobrieres, 8he
no need of & more entire confidence ta enable her to compre-
hend her cousin’s grief and her regrets. Mademoiselle Marag-
non soon puceeeded in recovering herself; the traces of her
Fooent teans were effaged from her downy cheek, her eyes re-
sumed their lim‘fid serenity, and after a long silence she
exelpimed abryptly— - .

*¢ Dpar cousin, give me some tidings of your brave Lambin
who followed you to Parisl” .

Had Ansstasia entertained sny doubs in her mind as to the
sepret sentiments of her friend with regard to Gaston, this ab-
xvmon alape wauld have been sufficient o dispel them, and

aecardingly replied with a smile—

* Lambin 35 very well; he Is with my brother, and we shall
eortainly sge hoth this evening. (Gaston somen every day to
the parlouw, my dear cousin.” .

“Bo I thought,” exclaimed Mademoiselle Magagaon, inge-
nuqusly. ’ﬂ:@n she added, ps if speaking to herself—I

mnd;la}; if he ever thinkg of qur ramhle to the Capuchin's
'he bell this $. 1 Come,” said Anpatasi
risg@‘mg; “itpi?&n‘:er-ﬁml:omdy. Our rep::; wﬁl seem’;‘

meagrs one t0 you in camparison with those to which yan have
accuapomed in your mother’s house.” .
** What makes you think so?” peplied Eleonnra, quiskly
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+ with g contented heart one can dine well on a piece of bresd
and aa apple! and to-dey I feel very happy1”

Thuschatting they proceeded tawards therefectory, Alveady
were the nuans standing before their places, waiting in silenoe
unti] the superior should ssy the Henedigite. The latter-
mentioned personage entered the room last, cast a glanse
vound her flock to assure hepself that all were mssembled,
struck a slight blow upon the isble, and before sitting down
recited the prayer which precedes the reppst. In tha refec-
tory as well as in the halls she had s particular seat, s sort
af throne rather more elevated than the benches riated
t0 the use of the nups, She caused & chair to be p! beside
her for Mademoiselle Maragnon, and Anastasia seated herselt
near her cousin. The lay sisters, after having brought in the
dinper, stood aloof for the purpose of assisting in waiting—by
np means 8 difficult task, on account of the reguired simplicity
of the reppst. The long narrow tables were covered with
oparse whise linen table-cloths, the dinuner service was of the
plainest description, and the opaque carafss which accompa-
njed the pewter drinking-cups contained only clear water.
The food was the samse for the entire gommunily, and the
amparior, equally with the youmgest lay sister, had but one
dish for dinner. Silence was absolutely required in the
refectory, and during the repast 8 nun read aloud portions of
soms pious work; conversations however in a low tone of
voice, and the innopgent gaieties which the novioes permitted
themselves, were tolerated by the superior.

¢ Cousin,” said Eloonora, a little astonished at the aspect
of this austere bhanquet, *“will these ladies speak no more
when they leave tab(lle than they do at present 3"

¢ You will soe during the hour of recreation,” replied Ma-
demoiselle de Oolobripres with a smile.

‘¢ Tell me, cousin,” continued Eleonora, ¢ who is that tall,
pale girl waiting at the first table, who makes so devout a
genu{gxion every time she passes the erucifix?”

t¢ It is La Rousse,” replied Anastasia, in & low voice; “a

servant we had at the chitean, who eamse to seek Gaston
in Paris because she fancied he had need of hey services;
listle imniining the embarrassment, on the eontiravy, which
har arrival would cause him. IIs brought her over here at
anoe,”

. ‘““And she sconsented without diffienlty to become & lay
vinter?” asked Bleonora.
Anastasia shook her head in the negative and replied—‘tAt
first she did not like the convent at all. Bhe had & violeny
self-willed spirit which it was not easy to subdue. It would
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bave been a vain task to attempt to persuade her had she not
herself turned to God; but nYl at once grace touched her
heart, and, as our mistress of the novices says, ‘she is now
on the highway to perfection,’ If she were permitted to do
o8 she pleased, she would practise mortifications beyond her
strength, The other day she threw herself at our mother’s
foet, ing her to permit her to wear the hair-cloth, and to
take the discipline for the space of a misersre every Friday.”
¢ And ame consented?” interrupted Eleonora.

““ No, my dear child,” replied La Mere Angelique, taking
part in this dislogue; ¢ these austerities are contrary to the
spirit of our rules. I refused Sister Madeleine the permission

e solicited, and I sent her back to her work, merely doubling
ber usual task,”

So saying, she rose to say grace. The dinner was already
over, nuns on leaving the refectory di them-
selves in groups through the garden; the elder sisters strolled
together in the sun, and threw bits of bread to the gold and
silver fish; the younger ones, with that delightful familiarity
peculiar to children and persons entirely separated from the
world, eagerly surrounded the new-comer. They addressed
a thousand questions to her, and lavished on her all sorts ot
vows of friendship and pretty flatteries. All expressed their
hopes that she might take the veil. 'What especially charmed
and astonished them was the expression of content displayed
on the countenance of Mademoiselle Maragnon.

¢ She is quite at home here at once,” said one; ‘‘never
was there a novice who had so gay a face the day of her en-
trance into the convent; one would imagine she had passed
all her life here!”

*That is just what X thought when I saw her in the refec-
tory,” said another; *“to see the appetite with which she ate
our lentils, I judged she had the vocation.”

“You were quite right,” murmured Elconora in her eou-
sin’s ear; ‘‘how these good sisters chatter to be sure!”

On coming to immure herself in the convent for & year,
Mademoiselle Maragnon had changed her costume. A simple.
undress of wviolet cotton had rep ber silken robes, she
bad left off powder, and her hair which until lately had been
curled and pomatumed with infinite art and care, now fell in
fair and silken ringlets from beneath a little gauze cap orna-
mented with a sky-blue ribbon. In this simple attire, she
looked charming, and from an ingenunous foeling of coquetry
sho requested permission to retain it during this first day, de-
ferring until the morrow the assumption of the black dress and
deguin of the boarders.



GASTON DE COLOBRIERES. 141

As the evening drew on, the lovely Eleonora became thought-
rokbliags Which iho approoch of long deseen happias oper
tremblings whi ) of long desi iness ever
causes. gome faint m?mion of what was passing%g her mind
shone upon her countenance, imparting to it an unspeakable
expression of gentle falicity. After the employments of the day
she prooeedeﬁ with the community to repeat the office,
and took ber place beside Anastasia in the choir. The nuns
who observed her admired the prompt vocation she appeared
to manifest. In general the first sight of this cold and for-
bidding sanctuary chilled the warmest hearts; they felt a
thrill of sadness and terror when kneeling before that altar
where sacrifices such as theirs had been so frequently accorn-

lished; they thought of those who had preceded them, and who

aving passed their lives within the walls of the convent, now
reposed in the sleep of death in the chapel vaults. Mademoi-
seﬁg Maragnon, far from appearing to be under the influence
of these lugubrious impressions, gazed with a cheerful coun-
tenance on all that surrounded her, and smiled from time to
time behind the formulary they had placed in her hands.

On leaving the choir the two cousins and La Mere Ange-
ligue ascended to the parlour. Already Gaston de Colobrieres
was awaiting their coming at the grating. Mademoiselle
Maragnon advanced, blushing, and, scarcely raising her eyes
to the young man’s face, said in a faltering voice, ‘¢ Good-
day, cousin.” Then she began to caress the greyhound, who
had raised himself upon his hind legs and thrust his tawney
muzzle between the bars of the grating. Gaston replied to
her laconic greeting by a respectful salutation, and took his
seat, holding back Lambin, who having recognised Eleonora
testified his joy by various anti-monastic gambols, The con-
versation had proceeded no further when another visitor un-
expectedly entered the parlour and approached the grating; it
was uncle Maragnon  The worthy man had determined to scé
Eleonora once more before his departure; he could not under-
stand this sudden predilection of his niece’s for a cloistrsl
life, and he fancied to himself that she must be already re-
gretting that she had entered the convent. On M. Marag-
non’s entrance La Mere Angelique and Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres immediately lowered their veils and made him a
mysterious reverence.

“ Monsieur,” said La Mere Angelique, after having invited
him to be seated, ¢ it me to Introduce to you the Cheva-
lier Gaston de Colobrieres.”

Uncle Meragnon bowed to the young cﬁenfslemma, and

coughed slightly in his cravat, a sure sign with him that somo
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sudden iq was fermenting in his brain, He then took his
p}a:; Besng Baston, and said to him with a second ihelination
O e

#1 am ehchanted, sir, to have the pleasure of meeting you.
Have you been long i? Paris®”

¢ No, monsieur, a few months only,” replied Gufon; “x
acclgmyanied my sister Mademoiselle Anastasia de Colobrieres
to Paris.”

“That dear cousin whose sbsence Eleonora so much la-
mented, and whom she catne here to seek ?* sdid old Maragnon,
with an air of good bumour; “I now begin to perceive why
my niece finds the convent so af'reen.ble a sojourn ”

After having thus negligently given vent to his ides, he
coughed afresh, drew from his pocket a bonbonnidre formed
of & offered Gaston some lozenges, and began to converse
with the superior about a journey he had formerly made to
Rome, and of a beatification, in the ceremonies of which he had
taken part, Whilst he cdified La Mere Angelique by this
discourse, Eleonora and Gaston de Colobrieres conversed only
by timid glances, and Anastasia, silent and pensive, thought
of their long interviews at the Capuchin’s Rock.

M. Maragnon was a man of sense and experience, and had,
besides, the sagacity and the prompt and unerrin%:?'e of his
brother Pierre. e mere presence of Gaston de Colobtieres
hed revealed to him the solution of the enigma which ever
sinoe the previous evening he had been endeavouring to di-
vine. He saw cleaﬂz to the bottom of his niece’s heart, an
rapidly caleulating what steps ought to be taken to break
this connexion, he at once formed a decisive plan. Before ro.
tiring he begged, in a low voice, La Mere Angelique to t
him another interview that evenmﬁ. As she hesitated, he
added that hoe wished to speal to her without witnesses on
oertdin sedret and important subjects which concerned the
mutual well-being and trq,n?uillity of the two families, He
then retired, having cordiaily saluted Gaston de Colobrieres,
who soon followed his example for the convent bell was

ing for evening prayers.

An hour later, when the nuns and novices had retited to
their oolls, La Mete ique returned aldntgoto tha

ngd e olgbx:erchnnt‘s words had cau:gi; ~!;er i te
to wander more than once during ers: 48 far
sumetinﬁ the, motive, of &in .eegx? visit, and she never
dresmed that there could possibly be atiy guestion of drn
and Guston de Colobrieres; for despite ber penetratipn, she
had no suepiciohs of the secret which old on had disoo-
vered at the first glance. The latter arrived in the parlonr
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almost at the tithe moment as she herself. The worthy man
seated himeelf opposite this motionless veiled fgure, Which
remained silént after having saluted him thmﬁh the grating.
Hb ransacked his braing for some phrage which tiight reﬁ.
der more suitable to the ear of a nhn the profane subject
hé was about to disetiss; but he could find no terms of the
monastic vocabulary which could explain even the mibst deli.
cats casés of conscience, and, making an effort, he simply
spid-— My reverend inother, I sineercly ask your pardon;
but, at the risk of scandalising you, I must tell you that it is
of a love affair I am abous to speak.”

“When it doncerns the salvation or interest of a4 fellow
creatuire, persons of out profession can and onght to hear all,”
replied La Mere Angelique gravely.

“In that case,” said old Maragnon without further preant
ble, *‘ you must know, inadam, that my niece Eleonota loves
the Chevalier de Colobrieres, and that, according to all ap-
pearance, it is a reciprocal inclination.”

¢« Heavens! what & misfortune#’ murmured La Mere An.

gelique.
‘&t certainly is 4 misfortuhe,” continued M. Maragnon,
“but by no medns an irremediable one. This joutday has
aggravated the evil, however. 'Who could have imagined whit
was phssing in thy niece’s mind? The child is assuredly no
fool.” She never once mentioned in my presence this handsome
cousin, of whose very existence almost I wag in #tuth igno-
rant. It is most unfortunate that they cver knew ahd loved
each other, for you can easily conceive, madam, that this mar.
riage is impossible.”

“ Impossible?” repested La Mete Angeliqtie, in a tone of
voice which did not display entire conviction,

s Absolutely impossible,” continuned uncle Marsignon. **Bven
were we to renoutice a project, fortned so many yeats back, of
wedding Eleonora to my son Dominick—even wers we to
consent to break off this mateh, snitable 4s it is in gvéry point,
the daughiter of Pierre Muragnon would never espouse Gaston
de Colobriekes. We kitow with what an unfavoursble eys
such marringes &kre viewed in yout family ; we know the pride
of the Colobtieres. ml\g brother's widow will never exposd
her daughtet to the disduin of her tioble relatives. ¥t would
be & fink affhir truly to ses the old baron refise for his #on my
nieve’s bund and her nine hundred thousand wowns!®

“ We smust some allbwaiices for the vanity of rank,”
said La Mere Angeli%ue “ My futher is a worthy gentlethan,
a little too deeply imabuned perhaps with the pride of his birth,
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bus he Jovos and cherishes his children, and who knows if in
the end he might not consent ?”

“ Pardon me, madam,” interrupted the old merchant, in a
vain-glorious tone which fully matched the Baron de Colo-
brieres’ explosions of pride; “xrdon me, but it neither
suits us to await nor to solicit such an honour. Each family
has its own sort of fame, and perhaps to-day that of the Ma-
rnqnons is quite on a par wi th:alobﬁeres'. Your name
bolds a distinguished place in the peerage, but ours is fa-
mous in the four quarters of the globe. e firm of Jacques
Maragnon and Son is known in the interior of China. So
much for renown;: I speak not of the rest,” added he, jingling
the gold pieces in his immense waistcoat pockets, ¢ that is
not] to the purpose at present. The question is how I am
to repalr the fault I committed in bringing this little girl to
Paris, where she has again met her cousin Gaston.”

«¢ That is easily done, sir,” replied the superior, I shall
withdraw from your niece the isgion of coming to the par-
lour; she shall see the Cheyalier de Colobrieres no more.”

¢ True, so long as she remains here,” interrupted M. Ma-
ragnon, “and at the end of the year they will meet at the
convent door. No, no, it requires more efficacious means to
break off this connexion; the Chevalier de Colobrieres must
leave Paris instanily. The youngman must have some career
in view, I suppose?”

¢« He wishes to become a capuchin,” replied La Mere An-
gelique, with a sigh.

“ is a very desperate resolution,” answered M. Ma-
ragnon; ‘‘we shall easily persuade him to adopt another.
He ought to think of making his fortune, and we will assist
him to do so. I speak not of employing him in business, the
blood of the Colobricres would rise within him at the thoughts
he would think it derogatory to his rank. Besides, he would
not perhaps accept anythmg from me. But I have got
another project. I have some interest with certain persons
in power, and I can obtain for the Chevalier de Colobrieres
an important employment out of the ki . We will send
bim to India; he will make a considerable fortane there, he
will marry some nabob’s daughter, and return home in about
twenog years laden with wealth and hononrs. 'When he is at
the other end of the world he will forget my niece, and she,
on her side, will think no more of him; she will marry her
cousin Dominick, and will live happily with her husband.”

; ;Poar children!” murmured ¢ Angeligue with a
sigh.
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* ¢ T ghall remain in Paris to hasten the conclusion of this

affuir,” continued M. Maragnon; ‘¢ In the mean time, do you,

madam, make known to the Chevalier de Colobrieres that

interest is being exerted in his favour in high quarters, and

;limt a splendid career for his ambition is abont to open before
m'lt

<] shall mention to him what you say, sir, but T cannot
answer for his consent,” said La Mere %elique; “to re-
nounce his family and his country, perhaps for ever, is a ter-
rible resolution.”

It will be far better for him to go to the East Indics
than to become a casuchin,” muttered old Maragnon almost
angrily. Then he added in a milder tone: ““I am certain that
the Chevelicr de Colobrieres will not even hesitate. It is just
the same in love affairs as in trade; peogle end always b
abandoning unfortunate speculations. A hopeless passion is
precisely similar to a transaction in which one loses cent per
cent; after a certain time we get tired of awaiting profits
that never arrive, and give up the whole thing as a gag job.
‘With this, madam, Is ltage my leave, begging you to se-
cond me in my plans, and to consider me as your most devoted
and obedient:servant.”

La Mere Angelique’s reflections after this interview were
long and melancholy. She had no objections to urge against the
wishes or projects of M. Maragnon ; she was, in fact, deter-
mined to second his intentions, but she felt a lively emotion
of pity for these poor children who loved each other and were
to meet no more. During a great part of the night she re-
mained in prayer, beseeching the Almighty’s assistance to
strengthen her in her duty, and to restore peace to the souls
desolated by human passions. On the following morning she
announced to the two cousins that they were about to enter
into retirement with the novices for the entire eight days of
the festival of the holy sacrament.

It was now necessary, as she said, to decide upon the
vocation of Gaston de Colobrieres, and in the evening when
he came to the grating, where he found her alone, she com-
menced the task of sounding his inclinations for the new career
which had been ngroposad or him, It required all the tact
and marvellous address of & woman and & nun to change the
digpositions of his mind, still intoxicated withthe recent happi-
w088 of having discovered the object of its love. It wasnecessary
tomakethepainful certainty of inevitable misfortune assume the
place of confused s of present happiness. 'Without alluding
to his passion, which Gaston de Co?obriems imagined was a
secret carefully concealedat the bottom of his heart, La Mere

B
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Angeliqua was able to strike a death-blow to the vague hopes
which he still perhaps entertained. She spoke ab great length
of the marriage of Eleonora with her young ocousin, of the
projects of their Aunt Agatha for the happiness of her only
chﬁ,d, and of the impatience of M. Maragnon for the conclusion
of this marriage. Gaston listencd to her with a mournful air,
shaking his head from timo to time with a gesture of despairing
conviction, and replyin‘gi only by half-uttered monosyllables.

¢ It is thus we all endeavour to provide for our happiness
in this world until we depart {0 render account of our deeds
in the next,” added La Mere Angelique us a sort of corollary;
“you alone, chevalicr, scarcely bestow a thought on your
interests here below.”

¢ They are of so little consequence,” murmured the young
man.

¢ And yet, my dear brother, tho care of our fortune is the
most important affair after that of our salvation,” resumed
La Mere Angelique gently, “T have interested myself about
your future prospocts; eertain persons are making exertions
in your favour; you have powerful protectors, and I hope
soon to obtain for you a goorll) appointment.”

I do not wish for it,” replied he, in a tono of discourage~
ment; ““what need have I of the goods of this world? I long
only for rethement.”

<“What] still talking of becoming a capuchin!” interrupted
La Mere Angelique hastily; ¢ most certainly I vencrate the
habit of 8t. Francis, it has been borne by men of eminent
virtue, several of whom have received signal favours from
Heaven, but you do not possess the pious ambition of walking
in their footsteps and of becoming & saint, Be advised by
me; renounce these ideas, accept what I propose to you, and,
in place of retiring to a cloister, depart for the East Indies
and make your fortune.”

“ Across the ocean! through a thousand perils!” cried
Gaston de Colobrieres, his eyes flashing with sudden energy;
‘¢ yes, you have divined my true vocation! 1will go!”

Old ‘Monsieur Maragnon kept his word; his application
met with prompt and complete success, and he obtained for
Gaston an appointment in one of the government offices in the
Esgst Indies. Tho old merchant had secretly provided every-
thing necessary, and now hastened the departura of young E:)&
brieres with incredible activity. Before the lu} dnz' of
f‘h&to-])wu hid dkawne%. Ga;ston lind uittad?stiahq‘; de()nen %

erg to embark on bpard a shy und fer TIAZOY.
He departed withont agﬁn hehold&g Mademaiselle Maragnor
withont even bidding his sister farewell, and both were &
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in ignorance of his sudden determination when he wag already
on ga.rd the vessel which was to transport him to the other
extremity of the world.

During their eight days’ retirement the cousina had taken
part in the exercises of the community under the jmmediate
superintendence of the mistress of the novices, and they had
not once seen the superior save in the choir, On the morning
of the Féte-Dieu after the canvent mass, the latter summaned
them to attend her in her cell, and when there met together,
addressing herself to Anastasia, sho said in a oalm tone of vaies,
thouﬁl the tears siood in her eyes:—

“ My dear daughter, God has willed that you should be
tried Ly a severe affliction. Your brother Gaston has thought
it his duty to a.ece)]';t an opportunity which presented itselfto him
of ameliorating his fortunc; he has duparted for the East
Indies, and doubtless his absence will last many years. We
must pray divine Providénce to watch over him during his
long voyage, and to grant that we may behold him again
before we die.”

At this news Anastasia clasped her hands passionaiely
together, crying: ¢ Gastonl—my brotherl—I shall see him
no more!” Then she burst into sobs and lamentations.
Eleonora turned deadly pale, but she did not shed a single
tear. She seated herself beside her cousin, and said in a
broken voice, yet with a sort of firmness and self-passession :—

“ My dear Anastasia, we must submit to the will of 'God.”

Mademoiselle de Colobriercs then threw herself into her
cousin’s arms, exclaiming: “Al! you at least still remain to
mel”

“Yes, for a year,” said the young girl with hitter resigns-
tion;  after wﬂich we must both of us bend {o the irrevoeable
decree of Providence. I shall obey the will of my relasions,
I shall marry,” ~

“And I shall become a nun,” added Mademoiselle de
Colobrieres, in an almost inaudible voice.

“ Alas!” murmured La Mere Anﬁelique, deeply afflicted s
it is not in my power to succour them; I cannot save them
from these forced vocations!”

Before the end of the year, however, certain evenis oceurred
which overturned all their plans, and changed those dpstinies
which had seemed irrevocably fixed. It was now the year
1789, and the first steps of the Revolution bad been already
scoomplished. Although the secluded inhabitants of the Con-
vent of La Miscricorde vocupied themselves but little with
public affuirs, the rovolutianary movement did not fail to pene-
txate intothisretreat, hitherto closed to all wordly rumours, The
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emigration had commenced, the noblesse were already di?f,uml'
and the court ladies no lonﬁeer thought of purchasing the rich
lace and magnificent embroideries manufactured at the convent.
Almost instantaneously the gkill displayed by the nuns in these
difficult arts became a useless talent, and they no longer earned
snything by the product of their needles. e establishment
had no other revenue; the rules prohibited the daughters of La
Misericorde from hoarding treasure, and the surplus gain had
hitherto been scrupulously divided annually among the poor
houses of the order. When their work ceased the community
found themselves on the brink of poverty, and La Mere Ange-
lique reflected with grief that a day might perhaps come, when,
like the establishments of the seraphic order, they should be
obliged to seck their daily bread from door to door. The nuns,
bowever, were still in ignorance of the destitution which
threatened them. The superior and the treasurer of the convent
were alone aware of the extremities'to which the departure of
the grand ladies of Versailles had reduced them. In this
difficult crisis La More Angelique displayed admirable pru-
dence and strength of mind: she provided for the wants of the
community out of the slenderest resources, and the day on which
the decree abolishing religious vows was promulgated there
remained but a six-livre piece in the convent treasury. La
Mere lique forthwith assembled the nuns in chapter, and
read aloud to them the decrec: she then desired the portress
to hand over the keys to her, saying as she placed them before
her on the table: “My dear sisters, from this moment the
doors of the cloister are opened.”

There were doubtless some hearts which bounded for jo
at this unheard-of news, but in general it was received wi
a sort of stupor. On the following morning a few of the

ounger nuns declared that wished to return to their
{mul' ies, and they were permitted to depart freely. The older
members of the sisterhood imagined that the beginning of the
enmnt ished, and tém; }he termmth' ation of the world
a] . Some ventured as far as the convent gates but
aﬁnoet immediately drew back, terrified at the noises of the
street and the appearance of the Qasaers-g.

Some days after the promulgation of the degree, La Mere
Angeh ue received two letters; the firat was from the Baron
de Colobrieres, and was to the following effect :—

Caarrav o Corosrizxxs, Fus. lst, 1790.

¢ My dear Daughter,—Since the departure of your brother
Gaston, who wrote to me from the port of L’Orient, I have not
heard any news of you, and under present circumstances foel
considerable anxiety respecting your situstion, It is with
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extreme pain that I have been informed of the troubles which
desolate the kingdom. Not being in the habit of seeing the
, I have no clear information as to the course of events;

t I can see enough to learn that the revolutionary epirit has
penetrated everywhere. “

¢The villagers here have for a long time back displayed
certain colours, which they call national, in place of the
fleur-de-lis, and other changes no less deplorable are taking
place around us. A rumour has reached my ears that cer-
tain ill-designing persons have cxpressed their intention of
pillaging and destroying the chateau, but up to the present
time all is tranquil i the barony. ’

“T shudder, with all true gentlemen of France, at the
misdeeds of the people. Having learned that our princes, as
well as the higher ranks of the nobility, have taken refuge
abroad, I have been reflecting whether 1t is not my duty also
to quit this unhappy country; but the advice and entreaties
of your mother have hitherto restrained meo.

“People talk of the sale of ecclesiastical benefices, the
destruction of the convents, and other similar abominations;
these reports make me anxious respecting the nine children
that 1 have in the religious orders. "Write to me and let me
know respecting your safety and well-being. Your mother
and myself send you as well as our daughter Anastasia our
heartfelt, blessing, praying God to succour you in these
tribulations, and to take us all under his proteetion. Do not
forget us in your prayers, my dearest daughter, and rest
;s:;:red of the unchanging affection and tender love of your
ather,

“BaroN pB CoLOBRIERES.”

. l;l‘he second letter was from M. Maragnon, and was as
ollows:—

 Madame la Supérieure,—The decree lately promulgated
abolishing religious orders changes all our amnﬁlemeuta. It
is an event of Euamount force, necessarily annulling the pro-
mise we made Eleonora to let her remain at the convent during
a year. Neither her mother nor myself can go to Paris at
this present moment, and we beg a{ou will be fgggl enough to
find some confidential person to take charge o during the
journey. Madame Maragnon desires that her daughter may

form the journey with all the ease possible, in & good post-

chaise, attended by such domestics as you may think ¢
to select, &c. &e. 1 beg that no expense may be ie
fulfilling her intentions, and I send you to this effect an ordey
for five thousand livres.
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*¢ Accept, Madame Ia Supérieure, the homaae of my pro-
found respect, and believe me to remain your most humble,

obedient, and devoted servant,
“ Jacques MarsaRoN AND Son.”

On reading the signature affixed by the old merchant to the
eonclusion of the letter, as if it had been a commercial despatch,
the worthy nun could not restrain a smile, and turning to the
two cousing who were with her in the now deserted workroum,
ghe snid :—

“Here is a letter from the firm of Maragnon and Co.
requiring restitution of the precious deposit they had confided
t0 my hands.”

¢ A letter from my uncle!” cried Eleonora, taking with a
trembling hand the puper presented to her hy the puperior.

«'Tis well, my dear mother,” enid she, after having atten-
tively read the lettar; **Lut cee! yon have miwed the post-
seript”—and she read aloud with feelings of emotion the
lines traced at the back of the page :—

“¢«My dearest child, 1 shall await you at Belveser, for
these last decrdes abolishing religious vows will inevitably
olose the convents. Say > my dear niece, La Mere Ance-
ligue, that I offer to her, as well as to such of the nuns as may
wish to follow her, a shelter in my house.  Bring me all these
holy sisters. I embrace you with all my heart.’

“ You will come, my deat mother ?” added Eleonoru esgerly;
*¢ there is room for the entire community at Belveser!”

«« Ah!"” murmured I.a Mere Angeligue as if speaking to her-
self, and the tears standing in her eyes, *“ it might be so! God
night permit that I ehould behold once more the spot where
I was born—my family—my mother!”

La Mere Angelique summoned together all that remained of
the community, but her flock was already almost cntirely dis-
md. The monastic hive bhce overset, the terrified swarm

flown a¢ random through the world, and there now re.
mained only a few of the old sisters who persisted in clinging
zo the violated precincts of the convent. They declared that
t was thelr intention to seek a refuge in the Catholic Nether.
lands, and to vontinue their religious profession in some house
of the order of 8t. Augustine. e Iny sisters, who were en.
goged only by simple vows, adopted the same resolution ; wnd
mn.g the sisters of the white veil Ln Rousse alons devldred
thas she would follow La Mere Angelique. These several reso-
lutions were promptly carried into cffect. A few days nfter-
wirds at nightfall, a post:chaise was drawn up in Weiting in the
court-yard of the Convent of La Miscricorde. A sad and solemn
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moment was that in which La Mero Angelique issued forth from
the house which she had so long governed, and in which she had
imagined she should have drawn her latest breath. She was the
last to pass through the cloistral door, and knecling on the
thresbofd she offored up a short prayer ; she then entered the
cartiage with the two cousins and La Rousse. On leuving the
convent she had laid aside her frey dress and the scapulary
and black veil of the daughters of La Misericorde ; Anastasia
also had changed her novice's attire, and both were modestly
clad in an undress of a sombre hue, This costume was as a
gort of transition state betwecn the usual attire of the world
and the strict and peculiar garb of the convent.

On heuring the carriage wheels rolling beneath the heavy
arched entrance of the convent yard, the neighbours appeared
on the thresholds of their shops, as they had done some months
g}‘evious]y when they beheld the travelling carriage of M.

aragnon stop before this holy habitation. The young clerk,
who knew by heart the verses of La Harpe, recognised by the
light of the lanterns the rather pale complexion of Kleonora,
and exclaimed with a tragic gesture, parodying the impreca-
tion of Meclanie and apostrophizing in thought the round fat
featurcs of Lhonest Jacques Maragnon :—

“ Dieul—c’est lo dernier c1i de sa fille expirante
Qui seul retentira dans son ame tremblanto !”

CHAPTER VIL

Ir was the boginning of the month of March; a mild and gentle
breeze murmured between the Lranches, now just donning their
spring attire; the night had closed in, and the slender crescent
of the moon rose behind the ruins of the tower of Belveser.
A traveﬂinﬁ carriage tolled rapidly forward through the silent
com. fter having deposited Eleonora on the threshold
of Madame Maragnon’s sumptuous dwelling, it proceeded to-
wards the Chateau de Colobricres. 'When it had 1eached the
entrance of the rocky road which led directly up to the old
tower, it stopped, and three female figures descended ;—
these were La.xl)\;ere Angelique, Mademoiselle de Colobricres,
end La Rousse. They climbed on foot the rude and rocky
path, and gained the terrace. The most profound silence
reigned around the chateau, and one might have imagined it
utterly uninhabited had it not been for a feeble xay of light
whieh struggled through the worm-eaten shutters of the apart-
ment where the fumily ordinarily assembled.
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My dear child,” said La Mere Angelique, stopping short
and leaning on Anastasia's arm, “joy suffocates me—my
hmt fails me! I dare not approach—our dear parents are
t e-ll

Mademoiselle de Colobrieres gazed around her with an in-
doscribable expression of interest, and also hesitated to cross
the threshold.

“Come,” said she, “let us ap}lmlroach gently; we shall be
able first to see my mother through the window.”

They advanced with the utmost precaution and gazed
through the disjointed shutters. The Kicture which they then
beheld struck a sudden chill into their hearts. _The interior of
the apartment was lighted bir a little lamp whose feeble and
vacillating flame was almost lost on the black and dingy back-
ground of the wainscoting; the furniture was ranged in the
usual order, but in place of fire there was only a handful of
cold ashes in the grate, and the table was bare. The baroness
was alone in this vast apartment, and was working at her
needle with mechanical activity. She was seated in her usual
place, in front of her husband’s empty arm-chair, While
working she moved her lips as if in prayer, and from time
to time she would let fall her work into her lap to wipe away
the big tears which rolled down her pale cheeks.

“My father!” murmured Anastasia—I do not see my
father—some misfortunc has happened—"

La Rousse now knocked vigorously at the door of the cha-
teau, calling loudly for Tonin. The baroness tremblingly
hastened forth at this summons, and drew the bolts.

¢ Is that you, Madeleine?” cried she, gazing at the lay sister
with a stupified air; ‘““have you come from Parisl—and my
daughters—my children?”

« Are here, Madame la Baroness,” replied La Roussem
¢ geel”

The worthy old lady stretched forth her arms, murmuring.

* My children! Ai! providence sends you to console me.

Her daughters embraced her with tears of joy and led her
into the silting-room. There, seated betwoen her children,
& hand of cach clasped in hers, she gazed on them in turns
with rapture; then, while the tears stood in her eyes, she ex-
claimed:—

*“My dear Euphemia, it is now nearly twenty years since I
parted with you, never as I then imagined to behold you
again! God is indeed very gracious to me: he has accom-

lished for me a desire that I had not even dared to form.-

y dear Anastasia, my beloved child! you are also restored
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tome. Blessed be this day!” She clasped her hands together
and added, raising her eyes to heaven :—* Oh, that your father
were with us!”

My father!” said Anastasin timidly; ‘‘alas! is he not
here then ?”

* He left home yesterday with Tonin,” replied the baroness.
¢ I am to rejoin him soon.”

‘“ And where has he gone then, mother?’ inquired Anas-
1a814.

“He has emigrated to the other side of the Var,” replicd
Madame de Colobrieres with a sigh, ¢*It was an idea that he
bad long since entertained. Many things have occurred in the
couniry which have annoyed him greatly: the lower orders
insult the nobility ; the peasants pillage and burn the chateaux.
Amid all these disturbances we Eave not suffered the slightest
damage, but your father could no longer support the sight of
these calamities ; he had bLesides an idea thal sooncr or later
we should be victims of the revolution, so last night, accom-
panied by Tonin, he crossed the frontier. I am in momentary
expectation of intelligence from him. Doubtless he will send
for me to rejoin him in Italy; you will accompany me, my
dear children'; Rappily it is not far.”

La Rousse on Il)xer arrival had proceeded straight to the
kitchen, rummaged the safe, and now without saying & word
began to prepare supper. When she entered the room to luy
the cloth the baroness exclaimed :—

*Is there anything to put on the table® Since yesterday I
have not thought of eating.”

During supper La Rousse, who had for & moment left the
room, hastily returned with a terrified air—

“ Heavens!” she exclaimed, ¢ something extraordinary is
going on down below in the village.”

The baroness and her daughters ran out upon the terrace :
in the distance was heard the sound of the alarm-bell ringing,
and the vivid reflection of an extensive conflagration was visible
on the horizon.

““ They have set fire to some chateau again!” cried Madame
de Colobrieres. When will these calamities cease! Pray
h.euv(;n that the baron be in safety on the other side of the
river!”

“The tocsin sounds from the village church of Belveser,”
said Anastasia uneasily; ¢ who knows if these wicked people
have riot attempted to burn down my aunt’s chateau?”

“Be tranquil, my child; they would not attempt such a
thing," replied the barcness. *‘ Young Maragnon is at the
head of what they call the commune; he has been appointed
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meyor of the district, and he wages fierce war against the
efactors.”

Anastasia’s heart bounded at this name; the sweetest recol-
lections of her past life were again pictured ih ber thoughts,
and something scemed to whisper to her that the hxppiness
she regretted was not lost for ever. This evening the baro.
nhess kept ber children beside her for a long time, and then
conducted them to the little chamber they had formerly occu-

jed. This apartment, so long abandoned, was now scarcely

abitable; the heraldio thistle was effaced by the damp and
mildew of the plaster; the wind had blown in the window,
and the swallows built their nests beneath the wings of the
cherubim. La Mere Angelique gazed with a moistened eye
upon this desolute spot, and said, as she gazed at the bed :—

I can remember, as if it was yesterday, the night my aunt
Agatha embraced me and wept over me before going to be
married to Pierre Maragnon, and lefs me here in her place.”

“Poor woman !” murmured the baroness with a sigh, “I
gan scarcely hope that it will ever be permitted me to behold

er again.”

‘' Who knows, mother ?” cried Anastasing ‘5o many things
which appeared impossible have already comeé to pass.”

These words were like a prophecy. The following moraing
& messenger sent by Eleonora brought unheard-of tidings: the
old Baron de Colobricres and his domestic Tonin, after havin
{)‘a:.ssed a single night upon the territory of Nice, had re-cr

e Var and found themselves once more in France. Their
motives for retracing their steps werenot very clearly explained.
Scarcely had they again entered the kingdom when they fell
into the hands of one of those armed bands which from timo to
time patrolled the country, and would have run-considerable
risk had it not been for the timely intervention of young Ma-
ragnon, who after having delivered them from their assailants
donducted them to Belveser. Eleonora wrote to the baroness
in her mother’s name, bogging ber to leave the chateau where
she was no longer perhaps in safety, and to come over instantly
with her daughters to take refuge at Belveser, where her hus-
Land would join her the sams day.

The interview between the baroness and her sister-in-law
w8 & touching one, Madame Maragnon flew to meet her,
epbraced her affectionately, gazed upon her for a moment
with melancloly interest, and erigd—¢* Oh, my daer sister, X
should have recognised you anywhere!” Then perceiving th
charming features of Angatasia behind the barogess, she n%d
guickly—*"Tis youl—yon were just such ss she is when I
left you thirty years agol”
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Bhortly afterwards the baron arrived, escorted by Dominick
Maragnon end a parly of honest villugers armed with their
fowling-pieces. '.l!l)ne worthy gentleman was rather futigued
with his first compaign, for although he had comported himself
valiantly, the troop of malefactors, who under pretence of
baflling the derigns of the asistocrats paraded in arwed bands
uron the frontier, had bandled hiin roughly, and the worst
disposed were even speaking of shooting him, when Dominick

on rescued him from their hands. He entered the
saloon and at first saluted Madame Maragnon ceremoniously,
muttering & few words respecting the misfortunes of the
times, but soon tears rushed into his eyes, he affectionately
entbraced his sister, and advanced towards Eleonora exclaim-
ing—< My dear niece, 1 am truly glad to see you again! Do
you know I think you are much improved. d it not been
{or this young man,” added he, giving his hand to Dominick
Maragnon, “in place of being alive and well amongst you, I
should have been ut this present momoent dead and birled at
the foot of a tree.”

Madame Maragnon installed the family of Uolobrieres at
Belveser. The baron offered some resistunce, but they easily

roved to him that his personal safety required him to defer

is return to his chateau until the counter-revolution should be
accomplished. Iis other daughters, nuns in the vatious
houses of the order of Ln Misericords, rejoined Ln Mere An-
gelique at Belveser, and there formed a sort of little commu-
nity of which she was still superior, Uncle Maragnon shortly
afterwards arrived. Foreseeing the course of events, he had
prudently restricted his commercial transactions, and had now
come to lie by, as it were, quietly until the crisis should be
past. 'The old merchant soon discovered that he had sur-
prised but holf the secret in the parlour of La Misericorde,
and that the inclination of Eleonora for Gaston de Colobrieres
was not the sole obstacle to her marriage with Dominick Ma-
ragnon. He had too much judgment and too much sagacity
to persist in combating this double obstacle, and anticipating
his son’s intentions, he determined not to expose him to the
temptation of disobedience. After having imparted his dis-
coveries to Madams Maragnon, he awaited a favourable
motagnt to explain bis wishes to the baron, and at the first
onsdt to carry off his consent. Therefore whilst Dominick
ahd s two cousins, accompanied by Mademoisslle Irene, took
a8 heretofore their long rambles through the fields and culled
bbuguets at the Goatherd's Valley, he played at bowls with
the n or read alond the papers. One day he read to him
the decres of the constituent assembly suppressing the heve-
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ditary nobility and abolishing armorial bearings and every
species of distinction between citizens, and ;f:ﬁting by the
baron's stupor at this unheard-of intelligence, he spoke to him
of the probability of a budding inclination between Mademoi-
selle Anastasia de Colobrieres and Dominick Maragnoh.

¢ Tu these times in which we live everything is possible,”
replied the old gentleman coldly; ¢the Colobrieres are no
longer nobles, I am no longer a baron, and our heraldic
thistle is no longer fit for anything but to be eaten by asses!
This is what your assembly has decided, is it not? In that
case I sce no obstacle to my daughter espousing your son;
morbleu! it is the least the revolution can do for us.”

A few days afterwards, Dominick Maragnon demanded
and obtained the hand of Mademoiselle de Colobrieres. The
baroness experienced so lively a feeling of satisfaction at this
event, that she avowed confidentially to her sister-in-law that
she was in her own mind reconciled with the government
whose influence had produced such miracles. Eleonora also
was rejoiced at this marriage; it was a partial realisation of
her hopes. No intelligence however had yet been received
from Gaston de Colobrieres, nor could any prohable conjec-
ture be formed relative to the period of his return.

The revolution still proceeded, events were rapidly accom-
plished, and at length the baron read a gazette dated the first
day of the first year of the French republic. From this mo-
ment he declared that he would renounce for the future occu-
Eying himself with public affairs, and that he protested before-

and against all the acts of the new government. The Reign
of Terror arrived, and proscriptions struck even the men who
like Jacques Maragnon were devoted to the revolution. The
tranquillity of the inhabitants of Belveser was net however
for a single instant disturbed. At a period when fortune,
rank, or religiohs faith led equally to the scaffold, the
wealthy merchant, tho old nobleman, and the poor Sisters of
Mexicy, lived together in safety in this forgotten corner of the
world.

The war prevented communication with foreign countries,
and notwithstanding the most active researches no news was
recoived of Gaston de Colobrieres. During several years M.
Maragnon never ceased writing to all the offices in the East
Indies, but the greater portion of his letters never reached
their destination, and from the replies he did receive only
negative information was obtained. It appeared certain how-
ever that (raston had long since left Chmdern?ur. Several
iy;ears had now elapsed since his departure, and & h:&)es of

iz safety were given up. The baroness alone preserved some
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hopes of secing him again; Elconora had for a length of
time expected his coming, but at last she was convinced of her
misfortune. When she no longer experienced those prompt-
ings of bope, and that faith in the future which had hitherto
sustained her, she fell into a state of profound, constant, yet calm
and resigned melancholy. Those who knew her well and
could see into the depths of her heart, felt convinced that she
would not sink beneath her grief, but that, faithful to the
memory of Gaston, she would weep his loss during the rest of
her life. She implored her mother not to think of ¢stablishing
her in life, and announced her intention of spending the re-
mainder of her days at Belveser with the two families, now
united by double ties. No one sought to combat her resolu-
tion, with the exception of Mademoiselle Irene, who would
sometimes in confidence urge ber to think differently on her
future prospects, and would say to her, raising her eyes at the
same time to heaven:—

“ At your age I was like you, mademoisclle; the very name
of matrimony made me shudder. Irefused an infinite number
of excellent matches. Well! do you know that at present
my repugnance vanishes every day, and I am almost pre-
pared to repent my former severity.”

Eleonora however persisted in the sort of vow she had
made. She considerc(ﬁxerself’ as the widow, the inconsolable
widow of him who had never so much as heard from her lips
the confession of her love.

Six years had now rolled over since Gaston de Colobrieres
had embarked at L'Orient, and no intelligence had been obtain-
ed either directly or indirectly concerning him, when one mor-
ning the baron received a leiter dated fiom London. Gaston
merely informed him that after many vicissitudes he had re-
turned from India, his health impaired by fatiguc and exces-
sive sufferings, and that he brought home with him a little
money with which he hoped with industry to make the com-
mencement of his fortune. The baron read this letter in pre-
sence of the asscmbled family. Whilst the baroness and her
daughters wept for joy and returned thanks to Heaven, Elco-
nora went up to her uncle Maragnon, and gazing at him
fixedly, said—'¢ Uncle!”

He understood her; be felt that the unhappimess he had in-
voluntarily caused by sending (raston do Colobrieres to the
other end of the world, it was his duty to repair, and tuking
the hand of his niece, he replied—

+ I will mysclf be the bearer of the baron’s repl{l; in twenty
davs at the latest Gaston de Colobrieres shall be herc.”
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“You know what you have to say to him, untle?" added
Eleonora,

“ Parblen " repHed the good-humoured old gentlemany 1
will show him one of the letters of invitation to your cousin
Dominick's marriage with Anastasia. It is rather stae news
now, but it will not be the less welcome to him on that ac.
count.”

A month afterwards Mademoiselle Maragnon espoused Gras.
ton de Colobrieres.

The two families continued to live together at Belveser.
‘When the worst days of the revolution had passed, the baron
spoke of returning to his chfteau, which Le had not visited
since the period of what he called his emigration; but the
seignorial dwelling-housc was now only an uninhabitable ruin.
The old gentleman appeared greatly astonished at seeing it in
this state, but ended however hy persuading himself that the
revolutionists had demolished it, and consented to dwell among
his children in the new chéiteau of Belveser. He reached an
advanced age, exempt from infirmities and having only one
care, viz. the fear of seeing his son partake to a certain extent
in the revolutionary ideas. Two of his elder sons served in
the army of the republic, and the baroness herself did not ap-
pear to regret the ancient régime.

Mademoiselle de la Roche-Lambert was the only individual
of his opinion, and sometimes they would couverse together on
the calamities which had stricken them, and on the misfortunes
of the revolution. Mademoiselle Irene would insinuate with
a sigh that she had lost all she possessed hy this dire convul-
sion, and in the end really believed it. The old gentleman
would shake his head and reply—

“You are like myself, mademoiselle; the terrorists pil-
laged and demolished my chatean, emigration has completed
my ruin—T almost perished in crossing the frontier."

It is & well-known fact—the Colobrieres family lost all in
tho Revolution!

END OF GABTON DE COI OBRIERES.
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FELISE.

CHAPTER L

Ox the last day of December in the iear 1700, about the hour
when the busy arowd begins to fill the streets of Paris; a tra-
velling carriage entered the great city by the gate of St. An.
thony, and clattered along the muddy and slippery causeway.
The well-worn springs creaked shrilly at every revolution of
the wheels, while the postillion, cased in his huge boots to the
middle, eracked his whip and swore at the foot passengers
who did not hasten to gain the narrow space reserved for
along each.side of the street in front of the shops. The some-
what antiquated-looking carringe was so coated with liquid
mud that it was impossible to tell the colour of the body or
the armorial bearings painted on the panels: nevertheless, the
coronet of a count, formed with silver studs, was visible on
the wooden blinds which were drawn across the windows. One
of these blinds remaining partially open disclosed to view the
travellers. On the back seat of the ca.m'.aie a lady, wrapped
in a dark pelisse and her face hidden in her coif, was slum-
bering, her head supported on a velvet cushion. The front
seat was occupied by a man well stricken in years, who ap-
peared to fill the station of a valet-de-chambre, and a woman,
whose position seemed that of lady’s maid in a good family.
This couple, whose physiognomy was little attractive, uttered
not a aylfable, and only now and then cast a tired and sleepy
look upon the street. Standing between the waiting-maid
and the lady, and leaning with her two hands on the of
the carﬁ:ﬁe, stood a little iirl of some five years of age, who
aved with admiration at the parti-coloured houses with their
Ehovy signs, the shop-windows, the itinerant venders uttering
their cries at evar{ corner, and the busy crowd who, taking
advantage of a feeble ray of sunshine, hurried from shop to
shop to make their purchases for new year's day. Every in-
stant the little girl turned round to entreat the attention of
the seyvant, snd point out with eries of delight some magnifi-
cent bauble suspended from the toy-shop windows; but the
sttendunt did not seem in the lesst amused by her childish
mﬂe.mdpmdnotthesﬁghm attention. The child,
b m mdthe carrigge-door, manifested such
an

Jjoy, that :he lady, wakening with d sttt
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m&therbythe frock and thrust her rather roughly on the
of the servant, who, thus roused from her tagiturnity,
exclaimed—

¢ Good Heaven! what is it? What is the matter?”

¢ Nothing,” replied the lady with strange unconcern, as
she sank back into ber corner; “‘I feared the child would fall
into the strect.”

She had scarcely uttered these words when the little thing,
who with childish perversity had spoceeded in regaining her
former position, leaned far out of the carrviage, quite traps-
ported at the gight of a fresh display of toys, While thug
situated a sudden jolt caused her to lose her balance, and she
fell head foremost on the pavemens, A waggon heayily laden
was coming up behind, and for some insanty the little :ﬁrl
disap betweon the wheels and the horses’ feet. The
bystunders were petrified with terrar, gnd there was but one
exclamation of agony mponi the evowd as they gazed {%he
enormous wheelg revolving beavily on the causeway. en
the waggon had passed, the little girl was observed sittin uq;
supparted by one of her hands, and adjusting her little glac
m&m hood with the other, The carriage, which was in rapid
mation, conld n&t be stopped for some distance. The lady
then got down follawed by her people, tottered through the
growd which opened before her, pomting to g shop whithar

y carried the child. As she entered the wo-
man of the shc:ﬁuhasteyqd to meet her, her hands clasped in
an attitude of thanksgiving, and exclaiming— .

«Madam, return thanks to God—the sweet Jittle dear is
nat b ere ig not so much as g scratch on her! It is &
m :'0

In fack the child was standing in the middle of the shop,
chaitering busily, and greedily gagzing op the sweetmpats and

gs heaped upon the counter ~ The lady 1 ot her
o moment without embracing or even tpuching her, then
saok pale and overgoms on & sgat, while she stammered qui;——

“{2h, my God! I thought she was v

A cold pevpivation burst upon her brow, she p%md her
hand over her quuntenanee, gppearing to atrugglo for 4 mo-
ment with some overpowering emotion, and then eguk quite
e byvtandars Bastenshits her amsoiance, sad the good

assisfance, &n
wompn Who wers pregent bathed hor face with essennos, while
the oman gxelaimed with Y i

“ ) myoqmlﬁ e child i§ pot anjured I gs-
sutg youy, Only at hon, the sweet daz) ,u&zouwm
see that sho bas escaped safe and sound from wuder the horses’
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feet. She is not so much us frightencd, the dear innocent
hither, my pretty one; kiss your mamma.” .

“ My mistress is not this child’s mother,” sharply interposed
the domestic; *she ie not married.” .

“Excpse me, | meant no offence,” replied the woman
civilly; ‘““but for all that the poor young lady has swooned
awsy in her fright.” . . .

**She is so weak, g0 ill—it did not require this Jast stroke,”
muttered the waiting-maid, while she looked almost apgrily at
the innogent ereature who had been the oceasjon of this scene.

Meanwhile the lady regained her consciousnocss, and opening
her ¢yes murmured faint}y —

“gam betigr now, 1 fecl quite well. Qrder the varriage
round, Suzanne. Where is Balin¢”

< Here, mademoiselle—here I am,” replied the old domestic,
coming forward,

“Very well; tske charge of the child,” continued the
stranger, ‘“and lead her by the hand to the carriage.”

She said thig in a tone of the most Faiuful solicitude, byt
without casting one glance at the little creature whose life
had been sa wonderfully preserved! The women who stood
around gazed at her with curiosity and astonishment. She
was a young lady of some five or six-and-twenty years of age,
of fair complexion, handsome, tall, and of commanding .
Her features, though somewhat sharp, wore an cxpression of
severe melancholy ; her look was cold and distracted ; and she
had the slow gait and enfecbled aspect imparted by long-
continyed megtal suffering. Nevertheless, the sparkle of ber
dark brown eyes still gave evidence of an goute and vehement

perament. She rose, adjusiod ber head-dress over her
pale features, and leaping on her waitiuﬁ-m»id addr 50T08
words of thapks toezﬁe shoplkceper with the dignifisd polite-
ness of a person of lofty station. As she lefo the shop she
signed to the old domestic to lift a penny toy, snd drawing
qut her purse placed a gold piece on the counter. .
¢ woman mmg;azk@ er to the door with low curtsies,
and gently holdini the little girl for an ingtant, she
tfglly kigsed her hand and said:—
%{s your name, mademoisclle?”

* Kelise,” replied the child. 3 the Kindboprted

It is a pretty name,” said the kind-heprted woman.
;‘q:g%{lm}hu means happy; ohe that is borp under a fortu-

p stax!l”

Hearing these words the traveller and her attendant invo-
luntarily %med, and, doubﬂess.gtxck by the same thought,

saet o singular look upon the child.
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« Your name has not belied itself toai:g, Mademoiselle Fo.

lise,:‘ said the shop-woman; *“may ever thus protect
ou!”
yThes ar', with’ an impatient , ordered the old

s gestm d
servant to lift the child into the e, and take her place
beside her ¢ P

* Drive on, postillion,” exclaimed the domestio, drawinﬁ
the blind so as to intercept the gaze of the curious crow
which had gathered before the shop.

The carriage rolled along the Rue St. Antoine for a fow
moments longer, then, turning the corner of the Place de
Birague, it stopped before the Convent of the Annonciades,
situated at the end of the Rue Culture-St. Catharine, about a
hundred paces from the hotel formerly oceupied by Madame
de Fﬁvigﬁé. @ . .

o old servant, acting in the capacity of equerry, respec
fully offered his arm to hgis miaﬁress?:.‘;xld while she got down,
leaning one hand lightly on his sleeve, he said to her with an
expression of anxious zeal mingled with uneasiness:—

“If mademoiselle will give me her orders, I can set out at
once in search of apartments. I confess, however, that being
ignorant of the town, I feel a little embarrassed.”

¢ Any house will suit me, provided I am alone—quite
alone,” replied the traveller.

¢I see several bills,” said he, looking about at the different
houses whose handsome exteriors faced the Convent of the
Annonciades; ¢ if mademoiselle thinks fit I shall see about it
at once, unless indeed she prefer some other of Paris.”

“Good Heavens!” murmured the traveller with a look
of indifference, * what does it signif§ whether I live in this
street or at the other end of Paris? i matters little.”

T must decide at once,” replied Balin, looking about him
like & man resolved to take chance. *‘Since i
does not wish to remain even for a single night at an hotel, I
must immediately see about an upholsterer to provide furni-
ture. Mademoiselle stands in need of ew ing, and who
knowg how she will be accommodated to-night1”

«What is it to me?” replied the lady in a despondent snd
impatient tone. ¢ Go, Balin, and do as you please; you have

an hour before you.”

"pogt man, Hgbing, 55 he procecdas tn the divesion of 3
poor man, sighing, as in of a
ne&bhouri mansion, on the door of which was to be read:
“This hotel, ai hetween court and garden, to bé let

immediately.”
The door of the convent opened a4 the first sound of the
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ball, and closed again noiselessly on the new-comers, who found,

in a gloomy, damp, and spacious hall. Osken
benches were ranged along the wall, and at the farther extremity
could be perceived the broad steps of a winding staircase. No
one appeared, and the stranger was obliged to pause a moment
and endeavour to find her way in these unknown loealities.
‘While she cast a wearied glance around, the little girl ran back
hastily towards the door, exclaiming:——

1 do not want to go into this house, it is so ugly; let us
g0 away!”

* Certainly not,” replied the attendant, endeavouring to
detain her; * come hither, mademoiselle.”

“J want to return to the street!” exclaimed the child,
pushing her back angnly: ¢ Iwantout. I will notobey you,
you naughtg woman|”

““Leave her alone, Suzanne, leave her alone; I cannot bear
to hear her:cry thus,” said the stranger, shuddering; and,
hastening towards the staircase, she began to mount rapidly.

¢ Remain there by yourself, Mademoisclle Felise, and cry
a8 much as you like,” said Suzanne shaerly; ““ stay where you
are, no one will come to fetech you. You do not deserve to
enter the house of God.” .

The eircular staircase, of which the first few steps only were
visible at the extremity of the vestibule, terminated on a
landing-place, from which opened a folding-door exquisitely
carved and surmounted with an escutcheon, the arms of which
it was almost impossible to decipher owing to the thick
mﬁnﬁ;" yellow paint which obscured the details. Above
these half-defaced heraldic devices had been painted in fresco
an azure cross between two branches of lilies.

At the instant when the stranger placed he» hand upon the
handle of the door, which was of brass and chiselled in the
form of a rose, the door turned of itself on its hinges, and a
lay sister presented herself. After making a kind of salutation,
which might pass either for a genuﬂexmn or a curtsy, she
said in a half whisper of saintly humility :—

¢ Jesu-Maria be with you, madam; be so good as to enter
and be seated.”

The parlour of the Annonciades was a vast hall divided by
a double gmhnh? covered with a black eurtain into two equal
gorﬁom,ofw ch one communicated with the interior of the

uilding and formed part of what was ealled the cloisters,
while the other was appropriated to the reception of strangers
who had recsived permission to visit the puns. The taste
with which this apartment.was decorated showed that it had
formely been destined for a very different purpose, and, in
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qppmrrhm' g it to uses of & conventual lifs, thaty traces of
wotldly grandeur had been permitted to refnain,  Embosset]
leathern hangings, the arabesques of which, oﬁglnmzsgm. fid
assumed o dark brown tint, concealed the nakedhés of th
walls ¢ the fifeplace, in whose deep recess severdl peupls dould
cottveniently sit, was ehriched with exquisite sculpburd,
and the huge and lofty mantelpiece, which threw its shelturin
cover over the hearth like a cmﬁ)y of stone, was Festootied wh
crowds of little plump and emiling Chpids, which the pious
nuns mistook for Cherubim. The Venetian mirrors Which
had fogmerly completed tho furifture of this saloon, had been
replaced by pictures; but, instead of the austere saifits and
frightful martyrdoms with which the whitewsdshed halls of
most religious houscs were adorned, thes:}siemrea represetitet
two women, ladies of high rank, in all the splendour of
beduty and rich attive. T%cy were poityaits of benefactresses
of the cotivent, with which the recluses had adorhed their

lour,

The or scarcely cast 3 glance around her, and without
heeding the invitation of the lay sister, who urged her to-warm
herself At the cheerful fire which was blazeh:ﬁnon the hearth,
she seated herself close to the grating, concealing mechanicdll
at the same time in ber large sleeve her hands Teddehed wi
the cold, and said, with a faltering volce:—

¢« The superior has doubtless been already ihformed of my
coming. I have come with a recommendsation from Mot
seigneur the Bishop of Alais, to visit one of your tiovices.”

“ May Heaven preserve his highness!” replied thcvl:iy distor i :
* our reverend mother was apprised of your arrival, and
have received her ofders. The parlour is opened only twice
4 year to near relations; but at the instunce of his highhess,
and by special favour, Sister Genevieve is pertiitted to appest
to-day. There she is.”

ith these words she bent her knees a second tiie, »
her hoad as if about to prostrate herself, and then disy; '
by the little door that communicated with the interior of tse
conveat. Immediately the black turtain was sowly driwn
aside, and a veiled female figure appearcd behind the pratitg,
She wore the dress which had vaused the nitins of the Asrion-
cindes to Teceive the name of celestial. A seapuluey of ceruloan
blue covered the front of Het woollen robe, tnd descended to
ber shoes of blte leathery m sort of caps reseinblimg
scapulary hung from her shouldars; and her white veil,
fell below her knevs, concealed her countenance*benevath ity
thick heuvy folds. Tt was impossible to distingnish eithir
her figore or ber features; povertheless there wis in thut
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veiled form something {uuthfhl which could not be mistaken.
The outline of the tape, the contour of the shoulders,
the uftitude, indieuted s young girl of sixteets or sevan-
teen yeqrs of m tall, slender, and of the most roble bewrin
Soms paces behind appeared another Hufi sitilarly szﬁmﬁi
except that her vell was black, She was one of thoss discreet
nages who abcomiptny nuvices to the parlowr, aftd why,
in thonastic latiguage, are termed lstent ers.  Bhe forth-
with placed berself at some distance, and drawing from her
pocket her formuldry and spectacles, begah to rent.
« The stranger had risen on the hovice's ertravcs,

¢ I8 it yoti, mademoiselle®>—is it indeed yod?” she Bid in
a:n altered voice. I should nob have knowa you tnder this
' '.'
The novice nodded and held out her land—a thin white
hand—which could not however pass through the closely-rhiled
bars., The stranger raised her eyes to heaven with an ¢xpres-
sion of compassion, while a tear bedewed Her dry and hag-
gard eyelids. The novice standing at the other sdb of
grating wept behind her veil, and for some moments smothered
sighs and sobs alone interrupted the silence of the apartinent.
Restraining her grief at length, the young nun seated herself,
beside the grating so s to approach as closely as possible i»
her visiter, and said in an agitated voice:—

“Ah! mademoiselle, how good it was of you to nndertake
80 loné 4 journey in order to bring hither our poor childl—
May God reward you for this good work!”

¢ Do not attribute the merit of it to me,” replied the tra.
veller in a bitter tone; *‘Suzanne and my old servant Bsn:g
thrust me into the carriage almost against my will. 'They }
determined I should pass the winter in Paris, thinking thut
the chm% of abode might perhaps partially restore my Health |
s if anything could be of use to me!”

1 Religion—time, will console you,” said the névice #ith &
sigh: “religion especially, believe me.”

“Ah! Bothen you are eonsoled, are you?” fnterrupted the
steanger.

‘v Noj; I am resighed,” replied the young nun with melan.

choly serenity. .
T%n dfter 1 short siletice sho udded i
* Bt 1 do ot see Felise—where is sht?, Our ndther Hes
gv‘éh me pertnission to réceive her. Is It nit your intentie
leave her with me to«lay »*
“%’uuyec._thig very instant,” replied the siranger qhickly

o she Is hete.
'ﬁe Little pitd, tired of calling Suzaune 4 vain, bl Yebes
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mined to asopnd the stairs alone; she had just pushed open
the door which remained half ajar, and was peeping ti

into the parloyr, Suzanne seized her by the hand and led
aer forward to the grating in spite of her resistance.

“Axut)” she.exclaimed, catching hold of the s
dress, and casting a terrified glance on the black grating, *are
they going .to shut us up in this prison? I won't stay here!
Come! quick—quick! there is no one below, and we can open
the door'and A

Then observing the two nuns through the grating, she Jooked
ot them with astonjshment, and said in a lower voice:—

«Ah! there are ladies! Look, aunt} they are dressed in
blue, with a veil like the holy Virgin, Is this their house?”

“Yes, my dear child,” said the novice with emrotion; ‘‘this
is our house; it has a beautiful chapel and a pretty garden ;—
would you like to come and live with me?”

“No,” replied the child;+*I do not know you.”

Then after gazing.at her attentively for & moment, she
added wi ildish resignation :—

“No, I would rather stay with Aunt Philippine and that
ill-natured Suzanne.”

* But if you knew me you would gladly come, would you
unt?” replied the novice, raising the corner of her veil.

+*Aynt Genevieve!” exclaimed the child with a gesture of
joy and astonishment.

“You know me, Felise—you are glad to sec me againl”
said the young nun in a tone of melancholy satisfaction, and
inclining her face close to that of the little girl, who was
clingmﬁ against the grating and endeavouring to kiss her$
through the bars.

The stranger cast a glance on these two faces, thus hent
forwards, and immediately turned a.wafz shuddering, One
would have said that on seeing them a feeling of horror and
aversion had arisen in her soul. Such an impression would
havo certainly seemed strange in the extreme to any one
who could have seen these charming heads bent towards each
other, as they gnz :d on one another through the grating.
The features of the novice were so faultlessly regular as
to impart a peculiar expression of loftiness and distinction
to her whole appearance. She seemed hardly to have reached
the age of womanhood, so soft was the outline of her features,
#0 slight her youthful form. “The perfect oval of her connte.
nanée was defined by & linen band which covered her forehead
till within a finger’s th of the eyebrows, and hardly per-
mitbed the delicate contour of her cheek to bs visible, while at
the samp time its deathlike whiteness enhanced the delicate
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ocelour and incomparable beauty of her complexion. The child
had brown hair vurling in natural ringlets over her head, Ji
rosy as charries, and cheeks plump and firm as those of tE:
marble Cupids which adorned the chimney-piece. Her features
faintly Yecalled those of the novice; but what completed the
resergblance, and served to mark in both alike a peculiar sign
=f vace, wag the colour of their eyes, which were of so pale a
blue that thedris was hardly to be distinguished from the pearl-
coloured cornea when shaded by the long black eyelashes.
This iarity gave to the novice a singular charm-——an in-
describable expression of languor, tenderness, and melancholy.
In the eyes of little Felisc, on the contrary, there was some-
thing dull; the soul had not yet shone forth from them; and
even When a joyous smile played about her mouth, her look
soon fell, veiled beneath her delicate eyelids. The stranger
in the mean time seemed to have recovered from the pamnful
impression which the sight of these two beautiful creatures had
occasioned ber, and turned towards the grating with the air of
a person who is about to bid farewell. The novice then dropped
her veil, and said with a sigh:—

“Grant me yet a few moments, mademoiselle; this is m;
last adieu to the world, and you are the last person whom
shall ever address through this grating.”

¢ 'What! are the duties of your profession so rigorous *” ex-
claimed the stranger; *‘do the rules impose such sacrifices
upon you?”

*No, mademoisclle,” replied the novice; they merely
authorise them. Besides the three ordinary vows, we are per-

¢ mitted.to make a fourth—viz. to renounco the sight ard con-
verse of the people of the world; to have no communication,
even indirectly, with‘those not devoted to a religious life; in
short, to live in absolute and perpetual seclusion. Some of
the holy women who bave set an example to this house have
contracted this fourth vow, and I have resolved to imitate their

example.”

“ &ill you never repent this excess of zeal?” exclaimed the
stranger, whose' countenance seemed to soften; *““will you
never regret having added another to the already onerous
ob&isﬁom of your calling ?”

The novice shook her head, and replied in a melancholy
tone:

“ Alan! who will ever came to ask for me &t the grating?
During o whole year that T have been here I appear at it for
the first time. It seems to me, moreover, that I should be
happier and more iranquil were I not to hear even ah echo
flom thet world which I had hardly entored when I was
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forced to quit it, andl which perhaps even yet rectrs too often
to mey thonghts,”

At these worde her voice filtered ; she could npt procoed
::gmuﬁ«maunmmw 8 if to guin edlotngas and

8o thut,” cotitinued the stranger, **if I were to returh
hete in & year I should ask for you in vain

« Were you to return,” replied she with an aif of unspesk-
able sorrow and s esfgnation, *I should only be permiited b
inform you that I was not desd, and that I comiended inyuelf
to yout prayers.”

The strager looked upwards with # gesthre of despair, and
remained for & moment as if overwhelined by a hos «gago»
n reflections; then the tears which had started 1]
o¥di disuppeared, and her features restmed thelr dititude
of stern repose. She turned silently towards Sngabne, and
beckoned to her to place on the ground, beside theafmting, n
casket which khe carried in her drms. The waiting-maid
obeyed, and drawing from her pocket a silver koy she placed
it in the lock of the casket, which was in all tespects a strong
bn;d! in minjature, garnished with tetal bands #nd gilt
studs.

< These are the countess’s jewels,” said tho mn%er. foiut-
ing to the casket. ‘I do not know what is inside, for I have
never looked at them, but everything I believé has been
scrupulously preserved. These jewels belong to this child,
I felt it my duty to place them in your hands.”

** Alasi wherefore!” interrupted the novice; ! the destiny of |
Feliso is y fixed. Brought up in this hotixe, she wiil
Here take the veil. Of what use therefore can thess orhe-
ments be o her?”

 fhe will give them to your church bn the duy she takes
the vows,” replied the traveller; * uitll then éhey i temain

it in yout superior'd keeping. At that period the
law will hand over to Felise her fortune, and she can it ks
nunner di of it 4s she wishes.”

« Bhe will follow my example,” said the novice, with » téat.
ful smile; * ut seventeen she will take tht vows, and givs hee

dmtbﬁpoor.”

t these explanations were going ott, Felian hud

on the casket as if it were a plaything, and endeavoured

1ift it by the havdle of chinsed ¢he tham

backward and forwurd in the lock, at ohos e reied

hndwithanezclmﬁmufjoy-«thbbblchdﬁtﬁh 1
open. Before Suzaune could intariose, the little 'A

unged id het hand and deawh out a of Jewels, »
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shi goattdred before the . Altong theth was 4 Hecklacd
of pehtls, each s Mtrge 4 & hut, ritiys, ditmond ehr.ridgs, .M&
in the midst of these magnificent jewels, a miedallioh portiul
strrotinded by precivdd stones. b child lobked fot a ﬁﬂ-
metit 4t the re, which represented a young lady exdui-
sitely fuir, dtid with a pgay und smiling expressions then the
sight of thd sweet counteriancy mdninﬁo her me filing
tHl

:,;xi% nltnost forpottes impressions, she ttimed to thé ntvive and
BAnd mamina? Auth Genevieve, white is she? Here
perhnpsgu

At this unexpected question the hovice shook her head
with spfaint moan, atd the stranger cxcldfmed, convesling hek
face with o gestite of despatr—

“Thid is the first tinis that she has spoken of my poot
sister—that she has séemed to recollest her,”

« Mammal” continued the little girl, looking around her:
“'Whete is mamma? s she with you, Aunt Genevieve®”

“ Noj she is in heaver,” murmured the novice, hiding her

ears,
* Then shie is with papa,” replied the childs * papa too 13
gone to heaven; he is dead.”

These attless dnid tonching words produced b terrible effbet
on those who heard them. The yoting novice sobbed aloud,
and the stranger, pale and trembling, and hiding her face i
her handkerchief, wept convulsively. Terrifled at this scene,
Suzatine sald to her, in 2 low Yoice—

s In heaven's hame, madémolsells, tompose youdedf! Fe.
uest them to gpen the door of the cloister that I iy tdks
his child ot of your sight—she will kill you!”

*Yes, I will see her or hear her no more!” excihlited the
stranger, Whoss thoughts seeitied to be wanderihg. «Take
biar away-—let iné hot dee her Alzain!”

b Cotfte, Felise, comp,” eaid Blatér Getievieve, vrébpingl.‘
“Poor littls innocetit! the world thrusts you from it, you
relatives hate you—take tefuge hete with tne.”
herTha listening sister. v‘;:lo had oﬁﬁased for & mogm]l(t to read

, And wWas observing this,scene, nOw broke 1n:——

“mn!" said she, tranquilly, “it is a great sin to
s%ve way to such emotions; this good lady s almost

stracted. What can have driven her to extremity?
Lt us m&mm; T shall gwmwopen
oot of the B Yepeivd our new

'-sh&kwmemumm ight

O otiadany P T et ] Beby st veplied wh,

t
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&t the samo time directing her steps to a little apartment
?mﬁguomm tgs parlour, and which was called the chamber
-door.

Thetn:ﬁnﬂmmwheel,ofamnventwa‘aumd
press in the of a cylinder, enelosed between a doubls
wall,’and turning on its axis in such a manner that articles
deposited on the outside were received by those within without
sny-one being seen. It was by this channel that the various
little necessaries and presents which lay persons forwarded to
the recluses were admitted. The listening sister gave a slight
push to this machine, which revolved on its axis with a creak.
ing noise. Suzanne hastened to gather up the jewels and
thrust them back at random into the et, then i
Felise by the arms, she seated her in the turning-wheel, p
the casket on her knees, and, by a second impulse communi=
cated to the machine, conveyed her into the interior of the
convent. )

Sister Genevieve then approached the grating, and making
a signal of adieu to the stranger, said in & gentle and heart-
broken voice—¢¢ We shall never see each other again in this
world; may God comfort youn, and in his overflowing mercy
take pity on us hoth!”

The black curtain closed, the novice and child disappeared,
and the echo of their retreating footsteps was soon lost in the
distance,

The stranger remained for a moment with her eyes fixed
upon the grating, as if absorbed in silent despair ; then without
uttering & word she allowed herself to be led away by
Suzaune,

The old servant had already returned and was waiting at
the carriage door. .

““Welll” said Suzanno, ‘where are we t0 go now?”

““ Merely a few off,” replied he, pointing to a large
gateway in a dead wall which served as the inclosure of a
court-yard. “T have hired this house, and mademoise]le has
only to cross the street to be at home,”

o ——

CHAPTER I

Tas clpek was chiming the hour for dinne¥, and the commu-
nity was just entering the refectory, when Sister Geneviove

d, bolding by'the hand. On mn%&koprmy
little girl who came forwsrd all astonishment, holding the
oorner of ber apron trimmed with lace and curtsying with
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infuntine politeness, the good sisters uttered exclamations of
joy. arrival of a new boarder was an event of the
geatest importance to the whole household, and occupied

eir enfive thoughts for a week. Whatever was her age, she
was & new member of the spiritual family of the Annuncia-
tions for with few exceptions the young girls brought up
there took tho veil, their education being wholly directed to
that end. If was a very suitable establishment for young
ladies of family who had but a small dowry, and consequently
the foresight of parents provided such with this “tihm'
which they em without once coming in contact with the
world, and in which their life flowed on gently, equably, and

for’ﬂféten.
superior took Felise on her knee, and said, whilst she
kissed her forehead :—

¢« This is another lamb added to our flock ; she is a present
from the Archbishop of Alais, to whom we also owe Sister
g?ngieve, and truly we cannot be sufficiently grateful to his

ighness.”

“ Oh, my dear mother!” stammered Sister Genevieve, *“it
isre{awho should be grateful for the protection of the holy
prelate.”

“My dear sisters, to your places, and let us t the
Benedicite,” vesumed the superior, cheerfully; ‘and out of
consideration for this new daughter, the cellarist will add to
the desert a plate of that famous almond confection which we
enjoyed last Christmas, and I further extend the period for
recreation half an hour.”

¢¢ Thanks, thanks! dear mother,” exclaimed all the nuns to-
gether as they took their places on their benches, which were
comfortably fitted with backs, and were ranged on each side
of the table,

“Will my dear mother to say what seat her new
daughter is to occupy ?” saxd Sister Genevieve.

I wish her to make abquaintance at ordce with your fs-
vourites, my child ; let her take her seat between the Cha-

Those meagre repasts, served on yellow earthenware and
washed down with pure water, which constituted the daily fare
of the carmelites andemhim. were unknown at the convent
of the Annonciades. rule of St. Augustine, and the
revenues of the house, permitted o better fare. Contrary to
the usual cugtom of religions honses, all the community ate at
the same table; the reverend mothers close to the superior,
uext to them those who had lately taken the 'vows, then the
uovices, and lastly the boardeve, | The dishes were simple,
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and over the chimney could be perccived ay pbliterated gsent-
cheon, whose blumung was coverad ver with the gzure cross
of the Annonpmdes, but the legepd of which could shll be de-
a st Diey ayde au premm' baron chrestie bg Bil cﬂ
during the repast was not compulsory, and o subdued by
opssant mummr Right be hegrd amidst the noise of the gluses

and
Hss dear little creature does not eat,” observed one of the
mere%ﬂ mot;hers. looking gt Felise. * She Inoks quite Oem-
her, Mademoiselle de Chameroy.  Angela, take
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« And what was your mamma called, my little d
asked ome of the revﬁond mothers, by way zf myinﬂ%

thiug in her fuyn. .

. At this question the novice turned pd locked a4 Fe-
lise with anguish, The child hesifated, pondered s moment,
and then 1 somewhat ashamed—

“ 1 da not yemember.” . .

Sister Gengrieve breathed more faecly, and baving yegaingd
bgr comphsnre, said {o the superior—

“ My dear tixwtber, excuse her forwardness of mannery
Feliag 19 a spoiled child,” , .

“'Yes, yes, we shall bring her up better.’}":apl‘ed the indgl-
ﬁ:: superior; *‘we can tume the mast ! ‘na:g_ character.

ven has favoured ug with particulgr gifts in thig respect.”

They rose ta say grace. It was the honr of recreation, and,
leaving the refectory, the nuns descended to the garden, A
lar%e terre, divided into beds by edgings of box.waod, ex-
terided along the facgde, and was hounded by deai)“thlgketi
intorsected with paths which formed a sort of lsbyrinth.

trees, now stripped of their leaves, overtopped the walls
and shut out the perspeetive. During the summer segson, when
masses of foliage concealed the surrounding houses, and when
nothing bu‘g ¢ blue sky, bathed in light or chequered with
fleaey clouds, was visihle above the green and leafy summits,
one might have imagined himself in a remote and sequestered
valley, in°place of in the heart of the modern Babylon.

The pale December sun had shightly temperad the agmos-
phore and melted the hoar-frost an the branches. Tha wind,
now somewhat milder, had dried up the sandy alleys, and rude
winter sill :&antted the gentle south wind to b fara
momant. e nuns scattered themselves in groups over the
parterre. Bister Genevieve sat down on the ﬂxggz of ste
which led to. the garden, in the midst of the boarders, who
g aroynd her like g flogk of chattering birds. Whilst
the little Awh endegvaopred fo make her acamnmm with
”g‘lixyp. k% er sister seated beside the novice, and

in 3 low tope—
* ¢ Ah, denr sister, what & resglute air ghe bas! Our dear

er way what e, it will not to inspire
gy AR

*'The yogptiapl” replied Bister (renavigve; “Ias not evory
: , and who, like
e e B T

age of gix?”
3 shook her head, and di ¢ er.
Pl ke g
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age, fuir, fresh, and pretty. She wore, like the other boarders,
a blue woollen dress which di-played to advantage her slender
and graceful figure; her hair, slightly curled, and of a bright
auburn, forined a heavy mass which fell on her neck, and was
imperfectly confined by a black gauze cap fastened under the
chin; her eyes, of a variable shade of blue, her nose slightly
turned up, and her full and well-formed lips, formed altogether
one of the most wilful and charming faces in the world. It
was impossible to imagine such a countenance under the veil.
The little Angela’s features, on the contrary, were sweet and
genile, and wore a thoughtful expression rarely scen in child-
hood. The two sisters were orphans, destined for the cloister.
The elder vaguely remembered the parental mansion, but as
for the younger, she had been brought to the Annonciades
immediately on leavirg the nurse’s arms, and had no idea of
any world beyond the walls of the convent.

Felise remaincd standing close by Sister Genevieve, and
obstinately refused 1o join in the amusements of the boarders,
who were playing blind-man’s-buff on the terrace, and who
beckoned to hcr engagingly as they passed. Whenever any
one of them took her by the hand, or laughingly ca.u%ht hold
of the corner of her apron, she turned, all ashamed and angry,
to Sister Genevieve, and hid her fuce with a pouting arr.

¢ Come,” said Cecilia, ‘I must iry to tame this little
savage ; with your leave, Sister Genevieve, I shall take her 1o
Bethlehem to sce the holy infant Jesus.”

< Yes, let us go—let us go at once!” exclaimed little Felise
briskly, fastening on her cape, and herself taking hold of little
Angela’s hand.

Sister Genevieve slipped her arm inside Cecilia’s, and mur-
mured, sighing: ¢ The poor child imagines we are going to
take her far {rom this.”

They crossed the parterre and took one of the paths which
traversed the thickets. This part of the garden had a wild
and pleasing appearance. Long wreaths of ivy twined round
the trunks of ancient elms, whose roots were hidden among thick
clumps of brambles and honeysuckle, In the lovely month
of June the nightingale might be heard during the whole
night singing amid the leafy branches, and the periwinkle
flomished amid these quiet shades as in its native forest.
The path which intersected this wood branched into many
windings, s0 that one could have a long walk without returning
by the same way.

Felise ran ou before, curious and impatient. The decayed
grass .nd leafless trees seemed to awaken no recollections in
Ber breast; she remembered only the verdure and the flowers
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of the preceding summer.  Once, however, she suddenly
stopped and said, looking up at the huge trees whose brauches
met overhead:—

“ Aunt Genevieve, there are walks like these about our
chateau, and then there is the park beyond. 'We used to play
in the park; don’t you remember?”

% TLook, look!” interrupted Sister Genevieve, instead of
replying; “+4here is Bethlehem.”

““That little house!” exclaimed the child.

* Come in quickly, and you shall see,” said Cecilia, pulling
her forward.

It was a rustic pavillion, in which tle nuns every year at
Christmas made a representation of the nativity. It would
have been difficult certainly to imagine a more simple and
original picture. Green branches, mingled with moss and
shells, formed the landscape, the sky being represented by
leaves of blue paper sprinkled with silver stars. A crystal
flask hidden in the moss did duty as a lake, in which swam
golden fish. The stable in which our Lord was born had a
straw roof, and was supported by gilt pillars; and to render
the appearance of the place more elegant, the good sisters had
placed 4 mirror at the bottom of the manger. 1t must have
required all the skill and patience of nuns to clothe the per-
sonages who came in their hest attire to worship the Newly-
born. There were people of all ranks, from the milkmaid in
her villoge head-dress and the water-carrier from Auvergne, to
the lady in her court attive and the financier in his flowin,
wig. In the midst of this multitude appeared a man, dresscd
in & long black robe and wearing hands and a broad-leafed
hat, in the act of bestowing his blessing on a nun of the
Annonciades who carried paschal eags to the infant Jesus,

Felise, standing on a footstool before the manger, expressed
Ler astonishment and admiration Ly incessant exclamations.
This sight had quickly rcconciled her to remaining in the
convent: she could imagine nothing more beautiful in the
world than such an assemblage of dolls in magnificent dresscs,
aud everything she had beheld in passing through the Llue
St. Antoine appeared very mean in comparison. When she
had recovered a little from her ccstasy, she begun to inguire
the names of all those pasteboprd figures, which secmed to her
real personages. Cecilia explained cverything with extreme
good nature. 'When she came to the person clothed in black,
she gravely observed:—

““'This one is alive in flesh and blood; he is the reverend
Father Boinet, confessor 1o the community. Last year we
had in his place the reverend Father Pacaud, our almoner, a
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very boly person also; it is delightful to have his portrait
tlere in the samo niche as the blessed infant Jesus! It is the
very image of Father BoinotI”

**He is very ngly,” said Telise, naively.

JDuring this dinlogue, Sistcr Genevieve, standing at the door
of the pavillion, followed with her eyes the little Angela, who,
instead of looking at the manger which she had already visited
twenty times, amused herself by running along che walk and
seattering with her foot the dried Jeaves collected at each side.
In turning up this bed of leaves which protected the soil from
the froct, Angela uncovered a little verdant {aft, and nnme-
diately a sweet delicions perfumne scented the air.

“Ah!” exclaimed she joyfully, ““a violet!” She gathered
it carefitlly, and brought it in tiiumph to Sister Genevieve.
The novice placed the flower in her girdle and remained
motionless, her head <npporied on her hand and her eyes
closed, as if the peifume had overcome her.  In truth the
aroma which floatcd on the air had, as it were, overwhelmed
her soul; her recollctions were suddenly transported to other
scenes, her thoughts flew with the <pred of lightning to her
native ficlds, under the broad lime-trecs, at the fool of which
the wild hyacinths formed a blue carpct on which she had so
often sat.  When Ceeilia left the pavillion, with great difficult,
bringing with her Fclise, who would gladly have remaincd till
evening looking at the manger. she found the novice still
absorbed in her reverie,

¢ Bister—my dear sister & exclaimed she with astonishment,
“you are weeping— yoa me jn pain?”

¢« No,” replied Sider Genevieve, pressing her hand on her
heart——¢“no, my child; on the contrary it was a very swecet
fecling which Texperienced ; it was a sort of joy whlcf: T can-
not define and which inade me shed tears.”

*Oh! my dear sister, you were thinking of scenes fur dis-
tant from this!" said the young girl, pressing her hand with
intelligent sympathy.,

The chiming of a bell, cchoing throughout the monastery,
announced that the period for recrention had expired; it was
now the hour fur conmumencing necdlework.  On entering the
workroom the supcrior «aid to her nuns:—

My very dear sisters, we mnst clothe this lamb which the
Lord hag sent us to-day: we shall work for Der till the hour of
myer"v

Sho quickly distyibuted the work, and two hours afterwards
the wm%robe of the new-comer was almost completud.  She
was then bronght forward, and in place of her silk frock and
muslin apron trimmed with broad Argentine lnee, they elothed
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herin the attire of the boarders her companions. This change
of costume did not_appear to please her highly; she allowed
herself to be dressed without saying a word, gazing somewhat
angrily all the time at the good supcerior, who herself handed
the different articles one after the other, not forgetting to say
each time.— M

“Lovk, my dear sisters, how it becomes her! Jesu-Maria,
how beautiful ghe is in this dress! I am suve it will have the
effect of making her as docile and well-conducied as all our
other daughters.” .

When Felise's toilet was completed, the sisters kissed ber
one after another, expressing a hope that in a few years she
might have the happiness of chunging her attire afresh, The
same day after service the superior sent a message to Sister
Genevieve to accompany Felise to the little parlour.  This
wag a favour rarely granted to the novices. The little par-
lour was an apartmient furnished with a table, a few chairs,
and a library, the shelves of which contained about a hundred
volumes. Fhere was no grating, and the door opened into
the chamber of the turning-wheel. It was in this room that
the superior of the Annonciades received the visits of those
few persons who had the privilege of adwmission into the
cloister.

The reverend Father Boinet, confessor to the community,
was alrcady in the little parlour with the superior when Sister
Genevieve presented herself with Felise. e rose, and bowing
with the politeness of a man of the gorld, said, as he took the
child on his knees:—

“Good day, mademoisclle; you are welcome. It is loug
since Monscigneur d’Alais promised to send us a little An-
nonciade, and we were very impatient to see you.”

Felise, not much flattered at this gracious reception, glanced
stealthily at Father Boinet from under her eyelashes and re-
mained mute.

*¢ Iixcuse her, father,” said the novice; ¢ she is still as wild
as a young bird just taken from the nest; she is terrified, and
trembles under the hand which reecives and fosters her.”

«1 am certain, however, that the little bird has no wish to
fly away,” said the director gaily. *“What would she do else-
where? It is cold and dreary outside, the frost is intense, and
in a short time it will be night.”

The little girl raised her oyes mechanically towards the
window. The daylight was in fact almost gone, a frosty mist
obscured the panes, arid gloomy night was advancing with its
mantle of darkness. Felise shivercd and pressed closer to the
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novice, as she turned her fucc towards the fire where the clear
blaze sparkled. -

¢¢ The little bird is already tame,” said Father Boinet smiling.
«It feels happier in its close warm cage than in the open fields,
and as T am well satisfied with it I shall give it o little seed to
pec 'l’

With these words he drew from his pocket a roll of paper,
and &uring the contents into Felise’s apron he,added:—

. ‘l‘ and munch these comfits by the fire, my pretty little
irl.”

I foresee, father, that she will be your favourite,” said
the superior, patting Felise’s cheeks with the end of her finger;
“and if she prove very well-bchaved, and very obedient, she
shall be mine also. Sce how happy she will be with us!’

¢ No matter—I will go away whenever it is daylight,” mur-
Iﬁlqred the child, turning her large limpid eyes towards Father

oinet.

¢ Ah! father,” exclaimed Sister Genevieve in a tone ¢ an-
guish, ““T greatly fear she will never have the vocation.”

““In that case we shall not detain ber, my child,” replied
the ::.})m'ior quickly ; it would be better for her to work out
her salvation in the world than lose her soul in the cloister.”
Father Boinet shook his head and merely replied:—

“ God will dispose.”

CHAPTER IIL

In epite of the care, the marks of affection, and 1he little flat-
teries generally lavished in convents on new boarders, the
sisters were not successful in thoroughly taming Fclise. Hers
was a disposition at once obstinate and fanciful, which it was
impossible to govern cither by mildness or severity; she
feared no person, and loved non: but Sister Genevieve. In
process of time, however, she submitted to the easy duties im-
posed on her. Instead of rebelling every moment against the
mistress of the hoarders, expressing in no measured terms her
little determinations, and frequently throwing the class and
the whole dormitory inte confusion by her petulance, she
learncd to walk quietly, and to employ the polite and Chris-
tian phraseology in use in the establishment. This was nearly
all that could be obtained from her during the first few months
she passed at the convent.

During this time Sister Genevieve pronounced ber vows.
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This irrevocable cngagement was not accompamed, like the
taking of the veil, with solemn and dreary ceremonies, With-
out pompous preparations, almost without any peculiar form,
the novice promised to keep faithfully her religious vows, and
received the black veil from the hands of the superior; after
which she signed the authentic act of her profession.

Sister Genevieve endured this last trial with unusual forti-
tude and without appearing to give one regret, one rebellious
thought, to that world from which she was separated for ever.
This was a source of great joy and cdification to the com-
munity, and especially to the superior, who had at first enter-
tained doubts of the young girl's vocation, since from her
entrance into the house she iad rather manifested a taste for
retirement and a secluded life, than a spirit of fervent piety ;
but when they beheld her accomplish her sacrifico with a
countenance so tranquil and firm, they decided that she was
truly called.

On the day of her profession, immediately after the cere-
mony, Sister Genevieve was permitied to retire to her cell to
colleet her thoughts and repose for a short period. Leaving
the choir she reached the dormitory alone. Her step was
firm and rapid, and she walked like onc under the influence of
some inward agitation, subdued and Iflow:med by the will,
The moment she entered her cell she threw herself upon ber
knees, raised her hands to lLeaven, her face bathed in tears,
and exclaimed aloud:—

“Lord! do not repulse one whg has taken refuge with thee
in her distress! Take me, O my God, for I am now thine
alone!”

She endeavoured {o proceed, but her mental energy was cx-
hausted ; she felt her thoughts wander and become confused.
Pale, her forchead covered with a cold perspiration, she re-
mained almost prostrate upon her knces, both her mind and
body plunged in a sort of swoon. Cecilia de Chameroy sur-
prised her in this situation. The young boarder, prompted by
a sort of instinctive solicitude, had followed Sister Genevieve's
steps, and when she suw her thus prostrate, her features be-
dewed with tears, and her eyes closed, she knelt down beside
her and said with a mixture of grief and terror:—

‘ Bister, dearest sister! you deplore the day on which you
made your profession! Oh, Heavenly Father! then you had
no real voeation!”

The nun recovered by degrees from her stupor, and passing
her hands over her still moistened eyes, she said with in-
effable sweotness and resignation .—

*“Wherefore have I wept? Oh! God. what bave I left
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behind in the world thet can occasion me a tear® am T not
too happy to obtain a refuge here?  Ahl let me rather bless
the Long who has opened his house to receive me, and who
has given me 2 place amongst this Christian family.”

¢You are an orphan then, my sister,” said Ceciliaede Cha-
meroy, sighing.

The nun made a gesture in the affirmative. :

« And finding yourself without protection in the world you
decided on taking the veil?” continued the young girl eagerly:
¢ you came here of your own accord? Ah! dear sister, had
I been old enough to know my own inclinations when 1 lost
my parents, I should never have entered the Convent of the
Annonciades.”

« But you are still frec to leave it, my child,” replied the
nun.

¢ Where could 1 now 20 ?" arked Mademoiselle de Chaie-
roy.

““Alas! my dear child, such reflections are sinful. Tet us
submit to the lot which Providence has appointed, and cndea-
vour to love the duties which are imposed upon us. Besides,
what more do we require here for the solace either of body or
mind?—is there on earth a more agreeable or tranquil abode?”

At these words she rose, made the circuit of her (-vl‘l. and open-
ing the window looked out upon the garden; then resuming—

¢ Sce,” she exclaimod, passing her hand over the counter-
pane, *we are not lodged as the capuchins, who sleep upon a
plank, with »a denth’s-h(-&d beside their pillow. ‘This little
chamber is neat and clean; there is a lovely view of the gar-
den; and the air is so pure, and so impregnated with the
sweet odour of the foliage, that one might fancy one's self in
the country.

«It is true, sister,” replied the young boarder; “here
everything has a pleasaut aspect: in winter the apartments
are well heated and impervious to the cold, in summer we have
long recreations, and can breathe the fresh and healthful air
in the garden; moverthcless, in the midst of all this luxury
and comfort [ never ccase 1o think with regret of another
abode,”

“ The house in which your parents lived?”

“It was a dilapidated old mansion,” replied Cecilia inge-
auously ; “ it looked out upon an obscure ﬁttle street, where
you could not see clearly even at mid-day. My father took
possession of it on his avrival in Paris, whither he had pro-
ceeded to present a petition. Ie wus a gentleman of Eigh
family.s brave and loyal officer beggured in the service of his
king.” My mother accompanied him. He reckoned upon re.



¥ELISE. 183

turning 1o his country-seat with a pension. At the end of
four years he had obtained nothing—and meauwhile, what
misery! what destitution! My poor father! I think I «till
see him writing out his memorials before the window in a
large Poom without a fire, and afterwards reading thewn alond
to,my mother, who remuined with me in bed almost all 1he
day for want of a billet of wood to put on the hearth. We
went out only on Sundays to mass; but then, what joy!—I
dreamed of it all the week.  'We had to pass through a square
called the Place Royales sometimes the sun was shining, and
then it was an unspeakable pleasure for me to course along
the alleys in the open air. My mother would often kindly
seal herself on a bench and allow me to play for half-an-hony,
after which we would return home and iinmure oursclves for
the rest of the week. T could not now {ind onr dwelling again
T have even forgoiten the name of the strcets but T have still
before my eyes the house—the damp, dak staucase, the neat
and homely apartment where it wus alwiys cold, the dilapi-
dated furniture, ithe laree uncurtained bed, and the sideboard,
ornamented with some pieces of plate which disappearcd one
aficer another. Tt was in that honse that Angela was born,
and on the smme day my poor mother died!”

Cecilia’s voice faltered as she uttered these words, and her
soft and laughing eyes were filled with tear

¢« And then, my child,” said Sister Genevieyve much affected,
‘“what happened *”

¢ Alas! atter this misfortune, there came another,” veplied
the young girl; < my father took ill, an1in o fow duys it was
evident that he had not much longer to live  During his lust
days Providence came to his awistance A distant relative,
having learned his forlorn situation, hasts ned to Ver«ailles and
interceded in his Lehul . Taving rome (redit at court, he
obtamed all that he 1equired ; but the mouitieonr e of the king
came too late  Before he espired, my fathar commuended us
1o the care of this relative, and implored him to tahe <harge of
us; he then addressed some obscrvations to ine which Thardly
understood, aud to which T only auswezed by my tears. As
soon a9 he had rendered bis «oul to God, our rclative the Baron
de Favras bropeht we here.  Qur dear mother, moved by cur
misfortune, consented to receive Angela also who was still an
infant m the eradle.”

*¢ And this relative, this guardian, has he cver shown you
any attention?” nsked Sister Genevieve; ** does he sometimes
come to sec you?”

¢ Never,” replied Cecilia—*¢ never, although he lives very
near this, for I recollect he had only to cross the street to



184 THE OLD CONYENTS OF PARIS,

bring us here. Ho hardly knows us, and certainly cannot
lé)rz(e us. Angela and I haveno other futher and protector but
1.”
¢ Poor children!” murmured Sister (Genevieve, convinced 0.
the necessity of their vocation. -

CHAPTER IV.

Ir was an Tialian devotce, a nolle lady of Genoa called
Victoria Fornari, who had founded the order of the celestial
Annunciation, and a Jesuit, Father Taunoni, had written out
the constitution at her dictation. The object of the institution
was to offer a retreat to young women, who, fecling no vocation
for the world, wished to live for over concealed and unknown,
thus imitating the example of Mary, whom the angel found
alone in her chamber. 'Their life was to be inaccessible from
without, gentle and pleasant within, The house at Paris
Bractised these observances in their primitive strictness.

irected by the Jesuit fathers of the Rue St. Antoine, it had
preserved intact the traditions of the order, and there was
not perhaps in all France a nunnery where the discipline was
so strict, and where the duties were so light and easy. All
causes of disturbance, all agitation of mind and any approach
to relaxation of discipline were eagerly avoided. The majority
of the nuns, inmates from infancy, never overstepped even in
thought the narrow horizon which barred their gaze: for
them the house way the entirc universe. 'They were simple,
ignorant, and happy souls, who floated down the stream of
human life without mecting an obstacle on their couzse, and
as it were in the midst of an cternal twilight. Some, more
energetic than the rest, had felt their faculties developed in
the course of their rcligious teachings, and they naturally
turned them towards God; all their intellizence and sensibility
were absorbed in their mystic existence. They sought out the
ways of salvation with ardour, and found in their religious
duties sufficient nourishment for their activity.

La Mere Madcleine, the superior of the Convent of the
Annunciation, was a nun who had grown old in the practice
of the most difficult duties of monastic'life. Clever, prudent,
of sincere piety, and strictly upright in character, but at the
same time cheerful, easy, and gay, she governed her flock with
absolute sway, tempered however with gentleness and indul-

ence. Elected to her dignified position at the age of twenty-
ve, she once more united every suffrage at the expiration of
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her term of ofiice, and, what was perhaps unparalleled in the
history of religious establishments, she continued thus to exer-
cise her fanctions without intermission for twenty years.

It was always from among the Jesuits of the Rue St. An-
toine that the confessor and almoner of the blue nuns was
chosen. Father Boinet, their present spiritual director, united
to sincere piety the utmost correctness of conduct, and the tact
and cleverncsg which distinguishes the members of the Society
of Jesus. Ilis superiors saw, with their vsual tact and pene-
tration, that he was one of thosc men who are cven betier
defended by their appearance and manncrs than by their
principles, and they did not hesitate to confide to his care
some thirty women, who were not all reverend sisters with
sallow faces and snufl-stained noses. Although deficient
neither in ability, knowledge, nor acuteness, lns discourses
never surpassed mediocrity ; no person, however, knew better
than he did the art of placing himself on a level with simple
minds, and entering into their modes of thinking.  His portly
2o0od-humoured aspect inspired even the most timid with con-
fidence, and he was besides so homely and uninteresting in
his appearance that therc was no danger of cven the most
enthusiastic looking upon him with any dangerous degree of
adiration. In place of forcing his docile fluck into the rude
paths of penance and discipline, he guided them along easy
ways which equally led to heaven.

From her entrance into the convent, Sister Genevieve had
been the object of Father Boinet's peculiagolicitude.  Con-
fided in, and appealed to as the judge of her vocation, he had
cncouraged it by motives which were for ever buried in the
secrets of the confessional, and which the young novice had
imparted to none but himsclf. When the superior expressed
some scruples as to the admission of this beautiful young
creature, whom a sudden resolution had seemed to hurry into
the cloister, he had always simply replied:—

Do not be uneasy, reverend mother; her soul is frec from
taint; she has abandoned the world in her baptismal robes,
and has brought hither not a single regret, nor a single recol-
ection which can sully her purity.”

As soon as Sister Genevieve had taken the black veil, it de-
volved on_her 1o assist the mistress of the boarders in her
duties. The task was not a difficult one. The Announciades
did not pique themselves on deep study. Many of the nuny
had never opened any book but their {%rmuln.ry s but, on the
other band, no house could cqual them in embroidery or in
the fubrication of altar bouquets with tinsel and gilt paper,
Sister Genevieve taught the young boarders to read, and
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worked with the clder once at the church ornaments—master-
pieces of skill and care, which were often a whole year in pro-
gress of construction, and in the preparation of which the
whole community took a part.

The young nun had thus an opportunity of devoting her at-
tention to the education of Felice. At first she endeavoured
to subdue her proud and intractable temper, but she succecded
only imperfectly in the attempt. The little g'rl, natmally
obstinate and wilful, resisted all her exhortations, all her com-
mands, but yielded at once to her entreaties, for she loved her
with as much tenderness as the volatile and sclfish heart of
childhood is capable of.  On her side Sister Genevieve felt an
uneasy, and, as it were, painful affection for Felise. Her gaze
often rested on the pretty little creature with an eapression of
sorrow and bitter regret, and she would murmur as she passed
her fingers throush the little Angela’s curling locks, who ge-
nerally remained quietly on her knees, while Fclise bounded
about with ihe untamed vivacity of a mountain kid:—

¢« Heav(uly Parent! whea wilt thou grant her the grace to
resemble this little angel 2”

Cecilia de Chameroy also became the favourite and almost
the friend of Sister Genevieve, and soon this young person
discovered what the penetrating eye of the superior had wever
perceived, what no person ever suspected, that the soul of the
young nun was overwhelmed with gloom, and with some mys-
sterious and incurable grief. Cherished and yet sad recollec-
tions, deep rogrofﬁ seerelly occupied her mind; and although
she never spoke of her family, nor of the period which preceded
Ler religious profession, Cecilia guessed that her thoughts
dwelt without ceasing on all that <he had left behind. Often
when evening came, Sicter Genevieve would stand for hours at
the window of her cell, absorbed in her sad reflexions, and
would shed tears as she gazed at the starry firmament. Then
if her young friend came also to lean over the narrow balcony,
she would say to her with a sigh—

“Ob! my Cecilia, how lovely 1¢ the night! Turn your
eyes towards the garden; you can sce nothing now but the
foliage of the trees and the vault of heaven. 1 can fancy that
I am in the country, and that I breathe the pleasant odour of
the woods, and the freh sweet air as it passes over the mea-
dows. Oh! if you knew how lovely it is in summer evenings
beneath the alleys of long lime-trees by the water-side!”

Sometimes she would abandon Lerse'f to the recollections of
her childhood, and, seated in her cell with Angela on her
knees, would sing in a low voice the Christmas hymns of
Languedoc, to which the little girl would listen with a curious
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and lively air, hut without understanding what they meant.
Felise also would listen at such times and repeat these airs, the
same doubtless with which the nurse had hushed her in the
cradle. At other 1imes, during the period of recreation, Sister
Genevieve would leave the gaiden and proceed to a gallery
situated in a part of the mansion which the nuns did not in-
Labit. It was a long hall, paved with marble like a church,
and was still ornamented with a few pictures, whose dislocated
frames, formerly gilt, were now cnveloped in spiders’ webs.
The dust of a century had so eflaced the figures and blackened
the colours that nothing was 10 be seen but a few dim outlines
on a dark ground. The furniture had altogether dissppeared,
except a few tattered chairs which were Leaped up in disorder
in the corners. This apartment, which was still termed the
hall of princes. had at one time witnessed splendid fétes. The
light foot of the dancers had often glided over its humid pave-
ment, while the gay ritornellas might bave been heard even in
the shadiest recesses of the garden. DBut these magnificent
entertainments had left no trace behind; of all this noise and
splendour there remained no other record than the dark outline
which the smoke of the turches had left on certain portions of
the ceiling. .

One day it occurred to Cecilia to join Sister Genovieve
during her solitary recreation. She found her seated at the
entrance of the gallery, her head supported on her hand, and
her gaze lost in the extremity of the apartment, which was
dimly lighted by a ray of sunshine that strecumed through the
broken shutters and fell obliquely on the wapestried wall.

«1Ial my dear sister,” exclaimed the young girl, laughing,
“what arc you doing here amongst all these old portraits,
which scem to stare at you so sternly from their lofty position?”

¢ Come hither, foolish one, aud hecome acquainted with
them,” said the nun, making room for Cecilia beside her on
the worm-eaten bench where she was seated.  Then, resuming
her pensive attitude, she added—

N T was picturing to mysclf the time when balls were given
ere.”

¢ A ball!” repeated Cecilia, with profound astonishment;
‘ have you any idea then, my dear sister, what a ball is like?”

*¢ Assuredly, for 1 have been at one,” replied Sister Gene-
vieve with a sigh.

“You have danced?” exclaimed Cecilia, in a low voice, and
clasping her hands in amazement.

e, after s moment’s reflexion, she added still lower—
¢ It is very delightful, is it not?”

“ Oh, yes!” replied the young nun, ingenuously.
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And as Cecilia continued to fix on her an inguiring gaze,
she added—

«J was once at a ball, just once—the happy day on which
T was sixteen.”

She leaned her head on her hand, and appeared to indulge
with melancholy pleasure in the childish recollection, then,
suddenly rising, she took Cecilia’s arm and led her towarlls
the pictures. .

T take a pleasure in looking at all thesc personages,” said
she; ¢ I know them every one.”

““ Holy Virgin!] Where could you have seen them?” ex-
claimed the young boarder, with an astonishment tinged with
some little incredulity.

¢ In books,” replied the nun with a smile. *We are here
in illustrious company. Look at the names written at the
foot of the canvass, and where those are wantings at these
emblazoned escutcheons.”

“You know heraldry, then?”

““Yes, like all girls of noble birth who have passed their
childhood in old chateaux. This house, which is now & nun-
nery, once belonged to the Montmorencies, for their escutcheon
i8 everywhere, and these portraits are those of the great Con-
stable’s family.”

Cecilia examined in succession the long series of faces ranged
on their respective I?anels;, and cndeavoured to distinguish
their features beneath the dust of ages that veiled them; then,
recurring to the idea which had first struck her, sho pointed to
a female figure whose black eyes and white hands alone were
visible on the canvass. ;

** Do you believe then, my dear sister,” said sh#, ¢ that this
benntifu{hdy ever gave a ball here?”

¢« Certainly,” replied Sister Genevieve; ¢ she has, most
probably, danced in this very spot the minuets and country
dances which were in fashion a century ago.”

“ Ah}” cried Cecilia, laughing, ¢ if our reverend mothers
knew that, they would hasten to sprinkle the place with holy
water!”

At this moment the tolling of the bell anncunced the close
of the period for recreation. .

"¢ Jesu-Maria} What! already?” exclaimed Cetilia; « Mo-
ther Perpetus must have advanced the clock, I am certain.
Comel we must take our laave of this fair company.”

With these words themer?' rattle made a low eurtsy to
thglpiclum and skipped off, followed by Sister Genevieve.

ime meanwhile rolled on amid these monotonons duties
and recreations, and four dull, uniform. uninteresting years
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glided away. Sister Grencvieve felt every hour drag
its slow length along, and to her this period of her existence
seemed but.one long, dreary, never-ending day.

Angela and Felise were still children, but Cecilia was on
the verge of sixteen. The ﬁomng girl had become a lovely

ung woman, fresh and brilliant as a rose-bud in the spring.

er smooth clear complexion was exquisitely fair and bloom-
ing, and hes golden locks were the finest in the world. On a
sudden movement of her head her magnificent tresses would at
times become unfastened, and fall down even to her feet. Then
the mistress of the boarders would replace them in her black
ugzl?_cap, and gently chide the giddy-pate, who only replied,
ughing—

- Pax'gddn me, dear mother! I shall soon no longer give youv
this trouble. When the day arrives for my taking the white
v}e:il, the great scissors of Mother Perpetua will free me of all
that!”

The period was in fact now approaching when the young
boarder was to assume the attire of a novice, and she seemed
to await it without either terror or disquietude. Her temper
was ever cheerful, her bright and laughing eyes betrayed
neither secrot tears nor sleepless nights, and her charming
countenance preserved its unalterable serenity. Certainly
she did not manifest, on the other hand, the impatient fervour
of a soul that lonis to embrace its mystic ties. The worthy
superior averred that she had a passive vocation, and in her
opinion this was the best. She determined therefore to defer
no longer the ceremony which was to close the gates of the
fold for evigron this spotless lamb. :

The ¢ for the postulant was, before taking the veil,
to prepare herself for this step by some days of solitude and
self-examination. There was set apart for this purpose an
isolated apartment, the furniture of which was entirely in
keeping with monastic poverty. A pallet without curtains
was placed between a straw chair and a praying-desk; while
a narrow window, opening on an inner court, shed &
light on the naked and whitened walls, This melancholy

was called the solitude, m}d pic;ua auns fsmne'timc:s re;
quested permission to occupy it for a few days for purposes of
mortification and prayer. P 7 P

iselle do Chameroy still continued to all appearance

gay, careless, and tranqguil as ever; nevertheless the evenin
previous $o her entering on her solitary abode, finding her
ulone with Sister Genevieve, she said to her sbruptly in an
alteved tone of voice:m.

* Ah, my dear sister! I do not know what is passing within
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me; I feol overwhelmed with sorrow and even with despair
when I think that in eight daysI shall take theveil. Ohl howI
long to be a little bird, that I might escape over these walls
and fly away!”

““Oh! my child, what is that you say!” exclaimed the ter-
rified Sister Genevieve; ‘what! would you leave the con-
vent?” "

“To live, were it even bui a few days, away.from this, I
think I would gladly give the rest of my existence.”

“ But, gracious heaven! what would become of you—in-a
world where you know no person, and of which you are com-
pletely ignorant?”

“What matters it?” replied Cecilia impetuously, it looks
80 beautiful from this!”

Then she added, bursting into tears:—

“But I shall never leave the convent! Never—never—
either living or dead!”

At this moment the nuns eniered the dommitory, and
Sil:_ter Genevieve had only time to press Cecilia’s hand and
w. F—

My child, to-morrow Father Boinet will doubtless come to
direct your spiritual exercises; you must then reveal to him
Openg the state of your soul. Fear nothing ; he is a good man,
fall of intelligence and mercy; he will listen to you with in-
dulgence, and will console you!”

e following day Mademoisclle de Chameroy entered
the retreat, and Sister Gencvieve saw her no more save in
the choir between the saperior and the mistress of the novices.

The taking of the veil was an important cvent in religious
houses. The ceremony attracted a great number of persons,
and the good sisters took a Kious pleasure in the display of
their chrurch ornaments. As the day approached, an unwonted
agitation pervaded the convent. The reverend mothers never
quitted the sacrlsty; they took out from the cypress chests the
vestments of cloth of gold aud the lace surplices, and began
orice more with pride to make out the inventory of their relics
and pieces of plate, whilst the y: nuns manufactured arti-
ficial bouquets, and the little boarders cut fresh paper orna-
mentq for the waxen tapers. They sat up late in order to
finish theso grand preparations, and there was a collation in
the workroom: in short all was aetivity and joy.

In the midst of this gaiety, Sister Gengvieve reflected
sorrowfully on Cecilis’s last words; she trembled lest the ex-
hortations of Father Boinet might prove ineffectual with this
rebellious soul, and she saw the day of the earemony arvive,
with inexpressible anxiety, The evening previous to
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important day, as the choir retired, perceiving that Made-
moijselle de.Chameroy was proceeding alone to her cell, she
waited a moment behind agd bastily said as the nuns were
movivnvg AWEY 1

“Well, my child, is your soul freed from the emotions which
troybled it ; have Father Boinet's admonitions strengthened you
in your vecation?”

Mademoisclle de Chameroy turned towards the nup her
countenance pale with the internal conflicts she had endured,
and bursting into tears replied:—

My dear sister, 1 am not changed; 1 still feel the same
terrors, the same anguish-—the Lord has withdrawn his favour
from me.”

«“Have you confessed to Father Boinet?”

““Yes, my sister, I declared the repugnance, the culpable
wishes I entertamed in spite of myself; but he saw without
anger the state of my soul. e treated my apprehensions
as groundless scruples, and in short he assured me I had a
sufficient vocation.” .

¢ And he has not thought fit to defer your taking the veil?”

*No, my sister ; he merely recommended me to place myself
in the hands of the Lord, who knows better than we ourselves
the paths by which we are to come to him. Then, overcome
by mortal gricf, I threw myself at the knees of our reverend
mother, and declared that T did not feel called to a perfeot life,
and that in taking the veil I nisked my eternal salvation. She
listened to me with cxtreme kindness, without blame or being
astonished, and calling me always her dear daughter, her pre.
cious lamb. Bhe afterwards assisted me to examine my con-
science afresh ; and although I freely avowed the sinful thonghts
which arose in my mind the more I consulted my inclinations,
she would not believe that the Lord had abandoned me, and
persisted in reassuring me of my vocation. Oh! my dear
sister, so great is my ingratitude and wickedness, that so much
goodness and mercy has not moved me; I have experienced,
on the contrary, feelings of robellion and hatred. 1 will take
the veil, but I shall not be a good nun, and in the depths of
my heart I shell detest my vows.”

“Oh! my child, do not uttor such words,” interrupted Sister
Genevieve with terror; *you are in the Lord's house, a few
steps from his tabernacle—" .

It if true—sh! do not punish me, Heavenly Father. I
gibmit—thy will be done!” murmured Mademoiselle de
Chameroy, drooping her head on ler bosom with a gesture
ruthor of utter prostration than of resignation.

"The arrival of the snperior interrupted this dialogus. On
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“'Well, reverend father,” exclaimed the superior, * what is
the result of the attempt which you have had the charity to
undertake?”

*Thank Heaven, it has had sucoess ;” replied Father
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in & difficult enterprise. ¢ The Baron de Favras will shortly
W hemfn ignify to his ward that he is opposed to her
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aversion of Mademoiselle de Chameroy for the religious pro-
fession, the scandal that might ensue if we constrained her to
adopt it, and the dangerous cxample it might offer to the
community. The baron is an old officer of the king’s forces,
and hasall the rudeness of manner and overbearing spirit of
military people. He is tinctured with Jansenism, and piques
himdelf on his austerity: ncvertheless, he never goes to mass
cxcept when gbsolutely nccessary; he hates the members of
our order and only listens {0 a scrmon when some father of
the Oratoire mounts the pulpit. You may imagine, my
reverend mother, that I could not act openly with such a
perron.  Heaven then inspired me with the idea of making
use of his very aversion in furtherance of our design. I sent
to him one on whose ability, good intentions, and discretion,
I could rely. This person hinted at our influence in this
house, and, in reply to his questions, made him fully aware of
the spiritual authority which we exert over, and the particylar
affection which we bear to, the order of the Annunciation.
The worthy man fired up at this discourse. He expressed his
indignation at the general approbation we reccived, was only
astonished that he had not sooner been aware of the hands into
which his wards had fallen, and in short gave vent to all the
injurious remarks with which passion inspires our enemies. It
was at this juncture that your message arrived, and I doubt
not that he will very shortly make his appearance in the par-
lour. It is not the salvation of these innocent souls which
engages his attention, it is the hatred which he bears towards
us; but whichever it may be, our object is not the less attained.
This very day he will remove the two sisters, and the scandal
of this affair will redound on his own head. Your daughters
will never know that there has been a rebellious spirit among
them, and we shall have separated in time the tare from the
good grain.”

““Yes, reverend father, I rejoice with you,” said the supe-
rior with a sigh; ¢‘yet I confess it is not without regret that I
part with these children. It seemed as if the.Lord had given
them to me for ever, and now all at once I lose them, If I
were even assured of their happiness in this world—if I did
not tremble for their etcrnal welfare—"”

“It is a feeling which you must sacrifice to the safety of
your other spiritual daughters,” replied Father Boinet with
authority; *“consider, reverend mother, the sudden change in
Mademoiselle de Chameroy and the consequences which such
an example might have. You saw better than she herself into
the very depths of her soul; it was not any passing foeling of
disgust which she experienced, or any m&n apprehension

N
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which onemight appeasc ; it was the vocation which was wanting,
and which we cannot 1mpart. Let her go therefore—we can
now only pray for her.”

* But her sister—that sweet little creature whom we received
in the cradle—to lose her tool” said the iood superier, wiping
aw:gda tear which escaped, in spite of her efforts, from her

8.

“ The baron will not take one without the pther,.and since
we must lose or keep both, the alternative is obvious.”

¢TI do not hesitate, my good father,” replied the superior
with resignation; *is not our life one of sacrifice and self-
denial?”

At this moment the bell rang to announce that some visiter
had presented himself in the parlour; the superior immediately
caused Cecilia to be informed, and, proceeding to meet her,
she gaid with an emotion which she could not entirely control :-—

¢ Proceed to the parlour, my dear child; you know what
you have to ask from your guardian; listen with respect to
what he shall say, and come to me again.”

A quarter of an hour afterwards, Cecilia returned to the
little parlour, pale and overcome, but with her hands raised to
heaven and her face radiant with joy.

¢ My dear mother,” said she, ‘‘the baron refuses his con-
sent; he will not permit me to take the veil!”

<You must submit, my dear child,” replied the superior
calmly; <adore the will of God, and prepare to obey the orders
of your guardian.”

#Oh, T am ready to do so!” exclaimed Mademoisclle de
Chameroy with transport.

. Then she added, with & mingled expression of sorrow and
OY tomr

My dear mother, who would have thought it? The baron
has ailsohadﬁcided on our leavin t,hehoonvent.” a

1 shall not oppose it,” replied the superior, still preserving
her equanimity,pnlthaugh her heart was sensibly afflicted.
* When your father died, he handed over all his rights to the
Baron de Favras; he has authority over you, and I am ready
to give you into his charge.”

““And I shall leave the convent!” murmured Cecilis,
ing her hands in astonishment not unmixed with doubt. “*Oh,
n;y God, is it possible that I am about to pass the gates of the
cloister?”

“ Yes, my daughter,” said the superior, looking at her sor-
rowfally, * you are abont to leave us for ever,” ¢

Attgmwmh, which were uttered without the slightest
accent of veproach, Mademoiselle de Chameroy was semsible
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of her ingratitude and the involuntary error of her heart. She
threw hersclf on her knecs before the superior, bathed her
venerable hands with tears, and said in a voice broken with
s0bs :—

¢ Oh] Wy dear mother, pardon me—T have made a bad return
for 8]l the kindnees you have lavished on me. Iam not worthy
of the title of daughter which you have so long bestowed on
me!” .

The good superior conld not restrain her tears; she clasped
in her arms the child that was about to abandon her, and
said in & voice in which sorrow, tenderness, and pious fortitude
struﬁled for mastery:—

+ My daughter—my dear daughter—in the new life on which
you are about to enter, remember the example which has been
set before you here.  You were not called to be a saint; ve-
nounce therefore a life of seclusion, but never cease to be a
Christian and a woman of honour.”

The same duy Mademoiselle de Chamergpy and her young
sister crossed tznae terrible gates which opened so mrely%g
permit the young girls brought up in the Annunciation
enter the world again; but this great cvent was not known
until the evening. The superior announced it to the nuns
when they were assembled in the workrocom to conclude the
preparations for the approaching ceremony. She explained
to them briefly that the Baron de Favras bad interposed to
prevent Mademoiselle de Chameroy from taking the veil, and
commended the sisters to the prayers of the community.

This unheard-of piece of intelligence threw the good nuns
into a state of inexpressible astonishment and indignation.
They raised their hands to heaven, and declaimed aloud in the
workroom against such tyranny.

“ Sweet ’gaviourl" excluimed Mother Perpetua; ¢ such an
outrage at the very moment of taking the veil! This man
must be an atheist, an idolater, a hugvenot!” -

+ He will not suoceed in his damnable projects,” said ano-
ther nun. ¢ Be agsured, my dear sisters, that these children
will resist persecution, and, after having confounded him by
their constancy, will oblige him to restore them to us once
m ”

** May the Lord grant them his su tending grace,” said
;‘lﬁm}. “and hasten to open the fold again to these dear
B ”n
One of the elder sisters, who had followed the superior out
of the workroom, returned at this roment.
¢ Ah, my dearest sisters,” said she, * let us pray for these
doves on whom the cruel vulture has pounced. f have just
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been speaking to Sister Ursula. Tt was she who opened the
parlour-door to this bad man; she was there when he took
them away.”

¢ Oh, my dear mother, tell us all! What was he like?
‘What did he say?” exclaimed all the nuns, .

“'Why, he is an old gentleman, quite crippled with gout
and rheumatism; his valet had to give him his arm to assist
him to the parlour. Sister Ursula did not hear what he said
at first to Mademoisclle de Chameroy; she merely perceived
that he spoke in an angry tone of voice, uttered many threats,
and was prepared apparently to drive matters {o extremity,
for our reverend mother yielded the point at once. They
brought the two sisters to him, the ¢onvent gates were opened,
and the poor children departed, shedding tears.  Angela was
terrified when she heard the noise in the streets; she returned
quite confounded, and her sister was at last obliged to carry
her away in her arms,”

““Poor children] May the Lord deliver them from the
power of that bad man!” exclaimed Mother Pépetua. ‘< My
dedr sisters, we must ask the very reverend Father Boinet to
make a neuvaine* for this purpose.”

During this colloquy Sister Genevieve sat aloof, weeping
and holdmg the hand of litile Felise, who whispered from time
to time, with a surprised and sorrowful air—

*“Do you hear? The Chameroys are gone? They went
without telling you, and yet you loved them so dearly!”

Sister Genevieve returned thanks to Heaven for this event,
which changed the fate of her young friend ; but from that time
a more deep-rooted sorrow weaghed upon her soul—a death-like
weariness wasted her away. Itwas a separation which deprived
her of a powerful and unceasing source of consolation. Ceci-
lia’s cheerful temper had often dispelled her sorrow, and she felt
in her own mind a sort of reflection of her young friend’s cheer-
ful disposition and ¢ngaging manners. She had felt a solace
also in the care which she lavished on her sister. Angela had,
without her knowing it, become even dearer to her than Fe-
lise, and she was in the habit of looking on her as a child that
heaven had given her for ever. At first she cherished a vague
hope that she would be restored to her, but Father Boinet, who
for some time had allowed her to retain this faint consolation,
deprived ber of it by degrees, and made her understand that
she was for ever separated from the two charming beings
whom she bad educated with #o much love. The world was
indeed hermetically closed to the danghters of the Annuncia-

* A nine days’ devotion,
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tion; no noise ever penetrated the massive walls of the cloister
and though the mansion of the Baron de Favras was situated
in the nerghbourhood, and one could almost perceive from the
gato of the convent what took place in his dwelling, the nuns
never helird the Demoiselles de Chameroy spoken of again.

Sigter Genevieve relapsed by degrees into a sort of mental
languor, a physical exhaustion, from which however she did
not appear tossuffer. She was like a young and vigorous
plant, which, transplanted by violence into a place without
sun or air, withers by degrees and slowly perishes. She
vegetated thus for some years without complaining, without ex-

vessing.any apprehension, and withiéut even being aware that
ﬂer waning cxistence was about to close. Almost till the last
moment she appeared among the choir and performed her
task in.the workroom, Neither did she give up her duties of
under-mistress of the bourders; during the hours of labour
she still watched the idle and inattentive little hands of the
children, collected in a circle round her ; bup during recreation,
in place of follewing them, she remained scated at the entrance
of the garden} her head drooping, and her wandering looks
sometimes turned towards the sky, sometimes on the trees,
whose leaves began to fall.

One evening she was so weak that she could not reach her
cell alone, and sunk fainting into the arms of the nuns who ac-
companied her. The superior hastcned to her immediately,
and, judging that her wasting malady had arrived at its cE—
max, she summoned Father Boinet. ~ Sister Genevieve spoke
no more, her breathing was difficult and unequal, and her
half-open cyelids displayed only a portion of those bluc orbs
whose gentle radiance was already dull. Life was about to
abandon this weakened frame, and the soul hovered on the un-
certain confines of eternity. Y'ather Boinct spoke to her, but
she no longer heard, and before the ceremonies with which
the church surrounds the dying wore completed, she breathed
her last. She expired without suffering, murmuring some
unintelligible words, and sighing faintly like a child that falls

They had taken away Felise from the first, and she passed
the night in a remote cell. She slept without uneasiness, for,
with the inexperience and thoughtlessness of her age, she never
dreamod of death. As Sister Genevieve was yet so young, it
had never entered her mind that she might soon die, and the
preceding evening she was not alarmed although seeing her so
weak and ill. In the thorning when the bell sounded the
first .Angelus, she rose, wondering at the silence which
reigned throughout the dormitory, and, still without feeling
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any apprehension, she procceded softly to seek the other
boarders. At this moment the superior entered to announce,
herself, the sad event.

s dear daughter,” said she, leading her to her cell,
“knee{ down and commend your heart and soul to God, that
he may comfort you. Young as you are, you have experienced
a great misfortune.” ‘

‘elise obeycd, fixing on the superior her large clear eyes,
in which astonishment rather than uneasiness was depicted.
While she thus interrogated her with her looks, not daring to
address a direct question to her, the passing-bell was heard
resounding along the domwiory. Felise uttered a cry and
began to tremble; she had all at once divined the fatal event,
and her features expressed at the same moment anxiety,
doubt, and utter despair.

“ Pray, my child,” said the sGperior, overwhelmed with
grief; *pray and submit; God has taken away Sister Gene-
vicve--sEo 18 in heaven with the angels.”

¢ She is dead! No—no—I will not believe j!” exclaimed
Felise, rushing to the door. ‘

Tho good mother could not keep her back, and the nuns
whom she met in the passage vainly tried to arrest her
progress. Distractcd, she ran to the cell of Sister Genevieve,
aund remained as if thunderstruck on the threshold. The poor
lifeless form was stretched on her pallet, clothed in the gar-
ments of her order and the crucifix hotween her bands; her
fuce was so pale and calm that the beholder might have
imagined he saw the marble image of a saint of the order,
clothed in the long white tunic, the scapulary, and mantle of
celestial blue.

Felise looked steadfastly, and as if transfixed, at this woful
picture; she then knelt down in a corner of the cell and re-
mained motionless, her form drooping and her countenance
turned towards the wall. The exhortations of Father Boinet
and the attentions of (he superior were fruitless; she neither
changed ber place nor could be induced to utter a word, and
her grief was only evinced at intervals by a low seb or an in-
voluutaryshudder. She did not shed n tear, but her half-closed
;sg'es were surrounded with a livid circle, as if the tears which

und no outlet had crushed her snowy, transparent eyelids.

Some hours afterwards the community came in solemn
Provession to seek the remains of Sister Genevieve, and convey
them saccording to custom to the middle of the choir, where
they were to rest till the following day. When they had
removed the bier, Felise rose of her own accord and followed
the mournful train. During the rest of that day and the fol-
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lowing night, whilst the nuns prayed, she kept aloof, her body
bent down and resting on her knees, and her head sunk upon
her breast. Neither exhortations nor commands were able to
rouse her from her stupor, and she remained in the same state
during the interment; but when all was over, when the body
was deposited in the vaults of the church} her passive suffering
changed into frightful despair. The unhappy child repulse:t
the nuns who hastened fo surround her, and left the choir
with & rapid stép; but almost immediately her strength failed
her, and she paused at the foot of the,grand staircase.

“My dear daughter," said the superior, with a mixture of
mildness and decision, ¢ you sin ievousl§ at once against
God and yourself in giving way t0 these transports. Itis
potl ;n this way that the grief of a Christian should manifest
itself.”

My dear mother,” said Felise, interrupting her, and speak-
ing in an abrupt and hurried manner, ‘I have a favour to ask
of you—one which you will surely not refuse me after the de-
plorable misfortune which has happened.”

¢ Speak, my dear daughter; I am disposed to grant you
everything that may be needful for your comfort. What do
you ask ?>—what do you wish for?”"

*I wish to leave this house instantly,” replicd Felise, casting
a]d.istracted look around her; I long to be far away from this
place!”

At this unexpected avowal a murmur of astonishment and
indignation was heard an all sides. Never had any girl brought
uF at the Annunciation uttered such words: 1t was almost
blasphemons—a sentence of condemnation pronounced by her
own lips on one who wished to abandon the sacred asylum
where ﬁer youth had found temporal and spiritual nurture.
The superior, somewhat moved and at the same time scanda- .
lised, exclaimed, raising her hands to heaven:—

¢ The Evil Spirit is plotting the destruction of this feeble
and erring creature! Pray for her, dear sisters!—it is a soul
which we must lead back to God.”

With these words she motioned to the nuns to retire, and
approaching Felise said with her habitual tone of patience and

““Come, my dear daughter, your body is not less indisposed
than your aou{; you can hardly support yourself—leap upon
my arm.”

*Whither do you wish to lead me?" exclaimed Felise, with
an expression of fierce despair, ¢ Would you have me refurn
to the cell of my Aunt Genevieve—revisit once more the choir,
the workroom, the gardonin short, every place whete I have
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been accnstomed to meet her? No—no; since she is no longer
there I shall see them no more!”

X will bring you to my own cell, my child,” replied the
superior, filled with commiseration: I myself will temzzou
and comfort you; you will be consoled, dear Felise. * God at
times tries his creatures and deals out grievous afflictions,, but
his mercy comforts and soothes the desolate heart. Your grief
18 transitory ; it is only souls sunk in iniquity who suffer eter-

+nally. Soon, very soon, you will discover that heaven has not
abandoned you. Ii is true you have lost one who was very
dear to you, but there remains a numerous family to whom
Fm are united by all the ties of love and Christian charity.
am your mother, dear Felise; the daughters of the Annun-
ciation are your sisters.”

After waiting for a moment to observe the effect of these
words, she added, with an air of affectionate anthority—

¢ Come, my child, follow me.”

The poor forlorn one made a step backwards, and turned
away her head. "

** Obey, my daughter,” replied the superior, in a severe and
sorrowful tome; ° if I cannot persuade, I shall be obliged to
constrain you."

Felise remained motionless, and did not reply. The supe-
rior then having called two lay sisters, desired them to con-
duct her to a cell close Lo her own, and not to lose sight of her
for & moment.

‘When Father Boinet learned from the superior what had
happencd, he said, after some reflesion—

“This is a serious matter, reverend mother. This child
cannot leave the convent as the Mademoiselles de Chameroy

, did. Whatever be her vocation she must become a nun.”

* Oh! my father, what do I hear?” exclaimed the superior.
““Have I not often heard, you express your abhorrence of
forced vocations, and denounce the obstinacy of parents who
oblige their children to take the vows?”

1t is trne,” he replied quickly; “ but, without further ex-
planation, believe me that this child’s place is not in the world,
and that charity urges you to use every means to keep her
here, and induce her to take the veil.”

e cell in which Felise had been placed was separated
from the dormitory by the two apartments belonging to the
superior. It was ncat and well lighted, looked towards
the garden, and was warmed and cheered by the rays of the
sutumnal sun. A lay sister took charge of the young boarder,
snd remained constantly with her, but without uttering a
word. Every morning the superior spent an hour with her,
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every evening she in returned; but her patience, her
exﬁmﬂes:lcnlg.rity, hag'mskﬂl in winning over souls, were power-
less before this extreme and resolute gricf. Felise was inac-
cessible to every species of consolation. At times gloomy,
silent,%snd dejected, she sed whole hours in the darkest
cogner of her cell, her head drooping upon her breast, and ab-
sorbed in mournful reverie; at other times she had paroxysms
of despair, whose violence exhausted her strength, and which
were succeeded by complete mental prostration.

One day the superior brought one of her companions to see
her, and, retiring immediately afterwards, left them together.

Th:goung boarder then scated herself beside Felise, who as
yet had not spoken to her, and embracing her said with tears
in her eyes—

“ Oh! my dear friend, how afllicted we all are! Our re-
verend mother has requested that we should offer prayers for
you, and every day after mass the whole community chaunt a
nine-days’ service on your account. You must certainly be
comforted by it, and when it is completed you will return to
us again.”

Felise was silent, and merely shook her head.

““We will throw ourselves at the feet of our mother,” ex-
claimed the young boarder; * we will intercede for you, and
when you are forgiven, we shall seek you again; and, as Mo-
;lhler Perpetusa says, we shall bear you back in triumph to the

o .10

These tokens of kindness and affoction produced no greater
effect on Felise than the admonitions of the superior, the good
Mother Madeleine. She withdrew her hand from her young
friend, and replied briefly—

“No; allow me to remain here. I feel better here than
with you.”

¢ Jesu-Maria! do you then love us no more?”

“I donotknow. Ihave but one thought, one feeling now.—
that my Aunt Genevieve is dead, and that I shall never, never,
see her again! I wish to die too, I loved her so dearly.”

At these words she burst into tears, and covering face
with her apron as if to shut out the light of day, she signed
to the young boarder to leave her. The latter retired sorrow-
fully from the cell to impart to her companions the state in
which she found Felisc; but the superior, whom she met on
her way, having heard her account oF what had taken place,
said to her in a serious tone:-—

“It is well, my daughter; you have spoken to this poor child
as you ought to have done. At present charity commands
you to suppress the replies which the evil spirit has dictated to
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her, and when yéur comphnions questiont you on this subject,
zou may simply say that she listened to your discourse without
resking silence. This is not a falsehood ; it is an allowable

sug})reuion. which you are at liberty to make.”
ext G&&Mother Madeleine said to her spiritual direcsor:—

I havefaithfully followed your instructions, reverend father,
but hitherto without sucoess. In spite of your penetration
and address, you have not perhaps altogether appreciated this
child's character. Notwithatanding her habitual giddiness and
carelessness, she displays a stubbornness of will very unusual
at her time of life. Although she had a sincere affection for
poor Sister Genevieve, her heart seems incapable of attach-
ment; she no longer loves any one here, and only yields to
suthority and force. I am deeply afilicted at ﬁnd’i'ng myself
unable to ameliorate her disposition, and I always leave her
overwhelmed with grief.”

“Then you have not, reverend mother,” said Father Boinet,
‘‘ observed the least change, the slightest progress ¢”

“Not the least; she remains exactly in the same state.
My exhortations weary her, the attentions of Sister Ursula
annoy her; she pines away in a state of profound depres-
sion, and if we kecp her long, she will perish.”

“You despair then of this soul, reverend mother,” said
Futher Bomet, with a slight accent of reproach: ““you are
ready to abandon your task? But the good pastor did not thus
leave his lost sheep to stray at random. ere is more than
gz;e way of reclaiming her and we must consult upon the

't.’)

He reflected a moment, and resumed :—

¢“This child must quit the convent for a time.”

¢ She is an orphan; in what hands, good heaven! can she
be placed with safety?”

¢Youmayremember, reverend mother, that she was brought
here by a lady nine years ago, on the last day of this year.
She was a near relative, her mother’s sister, who came from a
remote distance to place her in the Convent of the Annungia-
tion. Since then, this person has sent from time to time to
inquire for Sister Genevieve and to entreat her prayers. She
lives near this, and will not refuse to receive ber niece.”

¢ But, reverend father,” observed the superior, it is con-
mr{fto ur first decision, to restare Felise to the world.”

« If what I have been told be true, it is to send her, on the
contrary, to a dreary abode, and she will soon herself request
to return here. Let our design be concealed from her to the
last moment: I shall 8¢ once proceed to work, and endeavour
to bring the matter to a sucoessful issue.”
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““May heaven bless your efforts and yoursintentions,” ex-
claimed the worthy superior, with gratitude. ¢TIt is certain,
reverend father, that God always prompts you towards
whatever may redound to his ylory, as well as to the repose
and the prosperity of this house.”

The second evening following, after vespers, Father Boinet
requested an interview with the superior in the little parlour.

“With hegven's assistance I have arranged this matter satis-
factorily,” said he; ¢ the lady before whom I presented myself
was sensibly affected on learning the death of our poor Sister
Genevieve, but refused for a long time to receive her miece.
It was no easy task to vanquish Ber resolution. In the mean
time, reverend mother, call hither your rcbellious child,”

Folise entered the parlour with a countenance of indifference
and gloom. She perhaps expected a severe admonition, and
was prepared to receive 1t in silence; but in place of address-
ing her with severity, Father Boinet said in a kind voice:—

“You have expressed a desire to leave this establishment,
mademoiselle; do you still persist in your resolution?”

¢ Yes, reverend father,” stammered Felise, embarrassed by
this unexpected question.

¢In that case,” replied Father Boinet, ““you may leave it
to-day ; your aunt Mademoiselle Philippine de Saulieu will re-
ceive you in her house.”

My Aunt Philippine!” repeated Felise with a feeling of
vague upprehension, for this name immediately recalled the
gloomy 1mpressions of her childhood,

“You are about to be conducted to her house,” said the
sur.erior; ¢ may heaven grant that you there experience the
consolation which you found not here! Love her, honour her,
live in the fear of God, and remember that the Convent of the
Annunciation is ever open to those who, weary of the world,
lotig to return there for the remainder of their days.”

elise hesitated for a moment; on one side she pictured to
hergelf the stern and commanding countenance of her auat,
acgompanied by old Suzanne; on the other the sad and desolate
dwelling where Sister Genevieve had dwelt and from which she
had departed for ever. The feeling of this cruel bereavement
decided her; she moved instinctively towards the door, and
raid with a choking voice, and covering her face with her
handkerchief' ;-

‘I am ready!”
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CHAPTER V.

Somm fifty paces from the Convent of the Annunciation there
was situated a larpe mansion fronted by a high dead wall, the
only opening in which was a carriage entrance The court
which separated this abode from the strect was planted with
elmns, whose branches had been suffered for years to grow in wild
luxuriance, and which formed a thick and somewhat gloomy
shade. Bei'ond these there opened a vestibule, which the
vicinity of the trecs deprived of the little light which a win-
dow secured with iron bars permitted to penetrate. A large
stone staircase occupied one side of it, but from the appearance
of the steps, covered as they were with a layer of dust which
no broom had ever disturbed, it was cvident that the upper
apartments were not inhalted. Beyond the vestibule was an
antechamber of such vast dimensions that the retinue of a

andee of Spain might have found ample accommodation in
it, and so dark that even at mid-day thepe reigned in it but a
doubtful twilight.

Felise entered this gloomy and silent abode, conducted by
Suzanne, who had gone to receive her at the gale of the clois-
ter. The morose waiting-maid still rctained the same surly
air, the same shrill voice, and the same anxious, withered, old-
maidish look that had formerly characterised her. At this
moment she seemed to labour under some suppressed feeling
of irritation, and muttered incoherent cxclamations, accom-
panied by abrupt gestures. Felise followed close behind her,
almost trembling, and not venturing to utter a word. the
antechamber she found old Balin, dressed in black as formerly,
silent, stiff, and motionless in his suit of livery. On recog-
nising Felise by a side glance, he threw open xe door of an
adjoining apartment, drawing himself up at the same time to
let her pass. Although naturally neither apprehensive mpr
timid, she entered with a palpitating heart this vast apart-
ment, feebly lighted by the last beams of day, at the extre-
mity of which she dim{y percoived a female figure erect dnd
motionless. In place of advancing, she paused, confused and
not daring to raise her eyes; then, making an effort, she stam-
mered out e

¢ You do not recollect me perhaps, aunt?”

““ Oh, yes! I recollect you, Felise,” replied Mademoiselle
Philippine de Saulieu, casting on her but one glance, and then
turhing away with a shudder which betrayed the involuntary
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feeling of repulsion under which she laboured; but quickly
overcoming this finpression she added.—

“ Then you were uncomfortable in the convent since you
wished to leave it?”

““Yes, since I lost my Aunt Genevieve,” she replied,
wepping. *“So long as she lived I mever thought of leaving
the convent. Could I ever leave hor?—I loved her so welll
When I wené to her I was a mere child; I knew no other re-
latives; for I never saw you, aunt, and had almost forgotten
y.Ou.” 3

At these words she raised her eyes to recognisc the noble
and beautiful features which had remained imprinted on her
memory, but she could scarcely believe she saw the same Iier-
son. ose fair locks which formerly hung in golden curls had
become perfectly white, and their silver bands shaded a brow
furrowed with wrinkles; the delicate features were sallow and
withered, and premature age had stooped that queenly figure.
Mademoiselle de Saulieu still retained the :ileep mourning
which she wore, when she arrived in Paris; her velvet robe
trailed behind like 4 widow’s train, and her black crape hand-
kerchief was fastened with pins of bronzed stecl. Felise gazed
at her with astonishment and sorrow; then, struck with her
drqalily costume as well as with her countenance, she said with
a sigh.—

& You are in decp mourning for my Aunt Genevieve?”

‘I have worn it for ten years, and I shall continue to do so
{?r the remainder of my life,” replied Mademoisclle de Sau-

eu.

Suzanne had entered the apariment with Felise, and ap-
peared to watch with anxiety the effect of this first interview
upon her mistress. Apparently she saw that Mademeiselle
de Saulieu had already recovered from the painful impression
which the appearance of her niece had produced upon her,
for she approached Felise and said somewhat mildly :—

< With mademoiselle’s permission will you not retire to your

ent?”

¢ As you please, Suzanne,” replied she, well satisfied to es-
cape from the embarrassment of this first interview, in which
het aunt played so cold and laconic & part.

‘When she had curtsied and turned to retire, Mademoiselle
de Saulien glanced after her, and murmured with a sigh which
;eemted to issue from the depths of her lacerated and bleeding

eart.—

‘* Good heavens! what a sacrifice!”

She then once more seated herself in her usual place, and
mechanically resumed her embroidery. "
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The suite of Aﬁaﬂme‘nti which Mademoiselle de Saulieu oe-
cupied was on the ground floor, and was composed of three
large rooms forming the interior fagade of the building, and
running back so as to form two wings cxtending to the garden.
Each of these wings, which were not deep, contained but one
tment on story. The chamber which opened from
emoiselle de Saulieu's apartment had been hastily ar-
ranged for Felise's recegtinn. This abode was frr from pre-
senting the cheerful and agreeable aspect of the convent cells:
the walls, which were divided into panels and painted in imita-
?on gé cameos, had no other decoration, Each compartment
‘ormed a picture representing a group of allegoric son-
agﬁs, :ucl?:ca the Seasons, the Ele%xaa, &c.—ki procesps?on of
white figures on a grey ground which produced a most me-
lancholy effect. The mantelpiece, under which one might
stand erect, was covered with festoons of carved wood-work,
and the huge four-post bed, placed on a platform, was of di-
mensjons well calculated to astonish a young person accus-
tomed to the harrow couch with its white coverlet, in
which the boarders of the Annonciades egjoyed such tranquil
slumbers.

The day began to decline, and the lofty windows which
looked out upon the garden admitted but a feeble twilight
which each instant grew less. The autumn wind whistled
through the chinks of the doors and rustled the curtains against
the wood-work. Felige, shivering with cold, reated herself
upon a stool, and surve{ed the apartment with a mournful air.
Suzanne lighted a couple of wax tapers, opened one of those
beautiful cabinets inlaid with mother-of-pearl and shell, which
served at once as secretary and wardrobe, and commenced to
arrange the modest effects of the young boarder. Among the
robes and linen, carefully folded, was the casket which Made.
moiselle de Saulieu had intrusted to Sister Genevieve on the
day on which Felise had entered the Annonciades. .As it had
been immediately placed in the hands of the superior, and had
remained from that period shut up in a press of the sacrighy,
Pelise had entirely forgotten it. Even now she did not per-
ceive the sudden movement which Suzanne made when she
found it beneath her hande; the old waiting-maid cast but
one glance at the rich jewel-oase and hastened to place it in a
secret drawer which she closed on the instant.  After all these
arn:femmu weré com , she withdrew the bed-curtains,
folded dewn the coverlet, and said to Felise, who, with her
hands orossed beneath ber apron and her head drooping, fol-
lowed with her eyes all her movements ‘without uttering a

L
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“ At present, mademoiselle, I am about to serve supper;
afterwards you will go to bed.”

“ What! already?” observed Felise; ¢ at tho convent they
never retired to rest till nine o'clock. I am not slecpy yet;
I should like to sit with my aunt, if she will permit me, during
the evening.”

¥ Mademoiselle never sits up late,” replied Suzanne; ‘‘so
soon as it iy night she retires to bed and there is no further
stir in the house.”

*Holy Virgin! what do you tell me! Our reverend mo-
ther always said that in order not to have bad dreams one
should take a little recreation before going to sleep, and sanc-
tify one's soul by prayer. Does my aunt take no amusement
after supper>”

*¢ She docs not sup. I shall presently bring her & biscnit
and & glass of water after she has retired to bed; that 1s her
entire repast

“« And is this all she takes the whole ycar round ?”

‘The entire year. But you are not obliged to follow her
example. For you supper is about to be served.”

“I am not hungr#,” replied Felise sorrowﬁlllﬁn

Nevertheless, when she saw Suzanne take a light and prepare
to leave the room, she preferred following her to remaining
alone until the next day in this vast apartment, the aspect of
which appeared to her so gloomy. The dining-room into which
Suzanne conducted her was large and sombre, like all the other
apartments; and in the evening the light of the wax candles
scarcely rendered visible the lofty eeiling, rounded in the form
of a cupola, and painted in fresco in the Italinn style. In the
centre of the room was a large table, on which was
a dinper-service of plate for a single person. The sidebosard
opposite was ornamented with silver salvers of colossal dimen-
sions, which shone like huge shields in the uncertain light.

Felise sat down, gazing with an astonished eye at this sump-
tupus display, snd at the saloon whose walls were lighted up, as
it were, with the profusion of plate arrayed on the sideboard.

poor child endeavoured to partake of the cold ocollation
which was set before her, but she could taste only a little fruit
and wine. While she made this slender repast, Balin, with
his m‘»hnm his arm, stood behind her chair ready to change
her plate and pour out for her to drink. The old servant’s
countenance was mmg@ in ber thoughts with vague recollec-
tions of her infancy, and she began to recall to mind the time,
already distant, w en ghe arrived after her long journey at the
gate of the Annonciades, She remembered distinctly the mo-
ment when Balin lifted her from the carriage and carried hemw
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to the wicket, where the heavy folding-doors opened noiselessly
to admit her.

It is many years since I saw you,” said she, turning quickly
round, ** nevertheless I recollected you at once ; but you would
not have known me, I am sure, if Suzanne had not announced
me?”

¢“Pardon me, mademoiselle,” replied Balin drily.

<¢Oh!” said she incredulously, holding her hgnd on a level
with the edge of the table, ““I was not taller than that when
you left me at the door of the Annonciades ; and my features
can bear little resemblance to those of a child of five.”

« It is not in my memory that I have preserved the features
of mademoiselle, which I would have known anywhere,” re-
plied Balin; it is from the family likeness.”

“Do I then resemble my poor mother?” asked Felise

‘Balin sighed and shook his head.

““Then my face must remind you of my father's,” continued
Felise ; * my father!—alas! I see him asif in a dream ; I have
a confused recollection of his features.”

l‘t: It is not possible!” murmured Balinf ““you deccive your-
self.”

Felise leaned her elbow on the table, her gaze fixed on
vacancy and her head resting upon her hand, and resumed
slowly, interrupting herself at intervals like onc who endea-
vours to recall to mind events almost faded from the memory.

“We lived in a chateau. There was an apartment hung
with blue tapestry and a great many rose-trees before the
windows. It was my mother's room, I think—but I cannot
remember her—my poor mother! My father’s face on the
contrary is distinctly present tomy eyes. He had handsome
features, a lofty forehead, and a somewhat pale complexion.
One day, it must have been the last on which I saw him, he
was dressed all in black, and apparently this gloomy costume
terrified me, for when he advanced to embrace me I turned
away, shrieking. He was not in the chateau then ; he wag in
some place which I do mnot recollect—nevertheless, I sed—I
still see—"

Here she pauscd, asif to disentangle these scattered scenes
and pictures of the past; then turning towards Balin, she
suddenly resumed;—

*But now I think of it, you too jvere there: it was you
who carried me in your arms to the room where my father
was—then you brought me to my Aunt Philippine, and I did
‘noth‘ but cry the whole way, I cannot tell why. You see

recollect.’

.
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* It §8 true!” y-egmed Balin, who had turned deadly pils a8
he ligtenmed, and whose trembling lips could lardly articulate
bus Felise, busied with her own thoughts, did not observe his

tation.

After 4 long silence he resumed:—

“ Permit me to give you one piece of advice; never repeat
to Buzanne what you have just told me; more eapedaﬂl be-
ware of speaking of it to mademoiselle; and never ask her a

‘n%g uestion n&bont your family:”
these words he took up a taper and preceded Felise,
who returned dejectedly to her chamber.

Buzannehastened toput her in bed, and then, after making the
circait of the apartment in order to see that all was safe, re-
tired, taking the lights with her. 'When Felise found herself
alone, shut in by the curtains, and left in silence and darkness,
she beian to reflect und to collect ber scattered thoughts.
From the moment she had crossed the threshold of the convent
a sort of dreary astonishment had diverted her attention from
her sufferings; but when she no longer saw the gloomy abode
she at present inhabited, when the shrill accents of Suzanne
and the croaking voicé of old Balin no longer sounded in her
ears, her thoughts once more flew back to her Aunt Ge-
nevieve, and aie commenced anew to weep bitterly for hey
loss. Her tears flowed long, and moistened the cambric pillow
on which her head reposed, till at length towards morning,
utterly worn out, she sunk into a deep slumber.

During the day as well as the night, a mournfal silence

the dweﬁing of Mademohell%. de Saulieu ; no noise

without penetrated there, for the garden front of the man-

sion was neganted from the street by the court-yard and by the
doep vestibule, the doors of which were always elosed. en
Felise awoke, she saw that it was day by the faint rays which
gleamed through the fissures of the shutter and fell upon her
pillow. She hastened tolﬁet up, and at the same moment &

o bonngg clock, xsi y that of the convent, struck nine.

& in 1" she innocently exclaimed, ¢ Aunt Philip-
pine will scold me, and that croes Suzanne will call me lagy!
At this hour everybody must have been long since astir.”

Bhe took time to dress, and, opehing her door with
& sart of fuar, she ontered & saloon which separated her apsrt.
ment from that of Mademoiselle de Saulieu ; the windows‘wers
still closed however, and the most nd silénce reignod in
the mangion. This stillness and aroused a feeling of
tervor in her broast 3 she ad: with some heditation, and
perceiving at tha‘v&wr extremity of the saloon a door
open through which the sun shone brightly, she ventured

n
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cross it, and found herself in a larie apartment opening into
the garden. Tt was the saloon in which she had been. received
the evening before, but she had not then observed the furniture
or the general arrangement of its details.

No person appeared ; no sound wasaudible. Felise glanced
curiously round this room which Mademoiselle de ieu
usually occupied. Her attention was first arrested by two
portrait;glaced on each side of the fireplace. One, which she
recognised at once, wasthat of her Aunt Philippine, but such as
she had never known her, richly attired, her fair hair wreathed
with pearls, flowers on her bosom and a smile upon her lips.
The other rerresented a man in the prime of life ; a militgry
uniform displayed to ad¥antage his vigorous and active form ;
he held his plumed hat in one hand, and with the other ca-
ressed a favourite hound, The picture bore a singular im.
press of truth. The head was animated, and the look espe-
cially—clear, gentle, penetrating.—was almost living. These
two faces, so beautiful, so bright, and on whose foreheads shone
pride and happiness, and the bounding hopes of youth, seemed
out of place in this immense saloon hung with black like the
apartment of a widow, and whose very mirrors were covered
with black gauze draperies. Mademoiselle de Saulieu’s arm-
chair fronted these portraits and was half surrounded by 3
screen on whose folds were painted, in greyish outline, the in-
signia of mourning. On a work-table placed beside it there
was a piece of tapestry partly wrought, and a book of prayer.
Alarge cat reposed on the seat, and followed with its half-opened
greenish eye every movement of Felise, as she slowly made
the circuit of the apartment, returning at last to the pictures,
which she again contemplated with a sort of dreamy curiosity.
The sight of those moble and charming faces aroused con-
fused impressions in her mind, and she could not turn away
her eyes. Suzanne surprised her in her contemplation,

* Are you there already, mademoiselle ?" exclaimed the mo-
roge waiting-woman’; ‘1 was about to call you.”

¢ Thanks, Suzanne,” replicd she turning quickly round ; I
feared Thad slept too long, and I made all hastetodress. Issid
myprayershurricdly and came hero expecting to find my aunt.”

¢ Mademoiselle never rises till noon.”

« Jesu-Maria ! is she still sleeping ?”

“Bhe is taking repose—she is 8o weak 1"

¢ Oh, yes ! she looks yery old now,” said Felise, raising her
eyes jowards the picture. “Her face iy quite pale and
wrinkled ; how different from that face!”

‘¢ Bhe was like that at twenty years of age,” said Spzanpe
with & sigh ; * who vould recognise her gow
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¢ And the other picture,” resumed Felise, * js it that of some
gentleman of our family #”

Suzanne meyely shook her head.

« It is the picture of one who is dead ?” continued Felise
with ingtinctive penetration.

At this second question Suzanne started, and turned upgn
Feltse & look at once uneasy, astonished, and full of segret
horror, as if this single word had awakened dreadful recollec-
tions in her bosom. When she had recovered a little {rom
this fearful emotion, she said abruptly—‘‘Do not ever ap-
pear to notice these pictures ; above all never question yoade-
moiselle about them. At present you may take a turn in the
garden if you choose.”

With these words she opened one of the glass daors, and
gently pushed Felise out upon the steps. The garden, which
extended along the entire length of the facade of the mansion,
and was bounded by a high dilapidated wall, presented much
the appearance of a huge dry moat in which un attempt had been
made to trace out flower-beds and walks. The ﬁ:&y build-
ings which bounded it on the south preventsd the gun from
penetrating its depths even in the middle of summer, Soms
wretched lilacs, and a Guelder rose or two, threw aut their
branches in this eteinal shade, but no flower bloomed within
the thin and stunted borders of box, whichformed symmetrical
compartments in front of the windows : moss alone covered the
beds, the stones, and even the roots of the shrubs with its ten-
acious vegetation. At tho angle of the garden which wes
formed by the boundary wall of the inclosure and the wing of
the building which Ielisc occupied, there was 4 sorl of sum-
mer-house with a trellised roof, covered with straggling stelks
of ivy. It was Balin who in his moments of leisure are
ranged this recess, around which he kept constantly sowing
the seeds of climbing plants, which never appearod shove the

soil, .
Felise seated herself on the highest step of the portico, The
g:;den of the Annonciades appeared $o her a terrestrial para-
ise in comparison with the Jittle greenish enclosure bafare her
eyes, and sﬁe found her aunt's sitting-room, hung with blagk,
much more gloomy than the halls of the sopvent. The pro-
yhenm of Father Hoinet wore now perhaps at the paint of being
ulfilled ; Felise ot that moment had perhaps already, like the
Israelites of old, tted her captivity, if a word from
?uzln_anue bad not suddenly changed the entire ourrent of her
eelings. .
The old waiting-woman half opened the glas door, and said
in a gruff voice s
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‘ Since you are not walking, come hither ill I dress you.
To-day is gunday and you must go to mass.”

“Tam going ont! I am going into the street!” exclaimed
Felise, her heart beating with surprise and joy. * Jesu-
Marial I never dreamed of that—I had forgotten that there
was no convent door here !” ,

Her toilet was soon completed. Suzanne threw over her
boarder’s dress a petticoat of black satin with lgrge folds, fas-
tened on her shoulders a mantle of the same material, and
completed her attire with a bonnet closely fastened under her
chin, and flapped over her eyes so as to permit nothing to be
seen but the lower part of her face.

‘When old Suzanne had settled the last pin, Felise hastened
to the door, without so much as glancing at the mirror before
which she had dressed, and said with mingled impatience and
satisfaction:—

*I am ready now—let us go at once.,” Then correcting
herself she added :—

« Perhaps we had better wait for Aunt Philippine?”

‘Msddemoiselle never goes out,” replied Suzannc; ¢‘she
has a dispensation and reads mass at home. It isI whoam to
accompany you.” -

It was one of those lovely autumnal mormngs which tempts
abroad the entire population of Paris. The humbler citizens
and artisans alrea.s; thronged the streets in their best attire ;
the carriages began to roll along, and on all sides rose on the
ear that low, incessant, and monotonous murmur, resembling
the sound of the ocean waves, which is heard night and day in
the great city.

Felise walked on a few s in advance of her duenna, light
and joyous as a bird. She had been scized with a sort of ver-
tigo on breathing the open air; the instinet of liberty was once
more alive and vigorous in her soul, and it seemed to her as if
ker feet were not sufficiently active to bear her onward—she
would have skimmed through the air upon wings. Suzanne,
rather discomposed by her brisk gait, muttered between her
teeth, and sometimes held her back by the petticoat, exclaim-
ing angrily:—

*“ Mighty fine, mademoiselle! you bound along like a moun-
taineer! alk quietly and straight forward, without staring
me poople and turning round every instant like a weather-

1

But Felise could not avoid looking around from time to time
at the crowds who elbowed each other along the sides of the
houses, while the carriages proudly held the centre of the

«8treets, and she followed with a longing eye the little girls in
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their Sunday dresses asthey crossed to and fro over the thorough-
fares without guide or protector. Suzanne brought her to the
cil:uﬁl; of 1:1131 ;lsuits in tﬁl;e Rue St.d A}llltoine. and vtgxeg she saw

the ars displaying their ragsand their sores on the door-way,
and imploring charity in lamentable tones, she was seized wti‘{h
astonishment, In convents, where poverty was a vow, the spec-
tacle of want was never presented to the eye, and it was the first
time that Felise had ever seen the really poor. Her generosity
awoke at the sight, and she turned to Suzanne and said, look-
ing towards the famished group:—

“1 should like to give them money.”

““You can do so,” replied Suzanne, drawing a handful of
money from her pocket and giving it to her; ¢*you can afford
that and much more—you are rich.” “

Felise listened to the mass with wandering thoughts: ‘the
church was crowded with rank and fashion, and in place of
perusing her missal she gazed with insatiable curiosity at every-
thing that surrounded her. 'The ladies’ dresses peculiarly at-
tracted her attention, for she instinctively delighted in what
was rich and elegant. On leaving the church she happened to
see through a half-opened door a quantity of silk and lace
dresses in a shop. '

1 should like to buy that,” said she, stopping.

¢That robe of Indian satin with white wreaths on a dark
ground, and that blonde lace?” asked Suzanne with a careless
air

¢Yes, that is it.”

““You shall have them to-morrow. At present it is impos-
sible; shopkeepers do not sell their goods on Sunday.”

Returning from church, the young girl found Mademoiselle
de Saulieu 1 the saloon. She was seated in her usual place
behind the sereen, whose circular folds formed a little retreat in
the midst of this vast apartment hung with black. She wasread-
ing the service of the day in the missal placed before her on the
stand, close by her folded work, while her grey cat slumbered
on the cushion which her feet hardly pressed. She replied by
an inclination of her head to Felise's salutation, and making &
sign to her to sit down, she continued her reading. At the
first stroke of noon she closed her book; Balin threw open the
folding-door, and said in a loud voice:—-

‘“Mademoiselle, dinner is served.” And thereupon they
proceeded to table.

‘The egltmmy festival at which the statue of the Commander
presided was not more silent or melancholy than this family
repast, the sumptuousness of which formed a striking contrast
with the scanty number and dejected countemances of the
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guests, Poor Felise scarcely dte a morsel, and hardly ven-
tured to raise her eycs from the table. The severe and imimove-
able eountenance of her aunt chilled and discouraged hery she
seemed to her like some supernutural being, lving apd dead
at the suthe time. One would have said, indeed, that Made-
moiselle de Bauliett endeavoured to reduce life to the narrowest
litits, and that her only vbject was to grrive at a putely
g_’”i'a state of existenco. She hardly spoke, ahd only moved
oth het bedroom to ber sitting-room. Never had she ad-
vanced as far as the vestibule, and hever once had shie made the
circuit of the marshy garden whose moss-covered walks she
saw every day froth ior accustomed seat.
. No strange face had ever appeared in this mansion before
&dny when Father Boinet had called to pay the diplomatic
6 which had caused the return of Felise to her aunt.
This accomplished, he had never again presenfed himself at
the door of the hotel, probably because he fult that the nustere
proprietor would not willingly receive him a sevond time.
ntte, ol Balih, and a stout wench called Cateau, con-
stituted the whole houschold. Cateau never left her kitchen,
#1d during a space of nine years she had 1ot once sech her
mistress’s countenance, nor cven caught a plimpse by stealth
of her spectre-like form. Balin glmraed the approaches to her
;!m'tmont. Ever grave and taviturn, the old domestic passed
¥ entire time on the benches of the antechamber, his only
solace and amusement being the fancied cultivation of the
miserable garden, where he never had the satisfaction of be-
Kolding a flower in bloom. Suzanne never left her mistress's
apartment ; lorig sccustomed to serve and tend bet, she required
16 ditections, and antieipated her slightest wisles bofore they
Wete expressed.  Often indeed the inseparable pair spent the
entire day without exchanginlg a single word.

Povr Felise lived completély neglected in this dreary soli-
tude. Hér wants and even her whims were scrupulously and
Ilnvishly attended to) she had new robes, lace caps, ind was
gven stpplied with money for the poot, but every itidulgence
wid lmited to these outwird wants of which Suzaunc tosk
the sole charge. Never did she hear & single word of affec-
tHondbe interest issue fromi the unsotial waigting-woman'u lips.
Her aunt, who had at first regarded her with avident diaiiEs )
sobi tame to look upon her with the same dull indifference
with which she viewed everything else. Whether it was that
pitig whese whole life was thus concentrated in herself could not
long tethain Sensible to any outward influence, or whether she

#utodaded by 4 violent effort in conquering her firtt im-
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pression, Mademoiselle de Saulieu suffered this young credture’s
resenice with passive indifference, or rather she scemed no
onger to be aware of it.

Folise hed discovered from the first day of her arrival that
the cofvent was an abode full of amusement and dissipation
when compared with her aunt’s mansion; nevertheless, contrary
to Father Boinet's prophecy, she expressed no wish to return.
A less energatic nature could not have borne such a mode of
life, but in Felise there wds a mixture of strength and cheer-
fulness; a force of character, joined to a power of adapting
herself to circumstances, which supported her amidst the most
painful influences. She bore up against daily weariness and
want of occupation in the bope of breathing the fresh air for
an hour on Sunday, and in other respects the complete lib
which she enjoyed in all her movements, consoled her for
left almost entirely alone.

She rose early in the mornings, and with the natural ac%
of youth unsettled everything in her chamber, took u
abandoned her work ten times in succession, walked
down the garden, and thus endeavoured to pass the titeg
Suzanne’s long yellow hand threw open the glass doots of the
saloon; she then scated herself quictly until the first stroke of
twelve and Bulin’s voice simultaneously announced that dinner
was upon the table. This meal, which rarely lasted more than
fifteen minutes, being over, her aunt returned to the saloon
and silently resumed her work. Felisc then seated herself
opposite the screcn, and not daring to spesk aloud, played
quietly with the huge grey cat and wi\ispered terms of endear-
ment in his ear. At times Mademoiselle de Saulieu raised her
head and also addressed the animal, who turned his stealthy
eye towards her without altering his posture. Felise woald

en venture to reply for puss, and in this manner she carried
on at long intervals a sort of conversation with her aunt.

One day that she had risen earlicr than usual, and was walk-
ing in the garden still wet with the dews of night, she pet-
ce%ved that Balin was not yet in the antechamber, and, advanc-
ing, she saw, through the door and the lofty windows which
were lying open, the whole extent of the vestibule, and beyond
the elms which shaded the court-yard. Felise entered the great

o person appeared. For a moment she felt tempted to
gain the street, but she feared to meet Balin in the court-yard,
and spying the grand staircase, whose dusty steps bore no
recens impress of his broad and heavy foot, she ventured to
ssvend. All the apartments of the first floor were open. They
were, like those below, vast saloons looking out upon the gar-
den, and the piers and ceilings of which were ornamented with
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paintings; but they did not contain a vestige of furniture, and
1t was evident at the first glance that they had been long un-
occupied. A fragment ots forgotten tdpestry, however, iung
on the walls of one of the bedrooms, and the back of the fire-
place was partly hidden by a roll of moth-eaten papers and
tattered books. On the mantelpiece were two little volumes
which time had covered with a thick binding of dust. Felise
took them up mech#nically with the tips of herfingers; they
were the tales of Perrault and an odd volume of the ¢Prin-
cess of Cleves.” A narrow staircase led to an upper story
consisting of garrets which had formerly served as sleeping-
rooms for the domestics of the mansion. The lacqueys were
in truth more agreeably lodged than their masters, for all these
small apartments looked into an enclosure which the garden-wall
rendered invisible from the apartments below, and which was
1aifl out in parterres ornamented with fountains, a bowling-green,
walks enclosed by lofty hedges clipped into smooth and sym-
mettical forms—in short, the gardens of Versailles in miniature.

*“Oh, what a_sweet spot!” exclaimed Felise, transported
with delight and leaning her hcad out of the little circular
window ; but she hastily retreated on perceiving old Balin in
the garden below walking gravely amid his withered rose-
trees. Standing behind the shutter which concealed her from
view, she continued to survey for some time longer the scenc
which she had just discovered; then descending the staircase
on tiptoe she passed like a shadow behind Balin, and hastened
to shut hersel?up in her chamber which it might be supposed
she had not left.

Without attaching the least importance to her prize, she
had brought away the two books forgotten on the mantel-
piece. Having gﬁ.nced hastily over them she threw them into
a drawer, and it was not until one day when more in want of
occupation than usual that she commenced to read them. For
2 gir] who had never opened any book save the formulary of the
Annunciation, the tales of Perrault was a wonderful produc-
tion! Felise rcad these fresh and sparkling fairy tales, like a
young girl who peruses a romance for the first time—with a
curiosity, a transport, and emotion not to be expressed. These
fictions transported her into an enchanted world, and for whale
days together she dreamed of nothing but Riquet with the
Tuft and the beautiful Princess Finette, reduced like herself to
solitary captivity, The first volume of *The Princess of
Cleves” interested her at first much less than these fantastic
narratives; but when she knew the tales of Perrault by heart
she commenced to read a second time the romance of Madame
de la Fayette. The polished, dclicate, and refined language
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of the beau monde—the exalted sentiments of honour, virtue,
and chivalrous love, was a new language which she had now
to study: but these chords at length vibrated in her soul ; she
commenced to be interested in the romantic narrative which
she wa prevented from following to its closc, and many a time
regurred in fancy to the long speeches in which M. de Nemours
so delicately analyses his passion for the heautiful Princess of
Cleves. Felise thus became acTﬁnmd with things which in
the ignorance and sim;{;h'city of her mind she had never even
suspected ; it was the first ray which lighted up her imagina-
tion and infused life into her mental existence. From this
time beautiful phantoms peopled her solitude; she lived in
fairy land, and only left its enchanted palaces to find herself
once more with the great ladies and gallant cavaliers of the
court of the Dauphin Queen. At times she almost fancied
herself some young princess who had a wicked fairy for a god-
mother, and she was tempted to look upon those around her as
the evil genii to whose charge she was committed.

One day, while rummaging through her apartment, she dis-
covered the jewel case which Suzanne had hidden in the secret
drawer of the cabinet. Sho immediately recognised thetrinkets,
and recollecting that the:iy had been placed in her apron when
Sister Genevieve received her in the chamber of the turning-
wheel, she was convinced that they belonged to her. The me-
dallion portrait first struck her, from its resemblance to that
which hung in the saloon; there was the same light hair and
the same lofty and fascinating expression. Felise glanced in-
stinctively in her mirror, but nothing in her features recalled
any resemblance to this lovely countenance; she was at once
less pretty, and more regularly handsome, than the portrait.

She placed the little miniature beside the crucifix at the
head ofl;ler bed, and then, returning to the mirror, she took a
childish pleasure in decking herself with all the jewels that the
casket contained. Suzanne snr[l)lriaed her while thus employed ;
a triple row of pearls around her neck, her long black hair

ed with diamonds, and her fingers laden with costly rings.

“Good heavens! what are you doing there?” exclaimed the
old waiting-maid, almost angrily; *why bring'out all those
ornaments? they must never more be worn by any onel”

; “ il&‘nd why?” exclaimed Felise boldly. en she added,
sughing:—

‘!‘zThgy would be so becoming in a bridal dress! Tell me,
Suzanne, when shall T be married?”

The waiting-maid stepped back, and looking at Felise with
an air of consternation, replied abruptly :—

“ Never!”
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CHAPTER VI

Fetass was approaching her fifteenth year when she quitted
the convent,  Sho was then tall for her age, but as yet with-
out the usual attractions of youthful beauty. Bhe was slender
almost to leannhess, and of that sallow complesxion which is
often seen in yourg people whose growth, at first tedious, is it
last sudden and rapid. In fact the pale and sickly child
imzduall undérwent the same metamorphosis #s the chrysa.
is, which in a single night throws off its ashy mantle to assume
its tjgold and azure wings. No persott howtver appeared to
notice the change; no one seemed awaré that Felise was now
sixteen, and that this blooming flower was being rapidly
developed. Suzanne continued to treat her as a child, and
Madempiselle de Saulien heeded her no more than formerly.
Once only, as Felire was leaving the saloon, she looked after
her and said with a sigh:—

« This child grows handsome!” N

One Bunday Felise was at mass with Susanhe, and was
placed s usual in the shadow of a pillar, and separated from
the ctowd by her terrible duenna. From time to timec she
ralsed her head impereeptibly and glanced stealthily around,
for shé took a singular pledsure in garing at the gay multitude
which thronged the church of the Jesuits. At the moment when
the servide was about to commetice, two {oung ladies, rather
late, proceeded along.the great nave, followed by & ladquey
who carried their missals in a velvet bag. Every eye was
directed towards them, and doubtless they heard more thah one
flattering exclamation in their passage. The one, dressed in
# rich silk robe with & black scarf, wore the mourning of one
who had been a widow for a year} the other was attired in a
dress of taffeta, over which was throwit a white muslin mantle.
Her gaunze bonnet, ornamented with bright rose-coloured rib-
bons, wis worn high off her forehead, and her face was shaded

cutling ringlets which imparted an inexpressible grace to this
simple head-dress. They crossed the church with a measured
step, aud a lofty yet modest mien; without appearing to re-
mark the effeet which they produced, dnd ed to seat
themselves in the first ra.nis before the high altar. On the
appenrance of these two lovely credtures, Felise oould not
restrain an exclamation of surprise and joy; she had tecog-
nised her companions, her dear friends of the convent, Ceeilia
de Chameroy and her young sister Angela.

¢ 'What now? what 15 the matter with you?” said Susganne,
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lmz:‘x;ng dt her with an astonished air, *“you seeiti all agl-
m -’l

It is because I am 5o glad!” replied she in a low voice.
“Do you ktiow who those two ludied are, so handsome, so
well dressed? They arc the best friends I had in the convent.
‘Wihat happiness! I shall make up my dequaintance with them
sEainl you will surely permit mo to s to them on leaving
the church?*

*Certainly not, madenioiselle,” replied Suzdnne in the driest
and most deteriined tone.

Felise reddened, and turtied away Her head with bitter
vexation and internal rage, but she saw thai it was useless to
insist. Bhe chetished a vague hope of being able to approach
the sisters on leaving the church, and speaking to them under
gover of the crowd; but Suzanne was on the watch and kept
her in her place until the congregation had dispersed. In
the bustle caused by this movement she lost sight of her lovely
friends, and was returning hoine, her heart bursting with sorrow
ahd indignation against her inexorable duenna, when all at
onee she gerr-oive«f them crossitig the Place de Birague, and
enfering the Rue Culture-St. Catherine.

Immediately regulating her epced so as not to pass them,
she followed them w.th her ¢yes, and her heatt bounded with
Jjoy when she saw them stop and enfer the mdnsion imame-
tiately adjoining her own.

Felise then began to reflect; and almost by inspiration the
stratagems, the artifices, and all the various means which a
carefully watched and captive girl employs to deceive her per-
secutors, #ushed to her mind. She saw at a glance that the
ggrdeu which she had discovetred from the garret windows was

at of the adjoining hotel, and that she was only separated
from it by the horrible wall whose cracked surface formed
the sole pr?ect from her aunt's sitting-room. She spent all
the rest of the day in walking up and down the garden, mea-
suring with her eye the impregnable rampart, and pohdering
on the means of crossing it. For an instant she thought of
nsking her escape by the street door, and taking up her abodo
with her young friends; but in spite of her inexperience,
she had good scnse enough to perceive that she could not
thus openly withdraw herself from the suthotity of Made-
tiivléelle @8 Saulien, and, although she might not perhaps
herself have been able to explain her detetmiriation, she chose
the best alternative, natnely, to await the result of time and
chance. Neither one nor the other were long wanting.

1t was now the beginning of M?iy, wheh the evettings grow
lottg and warm. Balin made avery day the circuit of his garden,
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rerutinizing the frail shoots and tending with & careful hand
the feeble vegetation to which the ungrateful soil gave birth.
The good man cherished the hope of training a passion-flower
about the sort of cage which he called his summer-house, and
with this idea he had strengthened the primitive wood.work
with a trellis, and surrounded it with a sort of paling which
rested against the wall. Seeing him thus employed, it ocourred
to Felisc that it would not be difficult to climb this species of
ladder. She bad already remarked that about nightfall a
faint light mounted even to the summit of the wall, as if the
neighbouring enclosure had been partially illuminated; and
frequently she had distinguished the murmuring of voices,
a3 if her neighbours were spending the evening in the open air
among the verdant alleys of the bowling-green.

On€ evening when Suzanne had closed the shutters of the
saloon, and Balin, after having extinguished the lamp in the
antechamber, had retired 1o the nook where he slept, Felise
slipped out gently from her a{)artment, and gazed long into the
darkness, list'ening}l attentively to all the noises whi(fix floated
on the air around her. A slight wind rustled the trees, whose
lofty branches overtopped the wall, and amidst this gentle
murmur she could hear occasionally the sound of voices as if
speaking in a neighbouring enclosure.

Felise returned towards the summer-house. She was light
and active, and in a moment she had surmounted the little
edifice, and, standing on the trellis, she leaned with her hands
on the summit of the wall and looked down on the other side.
Angela and Cecilia were seated on one of the garden chairs,
and beside them was arranged a collation on a rustic table.
‘Wax tapers, enclosed in glass shades, illuminated their lovely
countenances, whilst behind them the perspective of the garden
was lost in the darkness. Perceiving this face peeping over
the wall at a few yards’ distance, the sisters gave a slight cry
and rose from their seats in terror; but Felise havin
them by their names, they immediately recognised and
advanced towards her with joyful surprise.

Tt is she! it is Felise!” exclaimed the clder, laughing.
¢ Oh! the pretty little robber!” .

T long to get down to you,” said she, in a low voice, “but
how shall I accomplish it?” :

¢ Quick] bring a garden ladder here!” exclaimed Angela,
ringing a silver bell, ‘this is what I call falling from the
clouds! Oh! my dear Felise, come quickly till I you in
my arms!”

A locquey appeared, all amazed, placed his double ladder
against the wall and discreetly rotired. Felise descended
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lightly:i and uttered an exclamation of joy as she touched the

und.,

¢ Tell me, my poor child, where do you come from in this

style?” exclaimed Cecilia, embracing her; ‘‘who could have
to see you make your appearance here this evening,

especially by such a strange way?”

‘ How tall and handsome you are!” added Angela, pressing

her n‘E:in to her bosom.

““ And you too are beautiful!” replied Feliso, holding her
by the hands, and gazing at her with a joyous air

““Come now!” continued Cecilia, seating her between her
sister and herself, “* tell us in a word, my dear princess, why
you are no longer in the convent, and how it happens that you
pay ¥>ur visits by night and in scaling walls?”

““You shall soon know,” replied Felise, with a sigh; «I
have had many sorrows, but my story is easily told.”

8he then related how she had left the convent after the
death of Sister Genevieve, the reception she met with at her
aunt’s, and the life which she led in this abode, a thousand
times more dreary, silent, and inaccessible than a convent.
The sisters listened with lively interest and profound astonish-
ment; at every detail they pressed Felisc's hands, kissed her,
and said with tender commiseration:— .

“Poor child! what a life! But that can be changed—it
shall be chanEed, please God! You shall not always remain
under the yoke of this cruel aunt. You shall quit your prison
Take courage; you see that pcople escape from every place,
even from a convent!”

¢ True,” exclaimed Felise, raising her head proudly, like a
young war-horse escaped from the Herradero, *‘since we are
all three here; but tell me, in your turn, what has happened
since the day when your guardian took you by force from
the convent. Do you know that Mother Perpetua daily
expects your return, and has predicted that Angela will one
day take the veil?”

““There is a horoscope which will soon be contradicted!”
replied Cecilia with a gay smile, as she, looked at her sister;
“*ag for myself, I never was predestined; our poor dear sister
Genevieve, alas, knew that full well! Oh! how I wept in that
cell, which ought to be called the chamber oif sorrow and not
the solitude! "But do not let these sad recollections overcome
us. ¥ou kmow, fairest, how our gusrdian the Baron de Favras
came clothed with authority to take us away. Ad first ho shut
us up in a room in this hotel, where we led a melancholy life
enough, and he since told me that not knowing what to do
with us, he was on the point of placing uy in another convent,

ans
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when a person in whom he placed every confidence 10ld him
the history of the poor poet Scarron, who, although lame and
infirm, married a girl of sixteen besutiful as an angzl, the
same who gt the present moment is the greatest lady in France,
The baron was quite struck with the example, and a fow days
afterwards the person to whom I have alluded came on i
part to offer me his band and fortnne. The heantifu] Mede-
moiselle d'Aubigne did not refuse Scarron, and Mademoisclle
de Chameroy might therefore very well decide infavour of the
Baron de Favras. - I married my gnardian.”

““What!” exclaimed Felise, “*that lame old man, of whom
Mother Perpetua gave such a horrible picture? Ah! Hegveng!”

““ He was one otgthe best men in the world—the kindest hegrt
and clearest understanding under heaven,” replied Cecilia.
“Immediately after our marriage he brought us'to his estates
in the country. He treated us like his children; he called me
his daughter; and in truth T was so happy in this union, that
when I lost him I wept as for the tenderest of fathers, and I
am firmly resolved never to marry again,”

h“And probably enter a convent®” gaid Felise with sim-
plicity.

““By no means,” replied Cecilia quickly; “I wish to live in
the world with all the liberty which my situation as a widow
properly permits. I love society and inicrcouyse with in-
telligent people, and for that reason at the close of my year of
mourning I returned to Paris and was thinking of setting up my
establishment afresh; hut as o widow of my age, with & young
sister, could not with propricty receive the visits of the conrt
and the gay world, I have resolved to arrange everything
suitably by marrying Angela.” L

“ t1 do you propose ta dispose of me in this nonchalant
fashion, sister?” exclaimed the charming young girl, with a
lively air that but ill concealed her secret emotion.

* Yes, mademoiselle, I shall marry you,” replied Cecilia in
the same tone, and looking at her tenderly, ““and if needful T
shall izgn ﬁﬁm your ai’:wlhinations." by ol busband?

v will yau make her marry some gouty old husband?”
asked Felise a{uost argtil . .

* No, no,” replied acilga, laughing. “He wham I l[:ropose
to give yeredh yoaul?g' handsome, brave, gallant—in shart an

c‘v er L]

«Tike M, de Nemours,” spid Felise gravely. .
““M, dp Nemours!” repeated the young widow, “do you
e e b e of kis history. He was § most
“No, ve a o 1story. e W
amishle nobleman who loved & gress lady, unbappily aﬁ'e&dy
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married, the Princess de Cleves. Can you tell mo if she at
last became a widow and married M. de Nemours?”
*Heavens! it is the romance of Madame de la Fayette,
that you are telling us abont!” exclaimed Cecilia Janghing and
kissing her forehead. ¢ There is nothing true in all that,

simPleton "
*¢Ah! it is a story like Cats’-Skin,” murmured Felise a little
confused; *“gnd yet it seemed truel”
) And changing the conversation she added, logking sround
er;—

“How delighted I am 1o find myself here! Once I saw this
garden without imagining I should ever be in it, ar that I
should there meet my dear friends, the two Chamsroys, s we
used to call you at the convent.”

* And now that you have come, my heart, you must return
often,” snid Angels with aflectionate vivacity. * Perhaps your
aunt would give yon permission, if you asked ber; if we our-
selves waited on her”—

“No, no,” interrupted Felise ; ““ if she knew 1 was hers ta-
night, al]l would be lost, and I should never see you again, 1
am certain.”

“In thet case,” replied Cerilia gaily, * let her remain in
eternal ig;:omnce of it. The way you have taken has peithor
gate nor knocker ; and although not very convenient, it is af
loast practicable.”

s And we, dear Felise, will often awail you hare,” added
Angela. ‘¢ As poon as the sun goes down we come to spunier
through the alleys, and in the evening we hreathe the fresh air
on the terrace as if we were in the country.”

‘¢ And are you always alone ?" asked Felise,

‘“ Always until now,” replied ghe with a smile, gnd looking
at hersister ; “*a young widow cannot be 4t home to overy ane.
It would not be thought imgroper if she should some day take it
into her head to collect a band of musicigns, and give a ball,
but she cannot, without giving cause for spandal, raceive & fow
friends in private. Indeed we should live like hermits if some
who were formerly intimate with the baron did pot receive us,
and sfford ns an opporiunity of meeting pr=r~~hln sasini-

“ What happiness to g9 out when you chaose, 10 go fo as-
sumblies, ahd pay visita ! said Felise sighing s ‘88 for me, I
léave o gther recreation than going to mass, and that anly on

unday.”

* Make your mind easy, my queen, we shall think over tha
matter, ang in epite of your aunt we shall produce you in the
warld, we shall amuse you, we shall marry gou |

" Dalightéal |" exclyimed Feliso. Then howkening t the
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[ 1 ¢ ight! mi i
Philippine, who never sleeps, shonl%bappm to ptt het nose
ont of the window just nowshould ses mé return..but she
will not hear me ! Xshall descend very softly, withott mak-
ing more neise than her cat Mitoufle, when he glides stealthily
argiand her on the carpes.”

Thus saying she kissed the sisters, enjoining them to leave
theladder against the wallso that she mightreturnsoon. Afew
minutes afterwards she once more regained her apartment
in ﬂtlh;o.l dark, and crept into her huge four-posted bed, hLer heart
still palpitating. .

These interviews were often repeated, with the same plea-
sure as at first. Their girlish friendship was quickly renewed
andstyengthened, and the gentle Angela’s heart, especially, best
with the warmest affection for her companion of the convett.
She was oneof those kind and affectionate natures who reckon
the happiness of another their own, and she took the liveliest
interest in thatof Felise. Theyoung widow also loved her; there
was & naivet8, a romantic spirit, and a liveliness of disposition
inallherastionsthatcharmedher. Their long conversations al-
waéys turned upon the gay world, which Felise had never seen,
and of which she had formed so agreeable an idea. In a short
time she fancied shie knew the personages of whom they so often
gwke to her, and she would often inguire of herself for the

Countess of Manicamp, the Marquis de Gandale, &c.
The dowager was a great lady, clever and devout, who received
at her house the best society of the Marais, and the Marguis de
Gandale, her nephew, was considered one of the most amiable
gentlemen and one of the best matches among the youthful
noblesse, Madame de Favras instanced him as a perfect
model of intellect, bravery, and chivalrous gallantry.

““We have spoken to him of you, my angel,” said she to
Felise, **and cannot imagme how the picture of your
captivity interested him. Ho says you seem to him & little en-
chanted princess, such asonemeets with in the stories of Madame
@' Anluoy, and he calls your aunt the fairy Dentue. Madamme de
Manicamp also is constantly inquiring about you ; she is quite
mﬁmwm you, and I must pogitively one day give her

easure. 1 have promised to do so.”

“ while,” replied Felise, hnlfmousl{: “present my
ba-'cn:peaus to her and assure her that I am her very humble
camanih *

Every time that M. do Gandale’s name was mentioued, the
colotr mounted %o 'a forehend. She with down-
cart eyes and yitered Tiot & ward; but Falise didl not obsarve
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these blushes, or this silence which spoke more eloquently than
words, and never suspected that this was the h?lgband whom
Madame de Favras proposed for her sister.

One evening the young widow smilingly said to Felise:—

¢ Mydfairest one, a delightful idea has occurred to me! The
last six weeks of my mourning have just expired, and there
will’ be now no impropriety in our seeing a little more of the
world. I haye resolved to have the musicians one of these
days; we dance, and, there will be a little concert,
followed by supper. Should you not like to be present at
this gala, my queen?”

«I? I shall see a ball’—exclaimed Felise, clapping her
hat.)tlxds with delight! ¢ Good Heavens! is such a tﬁig pos-
sible?”

““Oh, yes! it is not only possible, but easy,” said Angela
laughing ; ‘“ Cecilia and I have been employed all day making
arrangements for it; we shall deck you out as well as we can,
my angel, with a dress which we shall cut out—"

¢“Dresses! 1 have dozens of them,” interrupted Felise,
*‘and pretty omes too, assuredly; that naughty Suzanne
buys them for me, and I am always asking her for new ones
for want of something else to do. f'have pearls and diamonds
too—"

““Well! you shall wear them all!” said Cecilia gaily; ““you
maust look lovely and be exquisitely dressed.”

¢ Oh, my dear Felise!” added Angela, “‘how happy I shall
be to lead you into the saloon and present you to all these
people!l—and shall I not be proud when they praise your beauty
and your grace?”

I shall be just like Cinderella at the ball,” replied Felise
in igenuously; ‘I shall want nothing but that little glass
1 Per—i—"

i And the king's son tomake love to you!” exclaimed Madame
de Favras, with a merry burst of laughter; ¢ but, my dear heart,
you must be satisfied with less glorious conquests.” @

For eight days Felise dreamed of nothing elsé but this féte;
she was all curiosity, impatience, and joy. At length one
evening—a lovely summer evening——at the hour when the
twilight dies away into the shadows of night, she stole softly
over the wall as usual, and entered the garden of the Hotel de
Favras. This portion of the terrace had been left purposely
in darkness and was masked moreover by a light shrubbery,
so that Felise could c¢nter without being perceived into a
pavilion on the ground-floor, where Angela awaited her.

+«Oh! what a charming dress! fau are positively dazzling,
love!” exclaimod the young girl rapturously, and gazing
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at her1 with a delighted air; *‘those jewsls are worthy of a

uean i
R I dressed myself and arranged my hair at hap-hagard and
without light,” said Felise, as she approached a large slanting
mirror in which she could see herself from head to font.

had put on s silver-grey taffuta robe with a boddice of

the same material, without any sort of embroidery or trimmix}g,
but the simplicity of this style, which Suzanne chasen for
Bunday use, was relieved by the precious jewels which Felise
had teken from the casket. Her waving black hair was
wreathed with long strings of pearls and diamonds, while a
necklace of precious stones encircled her bust and fell as low
s her girdle. This rich yet simple costume suited admirably
with her noble figure and queenly beauty. Felise felt this in-
tuitively, and, raising her head with a movement of joy and
g‘ide impossible to be described, she said to Madame de

'avras, who had just then entered:—

¢ Here I am, all ready! let us go!”

“ One moment,” said Angela, “‘you need a few flowers to
brighten this somewhat sombre costume.”

nd with her own hands, the amiable young girl adjusted
a bouguet of roses and Spanish jessamine on Kelise's bosom,
similar to that which she wore on her own robe of white*
damask.

‘When Felise appeared in the saloon, conducted by Madame
de Pavras, & murmur of admiration was heard on all sides;
the dancers stopped, the lansquenet players forgot for a
moment their cards,—the effect whic o produced was
universall There was something strange and striking in her
triumphant beauty which recalled the women of the olden
time, the heroines of Ariosto, the beautiful Florentines of the
Decameron. Her black hair and straight clearly defined eye-
brows, her light blue eyes sparkling from under their long
dark eyelashes, her glances, sometimes keen and piercing as a
sword, Sbmetimes soft and languishing, and still oftener sunk
in reverie,—all these singular contrasts rendered the young girl
& strange and charming creature, whom no cne could look
upon without curiosity, interest, and emotion.

Bhe felt her triumph and was intoxicated with delight. It
scemed to her that she was at this mowent assuming her mr
place in society, and that her beauty raised her to the of
queen of this brilliant throng who surrounded her with flattery
and admiration,

Tn the mesn time the lansquenct players resumed their
cards, the dancers finished their minuet, and the dowagers con-
sinved theilr conversation round the bgsset.table, Felise
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st first made tha cireuit of the apartment, leaning on Madame
de Favras’ arm. When she saluted Madame de Manicamp,
the old lady locked steadily at her and exclaimed 1

I am no longer astonished, mademoiselle, at what I have
beon #old ; yonr beanty is one of those rare treasures which
must be hidden for fear of occasioning the greatest disasters)
Wherever you appear, you will make faithless, jealous, and
unhappy lovgrs.”

Having paid this compliment, she kissed Felise on the fore-
haud, and, turning to the lndy beside her said in a whisper :—

<« She puts me in mind of Mademciselle de Fontanges ; shchas
the same figure, carriage, and goddess-like air, but her cx-
pression is very different. Poor Fontanges had a stupid, ten-
der look, while this girl has large, clear, piercing eyes. For
my part I prefer the pretty little Angela, with her sweet coun-
tenance, her complexion delicate as a rose leaf, and her Ma-
donna hair.”

“Felise was returning to her place, when her eycs met, for the
sccond time, those of & man, who from her entrance into the
saloon had remained apart, without sceming to take any share
in the amusements of the evening. He was young, of distin-

ished bearing, and although there was nothing remarkable
in his features, still there was in his look, in his manner of
smiling, and in the carriage of his head, something so spiritual
and noble, that his appearance struck every one. Felise im-
mediately thought that he mustcertainly resemble the Duke de
Nemours, the tender lover of Madamede Cleves, and she felt a
secret emotion wh ame de Favras, having beckoned to
the unknoewn, said with a playful air as she introduced him s

“Fair charmer, here is the Marquis do Gandale who was
dying to see you, and who, since you have appeared, seems so

etrified with admiration that he has not been able to come
orward to pay you his respects.”

There exists between two persons who have heard each other
much spoken of, a sort of reciprocal interest which casily glides
into a more animated and dangerous feeling. 'The first glance
which Felise cast upon M. de Gandale was far from the in-
different and curious look with which she regarded the rest of
the gay growd who filled the saloon; and the marquis, on his
side, could not meet her gentle gaze without embarrpssment.
The dancers presented themselves in crowds to ask the favour
of Felise's hand, but in order to free herself onee for all from
their impertunity, she informed them that she conld not dance
the minuet. From the manner in which she expressed her-
self, M., de Grandale was able to perceive that she was delighted
to have so good a pretext for not breaking off’ their conversa
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tion, which after all consisted merely of the usua} common
remarks, They conversed thus during the whole evening. «

. The moon had now risen, and her pale rays commenced to
linge with a silvery light the foliage of the garden, which could
be seen in the distanoe through the open windows buried in the
deep twiljﬁht of a summer evening. Felise leaned on_ the
window-sill near which she was seated, and pointing with  her
finger to the gloomy wall which separated the two hotels, said
1o the marqus with a sigh:—

¢ ander is my prison—in a few moments I must once more
enter it,”

“ Ah! mademoiselle,” he replied with ardour, *think rather
of leaving 1t for ever!”

“*Yes, yes, I do think of it,” murmured she earnestly.

A young girl brought up in society would not have thus
kept by her side for a whole evening one whom she distin-
guished with so marked favour, but Felise abandoned herself
with too unsuspecting ardour to the ineffable sweetness of these
first emotions, to be able to break off this species of téte-a-tete.
When they proceeded into an adjoining apartment where
suﬂpper was served, she further permitted M. de Gardale to
offer her his hand, and invited lum with a glance to seat him-
self beside her at table.

Madame de Favras apEeamd uneasy, and her sister could
with “difficulty conceal her deep vexation. The dowager
Marchioness of Manicamp observed Felise and her nephew
with mingled anxiety and astonishment.

*¢ The appearance of this child had _ﬁ:odpced a wonderful
effect here,” she whispered to one of her intimate *friends;
**only observe the marquis, he never leaves her side—he could
not be more attentive if he was her declared lover. I confess
I fecl annoyed, I had formed other plans for my nephew.”

It was late ere the company hﬂ)arated. Felise had already
disappeared, and the marquis had retired a few moments after
her. When the two eisters were nlone, they shut themselves in
their apartments, and dismissed their women.

+ Ah | gister, what have we done !” exclaimed Angela, throw-
ing herself weeping into the young widow's arms—what a balll
alas, what a fatal evening! “The marquis has had eyes for no
one but Felise—he loves her—he loves her already " .

#¢No, sister, no, I cannot think so,” replied Cecilia ; “he is
morely dazzled with her beauty and flattered by the preference
she 50 openly manifested forhim ;.speaking, andlooking at him
alone. These innocents, these lambs, have strange privileges !
but M. de Gandale’s heart, I am sure, is not really touched,”

Angela shook her head dejectedly, and, drying the scalding
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mps that trickled down her now pale checks, she said in a
e of conviction :—

« He loves her ! she is so beautiful | but, sister, have Iany
right to complain? In your anxiety for my happiness, you
thought of this marriage ; Madame de Manicamp wished it;
but. de Gandale's wishes in the matter were never consuli-
ed. We were wrong in thinking that he loved me. Did he
evertellme so? Is Ee bound by the slightest promise? Alas!
my heart alone formed this engagement.”

* He did not love you yet perhaps, but he would have loved
you, my Angela!” exclaimed Madamede Favras, weeping, and
clasping the young girl in her arms. ¢ Your happiness and
mine are alike torn from us ! oh how blind and unhappy be is
in thus disdaining you! But another will appreciate better
than M. de Gandale the treasure I wished to bestow onshim.”

““We must renounce these ideas, my sister,” said Angela
with gentle firmness : ““I feel that my heart cannot be given
twice. At present I suffer deep}jy, more than I can express;
but my affliction will gradually die away if I turn myself to
God. Our good Mother Madeleine always told us so. He
alone can comfort us.”

The following day Madame de Favras brought her sister
to a country seat not far from Paris, where they spent
fifteen days in complete solitude without hearing any intel-
ligence of Felise, and without the name of M. de Gandale
being once uttered. Angela continued in very low spirits,
and Madame de Favras %oth wished and dreaded to learn
what had taken place during her absence. On returning to
Paris, she found the following note awaiting her from the
Countess de Manicamp:—

“My pEAR Barovess—Mj nephew isa puppy whom I shall cortainly
disipherit. He has fallen in love with that littlo creature who is kept shut
up in an enchanted castle, From what you toll me, she is rich and of a
good family ; but I sm not ambitious for the alliance of this Slecping Beauty in
tho Wood. I had other intentions. I told the Marquis do Gandale that I could
not enter into his views, so that he may go himself to demand her hand from
the fairy Dentue.

“ 1 wished to inform you of this fine marriage, in order that you might not be
tuken by surprise, and I entreat you ever to consider me your best friend and
very humble servant,

“ Countess DE MARICAMP."”

¢ Well, sister > said Angela, after having read this note,

*“Weshall return to the country, we shall not be present at
this marriage at least!” exclaimed Madame de Favras, ime
petuously. .
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¢ Yes, let us set out,” said Angela; *‘but before I go, I wi*
to write to Felise.”

She took the pen, and, endeavouring to repress the sobs which
were ready to burst from her overcharged heart, she wrote the
following lines with a trembling hand :— '

“ My pEAr FRLIsE—Ieaven, which tricd you so severgly when very yohng,
has happiness yet in store for you : one of the hest of men loves you, and s abows
to solicit your hand, That you may be happy with him, and rfike him happy bxt
return, my dear Felise, is my sister's prayer'and mine, which we now express to
you on the eve of parting, perhaps for ever. In your prosperity do not forget
those who pine and suffer , pray for them, for yoursclf, and loaded with the goods
of thig world, turn your thoughts to still highier and holier conocerns.

“ Methinke the prediction of Mother Perpetus will not prove groundless, and
that one day I shall take the vell mthe C of the A int] Think of
me then, and sometimes speak of Sister Angela.”

A dexterous valet promised to convey this letter to Felise,
and an hour afterwards she found it lying rolled around a stone
at the entrance of her apartment. - Felise knew nothing of what
bad happened, and had remained for fifteen days in a state of
inexpressible agitation. The sudden departure of the sisters
had occasioned her extreme astonishment and vexation, while
their absence left her without the means or the hope of seeing
M. de Gandale, She spent her days and nights in tears, like
8 loving and despairing maiden. Twenty times she was on
the point of escaping and flying far away, she cared not
whither, from this accursed house, where she was pining away
with vexation, weariness, and restraint.

Angela’s letter threw her into transports of astonishment
and joy, which she was unable to repress, Pale, her oyes

élin , her head erect, she entered the saloon, where Ma-
emoiselle de Saulieu, seated in her accustomed place, was
working at her never-ending embroidery. The young girl
sat down, for her trembling limbs were no longer able to
sustain ber, and said in short and hurried accents:—

* Aunt, I must spesk to you. Listen fo me. The moment
has arrived when 1 shall at length leave this house. Soon,
perhaps this very day, & man of wealth and station will come
to ask my hand in ms.rriavic."

““What did you say? I do not rightly understand you,”
exclaimed Mademoiseﬂe de Saulieu, with the doubtful look

. and manner of ono whose mind has been wandering in another

world.

#] repeat that M, de Gandsle wishes to marry md, and
that he will come himself' to demand my hand ﬁwom'vyou." re-
phied Felise. « You will not refuse him, aunt?”

Mademoiselle de Saulien looked stupified and made & ges-
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tare in the nogative. At this mute response Felise's anger
and indignation, so.long pent up, overcame all restraint.

% Do not think I lhaﬁ ob:{eyoul" she exclaimed. ‘I have
only too long submitted to the slavery in which you keep me!
Yes, you haye inflicted nothing but suffering on me, and I
hate you! at have you ever been to me?— truel relative.
‘When a child you cast me into the cells of a cofivent, and
now you keep me here a prisoner. But my place is in the
world, and I have a right to live there like gitls of my
station. I know that T am rich and of a good fdtnily; give
me my fortune, that I may at length assuthe my prope? rahk.
You do not answer, but you will be forced to amswer when
M. de Gandale demands the recason of your refusal.”

«t Unfortunate chuld!” exclaimed Mademoiselle de Banlieu,
raiging her hands to heaven.

Then with an indescribable gesture of gorrow and contmatid
she pointed to the door, saying:—

““Return to your apartment—I shall réceive M. de Gan-
dale, and if he persists after this interview, I consent to your
marri 01"

Subdued by her authoritative manner, struck with these
1ast words, Felise retired, shuddering, and ran to shut herself
up in her chamber, where she remained for the rest of the
day standing at the window end listening for the least move-
ment or the sl:ightest noise. Mademoiselle de Saulieu hiad given
her orders. Balin waited in the antechamber, and Suzanne
with a terrified look kept her eyes incessantly tarned towards
the entrang:v%ate.

The Jollowing day, in the afternoon, the noise of a carrisge
entering the court-yard announced the arrival of the uts
de Gandale. The young nobleman crossed the forbidden
threshold of this sombre dwelling with much emotion. This
impression increased when the old servant, dressed in thourn.
ing, announced his name with a loud voice in the deserted
and echoing halls, Mademoiselle de Saulieu rose to receive
him. At the sight of that impressive countensince, grown
prematurely old from grief and suffering, and that look, at
oncs proud and melancholy, which sunk at his approach, the
marquis folt a thrill run through his veins, and he was obliged
to pause for an instant to recover himself. Mademoiselle de
Baulieu waited in silence until he should utter his request.

¢* Mademoiselle,” said he at length, *I am Hector, Marquis
de Gandale, 4nd my name, I trust, justifies me in aspiring to
the homnour of your alliance, I possess a fortune which is
sufficient to majntain my rank honourably ; I hsve had ap
opportunity of becoming acquainted with your niece, aud,
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struek by her rare beauty and the still rarer qualities of mind
which she possesses, I have become passionately attached to
her. She is an orphan, I am informed, and from you, as her
only relative, I come to ask her hand.”

<1 refuse it, M. lo Marquis,” replicd Mademorgelle de Sau-
lieu, tly agitated.

¢« And will you favour me with the gﬁmnds of your refusal,

emoiselle?” exclaimed M. de Gandale. o

If you absolutely require it, sir;” murmured thé grief-
stricken lady, almost inaudibly ; < but be adviscd, and without
ex tion or details giveil up {;he hand of my nicce.” .

e marquis only replied by an impatient gesture; his
pride and his love seem:g to cqually offer an indignant refusal.

Mademoiselle de Saulieu paused as if to summon up all her
strength, and then said, at first very slowly, but, as she pro-
oeeded, in abrupt ang hurried accents:—

«It is a melancholy history which I am about to relate,
sir—the frightful misfortunes of two families. An orphan
from infancy, I was brought up, along with a younger sister,
byan uncle whoadopted us. At sixteen my sister married a man
of rank, while I remained with my uncle, now grown infirm.
I deferred my own establishment in life in order to watch over
his declining years, and I remained with him up to the age
of twenty-five, persuaded that he would share his fortune be-
tween myself and my sister, whom he had already richly por-
tioned. But these anticipations proved groundless—a will,
which he concealed from us, made me his only heir, Alas!
how shall I recall the conscquences of this preference? My
sister’s hushand had long entertained a hateful passion for me;
his avarice was equal to his depraved love. X was about to be
moarried to one whom my heart had long selected. The wretch
formed the design of marrying me himself, and getting rid of
all obstacles previously. A dispensation from the Holy ¥a-
ther authorises a man to marry iwo sisters in succession. The
same night his wife was assassinated in her own chéteau, while
he to whom I was to have been united was shot through the
head almost before my very cyes. The murderer had urranged
his double crime with extreme address, but Providence willed
his immediate chastisement. His crime had secret witnesses;
his victims were avenged, and he perished by the hand of the
executioner. You have doubtless heard, sir, the dreadful bis-
tory of the Count de Chardavon, who was broken on the
wheel at Toulouse. He was the father of Felise. He hada

oung sister: she was called the fair Genevieve. Disgraced
his infamous crime, and his no less infamous puni t,
died Jn & convent, and T, whom this monster doprived of
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so many objects of affection, wear out the remainder of m
life here with the old servants who have followed me, and this
¢hild who accuses me of cruelty, but from whom I must for
ever hide our misfortunes.”

The uis listened to this narrativo with silent horror,
and befmdemoiselle de Saulieu ceased speaking he rose.
Balin threw open the doors. M. de Gandale howed pro-
foundly, and half sunk on one knee as if to ask pardon from
onc whom he had forced to make such an avowal; then he
slowly withdrew.

As he disappeared, Mademoiselle de Saulieu perceived the
ale face of Felise at the extremity of the saloon. The un-
appy girl, concealed behind the folding-doors, had heard

every word that was uttered. Her look of calm and settled
despair was terrible to behold.

¢ Aunt,” said she, placing Angela’s letter on the reading-
desk, *I must return to the Annonciades—my place is there.
I have reflected since yesterday, and I have seen ({»lainly that
Mademoiselle de Chameroy loves the Marquis de Gandale,
and since I am the daughter of a criminal be will marry her.
Oh! aunt, restore me to the convent, for at this idea I feel
my father’s blood flowing in my veins!”

The sume day Felise returned to the Convent of the An-
cunciation. When she crossed for the second time the formi-
dable barrier of the cloister gaté, she was received by the
superior and Father Boinet. .

“We were cver expecting you, my daughter,” said the
good father.

¢« Come, my child!” exclaimed thé superior, with accents of
tenderness and joy. ¢ Oh! my poor braised lamb, blessed he
the good Shepherd who leads you hither, and the day which
restores you to the fold!”

END OF THE CONVENTS OF PARIS.
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' THE HAUNTED MARSH.

CITAPTER I.
THE AUTHOR TO THE READUR.

“ A la sueur de ton visaige,
Tu gaigneras ta pauvre vie,
Apres long travail et usaige,
Voicy la mort qui te convie.”

Trus old French guatrain, inscribed beneath a composition by
Holbein, is deeply touching in its mournful simplicity. The
engraving represents a’'labourer ploughin%.x A vast extent of
open country stretches far away into the distance, dotted here
and there with a few poor and miserable cabins, while the sun
i3 sinking to rest behind o neighbouring hill. It is towards
the close of a hard day’s work. The peasant is an aged and
decrepit man, covered with rage. The harness of the fomr
horses which he is driving is rotten and scanty; the plough-
share delves into a harsh and rebellious soif. One object
alone is lively and active amidst this scene of sueur ef usaige.
This is a fantastic personage, a skeleton armed with a whip,
who runs along in the furrow beside the terrified horses, strik-
ing them at times with hisdash, and thus serving as assistant
to the old labourer. This figure is Death—that spectre which
Holbein has introduced allegorically into the succession of
philosophical and religious subjects, at once lugubrious and
comic, entitled, Les Simulachres de la Mort, or Dance of
Death.

In thisl collec;;li:m, or r%ther ;:1 this vast comptl)lsition, where
Death, playing his part through every page, is the connecting
tie mdpru{;:g thought, Holbein has ?:tgroduced sovereigns,
pontiffs, Jovers, gamblers, drunkards, nuns, courtesans, bri-
gands, beggars, warriors, monks, Jews, travellers—in short,
every character of his time and of our oway gnd everywhere
does the spectre of Death mock, threaten, and riumph. From
one pieture only is it absent. It isthat in which the heggar
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Lazarus, laid at the rich man's door, declares that he fears it
not, doubtless because he has nothing to lose, and because his
entire life has been one anticipated death.

But is this stoical idea of the half-pagan Christianity of the

middle ages a very consoling one, and can religious minds
find comfort from it? The ambitious man, the hypocrite, the
tyrant, the debauchee—all those haughty sinners who abuse
life, and over whom Death shakes his dart—will doubtless be
punished; but the blind, the mendicant, the maniac, the poor
peasant—are they indemnified for their long life of misery by
the single reflection that for them Death has no sting? No!
An air of the deepest sadness and gloom broods over the ar-
tist'’s work. Tt resembles a bitter malediction hurled at the
lot of suffering humanity.
It is indeed 2 withering satire, a true picture of the society
which Holbein had before his eyes. Crime and misery were
everywhere its distinctive foatures; but we, artists of another
age, what shall we depict? Shall we represent death as the
sole reward of the present life, or shall we invoke it as the
chastisement of injustice and the remuneration for suffering?

No, we have no longer to do with death, but rather with
life. 'We no longer helieve either in the annihilation of the .
tomb or the salvation purchased by a forced renunciation of
the goods of this world. We dosite that life muy be good, be-
cause we wish that it may be fruitful. Lazarus must quit his
filthy bed of straw, in arder that the ﬁ)oor man may ne longer
rejoice at the death of his wealthy fellow-creature. All must
be happy, in order that the prosperity of some be not criminal
and accursed of God. The labourer, while sowing his wheat,
must learn that labour is the work of life, and not rejoice be-
cause death stalks at his side. In short, death must nolonger
be conaidered either the chastisement of prosperity or the con-
solation of distress. God never intended it either a8 the

unishment for, or the indemnification of, life; for he has blessed
ife, and the tomb ought not ta be considered as a mere refuge
for the anhappy.

Cortain ariiste of our own tlmes, ocasting a serious eye
upon the persons and events which surround them, love to
) ﬁf: pain and sorrow, the abjectness of misery, the straw

of Lazayus. This may be the domain of art and phi-
ophy; but, while painting misery so hidaous, so :%uplid,
fu&nnﬁ%ly sa vicions and eriminal, 18 their end attained, and
is the effect producéd as salutary as they should wish? We
dare not p ce an opinjon upon this delivate question.
We may ba that, by painting this gulf dug beneath the
fragile soil of opulence, they terrify the wealthy sinner, as in
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the times of the danse macabre they pointed out to him his
Luming grave, and Death preparing to entwine him in his
athsome arms. Now-a-days they show him the robber
breaking into his house, and the assassin stesling upon his
sleep.» We copfess that we cannot very elearly comprehend
how they will reconcils him to that humanity which he de-
spises—how they will ronder him sensiple of the sorrows of
poor whom he dreads, by showing him one of this very
class of poor under the form of the housebreaker snd the
midnight assasein. The frightful image of Death, grinding
his teeth and playing his violin, in the pictures of Holbein and
his predecessors, did not succeed in converting the wicked
or consoling the victims of their day. And does not our
literature proceed in this matter much after the manner of
the artists of the middle ages and the rengissance?

Holbein’s revellers filled their oups with a sort of fury, in
order to banish the idea of death, which, although invisible to
them, yot served them as cupbearer. The wealthy sinners of
the present day demand fortifications and eannon in order to
banish the idea of & Jacquerie, which art shows them working
in the shade, step by step, awaiting the favourable moment to
make an onslavdht on social order. The church of the middle
ages replicd to the terrors of the powerful of the land by the
sale of indulgences. The governments of the present day
calm the anxieties of the rich by making them pay roundly
for police and gaolers, bayonets and prisons.

Albert Durer, Michael Angelo, Holbein, Callot, Goya, have
all ip turn produced powerful satires upon the evils which
afflicted their age and countries. These are certainly immor-
tal works, historical pages of most incontestable value. We
arc far from denying to these artists the right of probing the
wounds of society, and placing them in all their unveiled de-
formity before our eyes; but are there not moro fitting tasks in
the ﬁlremnt day than the painting of terror and intimidation ¢
In this literature of mysteries and of iniguity, which talent
and imagination have brought into fashion, we love better the
swest and gentle creations than the villains of the tale, effect-
ive and dramatic though they be. The former ean undertake
and perhaps even succeed in comverting some, the latter

y terrify; and fear never oures selfishness, bub en the
contrary invariably angments it.

W believe that the mission of art is a mission of feeling
and of love, that the fiction of the present day pught to re-
place the parable and the a.poloigue of primitive times, and
that the artist should cherish a loftier and nobler aim than
that of merely proppsing eertain messures of prudence and
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conciliation, in order to weaken the fear inspired by his pic-
tures. His aim ought to be to make the objects of his solici-
tude loved, and if necessary I would cven exouse him for
embellishing them a little. Art is not a study of positive, but
a search for ideal truth, end the Vicar of Wakefield isy in my
mind, a work both more useful and far healthier for the mind
than either Le Paysan perverti or Les Liaisons dangereuses.

Reader, pardon me these reflections, and deign to accept
them in guise of preface. There will be none in the narrative
that I am about to relate to you, and which will be so short
and so simple that I found it necessary to apologise beforchand
for these gualities by informing you what I think of tales of
crime and terror.

It is apropos of a labourer that I have allowed myself to be
drawn into this digression. Well, it was precisely the stor{
of a labourer that I had intended to relate to you, and whic
T shall now proceed with.

Ibhad been studying for a length of time with feelings of
profound melancholy Holbein’s picture of ¢ The Labourer,”
and had strolled out into the fields, pondering on the nature
of a rural life and the lot of the agriculturist. Without doubt
it is & hard and ungrateful task to consume @ife and strength ,
in turning up the clods of this jealous earth, which compels
man to tear forcibly from its bosom its teeming treasures,
when a crust of the hardest and hlackest bread is, at the close
of the day, the sole recompense and profit attached to so
severe a toil. These riches, spread over the soil, these har-
vests, these fruits, these noble animals fattening on the rich
herbage, are the property of the few, and the instruments of
fatigue and slavery to the many. The man of ease and
leisure loves not in general, for their own sakes, either the
fields or the plains, the broad expanse of nature, or the superb
animals which are to be converted into money for his use.
The man of leisure comes to seek a little fresh air and remo-
vated health in the country, after which he returns to spend
in the t cities the fruit of his vassals’ toil.

The labouring man, on his side, is too much oppressed, too
unhappy, and too anxious for the future, to enjoy the beauties
of the country and the charms of rural life. For him also the
golden fields, the smiling plains, the noble animals, represent

of crown pieces, of which he will have but a scanty por-
tion, almost insufficient for his needs, but which nevertheless
he must replenish each year, in order to satisfy his master, and
Ey for the right of living parsimoniously and miserably upon

And yet nature is ever young, beautiful, and generous.
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She sheds poctry and beauty over all beings and upon every
plant that man permits her to develop at her will,  She pos-
sesses the truc secret of happiness, that treasure which no one
has been able to ravish from her. The happiest of beings
would be that man who, possessing a scientific and cultivated
mind, working with his own hands and securing happiness
and liherty from the exercise of his own intelligence and
strength, wonld yet have leisure to devote to the improvement
of his moral and intellectual qualitics, to comprehend his own
handiwork, and to adore that of his Maker. The artist pos-
sesscs cnjoyments of this hind in the contemplation and
reproduction on his canvass of the beaunties of nature; but on
beholding the misery of the beings who people this terrestrial
paradise, the humane and right-minded artist fecls an emotion
of sadness mingle with his pleasure. Happiness would exist
there, where the mind, the heart, and the arms, working in
concert under the eye of the Almighty, should produce a holy
harmony between the munificence of God and the enjoyment
of the human soul. It is then that in place of that piteous
and frightful Death, stalking whip in hand along the furrow,
the allegorical painter shall place by his side the radiant form
of an angel oiP light, scattering with bountcous hands the
blessed seed upon the smoking soil!

And the dream of an existence for the peasant, at once
sweet, unfettered, poctic, laborions, and simple, is not so diffi~
cult of conception as to be peremptorily dismissed to the
regions of empty speculation. ~That sweet but pensive ejacu-
lation of Virgil—¢ O happy the countryman, if he but knew
his happiness”—is a regret; but, like a{l regrets, it is also a
prediction. A day will surely come when the labourer will
also be an artist, if not to express, (a matter of small moment
then) at least to feel, the beautiful. But will any one assert
that this mysterious and intuitive feeling of poetry is not al-
ready germinating within himin the statc of instinct and vague
reverie? Amongst those protected from the pressing wants of
the day, and in whom the excess of poverty does not stifle
all moral and intellectual development, happiness—pure,
beartfelt, and deeply appreciated happiness—is in the elemen-
tary state; and if, even amid pain, fatigue, and labour, the
poet’s voice has alrcady been raised, why should it be said that
the labour of the arms is incompatible with that of the mind?
This incompatibility is doubtless the general result of cxcessive
toil and extreme poverty; but let no one say that when a
man shall labour usefully and in moderation we shall then
have only bad workmen and inferior poets. TFle who finds
elevated and lofty pleasures in the feeling of poetry is a

Q
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true poet, though he had never composed a line of verse in his
entire lifctime,

My thoughts had by degrees taken this direetion without my
having perceived that this confidence in the improvement of
the peasant was strengthened in me by the influences of out-
ward objects. I was strolling along the hedge-row of a field
which some peasants were in the act of preparing for seed-time.
The arena was as vast as that of Holbew's picture.  The land-
scape stretched away on every side in long lines of verdure,
slightly tinged by the approach of auturun, and formed a sort of
framework for the large treshly plonghed field of a rich brown,
in some of the furrows of which the recent rains had left lines of
water which sparkled in the sun’s rays like so many slender
silver threads. The day was clear and mild, and the newly-
opened earth exbaled a lieht vapour. At the upper extremity
of the field an old man, whose powerful frame and severe fea-
tures recalled to mind Holbein’s labourer, but whose garments
gave no indieation of poverty, gravely drove his arcau or
plough, of antique form, drawn by a pair of tranquil oxen
with hides of a pale yellow colour, the true patriarchs of the
fields. They were of lofty stature, rather thin, and with long
and downward-curving horns, and belonged to that elass of
old labonrers whom long habit has yendered brothers, as they
are called in our plsins, and who, if deprived of each other’s
socicty, refuse to work any Jonger and die of grief. People
unacquainted with the country tieat as a fable the alleged
friendship of the ox for his compauion in harness, but let these
sceptics come and see in a farm stable a poor emaciated ox
Jashing with restless tail his meagre fanks, blowing with fear
and disdain upon the fodder placed before him, and turning his
eyes constantly towards the door, or clse pawing with impa-
tient hoof the empty stall by his side, snufling over the yokes
and chains which lis companion has borue, and calling him
unceasingly with pluintive lowings. The cowherd will tell
you—¢“ There’s a pair of oxen lost: his brother is dead, and he
won't work any longer. 'We would fatven him for the slaugh-
ter-house, but he won't eat, and Le will soon dic of hunger.”

The old labourdr worked slowly and in silence, without
making uny uscless exertion. Hisdocile team excrted themselves
no more than he did, but, thanks to a continuous and undis-
turbed effort, and & careful husbanding of his strength, his fur-
row wad as quickly turned as that of his son, who drove, at
some distance off, four less robust oxen in a harsher and stonier
vein of earth.

But what afterwards attracted my attention was in truth a
beautiful sight, & noble suhject for a painter! At the other
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end of the field a young wan of pleasing appearance was
guiding a magnificent team, consisting of’ four pairs of young
unimals with hides of u dark colour mingled with streaks of
golden brown. Their short and crisply curled heads and
large fierce cyes displayed evidences of their descent from the
sayage race, while their sudden movements and nervous and
impetuous bounds, showed them to be still irritated at the

oke and goad, obeying, yet burnmg to throw off, the newly-
imposed dominion. A team of this description is what is
called oxen newly-yoked. The man who drove them bad
to plough a cornee used until recently ouly as pasture land
and filled with stumps of trees, a task which required Hecu-
lean strength, and one for which his enerey, his youth, and his
cight almost untamed animals barely sudiced. A child of
from »ix 1o seven years of age, lovely as an angel, and wear-
ing on his shoulders, over his blouse, o lamth- skin, which zave
him somewhat the appearance of” an intant St. John the Bap-
tist, walked in the furrow alongside the plongh and pricked
the flanks of the oxen with a Jong light pole armed with a
blunted spike. The proud animals chated under the little
hand of the child, and made the yokes and hauiness rattle and
clash under their impetuous efforts.  Whenever a root stopped
the ploughshure the labourer would cry out in a loud voice,
calling cach beast by name, but rather to caln than to excite
them; for the onen, irritated by this sudden resistance,
plunged forward, throwing up the soil with their buge cloven
foet, and woald have started asule, carrying the plough after
them across the fields, it the y oung man had not by voice and
gesture kept in order the four fivst, while the child managed
the others. The poor litte fcllow shouted also in a voice
which he endeavoured to render terible, but which ever re-
mained as gentle as his own angelie features.  The whole pic-
ture was beawtiful in strength and grace—the landscape, the
man, the child, the oxen under the yohe; and notwithstanding
this powerful condlict in which the carth was conquered, there
reigned an air of gentlencss and profound calin over the
seene.  When the obstacle was surmounted, and the team re-
sumed the staid and even tenor of its way® the labonrer, whose
feigned violenco was only an exercise of his vigour and a sud-
den outbreak of activity, would all at once1esume the serenity
habitual to simple minds, and would throw a glance of fatherly
pride and affection upon his child, whe tuined round to smile
upon him in return.  Then the manly voive of this young fa-
ther would give utterance to the solemn and melancholy
chaunt which the ancient tradition of the country traunsmits,
not to all labourcrs indiseriminately, but to those best skilled
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in the art of exciting and sustaining the ardour of the oxen
under the plough. This song, the origin of which was pro-
bably considered as sacred, and to which certain mysterious
influences were formerly attributed, is still reputed at the pre-
sent day to possess the virtue of maintaining the courage of
these animals, of appeasing their discontents, and of charmin,
away the weariness of their arduous labour. It is not deemeg
sufficient to know how to drive a team well, so as to trace a
perfectly straight furrow, or to lichten the animal’s labour by
elevating or depressing the ploughshare; he is not considered
a perfect labourer who is unable to sing to his oxen—a pecu-
liar talent which requires considerable taste and skill.

This song is in truth but a sort of recitative, interrupted
and resumed at will. Tts irregular form and false intonations
judged by the rules of musical art, render it untranslatable.

ut it is not the less a pleasing song, and is so peculiarly
appropriate to the nature of the labour for which it serves as
accompaniment, to the gait of the oxen, to the calm which
reigns over these rural scenes, and to the simple and artless
character of the men who utter it, that no genius who was a
stranger to the labours of the field could bave invented it, and
no singer save a skilled labourer of this country could possibly
doit justice. At the periods of the year when there is no
other work or movement going on in the country rave agricul-
tural labour, this chorus, at once so sweet and powerful, as-
cends like the voice of the bieeze, to which its peculiar tone
gives it some sort of resemblance. The concluding note of each

rase, sustained with a power and for a length of time abso-
utely incredible, ascends a quarter of a note systematically
out of tune. This is wild, in truth, but its charm overpowers
all criticiem; and when the ear becomes accustomed to 1t, the
listener cannot conccive that any other song could be raised
at such hours and in such localities, without disturbing the
harmony of nature.

It so happened therefore that I had before me a picture which
formed a striking contrast to that of Holbein, although its com-
ponent materials were similar. In place of an old man worn
down with grief, a young and active peasant; in place of a
yoke of lean and jaded horses, a double team of robust and

irited oxen; in place of death, a lovely child; and in place

an image of despair and the idea of destruction, a spectacle
of energy and a dream of happiness.

It was then that the old French guatrain—

“ A la sueur de ton visaige,” &e.

and the ¢ O fortunatos...agricolas” of Vireil recurred simul-
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taneously to my mind; and while gazing upon this handsome
cougle, the man and the child, accomplishing so poetically,
with so much grace united to so much strength, a task full of
grandeur and solemnity, I felt a deep sensation of pity min-
gled with involuntary respect. IIappy the labourer! yes,
doubtless I should be so in his place, if, my arm becoming all
at’once robust and my breast muscular, I could thus at the
same time fertilize nature while I sang her charms, without
my eyes ceasing to behold and my thoughts to comprehend
the harmony of colours and sounds, the delicacy of tones, and
the grace of outline—in a word, the mgsterious beauty of the
universe; and above all, without my heart ceasing to be in
relation with the divine sentiment which presides over the
immortal and sublime creation!

But, alas! that man has never understood the mystery of
the beautiful —that child will never comprehend 1t. God
preserve me from believing that they are not superior to the
beasts they control, and that they have not at times a sort of
ecstatic revelation which charms away their fatigue and lulls
their cares to rest! I bcehold impressed upon their noble
brows the seal of the Almighty, for they are born kings of
the earth much more than those who, by right of purchase,
possess it. And the proof that they feel it is, that one cannot
remove them from their country with impunity; for they love
this soil watered with the sweat of their brow, and the truc
peasant dies of nostalgia under the harness of the soldier when
far from the fields which have witnessed his birth. But this
man lacks a portion of the enjovinents which I possess—mentul
enjoyments which are indced his due as the workman in that
vast temple which the heavens alone are sufficiently wide to
embrace. What he lacks is the knowledge of his own feelings.
Those who have condemned him to servitude from his mother's
womb, unable to deprive him of reverie, have robbed him of
reflection.

‘Well, such as he is, imperfect, and condemned to eternal
childhood though he be, he is yet a fairer spectacle than he
in whose bosom science has stifled feeling. Raise not your-
selves above him, ye who believe ourseltes invested with the
legitimate and inherent right of ruling over him, for this
frightful error under which you labour proves that your un-
derstanding has destroyed your heart, and that you are at once
the most imperfect and the blindest of men. I love far better
the simplicity of his soul than the false lights of yours, and
were I to recount his life I should have far more pleasure in
bringing forward the gentle and touching portions of it, than
you would have wmert in painting the abject state into
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which the rigour and the disdain of your social maxims have
cast him,

T knew this young man and this lovely child; I knew their
story—for they had a story, every one has his own, and would
interest the world by the recital of the romance of their life,
if they but understood it themselves. Although a peasant
and a simple labourer, Germain was well instructed in his
duties and affections.  He had related them to me simply and
clearly, and I had heard them with interest. After I had
watched him labouring for some time, I asked myself why his
history should not be written, although it was but a simple
story, as straightforward and as unornamental as the furrow
which he traced with hig plouch.

Next year this furrow will be covered and its place filled
up with a new furrow, and thus the greater portion of men
appear and vanish from the field of human life. A little earth
obliterates all trace of them, and the furrows we have turned
succeed each other like tomhsin a cemetery. Ts not the
furrow of the labourer worth that of the idler, who has never-
theless a name, a name {oo which will remain, if by some
singularity, some piece of eccentricity or absurdity he makes
a little noise in the world?

Well then, let us endeavour to snatch if possible from the
oblivion of forgetfulness the furrow of Ciermain the skilful
labourer. ITe will know nothing of it and will never trouble
himself about the matter; but L shall have enjoyed some
pleasure in the attempt.
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a CHAPTER II.

' GERMAIN, THE SKILFUL LABOURER.

« GERMAIN,” said his father-in-law to him one day, ¢ you must
make up your mind to take a second wife. It is now two
years since you became the widower of my daughter and your
eldest child is seven years old. You are getting on towards
thirty, my boy, and you know that in our country a man
who is past that age is considered too old to marry again. You
have three fine children, and up to the present time they have
not been the least trouble to us. My wife and my daughter-
in-law have taken the best care of them they could, and have
loved them as they deserved. There's little Pierre almost
reared; he can already goad the oxen very nicely, he is wise
enough to be able to herd the beasts in the fields, and strong
enough to take the horses to water. He therefore is no trouble
to us; but the two others, whom God knows we love for all
that, poor innocents! give us this year much anxiety. My
daughter-in-law is near her confinement and she has still a
little one in her arms.  When the new-comer arrives she will
1o longer be able to look after your Solange and sabove all
your Sylvain, who is scarcely four years old, and who never
rests night or day. e has your lively temper and will make
a good workman, but you must allow he makes a terrible child;
and my old woman is not active ecnough to pursue and eatch
him when he runs near the ditch or rolls under the feet of the
cattle. And then with this other that my daughter-in-law is
about to bring into the world, the first must be thrown, during
a year at least, upon my wife’s arms.  Your children therefore
make us anxious. We do not like to see children badly taken
care of, and when we think of the accidents which might hap-
en for want of care, we are never at case.  You must there-
ore take another wife and give me another daughter-in-law.
Think over this, my boy. Ihave already spoken to you on
this subject severa{timee; time flies, and the years will not
wait. For your children’s sakes, and for ours also, who like
everything to go on smoothly in the house, you ought o marry
again as soon as possible.”
¢ Well, father,” replied the son-in-law, “if you ahsolutely
wish it, you shall be obeyed. DBut I cannot conceal from you
that it will cost me much, and that I had almost as soon drown
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myself as do your bidding. A man knows what he has lost,
but he knows not what he shall find. I had a dear, good, kind
wife ; gentle, courageous, affcctionate to her father and mother,
kind to her husband, kind to her children, a good worker in
the fields as well as in the house, clever at everything she put
her hand to, good for all in short; and when you gave her to
me, when I took her from you, we made no agreement that I
should forget her if T had the misfortune to lose her.”

“ What you say shows your goodness of heart, Germain,”
rejoined Farmer Maurice; * I know that you loved my child,
that you rendered her happy, and that if you could have satis-
fied death by going in her place, Catherine would have Leen
alive at this present moment, and you in the grave. She well
deserved being so truly loved by you, and if you were incon-
solable at her death, we were so also, I am sure. But I speak
not to you of forgetting her. The Almighty so willed that
she should be taken from us, and we do not pass a single day
without showing by our prayers, our thoughts, our words and
actions, that we respcet her memory and regret her death.
Bat were she able to speak to you from the other world and
make known to you her wishes, she would command you to
scek a mother for her little orphans. 'The question then is to
meet with a woman worthy of replacing her. This will not
be an easy task, but it is not an impossible one ; and when you
shall have found her, you will love her as you did my daughter,
because you are an honest fellow, and would be grateful to her
for rendering us a service and for loving your children.”

‘“ Well, well, Father Maurice,” said Germain, I will do
your will, as I have always done.”

It is but doing you justice, my son, to say that you have
ever listened to the advice and instructions of the head of your
family. Let us consult together then on the choice of your
new wife. In the first place I am not of opinion that you
should take a young girl. This is not what we want. Youth
is giddy, and as the task of rearing three children is no incon-
siderable burthen, especially when they are the fruits of a
former marriage, you require a kind considerate soul, gentle
with children and willing to work. If your wife is not of the
same age, or nearly so, as yourself, she will not have good
sense enough to undertake such a duty. She will think you
too old, and your children too young. She will complain,
and your children will pine away.”

¢ That is tﬁrecisely what makes me uneasy,” said Germain,
¢« Suppose these poor little innocents should be ill-treated,
hated—beaten perhaps?”

““ God forbid!” rejoined the old man. ¢ Illtempered wo-
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men are rarer in our country than kind ones, and one must
be very silly not to be able to put one's hand on the woman
likely to smit.”

¢That's true, father ; there ave some good girls in our v#llage.
Theres is Louise, Sylvaine, Claudine, Marguerite—in short,
whatever one you wish.”

¥« Gently, gently, my boy; all these girls are too young, or
t00 poor, or,too pretty; for, in fact, one must think of that
also, my son. A pretty woman is not always so discreet as
another.”

“You want me to marry a fright then, do you?” said Ger-
main rather uneasil{y.

*“No, no! not a fright; for this woman you will choose will
probably bring you a second family, and there is nothing so
sad as having ugly, ill-formed, or unhealthy children. But a
woman still in the prime of life, healthy, and neither very
handsome nor yet a fright, would just suit yonr purpose.”

I see clearly,” said Germain, smiling rather sadly, ¢ that
to procure such a one as you wish, it would be necessary to
have one made on purpose; particularly as you do not wish to
have a poor one, and the rich are not so easily obtained, es-
pecially by a widower.”

“ And supposing she should be a widow herself, Germain?
There! a widow without children, and with a snug little
property ?”

‘I know none at present in our parish.”

¢« Nor I either; but there are some elsewhere.”

““You have got some one in view, father; so come, tell me
at once.”

““ Well, yes, I have some one in view: shc is one of the
Leonards, Guerin’s widow, who lives at Fourche.”

I know neither the woman nor the place,” replicd Germain
with a resigned air, though evidently growing more and more
dejected.

¢ She is called Catherine, as was your former wife.”

¢ Catherine? yes, that would please me, having to repeat
that name. Catherine! and yet if I could not love her as
well as the other Catherine it would be still more painful, for
it would recall her still more frequently to my mind.”

“I tell you that you will love her; she is a good creature,
a kind-hearted woman. I bave not seen her for a length of
time, but she was by no means an ugly girl then; she is no
longer young, however; I should say about two-and-thirty,
She is descended from a good family, all decent, respectable
people, and she has Pro}mrty to the amount of eight or ten
thousand francs in land, which she would willingly sell to
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purchase another in the spot where she would establish herself';
for she also thinks of marrying again, and I know that if your
chargeter pleased her she would not consider your position a
bad one.”

“'Then you have already arranged all that?” D

““Yes, save and cxcept the consent of the aﬁm‘tics interested,
and this is what you must ascertain by making each other's
acquaintance. 'This woman’s father is a sort of relation of
mine, and he and I are intimate friends. You know Farmer
Leonard well, do you not?"

“Yes, I have seen him speaking to you at the fairs, and at
the last one you breakfasted together.  'Was that the subject
that you had such a long chat about?”

“Certainly it was. He was looking at you sclling the
heasts and took a great fancy to you, thought you a good-
looking fellow, and said you appeared active and clever; and
when I had told him all about you, and how well you had
conducted yourself with us during the eight yecars that we have
lived and worked together, without ever having had an angry
word with mortal, it occurred to him to get you to marry his
daughter; a circumstance which suited me also, I confess,
considering the good name she bears, the honesty of her family,
mlmd the comfortable circumstances in which I know they are

aced.”

P I see, Father Maurice, that you place a good deal of stress
on good circumstances.”

*“ Beyond question I do. And do not you also?”

““Yes, if you wish it, to please you; but you know that for
my part I never trouble my head about what comes to me, or
does not come to me, of our profits. I do not understand
anything about divisions, and I have a poor head for matters
of this gort. I understand the land, I understand the oxen,
the horses, the teams, the sowings, the reapings, the fodder.
As for the sheep, the vines, the garden, and ﬁmcy-work of
that description, you know that is your son's business, and
that I seldom meddle with it. As to money matters, my
memory is short, and I would rather give up all than have any
dispute about what is yours or mine. I should be afraid of
being mistaken, and of demanding more than my due, and if
affairs were not clear and simple § should never be able to get
on at all.”

¢ 8o much the worse, my son, and that is the reason why I
should like you to have a good clear-headed woman as a wife
to take my place when I shall be no more. You have never
wished to look into our acconnts, and that might lead to disa~
greements with my son, when you shall no %onger have mo
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*“May you live a long time yet, Father Maurice! But do
not be uncasy about what will take place after your death; 1
shall wever dispute with your son. I trust in Jacques as I do
in you; and as I have no property of my own, and as all that
comes to me is derived from my marriage with your daughter
and belongsato ‘your children, T can rest contented, and #o may
you also. Jacques would never rob his sister’s children for the
sake of his own, since he loves them almost as dearly.”

““You are right there, Germain. Jacques is a good son, a
good brother, and a man who loves the truth. But Jacques
might die before you, or before your children were grown up,
and one ought always to think of not leaving minors in a family
without a head.to advise them and settle their differences;
otherwise the lawyers would mix themselves up in the matter,
set all partics by the ears, and get all the profits for themselves.
So therefore we ought not to think of bringing another person
into our family, whether man or woman, without reflecting
that one day perhaps this person may have to direct tho
conduct and affairs of about thirty children, grandchildren,
sons-in-law, and daughters-in-law. Onc cannot tell to what
extent a family may increase, and when the hive is too full,
and it is necessary to swarm, cach thinks of carrying off his
own honey. When I took you for a son-in-law, although my
daughter was rich and you poor, T did not reproach her for
having chosen you. I saw that you were a good labourer,
and I well knew that the best wealth for country people like
us, consiats in a pair of good arms and an honest heart like
yours. When a man brings these into a family he brings
cnough; but with a womaa it is a different affair: her labour
in a house is directed to preserve, not to acquire. Besides,
now that you are a father, and that yon seck a wife, you must
recollect that your new children, not having any right to share
in the inheritance of those by the first marringe, would be in
want if you were to die, unless your wife had some property
of her own. And then, again, the children with which you
are about to increase our little colony will cost something to
feed them. If this charge should fall upon us alone, we would
most certainly bring them up, and without complaining; but
then the individual prosperity of each would be diminished,
and the first children would bave their share in these priva-
tions. 'Whenever familics increase beyond measure, without
property augmenting in proportion, poverty and misery surely
come, no matter how great the courage with which one fights
againstthem. Thesearemy observations, Germain; weigh them
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well, and endeavour to get yourself accepted by the widow
Guerin, for her good conduct and her crown-picces will bring
present aid and future tran uillit{."

It is all settled, father ; I shallendeavour to please her and
will do m{ best to like her.”

¢ For that purpose it is necessary that you should go and
visit her.”

““What! at herplace? At Fourche? It i far from this,
is it not? and we have scarcely any time Lo spare just at this
season.”

¢ When it is a question ofa love-match, one must make up
their mind to lose time; but when it is a marriage of reason be-
tween two persons who have no caprices and know exactlv
what they want, the matter is soon decided. To-morrow will
be Saturday; you can make ashort day’s work, and start about
two o’clock, after dinner. You will be at Fourche by night-
fall ; the moon is at the full now, the roads are good, and it
is but three leagues off. It is near Magnier. Besides, you can
take the mare ”

+I would rather go on foot this weither.”

““Yes, but the mare is a good animal, and a suitor who
arrives well mounted has a better appearance. You shall put
on your new Sunday clothes, and take a nice little present of
game to Father Leonard.  You can come as if from me ; you
can have a chat with him, pass Sunday with his daughter, and
return with a Yes or No on Monday morning.”

¢“That is settled then,” replied Germain tranquilly.

And yet he was not altogether easy in his mind. ~Germain
had always lived discreetly, as laborious peasants generally do.
Married at twenty years of age, he had loved but one woman
in his life, and since he had become a widower, although h¢
wasof animpetuousand lively temperament, had neitherlaughed
nor romped with another. He had even borne faithfully
in his heart true feelings of regret, and it was not without fear
and misgiving that he yielded to his father-in-law’s wish. But
this father-in-law had always governed his family wisely, and
Germain, who had devoted himsclf entirely to the common wel-
fare, and consequently to him who personified it—the head
of the family, could not conceive the possibility of rebelling
against the reasonings and interests of all. |

Nevertheless he was sad. A day seldom passed that he
did not mourn in secret his lost wife, and although solitude
began to weigh heavy upon him, he was more terrified at the
idea of forming a new connection than desirous of escaping
from his grief. e had a vaguc idea that love by surprising
bim might be able to console him ; for love consoles not other-
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wise. We find it not when we seck it. Tt meets us when we the
least expect it. This cold project of marriage propounded by
Farmer Maurice, this unknown bride, perhaps even all that had
been said of her sense and virtue, furnished food for reflection
and doubt. And he went on thinking, as men do who do not
possess a sufficiency of ideas to combat each other, that is to
say, not propounding to himself plausible theories to excuse
forming in hés own mind a system of reasonings for selfishness
or resistance, but suffering a deep, gnawing pain, and not
striving to contend against an evil which he felt himself bound
in justice to endure.

eanwhile old Maurice had returned to the farm, whilst
Germain employed the last hours of daylight in closing the
breaches made {y the sheep in the enclosure of a neighbour-
ing field. Ile stuck in branches of thorns, and strengthened
them with clods of turf, whilst the magpies chattered in the
adjoining thicket, and seemed to cry to him to make haste, as
if curious to examinc his work as soon as he should have
left the spot.
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CHAPTER 111. .

LITILE PIERRE.
¢

‘WaeN Farmer Maurice returned home, he found there an old
neighbour who had come to chat with his wife while sceking a
little coal to light her fire. Dame Guillette inhabited a very
poor little cabin about two gunshots from the farm, But she
was a discreet and orderly woman; her poor dwelling was
neat and well kept, and her garments, patched with care, an-
nounced a fecling of self-respect amid distress.

¢t You have come to seck your evening fire, Dame Guillette,”
said the old man, addressing her. Do you wish for any-
thing else to-night?”

¢ No, Father Maurice, thank you.” replied she; ¢ nothing
at present. I am not one that goes about begging, you know,
and T never abuse the kindness of my friends.”

¢That’s the truth; and for that reason your friends are
always ready to render you a service.”

I have just been chatting to your wife, and 1 was asking
her if Germain had made up his mind yet to marry again.”

“You are not a gossiper,” replied Maurice, *“ and one can
speak before you without fearing that 1t may be all over the
neighbourhood the next moment: so I may tell my wife, and
vou too, that Germain has quite decided ; he starts to-morrow
for Fourche.”

¢ So much the better,” cried Dame Maurice; ¢ poor fellow!
God grant that he finds o wife as kind and as honest-hearted
as himself!”

*¢ Ah! he is going to Fourche ?” observed La Guillette, ‘“how
things come about!  That suits me well; and since you asked
me just now if I wanted anything else, 1 will tell you, Farmer
Maurice, in what way you can oblige me.”

‘¢ Bay on, say on—we are at your scrvice.”

“I s{ould be very glad if Germain would be kind enough
to take my daughter with him.”

““ Where! to Fourche?”

«“No, not to Fourche, but to the Elms, where she is going
to remain for the rest of the year.”

« How's this?” smd Dame Maurice, ** are you going 1o part
with your daughter?”

“V%hy, you sce, it’s time that she should enter service, and
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earn something for hersclf. It has given me much pain, and
her also, poor soul! 'We could not make up our minds to
at St. John’s; but now Martinmas has come, and she has had
the offer of 4 good place as shepherdess in the farms of the Elms.
The furmer passed by this way the other day returning from
thg fair, and saw my Jittle Mary herding her three sheep upon
the common; ‘you are scarcely occupied at all, my little girl,”
said he to hey; ¢ and three sheep for a shepherd-lass are hardly
enough. Should you like to keep a hundred? I will take you.
Our shepherdess hus fallen ill, and is going home to her parents,
and if you like to take her place in about eight days’ time,
you shall have fifty francs for the remainder of the year up to
St. John's day!” The child refused, but she could not help
thinking over the offer, and telling me when she came home
at night, sceing me so sad and embarrassed about how we are
to pass the winter, which will be a long and hard one, since
we have seen the herons and wild gee-e passing over a full
month earlier this ycar than usual. We wept, both of us;
but at length courage came to us. We suid to ourselves that
we could not remain together, since it would be difficult for
even one person to live upon our bit of land; and since Mary
is old enough (she is now turncd sixteen), it was necessary
that she shonld do as others do and earn her bread, and help
her poor wother.”

¢ Dame Guillette,” said the old labourer, ¢“if fifty francs
was all that was necessary to console you in your troubles,
and keep you from sending your child so far away from you,
in truth 1 would find themw, although fifty francs for people
like us is no small sum. Bat in all things one must consult
reason as well as friendship. Kven if you were saved from
hardships this winter, you would not be insured against suffer-
ing want the following one, and the longer your daughter
deluys entering service, the more difliculty will you have in
parting with ber. Little Mary is getting tall and strong, and
she has not sufficient occupation at your house. She might
acquire habits of idleness—"

¢ Oh! asto that I am not afraid,” said La Guillette. ¢‘Mary
is as active as a rich girl at the head of a great house would
be. She never remains an instant idle, and when we have no
other work to do, she rubs up our poor chairs and tables until
she makes them shine like glass. The child is worth her
woight 1 Id, and I would much rather she entered your
service as shepherdess than bave to go so far away amongst
geople 1 know nothing of. You wou§d have taken her at St.

ohn'’s if we could have made up our minds ; but now you have
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hired all your peog]o, and it will not be until next St. John’s
day that we can think of this again.”

“And I consent to take her then with all my heart,
Guillette! It will give me much pleasure to do so. But in
the mean time she will do well to learn her business aad get
accustomed to serve others.”

““Yes, yes, that is true enough; the die is cast. The farmer
of the Elms came again about her this morning wnd we said
yes; so she must go. But the poor child does not know the
road, and I should not like to send her so far alone. Since
iout son-in-law is going to Fourche to-morrow, he might take

er with him. It appears that where she is going to is close
to Fourche; at least so they tell me, for I never made the
journey in all my life.”

It is close to Fourche, and my son-in-law will take her.
It is only his duty; he can even take her behind him on the
mare, which will save her shoes. But here he is coming in to
supper. Tell me, Germain; Dame Guillette's little Mary is
going as shepherdess to the Elms. You will take her behind
you on the mare, won't you?”

¢ Very well,” repliecd Germain, who seemed thoughtful and
anxious, but was ever ready to render service to a neighbour.

In our world such an idea would never have entered the mind
of a mother, as that of confiding her daughter, sixteen years
of age, to the care of & man of eight-and-twenty! For Germain
was 1n reality but eight-and twenty years of age, and although,
according to the ideas of the country, he passed for an old
man in a marriageable point of view, he was for all that the
handsomest man in the neighbourhood. Work bad not stamped
its seal upon him as it does on most peasants who have had ten
years' labour over their heads. lle was strong and active
enough to work ten years longer without looking old, and the
prejudice of age must indeed have weighed heavily on a young

irl's mind to prevent her seeing that Germain had a healthy

orid complexion, eyes as clear and blue as the heavens in
May, a handsomely formed mouth, superb teeth, and a form,
light and active as that of a young horse that has not yet
quitted its native pastures.

But purity of morals is a sacred tradition in certain rural
districts far removed from the bustle and corruption of large
towns, and among all the families of Belair that gf Farmer
Maurice was reputed as honest and serving the truth. Ger-
main was 1foing to seek a wife; Mary was too young and too
Kgor a child to be thought of in this point of view, and unless
were a bad and heartless man, it was impossible for him to
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harbour a culpable thonght respecting her. Farmer Maurice
was therefore nowise unecasy at seeing him take this ty
girl behind him on horseback, and La Guillette would have
considered it as offering an insult to Germain if she had re.
commexded him to respect her as his sister. Mary, after having
twepty times embraced her mother and her young friends,
mounted on horseback wecping bitterly. Germain, who was
sad upon his ¢wn account, felt all the more compassion for her
grief, and started with a serious air, whilst the neighbours
waved their hands in sign of adieu to poor Mary without har-
bouring & thought of harm.

La érise was young, handsome, and active. She bore with-
out gffort her double burthen, laying back her ears, and
champing her bit like a proud and spirited animal as she was,
While passing the long meadow, she perceived her dam—who
was called old Grise, as she was young Grise—and she neighed
in token of adieu. Old Grise approached the hedge, her hoofs
resounding on the soil, and endeavoured to gallop along the
field-side 10 follow her daughter; then, secing her depart at &
round trot, she neighed in her turn, and remained pensive and
uneasy, her head in the air and her mouth full of grass which
she no longer thought of swallowing.

**This poor beast always knows its mother,” said Germain,
in order to prevent little Mary's thoughts from dwelling on
her grief; ‘“‘and that reminds me that I did not kiss my Tittle
Pierre before I started. The naughty little fellow was not
there! He wanted yesterday evening to make me promise, right
or wrong, that I would take him with me, and he cried for an
hour in his bed. This morning again he tried all be could to
persuade me. Oh! he is & cunning boy! But when he saw
that it was of no use, my gentleman got angry, started off
into the fields, and I have not seen him all day.”

“I saw him thongh,” said little Mary, making an effort to
restrain her tears. ‘“He was running with Soulas’ children
by the roadside, and I fancied that he must have been out
some time, for he was h , and was eating sloes and
mulberries out of the hedge. 1 gave him the piece of bread I
had for my lunch, and he said to me: *Thank you, my sweet
Maxy: when you come to see us I will give you some cake.’
He is 2 dear engaging child that boy of yours, Germain!”

“Well yes, he 18 engaging,” replied the labourer, ““and I
do not know what I wouldn’t do for him! If his grandmother
had not been more prodent than I, I could not have resisted
faking him with me, when I saw him crying so that his little
beart was ready 10 break.” ‘
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“Well, why did you not bring him, Germain? He would
ot have been in the way st all, and he s so good when he
gets his own way !

It seems that he would have been in the way where I am
goingi At least that was Father Maurice’s opinion ;-Sfor my
g:\‘t should have thought that, on the contrary, it wruld

Ye Been a good plan to see how they would have received
him, and such & well-behaved child conld not but be received
kindly. But they said at home that I _ought not to begin b,
showing the troubles of housekeeping. I don’t know whyI ta.li
to you about such things, little Mary; you don’t understand
them, do you?”

Ok yes, Germain, I know that you are guing to gedmar-
ried; my mother told me about it, only charging me hot to
speak of it to any one, neither at your house nor where I am
goi:gai and you may rest assured I shall not say a word to
wmortal.”

“You will act wisely, for it is not settled; perhaps T shall
not suit the person in question.”

*“You must hope you may, Germain; why should you not
suit her?”

““Who knows? I have three children, and that is a heavy
burthen for a worman who is not their mother.”

*That is true, but then your children are not like other
children.”

Do you think so?”

“They are beautiful as little angels, and so well brought
up that it would be impossible to find children better behaved.”

*'There is Sylvain, who is not too quiet.”

«He is so0 little! he cannot be otherwise than stirring; but
then he has such a spirit!”

«He certainly has a spirit: and such courage! He fears
neither cows nor hulls, and if they were to let him have his
own way, he would climb already upon the horses’ backs with
his eldest brother.”

“If T had been in your place, I would have taken the eldest.
You miﬁht be certain of being loved at once for having such a
beautiful child.”

“Yes, if the personloves children : but suppose she does not ?”

« Are thete any women who don’t love children?”

" Not many, I think; but there are some, und it is that

JYhich torments me.” .

“Pheny you do not know anything of this wordan?”

“N¢ more than you do, and I foar I shall not know her
any better after baving seen ber. I am nob distrustful. When
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people speak fuir to me, 1 believe them; but I have more than
once had to repent doing so, for words are not actions,”

“'Chey say that she is a very excellent woman.”

“ Who says so? Father Maurice?”

“Yes, your father in-law.”

. ; That isall very well, but he knows no more about her than

n'l‘

““ Well, y8u will see her {ouraelf soon, you can observe
ber closely, and it is to be hoped that you will not be de-
ceived.”

* Look her, little Maty, I should be very glad if you would
accompany me to the house for a short time before going to
the Elms; you are a quicksighted girl, you have always shown
cleverness, and you pay attention to everything; if you see
anything you consider wrong, you will tell me quietly.”

& Oh%no, Germain, I would not do that; I should be afraid
of being mistaken. And besides, if a light word uttered in an
unguarded moment were to disgust you with this marriage, your
relations would blame me, and I have plenty of cares already
without bringing others upon my poor dear mother.”

As they werc thus chatting together, La Grise suddenly
shied at some object in the hedge, which, when she again ap-
proached it, she scemed to recognise. Germain cast a glance
towards the roadside, and saw in the ditch, under the dense and
lstillbfmh branches of a felled oak, what he at first took for a

amb,
Tt ig either a stray or a dead sheep,” said he, “for it does
not stir. Perhaps some one may be in search of it ; we must

«¢ Tt is not a lamb,” exclaimed little Mary ; it is a sleeping
child—it is your little Pierre!”

“'Well to be sure!” said Germain, dismounting from his
horse ; *‘ just look at this little rascal "*pi{;% there, and ina
ditch too, whers some a¢rpent might easily bite him1”

He lifted the child in his arms, who smiled as he opened his
eyes, and throwing hisarms round his father's neck, exclaimed :

¢ My dear papa, you will bring me with you?"

" Yes! yes! always the same song! What were yon doing
Maf naughty Pierre?”

“Y was waiﬁnﬁ‘:ntil papa should pass,” said the child, «1I
kept looking and Jooking along therosd, until at last X fell asleep.”

“« And if I had passed without seeing you, you would have-

out all night, and the wolves would have eaten you.”
 Oht Tknew you would see me,” replied little Piert® con.
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“Well now, my boy, kiss me, bid me good-bye, and make
haste home if you don't want to miss your supper.”
“8o you won’t take me with you ghen?” exclaimed the
gﬂn‘;ﬂ;dbeginning to rub his eyes in order to show that he in-
m ) .

ery

“You know very well that your dfather and d-
mother donot whe;)i’t," said Ger{n&in,g:;:renching hims%all‘i"m be-
hind the authority of his elderly relations, as if be thought that
his own was not much to be depended on.

But the child would listen to nothing. He began to cry
bitterly, saying that since his father took little Mary, he might
very well take him also. In vain his father urged that they
should have to pass the great woods infested with wicked beasts
which devoured little children; that La Grise would not carry

persons; that she had said so before starting; and
that in the country they were going to, there were neither beds
nor supper for little boys. 1 these excellent reasons failed
to persuade little Pierre ; he threw himself on the grass, rolled
over and over, crying that his papa loved him no more, and
that if he would not take him with him, he would not return
to the house day or night.

Germain had a father's heart, as tender and as weak as a
woman's. The death of his wife, the cares and attentions he
had been obliged to lavish himself on his children, the reflec-
tion also that these poor little motherless ones required
all his love, bad contributed to render him thus, and now there
took place o severe & conflict within his breast that, though
blushing at his own weakness, the perspiration stood upon his
brow, in his endeavours to hide his uneasiness from little Mary,
and his eyes were bordered with red and almost overflowing
with tears. At lmh he endeavouredto get angry, but turn-
ing towards little Mary as if to take her as witness of his firm-
ness, he saw that the sweet girl’s face was bathed in tears, and
all his courage abandoning E:.lrn, he felt it impossible to restrain
tin &zlni although he still grumbled and threatened as well as

e Ld

«“You have really too hard a heart,” said little Mary at
hﬁ; “and for my part I never could resist, as you have done,
a child who is in such trouble, Come, Germain, take him,
Your mare is well used to carrying two persons and a child,
ag your brother-in-law and his wife, who 1s heavier by a good
deal than I am, go to market every Saturday with tiau- boy
upon the back of this good animal.  You can set him on horsg.
back before you, and, besides, I would rather go all alone on
foof than give this little fellow so much pain.
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“Do not let that disturb you,” replied Germain, who was
dying to be convinced. **La Grise is strong, and wonld
two more if there was room upon her back. But what shall
we do with this child ontheroad? Hewill be coldand hungry,
and whp will take care of him this evening and to-morrow,
put him tobed, and wash and dress him? I dare not give this
trotble to a woman I know nothing of, and who would most
probably thigk that I was rather too free and casy with her at
the commencement.”

“ According to the kindness or ill-humour that she shows,
you will know ber disposition at once, Germain, believe me.
And besides, if she repulses your Pierre I will take charge of
him. I will walk over to the house to-morrow, I will amuse
him all the day, and see that he wants for nothing.”

“ But Le willannoy you, my poor girl! He will weary you
A whole day is so long !”

“ On the contrary, he will amuse me. He will keep me com
Yany, and prevent mb from feelinglonely and sad the first da;

h}iwe to pass in a strange place. Ishall fancy that I am still
at home.”
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CHAPTER IV
UNDER THE GREENWOOD TRER.

 By-rap.ays," said Germain, after they had proceeded a short
distance, “ what will they say at the houso when they find that
this little gentleman does not come home? The old people
will be uneasy, and will be looking everywhera for him,”

““You can mention to the cantonnier, who works further on
on the road, that you have taken him with you, and ask him
to let your people know.”

*“That is true, Marys you think of cverything! For my
part I hadn’t a thought that Johnny would be working up this

”

“ And, as it happens, he lives close to the farm, and will not
fail to give your message.”

After this precaution bad been taken, Germain put the mare
to a round trot, and little Pierre was so delighted that he did not
immediately recollect he had not dined; but the movement of
the horse producing a corresponding action of the stomach,
aftor they had proceeded about a league he turned pale, began
to yawn, and at length confessed that he was dying of hunger.

““Ah! that's the commencement,” said Germain. I knew
well that we should not go far without my gentleman crying
out that he was either hungry or thirsty.”

T am thirsty, too,” saigrlittlc Pierre,

“Well then, we shall pull up at Dame Rebec’s inn at
Corlay, the Rising Sun—a fine sign but a very bad hostelry.
Come, Mary, you will drink a glass of wine also, won't you?”

*“No, no, I don’t want anything,” said she; *“I will hold
the mare while you go in with the child.” .

““But I have been thinking, my good ﬁ'rl, that you gave
your lunch this morning to my Pierre, and that you yourself
are fasting. You would not dine with us either at the
house; you did nothing but ery.”

“QOh! I am not hungry, I am too sorrowful; and I assure
you that I do not at the present moment feel the least wish
to eat.”

I must force you then, my little woman; otherwise yon
will be ill. We have a good way to go yet, and it wouldn’t
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do to arrive at onr journey's end like & party of half-famished
travellers, calling out for something to eat before sayin
food-day. For my part, I will set you an example, althaug
have no great appetite; but it will come sooner or later,
seeing $hat I have not dined any more than yourself. I saw
you and your mother weeping, and that vexed me. Coms,
conle, I shall fasten La Grise to the doory so jump down,
there’s a %ood girl.” . .

They all three entered Dame Rebec’s hostelry, and in less
than a guarter of an hour the hostess succeeded in serving
a very tolerable looking omelette, a loaf of household
and a couple of bottles of claret wine.

Peasants de not eat quickly, and Master Pierre had so huge
an appetite that a full hour passed before Germain could think
of getting off again. Little Mary had at first eaten to ohlige
Germain; then by degrees Lunger came, for at sixteen years
of age one cannot fast long, and country air is imperious.
Thsﬁ:ind cfforts of Germain, who did his utmost to console Et
and give her courage, produced alw their good effect; she
made an effort to persnade herself that seven months would
soon pass away, and endeavoured to fix her thoughts on the
happiness she should feel in finding herself once more with her
family and in her native village, since both Farmer Maurice
and Germain had agrced to take her into their service at the
exgimtion of that time. But just as she was be innli:;g to jest
and play with little Pierre, Germain conceived the unfortunste
idea of asking her to look out of the inn window at the bean-
tifyl view of the valley, which from this height could he seen
to'its fullest extent, stretched out so smiling, and green, snd
fertile, beneath them. Mary looked out and asked, if, from
where they were, they could see the houses of Belair.

“To be sure you can,” replied Germain, *‘and the farm,
and even your mother’s house. Stay! look there, that little
grey spob, not far from the great poplar at Godard, just below
the steeple!”

¢ Al T see it,” replied the young girl.

And thereupon she began to weep again,

#1 waa wrong to make you think of this,” said Germain.
T have been doing nothing but committing blunders to.day.
Come, MAK. 1ot ua be off, my girl; the days are shart now,
and in another honr, when the moon is up, it will be no longer
warm,”

They aooordingly started again, erossed the groat heath,
and, a8 Germain %ould not let La Grise go very fast, {or foar
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of fatiguing the girl and child by too hard a tret, the sun
haocld set, when they turned off from the high road to gain the
woods. .

Germain knew the road as far as Magnier; but he imagined
that he could shorten the distance by avoidin{‘ the avunue of
Chanteloube, and descending by Presles and La Sepulturg, a
direction which he had not been accustomed to take when he
went to the fair. He mistook his way, and lost, s little more
time before entering the woods ; again he did not enter at the
right side, and, not £erceiving his error, he was, unwittingly,
turning back upon Fourche, and getting hisher up towards
Ardentes.

‘What now prevented him from setting himself right was a
mist which began to rise with the approach of nightfull—one
of those autumnal evening mists which the moonlight only
renders still more vague and deceitful, The large sheets of
water with which the open glades were partly covered, ex-
haled vapours so dense, that when La Grise crossed them they
could be discovered only by the splashing of her hoofs and the
difficalty which she had to extricate them from the marshy

und.
nghen they had at length discovered a smooth, straight allegf,
and, having traversed it, Germain sought to discover where he
was, he perceived clearly that he lost his way; for old
Maurice, when explaining the road, had told him that on
leaving the woods he would have to descend a very rugged
hill side, cross ‘an immense plain, and pass the river twice by
fording. He had even charged him to enter this river cgge-
fully, as at this time of the year, after the hcavy rains, the
water was frequently very high. Seeing neither descent, nor
plain, nor river, but a flat expanse, smooth and white as a
carpet of enow, Germain stopped, looked around for a house,
warted in expectation of some one B&using, but saw nothing
animate or inanimate which could afford him any information,
Then he retraced his steps, and once more entered the wood.
But the mist had now l?:come even more demse; the moon
was completely veiled, the roads were frightful, and the sloulgn!:s
deep. ice La Grise nearly fell; laden as she was, she lost
courage, and although she still preserved sufficient discernment
to avoid running against the trees, she could not prevent those
on her back from reghuently coming in contact with the h
branches, which, at the elevation of their heads, barred the
placing them in considerable danger. Germain lost his
hat in ome of these encounters, and hud great difficulty in
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finding it again.  Little Pierre had fallen asleep, and lying like
a sack in his father's arms, he clung to him so closely that the
latter could no longer either support or direct the horse.

*1 do verily think we are bewitched!” said Germain, ?ulling
up; *for these woods are not so large that a man should lose
hymeelf'm them, unless indeed be were drunk; and yet here we
have been for the last two hours turning and twisting about
without being able to get out. La Grise has but one idea in
her head--that of returning home, and it is she that puts
me astray. If we wanted to go home we could do nothing
better than give her her head; but when we are perhaps but
two or three steps from where we are to slecp to-night, it
would be ridiculous to give it up and return such a long way
home. And yet I do not know what is to be done. I can see
neither sky nor earth, and I am afraid of the child catching a
fever if we remain in this vile fog, or Leing crushed by our
weight if the horse should stumble.”

“You must not try any longer,” said little Mary, «Bis.
mount, Germain, and give me the child; I will carry him very
carefully, and can manage better than you to prevent the cape
from coming loose and so leaving him uncovered. Do you
lead the mare by the bridle, and we shall perhaps see clearer
when we are nearer the ground.”

This plan succeeded only so far as to preserve them from
the risk of the horse falling, for the mist crept along, secming
to cling to the humid carth. They found walking in thus
manner very fatiguing, and were soon so harassed that when at

th they found a dry spot under some huge oak-trees they
called a halt. Little I{Iary was wet to the skin, but did not
utter a word of complaint or vexation. Occupied solely with
the child, she seated herself upon a gravelly bank and nestled
him ir her lap, whilst Germain proceeded to explore the neigh-
bourhood, after having first taken the precaution of passing
the mare’s bridle round a branch of a tree. ‘

But La Grise, heartily tired of this journey, gave a sudden
Jerk to the reins, disengaged the bridle, burst the girths, and
giving two or three flings higher than her head by way of

eave-taking, started off through the wood at a pace which
clearly demonstrated that she stood in need of no one to show
her the way. "

““ There!” said Germain, after a vain effort to overtake her,
““now we are completely nonplussed; and it would bo of no
use for us now to find the right road, for cven if we did we
should be obliged to cross the river on foot, and, judging by
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the state of these roads, we may be sure that it has risen
far above its banks and is spread over the plaln, We are nn-
acquainted with the other routes, so we must aven wait uniil
this mist digperses, which ecannot be longer than an honr or
two. When we are sble to sec about us we will look ¥or 8
house, the nearest we can find to the outskirts of the wood;
but for the present we cannot stir from this spat.' There is
either a ditch or & pond or something of that kind in front of
us; and behind I cannot say what there is, for I no longer
know by which way we came.”

* Well, let us have patience, Germain,” said little Mary.
#'We are not #o badly off “?ml this little bank. The rain can-
not penetrate the foliage of these thick oaks, and we shall he
able to light g fire, for I can feel some old roots lying about
which are not attached to anything and are dry enough to
burn. You have the means of striking a light, Germain, have
younot? You were smoking your pipe a little while ago.”

I had it, but I have it no Jonger. My steel was in the
saddle-bag along with the game I was taking as a present to
my futura bride; but the cursed mare has carried off all with
her, even your mautle, which will be torn to pieces and loat
among the trees.”

¢ No, Germain; the saddle, saddle-bags, and my mantle are
on the ground there at your feet. La Grise burst the girths
and threw all off cn: one side when she ran away.”

¢ Fagth! that is truc enough,” said the labourer; “and now
if we could but happen upen & little rotten wood by feeling
abont, we shonld be able to dry and warm ourselves.” ,

“That won't be difficult,” said little Mary,  the dry sticks
ave crackling everywhere under my feet; but first of ail give
me the e hure.”

#What do you want: tne saddle for?”

#Ta wake & bed for the little tellcw. No! not that way, on
the outside; he will lie so snup%y in the inside, and it is still
warm from the horse's back. Now prop up the saddle on each
gide with the stones you ses there.”
M;;I, don't ses any stoner. Can you see in the dark like s

¢ Btay! there, that's done, Germain! Now pive me your
cloak ti&l’ wrapsup his little foet, aud_then I shall throw m
cape over him. 1 if he is vot tixed there as snugly as if
he wera in his hed! and fael him-.how warm he isl”

“Troe onough! Why, Mary, you understand the manage-
ment of children [’
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“That doesn’t require manch magic. Now then, search for
your flint and steel in your saddle-bag, while I go sud pick up
some wood.”

“That wood will never light; it is too damp.”

““You doubt evarything, sermain! Do you not remember,
when you were herdinfhs eep, making great fires in the fields
irf the very middle of the rain?” )

“Yes, that is a talent peculiar to shepherd children; but,
forl;cny part, I was a plough-driver as soon as I was able to
walk."” .

. “And that js the reason why you are stronger in your
arms than nimble with your hands. There! our bonfire is
ready; youll soon see if it won’t burn! Give me a light now,
and a handful of dry fern. That's right!~—now blow l.—there
i3 nothing wrong with your lungs, is there?”

«Not that I know of,” said (rermnain, blowing like a pair of
forge bellows.

I another instant the fire sparkled up, throwing at first a
reddish light around, but at length, rising in blue jets of fame, *
it illyminated the dark foliage of the oak, contending with the
mist, and by degrees drying the atmosphere within a ciremn-
ference of ten fect.

“Now I am goin{( {0 sit down beside the child to watch that
the sparks do not fall upon him,” said the young girl; < and do
%su put on some more wood and keep up the fire, Germain.

‘e shall catch neither fever nor cold here, I'll answer for it.”

“ By my faith, you are 4 girl of rare sense!” said Germain,
‘‘and you know how to make a fire as well as a Spirit of the
Night. I feel adifferent person already, and am getting some
heart again; for what with limbs wet up to the knees, and the
idea of remaining here till daybreak, I was in g very bad hu-
mour just now.”

‘“ And when people are in a bad humour they can do no-
thing,"” replied little Mary.

“You are naver in 8 bad humour then, eh?”

¢Oh, nownever! What would be the use of that?”

“OL! thero is no use in it, certainly; but how can peaple
kelp it when they ere annoyed? Go&r 'knaws you have not
been free from snmoyancss, my poor little woman, for you
have not always been happy!”

* That is true enpugh! My poor mother and myself have
suffored 4 good deal: we have had our troubles; but then we
never lost courage.”

*I should never lose courage for any work that was b be
done, no matter what; but poverty would upset me, for I have
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never wanted for anything. My wife made me rich and Iam
so still, and shall be o long as T work at the farm. _That will
be always, I hope. But all have their troubles; I have suf-
fered in other respects.”

*“Yes, you lost your wife, and that was a great pity !*

« 'Was 1t not?” .

«Oh! I cried heartily—I felt so son’i for her, Germain!—
she was so good! But let us not speak of it any more, for
I should weep again ; all my sorrows are coming back to me
agsin to-day, I ﬁunk A

«“It is true she loved you dearly, little Mary! She was
very fond both of you and your mother. Come, come—you
are crying! Come, my child—I do not wish to cry myself—."

¢ And yet you are wecping for all that, Germain! You are

ing too! and where is the shame in a man crying for his
wife? Do not mind me—1T share your grief.”

“You have a kind heart, Mary, and it does me good to
. weep with you. But put your feet to the fire; your petticoats
are wringing wet, my Foor little girl! Stay! I will take your

lace beside the little fellow, and then you can warm yourself
tter.”

“I am quite warm enough,” said Mary; ‘ and if you wish
“_t[o sit down, take a corner of the cloak. I am very well whore

m."

“The fact is, we are not badly off here,” said Germain,
seating himself beside her. ¢ There is nothing but hunger
now which torments me. It must be nearly nine o'clock,
and I bad so much difficulty in getting alonﬁ in those vile roads
that I feel quite knocked up. you not hungry too, Mary?”

“I? notatalll I am not accustomed like you to make
four meals a-day ; and I have so often gone to bed supperless
that once more does not astonish me.”

“Well! a wife like you is a perfect treasure!” said Germain
smiling; *she does not cost much.”

I am not & wife,” said Mary innocently, without perceiv-
ing the turn which the ideas of the Skilful Labourer were
ﬂ?. ¢ Are you dreaming?”

“Yes, I think I am dreaming,” replied Germain, “It is
b which makes me wander a little perhaps,”

“ Why, what a glutton you must be!” rejoined she, bright-
ening up 4 little in her turn. ¢ Well, if you cannot exist five
or six hours without food, have you not got some game in your
-saddle-bags, and fire to cook it with?” L.

“ Diantre! that's & good idea of yours! but then it is a
present to my fature father-in-law.”
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“You have three brace of pariridges and a hare. I pre-
sume it will not take all that to satisfy your appetite?”

¢ But how can we cook them here, without a spit or andi-
rons? They would be burnt to a cinder.”

«*&ot in the least,” said little Mary. Il engage to cook
them under the ashes without giving them the least flavour of
the smoke. What! have you never canght larks in the fields
and cooked them between two stones? Ah! that's true! I
forgot you have never been a shepherd. Come, {xclluck this par-
tri%. Not so ronﬁhlyl ou will tear all the skin.”

““You might pluck another, just to show me.”

¢ Then {ou are going to eat two? What an ogre! Thero
they are plucked ; now I am going to cook them.”

* You would make a perfect landlady, little Mary! But
unfortunately you have no canteen, and I shall be obliged to
put up with the water of yonder marsh.”

¢ You would prefer a bottle of wine, would you not?—and
perhaps you would like coffee afterwards? You fancy your-
self in one of the booths at a fair! Call the innkeeper!—
some wine here for the Skilful Labourer of Belair!”

*Ah! you little gipsy, you are laughing at me, eh? You
wouldn’t drink some wine if you had 1t, would you not?”

. “I?--I drank some this evening with you at Rebec's, for
the first time in my life! But if you are very well behaved I
will %éyhe you a bottle almost full, and of good wine t00.”

« What! Mary, are you then poaitiv:lljy a little witch?”

“Were you not silly enoagh to call for two bottles of
wine at Dame Rebec’s?  You drank one of them along with
your little boy, and I scarcely swallowed three drops of the
oné you placed before me; yet you paid for both without
looking.”

m eu?"

“Well, I put into my basket the one that was scarcely
touched, because I thought that either you or your little one
would be thirsty on the road ; and here it is.”

“Well you are certainly the most considerate creature I
ever met with, Only to think now that the poor girl was
crying as we left the inn! But thet did not prevent her
thinking of others more than of herself. Little Mary, the
men who marries you will be no fooll”

*1 hope not, for I should not like a fool. Come, eat your
partridges—they are done to a turn; and for want of bread
you must eontent yourself with chestnats,”
als: ﬁ.nd where the deuce did you manage to get chestnuts
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¢ That is most wonderful now—is it not? Why, all along
the road, to be sure; I plucked them from the branches as we
went along, and filled my pockets.”

*And e{ are cooked too?” .

*'Why, where do you think my wits would have been if I
had not put them into the fire as soon as it was lighted?
‘We always do that in the fields.”

s Come now, little Mary, we are going to sup tbgether! I
will drink your health, and wish you & good husband—just
such a one as you should like yourself. Come, tell me who
you would prefer.”

* That would be 4 very dificult matter, Germain, for I have
never yet thought of such a thing.”

* How! not at all?>—never?” said Germain, beginning to
eat with a labourer’s appetite, but for all that cutting the
choicest morsels and offering them to his companion, who ob-
stinately refused the game, contenting herself with a few
chestnuts.

“Tell me then, little Mary,” continued he, seeing that she
did not think of answering him, ‘“do you mean to say that
you have not yet had an idea of marriage? Youare old enough
at all events.”

“ Perhaps so,” said she; **but I am too poor. It would
tequire at least a hundred crowns to commence housekeep-
ing, and I must work for five or six years to accumulate such
& sum.”

“Poor girll I wich old Maurice would give me a hundred
crowns, that T might make them a present to you.”

¢ Many thanks, (fermain! But then what would people
say of me?”

““What would {ou have them say of you? They know very
well that I am old, and that I cannot marry you, and they
would not slﬁpose that I—that you—.”

*“There! Master Germain—look! your child is awake,” said
little Mary.
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CHAPTER V.
DESPITE THE COLD.

Lirrin Pierre had risen and was gazing around him witl, a
pensive air.

‘“ Ah! that's just like him when he hears any person eating!”
said Germain; *‘the report of a cannon would not awake him,
but a3 soon as ever any one begins to move his jaws near him,
he opens his eyes in a minute.”

*1 should think you must have been like him at his age!”
said little Mary with a mischievous gmile. *Ha! my little
Pierre, you are looking up at the top of your bed? It is made
of leaves this evening, my child ; but yet your father is taking
his supper for sll that. Will you sup with him ? Ihave not
eaten your share; I thought you would soon come for it.”

* Mary, I wish you would eat,” cried the labourer; *¢I shall
eat no more. I am a ravenous monster—a glutton-while
you degrive yourself of everything for our sakes. That is
not right; I am quite ashamed of myself. There—that
tll;::es away all my hunger+ my son shan’t sup unless you sup
also!”

¢* Leave us slone,” replied little Mary; ** you have not the
key of our appetites. Mine is locked up to-day, but that of

our Pierre 18 as open as a little wolf’s. Stay—just look
ow he takes to it! Oh! ho will be a stout labourer too!”

In fact, little Pierre soon showed whose son he was; and
although scarcely awakened, and comprehending neither where
he was nor how ke had got there, he began to eat with tight
and main ; then, when ho had satisfied his appetite, excited
as children always are by any change 1n their usual habits, he
displayed more spirit, more curiosity, and more intelligence
than usual. He first inquired where he was, and when he
learned that he was in the middle of a wood he bucame ratber
frightened.

*“ Are there no wicked animals in this wood?” seked b of
his father,

“No,” said his father, ** none at all. Do not bs afraid.”

“Then you told me a story just now when you said that if
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I went with you into the great woods, the wolves would carry
me away>”
** Do you hear this reasoner?” said Germain, rather embar-

< He is right,” rejoined little Mary ; ** you told him ss. He
has & good memory and he recolleots it. But learn, my Iit%:
Pierre, that your father never tells stories. We passed t
freat woods while you were asleep, and we are aiow in the
ittle woods where there are no wild beasts.”

« Are the little woods very far from the great woods?”

¢t Quite far enough. Besides the wolves never leave the
Freat woods ; and even if they werc to come this way your

ather would kill them.”

** And would you kill them too, little Mary?”

““Yes, we both would kill them, for you would help us
stoutly, my Pierre—wouldn’t you? You are not afraid, are
you? You would lay about you bravely!”

“Yes, yes!” said the child proudly, assuming a heroic atti-
tude, ‘‘we would kill them!” )

“There is no one like you for being able to speak to chil-
dren, and make them understand,” said Germain to little
Mary. It is true it is not long since you were a child your-
gelf, and you recollect what your mother used to say to you.
I believe the younger one is the betier one gets on with
yotm% people. I am very much afraid that a woman of thirty,
who does not yet know what it is to be a mother, will have
great difficulty in learning how to chatter and reason with
youngsters.”

““Why so, Germain? I know not why you have taken a
bad idea into your head respecting this woman; you must
think better of her.”

¢ Devil take the woman!” said Germain. I wish I were
safo back at home again, never more to return. What need
have I for a wife? A woman, too, that I know nothing of!”

* Papa,” said the child, ““why are you always speaking of
your wife to-day, since she is dead?”
th“ Alas! my boy, you have not forgotien your poor mother

en?"

“ No, for I saw her put into a beautiful white wooden box,
and my grandmother took me up to kiss ber and bid her good-
bye. e was all white and cold~oh! so cold; and every
evening my sunt makes me pray that she may be with God in
heaven. Do you think she 13 there now?”

+ “1 grust so, my child. But you must always pray; that
shows your mother that you love her.”

X!
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*T have already told you that cannot be, Germain; and as
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+“But in shord if such a thing were to be found? Perhaps
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besutifal rosy-cheeked apple, and he attacked it like a
mr'”s If you bad seen what a face! Gracious! how ngly he
was
“You don's love him then, since you laugh ab him "’
“That would be no proof. But I don't love him, for be is
m&ﬁvﬁhmﬁmeﬁmr,mdhehdmeﬂymdm him-

“Well then, you do not ﬁeel'a.n inclination« towards any

¥

s What is that to you, Germam "

“Oh! nothing in the world ; it was onlyfor the sake of con-
versation. I see plainly, my little woman, that you have al-
rw&i’a lover in your eye.” v

«No, Germain, you are mistaken ; I have nothing of the
kind yet. Such an idea m‘ilght come some of these days, but
gince I shall not marry until I have saved a little money, I am
destined to marry late in life and with some old man.”

+ Well then, take an old man at once.”

* N4, no, whenI am no longer young, it will be all the same
to me then ; now it would be a different affair.”

“1 see how it is, Mary ; I do not please you, that’s clear,”
#aid Giermain in a tone of vexation, and without thinking of
what he was saying. )

Little Mary did not mpli;\d Germain leaned over towards
her. She was mm she had fallen back quite overeometl’)ﬁ
drowsiness, like children who fall asleep while they are sti

ng.
i Gergmmn was glad she had not heard'his last words; hefelt
that they were indiscreet, and he twrned away as if to distract
his attention from the subject and direct his thoughts into
snother channel.
Bnt his endeavourswere vain, he conld neither sleep nor
think of anythh.xﬁ eave what he had been talking about.
his position twenty times round the fire, moved A
returned again; and at last, feeling as agitated as if
had swallowed gunpowder, he leaned against the tree which
shelterod the two children and contemplated them as they

1 kndw not how itis,” thought he, * that Inever perceived
thug this little Mary is the prettiest girl in the country, fhe
ot much colourcartainly, butshe has a little face asfresh ax
awild xpse. Whatasweatlittlemouth, and whatadelicate little
nose! She is not tall for her age, ik she is as plumnp as b par-

idge and us light and as gay as alark. T don't know whty our
Pacesuch & valbeon great, tall, stout, redaced women ;
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my wife wag rather slender and pale, yet she pleased 1
them all.  This little one hereis very delicate looking, but she
harn't the worse health for that, and she is as fair to look up-
on as a snow-white kid. And then what a gentle and honest
n! How one can read bher amiable disposition
in her eyes, even when they are cloded in sleep! Asto her
understanding, she has morg of that, it must be confessed, than
my poor deay Catherine had, and one certainly would never

feel weariness in her . She is gay, discreet, kind-
hearted, laborious, and o 1 I reallydo not see what one
could require more.

s But what right have I to think of these things ?* resumed
% Germain, endeavouring to look another way ; “ my father-in-
law would not hear of such a thinﬁ,“and the entire family
would treat me 85 a madman. Besides, she herself would not
have me, child! She considers me too old, she has told
me s0. She has no interested motives, she cares littls about
enduring poverty and labour, wearing poor clothes, and suffer-
ing hunger during two or three months of the year, provided
one day she can gratify her beart, and take s husband that
pleases her. Well, she is in the right; I would do the same
were I in her place, and at this present moment, if I oonld
follow my own inclination, in place of conttacting & marriage
that se0m8 80 uninviting, I would look out for & girl ofymy
The more Germain sought to resson himself out of this
train of thought into which he had fallen, the more diffieulty
did he experience in attaining his end. He walked away
into the wood and lost himself in the mist, and then all &t
omce he would find himself on his knees beside the two sloep-
ing children. Once even he felt an uncontrollable desive to
kiss his little Pierre, who had one arm passed round Mary’s
neck 3 and so far deceived himself in the direction, ﬂthni,l
fealing & warm breath passing over her lips, started wp
% t, not understanding in the least what was passing in his

<] did not see you, m children,” said Germain retitiag
quickly; “I bndmllmostym upon you and hurt you.”

l(sz wes good-natured enough to believe this ex-
planation, and fell again. Germamn moved round to the
other side qftheﬁfim and vowed he would not stir until she
should wwake, kept his word, byt not without infinite
diffionlty. He fancied that he Ih&nld have gone mad.

o

mg‘mn & MM% u‘___?.i_zt‘ld.lw m&.
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also begen to le through the vapours which had hitherto
cpncenled her, an utghmm sparkling dismonds u
the humid moss, trunks of the hage onks
majestis obecurity, while a little further off the white bmh-
mﬂ:ﬂﬂdﬁh%:owof phantog:mtheufinnerd
bag(n to reflected in mere, ant
tlug acoustomed to the light, hazarded a few shrill cig:f‘mﬁ'
branches of the old trees, overgrown,with thepale
BM stretched aloft and interlaced their boughs like great
Blashless arms over our travellers’ heads. It was a beautiful
spot. but so lonely and sad that Germain, finding his sensations
ile. began to s;xg aloud and to throw stones
into vraﬁer in order to of the frightful weariness .
of this solitude. He mshad also by this means to awake little
Mary, and when he saw that she was sitting up snd looking
tound her, e proposed that they should continue their j Joumey.
** In the course of two hours,” said he, * the approach
will render the air so cold that in spite of our fire we sh
%o longer be able to remain here. ecmnown:beforeu.
and we shall in all probability discover some ho whm\e the
;mplavnll xthwdoortous,oratleastwme where
remainder of the night under cover.”
Mu'y was not m the least self-willed, and although she felt
desire to sleep s little longer, she prepared to follow
Garmun The Iatter took his son up in his arms without
him, and as Mary would not resume her own mantle
which lie vmgrped round little Pierre, he made her get
r under his cloak and walk beside him.
m Gemmn. who had for an instant succeeded in divert-
ughts from the former painful channel, felt the ymmg

nelouetohim. again to lose his self-
orthmt:mahe away auddenlyﬁ'om
M and loft har to walk then, seelng thm:hu

llw:nilh:n;gg would h:;mt her
side tbst 3!6 felt astanished and evepmgry mr
ny 0.

As they bad not the lesst idea in what they had
gﬂl&nm mtumequdly toﬂ!m.
Mpmnwod. ummﬁm&mtoi‘mt
xan%' iy ypmeiveduthﬁagﬁng}ib-
oo K 2 ek sacluimed Gormain
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“aud the people slready up and stirring, since the fire is
i I it then later than we su ™
But it wos not » housa; it was their biyouse fire which thz
had covered over when starting and which the breeze b
i Thoy had therefore walked for two hours only
1?;& find themselves once iore at the point from which they
'w. M
CHAPTER VI.
® THE LIONESS OF THE VILLAGE,
“I arvs it up!” said Germain, stamping his foot on the ground
with an air of vexation. ¢ Qur lot is cast for & certainty, and
we shall not leave this until daylight, This spot must surely
be bewitched.”

“ Come, come, don’t lot us be angry,” said Mary ; “we nust
make the best of it. We will make up a larger fire, the
child is so well wrapped up that he runs no risk of catching
cold, and passing one night out of doors will not kill us.
‘Where have you hidden the saddle, Germain? In the middle of
the holly-bush, you great stupid man? That is & handy place
to get at,fan’t 1t?”

“Hold the child, while I get his bed out of the briars. I
don’t want you to scratch your hands.”

“It's done; here is the bed, and a few scratches ate not
sabre cuts,” continued the brave little girl.

She proceeded to put little Pierre to bed anew, who this
time had slept so soundly that he had been entirely unconspious
of his recent ai?umefy. Germain piled.up so much wood on
the fire, that all the forest round shone again; bus little Mary
was now fairly dope up, ‘and although did not complain, -
ehe could no longer support herself upon her limbs, She
was deadly Md her teeth chattered with cold and ex-
haustion. in took her in his arms to warm her; and
anxiety, compassion, and a feeling of irresistible tenderness
taking possession of his heart, dullagﬂxeﬁmofﬂ:elenm. His
wngm?ecmgam«aduifby a miracle, and all embar.
TasRmEn Lo

«Mary;” said he, “ you please me, and I am very unhij

. &% the thought that I do noxt)in return please you. fyougg{a
willing to take me for your husband, neither fathet.in-law,
nop ions, nor neighbours, nor advice of any kind wonld
mﬁ me from warrying you. I know that you would make
my childven happy, that you would teach them to respect the
wmpioory of their mother, M,mymcmmoebmht:%st
vest, 1 thould be easy in my mind. I have always had o
fecling of friendship fr you, and now I feel so much in love
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with you, that were you to ask me to spend my whole life in
aﬁrgingyoura’ whims, I would swear to doso. Only
ink how dearly I love you, and endeavour to forget my ﬁg
g:g%ﬂ?it ila) falaahto' L i eth?tim “m!ﬁ;
ides, I am but eight-an gwenty young gi
will ‘be talked about when she marries a man ten or twelve
years older than herself, because it is not the custom of the
country; but I have heard it said that in o countries
le do mot mind that; and that on the contrary, they
};::&rgiving & reasonable man of well-tried courage as a
port td ayounigiﬂ, rather than a stﬁpﬁngwhomaybeliks:g
to go astray, and, from the steady youth that they believed
him to be, turn out a worthless scamp. Besides, years donot
alwa{g“lmake age. That entirely depends upon ti':e strength
and health that accompany them. "When a mau is worn aut
by too mnch labour and povmﬁty.or bﬂrdiui tion, he is old
before he is five-and-twenty. Now with me—but you are not
to me, i .
¢Yes, Germain, I hear every word say,” replied. little
Mary; “but I was thinking of what m};'o:wla-o&md to
me; that a woman of sixty is much to be pitied when her
husband is seventy or seventy-five, and can no longer wark for
her support. He becomes infirm, and she has to look after
and tend him at the very time when she herself has most need
of care and repose. It is in this way that people come to end
their dsys npon straw.”

* Parents are right in uyinsl that, I confess, Mary,” re-
joined Germain; “but after all, such people sacrifice the
monofmth,whichiathebest,iu ing beforehand
what is to me of them at an age when they are no longer
good for anything, and when it is a matier of perfect indiffer-
ence to them whether they end théir days in one manner or
another. But I am not indangerof‘dymiofhungemihmy
old days. I am even in a position to be eble to lay by somes
thing, sinee, living with my late wife's relations, I 'work herd
and spend nothing. Beeities, I love you so dearly, look you,
that that alone would prevent me from growing old. my

that when a man h%hetnkuuxe himself, and
I feel assured that I am in reality younger than Bastien; for
ko does not: Jove you,luacmm veyou_-gehboo m

4 child to comprebend tty snd good yon

gmw!‘amedtobelwed, Come, ):dunotha{em:aim
not an illnatured man. «f made my Outherine Wg
deolared before God, upon*her death-bed, that she had never
passed an unhappy hour with me, and she begged of mo that I
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would in. Tt woyld seem as though her spirit

this av;ggm child, at the moment w; be:rp:‘f I
asleep. Did you not hear what hg said, and how hin_htﬁ' e
lips trembled, whilst his eyes seemed to gaze on something in
the air invisible to us®> He saw his mother then, rest assured,
and it was ehe who made him say that be shoyld like you to
réplace her.”

“ Gierman,’ replied , astonished and pensive, *you
spesk honestly and straightforwardly, and all that you say is
trae. X am sure that I should do well to love you, if my so
dninﬁlwould rot annoy K‘our rolations too much: but what
would you have me do? My heart does not plead for you. I
have a sincere friendship for you, but although your age does
not render you disagreeable in my eyes, it terrifies me. It
séems to me that you are something like an uncle, or & god.
father towards me; that I owe you respect, and that there
would be times when you would treat me as a little girl, rather
than as your wife and equal In short, my comrades would
perhaps laugh gt me, and although it would be silly of me to
mind that, still 1 think I should feel ashamed and rather sad
upon my weddinhﬁ-dasi." -

*These are childish reasons; you speak like a child, Mary!”
“Well, yes, I am a child,” said she, * and it is for that v
reason that I fear having too sensible a man for a hushand,
You see plainly that if you are not too old for me, I am too
young for you, since you already reproach me with speaking
unreasonably, I cannot have more sense than is natural to

my age. )
“ml how much I am to be pitied for being so stupid as
to ex; so badly what I think!” cried Germain. * y
you do not; love me, that'’s the fact; you think me too simple,
and , and stupid for you. If you loved me, were it ever
go little, you would not perceive my defects so clearly. Bat
you do not love me; that's all about it.” :
““Well, that is not myYault,” rejoined she, g little hurt that
he had the familiar tone in which he had firet addressed
hery <1 m%ntmost whoen listening to you, bnt the more
I tried, the Jeus I was able to persuade myself that we cughs to
bemdﬁfe‘”mpl he leaned his head upan his hands,
id not ; hele is is
and i was imposeible fo}x" little Mary to discover whether he
wept, or sulked, or flept. She feltﬁther uneasy at seeing
him so modinful 4ud st notdz'ei:dg le to what was
passing i his mind; but ske not o him egai
and she was too astonished et what had passed to fesl
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e acataatT attamting o tho Do ey e
proach y 8f w
o‘gatkenhﬂdzhomﬁmzm longerwnemamher

ll;t:uﬁwbﬂe. fGarmun did dot i}’% he veither ; reflected upon
t nor formed ects o ing or plans o aedwmon.
Hes 3 hdvmgmunmn-lmd of care his heart;
he wished he were dead. All sppeared to turning ot
badly for hum, and if he had been able, he would have taken
a hearty fit of crying. But there was a little angér with him-
self mingled with his trouble, and Le felt as it were suffocating,

without the power, or even the wish to complain.

When daylight was come, and the various sounds of the
country announced its advent to Germain, he raised his face
from his hands and stood up. He perceived that little Mary
had not slept any more than himself, but he knew not what
to say to her to mark his anxiety. He was d‘::emly dis-
eouraged. He again hid La Grise's saddle in
ﬂl:ml‘:a t)(nlo saddle-bags over his shoulder, and taking his son by
the hand e

“Now, Mary,” said he, *we a.rego ng to andﬁmsh oiwr
Joume Should you like me to take you to

will Jeave the wood together,” replzed sbe, “and
when wo have found out where we are, we will each go our
own way."

Germain did not answer, he felt hurt that the young aﬁ;
did not ack him to take her to the Elms, not perceiving
h:fhuli madae the offor in 8 tone which seemed to proveke a
refusal,

A wopdeuster whom they fell in with after they had gone
about two lmndred & ut them on the right roul. and told
them that crossing the plain they had only to the
one the right, thaotherthele&handmad to gain their
nations, w chwmb«ldumnmtoemhothetthlttbe
-houses ofFourohe eonld be distinctly seen from the farm of
the Elms, and vice-versa.

A&ur they had thanked the woodentter for his information,

ad proceeded a short distance on their road, the latter

L]
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return fo where had passed the night in order to fetch
his saddle. Little then offered to take his child with
her to the Elms, where he might come for him after he had
paid his visit at Fourche. ‘
 He is rather untidy after the n;gzrt we have passed,” said
ske. *I will put his clothes in order, wash his pretty little
fhice, and comh his hair, and when he is nicc and clean and
handsome gou ¢an present him to your new family.”

“ And who told you that I intend going to Fourche?” re-
plied Germain, ont of temper, “* Perhaps 1 shall not go at all.”

*Oh yes, Germain, you ought to go—you will go,” rejoined
the y}mng girl,

“You are in a great hwrry to have me married to another,
in order that I may not trouble you any more—is that it?”

“ (ome, Grermain, think no more of this, it is but an idea
which came into your head last night, because this unfortunatt
journey had put you a little out of sorts. But tyour good sense
must return to you again now ; 1 promise to forget what you
have said to me, and not to speak of 1t to any one.”

“Oh! ?esk of it as much as you pleass. I am not accus-
tomed to deny my words. What I said was true and honest,
and I would not blush to repeat it before any one.”

e, but if your future wife were to know that at the mo-
ment you were about to pady your addresses to ber you had
thought of another, it would predispose her against you. So
pay attention to what you say, and do not look at me before
people in that odd way. Recollect that Farmer Maurioe reckons
upon your obedience, and would be very much annoyed indeed
with me if ¥ was the means of indncing you to act con to
his wishes. Good day, Germain, I am going to take little
Pierre with me, in order to force you tobsfuto Fourche. I
shall keep him as a pledge for your good behaviour.”

“Po you wish to go with her then?” said the labourer to
his on, observing that he plung resolutely with both hands to
little , and seemed dstermined to follow her.

“Yes, father,” replied the child, who had overheard, aud
comprehended in his own way, what had been said so unsus-
?cnngly before him; I shall go with my dear little Mary.

oy onn come for me when you Have done marrying; bat I
sball kuve little Mary for my mother.” .

“ Ydu vea by wishes it t00,” seid Germain totheh{oung gul.

*Listen, my little Pierre,” added he, T aléo wish that she
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Bo pagy, father, I'll make her say yos; littls Mary always
does what I wish.” .

8o saying he trotted off with the y girl. Germain re-
mained alone, motre dejected, more 1rresolute, than ever,

However, when he had repaired the disorder caused by the
imayh his garments and m the equipage of his steed, w

¢ had mounted La Grise, and had been pointed qut the roas
to Fourche, he felt that he could not now go back, and that it
wag absolutely necessary he should forget that night of agita-
tion as if it had been merely a dangerous dream.

He found Farmer Leonard at the door of his white house,
seated upon & handsome wooden bench painted bright green,
There were six stone steps leading up to the entrance, showing
that the house possessed an underground story. The wall en.
¢losing the garden and hempfield was ronghcast with lime and
ghnd, and sltogether it was a very pretty abode, and wanted
but little to make a spectator imagine that it was the habits-
tion of some wealthy citizen.

The future father-in-law advanced to meet Germain, and
after having talked to him for about five minutes respecting
the health of his family and similar topics, he added, in the

usually applied by the country people to question po-
tely any one whom they may chance to meet upon the object
e wars pasing this way then, I ?
« “You were passing this way then, pose?”’

T came to s%e you,” replied the labo:‘rlgr, “ gnd to present

iy'on with this little present of game from my father-in-law; in-
ing you also from him, that you must of course know
with what intentions I have visited your house.”

“Ah| ha!” said old Leonard, langhing heartily, and strik-
ing his open palm upon his capacious stomach, I see, I un-
derstgnd, I am awake!”

And with a ing wink he added—

*You will not be the only one payi mﬁeoh
young man. There are fhm?mmev i l?lg
yourself, For my part I send no one sway, and I be
very much embarrassed which to dismiss and whieh to
mp&fmt&gmm matches. Nevertheless, on ac.
count of my old friend ’ee,andofthe%“udityofthhnd
. you cultivate, I would rather it were you. :&dmﬁm
18 of age, and mistress of her own ¥, and will thertfore
sct gocording to her own wishes. in, make youreeH
kngwa, and 1 hope you mdy have s lacky number”
“Eucuse me,” tammered Gortasin, much surprived af
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ding himself & supernuin whers he had reckonad upon
hemg slone; 1 was ignorant that your daughter was alrendi
ded with suitors, snd I did not oomnodmputehew
"ifyou fammed bec:uaeyouwere late in coming,” replied
gld Leonerd, his good humour, ¢ that
do. ter would pme away alone, you were greaily deoe:ved’.
y. ¢Catherine has the wherewithal to attract suitors,
antl she will only be embarrassed to choose among them. But
come in, I tell you, and don’t lose.courage. She is a woman
well worth the trouble of fighting for.”
And, pushing Germain by the shoulders before him with
bomerous ie:zm
¢ Come, Catherine,” cried he, entering the house, “heres
one more for you!”
This jovial but rather indelicate manner of being presented
to the widow, in the presence of her other sighing swains, com.
leted the embarrassment and discontent of the labourer. He
t gwkward and ill at ease, and remained for an instant with-
out to raise his eyes towards his fuir one and her conrt.
The widow Guerin was tolerably good-looking, and wanted
not for, comelmess But her expression of countenance and
even her dress displeased Germain at the very first glance,
She had a bold and self-satisfied air, and her cap, garnished
with a tn;})’le row of lace, her silk apron, and her neckerchief
of black blonde, were but little in keeping with the idea
which he had formed of a discreet and serious widow. This
style of costume and these girlish airs made her seem old and
ly, although in_reality she was neither the one nor the
:&er tolnm that so showy a style of dress, and
fh f ous, n'x; hthtav% smt;d thelage and
bwyantspmtso ry, but that the widow’s pleasant
was heavy and somewhat broad, and that she wore her ric
dress mtkout taste or elegance.
The three aspirants to the widow's hand were seated ut a
table h:l“m wmhfbob:hles of vwine g?&:;mds, wh:ol;mw:lrg
out for them ew mornng ¢
“u‘;dw to display his wealth, and the v:dos' Was not
soxty gither to have an opportunity of showing off her plate,
avdofhapingtablem:ea rich dame. Germain, simple and
umupqcmng s he was, lmd sufficient penetration to observe
m.dmd or the first time m;:hhfe he hg:g
efensive when drinking e rest.
Wﬂmhim 1o take o place &% the table with his
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rivals, and, sesting himself opposite <o him, he trested him
with his bast and couversed with him in preference to the
others. mrmtoﬁ'ﬁgne, despite the breach which Gers
munll:ui in it on hi ownaw%ﬂt,wustﬂlhmdmm
enough to produce an impression. widow appesredosen-
sible of the attention, JMM cast upon it & glance of

Germain felt himself ill at ease in this company, and did
::;eathumly. Farmer Leonard jested with him on

ect. .

"’You are vertz melancholy looking to-day,” sgid he, * snd
you quarrel with your glass. You must not allow lave to
take away your appetite; for a fusting gallant cannot find
m wonrds, like whose ideas are enlivened with a thim-

leful of wine.”

Germain was mortified thay should su him slready in
love s and the affected air of the widow, who lowered her eyes
with & emile, like a person sure of the oconquest,
tempted him to protest agsinst his pretended defeat; but he
feared to appear uncivil, smiled, and took patience,

The widow's gallants appeared to be three rustics, and they
must have been very rich since their pretensipns were tole~
rated by her. One was npwards of forty, and was as stout
a8 old Leonard ; the second was blind of an eye, and drank
80 hard that he was already intoxicated. The third was a
tohrabloﬁ! i’grov:d-l«mkmg" young wman, bnt he endeuvoured to
pass a wit, and perpetrated witticisms so uiterly
wretched that it wes lamentable to hear him. The widow
il:ughed heartily however as if she adm;;eﬁl his stale jokes, and

so doing gave no very great proof or taste, Crermain
fancied at (;x:tt hﬁ:&: she hi::u ﬁa‘sught, by 2:1“ suitor; but ha soon
perpeived ¢ was himself encor in a particular man-
ver, and that the widow scemed mntl topt;enire that
should become warmer in his attentions. is was only ano-

-4
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produce the fourth befire the eyes of the villagers; bus Ger
waip found it so ridicalous to be thus dr, along after 2
pettinoat, in sight of every one, that he remained at a
suitable distance, conversing with old Leonard and exerting
himwlf to amuse him and oonuogy his thoughts, so that they

might not have the appearance of forming part of the band.
¢ CHAPTER VIL
THE MASTER.

Waen they reached the village the widow paused io await
their approach. She was determined to make her triumphal
entry into church accompanied by all suitors; bat Germain,
disappointing her of this satisfaction, left old Leonerd, ac-
costed several persons of his acq;)mintnnoo whom he met in the
erowd, and entered the church by another door, much to the
vexation of the fair widow.

After mass, however, she showed herself triumphantly npon
the villaga green where 'the peasant lads and girls were
dancing, and opened the ball with her three lovers in sucees-
gion. Germain watched her performance, and thought that
she daneed well tholflel affectedly.

¢ Well!"” said old Leonard, striking him upon the shoulder,
;y;u don’t ask my daughter to dance? You are {op timid

y"I bave not danced since I lost my wifs,” veplied the

« But since you are secking another, the mourning is ovar
in the heart as well as in the grsn, eh?”

“That’'s no reason, Farmer Leonard; besides, I consider
myself too old-I no longer like dancing.”

++¢ Listen to me,” continned Leonard, drawing him aparts
“you were annoyed when you entered my house to see.the
place rlready jnvested by besiegers, and I can perceive that {gu
are very proud, But this is not reasonable, my boy.
dnughter is aceustomed to be admired and courted, especially
during the two years which have singe the expiration
of her mourning, and it is not her to solieit you,”

« Hava two yesrs ;hﬁud since your deughter was thinking
afi;mwying sgain, has she not yet mede her choioe?”
said Germain,

* ke i in no hyrry, and she is in the right. Although she
mawappmm‘z’ou ightly in her manners, and not misch
E“m‘muﬂm 0, she is o woman of grest senss, and dne who

ows right well what she is sbont.”

“ It does not seem so,” replied Germain frankly; *she has
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three lovers in her train, and if she knew whit she wanted
“ikm wmt least two too many, whom she might tequest

stay & g

“Why so? You know nothing, Germain! She wanty hei-
ther the old man fior the d one, nor yet the young one,
T am almost certaing but if she were to dismiss thein, people
would imagine that she wished to remain a widow, and 1o
other suitor would come forward.” i

« Ah1 T see; these serve as a sort of sign?”

«Exactly so. And where is the harm, if that suits them?”

“Every one to his taste]” said Germain.

T see that would not be yours; but come, let ns under-
stand each other! Bupposing you were preferred, they would
leave the place.”

4 ¥es, supposing! And in the mean time until this fact is

ined, how dzong am 1 Qﬁo stand on tl;lefteingerhooks;;

“That depends very much upon yourself, 1 i
know how to talk ﬁd p:!yoU& to th:n;yresent z-?y
dan%l:fter hag perfectly well understood that the fairest time of
Irer life is that in which she should he courted, and she is
oconsequently in no hurry to become the servant of one msin
‘when she can command several. So long as the game plenses
m she eantheamnne herself; bu?ri{ you plem:ar g:ore than

2 can cease. There is nothing to di e
you.gm gmmwery Bunday, ask her to dance, mm
that you place yourself in the ranks of her suitors, and if she
finds you more to her taste than the others, doubhless some day
ghe will tell you so.”

* Pardon me, Farmer Leonard ; your danﬁhter is at liberty
to aot as she pleases, and I have fio right to blame her. ‘Were
Iin her place I should act differenily. I shomld use more

ess, and not induce men to lose their time in this way,
who have doubtless something better to do than running after
& woman who ig only laughing at them all the time. But
however if she finds her amnsement and happiness in 5o doing,
it ts 1o business of mine, Only it is time that I should put
you right in & wmatter which I have been s little emibarrassed
aboot, confessing {0 you evey sinde morning, seving tgrmhe
oulset yon deceived y. mregrtomy:qm p4, and
i imagindd what was
h
ﬁ‘t&m intention of agking your denghter in but

S R A
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« T understand, Germain,” replied old Leonard, very quiet-
ly; ¢“you changed your mind when you saw my daughter
with her lovers. - As you please. It would appear that what
attracts some reﬁls others, and you are at perfect liberty to
retiresince you have not yet spoken. If you seriously think
of purchasing my oxen, come and see them in the field; we
will talk the matter over, and whether we strike a bargain or
not, you will come and dine with us before you return home.”

“I do not wish to disturb you,” replied Germain, « you
have perhaps something to do here; for my part I am tired
of seeing people dance and remaining idle myself. I shall go
and see your animals, and return by-and-bye to your house.”

Thereupon Germain moved away, and directed his steps
towards tﬁe field where Leonard had pointed out to him his
cattle grazing. It was true that Farmer Maurice really wished
to purchase a yoke, and Germain thought that if he were to
bring him back a fine pair of oxen at a moderate Frioe, he
would the more readily fpa,rdon him for having voluntarily
failed in the real object of his journey.

He walked quietly, and soon found himself at a short dis-
tance from the Elms. He was then suddenly seized with a
strong desire to go and kiss his son, and even to see little

ain, although he had lost all hopes, and endeavoured
to banish the thought of ever owing his happiness to her. All
that he had just seen and heard—this vain and coquettish wo-
man; this father, at the same time tricky and shallow-minded,
encouraging his daughter in habits of pride and insincerity;
this luxury of towns, which appeared to him an infraction of
the dignity which characterises rural manners; this time lost
in idle and silly conversation ; this household so different from
his own; and, above all, that profound uneasiness which a
countryman ever feels when he leaves his-laborious habitsin
short, all the weariness of mind and confusion of ideas which
Germain had undergone for the last few hours, made him long
to be once more with his child and his little neighbour. Even
had no love existed in his heart for Mary, he would still have
sought her, in order by her society to collect and soothe his
scattered and confused thoughts, and to enable him to direct
them into their accustomed channel.

But he looked in vain through the surrounding fields; he
could discover neither Mary nor little Pierre, although it was
the hour when the shepherds are in the fields. He perceived
a large flock in an adjoining paddock, and asked a little-boy
EhoEwl: tending them if those shecp belonged to the farm of

e Elms.
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“ Yea,” replied the child,

«“ And are you the shepherd? Do boys keep the sheep in
this part of the country?”

“No, I am keg{’ing them to-day because the shepherdess
feftus. She was ill” u

¢ Bat did not a new shepherdess arrive this morning?”

= Oh yes, to be sure! Butshe has already dgone away 100.”

“How? Gone away? Had she not a child with her?”

*Yes, & little boy who was crying. They both went away
two hours after they had come.”

“Went away! ere?”

“T.? the place they came from, I suppose. I did not ask

“But what made them go away?” said Germain, growing

instant more and more uneasy.

“ How do I know?” replied the boy.

“ Could they not comec to terms sbout wages? And yet
il that must have been settled beforehand.”

I can’t say anything about that; I saw them come in and
go out, that's all I know about the matter.”

Germain proceeded towards the farm and questioned the
work-people. No one could explain the matter, but they all
tgmﬁgat after conversing with the furmer, the young girl
had gone away without saying a word to any one, taking with
her the child who was cryng.

“ Did any one dare to maltreat my son?" cried Germain,
his ew darting fire.

« Was he your son, then® How came he in company with
the pirl? W{zm do you come from, and what is your name?”

Germain, seeing that, according tothe custpm of the country,
they ‘were about to reply to his guestions by asking others,
ﬂ;th;mped impatiently on the ground and requested to speak to

master

The master was not there. He seldom remained during the
entire day when he came to the furm. He had mounted his
Borsg and gone in ali probability 1o visit some other of his farmrs.

“But all,” sa1d Germain, a prey to the deepest anxiety,
:e can you tot imagine the reason of the young girl's sudden

ure?” .
fabourer exchanged a meaning smile with his wife, and
31?:& that he knew nothing of the matter, that it was no
of his.  All that Germain could learn was that the
young girl and the child had gone towards Fourche. He has-
to Fourche; neither the widow and her lovers nor old
Leonard had yet returned. The servant told him that a young
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girl and a child had come to inquire for him, but that. being
strangers to her, she had not let them in and had advised them
to go to Mers.

“ And why did you refuse 1o let them in?” said Germain
angrily; ¢ you are very suspicious in this part of the country
naot to open your doors to your fellow creatures?”

“*Ah! dames” replicd the scrvant, “in a rich house like
this it behdves one to take carc! I am respomsible for all
when the master is from home, and I cannot open to the first
comers.”

“Tt is a vile custom,” said Germain, ““and I would rather
& hundred times be poor than live in constant terror this way.
Good-bye, my girl; adieu to your villanous country!”

He pursued his researches in the ncighbouring houses.
They had all seen the shepherdess and the child.  As the little
boy had left Belair unexpectedly, and was dressed in his every-
day clothes, with his blouse rather torn and his lamhskin
over his shoulders, and as Mary was from necessity very
poorly clad in all scasons, they had taken them for begzars.
At one house they had offercd them some bread. The youn
ﬁ;u; had accepted a piece for the child who was hungry, an

then left the place with him as quickly as possible, and
procecded in the direction of the woods.

Germain reflected for an instant; then he inquired if the
farmer of the Xlms had not come to Fourche.

“Yes,” replied a man, ‘‘he passed by on horseback very
shortly after the girl.”

¢ Could he have been in scarch of her?”

« Ab! you know him then?” aid the public-house keeper,
whom he had spoken too, laughing; ¢ yes, certainly, he isa
devil of a fellow after the girls. But I do not think he had
tricked this one—although, after all, if he had seen her—"

¢ That will do; thank you!” said Germain.

And he flew rather than ran to old Leonard’s stable, threw
the saddle on La Grise’s back, Jeaped into it, and departed at
full gallop in the direction of the woods of Chantelonbe.

His heart throbbed with anxiety and rage——the perspiration
stood in large drops upon his forehead. He drove his spurs
into La Grise's sides, who finding herself on the road to her
own stable, did not require much inducement to exert her
utmost speed.

Germain soon reached the spot whare he had passed the
night on the banks of the mere. ~The fire was still smouldering,
and an old woman was engaged in picking up the remains of the
store of dead wood which little Mary had collected in the
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night. Germain stopped to question her. She was deaf, and,
misunderstanding his queries:—

*“ Yes, my lad,” said she, *¢ this is the Haunted Marsh, It
is & bad spot—oh! a very bad spot, and no onc ought to
ngproach it without co.stin% three stones into the watér with
the left hand and making the ségn of the cross with the right.
That keeps off evil spirits. Otherwise all sorts of misfortune
happen to those who make the circuit of it.” ©

I did not speak to you of that,” said Germain approaching
close to her and bawling in her ear; have you not seen a
yonzighgirl and a child passing through the wood?"”

“ yes,” mumbled the old crone, ¢a little child was
drowned there!”

Germain trembled from head to foot, but happily the old
woman added:— :

* But that happened a long time ago—oh! a long time. In
memory of the accident some of the country people planted a
beautiful cross on the spot, but one stormy night the evil
spirits cast it into the water. You can still see the stump of
it. If any one.is so unfortunate as to stop here at night, he
i9 very sure of not being able to iet away before morning.
Ile might walk, walk, as much as he liked-—he might travel
two hundred leagues through the woods, and yet alivays find
himself at the place where he started.”

The imagination of the labourer was struck in spite of himn-
gelf at what he had heard, and the idea of the misfortune
which must happen to justify fully the old cronc's.assertions,
go completely took %)ssession of his mind, that he shivered
from head to foot. Despairing of gaining any further infor-
mation, he remounted his horse and pursued his search through
the wood, calling Pierre with all his might, whistling, cracking
his whip, and breaking the branches over his head m order to
let his pmgress be heard at as great a distance as possible.
He listened at intervals to ascertain if any voice replied to his
own, but he could hear only the tinkling of the bells belonging
to the cattle scattered through the neighbourhood, and the
wild cries of the hogs who fought with each other for the
acorns.

At length Germain heard behind him the sound of a horse’s
hoofs rapidly advancing, and a man of about the middle age,
dark, robust, and dressed like a respectable citizen, shouted
aloud to him to stop, Germain had never seen the proprietor
of the Elms, but an instinct of rage whispered to him at once
that the stranger was none other. He turned round, and,
glancing at him from head to foot, awaited what ho had to say.
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*“Did you not see a young girl of about fifteen or sixteen,
with a little boy, pass this way?” said the farmer, affecting an
air of indifference although he was visibly agitated.

¢ And what do you want with her?” replied Germain, with-
out inﬁ to disguise his anger.

might reply that that is no business of yours, comrade;
bidt as T have no reasons for concealing it, I may tell you that
this younggperson is a shepherdess whom I hired for the year
without knowing her. en she arrived she appeared to me
too young and too weak for the labour of the farm. I thanked
her; but when I wished to repay her the expenses of her little
journey, she went off in a huff during my absence. She was
in such a hurry that she forgot some o% her things, and amongst
others her purse, which doesn’t contain much certainly—pro-
bably a few sous. But after all, as T had to pass this way, I
thought I might very likely fall in with her and return her
what she had forgotten, and also pay her what is due to her.”

Germain was too open and honest-hearted not to hesitate on
hearing this, if not probable, at least possible, story. He
fastened a piercing glance upon the farmer, who bore the
investigation either with ireat impudence or candour.

< I must know the truth of the matter,” said Germain to
himself; and, concealing his agitation, he said:—

¢“The girl belongs to our part of the conmntry; I know her
well, She must be somewhere hercabouts; let us proceed on
together and we shall be sure to find her.”

“You are right,” said the farmer, *“let’s on; but if we do
not discover her at the end of the avenue I shall give up the
chase, for I must turn off on the Ardentes road.”

¢ Oh, ho!” thought the labourer, “‘you shall not escape
me 80 easily, my fine fellow, though I were obliged to follow

ou round the Haunted Marsh for the next four-and-twenty
ours.”

+ Stop a bit!” exclaimed Germain suddenly, fixing his eyes
upon a neighbouring thicket, which seemed agitated in a
sin, manner, ‘“Hola, ho! little Pierre! is that you, my
child?”

The child, recognising his father’s voice, ?mng like a little
kid from the thicket; but when he perceived him in company
with the farmer, he paused as if terrified, and seemed uncer-
tain whether to advance.

* Come, my Pierre! come, ‘tis T1” cried the labourer, run.
ning towards him, and jumping off his horse to take him in
his arms. ¢ And where is Yi?tfe Mary?”
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* She is hiding there, because she is afraid of that naughty,
dark man; and I also.”

i‘ Oh! don't be frightencd; I am here. Mary-.Mary, it
is It

Mary approached timidiy, and the moment she beheld Ger-
main, whose steps the farmer followed closely, she rin to
throw herself in his arms, and, clinging to him fi'ke a daughter
to her father, she exclaoimed:—

¢« Ah! my brave Germain, you will defend me; I am not
afraid when you are with me!”

Germain trembled. He looked at Mary; she was pale, and
her clothes were torn by the brambles through which she had
forced her way, seeking a hiding-place like a hind tracked
by the sporisman. But there was neither shame nor despair
on her features.

¢ Your master wishes to speak to you,” said he, scrutinizing
the countenance of the farmer as he spoke.

“My master?” said she proudly; *‘that man is not my
master, and never will be. "Tis you, Germain, who are my
master! You shall take me back with you. I will serve you
for nothing.”

The farmer had now advanced, and pretended to be perfectly
at ease.

* Here, my little girl,” said e, « you furgot something at
our place which I have followed you with.”

« No, monsieur,” replied little Mary, <1 have forgotten
nothing, nor have I any claim upon you whatever.”

¢ Listen to me for a moment,” continued the farmer; ¢ I
have somecthing to say to you. Come this way; don't be
afraid—two words only!”

“You can speak aloud; I have no secrets with you.”

“ Come and ta.keYyour money at least.”

“My money? You owe me nothing, God be praised!”

I suspeeted the fullow all along,” said Germain in & low
voice; *but no matter, Mary, go and hear what he has to say
to you, for I am curious to loarn myself; you can tell me
afterwards. I have my reasons for this. Go up to his horse
—1I shan’t lose sight of you.”

Mary advancm¥ three steps towards the farmer, who, leaning
over the pummel of his saddle, whispered in her ear:—

*¢Tere’s a shining louis-d’or for you, little one: you will
mention pothing about this business, you understand? ITl
say that I considered you too weak for the work of my farmn,
and let nothing mora be said about it! I shall be passing by
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your house ane of these days, and if T find you have said no-
thing I will give you something more ; and then, if you are
more reasonable, you have only to speak—I will take you
back with me, or rather I will come in the evenings and talk
to you in the fields. What present should you like me to
bring you?”

“¢There, monsieur, is the present that I make you!” replied
little Mary in a loud voice, throwing the louis-d’or he had given
ker violently in his face. I thank you heartily, and T beg
that when you intend passing our way you will let me know.
All the young men of the neighbourhood will go out to meet
you, for the people of our part of the country have a particular
affection_for bourgeois who go about telling tales°to poor
girls.  You shall see that—they will be in waiting for you.”

““You are a liar and a mischief-maker!” said the farmer in
a rage, at the same time raising Lig stick with a threatening
gesture; “you would wish te make people believe what is not
the case. But you shall not succeed in extorting money from
me in that way: we know your sort well!”

Mary had stepped back in terror, but Germain darted for-
ward and scized the bridle of the farmer's horse, which he
shook violently.

I understand now,” said he, ‘‘and can see clearly enoungh
how the matter stands. Jump down, my man !wjump down}
and let us have a few words together

The farmer, by no means anxious for battle, spurred his
horse in order to disengage himsclf, and endeavonred to strike
the labourer’s hands with his stick so as to force him to les
go his hold of the bridle; but Germain avoided the blow, and
seizing him by the leg stretched him on the green sward, where
after a short struggle he again prostrated him, although the
latter bad sprung to his feet and defended himself vigoroualy.
‘When he had got him under—

¢« Man of little heart)” said Germain, ‘I counld break every
bone in your body if I wished; but I do not want to barm

ou, and besides no correction would amend your conscienee.
owever, you shall not budge from this until you have asked
this young girl's pardon on your knees.”

The farmer, who was well acquainted with affairs of this
sort, wished to turn the mattor off as a joke. He pretended
that his crime was of no such great magnitude, since it con-
sisted merely of words, and that he would willingly ask par-
don, on condition that she should give him a kiss; that after
wards they should all proceed together to the nearest cabaret,
discuss a pint of wine, and then part good friends.
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You make me blush for you!” replied Germain, pushing
his face aganst the ground, *‘and I shall hasten to get out of
sight of your villanous countenance! There—blush if you
can! and remember to take le chemin des affronteuz* when
you pass our way again.” !

So saying he picked up the farmer’s stout holly staff, broke
it across his knees to show him the strength of his arms, and
threw the fragments away with an air of contempt:

Then, taking his son with one hand and littﬁs Mary with
the other, he left the scene of the farmer’s disgrace, trembling
with indignation,

CHAPTER VIIIL
- DAME MAURICE.

In about a quarter of an hour’s time they had crossed the
heath and were trotting along the high road, La Grise neighing
at every object she recognised. Little Pierre recounted to his
father all that he had been able to understand of what had
passed since he left him.

“ When we arrived,” said he, ¢ that man cume 1o speak to
my Mary in the sheopfold, whither we had gone straight o
see the beautiful sheep. I had climbed into the manger to
play, and tkat man didn’t see me. Then he bid good-day to
my Mary and kissed her.”

““And you allowed him to kiss you, Mary ?” said Germain,
trembling with anger.

« I thought that it was merely a piece of civility—a custom
of the place with newcomers; just as at your place the grand-
mother kisses the young girls who enter her service, to show
them that she adopts them and that she will be as a mother
to them.”

“Well, and after that,” resumed little Pierre, who was
proud of having an adventure to relate, ‘ that man said some-
thing very bad to her—something that you told me never to

® Le chemin des uffronteus is the name given to the road which
branches off from the principal strect at the entrance of a French village
and passes round by the outskirts. It is supposed that persons, fearful
of receiving some well-merited ingult, would take this way to avoid
being seen.
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repeat and not to remember ; so of course I forgut it very
quickly. However, if my father wish me to tell him what 1t
w“—’"

“No, no, Pierre; I don’t wish to hear it, and I desire that
yo will never remember it any more.”

. ‘“In that case I will forget it again,” replied the child.—

‘“Well, and then that man appeared to grow angry, because

Mary said she would go away. Ile told her he would give

her whatever she wished—a hundred francs! and my Mary

then got angry also. Then he took hold of her as if he was
oing to do her harm; and I got f ightened and ran up to little
ary, crying. Then that man said:—

“¢Who is this® Where docs this child come from? Put
him out of doors!”

¢ And he raised his stick as if to beat me; but my Mary
prevented him and said:—

“<We will talk over this matter together by-and-bye,
monsieur; I must take this child to Fourche now, and then I
will return.’

*¢And as soon as he had left the sheepfold my Mary said
to me:—

“<Let us po away, my Pierre; we must leave this very
quicl%g, for this man is wicked and he would hurt us.’

“ Then we slipped sway behind the barns, passed a little
field, and got at last to Fourche, to look for you. But you
were not there, and they would not let us stop to wait for you.
Well, and then that man, who had mounted upon a great b¥ack
horse, came bebind us, and we ran on further and hid ourselves
in the wood. And then he came after us; and when we heard
him coming we concealed ourselves, and then when he had
mstsed by we began running again to get home. And then at

you came and found us, and that is just the way it hap-
mnedl. Tsn't that it my Mary; I have forgotten nothing—

ve 12"

“No, my Pierre; all you have said is true. Now, Ger-
main, you can answer for me, and you cgn tell every one at
home that if I did not remain at the Elms it was not for want
of ol or from unwﬂ]infness to work.”

“And you, Mary,” said Germain, “I pray you to ask
yourself if, when it is a question of defending a woman or
thrashing 2 bully, & man of eight-and-twenty is too old? I
should just like to know if Bastien, or any other pretty fellow
though even ten years younger than :ﬁelf, would not have
beex; crushed by ¢hat man, as Pierre him. What think
you?”
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“T think, Germain, that you have rendered me a great
service, and that I shall be grateful to you for it all my life?”

“Ts that all?”

* Papa, I never thought of saying to little Mary what I
Eromised you I would. " I bad not time; but I will speak to

1er when we get home, and I will speak to grandmamma
ulgo.”

This promisc of his san’s made Germain reflect. Hegaw that
he must now think of explaining matters to his relations, and
while relating his charges and complaints against the widow
Guerin, steer clear of all mention of those ideas which had pre-
disposed him to so much clear-sightedness and severity. en
bappy and proud, the courage nccessary to make others share
our happiness appears easy; but to be repelled on one side,
blamed on the other, forms no very agreeable situation.

Fortunately little Pierre was asleep when they reached
home, and Germain laid him in his bed without awaking him,
Then he cntered into all the explanations he was able to give.
Old Maurice, seated on a three-legged stool at the door, Jis-
tened gravely to his son-in-law’s narrative; and, although he
was discontented at the result of the expedition, when Ger-
main, in recounting the widow's system of coquetrz, asked
his father-in-law if he had time to go over to Fourche fifty-two
Sundays in the year in order to pay his court to the widow,
at the risk of being refused in tﬁe end, the old man nodded
his head in sign of acquiescence and replied:—

*You are in the right, Germain; that could not be.”

And afterwards, when Germain related how he had been
obliged to bring back little Mary as quickly as possible to save
her from the insults, perbaps the violence, of an unworthy
master, old Maurice again mado a gesture of approbation, and
eaid:—

“You acted quite right there, Germain ;—that was very

roper.”
F hen Germain had finished his recital and given all his
reasons, the old couple, looking at each other, simultaneously
heaved a decp sigh o¥ resignation. Then the head of the family
rose, saying :—

*“ Well, God's will be done! Love is not to be forced.”

¢ Come to supper, Germain,” said the mother-in-law. It
is unfortunate that this matter cannot be arranged; but Pro-
vigem:e. it seems, does not so will it. We must look else
where,” )

Nothing more was said about the matter in the farmer's
dwelling, and when, on the following morning, litile Pierve
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rose with the lark at daybreak, no longer excited by the extra-
ordinary events of the preceding day, he relapsed imto that
state of apathy common to little peasant boys of his age, forgot
all that Emd been running through his head, and thought no
moge but of remping with his brothers, and playing the man
with the oxen and horses.

Germain also endeavoured to forget by throwing himself
heart andesoul into his daily labour; but he became so thought-
ful and melancholy that every person remarked it. He spoke
no more to little Mary, nor even looked at her; and yet
if any one had asked him in what field she was, or by what
road she had passed, there was not an hour in the day he could
not have amswered the guostion had he wished 1t. He did not
venture to ask his relations to receive her into their scrvice
during the winter, and yet he well knew that she must be
suffering acutely from poverty. But she suffered not, and
Dame @Guillette could never make out how it was that ber
little store of wood never diminished, and that her out-house
was always full in the morning, when she had left it alinost
empty the night before. It was the same with the wheat and
potatoes. Some one evidently entered the little store-house
window every night and emptied a sack upon the floor, without
awaking any one and without leaving any traces behind him.
The old dame was at oncc uneasy and rejoiced ; she enjoined
her daughter to secrecy on the subject, saying that if the
Jeighbours iOt wind of the miracle which was performed at
her house, she should be taken for a witch. She certainly had
I suspicions that his Satanic Majesty was somehow or other
mixed ap in the affair; but she was by no means anxious to
embroil Lerself with him by requesting the curé to exorcise
her house. She said to herself that it would be time cnough
for that when Sawan should visit ber in person to demand her
soul from her in return for his benefuctions.

Little Mary understood the truth of the matter better, but
she dared not speak of it to Germain, dreading lest he should
ruturn to his idea of matrimony, and she therefore feigned to
perceive nothing.

One day Dame Maurice, finding herself alone in the orchard
with Germain, said to him with an air of affection:.—

My poor son-in-law, I do not think yon are well. Your
appetite 15 not so good as it used to be; you no longer laugh,
and you talk less and less every day. Has anybody here, or
have we ourselves, without knowing it, offended you in any
way?”

“No, mother,” replied Germain. ““ you have always been as
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kind to me as the mother that bore me, and I should indeed be
ungrateful if I were to complain either of you, your husband,
or any one in the house.”

< In that case, my child, you must be fretting again after
your poor wife. In place of lessening with time, your guief
only increases, and you must absolutely do what your father.
in-law very sensibly advises—you must A

* Yes, mother, that was my idea too; but the wonzen whom
you have advised me to take do not suit me. When I see
them, in place of forgetting my Catherine, 1 only think of her
the more.”

It would appear, then, Germain, that we have not been
ableto guess your taste. You must assist us by telling us the
truth. Doubtless there is somewhere or other a woman
made for you, for the Almighty never creates any one withéut
reserving for him Lis happiness in another. If therefore you
know where to find this woman, take her; and whether she
be young or old, rich or poor, pretty or ugly, we have made
up our minds, my old man and mysclf, to give our consent;
for we cannot Lear to.see you 80 sad, nor can we be easy our-
selves while you are not so too.”

¢“ Mother, you are only too kind to me, and my father
equally so,” replied Germain; “but %"our compassion cannot
bring me any remedy for my grief. The girl that I wish will
not have me.”

¢Js she too young then? To attach yourself to a young
girl would be unreasonable in you.”

“Well, yes, good mother, I am foolish enough to attach
myself to a young girl, and I blame myself forit. Idoall I
can to forget her; but whether at work or at rest, whether at
mass or in my bed, with my children or with you, I am
always thinking of her—1I can think of nothing else.”

“Then it is a sort of fate, Germain? There is but one
remedy for that, namely, that the young girl may change her
mind and listen to you. It is absolutely nccessary that [
should take & part in the business and see if anything can be
done. You must tell me whereshelivesand what's hername”

¢t Alas! my dear mother, I dare not,” said Germain; *you
would laugh at me.”

“I shall not laugh at you, Germain, because youn are in
trouble, and I would not increase your sorrow. It can't be
Fanchette?”

¢ No, mother, it is not she.”

¢ Nor Rosette?”

«No.”
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¢ Tell me then, for if T werc to name all the girls of the
place I should never have done.”

(;:ermm'n hung his head and could not make up his mind to
reply.

*Well, well,” said Dame Maurice, ¢ I shall lcave you alone
dor to-day, Germain; to-morrow probably you will be more
open with me, or rather perhaps your sister-in-law will be
cleverer T cross-questioning you.”

So saying she took up her basket and procceded to the
hedge to hang out her clothes to dry.

Germain acted as children do who make up their minds
when they perceive that there is no longer any attention paid
to them. 1lle followed his mother-in-law, and at last with a
trembling voice he named Dame Guilletic's little Mury.

Great was the surpriso of the worthy Dame Maurice ; it was
the very last person she should have thought of. But she
haa sufficient delicacy to repress her exclamations of astonish.
ment and to make her comments mentally. Then, seeing
that her silence abashed Germain, she held out ber clothes-
basket to him, saying :—

* Well! is that any reason why you should not help me in
my work? Carry this for me, and let us have a little talk
together. Have you reflected well, Germain? Are you guite
decided ?”

¢ Alas! my dear mother, that is not the point. I should
be quite decided if I could succeed; but as 1 shall not be lis-
tened to, I have made up my mind to cure myself if I can.”

¢« And if you cannot?”

¢ Everything has its end, Dame Maurice: when the horse
is too heavily laden he falls; and when the ox has nothing to
£at he dies.”

““That is as much as to say that you will die if you do not
succeed? God forbid, Germain! I do not like to hear & man
like you say such things, because when you say them you
think them. You have great courage, and sudden weakness
is dangerous in strong minds. Come, come, take heart! I
cannot conceive that a girl struggling with poverty, and one
to whom you do much honour by seeking her hand, can possibly
refuse you.”

‘It is the truth, however ; she does refuse me.”

*¢ And what reasons does she give for so doing ?”

“That you have always been kind to her, that her family
owes much to yours, and that she would be unwilling to dis-
plea:ﬁ yon by being the means of keeping me from a wealthy
match,”
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*¢If she says that, she shows her good heart, and it is honest
on her part. But in telling you that, Germain, she does not
cure you, for she tells you beyond a doubt that she loves you,
and that she would marry you if we were willing.”

* That is the worst! Bhe says that her heart is not inclined
towards me.” )

«If she tells you what she does not thiak, in order the more
to estrange you from her, she is a child who deservés that we
should love her and overlook her cxtreme youth in considers-
tion of her good sense.”

*¢Yes,” said Germain, etruck with & hope which he had not
before conceived, ¢ that would be very wise, and very proper
on her But if she is so sensible, I fear that it is bocause
1 am displeasing to her.”

“ Germain,” ssid Dame Maurice, “you must promise me to
keep your mind easy all this week, and not torment yourself,
but to eat and sleep and bo as gay as formerly.  In the mesn
time I will talk over the matter with my old man, and if I get
bis eonsent, you shall then know the girl's true scntiments
with regard to you.”

Grermain promised, and the week passed away without old
Maurice uttering s single word to_him on the subject or even
appearing to suspect anything. The labourer forced himuclf
to aa,ppe:a‘:t'&l tranquil, but he was even paler and more anxious

usnal.

At length, on Sunday moming when leaving mass, his

mother-in-law asked him what be had obtained from his sweet-
heart since the conversation in the orchard.
“Why nothing at all,” replied ke ; I have not spoken to
ka'll
“ How then do you intend to persuade her if you do not
speak o her ?”

<1 spoke to hor but once,” replied Germain. ¢ That was
when we went to Fourche together ; and since that time I have
not said a single word to her. Her refusal gave me so mach
pain at the time, that I kave no desire to hear her tell e again
that ehe does not love me.”

“Well, my son, you raust speak to her mow: your father-
in-law anthorises you to do #0. Go, decide your fate! I tell
you to do so, and if necessary I desire you ; for you esnnot re-
main in this state of doubt and uncertainty.”

Germeinobeyed. With dewncast eyes, and an emberrassed
air he baut his sbeps towards the bumbie dwelling of old Dame'
Guillette. Little Mary was seated alone and pensive at the
corner of the fire, and in such deep thought that she was wn-
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conscious of Germain’s z.lpproach. When she perceived him
standing before her, she almost started from her chair with sur-
prise and became as red as a rose.

“Little Mary,” said he, seating himself beside her, ““I am
con® to distress and annoy you. 1 know it well : but the man
and woman at home,”’—designating thus according to custom
‘the heads of the family—‘‘ wish me to speak to you, and ask
you to niffry me. You do not wish it, do you? I expected
as much.”

 Germaih,” replied little Mary, ‘you are certain then that
you love me?”

¢ That annoys you, I know, bat it is not my fault. If you
were to change your opinion I should be only too glad, but
doubtless I do not deserve that it should be s0. Come, look at
me, Mary; am I so very hideous then ?”

¢ No, Germain,” re;;fviml she, with a smile, “ you are hand-
somer than I am.”

“Do not laugh at me; look at me kindly. As yet I have
lost ncither a hair nor a tooth. My eyes tell you that I
love you. Look at my eyes therefore; it is written there, and
every girl can read that writing.”

ry fixed her eyes on those of Germain with her usual
playful assurance: then all at once she turned away her head
and trembled.

“ Ah | heavens! I terrify you,” said Germain; ¢ you look at
me as if T were the farmer of the elme. Do not be afmid of
me, I beseech you ; that would indeed pain me. Ishall not, like
him, whisper a single bad word in your car ; I shall not kiss
you against your will, and when you wish me to go, you need
only point to the door. Come, tell me; must I go that you
may cease to tremble ?”

Mary held out her hand 1o the labourer, but without turn-
ing her eyes from the fire, and without uttering a word.

T undevstand,” said Germain, *‘you pity me. Youare kind-
hearted, it distresses you to make me unhappy, but you can-
not love me ”

““Why do you say such things, Germain ?” replied little Mary
at last; ““do you wish to make me ery ®”

“ My poor little one! You have a good heart, I know ; but
you do not love me, and you hide your face becaunse you fear
to show me your displeasure and repugnance. And I dare
not as much as press your hand! In the woods, when my son
was asleep, and you too, T almost kissed you once, but very
gently. But I would have died of shame rather than have
asked such a favour from yon. and I suffered as much that
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night as & man consuming over a slow fire. Ever mnce then
I have dreamed of you every night. Ah! how I kissed you
in my dreams, Mary! But all this time, you slept without

. And now do you know what I thjnk? tif you
were to turn round and look'st me with the eyes I have for
you, and if you were to put qur face near mine, I do thinkJ
should fall dead with joy. d you are thinking that if such
a thmgi were to happen to you, you would die of ‘siamg end

rmain spok® §s if 1 e dream, without heeding what hs,
said. Little Mary-4fl trembled, but as he hi trembled
still more, he s longer perceived it. All at once she turned
round; she was in tears, and gazed at him with an air of re-
. The labourer imagined that this was the final
low, and, without awaiting his sentence, he rose to depart;
but the young girl stopped him by throwing her arm round his
neck amg hiding her face in his bosom.

¢ Ah! Germain,” eaclaimed she in a voice broken with sobs,
“‘have you not guessed that 1 love you>”

Germain would have gone mad with joy, had not his son,
who had been secking him everywhere and who now entered
the cottage full gallop upon a stick, with his little sister en eroupe
flogging this imag® 'y charger with an osier twig, recalled
him to his senses. . aae caught him up in his arms, and placing
him in those of his betrothed he said :—

““There! Mary, you bave made more than one happy by

THE END,












