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THE MILLER OF ANGIBAULT.

CHAPTER T.
INTRODUCEION.

Tnefirst homr of the morning sounded fiom the clock of St.
Thomas &’ Arguin, when a dark form, litile in stature and
swilt in motion, glided hastily along under the deep, shel-
tering shadow of the massive wall that bounded one of the
beautiful gardens yet to be found in Paris, bordering the left
bank of the Seine, and which are go invaluable in the midst of
a great capital.  The night was warn and serene ;) the daturas_
in (ull blossom exhaled an atmosphere of odour, and rose in
their rich Juxuriance like specetres robed in white in the full
moon’s brilliant lood of light. The style of the broad and
noble flight of steps which conducted to one of the entrances
of the Hotel de Blanchemont still possessed an air of ancient
splendowr; and the garden, extensive in its proportions, and
in u state of carcful cultivation, enhanced the appaient opu-
Ience of that silent dwelling, wliere not & ray of light was
gleaming from a single window, to mark it as a human habi-
tation.

"I'his superb moonlight, so unfavourable for the exceution of
any clandestine purpose, gave some uneaginess to the young
female who, clad in her mourning garb, directed her steps
through the darkest avenues towards a little door situated at
the extremity of the wall. Perhaps her courage might be the
greater and her resolution the stronger from the fact, that this
was not the first time that she had run the hazard of the dis-
covery of an attachment which henceforth might be sanctioned
and legitimate. She had been a month & widow.

Avmlmg herself of the shade formed by a luxuriant grou
of acacias, she silently pursucd her way to a little door whic
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gave cgress to a narrow and unfrequented street. Nearly
at the samec moment the door opened, and the person with
whom an appointment had been made entered guietly and
cautiously, and, without uttering a word, followed his beloved
one into a little summer pavilion, into which they imme-
diately shut themselves; but influenced by a sentiment of
instinctive delicacy, the young Baroness of Blanchemont drew
from her pocket a small and delicate appuratns for obtaining
light, and having clicited a flame, applied it to a wax taper
previously concealed in & corner; while the young man, defe-
rential and respectful in ¢very movement, assisted her as much
a8 was in his power in thus illuminating the interior of that
pavilion—only too happy in thus obtaining the power of gazing
upon the object of his affections.

The interior of the summer-house was sccmed from external
observation by large wooden shutters A garden-bench, some
empty boxes, various implements of hortienlture, and the little
waxlight, which boasted no richer candelabrum than a hroken
flower-pot : such were the furnishing and the lighting up of that
deserted boudoir, which had served as the voluptuous retreat of
some luxurious marchioness of bygonce days,

The fair Marcelle wore the chaste and simple costume of a
modest widow. Her beautiful golden hair, falling over the
folds of her black crape kerchicf, was her only ornament  The
delicacy of her alabaster hands, and the perfect propoitions of
her feet, encased in satin shoes, were the only indications of
her aristocratic birth.  Otherwise, she might have been looked
upon as a suitable companion of the man who was on his
knees before her; she might have been taken for one of the
griscttes of Paris, for there are grisettes with the dignity of a
quecn and the purity of a saint enthironed on their nows.

Henry Lémor had an agrecable person, and was 1ather intel-
ligent and distingnished than strictly haudsome. His black
and abundant hair shadowed his pale and meclancholy counte-
nance. It was casy to sce that he was o true Pavisian, strong
in determination, though delicate in organization. His simpl'c
and unassuming dress spoke only of humble mediocrity; and
the unskilful tic of his cravat revealed cither the entire ab-
sence of all affectation or a fixed habit of mental preoceupa-
tion. His brown gloves alone were snfficient to prove that he
was not, as the lacqueys of Blanchemont would have Faid, a
man made to be cither the lover or the hushand of their ludy.

These two young people, the one scarcely older than the
other, had more than once enjoyed some happy interviews, .
stolen in the mysterious hours of night; but during the last
month, in which they had not seen each other, great anxicties
had shadowed the romance of their lives; and now that they
met again, Henry Lemor trembled as if in consternation, and
Marcelle de Blanchemont appeared frozen with fear, He threw
himself upon his knees before her, as if to thank her for having
accorded him a Jast interview, but rose again immediately,
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without having uttered a word, and his attitude was constrained
and almost frigid.

“ At last !’ said she, kpeaking to him with effort, and tender-
ing him a haud which he cairied to his lips with an almost
convulsive movement, but without the least ray of joy illumi-
nating his countenance.

“Ile loves me no longer!” was her thought, as, covering
her fuce with her hands, she stood mute and terror-stiicken.

“At last I repeated Lémor, “is it not already you would
say? T ought to have had strength to support a longer separa.-
tion: forgive me if I have not been able.”

“T do not comprehend your meaning,” said the young
widow, as her hands fell from her face from very heaviness,

Lemor saw that ber eyes were bathed in tears, and reproached
himself as the cause of her emotion. .

Y 0h, yes!" he exclaimed, “1 am culpable. I sce by your
grief the remorse that I canse you. These four wecks have
appeared &0 long to me that 1 have not had the courage to
ray that the time was too short; and though, unable to endure
a longer absence, I wrote to you this morning to ask permis.
sion to kee you, yet now T am repentant. 1 blush for my own
baseness, and 1eproach myselt for the scruples which I am
forcing yowr conscience to endmie and stifle; and when I re-
ceived your answer, at once ro serious and so pood, 1 knew
that it was only pity that recalled me to your presence ”

“Oh, lenry! you injure me in speaking thus. Js this o jest—
a pretext?  Why have you desired to sce me,if yon1eturn with
s0 little happiness and confidence ¢

The y oung man trembled, and suffered himself to fall again
at the feet of his mistress.  “T prefer pride and reproaches,”
gaid hey “your kindness kills me!”

“ITenvy, Henry ! cried Marcelle, “you have then commitied
rome injury against me.  Ah!youn have the air of & criminal!
1 #ee that you have forsahen and deceived me.”

“Neither the one nor the other. To my eternal sorrow, T
esteem you, I adore you, I believe in you as in Deity—I can
never love but you upon this carth!”

“Ah! well,” said the young baroness, laying her hand upon
the dark lTocks of ITeury, “is it so great a misfoitune to love
me thus, if you are loved equally in return?  Listen, Henry
you see e free and without repronch I 8o little desired the
death of my hushand, that I never permitted myself to think
in what way 1 should nse my liberty if it were 1estored (o me:
it is a subject at which our conversation has never glanced ;
yet you arc not ignorant that I love you with pussion, although
it is the first time that I have had the courage to avow it.
But, my friend, why ate you so pale ¢ Your hands are icy cold!
You are suffering!  You frighten me!’

“Nb, no! Speak on; speak cver thus!” exclaimed Lémor,
subdued by cmotious at once the most painful and the most
delicious,
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“t You know,” continued Madame dmBlanchemont, “ that, T
cannot have the scruples and conscientious doubts on yonr ac-
count which youfeel on mine. When the bleeding hody of my
husband was bronght back to his home, killed in a duel for a
woman ou whose account he forgot his wife, 1 was struck with
terror and consternation; and, in sending yon that tearful in-
telligence, in charging you to remain for a time at a distance
from me, 1 thought to fulfil my duty. Oh! it it is a crime to

. have found that time 8o very long, your serupulous ohedience

has punished me rufticiently. During this month that I have

lived in rctivement, occupiced solely with the care of my child,
and in endeavouring to console M. de¢ Rlanchemont’s parents,

I have heen examining my own heart, and I cannot charge

mysclf with any great culpability I could not love a man

who had never entertained the slightest affection for me, and
all that T could do was to respect my own duty. And now

Henry, 1 owe no more to his memory than an external regard

to the customs of socicty. T shall see you in sceret, though

but seldom, if it must be so, until the cud of my mourning;
and in a ycar—in two years, if that is necessary ——"'

“Ah! well, Marcelle, in two years ?”’

“ You ask me what we shall be one to the other, Henry? I
said truly that you no longer love me!”

Henry deserved this reproach so little that it did not affect
him. Anxiously absorbed i every word uttered by her he
loved, he implored her to proceed.

¢ If I must speak,” she replied, blushing with all the mo-
desty of an ingenuouns girl, “should we not then be united,
Henry 1

Henry, knecling at the feet of Marcelle, drooped his head,
and remained some moments as if overwhelmed with joy and
gratitude; but afterwards he rose suddenly, and his counte-
nance expressed the most intense and protound despair.

“Have you not had the experience of one marriage saffi-
ciently sorrowful ”’ said he, with a sort of obdurate fierceness,
‘“and would you subject yoursell tq the snme hondage again #”

“You alarma me!” raid Madamd de Blanchemont, after a
moment of terrified silence. Do you then feel within you the
instinets of tyranny ? or perhaps it is for yoursclt that you fear
the yoke of eternal fidelity.”

“No, no! it ix nothing of the kind,” said Lémor, despond.-
ingly: “that which I fear, that which it is impossible for cither
you or myself to submit to, you know; but you will not, you
cannot comprehend its consequences and extent.  Yet this has
often been a subject of conversation between us when we little
thought that such a discussion should ever personally affect us,
and become, to me at least, a question of life or death.”

*® Iy it possible that you should attach yoursclf to a point so
visionary, Heury ? What! shall not love itself be able to over-
come it? * Ah! you love but little, like all other men!” she
added with a profound sigh. *““Where vice docs not wither the
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"soul, virtne hag the same effect; and in every way, Lase or
*sublime, you love ouly yourselves!”

“T am most unhappy in not being able to make mysclf un-
derstood, and in being takeu for a wretch when 1 feel within
myself all the heroism of love,” he replied with bitterncss.
“The word may appear to you ambitious, and yet it ought to
make you sigh for pity. My sufferings arc true, however; they
arc great, and perhaps beyond my courage.”

And Ilenry burst into tears.

The despondency of the young man was so profound and so
sincere that Madame de Blanchemont was terrified.  She pei-
ceived in these hurning tears an invincible refusal of happiness,
an eternal adicu to all the illusions of love and youth.

“Oh, my dear Hemy!” exclaimed Marcelle, “ what injury
have you then determined to inflict upon us both!  Why this
despair, when you are the master of my life—when nothing
prevents us from being all to each other, in the face of heaven
and of man? Is my chil't an obstacle between us? Do you
not {eel sutticient greatness of soul to extend to him a part
of that wffection which you entertain for me? Do you fear
some day having to reproach yourself with forsaking that child
of my heart 2’

“Your child!” excluimed Henry with o heavy sigh. “I
should have a fear far more serious than that of not loving him
enough: T should have the fear of loving him tob well, and of
not. heing able to resign him, and, in the course of time, to see
his life occupied in interests wholly the reverse of mine,  Cus-
tom and public opinion would command me to yicld him to
the world; and 1 must cither tear him from me, or else, ine-
taining him, render him poor and desolate.  No, I could not
look upon him with sufticient selfishness and inditference to con-
sent to train him in the habits of & man of his own class. No,
uo! That and all other things—everything, indeed, both in
your position and my own—are insurmountable obstacles. On
whichever side T turn, | see only the rage of madness—nisery
tor you, cares for me. 1t is impossible, Marcelle, for evermore
impossible! Tlove you too well to accept the saciilice of which
you cannot anticipate the results nor measure the extent. You
are not aware of them, but I perceive them clearly.  Yon con-
gider me as an undecided and feeble dreamer: 1 am an obsti-
nate and incorrigible one.  Perhaps you have somelimes
accused me of aflectation; but you have believed that onc
word of yours could at any time recal me.to that which you
cousidercd truth and reason. Oh! 1 am more unhappy than
‘you think, and I love you more than you can comprehend
now; but hercafter—iyes, hereafter you will thank me in the
depth of your heart for having had the regolution to be un-
happy «lone.”

“Heteafter! And why?  And whercefore?  Tell me.”

“ Hereafter, 1 say, when you shall rouse yourself from the
dark and accursed dream into which 1 have enticed you; when
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you return to the world and partake in its soft and sweet -
toxications; in short, when you shall he no longer an angel,
but when you have descended npon earth again.”

“Yes, yos, when I shall be scared with egotism and cor
rupted with flattery! That is what you would suv—that is
what you would augur of me! In your savage pride you be-
lieve me incapable of embracing your ideas and comprehiending
your feclings. However painful it may e to say it, you find
that I am not worthy of you, Henry.”

“*What you arc saying is fearful, madam, and this struggle
cannot be much longer supported. Tet me flv, for we ciannot
now comprehend cither cach other or ourselves!”

“ You leave me thus ?”

“No, I never leave you. T go, indecd, far from your pre-
sence, to contemplate you and to adoie you in the scaict
depths of my heart! 1 go to suffer cternally, bt with the
hope that you will forget me. T go with remorsd for having
desired to win your affections, but with the consolation of not
having bhascly abused them.” -

Madame de Blanchemont had risen to detain Hemv, hut <he
fell back, overcome, upon her reat.

“ Why, then, have you desired to see me ?” she demanded,
in a cold and offended tone, secing himn preparing to depaid

“Yer, yes!” he exclaimed, “ you have reason to reproach
me; but this is a last injury on mv part. I felt the desite, and
I yielded to the necessity, of secing yon onee again 1 hopad 1
should have found you changed towards mie; vour silence led
me to believe it: 1 was consumed with grict, and I thought 1
should gather strength from beholding yow indifference to
effect my cure. Why did I come? Why do you love me? Am
I not the basest, the most ungrateful, the most barbaious, the
most hateful of men?  But it is better that you see me thos,
that you may be thoroughly convinced that there is nothing in
me to regret. If my feclings constrained me to seck this Jast
interview. you will reap from it the benetit of knowing me as
Iam.”

The manner of Ienry Lémor was wild and agitated.  His
countenance, ordinarily distinguished Ly a tone of puie and
simple gravity, had now lost all self-control. His voice, genc-
rally fo soft and sympathising, had become so low und tremu-
lous as to be nlmost inaudible. Marcelle plainly perecived the
acuteness of his sufferings, but her own were so poignant that
she wag unable to cxert herself for their mutual consolation.

" Bhe remaincd pale and silent, her hands clasped, her person
fixed and rigid as a statue. Henry had reachied the door to
depart, but, turning to take a last farewcll look, and seeing her
thus stricker, he retmined and fell at her feet, which he covered
with his kisses and his tears.

* Adieu!” he cxclaimed, “most bLeautiful, most pure of
women®most faithful in friendship, most devoted in love!
May you find & heart worthy of you; may you mcet with one
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who will love you as T have loved, and whose lot may be
&xempt from all that may discourage the happiness of life; may
you he blessed and happy, without cxperiencing the struggles
of an cxistence such as mine; and, if there still remains in
the world in which you live any remnant of holy truth and
human charity, reanimate it with your own divine breath, and
obtain favour froin God for your class and your age, which you
alone arc worlhy of redeeming!”

With thesc words Lémor precipitately departed, forgetting
that he lett Marcelle to despair,  In truth, he seemed followed
by the Furies.

Madame de Blanchemont remained for a long time as if in
a state of stupefaction. At length she retnrned to her own
apartment, and walked heavily and gloomily backwards and
forwards until the first beams of the morning broke, without
shedding o tear or breaking the silence of the night by breath-
ing a ~ingle sigh.

£t would he boldness to aftirm that this widow of two-and-
twentv, beantiful, rich, and celebrated in the world for her
ovace. her talent, and her spirit, was not to a certain degree
humiliated and indignant to find her hand refused by a man
without birth, [ortune, or reputation, It might not be true
comae, 50 mueh as offended pride, which suppoited her under
the fust pressure of the blow ; but it was not Jong before the
vrue nohility of her sentiments suggested to her move scrious
rctlections, and for the first time she was plunged in profound
achiberation on the course of her own life and the lives of those
by whom she was surrounded  She recalled all that Henry
hul said during their vmious interviews, when love between
them was bat a hopeless question; and was astonished at
ierselt not o have received, as serious principles, sentiments
which +1e had considered as merely the 10mantic ideas of an
anstere mimd  After w time she bepan to judge him with
the candour which a generous disposition must always recal,
even in the midst of the most violent emotions of the heart.
As the howrs of the night passed on, and the distant clocks
cchoed cach other in their clear and gilvery voices throuzh
the great sleeping city, Mareelle arrived at that clearness
of pereeption which a long vigil usually brings to sorrow.
FEducated in widely dificrent prineiples from those of Lémor,
she had yet been predestined to share tho love of the ple-
beiwn, and to take refuge in it from all the gricfk and lan-
guor of her aristocratic life.  She was one of those powc_rful
and impassioned souls who carry in their own organiza-
tion the necessity of self-devotion, and who can conceive
no other happiness than that which they bestow. Unfortu-
nate in her domestic lifc, tired of the world, she abandoned
herself, with all the romantic ardour of o young girl, to the
sentimentr which she soon learned to look upon as her religion.
If in her childhood her devotion was warm and ardent, so
now at a later date her love had becomo & passion. These
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feelings gave strength to each other, for religion would conse-
crate love by binding it in indissoluble ties, as soon as the free-
dom to reccive thoso ties existed. She had thought with joy
of sacrificing both those material interests, so prized by the
world, and the narrow prejudices of birth, which had never
deceived her judgment.  She contemplated doing things which
the world would cither laugh at or condemn ; but she had not
fagescen that her plans would fail, and that the pide of the
plebeian would reject almost as an affront the sacrifice she
meditated. .

Enlightened in a moment by the fear, the grief, the opposi-
tion of Lémor, Marcelle recalled to her dismayed mind all the
glimmerings which she hud caught of that social crisis which
agitated the age. The women of our times no longer find
themselves strangers in the highest 1egions of thought; and
henceforth all, to the extent of their capacity, may, without
incurring ridicule, or Leing charged with affectation, read every
day under every form of periodical or 1omance, philosophy,
politics, and poctry, official discourses or familiar conveirsation,
in the great, sorrowful, diffuse, yet contradictory, hook of actual
life. She therefore well knew, as we all do, that the pre-
sent dulness and sickliness ol socicty are the result of a
struggle between the past which draws us back, and the
future, which impcls us forward  #he perecived the dawning
of great light, and foresaw an impending contest more or less
distant. She was not of a pusillanimous nature ; she had no
fear, and did not, shut her eves on that which was approach-
ing. The regrets, the complaints, the teriows, and recrimina-
tions of her great rvelations had actually had the cffect of
making her wearied and disgusted with the feeling of fear.
Youth cannot curse the time of its Dlossoming, nor those
years so charming and so cherished, though charged with
gtorms and tempests.  The tender and courageous Marcelle
agsurcd herselt, we may smile at the storm and the thunder,
under the shelter of the ncearest hittle wood, with the being
whom we love. The struggle which could onlv menaceeher
wordly inteiests appeared to her therefore but a jest.  “Of
what importance is ruin —exile—imprisonment ' she asked
herself, when she heard of the impending tewrors hovering
over the pretended happiness of the age.  “They can never
banish love; and for me, thanks to heaven! I love a man so
humlae that he may be spared.”

Only she had not yet reflected, that she might be wounded
in her affections by that dark and mysterious struggle which
would assuredly accomplish itself in defiance of every appa-
rent ohstacle—a struggle of sentiments and ideas which must
henceforth imperatively be carried on; and Marcelle found her-
self precipitated in an instant into the midst of these dream-
like illusions. Tho intellectual and moral war declared
Between the opposite classes imbued them with contrary pas-
sions and opinions ; and Marcelle found a sort of irreconcilable

o thie -
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encmy in the man who adored her.  Terrified at first at this
discovery, she familiarised hersclf with it by degrees, and
found that it suggested to her new desigus, still more generous
and romantic than cven that which she had been cherishing
for the last month: and at the end of her long walk across her
silent and deserted apartments, she attained the calmness
which usually follows a determined purpose, though the reso-
lution she had formed was one which she alone could contem-
plate without a smile of wonder or of pity.
All this passed recently—perhaps as lately as the last yeat.

CHAPTER 1L
TIHE JOURNEY.

In consequence of Marcelle having married her cousin, she still
retained the name of Blanchemont, which she had previously
borne. The eslate and the chateau of Blanchemont formed a
purt of her inheritance.  The land was of importance, but the
house, abandoned for more than s hundred years to the occupa-
tion of those who farmed the property, was no longer habitable
even for them, threatening, as it did, to fall into a total ruin,
and the c¢xpense of renovation being too great to be undertaken.
Mademoiselle de Blanchewmont being an o3 phan heiress, brought
up in a convent at Paris, and marrying very young, had never
been juitiated by her husband into the management of her
own aflairs, nor had she ever even visited the domains of her
ancestolts  Influenced by new teelings, she now formed the
resolution of commencing a pilgrimage by going first to
SMlanchemont, with a view of ultimately establishing hersclf
there, if such a residence could be made to accord with her
views.  She was not ignorant of the dilapidated state of her
caxtle, but this was one 1cason for her casting an eye of preference
on this abode.  The embarrassed state in which her husband
had Ieft his affairs, and the apparent disorder of her own,
served as a pretence for nndertaking a jomrney which she spoke
of as being likely to occupy only a few weeks, but to which,
in her sceret thoughts, she assigned no precise limits, her real
intention heing to give up Paris, and the sort of life to which
she was there subjected. -

Fortunately for these projects, there were no members af her
fawily who might feel it incumbent upon them to undertake
the duty of giving her their company and assfstance.  Bein,
an only child, she was not placed in a position to be compelle
to decline the protection of a sister, or an eldet brother. The
purents of her husband, fecling alarmed at the embarrassed
atate in which he had left Lis affairs—which the most prudent
management could alone hope to arunge—were, at the same
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time, delighted and surprised to see a woman of two-and-
twenty ycars of age, who had never before shown the least
taste or aptitude for business, form the resolution of arranging
all the nccessary concerns herself, and of going to see with her
own cyes, the real condition of her property. They had, how-
cver, some objections to make to her undertaking such a
* journcy alone with her child. They wisbed her to be accom-
panied by her steward, and they feared that the child would
suffer from a journey undertaken when the heat was so
cxtreme. Marcelle replicd to the elder Blanchemonts, her
father and mother-in-law, that o long téte-a-téte journcy with
an old man of law, was not exactly of a naturc to soften the
weariness of the task which she had imposed upon herself—
that she should find among the provinciul solicitors instruc-
tions more {o the purpose, and advice bLetter adapted to the

locality; in short, that it was not so very difficult a thing to '

settle accounts and renew leases with farmers, Then, as for
the child, the air of Paris was only rendering him still more
aund more debilitated, while the country exercise and sunshine
would soon restore him. At last Marcelle, being perfectly
aware of the obligations imposed upon her in the character of
guardian of her son, hazarded an adroit stroke to triumph
over the obstacles which she had forescen and prepared for,
during the night’s vigil which we have reported in the preceding
chaptor. She was still in a great mcasure ignorant of the
liabilitics resting on the succession of the Blanchemont cstate,
whether the tecnants had made any considerable advances of
their rents, and whether or not the property was mortgaged.
It was her duty to go and inquire into all these things, to
investigate them herself in order to ascertain on what footing
she ought henceforth to live, so that she might not compromise
the future inheritance of her son.  She spoke so wiscly of these
things which, in reality, interested her very little, that at the
cnd of a dozen hours she won the victory, and brought all
the family to approve and allow her resolution. Her love for
Henry dwelt so deep and secretly within her heart, that not a
suspicion of it arose to disturb the confidence of her family.

Supported by an unaccustomed activity, and by an enthusias-
tic hope, Marcelle slept but little better than on the night which
followed her last interview with Lémor. Her drecams were
wild and extravagant, somctimes ludicrous, sometimes painful.
V‘ch'icd with her unquict pillow, she rose at the first dawn of
day.

And now the glorious sun had riscn in the clear, blue sky,
and its bright beams piercing through the drapery of the cur-

tains made that sanctuary appear enchanting, which in by- -

gonce days Madame de Blanchemont had herself decorated
with such exquisite tuste, and which now recalled so many soft
and tender recollections. It was there that, flying from the
world, she had buried herself among books and dreams in the
midst of the rich perfume of o luxury of flowers of unequalled
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beauty, such as can be found only in Paris, and which in the
present day form an essential part in the arrangements of an
clegant lady. It had been her pleasure to adorn and embel-
lish that retreat, to render it poctical, and she had attached
hersclf to it as to a mysterious asylum, when the sorrows of
her life, and the pride of her soul might be appeased in prayer
. and contemplation. Walking through those apartments she
gazed around with a long look of atfection, and then pro-
nounced the form of an eteinal adieu to all those mute wit-
nesses of her most private life—a life as retired as that of the
flower which loves not cven the gaze of the sun, but droo
its head under the folinge, loving best the freshness and the
shade.

“Retreat of my heart, adorned according to the dictates of
my Qwn taste, I have loved you!” thought she, “but I can no
longer love you, for you have been the scene and the encou-
rager of the slothfulness of wealth.  You could only henceforth
represent to my eyes all that separates me from Henry! I
could thercfore never more look upon you but with distaste
and bitterness. T leave you before I hate you. Severe Ma-
donna, thou wouldst ccase to protecct me! Pure and spotless
mirrors, you would detest my image! Beautiful flowers, you
shall have for me no longer cither grace or odour!”

After having for a time indulged in these reflections before
writing to Lémor, as she had rerolved on doing, she stole
quietly to the bed of her boy to contemplate and bless his
slnimbers.  The sight of that pale-child, in whom precocious
intelligence had been developed at the expense of physical
puwer, excited in her emotions of passionate tenderness. She
spoke to him in her heart, as if he were able in his sleep to
hear and understand the cmotions of her maternal golicitude,

“TRest in peace,” said she, addressing him internally: “I
do not love Aim more than I love you. Be not jealous. If he
were not the hest and most estimable of men I would not give
him to you for a father. Angelic child, you arc ardently and
faithfully loved! Sleep in peace, for we shall never part!”

Marcelle, bathed in delicious tears, returned to her chamber,
and wrote the few following lines to Lémor :—

You are right, and I comprehend you. 1am not worthy of you now, but 1
have determined to become so. 1 am undertaking a long journey, but do not
bu anxious on my account, and love mo still. In a year, to the very day, you
shall receive o letter from me. Arrange your affairs so €8 to be at liberty to
come to me wherever I may summon you. If you shofld then belleve me
not to be sufficiently altered you shall give me another Fear—one ycar, two
years, with hope, ts almost to happl for two gs who, for a long
time, lived without hope. v

This note was sent carly in the morning, but M. Lémor was
not to be found. He had departed in the night, and it was
uot known where le Tlm(l gone nor for Low long a time,
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had left his humble lodgings. Still there was an assurance
that her Tetter would reach him, because one of his fricnds was
commissioned to come every day to receive his correspondence
and forward it to him. :

Two days after, Madame de Blanchemont, with her son,
her femme de chambre, and one domestic, were travelling across
the wilderness of Sologne.

Having left Paris cighty leagues Dbehind, our travelleis
found themselves almost in the centre of France, and slept
in a town the nearest to Blanchemont, although that was
still five or six leagues distant, and in the heart of the coun-
try. Notwithstanding all the new roads which have been
opened to assist the frcedom of commmunication, there is so
little animaiion in the intercourse, that even at a short dis-
tance from the requred place, it is difficult to obtain from
the inhabitants any ceitain information of the localitics.
Everybody knows perfectly well the way to the town or the
district whither his affairs call him from time to iime; but if
you ask the way to the village or the farm, which is but a league
beyond, the answer will probably be, “ 'There are so many
ways—and they arc all so much alike!”  Rising carly in the
morning to prepare for the departure of their mistress, the
attendants of Madame de Blanchemont could not obtain
from the innkecper, nov from his servants, nov yet of the
country travellers who were sojourning there and who were
still half aslecp, any certain information respecting the road
to Blanchemont  Nobody knew exactly where it was situated
One came from Montlugon, another knew the Chateau-Meil-
lant, all had travelled a hundred times over Ardentes and
Chatre, but none of them knew Blanchemont further than hy
nane.

“1 have heard of it,”" said one  “f know the farmer who
lives at Blanchemont, but 1 have never been there. 1t is a
long way off. at least four leagues.”

“Faith,” said another, “ I have seen the Blanehiemont cat-
tle at Berthenonx fair not louger ago than last yvewr, and L
talked to M Bricolin the tavmer there. just as Lam talking to
you now. Yes, yos, I know Rlanchemont, but L don’t know
where it is to be found ”’

The servant, like all inn servants, knew nothing of the sur-
rounding ncighbourhood: like all inn servants, too, she hiad
bLeen but a little time in that place

The lady’s maid and the man-servant, accustomed to follow
their mistress to those brilliant residences, known more than
twenty leagues around, and situated in civilized countries,
Dhegan to think themselves in the depths of Sahara. Their
fuces lengthened and their self-love sutfured cruelly in having
to ask without success the way to a house which they were
griug to honour with their presence

“1g it a den—a soldiers’ barrack 7" said Suzette with an
air of scomn to Lapierre,
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‘“ It is the palace of Corybantes,” replied Lapierre, who had

admired in his youth a melodrama which had had great suc-

* cess, entitled, “ The Chiteau de Corisande,” and who clumsily
applied that name to every ruin that he met with.

At last a ray of light struck the stable-boy.

“We have o man sleeping up above who can tell you all
about it, for it is his business to travel all over the country both
day und night. Tt is Grand-Louis, otherwise called the Long
Miller.”

“‘Go and feich the Long Miller,” said Lapierre with an air
of dignity : “it seems that his bedchamber is situated at the
top of a ladder.”

The Long Miller descended from his loft, stretching his huge
limbs Secing the athletic structure of his imposing person,
Lapicerre gave up his facetious superiority, and interrogated
him with politeness.  'T'he Miller proved to be the most able of
instructors; but, after the information which he gave Suzette,
she judged it necessary to introduce him to Madame de Blanche-
monti, who was taking her chocolate in an apartment with little
Edward, and who, far fiom partaking in the consternation of
her people, was rejoiced to hear that Blanchemont was a lost
and almost undiscoverable country.

This almming specimen of the inhabitants, who presented
himsell that moment before Marcelle, was six feet high—
a remarkable stature in a country where the men are gene-
rally below tho middle size. He was proportionately robust,
well-made, easy in his motions, and posscssing a striking per-
son The young ghls in his own necighbourhood called him
“ Handsome Miller,” and this cpithet was also quite as well
merited as the other of “Long.””  After he had wiped away
the flow, which generally covercd his face, with the back of his
sleeve, he discovered a complexion of tho most beautiful tone
—brown, sunny, animated. His features were regular, though,
like his limbg, on a large rewde; his eyes black and well-shaped ;
his teeth bright and dazzling; his hair curling and undulating,
and sarronnding a square-shaped and well-developed forehead,
which bespoke mote of ingenuity and good sepse tfian of the
ideal of poetry. He wore o lvrge dark-blue blouke, with trousers
of grey cloth; and his dercription is soon ended if we mention
his iron-tipped shoes, and a heavy stick of the wood of the
rervice-tree, terminated by o weighty knob of the branch which
formed it, which made it into a specics of club.:

He entered with a confidence which might have been taken
for effrontery, if the softness of his clear blue eyes, and the smile
of hislarge, vermilion ngouth, had not horne witness that open-
hearted sincerity, kindness, and a sort of careless philosophy,
formed the depths of his character.

“@ood morning, madam,” said he, touching his shabby grey
hat with its wide brim, but without cxactly lifting it from hig
head; for while the old peasant of past days is obsequious, and
disposed to salute all who are better dressed than himself, those

B
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who date after tlic Revoltition ars remirkable fot the tenacity
with which they keep their heads covered.  “1 hear that you
wish me to tcll you the way to Blanchemont.”

Marcelle had not seen the Long Miller enter, and his power-
ful and sonorous volce made het start. She turned quickly
round, a lttle surprised at first al his unbecoming dttitude ;
but such is the privilege of beauty of person, that after mutually
cxaminlng eacli othet, the young miller and the young lady
soon forgot the mistrust which difference of rank always at first
inspires: ohly Marcelle, seeing him disposed to assume a tone
of familiarity, believed it to De her duty to recal him to the
respect which she considered due to her sex, by praclising
great politeness on her own side.

“T am greatly obliged to you for your kindness,” replied she,
bowing to himn; “and J reqtiest you to tell me, sir, if therc is a
passable catriage-road from here to Blanchemont.”

The Long M?ll_cr, without being invited, had already taken a
«¢Hair to sit down; but hearlng himself addressed as *“sir,” he
comprehended with quick acdteness that his business was with
an amiable and respectable lady, and that he was alone in her
preschee. Therefore, instoad of seating himsclf, he softly lifted
the hat from his head, and leaned upon the back of the chair
a8 if to support himself.

“'Thete is an adjoining road,” said he, “where people need
not be overturhed if they tuke care. The only thing is to fol-
low 1t without turning into any other. T will direct yonr pos-
tillon. But the best way would be to take a patache fiom here,
for the late rulhs and storms have done a great deal of damage
i1 the Black Valley, and 1 am afraid that the little wheels of
your carringe could not get through the ruts. Dethaps they
might, but I would not answer for it.”

71 gee that these ruts arc not very agreeable, and that it
will be more prudent to follow your advice. You ave sure that
we dotld not be overturned in & patache 2"

“Oh! there is ne fear of that, madam.”

“1 am mot afraid for mysclf, but for this little child, I musi
bo prudent on his account.”

Tt would be a pity to hurt him,” said the Long Miller, ap-
proaching the young Edward with an air of sincere kindness :
*the little fellow is so delicate and pretty.”

“He I8 very dclicate—is he not ?”” said Marcelle with o
smile,

“He Is not strong, indeed, but he is as pretty as a girl.  So,
then, you are coping into the country to us, sir?”

¥ 8top, you great man!” cried Bdward, catching bold of the
Miller, who had %ient towards him, “and make me touch the
ceiling."”

_The Miller took the child, and lifling him above his head,
whlked the length of the room, suffering him to touch the black
and smoky cornice.

“Take care!” exclaimed Madame de Blanchemont, a little
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ulam;::clidut the casy way it which this rustic Hercules handled

her child.

* “Do not fear,” replicd Grand-Louis ; “I would rather break
all the alochons of my mill than a finger of this little gentle-
man,”

The word “ alochon” amused the child, who continued to re-
peat {t, laughing, but without comprehending it.

“You do not understand that,” said the Miller; “hut it
mcans the little wings, the bits of wood, that are placed upon
the wheel, and which the motioh of the water forces round. I
will show them to you if ever you pass By our way.”

“Yes, yes! alochon !” said the child, bursting into laughter,
and laying himself down in the arms of the Miller.

“The little rogue is merry,” said Grand-Louis, replacing him
in his chair. “ My business calls me away, madam. Is this all
that T can do to serve you?”

“Yes, my friend,” replied Marcelle, whose kindness of heart
overcarhe her reserve. ) ®

“Oh! Iask nothing better than to bo your friend,” enetge-
tically replied the Miller, with a look that sufficiently expressed
thiat, from a person less youhg and less beautiful, such familiarity
would not have been to his taste.

“That is good,” thought Marcelle, Llushing and smiling at
u:l?i sgmc time, ‘“and I must take it as a warning.” And sho
added—

‘ Adiey, sir. Without doubt we shall meet again, for you
are an inhabitant of Blanchemont.”

“A near neighbour. I am the Miller of Angibault, about a
league from your chéteau; for 1 belicve you are the Lady of
Blanchemont "’

Marcelle had charged her people not to betray het éncognito.
She desired to travel through the country unknown; but she
saw very well, by the Miller's manner, that her condition as a
landed proprictor did not excite so much sensation as she had
fearcd. A landlord who does not reside on his estéte is a stranger
in whom no onc is interested. The farmer who topresents him,
und transacts all the business of his property, is ‘= much greater
personage. .

Notwithstanding the plang which she had fofimed, of setling
off at an early hour an(}) reaching Blanchemont before noon,
Marcelle was obliged to pass the greater part of #he day al that
village inn. .

All the village conveyances were absent on acgount of a great
fair being held in the neighbourhood, and theywere obliged to
wait the return of the first which should happen to come. 1t
was not till three o’clock in the afternoon that Suzette brought
the tidings to her mistress, delivered in a lamentuble tone, that
a species of osicr basket, horrible and disgraceful, was the only
vchicle at her disposal.

To the great astonishment and wonder of the maid, Madame
de Blanchemont did not hesitate to accept the accommoda-
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tion. Taking with her a few packages of real necessity, she
consigned the rest of her luggage to the carc of her host of
the inn, and departed in the classical patache, that respectable
witness of the simplicity of our forefathers, becoming every
day more rare even in the roads of the Black Valley. The
one which it was Marcelle’s ill chance to ncet with was of the
most indigenous construction, and of an antiquity not to be
contemplated without respect. It was long and shallow like
a coffin, and no species of spring regulated its motion. The
wheels, being as high as the head, were thus enabled to brave
the muddy ditches which furrow the travelling routes, and
which the Miller had been willing to describe as mere ruts,
influenced no doubt by national vanity. In fact, the hood
itsclf was but of woven osier basket-work, roughly plastered
in the inside with a mixture of mud and hair, from which
every jolt of the vehicle brought down some detached por-
tions upon the heads of the travellers within A little self-
willed horse, lcan and spirited, drew this rustic vehicle tole-
"ably well; and the patackon, that is to say, the driver, sat
on onc side upon the shaft, his legs hanging down; and as our
forefathers found that the most convenient way of getting into
a carriage was to bring a chair rather than to embarrass the
limbs by a footboard, perhaps he was the least stifled and the
least uncomfortable of the whole caravan. There perhaps
still exist in our country two or three vehicles of this sort
among the rich old country-people, who will not depart from
the ways of their anccstors, and who maintain that car-
riages suspended by springs have the effect of cramping their
limbs,

However, the journey was rather more endurable while the;
followed the high-road. The driver was a boy of fiftcen, red-
haired, flat-nosed, impudent, fool-hardy, not at all careful of
his horse, but stiinulating its spirit by all the oaths in his rich

ocabulary; and without the least respect for the presence of
he ladies, be amused himself by exhausting the energy of the
sgirited pony, who had never in his life tasted oats, and whom
the sight of the surrounding verdure served to excite and ani-
mate. But when at last he was surrounded by an arid land,
he began to hang his head with an air of discontent and sul-
lenness, and to drag his burthen on with a sort of rage, with-
out the slightest regard to the ruggedness of the way, which
imparted to the carriage a very miserable rolling and jolting
pmtiom
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« CHAPTER IIIL
THE MENDICANT.

TriNgs were much worse when they got out of the sandy roads
and descended into thc low grass lands of the Black Valley.
‘While on the borders of the sterile plain over which they had

assed, Mudame de Blanchemont had admired the vast and
imposing landscape which had unrolled itself beneath her
feet, the extent of which was bounded only by the horizon,
melting into the pale violet of the cvening sky, and girdled
with the golden rays of the setting sun. All France can
scarcely boast a fairer site. Notwithstanding, the vegetation,.
viewed in detail, does not posscss a great luxuriance. No
rivers of importance flow through this part of the country;
and the inhabitants arc so few that the sun docs not shine
on many slated roofs. We have no picturesque mountains,
nothing striking, nothing wonderful in this scene of peaceful
nature, but a grand development of cultivated land in an
infinite division of fields and mcadows, of copse and under-
wood, and of wide pasture-lands, presenting an endless variety
of outline and shade in a general harmony of decp-toned ver-
dure, verging upon blue. A mixture of enclosed plantations,
of cottages half buried in their own orchards, of rows of lofty
poplars, of tufted pasturcs in the depths, of ficlds of a paler
green, and hedges of a brighter colowring, contrasting with
the dark shades of tbe neighbouring masses. In short, in the
extent of fifty square leagucs, which the eye embraces at a
single glance from the heights on which the cottdges of Labreuil
or of Corlay are situated, a view presents itself at once vast and
imposing. But our travellers very soon lost sight of this mag
nificent panorama. Once involved in the infricacies of thic
Black Valley, the whole scene was changed, as they alternately
ascended and descended through the half-hidden roads wind-
ing among the woods; they dig not, indeed, cogst along preci-
pices, but the roads were precipices of themsedlves. The sun
sinking behind the trees imparted to them a pgculiar physiog-
nomy, at once wild and graceful. There were mysterious
shadows flitting through the dark thickets, and tracks of
an emerald grecn which conducted to impaseable stagnant
morasses, or to rapid turnings, which it is impossible to
ascend in any carriage, and which, while they afford conti-
nual cnchantment to the imagination, are replete with real
danger to those who adwenture in any other way than on foot,
or at most on homscback, among these capricious and perfi-
dious, but scducing windings. .
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‘While the sun was above the horizon, the red-headed sim-
pleton managed matters tolerably well. He followed the way
that was most beaten, and consequently the roughest, but also
tho safest. Hec crossed two or three streams, following the
traces of the cart-wheels imprinted on their banks; but matters
changed when the sun had set, and night came suddenly on in
those secluded, hollow ways, and the Jast*peasant to whom he
had addressed himself answered, with an air of indifference—

“Go on, go on; you have only a short lcague to go, and it
is all good road.”

Now this was the sixth peasant in about the last two hours
who had told them that they had but a short league to go,
and the road, always 8o very good, was such that the horse was
exhausted, and the travellers were at the end of their patience.
Marcelle herself began to fear that they should be overturned ;
for if the driver and his pony required broad day to pick out
their way, and that, too, with the utmost care, it was impos-
sible that in the depth of night they could avoid the chasms
which rendered the country at once so dangerous and so pictu-
resque, and which, offering an instantaneous interruption to
the traveller, may precipitatc him in a moment down ten or
a dozen perpendicular feet.  The boy had never before pene-
trated so far into the Black Valley, and he grew impaticnt,
swearing like onc possessed every time he was obliged to re-
trace his steps to recover the road. He complained of hunger
and thirst, lamented the fatigue of his horse while beating
him most cruelly, and gave himself the airs of a town-bred
youth, consigning to destruction the barbarous country and
all its stupid inhabitants.

More than once, finding the road precipitous but dry, Mar-
celle and her attendants had alighted from their vehicle; but
they could not walk for five minutes without reaching onc of
those numerous hollows filled with water from the natural
springs, which, being unable to escape thus, formed themselves
into pools, impossible for a delicate woman to pass over on
foot. The Parisian Suzette said that she preferred being over-
turned to leaving her shoes in the mire; and Lapierre, who
had passed his life in pumps on polished floors, was so very
awkward, that Madame de Blanchemont did not darc to allow
him to carry her child,

The common manner of the peasant when he is agked the
way, no matter where, is to answer—* Go straight on-——always
go stra;fht on!’ which is simply a pun, a kind of quibble,
which signifies that we must walk stra.iglht upon our legs, for
there is not a single straight road in the Black Valley. The
numberless ravines formed by the Indre, the Vauvre, the
Couarde, the Gourdon, and a hundred other streams, which
change their names in their course, and which have never
been humiliated under the yoke of bridge or causeway of
sbegping-stones, forco travellers to thke a thousand turnings
and windings to find a fordable way, so that they are often
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obliged to turn their backs on the very spot which in reality
they are labouring to approach.

Huving reached, at a meeting of roads surmounted by a
cross, o sinister spot, which ihe imagination of the peasantry
always pcoples with demons, sorcercrs, and fantastic animalg,
our cmbarrassed travellers addressed themselves to a”mendi-

“cant who was sitting on the dead man’'s stone, and who cried

to them in a monotonous voice, * Charitable souls, have pity
on a poor unfortynate being !

The massive proportions of this very old, but still very robust
man, who was armed with an enormous stick, would have
rendered the ides, of an attack hand to hand a little discou-
raging. The waning light did not allow them ta perceive the
scvere character of his countcnance; but thero wag, in the
cadence of his harsh voice, something more imperious than
supplicatory. His dejected attitude, and his dirty and ra%ggcd
garh, contrasted strongly with the singular freak of fancy
]whilch made him wear an old bouguet, and a faded ribben in
1is hat. .

“My friend,” said Marcclle, giving him some money, *direct
us to Blanchemont, if you know the way.”

The beggar gravely continued to jecite a Latin Ave Marig,
which he had designedly commenced, instead of replying.

‘““ Answer at once!” said Lapicrre to him; “you can mutter
your paternosters afterwards.”

The mendicant turned his head towards the lacquey with an
air of contompt, and continued his prayers. -

“PDan’t talk to that man,” said the yed-headed driver; “he
is an old beggar who beats about the country, and never
knows where he is going. He is met everywhere, but nobody
can find any eense in him." .

“I'he way to Blanchemont ?’ said the beggar at last, when
he had finished his prayer; “you are not in tho way, my
chil]dren, You must go back, and take the first turn to the
right.” )

‘ Are you certain ?” said Marcelle.

“1 have gone that way more than six hundred times. Jf
you don't bLelieve me, do as you like; it's gll the samo to
me.” ¢ )

“He appears sure of what he says,” said Marcello to her
driver. “Listen to him, What interest ca he have in de-
ceivipg us ?” ;

“Bah! the pleasure of making mischief!” geplied the boy,
gloomily. “I have my suspicions of that ma&” .

Marcelle insisted upon following the adviog of the mendi-
cant, and their ychicle was soon plunged in @ narrow track,
particularly steep and windinf.

The horse stumbled and the boy swore at every step. ‘I
know,” Lic muttered, “ that the old, sullen fclow has done it
on purpose to make us lose our way,”
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“We must go on,” said Marcelle, * since it is impossible for
us to return.”

A little further on, the road became almost impassable, but
it was too narrow for turning the carriage round, two splen-
did hedges almost cnclosing them.  After performing miracles
of strength and devotion, the little horse reached the bottom,
and paused under a mass of old oak trees, which seemed to
be on the skirt of the wood. Thc road widened suddenly, and
they saw themsclves in front of a great picce of stagnant water
which gave little promise of being fordable. Notwithstanding
its formidable appearance, the driver ventured into it; but
having reached the centre, the vehicle began to sink so much
as to throw them all on one side. This was the last exploit
of the poor Buccphalus, The patacke sank on one side as
deep as the axle of the wheel, and the horse, falling down,
broke his traces. He was now unyoked and quite detached
from the carriage. Lapierrc was in the water on his knees
groaning like a man in agony; and when he had helped the
patachon out of this dilemma, all their cflorts were vain (nei-
ther of them was very strong) to extricate the carriage. At
last the boy leaped quickly on his horse, and, swearing against
the sorcerer mendicant, sct off at u brisk trot, promising to go
and seek for aid, but in a tone and with a manncr which
foretold very significantly that he should very little reproach
himself if hc left the travellers to their fate till the next day.

Fortunately the vehicle had not been overturned ; although all
to the one side, it could still be occupicd; and Marcelle endea-
voured to arrange things within, go that her little son might sleep
more commodiously; for idwaid had for aJong time been asking
for his supper and his bed; and some dainties kept in reserve in
Suzette's pocket having appeased his hunger, he was very de-
sirous of commencing his slumbers. Madame de¢ Blanchemont,
judging that the little driver would not be in great haste to
return, in case he found a good lodging, thought it would be
better that Lapierre should go and search the environs, and try
to discover some one of the thatched cottages, so closely con-
cealed among the umbrageous trees, and so thoroughly silent
and shut up after the sctting of the sun, making it almost ne-
cesgary that they should be touched to be seen; and to take one
of these by assault, and obtain hospitality at an hour which the
habits of the country-people rendered unsessonable. Old La-
pierre had but ono anxiety, which was to find a fire, that he
might dry his feet Bfad save himself from the rheumatism. He
himself, therefore, warmly seconded the plan, after thoroughly
convincing himsclf that the vehicle, which was leaning against
the trunk of an old uprooted willow, wus not in danger of
sinking deeper, or being more entirely overturned. .

The most disconsolate of the party was Suzette, who had

eat fears of thieves, wolves, and serpents—three plagucs un-

nown in the Black Valley, but which are ncver out of the
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thoughts of a femme de chambre in travelling. However, the
cheerful indifference of her mistress prevented her from yield-
Jng herself up to noisy terror; so, drawing herself up as she best
could in the corner of the vchicle, she abandoned herself to
silent tcars.

- “Abh! well—what is the matter, Suzette?” asked Marcelle
when she perceived this.

“Alas! madam,” she replied, sobbing, *“ don’t you hear the
croaking of the frogs? They will come upon us, and fill the
carriage "

“ And devour us, without doubt ! ecxclaimed Marcelle, burst-
ing into a laugh.

And certainly the green-liveried dwellers of the swamp,
silenced and alarmed for a few moments by the digaster of the
horsc and the clamonr from the vehicle, had recommenced their
psalmody. They heard also the barking and howling of dogs, but
so far off that it afforded them little room to hope for prompt
assistance. The moon had not yet risen, but the brightness of
the stars was refleoted in the lavge expanse of water, which had
rerumed its limpidity, and a warm breeze breathed through the
tall receds which rose in thick tufts around its margin.

“Come, Suzette,” said Marcelle, who had alrcady yielded
herself up to a poetic reverie, “we are not so badly off as I
should have cxpccted in a swamp; and, if you were inclined,
you could slecp as well here as in your bed.”

““She must have lost her senses,” thought Suzctte, *at find-
ing herself in such a situation.”

“QOh, heavens! madam,” she cried, after & moment’s silence,
‘it seemns to me as if I heard the howling of a wolf! Are we
not in the middle of a wood 7"’

“T belicve the wood is only a willow-tree, and the wolf
which you hear howling is only a man singing. If we could
make him hear as wcll on pur side, he might help us to reach
terra firmn."”

‘“ And if he should be a thief 7’ .

‘‘In that case he is a very kind thief, who sings on purposc
to warn us to be upon our guard. Listen, Suzette! Without
any jest, he comes this way. I hear his voicc dfawing near.”

In truth, the sound of a rich and powerful voicé, full of manly
harmony, uncultivated and unacquainted with any of the rules
of art, hovered about the silent ficlds, accornpanied as if in
measure, by the slow and regular footfalls of a hiprse. But the
voice was yet far distant, and there was nothing that led to the
belief that the singer was travelling in the diyection of the
swamp, which was the lcss likely, as they belie it to be im-
passable. When the song was finished, either the horse was
travelling over the grass, or the villager had turned another
‘way, but they heard nctling more to give sign of his ap-
proach.

At that moment, Suzetie, abandoned to her terrors, saw a
dark shadow gliding silently along the edge of the marsh,
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which, from its reflection on the water, appeared gigantic. She
suffered a shriek to escape her, and the shadow, plunging into
the morass, came straight towards the vehicle, but with slow-
ness and precaution. -

“Do not be afraid, Suzette,” said Madam de Blanchemont,
who at that moment was not very well assured herself; “ it is
our old mendicant, who comes very opportuncly. Perhaps he
can tell us of some house, to which he can go and fotch us
assistance.”

“My friend,” said she, addressing the beggar with great pre-
sepce of mind, “my servant, who is close by, is looking for you,
that you may show us the way to the ncarest habitation.”

““Thy scrvant, my child !’ familiarly replied the mendicant;
‘“he is not here—he is a long way off.  And, besides, he is ro
old, so stupid, so feeble, that if he werc here he could not help
thee.”

"This time Marcclle was alarmed.

CITAPTER 1V.
THE SWAMP.

Tm1s answer sounded like the rough threat of a man who cer-
tainly entertained bad intentions. Marcelle snatched Edward
in her arms, resolved to defend him at the expense of her life,
if that wére necessary. She was meditating jumping inte the
water on the side of the vehicle opposite to that which the men-
dicaut had approached, when the rustic singer they had beforo
heard, took up a second couplet, and this time at a wuch shorter
distance. .

The mendicant paused.

““We aro logt !’” murmured Suzette; * it is the rest of the Land
who are coming!”

“We arc saved, on the contrary,” said Marcelle; “it is the
voice of an honest poasant.”

And certainly the voice was one that inspired confidence,
and the simple and mornl song bespoke the peace of a good
conscience.  The steps of the horse also drew near, and the
villager was evidently coming by the way which led to the
sWAmp.

The mendicant drew back, and stood motionless, manifesting
more circumspection than fear.

Marcelle leaned over the back of her conveyance to call the
peasant, but he was singing too Jond to hear; and if his hoyse,
startled at the dark massive objecl which the vehicle prescnted
bafmz’ tm, had not stopped gasping and panting, his master
would4dve passed on his way, without perceiving the situation
of the travellers.

* What the deuce is this?”’ exclaimed the voice of a stentor,
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which expressed anything but fear, and which Madame do
Blanchemont at once recognised as that of the tall miller.
“Holloa! holloa! friends. You can’t get through there. Ave
you all dead—that you don't speak ?” '

‘When Suzette rccognised the miller, with whose handsome
pesson she had been much struck in the morning notwithstand-
ing the indifference of his toilet, she resumcd her courage. She
cxplained the pitcous plight fo which her mistress and herself
were reduced; and Grand-Lauis, after having laughed without
mercy at their accident, assured them that nothing was so easy
in the world as to extricate them. The first thing he did was
to disencumber himself of a great sack of wheat which he was
carrying across his horse, when, perceiving the mendicant, who
did not appear to dream of hiding himself—

“What! are yon there too, Father Cadoche ?”’ said he in o
cheerful tone. “Stand out of the way, that I may throw my
sack down.”

“T camc here to try to help these poor things,” answered the
beggar; “but they are so far in the water that I cannot get
near them.”

“Be quiet, old man, and don’t get wct for nothing. At
your age it is dangerous. I can gect these women out very well
without you.”

And he came towards Madame de Blanchemont, wading in
the mire up to the breast of his horse.

“Come, madam,” said he cheerfully, “just get upon the
shaft, and mount behind me, 1t is quite casy; you will scarcely
wet the toes of your shoes. Your driver musi haye been a
blockhead to have swamped you-down here, when two steps
further to the left, there are not above six inches of mud.”

“Jam grieved to make you take such a miserablo bath,” said
Marcelle, “but my child !

“Ah! the little gentleman! That is right—hc ought to be
first. Pass him to me—here—he must come in front; the
suddle will not hurt him. My horse is not much used to such
things, nor its rider cither. Come, sit behind me, my little
lady, and don’t be afraid. Sophia has got a strong back and
sure legs.”

The miller softly deposited the mother and the whild upon
the greensward. )

““And me!” cried Syzctte; “aro you going to legve me herc
inside .

“No, mademaisclle,” said the tall Louis, returngng to feteh
her. :i‘givc me your parcels too; we shall all go Jogether, be
assured.” a

“ And now,” said he, when he had effected thefr complete
disembarkation, * that unlucky driver may have $he pleasure
of coming to look for his empty carriage when he_pleases. 1
have ncither cords nor traces to yoke Sophia, and make her
draw it; but I will conduct you wherever you like to go, my
little ladies.”
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““ Are we very far from Blanchemont "’ asked Marcelle:

“ Yes, that you are! Your driver has taken you an odd way
to get you there. It is two leagues farther; and when you
reached it, everybody would be in bed, and it would not be a
wery easy thing for you to make them get up and open the
doors. But, if you please, we are only & little league from my
Mill of Angibault: things arc not very grand there, but we
have every&ing that is necessary; and my mother is a good
woman, who will not be cross at being roused up to put clean
linen on the beds, and twist the necks of a couple of pullets.
Come, ladies—you shall go home with me without ceremony.
& la guerre comme & «a guerre, au moukin comme aw moulin. T'o-mor-
Tow morning they can get this patache out, and dry and cleau
it; and, in the mean time, it won't take cold by passing the
night in the open air; and then you can be conducted to
Blanchemont at any time you like.”

There was a cordiality and cven a dclicacy in the blunt in-
vitation of the miller; and Marcelle, won by the goodness of
his heart, and by the mention of his mother accepted it with
gratitude.

“That's right! you give me pleasure,” said the miller. ““I
don’t know you: perhaps you may be the Lady of Blanche-
mont, but it’s all the same to me. If you were the Evil Onc
(and they say he can make himself pretty when he pleases), 1
should unot be satisfied to lecave you to pass such a bad night
a8 you would have done here. Ah, by-the-bye, I must not
leave my sack of wheat bchind me; I must load Sophia with
it, and the little onc must sit in front, and mamma at the
back of it. Then, it won’t cramp you—on the contrary it will
help to support you. The demoisclle must comc with me on
foot, chatting to Father Cadoche, who is not very well dressed,
but who knows a great deal. But where is he gone, the old
serpent ?"’ said he, looking round for the mendicant, who had
disappearcd. “ Holloa! holloa! Father Cadoche, you must
come and sleep at my house too. He does not answer; he
does not fancy spending the night so. Come, ladies, let ug

on.”

“That man has frightened us very much,” said Marcelle ;
“you know him then ¢’

“1 have known him all my life. He is not a wicked man,
and ﬁou had no occasion to be afraid of him.”

“ He certainly seemed to be threatening us, and his manner
of sayinithee and thou did not appcar very encouraging.”

“Did he say thee and thou to you, the old buffoon! That
was not very suituble, but it is his mannecr, so do not think
about it. He is & man who means no harm—an original! In
short he is Father Cadoche, ‘The Uncle of all the World,’ as
he is called, and who promises his inheritance to all the
passers-by, while all the while he is nothing but a beggar, and
his gtick his only property.”

celle travelled very comfortably on the strong and
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peaceable Sophia. Little Edward, whom she held very securely
before her—* goutait fort cette fagon d’aller’’—nas good Lafon-
taine says; he kept kicking with his little feet to accelerate
their progress, but the animal never even feeling him did not
meve on a bit the more quickly. In short, Sophia pursued
her way like a true miller’s mare, without requiring guidance;
and knowing the road by heart, choosing her own road in the
darkness, across the water and the stones, without ever mis-
taking or making a false step. At the request of Marcelle,
who was apprehensive on account of her old servant for the
consequences of his passing a night under the beautiful stars,
the miller made his thundering voice resound repeatedly in
those silent glens; and Lapierre, who had lost himself in a
neighbouring copse, and had been wandering round and round
for the last half hour, within the space of & French, acre, very
quickly rejoined the little caravan.

After about an hour’s journey, the sound of the waterfall of
a mill-dam became audible, and the first pure rays of the
rising moon shone on the roof of the vine-covered mill ; and
the silvered borders of the stream richly scattered with the
fragrant mint and soap-wort.

Marcelle sprang lightly upon this perfumed carpet, after hav-
ing placed her child in the arms of the miller. Joyous and
proud at his equestrian journey, Edward threw his little arms
around his neck, exclaiming—

‘“Good-day, alochon!"

Just as Grand-Louis had foretold, his aged mother arose
without the least ill-temper, and with the help of a little maid
of about fourteen or fiftcen years of age the beds were very
soon ready for their reception. Madame de Blanchemont felt
greater need of repose than of food, and she would not allow
the miller’s mother to prepare any further entertainment than
u cup of milk. Worn out with fatigue, she retired to rest with
her boy by her side in a feather-bed, called a esuetie; which was
of immoderate height and luxurious softness. These beds, of
which the only faults are their being too warm and too soft,
with a thick paillasse, arc the only sort of couch for gvery class
of persons, whether poor or rich, to be found in-a country
where the gecse are abundant, and the winters are gpld.

Fatigued with a long journey of eighty leagues,sperformed
very rapidly, and above all by the manner in whickits crown-
ing portion had been accomplished in the patache, the beautiful
Parisian would willingly have slept the greatér phrt of the
morning. But as soon as daylight appcared, the erowing of
the cocks, the fio-tac of the mill, the powerful vdice of the
miller, and the various sounds of rustic occupation ‘compelled
her to give up the idea of longer repose. Besides, Edward,
who was not fatigued the least in the world, and who already
felt the stimulating influence of country air, began to play some
merry gambols on the bed. Notwithstanding all the racket
without, Suzette, who occupied the same chamber, slept so
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profouridly that Marcelle had not the conscience to arotse her.
Begihning, therefore, the new sort of life which she had re-
solvel upon cmbracing, she rose and performed her toilette
without the assistance-of her maid, and with extreme pleasire
dischatrged the same duty for her son, after which she left her
apartment to stk her host and hostess, and to wish them o
good day. Sho found, however, only the miller’s boy ahd the
little maid, and learncd from them that their master and mis-
tress had gone to the end of the field, and were engaged in
soine preparations for bLreakfast. Cutrious to know in what
these consisted, Marcelle stepped over the rustic brldge, which
was at the same time the sluice of the mill; and leaving on her
right band a fine plantation of youhg poplars, she tra®ersed the
length of the field which skirted the river, or rather the rivulet
which, always full up to its embankment, constantly refreshed its
flowery margin in its course ; and was not in this part more than
ten feet in width. This small stream of water possessed however
great power; and in the vicinity of the mill it formed itself into
a basin of considerable size, deep, motionless, and smooth as
glass, in which were reflected the old willows and the moss-
covered, roof of the miller's habitation. Marcelle contemplated
this peaceful and charming site which spoke to her heart, and
awoke tiaing of instinctive but unconscious feelings. She had
scen other spots more heautiful, but this was one of those
places which excite emotions of indescribable tenderness, and
to which it appears as if our destiny had drawn us to make us
accept our joys and our sorrows, and that there dlso we may
learn to discharge the duties of our lot.

CHAPTER V.
THE MILL.

Manceris, while penetrating into the vast thickets, where she
expected to find her hosts, iinagined herself to be entering into
a virgin forest. Tho action of the witer had thrown the
ground into a ridgy and unequal surface, and the succession of
hillocks was covercd with the richest vegetation. It was ob-
servable, that the little river mad® great ravages in the rainy
season. The alders, the beech, and the aspens, magnificent in
size, and half overthrown, displaying their enormous roots
bedded in the wet sand, appeared like intertwining hydras
aud serpents, hanging the onc over the other in proud disorder.
"T'he yiver divided into a number of curving streams, following
its own caprices, leaving those spots upon its margin most full
of vordure, where on the dewy verdant turf the luxuriant
briars hung their rich festoons, cntwining and interlacing with
‘a hundred other wild flowers, and abandoned to all the incom-
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parable grace of their own free growth, unrestrained by the
intruding ¥nd of man. Never was Fnglish garden able to
imitate this luxury of nature; these masses of deep verdure so
happily grouped ; these numberless basins which the river had
iteelf hollowed out in the sands and among the flowers; these
howering trees whosc branches met arching over the streams;
these happy accidents of nature; these banks with their rich,
irregular outling, even the very stakes scattered around covered
with moss, and which scemed to have becn thrown there for
no other pyrpose than to complete the beauty of the decora-
tion—all these formed a scene of beauty and enchantment. .

Marcelle paused in a specics of ecstasy, and had it not been
for Tittle Bdward, who ran ahout like a wild fawn just restored
to liberty, eager to imprint the traces of his little feet upon the
nand freshly deposited upon the margin of the river, she would
have forgotten everything in that cortemplation. But the
fear of seeing him fall into the water roused her maternal soli-
vitude ; and following his steps, putsuing him farther and fur-
ther into that luxuriant wilderness, she believed herself to be
i one of those dreams in which nature appears to us so per-
fect in her beduty, thit we can say we have seen in vision, the
terrestrial Paradise.

At length she perceived the Miller and his mother on the
opposite baitk, the one throwing a sweeping-net for trout, the
other milking a cow.

“Al! ah! my little lady, up already!’ said the Miller.
 You see that we are employed in your service. Here is my
old mother, tormenting hetself that she has nothing good to
bring to table; but for my part I say that you will be con-
tented with our good-will. We are neither cooks nor inn-
keepersy but where there is a tolerable appetite on one side,
and a real welcome on the other >

“ You treat me o hundred times too well, my kind people,”
replied Mareelle, trusting herself upon the plank which served
for a bridge, with Edward in her arms, to go and joln
then.  “I never-spent & better night in my life,-and never
saw a finer morning, than here with you. What fine trout you
are catching there, sir! and you, madam, what beaut¥ful crediny
milkk!  You will quite spoil me, and 1 ktiow not hoyw to thahk
you.”

“We are sufficiently thanked §f you are pleased;” said the
old lady with a smile. * We have never scen anytBing of the
line world before, and we don’t know how to pay coipliments;
bubt we see very clearly that you are kind and obliging, and
cagily satisfied. . Come, let us go in.  The muftins will soon be
done, and this little fellow ought to be fond of sttawberries.
We have them growing in the garden, and it will amuse him
to gather them for himself.” .

“ You are so good, and youtr country is so beautiful, that I
should like to spend my life heie,” said Marcelle with some
warmth.
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“Indeed!” said the Miller, with a good-humoured smile.
“ Ah! if the heart whispered that! You scc very well, mother,
that this country of ours ig not, after all, so bad as you thought.
Anybody who was rich might be very well off among us.”

‘¢ Yes,” replied his mother, “ if they were in circumstances to
buildda chteau; and yet it would be a chateau very badly
placed.” '

“Is it possible that you arc discontented with this situation?”
asked Marcelle with surprise.

‘Oh! I am not discontented,” replied the old woman; “I
have spent my life here, and if it please God I shall die here.
T have been used to this place for seventy-five years; and, be-
sides, we ought to be content with our own country. But if
you were forced to pass the winter here, you would not say that
the country was so beautiful. When all the fields arc flooded,
and when we caunot. even go out into the court-yard. No!
that is not very pretty certainly!”

‘“Pooh! women are always frightening themselves,” said
Grand Louis. * You know very well that the water can't carry
the house away, and that the mill is well protected: and be-
sides, when bad weather does come, we must make the best of
it All the winter, mother, you arc wishing for summer; and
while we have the summer, you distress yourself about the
coming winter. For my own part, I say that we might live
very happily here, and without any anxiety.”

“ And why, then, do you not do as you say # replicd his
mother. “ Are you yourself without anxicty? Do you find
yourself so very happy in being a miller and having your house
under water so often? Ah! if I were to repeat all that you
somctimes say about the misfortune of not having better quar-
ters, and not being able to make a fortune!”

“1t is useless, mother, to repeat all the foolish things 1 some-
times say, and you may very well spare yourself the trouble.”

While saying this, almost in a tonc of reproach, the Miller
looked at his mother gently and affectionatcly—almost with
supplication. Their conversation appcared to Mudame de
Blanchemont to imply more than it may do to the rcader.
With her present views, she was desirous of knowing how this
rustic life, the least hard among the lots of poverty, was felt
and appreciated by those who were compelled to lead it: She
did not wish to enter on its examination and its eéxperience
with idecas of too romantic a nature. Henry knew that itg
sufferings and privations were positive and actual, and doubted
her power of enduring them; but on her own part she thought
that these privations were not beyond her courage, and the
point which interested her in the opinions of her hosts of the
mill was to compare the degree of philosophy or of insensi-
bility with which nature had provided them with that poctic
septiment, and with another—love—still more religious and

owerful, which she herself entertained, and then to judge he-
woenr them, which might best enable their possessor to en-
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" counter those hardships, and to endure those sufferings, which
are neeessarily entailed on a position of indigence. She there-
fore permitted a little curiosity to appcar to his mother while
the Miller was cairying his trout to the house, to be consigned,”
as ke said, to the frying-pan.

“So,” said she to the old woman, “you are not happy, and
your son, notwithstanding his cheerful manner, kuows what it
is to suffer inquictude ?”’

“ Ah! madam, for my part I am rich cnough, and should be
quite content with my lot if I could sce my son happy. My
ponr deceased husband was in very comfortable circumstances;
his business was prosperous; but he died before his family was
grown nup, and it fell npon me to cstablish my children as best
T could. Now that his little property has been divided, the
share of cach i8 not very great.  T'he mill belongs to my Louis,
who is called Grand-Louis, as his father was called Grand-
Jean, and as they call me Grand’Marie.  For you see, madam
we grow fast in our family, and all my children are weli-pro-
portioned and tall. But that is the only thing we can hoast of :
everything clse that we have is too little to raise any false
hopes.”

¢ But why do you desire to be richer? Do you suffer from
poverty ? It scems to me that you have a comfortable home,
that your food is excellent, and your health good.”

“Oh, yes, yes! thanks to the good God, we have the neces-
saries of life, and perhaps those who are more deserving have
not cverything that they wish; but you sce, madam, happi-
ness and unhappiness are according to the ideas which we
have—"

“You touch the true question,” said Marcelle, who noticed
in the countenance and language of the old woman much
natmul good sense and right fecling; *“and rince you appre-
ciate things so well, why do you complain ?”

“I don’t complain: it is iy son; or, to speak more truly, it
ia T who complain, becanse I see him discontented; and it is
he who will not complain, because he has the courage to en-
dure everything, and fears to give me pain.  But when he has
too much upon his mind, poor fellow! he uses only one expres-
sion, yet that breaks my heart. e says nothing but this:
¢ Never, never, my mother!” and those words tcll me that he has
no hope. Still, as it is natural for him to be cheerful, like his
poor dear father, he assumes the appearance of being reason-
able and satisficd, and tells me all sorts of storics, on purpose
to console me, and to make me think that what he has got in
his head will happen at last

“What has he got in his head? Ts he ambitions?”

“Oh, yes: he has great ambition, but it is real n_la_dness-
It is not, however, love of money, for he is not avaricious—
far from it. In the family division of the property l_ne gave up
to his brothers and sisters everything that they wished; and
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when he hag made a little gain in business, he is ready to
share it with the first who needs it. Just in the same way,
he has not the loast vanity; for he always wears his peasant’s
dress, while he has received the cducation of a citizen, and
ought at least to make as good an appearance. Iu short, he
has no vices, and no taste for extravagance: he is always con-
tent, and never goes anywhere except on business.”

“Well, what is it then?” inguired Marcelle, whose swect
countenance and cordial tonc inscusibly won the confidence
of the old woman.

““ Ah! what would you have it to he but love ?"” said the
Miller's mother with a mysterious smile, and that acute and
delicnte je ne sais quoi of sentiment which establishes in a ran-
dom glance of the cye a communication of feeling between
women, notwithstanding every difference of age or rank.

“ You are right,” said Marcelle, drawing nearer to la Grand’-
Marie: *“it is love which is the troubleféte of youth. And
this woman that he loves, is she then richier than yow son #”

¢ Oh, yes! She in a girl—a young girl—a pretty girl, my
faith!—and a good girl too, it must be owned. But she is
rich—rich; and we are afraid that her parents will never give
her to a miller.”

Marcelle, struck with the similarity which cxisted hetween
the 10mance of her own life and that of the Millcr, expericuced
a degree of curiosity, mingled with emotion.

“If she loves your son,” said she, “ this good and beautiful
girl will in the end marry himn.”

“That is what I myself say gometimes, for she loves him;
of that I am certain, madam, though my Grand-Louis will not
believe that it can be so. She is, however, a sensible giil,
and would not agree to marry any man without the consent of
her parents. And then she is cheerful, and a little bit of a
coquette : it is natural at her age, for she is ouly cightecn.
Her little provoking ways throw my poor hoy into despair;
and when I sce that he cats next to nothing, and that he
spealks sharply to Sophia (our mare—speaking with due respect,
madam), I cannot avoid saying what I think. Then he puts
a little confidence in what I say, for he knows that 1 can look
deeper into a woman’s heart than he can.  As for me, 1 can
obscrve the beantiful blush when she medts him, and sce that
she is nlways looking for something when she walks past this
way; but Ishould be wrong to say that to the poor boy, for
I would only be encouraging his madness, and I had fax better
tell him that he must not think of her.”

“Why should you do so?” said Marcelle. “Love makes
cverything possible. Rest assured, my good mother, that a
woman's Iovq& stronger than every obstacle opposed to it.”

“Yes, I thought so when I was young. T used to say that
woman’s love is like a river, which breaks everything down
wherever it will pass, and mocks all barriers. 1 was richer
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‘than my poor Grand-Jean, and yet I married him. But there
was not the same difference as there is between us now and
Mademoisclle "

ere little Edward suddenly interrupted the conversation,
extlaiming to his mother—

“Stop! Henry is here!”

CHAPTER VI
A NAME UPON A TRUE

Mapawe bE BraNcurmont trembled, and suffered a cry to oscape
from the depths of her heart, w hile scarching around with her
cyces to discover what had given risc to the exclamation of the
child

Following the direction of Edward's looks and gestures,
Marcclle remarked a name engraved with a penknife upon the
bark of u tree. The child had alrcady commenced learning to
read, more expecially words with which he was familiar, and
certoin names which had been taught him from preference. He
had instantly recognised that of Henry inscribed on the smooth
trunk of a white poplar, and he imagined that his friend had
heen there to write it.  Kxcited by the imagination ot her som,
Marcelle for a few moments persuaded herself that she saw
Henry Lémor retiring smong the groves of aspen-trecs and
willows; but it did not require much reflection to excite a gor-
rowlul ginile at the facility with which she had yielded herself
1o the illusion. Rtill, as we never willingly renounce a hope of
what we desire, however vain the hope may be, she did not
deny herself the satisfaction of inquiring of the Miller’s mother,
what person, belonging to her fumily or living in the neigh-
bourhood, bore the name of tenry.

©* None that 1 know of,”” replicd Grand’-Marie.  * Not very
far off, in the town of Nohant, there is o family of Henries:
but the v are just people like ourselve 5, who know not how to
wiite cither upon paper or upon trees—at leust, only excepting
the son who belonged to the army. But, lct me see: it is
more than two years since he has been here.”

“ You do not then know who ¢an have traced this name ?”’

“1 only know that Somebody has written something, but I
never gave it any attention. If T had scen it, I should not
have been able to read it. I had, however, the meaus of being
well educated; but in my time .lt was not thv fashion. l’t,oplc
made a cross upon deceds mstcad of signing them, and the onc
was a8 good in law as the other.”

The Miller was now returning towards them, to tell them
that breakfast was ready. Seeing the attention of Marcelle
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fixed upon the engraved name, and knowing very well both
how to read and write, though he had not remarked the cir-
cumstance of the tree hefore, he endeavoured to find an expla-
nation.

“Tt was only the other day I saw a man here who might have
been amusing himself in that manner,” said he; “and there
are not many of the townspeople who come this way.”

‘¢ And who was that man the other day?’ asked Marcelle,
compelling hersclf to assume an air of indifference.

“ It was a gentleman who did not tell us his name,” replied
the old woman. ‘ We do not know much, but we know that
curiosity is rude. Louis islike me in that respect—he is above
such a thing. On the contrary, our countiy people ask ques-
tions at random of every stranger they meet, while we never

. wish to know anything but what people desire to tell us. That
gentleman secmed to wish to keep his nfine and his intentions
quite to himsclf.”

“However, he asked a great many questions himself,” suid
Louis, *“ and we had as good a right to ask questions in our
turn. I don't know why I did not tauke that hiberty, for he had
not a forbidding look, and I am not naturally bashful; but the
truth is, he had a stitange manner about him that made mec feel
uneasy.”

“ What sort of manner had lic then 2’ asked Mareelle, whose
interest and curiosity beeamne every moment more strongly ex-
cited by the Miller’s words.

“1 do not know how to tell you?” he replied. T did not
take much notice while lic was here, and it was only when he
was gone that 1 began to think alout him.  You remember,
mother 7

 Yes, you said to me—* Mother, that man is like me: he has
not got everything he desires.””

“Bah! T could not say that,” replied Grand-Louis, who
feared that his mother would suffer hix sceret Lo escape, not
suspecting that she had aheady revealed it. ‘T simply said,
¢ Hclriz is an individnal who does not scem contented with the
world.” "’

“Was he then very sorrowful ?” asked Marcelle with
cmotion.

‘“ He appeared to be thinking deeply. 1Ie stopped here at
least three hows by himself, sitting on the ground there, where
you are now—Ilooking at the river flowing past, as if he would
count every drop of water. I thought he must be il), and T
twice went to invite him into the house to take some refresh-
ment; but when 1 came near him he started up, like a man
awakencd out of a dream, and looked annoyed and vexed, but
immediately after softenced into gentleness and good humour,
thanked me, and finished by accepting a moisel of bread and
a glass of water, but nothing more.”

“ 1t is Henry!" cried little Edward, who, holding by his mo-
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ther’s dress, listened with attention. * You know very well,
mamma, that Henry never drinks wine.”

Madame de Blanchemont blushed, turned pale, and blushed
aguin; then, in a voice which she vainly endeavoured to subdue
into steadiness and freedom from ewmotion, she asked what
business the stranger had apparently come to transact in tho
country.

“1 do not know,” replicd the Miller, fixing a penctrating
lovk upon the beautiful but agitated countenance of the young
lady, and saying to himself, “ Ah! herc is another just like
me, who has got something into her head.”

And, willing to satisfy as soon as possible the curiosity of
Marcelle respecting the stranger, and his own respecting the
sentiments of his guest, he entered complacently into all the
details, which she awajted with much anxiety.

The stranger had arrived on foot about a fortnight hefore.
He huel spent two days in wandering about the Black Valley,
after which he had not been seen there again,  No one knew
where he had passed the nights: the Miller presumed it was
beneath the heantiful stars. He did not appear to possess much
moncy, hut had offered to pay for his poor repast at the mill,
and on the refusal of the Miller to receive payment, he had
thanked him with the simplicity of a man who did not blush
to accept the hospitality of another of the same rank and con-
dition as himself.  His dress was that of a decent mechanic or
country tradesman—simply & blousc and & straw hat. He car-
tied a little knapsack on his shoulders; and from time to time,
placing it upon his knees, he diew out a paper, and was appa-
rently taking notes.  He talked of having been to Blanche-
mout, but no one had seen him therve: yet he spoke of the farm
and the old chitean like a man who had examined them atten-
tively. While partaking of his simple fare of bread and water,
hie asked the Miller many questions respecting the extent of the
propertly, the value of its produce, the nature of the mortgages
which had been granted—on the repitation and character of
the farmer, on the expenditure of the late M. de Blanchemont,
and of the other estates.  In short, the Miller and his mother
finally came to the conclusion that he was an agent sent down
by some intending purchaser to acquire all necessary informu-
tion respecting the naturc and quality of the land.

“ For it appears that the Blanchemont cstate is $o be put up
for sale, if that has not alrcady been done,” added the Miller,
who was not quite so frec from the fever of curiosity peculiar to
the peasants as his mother had pretended. ,

Marcelle, who was agitated by a very different solicitude,
scarcely heard the inuendo which terminated this recitul.

*Of what age might the stianger be?” she asked

“I{ his appearance did not deceive,” veplicd the mother,
“ he was about the age of Louis—four or five-and-twenty.”

“ And—his person? Is he dark and middle-sized 2

“ He is neither very tall nor very fair,” said the Miller: “ heo
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is not ill-looking, but he is pale, like a mman who does not enjoy
good health,”

“This wmav be Henry!” thought Marcelle, thongh the por-
trait was a little rudely sketehed, and scarecly answered the
idcal which she carried in her heart.

“He is a man not very casily misled in a matter of business,”
replied Grand-Louis; “ for, to oblige M. Bricolin, the farmer at
Blanchemont, who wishes to obtain the property himself, and
for the sake of teasing him a little, I amused myself with de-
preciating its value ; but the youth did not allow himsclf to he
Dinded.  ‘The land is worth this and that—so much and so
much,’ #aid he, reckoning the receipts, the charges, and the
expenditure, upon the tips of his fingers, Jike a person who
knew what he was about, and had no oceasion for a great deal
of tulk with » glass in hand, according to the fashion of the
country, for he conld see at once the strong and the wealk side
of a business matter.”

“I must be mad!”’ thought Madame de Rlanchemont: * this
stranger is pome manager who has come down to make pre-
paratory arrangements in the country; and his sorrowful air,
his reveries by the water side, are simply the result of fatigne
and heat. Then, asg to his name of Henry, it is only a chance
that he bears it, and a mere accident which has made him in-
scribe it on a tree if he ¢ven did so. Henry would never enter
on matters of business; he knows nothing of the value of pro.
perty, or the sources from which wealth may be derived.  No,
no! it was not Henry. Besides, has he not been in Pais within
a fortnight ?  Only three days have passed since I saw him, and
he did not tell me he had been abseut recently.  What should
he do in the Black Valley ? Did he even know that the cstate
of Blanchemont, of which I do not remember cever to have
spoken to him, was gitunated in this province 7

Having withdrawn her gaze, though not withomt gome cffort,
from the mysterious inscription which had excited so many
thoughts and feclings, Madame de Blanchemont followed her
hosts into the house, and found an excellent breakfast spread
upon a massive table, covered with the whitest of table-cloths.
Furmenty, the fuvourite dish of the country, and made of wheat
hoiled in water and afterwards dressed with milk, cakes of
pears, spiced eream, the trout of the Vauvre, and tender little
chickens, cast all palpitating upon the gridiron, a salad newly
gathercd and beaten up with nut-oil, cheese made from goats’
milk, and fruit just plucked from the bough—all looking most
exquisite and inviting to little Edward. Plates had heen placed
for the two servants and the Miller and his mother, at the same
table with. Madame de Blanchemont; and her hostess was very
much astonished to hear the refusal of Lapicrre and Suzette to
sit by the side of their mistress. Bnt Marcelle hemsclf inter-
posed, and told them they must conform to the custom of the
conntry, and she herself gaily began that life of equality, the
idea of which gave her so much pleasure.
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The manners of the Miller were blunt and off-hand, but never
coarse. Those of his mother were a little morc obsequious; and,
uotwithstanding the remonstrances of Grand-Louis, who was
influcuced by his good sense rather thun by his knowledge of
socicty, she importuned her guests to eat more than they de-
sired; but it was with so much sincere hospitalily that Mar-
celle could not for a moment find her attentions troublesome.
This old woman had both a good heart and a good under-
standing, and her son resembled her; only that he had received
a much better education; he could read, and he had reflected,
but he made no parade of his acquirements. In conversing
with himn, Mareclle found his ideas more just, his opinions
nmore sound and wholesome, his tastes more natural and truth-
], than she could possibly have anticipated from the com-
mencement of their acquaintance at the village inn.  All the
qualitics and resources of his mind, as they were gradually
unfolded, possessed a far higher value becansc vanity and the
love of display had no part in their exhibition; for he adopted
the manners of the humblest peasants, rather than those refine-
ments of the use of which he was not really ignorant. It was
said that he feared above anything to pass for the wit of the
village, and that he had a profound contempt for those who
disgraced their good descent and their honest condition by
giving themselves ridiculous airs. He spoke with sufficient
purity of diction, without always disdaining the simple and
expressive phraseology of the country, When he forgot him-
selt, that is to say, when he expressed his sentiments in a lan-
gnage superior to his condition, the Miller could be uo longer
recognised; but in such cases he recmed hastily to recal him-
self to a recollection of his sphere, and, as if ashamed of having
swerved from it, to resume his nsual tone of pleasantry without
bitterness, and familiarity without insolence.

Marcelle felt a little cmbarrassed, however, when, about seven
o clock in the morning, her 1ustic vehicle was Lrought to the
Miller's house, and again placed at her disposaly for she felt
desirous, in taking leave of her hosts, to recompense them for
her entertainment ; but they refused to receive the least 1cturn.

“No, my dear lady,” said the Miller, in a quiet but firm
tone, ‘“‘we are not innkecpers. 'We might have baen so, for it
would not have been beneath us; but not being g0, we can re-
ceive nothing from you.”

“But,” said Marcelle, “when I have occasioncd you all this
trouble and cxpense, will you not permit me to indemnify you
or make you some return? Iknow that your mother has given
up her chamber to me, that she has taken your bed from you,
and that you have heen obliged to sleep upon hay in your loft.
This morning you have been fishing for us, instead of attending
to your own affairs. Your mother has heated the oven; she
has had a great deal of trouble, and we have certainly caten
up cverything in the house.”

“Oh! my mother slept very well, and I slept still better,”
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replied Grand-Louis. “The fish of the Vauvre count for no-
thing: to-day is Sunday, and on Sunday I always spend the
morning in fishing. We shall not be ruined for a little meal,
‘bread, and milk, and the indifferent chickens, which have
served for your breakfast; so you sce that the obligation is not
very great. You may aceept it without regret, and there is
very little fear of our reproaching you with it, because most
probably we shall never meet again.”

“T hope we shall,” replicd Marcelle, “for I expect to remain
for a few days at least at Blanchcmont. I must come here
again to thank you and your mother for this hospitality, so
cordially extended to me, but which 1 am a little ashamed of
accepling in this way.”

“ And why be ashamed of accepting a-little service from
honest people? When you are satisficd that their hearts are
good, the account is balanced. I know vay well that in all
the great towns everybody pays even for a glass of water; but
it is a mean custom, and in our country we should be very un-
happy if we could not oblige one another.  (‘ome, come—let
us say no more about it.”

“I'hen you will not allow me to come another time and ask
you for another breakfast?  You compel me cither to give up
that pleasure or to become encroaching.”

“That is another thing. We have only done our duty in
giving you what you call our. hospitality, for we are brought up
to consider hospitality a duty; and though the good custom is
a little on the decline, and poor people now take everything
they can get without actually making any demand, it is not
our opinion—and my mother and myself think alike in this
matter—that there ought to be any change in the good old
customs. If there had been a tolerable inn in the ncighbour-
hood, I should have taken you to it last night, conceiving that
you might have liked better to be there than with us, and sce-
Ing very well that you had the means of paying for your night’s
lodging; but there was no inn, cither good or bad; and unless
I bad been a man without heart, 1 could not have left you to
spend the night in such a wmiserable situation. But-do you
think 1 should have invited you here if I had had the least
intention of making you pay? No, no; an innkeeper alone
could have done that, and you see that we have neither broom
nor holly at our door.”

‘1 should have rcmarkhed that on entering,” said Marcelle,
‘““and bee. more considerate in what I was doing. But you
do not answer my question; you do not wish me to come
again.”

“That ig another matter. I invite you to return whenever
you like. You think the place preity, and your little boy en-
joys our muffius. These things cncourage me to say that, as
often as you like to come, you will give us pleasure ’

“And you will compel me, us you have done to-day, to
accept everything without making the least return 7
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“When I have dnvited you! I must have explained myself
very badly.”

“Biit do you mot sce, according to my view of the matter,
thgt I should be abusing your kindness ¢

“No, I do not see that. When we receive an invitation we
have a right to accept it.”

“Come!” said Madame de Blanchemont, “I sce it is you
who possess the true politeness, and that we in the great world
are without it. You teach me that discretion, that quality so
highly ¢xtolled, and unhappily so requisite in our dealings with
cach other, has only become necessary since kindness is changed
into compliment, and since politeness is no longer the expres-
sion of a sincere desire to oblige.”

“You are right!” exclaimmed the Miller, whose countceunance
was enlightened by a ray of lively intelligence; “and on the
laith of a man I am most truly happy in having had an op-
portunity of being of service to you.”

“In that case, you must permit me to receive you as my
guest in my turn when you comne to Blanchemont.”

‘“Ah! as to that you must cxcuse me. I shall not be with
you, but with your {furmers, fetching corn, and I shall pay my
respects to you with pleasure.”

*Ah! M. Louis, then you refuse to breakfast with me ¢

“Yes, and no. I often eat with your farmers; but if you
were there everything would be altered. You are a noble lady,
and that is sufficient.”

‘ Explain yourself. 1 do not understand you.”

“Do you not sece that you arc not preserving the customs
of the old lords your ancestors? Why not send your Miller to
cat with your scrvants in the kitchen? For my part, it would
not at all annoy me to eat with them, as they have done with
me here to-day; but it appears ridiculous for you to have been
sitting down in my house with me, and I could not sit down
in your house with you—in the fireside corner, with your chair
by the side of mine. Yousce I am a little proud. I do not
blame you. All must act as they think, and follow their own
customs; and just for this very reason I see no cause why I
should subinit to other people’s ways when I am not obliged to
do s0.”

Marcelle was much stiuck by the good scnse and the frank
sincerity of the Miller. She [clt that he was giving her an
cxcellent lesson, and she rejoiced at having adopted projects
which enabled her to receive it without a blush.

“M. Louis,” she said, “you deceive yourself in what you
think respecting me. It is not my fault if I belong to the class
of the nobility; but, either by accident or good fortune, I have
arrived at the conclusion that I can no longer conform to its
custows. If you come to visit me at Blancheont, I shall not
forget that you have received me as your equal, that you have
assisted me as your necighbour; and to prove to you that I am
not ungrateful, I shall, if it be nccessary, myself place plates
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for your mother and yourself at my own table, just as you have
placed mine at yows.”

“ Would vou really do that #* exclaimed the Miller, looking
al Mareelle with a mixture of surprise, respectful doubt, and
friendly sympathy. In that case 1 will come—or rather, no,
[ will not come; for I see quite well that you are a right-
minded person.”

“But 1 cannot conceive to what that observation refers.”

“ Ah! if you do not understand, I am rather at o loss how to
cxplain mysell better.”

‘“Come, Louis, T believe you are mad,” raid hig mother, who
had been listening with a very serious air to the whole conver-
sation. “T don’t know where you have learned all that you
have been saying to our lady heree  Excuse him, madam: the
boy is a carcless fellow, and always says whatever comes into
his head to cverybody, great or small. T hope you will not he
offiended  Believe me, he has & good heart at the bottom;
and I see by his looks that he would throw himsclf into the
fire for yon at this moment.”

‘“Into the fire! I am not so sure of that,” said the Miller,
laughing; “but into the water I might, because that would
be my own clement.  You see, mother, that Madame de
Blanchemont is & gensible woman, and that we can say any-
thing that we think of to her; and you know that I speak
plainly enough to M. Bricolin, her farmer, who is certainly
very much more to be feared.”

*“Well, then, Master Louis, cxplain yourself; T wish to
understand you., If T am really a kind and obliging person,
why will you not pay me a visit ¢

‘“Because familinrity with us would injure you, and it
would injure us for you to ireat us as your equals. You
would find yourself drawn into a disagreeable position.  Those
in your own class would blame you, and reproach you with
having forgottcu your rank; and I know what an cnorinity
that wounld bo in their eyes.  Desides, the goodness that you
practised towards us yon would be obliged to extend to every-
hody clse, otherwise you would cxcite a gencral feeling of
jealousy, and draw down cnmity upon ns. We must cach
pursue our own path. It is said that the woild is very much
altered within the last fifty ycars; but I say that there is
nothing altered except our feelings towards cach other. We no
longer know how to submit ourselves; and my mother there,
whom 1 love so well, the dear old woman! secs things in a diffe-
rent light from me. But the sentiments of the noble and the
wealthy arc thc same as they have always been, and if you,
madam, do not participate in these sentiinents—if you do not
despise the poor # little—if you do them the honour of making
them your equals—it will, in all probability, be so much the
worse for you. I have often seen your husband, the deceased M.
de Blanchemont, whom some people called the Lord of Blanche-
mont. He came cvery year into the country, and stopped two
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or threc days. He always said thee and thou to every one of
ws. If it had been through friendship, it would have been
all very well, but it was only the expression of his contempt :
it was necessary to speak to him standing, and always hat-in-
hand. Yor my own part, J very scldom went near him.  One
day he miet me on the road and ordered me 1o hold his horse.
T turned a deat car; he called me & booby, and T gave him a
look sideways. If ho had not been so feeble and in such bad
health, T should certainly have said a couple of words to him;
but that would have been cowardly in me, so 1 went on my
way singing.  If that man had been alive, and had heard you
speak to us in the way yon have been doing, he would cer-
tuinly not have felt very well pleased. In addition to all
this, I have been noticing the looks of your servants to-day,
and T perccive that they think you too familiar with us, and
even with themselves. So then, madam, it will be all very
well tor you to take your walks to the mill; but it will be
better for us, who love you, not to sit down with you at your
table in the chatean.”

“Tor the sake of the words which you have just spoken, I
forgive you all the rest; and T promise mysell to conquer you
vet,” said Marcelle, holding out her hand, with an expression
of countenance of which the noble purity commanded respect,
at the same time that ber manner encouraged affection.  The
Miller Blushed at receiving that delicate hand in his own
capacious grasp, and for the first time telt abashed in her
presence, like a child of generous and ardent disposition,
whose pride is in & moment overcome by emotion.

“1 am going to mount ‘Sophin,” and act as your guide to
Rlancheinont,” said he, after a moment of silent emhbarrass-
ment  “The distance is not great, and that wnlucky driver
may miss the way again.”

“Veiy well; 1accept your offer,” said Marcelle. © Will you
+4ill say that 1 am proud ?”

“1 will say,” replicd Grand-T.ounis, darting away with precipi-
tadion, “ that if all rich women were like yon —-"

They did not hear the end of his speech, but his mother
took its conclusion upon herself.

* He thinks,”” said she, *‘ that it the girl he loves so well had
as little pride as you have, he would not be go unhappy him.
self.””

‘“And eannot I he useful to him?’ said Marcelle, ima-
gining with plensure that she was rich, and might be justly
“enerons.

“Perhaps, if you were to speak well of him before the
young lady, for you will know her well—but, nonscnse! she
i8 too rich!”

“We will speak of that another time,” said Marcelle, ob-
serving that her servants had entered to look for the various
parcels. “I shall come again very soon—perhaps to-mor-
row.l’



44 THE MILLER OF ANGIBAULT.

The ragged and red-haired driver had passed the night
under a tree, not having in the darkness heen able to discover
any housc in the Black Valley. At day-dawn he had per-
ceived the mill, and having made his way to it and been
kindly received, both he and his horse had been fed and com-
forted. He was quite prepared, in his ill-humour, to answer
with insolence the reproaches which he expected to receive;
but on onc side Marcelle offered him noue, and on the other
the Miller so overpowered him with raillery that he could not
utter a word in his own bchalf, und rcmounted his rhaft,
utterly out of countenance. Little Edward entreated his
mother to allow him to ride on horseback before the Miller,
who, affectionately taking him in his arms, said in a low voice
to his mother— .

“If we had but a little fellow like this to cheer up the house
here, mother '—DBut that will never be!”

And his mother perfectly well understood that he would
never marry any other but the one single object to whom he
could malke no reasonable pretension.

CITATPTER VII.
BLANCIEMONT.

MARCELLE, having taken her farewell of the Miller’s mother,
and liberally recompensed the servants of the mill, though in
secret, gaily remounted her wretched vehicle. Her fust at-
tempt at cquality had cheered her soul, and the continuation of
the romance which she expected to realize presented dtself to
her eyes arrayed in the most poetic colours. Howcver, a sin-
gle glance at Blanchemont singularly darkened her thoughts,
and her heart grew dejected as she crossed the entrance of her
domains. .

Ascending the course of the Vauvre, after having surmepnted
the difficultics of a steep ascent, they found themselves-upon
the rising ground of Blanchemont. This was an extent of
grassy down overshadowed with old trees, and commanding

.2 channing landscape; not outspreading to the distant view
like that of the Black Valley, but cold, melancholy, and of
an aspect sufficiently wild and solitary; and human habita-
tions were 8o thinly scattered there that scarcely a tiled roof
gr the thatch of a cottage could be distinguished among the

rees.

A rustic church and the cottages of the hamlet encircled
the rising ground, jnclining towards the river, which made in
that spot one of its graceful bends. Frown thence a wide
rugged road conducted to the chiteau, which was situated o
little behind, under the hill, in the midst of fields and waving
corn. Reaching the level ground, they lost sight of the fine
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blue horizon, of Berry and La Marche; and it was necessary to
mount to the second story of the chiteau to recover the view.

The chateau, with its towers embellished with corbels at
cach corner, had never been a place of great strength, the
walls not being more than five or six feet in thickness at their
base. The date of the building was that of the ¢nd of the
feudal era. However, the smalluess of the doors, and the par-
ticularly scanty complement of windows, together with the
innumerable ruined walls and turrets which enclosed it, told
of a time of discord, in which no precaution was neglected to
guard against a sudden attack. The castle was not alto-
pether destitute of a species of elegance, its form being that of
an oblong square, containing on every. floor one large apart-
ment, with a tower at every corner, consi crs of
the smallest dimensions; and there was also a tower in the
centre of the rear buildings, ¢nclosing the only staircase. The
chapel had become isolated in the gencral destruction, the
monts filled up with ruins, the turrets dilapidated and half
broken down; the sheet of water, which in former days had
bathed the extent of the north side of the chitean, had heem
converted into a pretty meadow, with merely a little gurgling
spring 1ising in the centre.

T'he picturesque aspect of the old chiiteau was not the first
thing that stiuck the attention of the heiress of Blanchemont
on thisx introduction to the home of her forefathers. The
Miller, on helping her to descend from her caniage, guided
her steps to what he called the “new chitean,” and to the
vast dependencies of the farm, situated at the foot of the old
manor, hordering on the capacious court, enclosed on one
side by a crencllated wall, and on the other by a ditch
illed with muddy water. Nothing could be more dull and
disngrccable than thi® dwelling of the Heh farmer.  The
“1 ¢w chateau” could be considered as nothing more than a
mere peasant’s house, of large dimensions, built some fifty
years back, with mateiials from the rins of the fortifications.
However, the solid walls freshly mended, and the rool of new
glaring ved tiles, spoke of recent repairs. This renovated
exterior jarrcd with the mellowed tone of antiquity of the
other agricultural buildings. T'he dark battlements above,
marked by the imposing grandeur of ancient architecture,
looked frowning down upon an extensive range of barns and
slables, which formed the pride of the farmer and the admi-
ration of all the agriculturists of the tountry. But that enclo-
sure, so useful to the industrious tiller of the ground, so
commodious for rearing his cattle und storing his crops, im-
prisoned the looks and thoughts within a narrow, gloomy
space, most prosaic, and of disgusting repulsiveness. From
the c¢normous heaps of manure, sunk within square, stone-
paved pits, and rising about ten or twelve feet high, there
escaped countless little impure streams, which were designedly
suffered to flow at perfect libeity towards the lower grounds,
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to refresh the growth of the culinary vegetables. 'This nutri-
tive provision. though it may be the favouritc wealth of the
agriculturist, making his heart beat with exulting pride when
any of his fraternity come to view and envy his treasure, has
yet a revolting aspect, and exhales an odour repulsive Lo all
the uninitiated. In works of agriculture, carried out on a
small scale, these details do not prove offensive cither to the
cye or the mind of the artist. A certain degree of confusion
in the scattered requisites for farming, with their surrounding
borderings of vevdure, half hiding and half revealing the
minulie of such scenes, may not be disgusting; but on a great
scale, and over a large extent of ground, nothing can he more
disagreeable than an atmosphere and an aspect so impure.
Crowds of torley-cocks, geese, and ducks and diakes, occu-
picd every part of the solid soil spared from immersion under
the drainings from the heaps of compost, as if they considered
themsclves sole proprictors of their domain.  The rough and
rugged surface of the ground was iutersecteds by a paved
pathway, which at the present season was as impassable as
the rest of the approach.  The ruinous remains of the former
roof of the new chiteau, which had been recenuly repaived,
remained seattered around, and to cross the courtyard was
literally to walk over a ficld of tiles. It was six months since
the workmen had completed their labour of newly roofing the
house, this being done at the expense of the proprietor, while
the duty of clearing away the rubbish, devolving on the far-
mer, had not yet been performed. Howgyer, he ﬁlm intended
that this should be done as soon as tho stner work was over
and his labourcrs were at liberty. Ong-reason for this was,
that he wished {o cconomize a few days of his workmen’s
time; and another was to be found in the constitutional and
intense apathy of the Berrichon, which always causes him 1o
leave somcthing to be done, as if, after an cifort, exbausted
naturec demands repose ns indispensable, making it neces-
sary that he should partake of the pleasures of indolence he-
fore the completion of any task.

Marcelle compured the gross and repulsive opulence of the
farmer with the poetical prosperity of the Miller; and she would
have expressed her feelings to him on the snbjeet, if the crics
of distress uttered by the terrified turkey-cocks, which stood
motionless in their alarm, the maternal hissings of the geése,
and the barking of four or five hungry fox-coloured dogs, had
not made it impossible to introduce a word. As it was Sun-
day, the cattle were in the sheds, and the Jabourers lonnging
on the steps of the doors in their holiday attire—that is to say,
in coarse frocks of Pmssian bLlue, reaching from neck to feet.
These men looked into the carriage with zaping astonishment;
hut not one-of them took the least trouble cither to receive the
lady or to give notice of the arrival of a visiter to M. Bricolin,
the farmer Tt fell, therefore, upon Grand-Louis to be the in-
troducer of Madame de Blanchemont, and ho discharged hix
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office very unccremoniously; for, entering the house without
knocking, he cried aloud—

* Madamnc Bricolin, come here! Madame de Blanchemont
has come to sce you!”

"T'his unexpected intelligence excited a great sensation amo!
the three ladies of M. Bricolin's family, who had just returne
fiom mass, and had begun to partake of a slight collation, as
they stood.  They remained stupified and motionless, gazing
al cach other, and asking by looks what they should say or do
in such a casc; and they had not yct moved from their re-
spective positions when Marcelle entered. The group which
presented itself to her notice was composed of three geuera-
tions: the grandmother, who neither knew how to read nor
write, and who was dressed like & peasant; Madame Bricolin,
the farmer's wife, who made rather a better appearance, might
have been taken, perhaps, for a clergyman’s housckeeper, and
bad received suflicient cducation to be able to write her own
name o that it could be read, and to discover the hours of the
sun’s rising and the age of the moon in the Lidge Almanac;
und lastly, Mademoigelle Rose Bricolin, beautiful and blooming
as a rose in May, who could read romances with perfect faci-
lity, and oven write out the housckeeping expenscs and dance
contie-danses.  Her hair was perfectly well arranged, and she
wore a pretty dress of pink muslin, most tastefully contrived—
perhaps a little exaggerated in the extreme of {fashion. Thiy
agreeable-looking girl, whose appearance was at once simple
and attractive, ncarly cftaced in Marcclle’s mind, the unplea-
sant impression of the sour looks:and rough deportment of her
mother; while the grandmother, tanned and wrinkled like a
thorough countrywoman, had yct an expression of countenance
that was frank and open. Al the three remained with open
mouths, as if transtixed. The old woman asked hersell if this
cculd indeed be the same beautiful young lady whom she had
sometimes scen when she cane to visit the chiteau thirty years
ago (that lady having been, in fact, the mother of Marcelle),
knowing all the while tilat she had long been dead.  Madame
Bricolin, the farmer’s wite, perceived that she had to8 hastily,
oun returning from mass, tied a kitchen apron over her brown
merino dress; while Rose Bricolin rapidly remengbered that
she was irreproachably attired and shod, and that she might,
thanks to its being Sunday, be surprised by ari clegant Parisian
without having oceasion to blush at being caught in some top
vulgar domestic occupation.

Madame de Blanchemhont had always been, in the ideas of
the Bricolin family, a problematical being, who perhaps did
exigt, but whom they never had scen, and certainly ncver
rhould see. They had, moreover, known her husband, whom
they could not love on account of his pride, nor esteem on ac-
count of his extravagance; but doubtless they feared him a
little, because he was always wanting moncy and advancing
rents.  Since his death, they expected only to have a steward
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to deal with, as he had been constantly in the habit of saying,
when producing the too complaisant signature of his wife as
the authority for all his business transactions: * Madame de
Blanchemont is but a child, who never meddles with any of
these affairs. All that she wishes for is the money, and she
troubles herself very little ag to how it is obtained, so long as
I take it to her.” Thus it was that the husband had always
placed to the account of the expensive tastes of his wife the
prodigalitics which hc was lavishing on his own mistresses.
The farmer and his family had no suspicion of the true charac-
ter of the young widow, and Madame Bricolin believed herself
to be in a dream, thus to sce her making her appearance in
person in the middle of the Blanchemont farm.  Had she come
to bencfit or to oppress them ?  This strange apparition, was it
of good or evil augury to the prosperity of the Bricolins ¢ Ilad
she come to call them to account for the past, or to make still
further demands for the future ?

‘While the farmer’s wife, engrossed by these sudden perplexi-
ties, examined Marcelle a little near r, like a goat put npon the
defensive at the sight of a strange dog among the flock, Rose
Bricolin, suddenly won by the affable manuner and simple ap-
pearance ol the strange., found courage to advauce a conple of
steps towards her.  'I'he grandmother Bricolin was the Jeast
cmbarrassed of the three; the first emotion of surpiise over,
and the enfeebled intellect having made an effort to compie-
hend that romething was 1equired to be doue, she approached
Marcelle with a homiely frankness, and reecived her ahuost in
the same terms ag the mother of the Millar of Angibault had
previously done, though with less deference and agrecableness.,
The two others, a little reassured by the kind and gentle man-
ner in which Marcelle asked their hospitality for two or thice
days, telling them that she had come to consult M. Tricolin
respecting her affairs, soon carnestly pressed upon her the ofter
of some breakfast. .

Marcelle declined this invitation, pleading the excellent re-
past she had taken an hour before at the mill of Angibault ;
and it was then only that the looks of the three ladies turndd
towards Grand-Louis, who bad remained at the entiance of the
mansion, talking with the rervant respecting flour, as a pretext
for remaining a little behind. Th® expression of countenance
was very different in the trio as they turned towards him.
That of the grandmother was iriendly—that of her daughter-
in-law, the farmer's wife, full of disdain—that of Rose uncertain
and’ indefinable, as if there werc a mingling of sentiments
within.

‘“ How!” cried Madame Bricolin, in a querulous and scornful
tone, when Marcelle had recounted in a few words the adven-
tures of the night, * you have becu obliged to slecp at the mill,
and we not know it! Why did not that stupid miller bring
you hither at once? Ah, madam! what a wretched night you
must have passed!”
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“On the contrary, T spent an excellent one, I have been
treated like a queen, and T am under a thousand obligations to
M. Louis and his mother.”

LI an not at all surprised at that,” said the old woman.
“ Grand’Marie is a clever woman, and manages her house so
well! She was the friend of my young dayx, we kept our shecp
together (saving your presence). We were two pretty girls in
our time—at least people said 8o then, though it does not ap-
pear so now—does it, madam? One knew no more than the
other. We could spin, and knit, and make checse, and all that.
However, we married very differently : she tooh a man who was
poorer than herself, and T got one who was richer; but they
sere both Jove-matcehes.  In our time such things did happen ;
now-a-days people only marry for interest, and crown-pieces
count for more than affections.  These things have not changed
tor the better-—have they, Madame de Blanchemont 27

‘1 am quite of your opinion,” said Marcelle.

““Oh, mother! what toles you are telling Madame de Blanche
mout!” interposed Madame Bricolin, harshly.  “ Do you think
she tukes any interest in your old histories ?  IIo, Master
Miller!” she exclaimed in an imperious tone, “go and see if
M Bricolin is in the warren, or in the oat-ficld behind the
house, and tell him to come and pay his respects to Madame
de Plancheniont.”

‘M. Bricolin,” replied the Miller, with an open countenance
and an air of cheerful franknesg, ¢ is neither in the oat-field nor
his warren T saw him, as we passed, drinking his glass with
the priest at the parsonage.” ’

“Oh, yes; I dare say he is at the parsonage,” said the
grandmother: “ M. le Curé is always very bungry and very
thitsty after high mass, and he likes to have somebody to keep
him company. Louis, my boy—you who arc always so obliging
—will you go and feteh him.”

*1 will go this moment,” said the Miller, who had not moved
at the command of the farmer’'s wife; and he set off with
speed.

“1f you think him obliging,” grambled Madame Bricolin,
lookiug at her mother-inJaw with anger, “ you are not very
diflicult to please.”

* O, mother! we must not say so,” in a soft voice, mur-
mured the beautiful Kose Bricolin, * (frand-Louis ‘has such a
coud heart!” ‘

“ Aud what have you to do with his good heart ?”” replied
Madame de Bricolin 1n extreme irritation, “What has there
been going on hetween you two lately 77

“Oh, mother! it ix you who have heen unjust to him Jately,”
veplicd Rose, who appeared not to be in any great dread of her
mother, accustomed as she was to be supported by her grand-
mother. “ You are always rude to him, though you know that
my father has so much respect for him.” .

“You will do a gient deal better,” said the farmer's wifg
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‘“‘instend of arguing here, to go and get your own room ready for
madam ; for it is the best in the house, and perhaps she may
wish to rest before dinner-time.  You must excuse us, madam,
if you arc not so comfortable here as we could wish. It was
only last year that the deccased M. de Blanchemont agreed to
have the new house put a little in repalr, for it was in almost
as ruinous a condition as the old one; and it was only at the
same time when the lease was renewed that we could begin to
furnish it a little more conveniently, Nothing is finished yet;
the rooms ate not papered; and we are waiting for the beds
and the chests of drawers which are coming from Dourges.
Some of the things are still unpacked; and indeed we are all
;op‘sy-turvy with the workmen putting us into so much con-
usion.” .

The domestic embarrassments which Madame Bricolin thus
referred to, in her acrimonious discourse, might have been ac-
counted for much in the same wuy as those which Marcelle had
remarked on the exterior of the dwelling.  Parsimony and iun-
dolence united had had the effect of postponing to an indefinite
period the enjoyment of those luxuries which they already pos-
sessed, but of which they did not as yct allow themselves the
indulgence. The dnlland soky place in which they had been
surprised by the lady of the manor was the most neglected and
uninviting apartment in the new chitean. It was at once o
kitchen, an eating-roomn, and o parlonr.  The fowls had access
to it, because the door, heing on the ground-Hoor, was con-
stantly open; and it was onc of the farmer’s wife's never-ending
occupatious to chase thein out, keeping up a perpetual waifare
between herself and her harn-door brood. Tt was here that the
Bricolin family always received the peasants with whom they
had business, who came at all times; and, as their dinty fect
and careless and uncultivated habits, would certainly have de-
stroycd an inlaid floor and handsome furniture, they contented
themselves with using great straw chairs, and wooden benches
upon the bare flagstones which were very uselessly swept some
ten times a-day. 'The multitudes of flics which swarmed un-
restrained, and the fire whicli burned at all hours and at all
seasons in that vast chimney, which was ornamented with pot-
hooks of all dimensions, rendered this part of their abode espe-
cially disagreeable in summer; and yet, notwithstanding all its
fanlts, it was the place always occupied by the family; and
when they made Marcelle pass into the adjoining apartmeut,
she was pleased to perceive that it had never heen used, al-
though it had been finished above a ycar. This state selon was
decorated with the conrser indulgences of the best room of an
inn : the newly-laid floor had not yet received its polish; but
gaudy Indian curtaing were already hung suspended from
vulgat copper ornaments in most detestable taste. The garui-
ture rof the fire.place was in keeping with the style of these
:l?gﬁosed decorations. A very rich staud, from which coffec

ht occasionally be taken, had all its gilding and bronzing
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still carefully enveloped in paper. The furniture was covered
with red and white calico, under which the woollen damask was
destined to remain without secing daylight; and as in the
farm houses they were still ignorant of the distinetion between
bedchambers and sitting-rooms, two little mahogany hedsteads,
not as yet adorned with curtaing, were placed one on each side
of the door, to the right and left, and these completed the ar-
rangenients of that state apartment.

Mareelle found this house so truly disagrecalle, that she
resolved not to remain in it She protested that she conld not
think of causing the least inconvenience to her host, and that,
»he should find in the village some peasant’s cottage in which
she might sleep—at least if the old chiteau wonld not afford
one habitable chamber.  This last idea scemed to cause some
auxicty to Madame Bricolin, and she spared no pains to divert
her visiter from such & resolution.

* 1t is very true,” said she, “that there has always been a
chamber in the old chiteau which is called ‘the muster's.’
When M. le Baron, your late husband, did us the honour of
coming here, he alwiys wrote a few days before, that we might
prepare for his arrival; and we Look care that everything
should be clean, in order that hie might not find it too unplea-
sant  But the miserable chiteau ix go drewmy and dilapidated,
the rats and the owls make such a frightful twmult in the
inside—and, besides, the roof is in such a bad state and the
walls are o tottering, that to a certainty you could not sleep
there,  Tdon’t know what faney M. le Baron could have had
for that chamber, but he would not accept one with us; and
it was sald that he would have felt himsclf degraded if he had
passedd one night under any other roof at Dlanchemont than
that of his own old chitean.”

“T will look at the room,” said Marcelle; “and if T can
sleep wnder shelter it is all that I desive.  In the mean time, I
cutreat you not to disarrange anything lere.  J cannot think
of giving you so much trouhle.”

Rose expressed the great desire which she felt that Madame
de Blanchemont should accept the use of her apartinent, and
this on terms so amiable, and with a counienance so persua-
sive, that Mareelle softly took her hand to thagk her, but
without changing her resolutlon. The aspeet ®f the new
chitean, joined to an instinctive repugnance which she felt
towards Madame Bricolin, induced her obstinately to persist
in deelining the hospitality which at the mill he Had accepted
with so much good-will.

She was still resisting the ceremonious importunitics of the
farmer’s wife when M. Bricolin entered.
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CHAPTER VI1IIL
- TIE UPSTART PEASANT,

M. Bricoriy was a man of about fifty years of age, robust, and
of a tolerable figure. 'L'he embonpoint which had encroached
upon his person is not unusual among ‘country people, who,
passing their days in a salubrious air, most frequently on
horseback during the fine weather, and leading an active but
not exhausting life, have just enough of fatigue to preserve the
exuberance of their health and the sounduess of their appetite.
Owing to the stimulants of free air and lively cxercise, these
men support the daily excesses of the table for a time with
impunity; and while, in their rural occupations, they are
dressed in a style very little different from the peasant, it ix
impossible to confuse the two classes, even at the first glance
While the peasant is always thin, well-proportioned, and of a
sunburnt complexion, which ix not without its beauty, the
bourgeois of the country are generally, at the age of forty,
afflicted with coarse corpulency, a step dull, slow, and heavy,
and a flushed and heated colour, sufficient at once to vulgarize
and disfigure the finest, organization.

Among those who have been the founders of their own
fortunes, and have commenced their lives by practising the
enforced temperance of the peasant, we find few exceptions to
thiv expansion of form and alteration of complexion. It is
a proverbial observation, that when the peasant gives unre-
strained libeity to his appetite, and takes as much wine as he
feels inclined to do, he soon becomes enfeebled and incapable
of exertion; and that, if he were to return to the carly habits
ot his life, such a course would only scrve to debilitate him
still further and accelerate his death. Tt may cven be said
that the money which the peasants acquire passes into their
blood, that they attach themselves to it body and soul, and
that cither life or renson must give way if their fortune should
be lost.  All ideas of humanity and devotion, all rcligious
impressions, are incompatible with the transformation which
prosperity works in their physical and moral being; yet it
would be useless to feel indignant against them: as long as
cause praduces effect, they cannot be otherwise.  They pamper
themselves until they arrive at a climax—cither at apoplexy
or imbecility. Their facullics for the acquisition and preser-
vation of wealth, at their first outset very strongly exercised
and developed, become extinguished about the middle of their
carcery and, after having made fortunes with remaikable
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rapidity and ability, in the possession of their prosperity they
as speedily sink into apathy, dissipation, and incapacity.
They arce no longer supported by a social principle or a pro-
gressive mowal sentiment.  Digestion becomes the affuir of
their lives; and their riches, so cagely acquired, almost be-
fore they can become consolidated, are involved in a thou-
sand embarrassments and compromised by a thousand sorts of
mismanagement, without speaking of the vanity which pieci-
pitates them into speculations beyond their ability; and this
last specics of miscarringe is 50 frequent that most of the
persons who have acquired wealth in this way arce generally
ruined at the very moment when they are exciting the greatest
amount of cnvy.

M. Bricolin had not yet arrived at this stage. He was at an
age when activity and determination in all their vigour can
yet struggle against the double intoxication of pride and in-
temperance.  But it was sufficicnt to sce bis bloodshot cyes,
his excessive rotundity, his shining nose, and the nervous
tremor which the habit of le coup du matin—that i to say,
taking his two bottles of white wine instead of coffec—gave
to his robust haid, to foretell the approaching time when this
man, #o-active, 80 cnergetic, such an carly riser, so full of
forcthought, so provident, so assiduous in business, would lose
health, memory, judgment, and even the firmness of his mind,
become an eahausted drunkard, an unwicldy babbler, and .a
master very easy to deceive.

His person had once been handsome, though absolutely des-
titute of any maiks of distinction. The strongly marked
expression of his countenance bespoke an energy and deter-
mination of purpose but scldom met with. e had a harsh
black ¢ye, a sensual mouth, a low and narrow forehead, frizzled
hair, and his usual mode of rpeaking was sharp, short, and
abrupt. Certainly he could not bhe charged with displaying
falschood in his looks or hypocrisy in his manners. He was not
a deceitful man, and the great respect which he bad for mine and
thene vendered him incapable of hiickery. Besides, the fact of
being u cynic in his selfishness prevented him from disguising
his intentions; and when he said, My interest is coutrary to
yours,” he thonght he had demonstrated that he acted in
accordance with his most sacred duty, and that he had per-
formed an act of heroism in declaring it.

Demi-bourgems, deni-manant, he wore on Sundays the mixed
costue of a peasant and a gentleman, The crown ol his hat
was lower than that of the one, and the brim narrower than
that of the other.  His dress was a grey blouse, plaited in round
the waist, which gave his form the appearance of a hooped
liogshead.  To complete the description, his gaiters exhuled an
incxhaustible stable odour, and his black silk cravat was shining
with grease.

This short, rough-looking personagze made an unfavourable
impression on Marcelle; and his prolix conversation, always
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turning upon his money, made him accord still less with her
feelings than did even the officious disagrecablencss of his
better-hall.

For about a couple of hours, Madawe de Blanchemont found
hersclf obliged to submit to the vulgar boasting of Master
Bricolin. She learned from him, during their conversation, that
her property was encumbered with o mortgage for more than
one-third of its value. The late baron had yet further re-
quircd considerable advances of rents, and these sums had been
augmented by the cnormous interest M. Bricolin had found
himself compcelled to exact on account of the difficulty of
procuring the money, and also because of the heavy usury-tax
cstablished in the country. Madame de Blanchemont found
that she must submit to conditions still more harsh if sho
intended to pursue the same system which had been practised
by her husband, and which she had unconsciously authorised;
otherwise, before she could expect to receive any part of her
income, she must pay up all tho arrears, both capital and
interest, and even compound interest, which had accumulated
to more than u hundred thousand francs. Then, as for the
other creditors, skhe must either pay them in fall or give them
yood sceurity.  She found it necessary, therefore, cither, to scll
the estate or to find the means of procuring an adequate capital.
To sum up all, the property was valued at cight hundred
thousand francs, and it was encumbered with a debt of four
hundred thousand, without taking that of M. Bricolin into
account. There remaiuned, then, about three hundred thousand
{rancs as Madame de Blanchemont's future fortune, indepen-
dently of whatever her husband might or might not have left
to her son, and respecting which she was yet in entire igno-
rance.

Marcelle was far from cxpecting to find her affairs in so dis-
astrous a condition, as she had not forescen onc-half of the
extent of this ruin. The creditors had not yet sent in their

# cluims, and, their debts being well secured, thicy were awaiting
the result, M. Bricolin the first, for the widow to inform heiscll
of her real position beforo they demanded either the paywment
of the whole mass of debts, or else that they should con-
tinue to rececive the income of the estate on the sccurity of
which those various sums had been borrowed. When she
demanded of M. Bricolin the reason why, during the month
that shce had been a widow, she had not been made ac-
quainted with the rcal state of her affairs, he replicd with a
sort of brutal frankness, that therc was no occasion for any
haste or urgoncy, that her credit was good, and that every day
of indifferenge on the part of the proprictor was a day of profit
for the teyant, during which the interest of his moncy was
uccumu]n% without risk. This swnmary sort ol rcasoning
very speedily enlightened Marcelle respecting the nature of M.
Bricolin’s morality.

“Just so,” she replied with an ironical gmile, which the
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former did not condescend to understand; “I sec that it will
be my own fanlt if 1 sufter further time to glide away and do-
vour meore of the income to which 1 belicve T may still make
some pretension,  But, for the sake of my son, I oughs to put
a stop to this specics of melting away, and I expect to receive
irom you, M. Bricolin, good advice on the subject.”

M. Bricolin, very much surprised at the culmness with which
Madame de Blanchemont heard that she was almost ruined,
and still more at the confidence with which she consulted him,
stared at her, and saw in her countenance a sort of malicious
defiance, while she was opposing only the most perfect candour
to his mercenary spirit. .

“1 see very clearly,” said he, * that you will tempt me, but
T cannot expose myself to the reproaches of your family. It
docs an injury to a man to be accused of intercsted complais-
ance and of granting usurious loans. 1t is necessary, Ma-
dame de Blanchemont, that I should speak to you seriously;
but here the walls aro too thin, and there is no occasion for
what I have to say to you to be noised abroad. If you will
make a preteuce of coming with me to examino the old
chatean, 1 will tell you, in the first place, what 1 would advise
you to do if 1 were your relation; and, secondly, what I desire
you to do, being your creditor; and you can see if therc is any
third way to ¢xamine, but T think not.”

If the old chiteau had not been overgrown with nettles,
surrounded with pools of stagnant and fetid water; if it had
not been overspread with a t%lousand heaps of mutilated rub-
hish, which gave it the appcarance of a barbarous wilderness,
it would have presented the aspect of a ruin of olden times
sufficiently picturesque. Its moat was filled with luxuriant
rushes, and the battlements were overgrown with ivy, while
among the clefts the wild cherry had attained a magnificent
development.  In this view it even lacked nof poetry. As
they pursucd their way, M. Bricolin showed to Marcelle the
apattment which her husband had been accustomed to occupy
in his passing visits. In this chamber there was a remnant of
furmiture of the date of Louis X VI. very much faded and out
of order; yet still the place was habitable, and Madamne de

Manchemont determined to sojourn in it thspughout the
night. i

“That will go against the wishes of my wife, who expects
to have the honour of recciving you herself,” saig M. Bricolin;
“but T know of nothing more tiresome than to ent people.
It the old chiteau pleascs you, there is no occasfon to dispute
about tastc, as people say, and your things shafl be brought
here. They can put up & girth-bed in this cabinet for your
maid. In the mean time, I will talk to you seriously about
your affairs: that is most pressing, Madame de Blanchemont.”

And drawing a chair towards him, Bricolin installed himself
in it, and thus commenced :—

 And, fivst of all, allow me to ask if you possess any other
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property than the Blanchemont estate ? I believe not, il I am
well informed.”

*1 myself have none other,” calmly replied Marcelle

“ And do you think that your son will inherit a great for-
tunc in right of his father ?”’

“Iam ignorant on that subject. If M. de Blanchemont's
estates are as much involved as my own —"

* And you really do not know? You have never taken any
interest in your own affairs! That is curious! but all great
people arc ‘alike. But for my part I am obliged to understand
your position. Tt is both my business and my interest. So,
then, seeing that M. de Blanchemont was living at a great
rate, and not foresceing that he should dic so young, it was a
matter of necessary prudence for me to ascertain what breaches
he had made in his fortune, in order to be upon my gnard
that the sums of money I was advancing should not exceed
the valuce of the estate here, and leave me liable to loss. T
have therefore taken a great deal of trouble, and 1 know, al-
most to a sou, all that is left au jour & awjourd’ hu:, for your little
good man.”

‘Do me the favonr to make me understund you clearly, M.
Bricolin ?”’

““ That is very easy, and you can put it to the proof. 1 shall
not make any great mistakc—at least in not more than ten
thousand francs, I dare say, cven if so much as that Your
husband had, at the beginning of his life, a fortune of about
o million of francs, which might still have remained if there
had not been some nine hundred and cighty or ninety thou-
sgnd francs of debts to pay.”

‘¢ According to your account my son has nothing left ?” said
Marcelle, not without some concern at the intelligence.

“That is the state of the case. With what you have left
he will still some day possess three hundred thousand francs.
That is a very pretty thing, if you can only keep it clear.
In land,«that would be worth six or seven thousand livres
a-year. If you live upon the principal, all the more agreeable.”

“I have no intention of destroying my son’s future pros-
pects. My duty is to reduce as much as possible the embar-
rassments in which I find myself involved.”

“In that case, listen. Your estates and his bring in two
per cent  You pay five-and-twenty per cent. intercst on your
debts; the accumulation of the interest will go on augment.
ing the capital of the debt beyond all limitation. What had
you better do, in your own opinion ?”’

“T suppose it will be nccessary to sell, will it not ?’

‘“ Ag you please. 1 certainly think it would be for your ad-
vantage, only that, as you would for & long time have the con-
trol of your son's property, you might prefer to profit from the
confusion, and enjoy your share.”

““ No, M. Bricolin, such is not my intention.”

“ But you could yct draw money from this property, and as
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the child has still an inheritance to expect from his grand
parents, be would not be bankrupt even at the emd of his mi-
nority."”

“That is well argued,” said Marcelle coldly, “ but I shall
acl very differently. 1 shall sell everthing, in ovder that the
debts of the succession may not exceed its capital; and then
as to iy own fortune, 1 will collect it together, in order to have
the means of giving my son a suitable education.”

“In that case you will sell Blanchemont J”

* Yes, M. Bricolin, immediately.”

“ Linmediately!  Oh, T agree with you there.  'When people
sre in your situation, and wish to get out of it at once, there is
not a day to lose, becnuse every day makes a hole in the purse.
Bul do you think it will be very casy to scll an estate of this
importance immedintely, either as w whole or divided into
part~?  Auvbody might as well think that it would be as casy
to build a chiteau like this, strong enough to stand five or
six hundred years, as to get vid of it with so little difficulty.
You must remember that now-a-days people will only vest
their capital in business, in the railroads, or in such like great
concerns, where they may cither gain cent pet cent or lose it
all  Then, again, landed property is a very difficult thing to
have to deal with. In our part of the country cvery body
wishes to sell, and nobody wants Lo buy, so much ate people
disgusted with the idea of sowing a great capital in the fur-
10ws of an estate from which they can only reap a very slender
income. Tt is all very well when people live upon their own
property, because they can do it economically, as a country-
man like mysclf can manage to do; but for you, and othcers
like you, who have been used to a town life, you could scarcely
gain a livelihood from it. Then again, perhaps you might
find a purchaser readily enough among people like myself for
an estate ot about fifty, or perhaps a hundred thousand francs
in value; but when you come to a property worth eight hun-
dred thousand fiancs, that generally exceeds our means, and
you must look for a capitalist in the office of your solicitor at
Paris, who does not know what to do with his money. And do
you think there are many such now-a-days, when people specu-
Iate so much on the stock-cxchange, in lotteries, in railroads,
and a thousand other great concerns?  Well, thén, you must
look out for some timid old noblecman, who prefers placing his
money out at two per cent. in the fear of a revolution, 1ather
than launching out in these fine speculations which tempt all
the world wu jour & wujourd’ hui. Then, again, you must remem-
ber that such old nobleman would want a fine house, in which
he might come and cnd his days  But you see your chiitean!
I would not give the price of its materials for it. Tt would
not pay for the expense of pulling it down, every part of it is
80 rotten and decayed. So, then, if you put your estate up
for sale, you may perhaps meet with a purchager for it alto-
gether some of these days, but it is cqually likely that you may
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have to wait these ten years; for though your solicitor may
print upon hjs placards, according to custom, that it will bring
in three or three and a-half per cent, yet when they look into
my lease, as they are sure to do, they will soon discover then,
when the taxes are deducted, that it will not bring in two.”

“The conditions of your leasc have perhaps been granted
on account of the advances which you have made to M. de
Blanchemont P’ said Marcelle with a smile.

‘“ Ag was only just,”’ replied Bricolin with an air of deter-
mination. ‘‘ My lsase is for twenty years. One is passed, and
nineteen remain.  You must know that very well, because you
gigned it.  After all, perhaps you did not read it; but if you
did not it was your own [ault.”

“1 do not charge any one with blame. Well, then, if T can-
not sell the whole cstate in one, I must dv it divided into

oarts.” :
P Yes, in parts you may scll it very easily; you may scll it
at a good price too, but nobody will ¢ver pay you.”

“ Why not?”

“ Because you will be obliged to scll to so many people, of
whom the greater parl will not be solvent; to the peasants,
who at the best ouly pay sou by sou at a time, who ave ncarly
beggars, and are tempted to keep themsclves so for the sake
of possessing a little land, as they all do aw jour aujourd hui, and
you will have to expel them at the end of ten years without
having received any of the incowe in the mceantime. That
would certainly torment you and tive you out.”

‘ And I could never resolve to do so.  So them, M. Dricolin,
according to your account, I can neither keep this property nor
part with it.”

“If you like to be reasonable, and not ask too high a price,
and would wish to receive the reckoning at once, you could
scll it to somebody that I know.”

*To whom ?"’

3 ’]\o me'!'

*“To you, M. Bricolin ?”

“T'o me, Nicolas Eticune Bricolin.”

“ By the way,” said Marcelle, recollecting al that moment
some words which had escaped from the Miller of Angibault,
“1 have heard somcthing of this before. And what are your
proposuls "’

“1 will myself make arrangements for your creditors and
the holders of the mortgages; I will portion out the land, and
buy of onc here end sell to another there; T will keep what is
reasonable, and pay over the rest into your hands.”

‘“ And the creditors, do you mean to pay their accounts
also? You must be immensely rich, M. Bricolin!”

“No, Ishould make them wait, and in onc¢ way or another
I showdd relicve you from every embarrassment.”

“ I'believe that they all desire to b reimbursed immediately,
and you cersainly told me so.”
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“IThoy would be nrgent with you, but they would give me
credit.”

» Quite vight.  Perhaps I pass for being insolvent ?”

“Lossibly.  du jour d’agourd’ her people are very mistrustful.
Come, Madame de Blanchemout, you owe me one hundred
thousand francs; I will give you two hundred and fifty thou-
sand, and we will ery quits.”

*“That is to say, you will pay two hundred and fifty thousand
francs for that which iy worth three hundred thousand ?’

“That is a little bonus which it is only right that you should
give me,  You sce this is ny advantage, having money by me.
1t is to your advantage also, because you will receive your for-
wane at once, but if you delay you will never touch a sou.”

“ And thus you would take advantage of my embarrassin
situation, to deduct oune.sixth from the little which Ihave left.”

‘1t is very right, and anybody clse would consider him-
sell cntitled to a gveat deal more. Be satisfied that I am
taking as much care of your interest as I possibly can. Come,
my first word shall be my lagt.  You will think about it.”

“Yes, M. Buicolin, it appears to me to be necessary that I
~hould think.”

“Yes, 1 think so too. Tt is nccessary, besides, that you
should be satisGed that I am not deceiving you, and that I am
uol deceived myself respecting your situation, and the value
of your property.  You are here, and you can get every infor-
mation lor yowsell, and sce everything for yourself. You can
even go and visit the estate of your husband on the coté du
Blanc, and when you shall have secn everything, and thought
vl everything, in about & month you can give me your answer.
Only it is in this way, that you must form your calculation,
which is established on a basis which proves itself; and, first
on one side, you can sell all that remains of your property for
nearly double the amount of what I offer you ; but-you cannot
touch the half, and you will ¢ven have to waif ten years,
during which time you will find yourself compelled to submit
v pay so much interest that nothing will be left : bat, sccondly,
on the other hand you can scll to me at the logs of a sixth
part, and receive into your own hand, within three months, two
hundied and {ifty thousand francs in good gold or silver, or
pretty bank notces, as you lke best. Theie! I have said it!
Now come back to the house in a little less than ug hour, and
dine with us. When you arc with us, you must do as we do,
Madame la Baronne. We are upon busincss, a.nﬂif you ask
me for anything else, it will not matter.” .

The position in which Marcelle found herself while in con-
nexton with the Bricolins took away all scruples, and compelled
her alo o accept bis offer. She agreed, therefore, to accept
his invitation ; but requested while waiting the appointed din-
ner hour to remain in the old chateau, that she might write a
letter ; and M. Bricolin left her promising to send her servants
to her with the packages which they had brought.
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CHAPTER IX.
AN UNEXPECTED FRIEND.

During some few moments in which Marcelle remained alone,
she rapidly made a great many reflections, and she soon be-
came sensible that it was love which was inspiring her with
an energy of which she might not have been capable withont
that all-potent inspiration. The first appearance of that dull
and deserted dwelling, which was now the only abode which
she could call her own, had occagioned her a little alarm ; but
in learning that even this ruin might very soon pass into the
possession of another, she began to smile as she inspected it
with a completely disinterested curiosity, although the armorial
escutcheon of her family still proudly crowned its walls.

“Thus,” said she,  every conncction that bound me to the
past will soon be torn away and trampled down! Fortune
and rank will become extinct together—au jour & aujourd hui,
as this Bricolin would say. Yet, oh! how good is the Divine
Being in having made love for all times, and as immortal as
himsclf !”

Suzctte now entered, bringing those travelling requisites for
writing which her mistress had desired. In opening them,
Marcelle by chance cast her eyes upon her maid, and found
her contemplating the bare walls of the old castle with so
strunge an cxpression that she could not refrain from laughing.
The countenance of Suzette at once darkened, and her voice
assumed a tone of very marked rchellion.

“ Pray, madum,” said she, ‘“‘arc you resolved to sleep
here 27

“Certainly I am,” replied Marcelle; “uand here is a room
for you with a magnificent prospect and plenty of air.”

“I am very much obliged to you, madam ; but, madam,
you may vest assured that I will not sleep there. The place
frightens e in broad day, but what would it be at night?
T'hey say that spirits walk here, and I have no difficulty in
believing it.”

“You arc foolish, Suzctte. T will defend you against these
hobgoblins.”

“ Perhaps you will have the goodness, madam, to get some
of the servants fiom the farm to sleep by you here, for 1 would
wather be going away directly, even if it must be on foot, to
get out of this frighttul conntry.”

“You take it very tragically, Suzette. 1 constrain you to
nothing—you can sleep wherever you please. However, I
nust observe to you, that if you make a practice of refusing
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me your er\’lb(‘ti, T ghall be under the necessity of sepa.ra.tmg,
mysclf from you.”

¢1f you intend, mudnm, to wmmn a long time in thig
(Olllltl‘}, and live in this ruin

“T shall be obliged to remain here a month, and perhaps
longer. What is your conclusion ?"’

“1 must request that you will send me back to Paris, or clso
to some other of your estates, madam, for 1 covld take my
oath that T should die here at the end of three days.”

“My dear Suzctte,” replied Marcelle, with great sweetnews
and gentleness of manner, ““1 have no longer any other cstate
1~tt me but this, and most probably I shall never return to live
at Paris. I have no fortune now, my child, and it is possiblc
that [ could not long have retained you in my service. Since
stopping here is ko disagreeable to you, it would be useless for
me to impose it on you cven for a day. I will pay you your
wages and your travelling expenses. Fortunately the patuche
which brought us here has not departed, and you can return in
it. I will give you a good character, and my rclations will
assist in finding you another place.”

“But how can I travel in this way alone ? 'What a miserable
thing to be hrought so far away into snuch a lost and desolatc
place!”

“I did not know that I was ruined, and I have only this
instant learned it mysclf,” replied Marcelle calmly. “ It is un-
necessary tor you to reproach me, as it was involuntarily that 1
have caused you this perplexity. Besides, you will not travel
alone.  Lapicire will return with you to Paris.”

*Are you dismissing Lapierre also, madam?” c'«lalmed
Suzette in consternation.

“1 do not dismiss Lapicrre. T restore him to my mother-in-
law who lent him to me, aud who will receive her good old
survant back with pleasure.  Go and dine, Suzette, and after-
wards prepare for your departure.”

Amazed at the coolness and the sweet composure of her
mistress, Suzette burst into tears; and mclting into a return
of affection, she entreated her forgiveness and her permission
to remain.

“No, my dear girl,” replied Marcelle; ‘“ your wages are
henceforth beyond my position. I regret you, notwithstand-
ing your waywardness; and perhaps you may regrot me not-
withstanding my faults. It is an inevitable sacrifice, and thix
moment is not one for weakness,”

“But what will become of you, madam, without fortune,
without scrvants, with a child in your arms. and in a place like
a desert? Poor little Edward !

“Do not distress yoursclf, Suzette ; you will certainly soon
find a situation among some of my acquaintance. This is not
our last meeting, and you will sec Edward again. Do not
weep before him, I beg of you.”

Suzette took her departure, but Marcelle had not yet dipped
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her pen in the ink when the Miller made his appearance,
carrying little Edward on onc arm, and a sae de nuit on the
other.

“ Ah,” said Marcelle, receiving her child, whem he gently
placed upon her knce, *you are always occupied in doing
something to oblige me. M. Lonis, I am very glad that you
have not yct gone, for I have not thanked you, and 1 ghould
have been sorry not to have said adieu.”

“No, I am” not yet gone,” replied the miller; “and to tell
you the truth, 1 am not very desirous of going. But stay,
madam, if il be all the same to you, do not call me monsiens
any morc. I am not a gentleman, and why such ceremony on
your part? Call me plain Louis, or Grand-Louis, like all the
rest of the world.”

“ But 1 must say to you that this would be very contrary to
your ideas of general equality, aud that after yonr observations
of this morning —"

“This morning I was a brutc—a horse, a mill-horse, which
is worse! I had my prejudices against you, on account of your
rank and your husband. How could I know any better? If
you had called mc¢ Louis, I believe that 1 should have called
you—what is your name ?”

“ Marcelle.”

“1 like that name, Madame Marcelle. Ah, well, T ghall
always call you by it. That will never 1emind me of M, le
Baron.”

“Bul if I am not to call you monsicur, why not call me
gimply Marcelle ?” said Madame de Blanchemont, laughing,.

¢ No, no, you arc a woman, and such a woman ax we seldom
gce. Dut stay, why should I hide it ?—you have taken posses-
sion of my heart within the last minute.” .

“ Why, within the last minute, Grand-Louis 2’ said Marcelle,
who having begun to write only half heard the willer.

“ Just now while you were talking to your mad, T was on
the staircase with your merry little boy, who was playing a
thousand roguish tricks to prevent me from coming up, and in
spite of mysclf I heard all that yousaid. Tam sure, T beg your
pardon for doing so.”

“There was not the least harm in it,” said Marcelle. My
position is not a sccret, since I have made it known to Suzette,
and besides I am certain that a secret would be very safe in
your hands.”

“A secret of yours would he in my heart,” replied the
Miller, with a sottencd manner. ¢ Ah, then, you did not know
before you came here that you were ruined "

“No, indecd 1 did not. It in M. Bricolin, who bas given me
the ipformation. I expected to hear of losses, but not irrepa-
rable gnes.”

‘“ And you are not in any greater grief than this #’

Marcelle, who was occupied in writing, did not consider a
reply necessary; but in the space of a moment she lifted up
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her cyes, and saw Grand-Louis standing before her with crossed
arms, contemplating her with a specics of simple enthusiasm
and profound astonishinent, .

“Is it then so wonderful,” said she, “to sec a person lose
a fortune without losing one's spirits? Besides, have I not
sufficient left for all the requisites of life.”

“ What you have left I know to be very little. I am bettor
acquainted with your affairs than you can be yourself, for
when father Bricolin has had a cup or two of wine he loves to
chat; and he has worried me to death with telling o all
about these affairs, when I was Yery little interested in hearing
tuem. But was there ever anything to cqual this! Here is a
person who can see, without even knitting her brows, a mil-
lion on one side, and half a million on the other, going away
from her in a crack—in the twinkling of an cye! 1 never saw
anything like it, and I don’t understand it yet.”

* But you will understand it still less, if 1 tell you that as far
as T am concerned, all this gives me ¢xtreme pleasure.”

“ Ah! but with respect to your son,” said the miller, lowering
his voice, that the child who was playing near them might not
hear his words.

‘At the first moment I was a little shocked on his account,”

sreplied Marcelle ; “but T soon consoled wmyself. For a long
ime T have believed that it is a misfortunc to be born to
1iches, to be destined to idleness, to the hatred of the poor,
and to all the sclfishness and impunities of wealth.  Often
have T regretted that I was not the daughter and the mother
of a labourer. Now, Touis, T shall be one of the people, and
men like you will no longer mistrust me.”

“Youwill not be of the people,” said the miller. “You have
still a fortune left, which a man of the people would look upon
ar immense, while it is no great thing in your consideration.
lesides, this little child has relations, who will not leave him
to bg brought up like one of the poor. All this, Madame Mar-
celley is only a little romance which you are cont¥iving. But
where have you got these ideas?  You ought to be a suint. It
has o singular cffect upon me to hear you say all t%su exirnor-
dinary things, when all other rich people only dieam of be-
coming more rich. You are the first of your sortithat T have
cver scen,  In Paris arc therc any other of the rich and the
noble who think like you ¢’ N

“There are but o fow who think as I do; bug I must not
take much merit to myself, Grand-Louis. The day may come
when 1 may perhaps be able to make you understand the na-
tare of my sentiments.”

“ Fxcuse me ; but perhaps I understand them now.”

“No.”

“ Yes, hut the proof is something which I must not ventu_re
to mention. These are delicate affairs, and perhaps you will
be telling me that I am too bold to be questioning you about
them. If you knew me, however, as well as I am known over
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the country here, you would believe that T am not only bashful,
but capable of understanding the sorrows of others from m
own. I will confess to you the cause of my own anxiety, I will
tell you all.  Only you and my mother shall sharc my confi-
dence. Perhaps you will say u few kind words that will inspire
me with fresh courage.”

“And if T say to you in my turn, that I think I can guess
your secret ¥’

“It may he so, for moncy and love are mixed up in all these
affairs.”

“T am desirous that you should admit me into your confi-
dence, Graud-Louis. But sce, here is Lapicire coming up. 'We
shall soon meet again, shall we not?”’

“TIt is necessary that we should,” said the miller, lowering
his voice, “for T have a great deal to ask you respecting your
business with Dricolin. T am afraid that rogunish fellow will
drive you a little too hard, and who knows, peasant though 1
am, if T may not be able to render you some service? Will
you treat me like a friend ?”

“Certainly.”

“And do nothing without telling me ¢’

“T promise you, my friend. Here is Lapierre.”

“Js it necessary that I should go ?”

“@Go here on one side with Kdward. I may perhaps find it
necessary to consult you, if you have timne to wait a few minutes
longer.”

“Tt is Sunday; and, begides, if it were any other day ——

>

CIIAPTER X.
LETTER-WRITING.

Larterre cntered.  Suzette had already told him all. e was
pale and trcmbling.  Being old and incapable of any great
exertion, he had only been useful to Marcelle as a sort of tia-
velling protection. But, without having made any great
professions, he was sincerely attuched to her; and, notwith-
standing the aversion which he as well as Suzette already
experienced to the Black Valley and the old chiteau, he 1c-
fuscd to leawg his mistress, and declared that he would seive
her for as little & remuneration as her change of circumstances
rendered it convenient to give.

Marcelle, touched by this disinterested zeal, pressed his hand
affectionately, and overcame his resistance by proving to Lim
that he could be more useful to her by returning to Paris than
remaining at Blanchemont., She had determined upon relin-
quishing all the costly appendages Ly which she had been sur-
rounded, and Lapierre wns very capable of managing their
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sale—of recciving the proceeds, and devoting them to the pay-
ment of the little current debts which Madame de Blanchemont
Imd left behind her at Paris. Honest and clever Lapierrc was
flattercd with having to play the part of a steward and confi-
dential man, and, at the same time, to render himself useful to
her whom he was leaving with so much regret.  The arrange-
ments for his dcparture were soon made; and at this point
Marcelle, who thought of all the details of her position with a
coolness that was remarkable, recalled Grand-Louis from the
little cabinet, and asked him if he thought it possible for them
to scll in the country the carriage which she had left at —.

“But that would be cutting off your retreat from amongst
us,” replied the miller.  “ All the better for us! Perhaps you
will remain among us, and I ask nothing but to take care of
you. I often go to —— upon business of my own, and to sec
one of my sisters who lives there. I know almost everything
that passes in-that part of the country; and I see very clearly
that all our bourgeois, of latc years, have acquired a rage for
fine carriages and all sorts of luxurics. Iknow onc who wishes
to have a carriage sent from Daris; that of yours is here al-
ready, and so it would save the expensc of the jonrney; and
in our country we commit great extravagances, and yet think
a great deal of little savings. That carriage of yours appeared
to me both good and handsome. How much would such an
wlluir as that cost ?” .

“Two thousand francs.”

“Would you like me to go with M. Lapierre as far as —°?
Perhaps T could take him to a purchaser. He could receive
the woncy, for in our part nobody pays ready cash but to
strangers.”

“If it would not be trespassing both upon your time and
your kindness, you could manage the affair alone.”

*“1 will do it with pleasure; but do not mention it to M.
Bnl'icoliu, for he would dircctly wish to buy the carriage him-
self.”

“Ah, indeed! But why should he not ?”

“Ah, well! only its possession would not fail, to turn the
liead of—everybody in his family. Besides, Briealin would
persuade you to take half of what it is worth. I tpll youl will
undertake this affair mysclf.” i

“In that case, if it is possible, you must bring éxe money to
me; for T expected to have received some here, #nd, without
doubt, I shall have it demanded of me instead.” .

“We will set off to-night. It will be no hindrance to mo as
it is Sunday; and if 1 am not back by to-morrow night, or
the morning after, with two thousand francs, take me for a
boaster.” . o

“You are very good!” said Marcelle, contrasting his disin-
terested kindness with the rapacity of the rich farmer. i

“I must also bring you your luggage, which you left at —,"
said Grand-Louis.
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“If you would engage a cart, and send it to me —"

“No, no. What good would it do to hire a man and a
horse? I shall put Sophia into my cart; and I fancy that
Madcemoisclle Suzette would like betier to travel in the open
air, on a bundle of straw, with a good conductor like me, than
with that ill-tempered fellow in his salad-basket. Stay! Ihave
something else to say. You must have a servant. Those of
M. Bricolin are too busy to amuse your merry little fellow from
morning to night. Oh! if I had time myself, we should lead a
fine life together, for I adore children, especially such a spirited
one. I will send my mother’s servant, little Fanchon, to you.
We can go on very well without her for some time. She will
take as much care of your child as the apple of her eye, and will
do everything you tell her.  She has only one fault, and that is,
she will say *if you please’ three times over every time you
speak to her.  But what of that ? she thinks she is very polite;
and if anybody scolds her, she pretends to be deaf.”

“You are sent to me by Providence,” said Marcelle, “and I
cannot but wonder and admire that, in a situation involving
s0 many cmbarrassmeuts, T should find in my way so kind a
heart, ready to come to my help.”

“Bah! bah! these arc only hittle friendly services, that you
would do for me in the same way. You have already greatly
served me without knowing it, since you came here.”

‘“How was that ?”’

“ Ah! we will talk of that another time,” said the miller,
with a mysteiious air, and with a smile, in which the scrious-
ness of his passion formed a strange contrast with the hilarity
of his character, :

The departure of the miller and the two gervants having
Leen resolved upon, by common cousent, to be at the same
time on the same evening—a le fraiche, ag Grand-Louis said—
Marcelle, not having more than a fcw minutes left for writing
previous to the dinner hour at the farm, rapidly traced the
two following letters:—

LETTER TIE FIRST.

Marcelle, Baroness of Blanch t, to the Countess of Blanchemont, her
mother-in-law.

MY pDEAR MaMma,—I address mysclf to you as the most courageous of
women, and the strongest minded of our family, to announce to you, and to
ission you to to the respected count, and our other dear rela-

tives, some news which I am certain will affect you more than it does me.
You have often made me participate in your apprehensions; and we have had
many conversati on the subject which ies me at this t, and which
you will understand with very little explanation. Nothing is left (really nothing)
of Edward’s fortune., Of my own there remain two hundred and fifty or
three hundred thousand francs. I have only yet learned my situation from a
n:an whose interest it is to exaggerate my difficulties, if that 1s possible, but
who has too much good sense to attempt to deceive me, sinee to-morrow, or
the day after, [ can investigate these things myself. I send the good Lapierre
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to you, and I need not ask you td recetve him kindly back again. You gave
him to me that he might introduce a little order and economy imto the
domestic arrangements of our establishment. He did what he could ; but
of what importance would domestic savings be within doors, while the
prodigahty was without control or limits® Those little reasons, which he will
best explain to you himself, have obliged me to hurry his departure. 1t is on
this account that { write to you in haste, and without waiting to enter into
details which are not yet in my possession, and which I shall acquire by de-
grees. I have desired Lapierre to obtain an interview with you alone, to place
this in your hands, in order that you may have same hours, or even some days,
to prepare the mind of the count for receiving this intelligence. You will
soften it to him, repeating to him, a thousand times over, everything that you
know of my character—how really indifferent 1 am to the enjoyments of
wealth, and how uttetly iucapable I am of cursing either that which is present
or that which is past. Now, shall [ not pardon that to him whose misfor-
tune it has been not to have lived long enough to repair it? Dear mamma,
let his memory reccive from your heart and from mine an entire and willing
forgiveucss.

Now let me say two words for Edward and for myself, who are united in
¢this destiny. 1 hope I till have the ability to provide everything that is ne-
ceseary for his education. e is not of an age to afflict himself for losses
which he is not able to comprehend, and it will be better to keep him in
ignorance as long as possible, when he is able to appreciate them. Is it nota
happiness that this change in his position has como to pass before he has
acquired a taste for the enjoyments of wealth? If it be a misfortune to be
reduced to the necessaries of life—which 1n my eyes it is not—happening thus
in hus carly childhood, he will not fee} it s0 ; and, accustomed as he will hence-
{orth be to a modest style of living, he will believe himself sutficieutly wealthy.
Since he was destined to fall into a condition of mediocrity, it is through the
bencvolence of Providence that he has been made to descend at an age when
the lesson, far from being bitter, must necossarily be beneficial. You will tell
me that he has other inheritances that he may look forward to pussessing.
Such possibilities ought not to be taken into account, still Jess are their profits
to be anticipated. [ should refuse, almost as an affront, the sacrifices which
his family would impose upon th lves to support what they would consider
my honourable podition in Lfe.  Anticipating what has now really come to
pass, 1 have already laid my plans for my future duct. 1 shall f
my:clt to these arrangements, and nothing in the world shall make me deviate
from themm I am resolved to establish mysolf in some remote provinee in the
depths of the ecountry, where I can habituate the early years of my son to &
simple and laborivus hife, where he may not behold the luxurious life of the
rich, nor come in contaet with those who might destroy the good effect of my
leasons and examples. I sha!l not lose the hope of coming to present him to
you at some future time; and it will be a pleasure to you to behold a healtby
and happy boy, instead of the weak and shadowy creature for whose existence
we have never ceased to tremble. I know the rights which you have over
him, and the respect which 1 owe to your advice and authority; but 1 hope
you will not disapprove my pruject, and that you will leave his infancy to my
charge, since it 13 the period during which the assid th

cares of a g
and the salutary influeuce of the country, will be more advantageous to kim
than the superficial lessons of a liberally paid professor, the exercires of the
riding-school, or carriage-drives in the Bois de Boulogne. For my own part
T entreat you not to be uneasy for me, for I feel that I need not rauch regret
my life of supi and the dul of my neighbourhood. My love of the
country amounts to a passion; and | shall occupy the long hours which the
world can no more steal from me in gaining instruction for myself, that I
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may instruct my son. Hitherto you have reposed some confidence in me,
and the time has now come when that confidence must be entire, [ rcckon
confidently on this; for I know you have but to interrogate your own energetic
miml, and your profoundly maternal heart, fully to comprchend my dosigns
and resolutions.

All this must necessarily meet with some opposition in our family; but
when you have declared your sanction, and that you consider my conduct right
snd reasonable, all clse will be of your opinion. 1 commit, therefore, our
present and our future destiny into your hands; and I am, with devotion, ten-

* derneve, and respect, yours for my life,
MARCELLE,

Then followed a posiscript relative to Suzette, and a requoest
that the family solicitor might be sent to Blanchemont, in order
to investigat: the ruin of that old anccstral property, and {uke
suitable and active measures for the arrangement of its liabili-
ties As for the personal affairs, Marcelle would settle these
herself, with the help of competent men in the locahity.

Her second letter was addressed to Henry Lémor:—

Henry, what happiness' what joy!—I am rnined' You can never again
reproach me with my wealth ; you nced no longer hate my golden chains My
pituation is changed, and I am become a woman that you may love without
yanorse, and who has ro longer the power of impaosing any sacrifices upon
herself for you, My son has no rich inheritance to rcecive, at least inime-

* diately. IMeneeforth I have the zight of bringing him up as you woul ! devire,
and, in training him up to maturity, f entrusting his education, and dehver-
ing up his entire mind to you. I will not deceive you: we may perhaps have
to sustain a little struggle against the family of his futher, whoso blind tender-
ness and aristocratic pride would restore him to the world, by enriching hun
in spite of me. But we ehall triumph with gentleness, a litue addre:s, and a
great deal of firmness, 1 shall withdraw myself to ruch a distance from them
as may paralyse their influence, and we shall surround with a sweet juflacnce
the development of his young soul. 'We will repeat the irfancy of Jupiter in
the depths of the sacred grottoos; and when he shall leave that divince retreat
to try his strength—when riches come to tempt hiin—we shall have formed a
spirit strong against the seductions of the world and the corruptions of gold.
Henry, 1 flatter mysclf with these sweet hopes. and I eharge you not to disap-
point them with cruel doubts and scruples, which I shall call’ pusillanimous.
You owe me your support and protection, now that I find myself 1solated from
a family full of kindness and solicitude, but which I give up, and combat
against, for the single rcason that they do not participate in your principles.
That which 1 wrote to you on leaving Paris, two days ago, is thercforé fully
and easily confirmed by my present letter. T do uot summon you to come to
me now—1 ought not. It is necessary that we should remain apart for a
suitable length of time, lest the exile T have imposed upon myself should Lo
attributed to my sentiments tuwards you. 1 do not tell you the place which
I shall choose for my retreat, beecause T am yet in ignorance where it will be;
but in a ycar, Henry, dear Henry, Ing from the fifteenth of August, come
and join me wherever I shall have fixed to call you. Until then, if you do not
partake my confidence in myself, I should even wish you not to write to me. But
shall I have strength to live a year without kuowing anythiog of you? Oh,
no!—neither would you. Writo these two words, only to say, “I live, and I
love!” and you can address them for me to my old and faithful Lapierre, at
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the Hotel de Blanchemont, Adieu, Henry! Oh! if you could read my heart,
and see how much better 1 am than you think me! Edward is well, and does
not forget you. Henceforth he is the only one to whom I can speak of you.

M. B.

Having sealed these two letters, Marcelle, who had no other
vanity in the world, saving in the angclic beauty of her boy,
refreshed Edward’s toilet in some slight degree, and crossed
the court to the farm. They were waiting dinner, and to do
her honour the table had been arranged in the salon, as they
Lad no other dining-room hesides the kitchen, where they had
a0 occasion to fear spoiling the furniture, and where Madame
Biicolin bad been very busy preparing a variety of dishes with
the hielp of her mother-in-law and her maid. Marcelle could
not fail to perceive this departure fiom the habits of the
family. Madame Bricolin, whose officious hospitality was in-
stinctively impressed with the vulgarity of manner which an
inferior education usually engenders in her class, was not able
{o disguise it, but displayed it on all occasions by mistimed
apologies for the confusion of her household, and the awkward-
ness of herservants.  Marcelle required and cxacted from her
that she should rcsume the usual habits of her house on the
following day, assuring her, with a good-humowed smile, that
she should go and dine at the Mill of Angibault it they treated
her with so much ceremony.

“And apropoes of the mill,” said Madame Bricolin, aftcr some
speeches of ill-timed politeness; “I suppose 1 must have a
quarrel with M. Bricolin. Ah! he is just here! Tell us, then,
M. Bricolin, are you out of your mind to invite the Miller to
dine with us on the very day that Madame la Baronne docs us
the honour of sharing our repast?”’

“Ah, I did not think of that!’ replied the farmer, simply;
“or rather, I thought when I invited the Miller that madame
would not have done us the honour. You know very well
that the baron always refused: he had his dinner sent to his
own room, which was not very convenicnt, Ly-the-bye. In
short, Thibault, if it is disagrecable for Madame de Blanche-
mont to eat with the Miller, you must tell him, you who
don't keep your tongue in your pocket; for my part, I could
not ugdertake it. I have been very stupid, but it must be set
right at any price.”

* According to custom,” said the sharp Madame Bricolin,
who, being the eldest daughbter of a family of the name of
Thibanlt, preserved her family name, feminized according to
the ancient custom of the country—*so, then, I shall go and
send your handsome Louis back to his meal-sacks ™

“That would be very painful to me, and 1 think that I
also should go at the same time,” said Madume de Blanche-
mwont in o firm tone, and with some severity of mauner, which
was not withont its weight on the farmer’s wife; ‘I breakfasted
this morning with him at his house, and I found him so vhlig-
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ing, so polite, and so amiable, that it w. ou]d be a rcal vexation
to me to dinc without him here to-day.”

“Indecd!’ cxclaimed the beautiful Rose, who had listencd
to Marccelle with great attention, and w lose animated cyes
expiessed surprise mingled with pleasure; but she lowered
them suddenly, and became covered with blushes, on mecting
the scrutinizing and menacing looks of her mother.

“It must be as Madame de Blanchemoent pleases,”” said
Madame Bricolin.

And she added in a low tone, addiessing herself to her
servant, who enjoyed all the privilege of her confidential
observations when she was angry—

“What a thing it is to be a handsome man!”

Chounctte, more familiarly called Fanchon, smiled with an

* air of malice that made her more ugly than usual. She thought
the Miller a very handsome man, and would have seen no
fanlt in him had he only paid his court to herself.

“ Come, then,” said M. Rricolin, “the Miller shall dine with
us. Madame de Blanchemont is right not to be proud. It isthe
way to get people’s goud-will.  Rose, go and tell Grand-Louis
to come in; he is iu the court outside. Say that the soup is
on the table. It would have cost me somcthing to have
offended that young fellow; 1 tell you, Madame de¢ Blanche-
mont, I have a reason for keeping on good terms with the
Miller. There is nobody else who does not keep double
measure, and does not change the corn that is sent to him.
Yes, that's the way with the millers here.  They are all thieves
—one greater than the other. Besides, our country proverb
says, ‘ Tout meunier, tout valeur:’ I have tricd them all, and I
have never found anybody elsc who did not makc wrong
reckonings and wicked adulterations.  And, morcover, he pays
us all sorts of attentions. He never grinds any wheat after
rye or barley has been in the mill. He knows that it spoils
it, and takes away its whiteness. He takes a pleasure in
pleasing me in these things, because he knows that I like to
have fine white bread upon my table. That is the only fancy
that I have mysclf. I am mortified when any one comes to
sce me, if he does not say, ¢ Ah, what beautiful bread! There
is nobody can match Master Bricolin for having fine wheat!
It is all Spanish wheat, my friend, and no flattery.’ ” L]

“ Your bread is certainly beautiful,” said Marcelle, more to
make him value the Miller thun for the sake of gratifying M.
Bricolin's vanity.

“Ah, well,” said Madame Bricolin, “what a thing to
Dbe anxious for!—a shade of colour more or less in the bread,
and for a bushel more or less in o week's measure! We
have plenty of millers much nearer, and even a mill close by;
what occagion then is there to do business with ‘one who lives
an far ag a league away

“What difterence can that make,” said M. Bricolin, * when
he comes to fetch the racks, und Lnings them back again with-
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out taking a grain morc than a miller's fec? Besides, he hax
got such a capital good mill; two great new wheels, a famous
reservoir, the water never fails with him, and it is pleasant not
to have to wait.”

“And then, as he comes such a long way,” said his wife,
‘‘ you think that you are always obliged to invite him to dinn«r
or luncheon. That's your economy!”

The e¢ntrance of the Miller put a stop to these domestic dis-
cussions.  'When his wife scolded, M. Bricolin conicnted him-
self with shrugging his shoulders, and speaking a little more
quickly than he was in the habit of doing at other times. It
ruited him to pass over her peevish temper, because her activity
and the parsimony of her management were usetful to him in
the management of his house.

‘“Come, come, Rose,” cricd Madame Rricolin to her daugh-
ter, who returned with Grand-Louis, * we wait for you to take
your place at table.  You could have sent a message by Chou-
nctte quite as well as by running yourself.”

“ My father ordered me to go,” said Rose.

“ And you would not have come unless he had, I am verv
sure,” said the Miller in a low voice to the young girl.

“That is all the thanks you give me for being scolded on
your account,” replicd Rose, in the same tone.

Marcelle did not hear what was said between them; but the
stolen words that were passing, the blushes of Rosce, and the
cmotion of Graud-Louis, confirmed the suspicion which she
bad already conceived respecting Madame Bricolin’s aversion
to the poor Miller: the beautiful Rose was the object which
engrossed the thoughts of the Miller of Angibault.

CHATTER XI
THE DINNER AT THE FARM.

Desmmous of promoting the best interests of her new friend,
and_not foresceing any evil consequences that could arise to
Mad®moiselle Bricolin from her doing so, since her father and her
grandmother appearcd to favour Grand-Louis; Madame de
Blanchemont affected to talk to him a great deal during the
repast, and led the conversation to those subjécts on which
his information and intelligence rendered him really very
superior to all the Bricolin family, perbaps even to the chann-
ing Rose herself. In agriculture considered as a mnaturxl
science rather than a commercial cxperiment, in politics as
seeking the happiness of mankind and the rights of humanity.
in religion and morals, Grand-Louis had notions, elementary
indeed, but just, clevated, marked by the stamp of good



79 THE MILLER OF ANGIBATULT.

sense, of perspicuity, and nobleness of soul, which had never
Lefore been brought to light at the farm.  The subjects of con-
vemsation among the Bricolins were generally grossly vulgar,
and all the mental energy which was displayed took the shape
of somc rumoured scandal possessing but little charity towards
their ncighbours. Grand-Louis did not like this sort of ma-
licious gossip, and having, conscquently, scldom joined in
the conversations so little to his taste, his real capacity had
never excited their observation. M. Bricolin had pronounced
him very stupid, like all handsome men; and Rose, who had
always found him, under the influence of his feelings, timid or
discontented, could only excuse his want of mind by boasting
of his (‘xccll(-nt heart. They were, therefore, at first ustonishcd
to see Madame de Blanchemont talk to him with a sort of
. preference, and when she had biought him to forget the bash-
fulness which the presence of Rose and the ill-will of her
mother inspired, they were then still more astonished to hear him
speak o well. Five or six times M. Bricolin, wlho had no
suspicion of the Miller's love for his daughter, listened to him
with admiration and wonder, and cried, as he struck his hand
upon the table—
. “You know all about that, too! Where have you fished it
all np "

“Bah! In the river!” replicd Grand.Louis, gaily.

Madame de Bricolin fell into a deep silence by degrees, on
witnessing the success of her enemy. She formed the resolu-
tion ot herself warning M. Bricolin that very night of the dis-
covely which she had made, or believed she had made, of the
sentiments of this peasant for their young lady.

As for the old grandmother Bricolin, she understood no
part of the couversation; but she discovered that the Miller
talked like a book, because he uttered a number of consecutive
phrases without hesitation, and without repetition. Rose did
not appear to listen, but she lost nothing of what was said, and
her cyes were involuntarily fixed upon Grand-Louis. 'I'here
was also present a fifth Bricolin, to whom Marcelle had paid
little attention: this was the old grandfather Bricolin, dressed
like his wife in the peasant’s garb, cating a great deal, but
speaking not a word, and without having the appearance of
thinking cither. He was almost deaf, almost blind, and
appeared to be completely an idiot. His ancient better-falf
brought him to the table, and took charge of him as of a child.
She was very much engaged with him, filling his plate and his
glags, supplying him with one thing, and taking away another,
but never addressing o word to Lim, as that w vould have been
trouble Jost.  When he first scated hlmselt she had, however,
made him understand, that he must take ‘off his Lt on account
of Madame de Blanchemont. He obeyed, but without appear-
ing to comprehend the reason, and 1eplncud it soon: a frecdom
which, according to the custom of the country, his son, M.
Bricolin, permitted himself equally {o practise. The Miller,



’

THE MILLER OF ANGIBAULT. 73

who had not derogated from the same fushion in the morning
‘at the mill, now quietly pushed his cap into his pocket with-
out being perceived, divided between the feelings of a new
and instinctive interest with which Maicelle had inspired
him, and the fear of playing the fop for the first time in his
life)

However, even while admiring the wonderful knowledge of
the Miller, M. Bricolin soon began to be of a different opinion
with him on every subject. In agriculture, he pretended that
there was nothing new to try, that the scientific men had never
wade any discoveries, that in making innovations people
always ruined themsclves, that, since & monde est monde jusqu' -
au jour d'aujourd hui, people had always done the same, and
that they would never do better.

*Good!” said the Miller, “ and those who first invented our
nresent practices, those who yoked the cattle to till the earth,
and sowed the seeds, they did something new, however, and
they would not easily have been persuaded that a land which
had never been cultivated could have become fertile. It is
the same in politics; tell us, then, M. Bricolin, if they had told
you a hundred years ago that you should pay neither tithes
nor dutics; that the convents should be destroyed '

“Bah! bah! It is true that perhaps I might not have be-
licved them; but that has happened because it ought to
happen.  Everything is for the best, au jour &' awjourd hwi.  All
the world is at liberty to muke a fortune, and they can invent
nothing better than that.”

“And the poor, the idle, the weak, the foolish, what arc
they to do?”

‘“They can do nothing, because they are good for nothing;
all the worse for them.”

“ And if you were one of them, M. Bricolin, which it has not
pleased God to make you (you are far from it), would you say,
‘all the worse for me ! No, no, you have not said what you
ihought, when you answaied, ‘all the worse for them.” You
have too much heart and too much religion for that.”

“1 have too much religion! 1 jest at religion, and so do you.
I sce that they are tryiug to restore it, hut that docs not dis-
turb me much.  Our piicst is a bon vivant, and I don't contra-
dict hign. 1f be were a bigot, I should send him sabout his
husine: Who is there, now-a-days, that helieves all these
absurdities ?"’

“ And your wife, and your mother, and your daughter; what
do they say to these absurdities 2

“ Qh, they are pleased, they are amused. It seems to mc
that they are necessary for women,” .

“And we, peasants—we are like the women: religion is
necersary for us too.”

“ Ah, well! you have a religion close at hand; go to mass,
I shall not hinder you, only don’t force me to go there.”

That may happen, too, if the religion which we have
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resumes its fanatical and persecuting spirit, and returns to
what it has often been before.”

*“Then it would be good for nothing, so down with it! I can
go on without it for my part.”

“ But since we absolutely must have a religion, is there an-
other that you would prefer 7

‘“ Another? another? How you go on! Make one yoursclf,
if you want another!”

“1 would have one that would hinder men from hating,
fearing, and injuring cach other.”

‘“That would be really new. 1 should like one of that sort
that would prevent my farming men from stealing my wheat,
and my workmen from taking thrce hours a-day to cat their
soup.”’

“pIt would be so if you had a veligion which commanded uz
to make others as happy as oursclves.”

“Grand-Louis, you have truc religion in your heart,” said
Marcelle.

“That is true indecd!” said Rose, with emotion.

M. Bricolin dared not reply. He greatly desired to gain
Madame de Blanchemont's confidence, and not to inspire bher
with an ill opinion of him. Grand-Louis, who saw the favour-
able impression which he was making upon Rose, looked at
Marcelle with an eye full of animation, which scemed grate-
fully to say, ‘T thank you.”

The sun get and the abundant dinner drew towards a closc.
M. Bricolin, who grew heavy in his chair, thanks to the plen-
tiful refreshment and the numerous bumpers which he had
taken, would willingly have given himself up to his favourite
pleasure, which was taking coffee flavourcd with brandy and
mixed with liquors for two or three hours of the evening; but
Grand-Louis, on whose company he had reckoned, lctt the
table and prepared for his departure. Madame de Blanche-
mont went to receive the adieus of her servants, and to scttle
their accounts. She entrusted to their care the lettcr which
she had written to her stepmother; and taking the Miller
aside, rhe confided to him that which she had addressed to
i.ém(;»r, entreating him to put it into the post with his own

ands.

‘‘ Rest satisficd,” said he, comprehending at once thag there
was some little mystery in the affair; * this is not to ledve my
hands excepting to drop into the Ictter-box, and no one is to
cast an e¢ye upon it, not even your servauts; is it not so that
you wish it ?”’

“Thanks, my brave Louis!”’

“Thanks! should you thank me when I ought to thank
you upon my knces? Ah! you do not know how much I owe
you. 1 lcave you, but in two hours the little Fanchon shall
be with you.  She is more suitable and gentle than that coarsc
Chounette.”

When Suzette and Lapierre had really gone, Mazcelle
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experienced an instant of moral distress, in finding herself
alone at the mercy of the Bricolin family. She felt ¢x-
tremely dejected, and, taking Edward Ly the hand, she pur-
sucd her way towards a little wood which she had observed
at the other side of the ficld. Tt was yet daylight, and the
sun, sinking behind the ancient chiteau, projected afar the
gigantic shadows of its lofty towers. She had not proceeded far
before she was joined by Rose, who felt drawn towards her by
a powerful uttraction, and whose pleasing person was the ouly
agrecable object within reach of observation at that moment.

I will do the honours of the warren,” said the young girl;
“it is my favourite place, and I know you will be pleased
with it.”

“Pray do ro. Your company alone will make me find it
very agrveeable,” replicd Marcelle, familiarly passing her arm
through that of Rose.

The old manorial pmk of Blanchemont, cut down at the
time of the Revolution, was encircled by a deep mont filled
with a current of water, and by a great guicksct hedge, on
which Rose left many fragments of the trimmings of her maus-
lin dress, with the carelessness and indifference of a girl whose
wardrobe is well supplied. The venerable trunks of the old
oaks were covered with little branches, and the warren was
little more than a soit of thicket of underwood, over which
reigned in their majestic pride a few old denizens of the
forest, which the axe had spared, like respectable ancestors.
spreading their flourishing arms over a numerous and rising
posterity. Romantic footpaths ascended and descended by &
succession of natural steps found in the rock, winding their
varicd way bencath an umbrageous shade almost excluding
the light. There was a mysterious fecling hovering over the
place, which might have imparted a deeper iuterest o onc
wandering freely through it, leaning on the arm of a lover.
Marcelle drove away the thoughts which made her heart beat,
and fell into a reverie, listening to the songs of the nightingale,
the linnet, and the blackbird, which peopled that deserted and
silent retirement.

The only path which had been preserved fiom the encroach-
ment of the underwood was situated on the outer verge of the
thickcf, and had been kept open for agricultural purposes
Marcelle approached it with Rose, and her child ran on before
All at once he stopped and slowly retiaced his steps, looking
undecided, pale, and serious.

“What is there ?” inquired his mother, accustomed to guess
all his impressions, and sceing that he was divided between
fear and curiosity.

“There is an ugly womun there,” replied Edward.

“People may be ugly, and very good,” replied Marcclle.
“ Lapierre is very good, but he is not handsome.” .

“Oh! Lapicrre is not ugly,” said Xdward, who, like all
children, gdmired the object of his affections.
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“@ive me your hand,” replicd Marcelle, ¢ and we will go
and see this ugly woman.”

“No, no! do not go; it is uscless,” interposed Rose, with an
air of trouble and embarrassment, but without manifesting
much fear ; “I did not think that ske was there.”

“I must accustom Edward to overcome fear,” said Marcelle
in a low voice. And, Rose not daring to stop her, she redou-
Dlcd her pace, but when she had rcached the middle of the
avenue she stopped suddenly, struck with a sort of terror at
{he strange aspect of a being who slowly approached towards

101,

CHAPTER XIL
CASTLES IN THE AIR.

T~pER the majestic arch formed by intervening branches of
the noble oaks through the extent of the avenue, rich in
artistic effect, from the Lrilliant streams of light and the con-
trast of deep shadows, there approached a woman, or rather
a being without a name, who appeared to be plunged in wild
and stern meditation. Her appearance marked her as one of
those who, having become bewildered and stupified with mis-
fortune, prove how entircly the distinguishing marks of age
and sex may become obliterated. However, her regular fea-
tures had once been endowed with a species of nobleness
which was not yct wholly effaced, notwithstanding the fright.
ful ravages of grief and illness; and her long black hair,
cscaped from the confinement of her white cap, which wax
surmounted by a man’s straw hat, torn, bent, and broken in a
thousand ways, imparted an expression somewhat sinister to a
narrow and sunburnt countenance, which in a great measme
it concealed and overshadowed. In that face, yellow as safiron
and wasted by fever, might be secen two large black eyces
of a frightful fixedness, of which the preoccupicd gaze could
scldomn be met; a nose very straight and sufficiently fincly
formed, and lips livid and half open. Fer dress, which was
revoltingly filthy, belonged to the bourgeois class; a wretched
robe of yellow stuff displayed a shapeless body, distorted in-
to undue proportions, and unnatural devclopments of its
parts, by constant stooping and strange gesticulation. Over
her wasted and cmaciated form floated this shapeless dress,
trailing on onc side, while her thin, black legs were bare, and
her dirty slippers but ill defended them against the flint stones
and the thorns, to which, however, they appeared to be insen-
sible; her head hung thoughtfully down, her looks were fixed
upon the ground, and her hands were perpetually occupied in
rolling and unrolling a handkerchief stained with bleod.

She came directly towards Madame de Planchemont, who con-
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cealed her fear that she might not communicate it to Edward,
waiting with agony to sec whether she would take the right
hand or the left to pags by. But the spectre, for that being
resembled some sinister apparition, continued her walk with-
out appearing 10 notice any one; and her countenance, which
did not express idiocy, but a dark despair which had 'passed
ifito a stage of abstract contemplation, did not seem to receive
any impression from exterior objects. Iowever, when she
reached the verge of the shadow which was projected from
Marcelle, she stopped as if she had met an insurmountable
obstacle, and, turning her shoulder sharply round, continued
her incessant and monotonous walk. “ 1t is poor Bricoline,”
said Rose, without lowering her voice, though she spoke loud
cnough to be heard.  “ It is my eldest sister, who is deranged;
that is to say, an idiot. She is only thirty years old, and yet
she looks like an old woman, and it is a dozen years since she
has spoken a word, or even appearcd to hear our voices. We
do not know whether she is deaf, but certainly she is not
dumb; for when she belicves herself alone we sometimes hear
her speaking, though without manifesting much sign of sensc.
She always will remain alone, and she is not malicious when
she is not contradicted. 1o not be afraid, and if you appear
not to sec her she will not even look at you. 1t is only when
we wish to improve her personal condition that rhe gets
angry, and shrieks, and struggles, as though we were doing
her some harm.”

“ Mamnma,” said Edward, cndeavouring to hide his fear,
“take me Lack to the house, for I am hungry.”

‘“ How can you be hungry when we have just left the table ?”
said Viarcelle, who had no moic desire than her son to con-
template that sorrowful spectacle. ** Surely you are mistaken.
Let us go into another walk, Perhaps the sun shines too
strongly here, and the heat fatigues you.”

“Yes, yes; let us return into the wood,” said Rose. “It is
uot very cheering to sce this. There is no risk of her follow-
ing us, and besides, when she is in one alley she very seldom
tng into another. You may scc that the grass is trodden
down here in the middle, so often hds she passed backwards
and forwards, always on the same track. My poor sister, how
sad this is! She was so beautiful and ro good! How many
times has she carricd me in her arms and devoted hersclf to
e, a8 you arc devoting yourself to this Leautiful boy! but
since her misfortune she no longer knows me, nor even remem-
bers my existence.” '

“Oh! my dear Mademoiselle Rose, what a terrible misfor-
tune! And what is the causc? Is it grief or sickness? You
must be acquainted with it.” *

“Alus! yes; we know it well, but we ncver speak of it.”

“YForgive me if the interest I fecl in you has led me to ask
an improper question.”

“Oh! madam, from you it is very different. It seems to



78 TRE MULER OF ANGABAULT.

me that you are so very good, that no one need feel humbled
before you. I will tell you, then, that my sister has been re-
duced to this unhappy state of idiocy by being crossed in love.
She was attached to & young man who was amijable and
honourable, but he was poor, and our parents would not con-
sent to their union. The young man joined the army, and
threw himself into the way of dcath at Algiers. Poor Bri-
coline, who from the time of his departurc had remained
silent and sad, which, of course, everybody attributed to de-
pression and grief at their separation, and expected that time
would remove, heard of his death in a manner that was in-
deed a little too cruel. My mother, believing that in losing
all hope she would “ecover ber natural tone of mind, burst on

her with the bad news too suddenly, in terms too harsh, and |

at o time when such an emotion might have been fatal. My
sister did not appear to hear, and never answered a word. I
was very young, but I remember that it was winter, and we
were in the middle of supper. She was holding her fork
in her hand at the time, and she let it full, and remained
looking at my mother tor more than a quarter of an hour,
without saying a word, without lowcring her eyes, and with
§0 strange an cxpression that my mother was alarmed, and
exclaimed—* She says nothing, but she will devour me!’

¢ You should not try her so much,’ said my grandmother,
who is an cxccllent woman, and who would willingly have
scen Bricoline married to her lover; ¢ you torment her so much
that you will drive her mad.’

“ My grandmother judged too well. My sister was an idiot
from that moment, and from that day she has never eaten
with us. She will not touch anything that we offer her; she
avoids us all, and supports herself on stale remnants of food
which she collects aud keeps at the bottom of an old leather
trunk, and takes from the kitchen when she finds an oppor-
tunity and sces that no one is there.  Sometimes she snatches
up a fowl, kills it, tears it to pieces with her fingers, and cats
it while it is bleeding. T am sure it was for that rcason that
she came here to-night, for she has blood upon her fingers
and her handkerchicf. “Then again she drags up the roots
in the garden and devours them raw. In short, she lives
like a savage, and frightens everybody that comes near her.

This is the result of being crossed in Jove, and my poor parents -

arc too severcly punished for having so ill judged the heart of
their child. Howerver, they never say what they would do if
it were all to come over again.” )

Marcclle believed that Rose was alluding to her own affairs,
and feeling desirous of knowing to what extent she participated
i the feelings of Grand-Louis, she encouraged her confidence
in a tone of affectionate tenderness. They had now reached

the side of the path opposite to that where they had met the,

idiot, and consequently Marcelle felt more at her ease, and
little Edward had alrcady forgot his fear, and had renewed his
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gambols, without going so far as to escape from his mother's
eye

“Your mother appears to be rather strict,”” said Madame dc
Blanchemont to ber companion, ‘“and I should think M. Bri-
colin more indulgent.”

“ My father malkes less noise than my mother,” replied Rose,
shaking her head. “He is more checrful, more affectionate;
he flourishes more, but at the samo time he means to be very
kind—in short he loves his children, and he is a good father.
But when questions arise about money, and what he calls pro-
priety, his determination i8 perhaps more inexorable than
that of my mother. I have heard him say a hundred times that
it is better to be dead than miserable, and that he would kill
wme rather than consent ——'

‘“To your marrying according to your own will,” said Mar-
celle, observing that Rose could not tind words to convey her
meaning.

“Oh, he does not say that!” replied Rose with rather a
prudish air; “I have not yet thought of marriage, and I cannot
tell whether my feelings and his wishes will agree. He is am-
bitions for me, and already torments himself with the fear of
not finding a son-in-law sufticiently deserving. It is this which
prevents me from making an early marriage, and I am very
eary about it, for I do not wish to leave my fumily, notwith-
standing the little outbursts of temper that I experience from
my mother.”

Marcelle thought that she perceived a little dissimulation
on the part of Rose, and not wishing to eneroach upon her con-
fidence, she merely observed that perhaps Rose had some am-
bition for herself. .

“Oh, not at all!” replied Rose ir: some confugion; “I am
much 1icher than I wish or desive to be. As my father justly
says, there being five of us—for I have twosisters and a brother
marricd—our proportions will not be so very great when his
property comes to be divided, which is all the same to me, for
my tastes are simple, and I see very well from what passes
among ourselves that the richer we are the poorer we are too.”

“ How can that be ?”’

‘Tt is quite true with us and the other agriculturists like us.
You, the nobility, cnjoy your fortunes, and thus you get accused
among us of prodigality; whilc thosc on our side, seeing the
ruin of so many ancient familics, say to thernselves that they
must be wiser, and so they begin by economising until the
end—how shall I call it ?—in making it a passion to save
money to establish their families. They wish to double and
treble all that they possess. This at least is what my father
and my mother, and my sisters and their husbands, and my
aunts and my cousins, have repeated to me ever since I was
born, Thus, for the sake of not being hindered in the great
work of self-aggrandisement, they imposc upon themselves
every possible species of privation. Krom time to time they
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made a great parade before people, and afterwards in the
secrets of domestic management they cut so close as to live
upon an egg, as people say. They fear so much to spoil their
furniture that they never use it, and to spoil their dresses that
they scldom wear them, and always dread to spend too much
on their indulgences. At least this is my mother's system,
and it seems hard to me to lend such a life deprived of every
pleasure, when she might allow hersclf so many. Then if we
look still farther, and sce that, for the sake of promoting this
great end of family aggrandisement, it is necessary to carry
this system of economy into the affairs of others, to abridge
the means, limit the appetite, and be hard upon those who
spend their days in working for us, that really becomes abso-
lutely melancholy. As for me, if 1 am at liberty to govern
wmysclf, as I understand the matter, I will never deny anything
either to myrelf or anybody else. I will live up to my in-
come, and perhaps not be any worse off for doing so in the’
end, beenuse if people loved me they would work for me with
greater zeal and fidelity. Did not Grand-Louis say so at din-
ner to-day ? and he was right.” .

“My dear Rose, he was reasoning on theory.”

‘“On theory 7’

“That is to say, he was applying these generous ideas to a
state of society which does not yct exist, but which certiainly
will do 5o some day. K8 to its actual practice, that is to sy,
if we would realize these ideas at the present time, we shonld
deceive oursclves if we thought that thosc who would act up
to their principles of justice and goodness in the midst of an
evil world would be appreciated, loved, and recompenscd in
this life.”

‘You astonish me by saying 80. I believed that we were of
the same opinion. Do you think, then, that it can be right to
crush those who labour for our advantage ?’

“We are not quite of the same opinion, Rose, and yct T am
far from thinking as you imagine 1 could wish that no person
sbould be made to work for himsclf, but that, working cach for
all, they should work for God and for themselves nt the same
time.” -

‘* And how would that be brought to pass?’

‘1t would takoe too long to explain, my dear child, and I ain
afraid I should not do it justice. In waiting for that future
which I conceive will cventually be realised, I look upon it as
a great 1isfortune to be rich; and I am much consoled at
being no longer so.” :

“That is strange!” said Rose. “Those who are rich have it
in their power to do a great deal of good to thosc who arc
poor, and that is the greatest happiness of lifc.”

‘“ A single individual of the very best intentions could do very
little real good, even if he gave away all that he possessed; and
when he had done so he would be powerless to do more.”

“But if everybody did the same ?”
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* Yes, if each would, that is what is so necessary and desirable.
Yet it is impossible to bring all the wealthy to make an equal
sacrifice.  You yourself, Rose, would not fecl disposcd to do
s0 entirely.  You would wish to consule as much suffering as
your income would possibly allow—that is to say, you would
save a few familics from misery—but this would be always
on the condition that you should preserve what you possess;
and I who preach to you, I cling to the last ruins of my
fortune to save that which is called the honour of my son,
in endeavouring to preserve sufficient to satisfy the debts of
his father without plunging him into absolute poverty; for if
he were in a state of utter destitution, he mnst then losc all
hope of ¢ducation, and be placed under the necessity of actual
labour, and the result would probably be the death of a deli-
cate being, the issue of a debilitated race, inheriting an en-
teebled constitution in every respect inferior to that of the
peasant  You see, then, that witli even good intentions
neither we nor others can find a remedy to iutroduce into
fociety against this alternative; we can do nothing more than
just preter mediocrity to riches and work to idleness. This is
ouly w step towards virtue, and but a poor merit in us, and
how little remedy will it bring to the numberless miscriecs
which strike our cyes and giieve our hearts on every hand.”

“ But the remedy ?’ said Rose, almost stupified; “is there
then no remedy ? - The king ought to find out, a remedy, since
a king can do everything.”

“ A king can do nothing, or nearly nothing,” said Marcelle,
smiling at the simplicity of Rose. *“1t is necessary that a
people should find out a remedy in their own heart.”

‘“All this has the cfiect of & drecam upon me,” said the good
Rose.  *“It is the first time that I have heard such things
spohen of. 1 often retlect when 1 am alone; but they say with
us that the world doces not go on well.  They say that we must
take carce of owselves, because our happiness is the only thing
which nobody clse will care about, and that cverybody is the
aicat cnemy of his neighbour; that eacites fear, does it not?”

“Yet there is in that a strange contradiction. The world
goes on very ill because it is filled with people who fear and
hate cach other.”

* But what is your idea of getting ont of this state of things?
tor certainly no one can perceive the evil without thinking ot
amendment.”

“We may have such an idea clearly defined when all the
world" has conceived it with us and helps us to work it out.
But when there arc only some few against the whole, and when
they laugh at us as dreamers, and make a crime of speaking,
we can only have disturbed and uncertain views. So things
at present stand, and I say nothing to the great minds of our
own times; 1 know nothing, I am but an ignorant woman, but
to good-intentioned hearts I say, ¢ Behold our condition in the
present day.’”’

¥



82 THY MILLER OF ANGIBAULT.

“ Yes, au jour d'aujourd’hui! as my father says,” said Rose,
with a smile. But she added with a sorrowful air:—

“ What then shall I do myself? Since I am rich, what good
can I do?”

*‘ Preserve in your heart as a treasure, my dear Rose, your
rorrow at the sight of suffering, that love of your fellow-crea-
tures which the Gospel teaches you, and an ardent desire to
devote yourself to the salvation of others on that day when
individual sacrifice will become uscful to the whole.”

“Will that day really come ?”

‘Do not doubt it.”

“You feel assured 2’

“As I do of the justice and goodness of God.”

“TIt is truc that God cannot leave hardship and cvil to last
for ever. 1t is equally so, madam, that you have filled my
brain with dazzling things, which have given me hcadache;
but still it scems to me that I can understand now why you
can lose your fortune with so much tranquillity; and T can
even comprechend that 1 could mysclf descend to mediocrity
with pleasure ” :

¢ And if it should happen that you were reduced to poverty,
suffering, and labour ¢’

“Ah! if that answered no good purpose it would be dreadful "’

‘* But if you could perceive that it was promoting some great
end? If it were necessary by a sort of martyrdom to pass
through a crisis of great distress to attain the salvation of
humanity 7’

“Ah, well!” said Rose, guzing upon Marcelle with astonish-
ment, “ it must then be supported with patience.”

“ Rather say that it should be rushed into with enthusiasm!"”’
exclaimed Marcelle, with an accent and a look that made Rore
tremble, and which passed through her like an electric shock,
to her own great surprise.

And now the moon mounted the horizon, and little Bdward’s
gambols began to relax. Marcelle judged it time that her
child should be sent to his pillow, and Rose followed her in
silence, still meditating on the conversation they had held
together.  As they appioached the farm, however, she began
to fall back upon the realitivs of life; and on hearing in the
distunce the loud tones of her mother's voice, she looked at
the young lady walking on hetore her, and asked herself keenly
this question:

Is not she deranged also?”
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CHAPTER XIIL
ROSE.

NorwrrisTANDING this apprehension, Rose felt an invincible

attraction towards Marcelle. She assisted her in putting her

child to bed, invented a thousand little plans for their comfort,

and on departing took her hand to kiss it. Marcelle, who

alicady loved her as a richly-endowed child of nature, prevented

Ler from doing so, and herself salute® her on either check, and
tose, delighted and encouraged, hesitated to go.

‘1 wish to ask you onc thing,” she at last said, “und it is
this :—Ilas Grand-Louis rcally sufficient mind to comprehend
vou?’

¢ Cerlainly, Rose; but why do you inquire ’ asked Marcelle,
with a little air of malice.

“T¢ is because I thought it very singular, that to-day, among
us all, it was our Miller who had the most understanding,
and yet poor Louis has not had very great instruction.”

“ But he has so much heart and wmind,” suid Marcelle.

*Oh, yes, co much heart! Iknow him well. I was brought
up with him. It was his eldest sister who nursed me, and 1
passed the fivst years of my life at the Mill of Angibault. Did
you not know that ?”’

¢ He has not spoken of you to me, but I think I can sce that
lie is very much devoted to you.”

“1le was alwavs very good to me,” said Rose, blushing;
‘“one proof of his kindness is that he has always loved children.
He was only seven or eight years old &when I was at nurse with
his sister, and my giandmother suys that he was as anxious to
awuse me as if he had been old cnough to be iy father. It
appears, also, that I foomed such a friendship for him that 1
would not leave him, and that my mother, whe did not hate
him then as she does now, made him come to the house when
I was weaned, to keep me company. He stayed two or three
years instead of two or three months as was intended at first,
and he was 80 active and obliging that they feund him very
usctul to us. His mother was labowring under some cmbar-
rassments then, and my grandmother, who is really her friend,
thought it would be relicving her from the care of one of her
children, I very well remember the time when Louis, my
poor sister, and myself, were always running about and play-
ing in the fields, in the warren, and in the granaries of the
chateau. But when he was of an age to be useful to his
mother and work in the milly she recalled him home, We were
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so grieved at being separated, and I fclt the time so tedious
without him; and his mother, and his sister, who had been my
nurse, were so attached to me, that they used to take me to
Angibault every Saturday night, and bring me back every
Monday morning This continued until I was of an age to be
taken to a school in the town, and when I left it,.there could
be no more companionship between a youth like the Miller
and a young girl who was henceforth to be treated like a young
lady. However, we still mect very frequently, and more par-
ticularly since my father, notwithstanding the distance at
which we live, has taken him for his miller, and we conse-
quently sce him three or four times every weck. For my own
part, T have always a great pleasure in going to Angibault, his
mother is so good, and I love her so much! Ah! well, madam,
would you belicve that m% mother has got it into her head that
there is some harm in all thig, and will not suffer me to con-
tinue my accustomed walks to the mill? She has taken a
dislike to Grand-Louis, and docs everything she can to mortify
him; and she has forbidden me to dance with him at the
assemblies, under the pretext that he is beneath me. However,
all the other young ladics of the country, as they call us,
alwayr dance with the peasants when they ask us, and besides,
the Miller of Angibault cannot be called a peasant. He has
twenty thousand francs of fortune, and has been better hrought
up than most of the others. To tell you the truth, my cousin
Honoié Bricolin neither writes nov spells so well as he doces,
while Grand-Louis’ education has not cost half so much moncy,
and I don’t at all gee why I ought to be so proud of my
family.”

“ Neither do I see it any more than you,” said Marcelle, who
perceived very clearly that a little finesse was necessamy with
Mademoiselle Rose, and that she did not express herself with
the same ardour and freedom as (irand-Touis; “then you do
not sec anything in the manner of the Miller to give occasion
for your mother's discontent ?”’

¢ Oh, nothing at all! He is a hundred times more obliging
and agrecable than all our country people, who almost all
drink, and who arc sometimes very coarse and rough; never
has he whispered o word in my ears that nced make me cast
down my eyes.”

‘*‘ But how could your mother conceive such a singular idea
ar that he could be in love with you ?”

Rose was embarrassed, licsitated, and ended by confessing
that her mother might very casily be persuaded of that.

‘““And if your mother has really guessed truly, is she not
right in putting you on your guard against him ?”’

“ But that is aocording to circumstances. If it were so, and if
he had spoken; but he has never said a word to me more than
of pure friendship.”

‘* But if he were much interested in you without daring to
tell you 7’
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“Where would be the harm?’ said Rose, with a little
coquctry.

 You would be very culpable to encourage his passion with-
out seriously intending to return it,” replied Marcelle, in a tone
sufficiently severe. “That would be making an amusement
- of the sufferings of a friend; and it is not your family, Rose,
who ought to treat lightly the being crossed in love.”

“Oh!” said Rose, with rather a pouting air, “men never
o mad for such things! However,” added she, with sim-
plicity, and hanging down her head, “I must own that poor
Louis is sometimes very sorrowful and speaks like a man in
despair, without my being able to guess for what. That gives
me great pain.”’

“ Not cnpugh, however, to make you condescend to under-
stand.”

“But if he loves me, can I do anything to console him ?’

“ Without doubt, you ought either to return his love or to
avoid him.”

“I can do ncither the one nor the other. To love him is
almost impossible, and as to shunning him, I have too much
fricndship for him to be able to inflict so much pain. If you
knew what an expression there is in his eyes when 1 affect not
to be taking any notice of him! Ilc¢ turns so pale that he
makes me quite unhappy.’”

. “Then why do you say that it is quitc impossible to love
im ?”?

‘“Ought we to love onc that we cannot marry ?”’

‘*But we can always marry any onc that we love.”

“Ah, not always! Think of my poor sistcr. Her example
has made me fear what I should risk in following it.”

“You would risk nothing, mny dear Rose,” said Marcelle,
with a little bitterness. ‘“ When we can dispose of our love
and our frec-will with so much ease, we neither love at all nor
1un into any danger.”

“Do not say that!” replied Rose, with vivacity; “Iam as
capable as another of loving and running the risk of being
unhappy—but do you advise me to exercise this courage ?"'

“Oh, no! far from it. I would only help you to prove the
state of your own heart, in order that you may not be the cause
of unhappiness 1o Louis through your imprudence.”

“That poor Grand-Louis! But what can I do, madam?
Suppose that my father, after great anger and, many menaces,
consented to give me to him, and that my mother, terrified by
the cxample of my sister, should prefer to sacrifice her repug-
nauce to the grief of secing me sink under some grievous
malady, all of which is scarcely probable—to arrive at such an
end, think of the dispntes, the scencs, the wretchedness.”

“You have fear, but not love, Isay. Perhaps you are right,
and thercfore it will be necessary to*keep Grand-Louis at a
distance.”
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This advice, to which Marcclle always retwrned, did not
appear at all to the tastec of Rose. The passion of the Miller
was extremely flattering to her self-love, more especially since
Madame de Blanchemont had so much elevated him in her
eyes, and perhaps, also, on account of the rarity of so intense
a devotion. Peasants are but little susceptible of passion;
and in the circle of the hourgeois world in which Rose lived, the
feeling in its intensity was beeoming more and more strange
and unknown, fast becoming merged as it was in the occupa-
tions of self-interest. 1Llose had read some somances, and was
proud of inspiring an excessive, disproportioned, and hopeless
love, of which some day or another all the country would
speak with astonishment. JTn short, Grand-Louis was the
favourite of all the village girls, and there was nog a suthcient

- difference between their rank and those of the bourgeoisie of so
recent a date as the Bricolins, for her not to feel some intoxi-
cation at carrying him off from the most beautiful girls in thé
neighbourhood.

“Do not think that I am cowardly,” said Rose, after a mo-

. ment’s reflection. “I know very well how to answer my
mother when she accuses that poor fellow unjustly; and if I
were once to take anything into my head, and were agsisted by
you who ha¥ec so much spirit, and who my father so much de-
sires to render favourable to his views at this moment, T could
trinmph over everything. Besides, I declare to yom that T
should never lose my senses like my poor sister. I am obsti-
nate, and they have always spoiled me too much not to fear
me a little. But I must tell you what would annoy me the
most.”

“Go on then, Rose; I am listening.”

“What would be thought of me in the country round if 1
brought such a disaster on my family ¢ All my friehds, jealous
perhaps of the love 1 had inspired, and which they could never
find in their own mercenary marriages, would throw a stoue at
me. All my cousins and suitors, furious at the prefercnce I
had given to a peasant over them, and who all think them-
selves of great value, all the mothers of families, alarmed at the
example I should be setting their children, in short, the pea-
sants themselves, envions at seeing among them what they
would call a disproportioned marriage, would follow me with
their taunts and sarcasms. ‘Think of that idiot!" one will say;
‘it is in the blood, and she will soon be eating raw food like
her sister.” ‘Look at that simpleton!” another will say, ‘who
takes a peasant when she might have had & man of her own
class” ‘Look at that disobedient girl? they will all exclaim,
‘who has caused such grief to parents who were never able to
refuse her anything. Oh! the effrontery and the shamelessness
which has caused all this scandal for a lover, because he is six
feet high. She might ad well have done the sume for a plough-
boy, and why not for uncle Cadoche, who goes begging from
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deor to door. And indeed this is not ull; and I really think
that it would not be becoming for a young girl to expose her-
self to all this for the love of any man.”

“My dear Bose,” said Marcclle, *your last objections do
net appear to me nearly so scrious as your first, though I sec
that you would fecl much mote repugnance to brave public
opinion than the opposition of your parents. 1t is nccessary
that you should maturcly examjne, with cqual strictuess, both
sides of the question; and as you have recounted your history
to me, 1 on my part will tell you mine. I will relate to you,
bat it must be in confidence, the great secret of my lile: some
time bence everything will be disclosed; but for the present I
am sure you will faithfully guard my contidence.”

“Oh, madam,” exclaimed LRose, throwing herself upon the
bosom of Marcelle, “you arc too good! I have never had a
secret confided to me hefore, and I have always had a desire to
know one, in order that I might keep it. Judge whether this
of vours shall not be sacred. It will teach me things of which
T um ignorant, for it scems to me that there ought to be a
moral in love, the same as in all other things; and no one
would ever speak to me upon the subject, under the pretence
that there was not, and ought not to be, such a thing as love
in the world. It seems to me, however, very—e But speak
—speak, dear Madame Marcelle! 1 assure mysclf that in pos-
ressing your confidence I possess your friendship also.”

“Why not, if I may hope to be 1epaid with yours in the same
way 7’ said Marcelle, returning her carcsses.

“ Ah!” said Rose, whose eyes were filled with tears, “do you
not see that I love you! At the first glance my heart turned
towards you, and now it is yours eutirely, though I have known
you but a day! How is this? T cannot tell. But T have never
scen any human being for whom I have felt this preference be-
fore. 1 have only known such beings in books; and you have
the same effect upon me, and you alone, as the beautiful hero-
ines that I have read of in remances.”

“ And since, my dear child, your noble heart has need of
love, I shall endeavour not to be unworlhy of that affection
whicl this occasion favours me by bestowing.”

The little Fanchon was alrcady installed in a neighbouring
closet, and gave convincing evidence that she was aslecp by
overpowering the voices of the owls, and the sound of the
whirling gusts of wind which shook the roof of the old
towers. Marcelle seated hersclf near the open.window, where
she could look up to the quiet stars beaming §n the purc and
magnificent heavens, and taking the hand of Rose in her own,
she spoke as follows.
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CHAPTER XIV.
MARCELLF.

“My history, dear Rose, really resembles a romance; but it is a
romance so simple, and possessing so little novelty, that it is
like all the romances in the world. I will tell it to you in as few
words as possible.

“My son, when he was two years old, was in so bad a state of
health that I despaired of saving his life. My anxiety and de.
jection, and my countinual care, which 1 could not suffer to
devolve on any other person, furnished me with a very natural
-occasion of retiring from the world, in which I had made but
& short appearance, and for which I had but little taste. The
doctors recommended that my son should live in the country.
My husband had an estate abont twenty leagues from this, as
you know, but the riotous and licentious life which he led there
preventedgne from chooring that as the place of my retirement,
.even during the time which he spent at Paris. The disorder
of the house, the insolence of the servaunts, who werve suffered
-to pillage at their pleasure, because he deprived himeelf of the
power of paying them their wages regularly, and the disagree-
ableness of the neighbourhood, were objections all so well
painted to me by 1y old Lapicrre, who had passed some time
there, that I entirely renounced the thought of making it even
a temporary residence. M. de Blanchemont, anxious that I
should not come to live here, lest T should discover the embar-
rasscd state of his affairs, made me believe that this place was
horrible—that the old chiiteau was uninhabitable—and ju this
last respect he exaggerated veiy little, as you will allow. e
talked of buying a country-house in the vicinity of Paris, but
-where was the money to be found for such & purpose, when,
though unknown to me, he was alrcady on the verge of ruin.

“Finding that his promises led to nothing, and that my son

- was becoming more and more debilitated, I hastened to engage
at Montmorency, & village necar Paris, and in an admirable
sitnation, lying among hills and woods, particularly open and
healthy, the half of a house, the first that I could find. These
residences are very much sought after by the DParisians; even
the wealthier classes cstablishing themselves in them, during
the finc weather, for the sake of health and country enjoyment.
My velations and my fricnds came to sece me very often at first,
but gradually their visits becanie less and less frequent, as is
always the case when those who dwell in seclusion and love
the reireat to which they have retired, do not endeavour to
attract their friends cither by luxury or gaicty. Towards the
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end of the first season, I often passed a fortnight together with-
out sceing any one from Paris. Neither was I connected with
any of the leading people of the neighbourhood. Edward's
health improved, and I was calm and satisfied. I read a good
deal, and I walked in the woods, with him only, a peasant to
-lead his ass, a book, and a great dog, the very jealous guardian
of our persons. This life pleased me extremely. M. de Blanche-
mont was delighted to be relieved from the trouble of being
with me. He never came to see me, but occasionally sent o
servant to hear of his son’s health, and to inquire respecting
my need of money, which, happily for me, I kept within very
modest bounds, or he would not have been able to supply me.”

“What!” exclaimed Rose, *“ while he told us here that it was
for you that he exhausted his own income as well as yours;
that it was you who would have horses and carriages, while
perhaps you went on foot through that wood to save the ex-
pense of paying for an ass!”

“You guess aright, dear Rosc. 'When I ventured sometimes
to ask my husband for moncy, he used to tell me strange long
histories about the poverty of the farmers, the severity of the
winter, the hail-storms of the summer, that these men were all
nearly ruined; and, in the end, for the purpose of being spared
these painful details, and being in general deccived by his
generous commiseration of their sufferings, I approved his
liberal forbearance, and consented to deny myselt the enjoy-
ment of my own income.

“The old house in which I had taken up my abode was re-
spectable, but without pretensions, and I atiracted no attention
in such a retirement. It contained two floors, of which I occu-
piced the first. The ground-floor was inhabited by two young
people, one of whom was ill. A little shady garden, surrounded
by high walls, where Edward played under my eyes with his
nurse, while T sat at my window, was common to myself and
the two lodgers, M. Henry Lémor and his brother.

“Henry was twenty-two years of age; his brother was but
fifteen. 'The poor boy was consumptive, and his elder brother
attended him with a touching solicitude. They were orphans,
and Henry acted the part of a true mother towards the sufferer.
Ilc ncver left him for an hour; read to him; it he walked, sup-
ported him in his arms, assisted him to bed at night, and
redressed him like an infant in the morning; and as the
unfortunate Ernest scarcely slept at all, Henry, pale, cma-
ciated, and carcworn with his night-watchings and anxiety,
appcared to be alinost as great a sutferer as his brother.

“ An excellent old woman, to whom the house belonged, and
who lived on a portion of the ground-floor, paid very great
attention, and manifested true kindness of heart to those
young people, but she could not do all that was necessary, and
1 felt it my duty to second her endeavours. T exerted myself
zealously and unremittingly, as you would have done in my
place, Rose, and in the lust days of Erncest’s existence I myself
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never quitted his bedside. He manifested towards me an
affection and a gratitude that were very touching. Scarcely
comprehending his danger, and not aware of the result of
his own suflerings, death approached almost unperceived, and
he breathed his last even in the act of speaking. Ile was tell-
ing me that I had cured him, when his respiration stopped and
his hand grew cold in mine.

“The gorrow of Henry was profound: he fell ill, and in his
turn required nursing and might-watching. The strength of
Madame Joly, the old proprietress of the house, was exhausted.
Happily Edward’s health had improved, and I was able to
divide my cares between him and Henry.  The duty of assist-
ing and consoling the unfortunate Henry fell upon me alone,
and towards the end of the autumn I had the satisfaction of
secing him restored to life.

“ You may easily conceive, Rose, that a profound and wnal-
terable friendship was cemented hetween us two in the midst
of all these griefs and dangcrs. When winter came, and the
commands of my relations obliged me to veturn to Paris, we
had fallen into such an agrceable way of passing the time, of
reading, conversing, and walking together in gur little garden,
that our separation was truly heart-breaking, We consoled
ourselves, however, with the hope of returning to Montmorency
the following year. There was yet a diffident timidity between
us; and we should have trembled to give the name of love to
the feeling which then engrossed us.

** Henry had never dreamed of inquiring into my condition of
life, neither had I ever thought of searching into his. We were
living at about the same rate of expense in the old house. He
had asked my permission to visit me at Paris; but when T gave
him my address at my mother-in-law’s, at the Hotel de
Blanchemont, he appcared terrified and surprised. When I
left Montmorency in the carriage, with its armorial bearings,
which my relations had sent for me, he wore an air of conster-
nation; and when it appeared to him that I was rich (1 be-
lievod then that T was so, and 1 passed for such), he looked as
if he were for ever separated from me. The winter passed
without our meeting again, and without my having heard the
least tidings of him.

‘ Lémor was, however, in reality much richer than myself at
that time. His father, who had died the year before, war @ 1nan
of the.people, and a mechanic; but a little business, and a good
deal of ability, had placed him in easy circumstances. His chil-
dren had received & very good education, and the death of Frnest
left Henry an income of eight or ten thousand francs; but the
desire of gain, the unscrupulousness, the terrible harshness
and profound selfishness of his commercial father, had made the
generous and enthusiastic soul of Henry revolt against them even
in his carly days. In the winter which followed the death of
Ernest, he hastened to give up, almost without recompense, his
stock in business to a man that his father had ruined by the
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most rapacions manmuvres, and the most traitorous and un-
merciful competition. Henry distributed among all the work-
men, whom his father had so long oppressed, the produce of this
sale, and withdrawing himself with a feeling of aversion from
their gratitude (for he oftcn said to me, that these unhappy
meh had been corrupted and degraded by the example and dis-
putes of their master), he changed th place of his residence
1o another guarter of the town, and entered on an apprentice-
ship to hecome an artificer himself. The preceding year, and
before the illness of his brother obliged him to live in the
country, he had already begun to study mechanics.

““T learned all these details from the old woman at Montmo-
rency, where T paid two or three visits towards the end of the
winter; as much, I confess, to hear news of Henry a8 on ac-
count of a friendship for herself of which she was most truly
worthy. This woman entertained a perfect veneration for
Lémor. She had nursed poor Ernest with the same tenderness
as if he had been her own son; and she never spoke of Henry
but with clasped hands and cyes full of tears. When I inquired
why he did not come to see me, she replied that my wealth and
my position in the world would not permit an open and in-
genuons connexion to be established between a person like me
and a man who had thrown himself voluntarily into poverty.
It was on one of these occasions that she recounted to me all
that she knew of him, and all that I have repeated to you.

“You may imaginc, my dear Rose, how much I was struck
with the conduct of this young man, who had appeared to me
so simple, 8o modest, and so perfectly ignorant of his own moral
greatness. I could think of nothing else; in the world it was
the same as in my solitary chamber; in the theaire as in the
church, his remembrance and his image were always in my
heart and in my thoughts. I compared him with all the men
that Isaw, and the contrast made him sppear to me truly
great.

At the end of March I returned to Montmorency, but with-
out any hope of finding my interesting neighbour there. I
cxperienced a few moments of real unhappiness, when, de-
scending into the garden with a relation who had agcompanied
me, 1 heard that the ground-floor was let to an old lady. But
to assist me reluctantly to reinstate myself in the country,
my companion having taken a few steps in advhnce before
me, the good Madame Joly whispered in my ear that she had
practised this little deception on account of my rdlution, who
appearcd to be curious and a babbler, but that Lémor was
there, and that he had shut himself up that he might see me
when I was alone.

“1 thought I should have fainted with joy, and T supported
the good-nature and attentions of my poor cousin with a pa-
ticnce which all but killed me. At last she went, and T saw
Lémor, not that day only, but every day, and almost cvery
hour in every day, from the end of the winter to the extreme
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end of the following autumn. The short and unfrequent visits'
which I received from Paris, and my own indispensable but as
brief returns, robbed us at most, when the hours were added
together, of a fortnight of this delightful intimacy.

“1leave you to imagine whether this life was happy, and
whether the love that sprang from it must not have gained the
mastery over our friendship. But this last sentiment was pure
in the eyes of heaven and my son, formed as it had been by the
deathbed of Henry's brother.

“There was, perhaps, a little gossip among the natives of
Montmorency; but the good character of our hostess, her pru-
dent forbearance respecting our sentiments, which she guessed
80 well, her earnestness in defending our conduct, the retired
life which we led, and the care which we took never to show.
ourselves out of the house together; in short, the abscnce of all
offence, prevented the malevolence of scandal, and no imputa-
tions of such a nature ever rcached the ears of my husband or
my reclations.

““ Never was love more religiously felt, nor had a more salu-
tary influence upon the souls of two human beings than upon
those it was now cngrossing. The ideas of Henry, most singu-
lar in the cyes of the world, but the only true, the only Chris.
tian ones in mine, transported my mind into a new world. T
cxperienced the enthusiasm of faith and virtue simultaneously
with that of affection : these two sentiments were united toge-
ther in my heart, from which ncither the one nor the other
could cver more be separated. Ilenry adored my son—my son,
forgotten by his own father, neglected, and almost unknown.
Thus Edward entertained for Lémor all the tendeiness, the
confidence, and the respect which a father ought to inspire in
a son.

¢ The winter tore us away from our terrestrial paradise; but
this time it did not separate us. Léwmor came to sce me in
secret from time to time, and we wrote to cach other almost
every day. He had a key of the garden of our house; and,
when we were unable to meet therc in the night, a chink in
the pedcestal of an old statuc reccived our correspondence.

“It is very recently, as you know, that M. d¢ Blanclhcinont
lost his life in a most tragical and unexpected manner, in a
deadly duel with onc of his friends for a treacherons mistress
who had betrayed him. A month afler that time I saw Henry,
and it is from that moment that I date my troubles. 1 thought
it was so natural that we should be engaged to each other for
life! T desired but to see himn for a moment, to fix with him
the time when the duties of my position would permit me to
give him my hand and my person, as he already posscssed my
heart and my miud. _But can you believe it, Rosc ? his fust
emotion was a refusal full of alarm and despair! The fear of
being rich-—yes, the horror of wealth—carried him beyond his -
passion, and made him fly from me with terror.

“1 was offended—in consternation. I had no power to con-
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vince him, I had no power to retain him; and since that time
T have refiected and find that he is right; that he is just to
himself and faithful to his own principles. I esteemed him
first, and I loved him afterwards; and I have resolved to ar-
range my life in a manner to wound him no more—to give up
the world entirely, to leave Paris, and shut myself up in the
depth of the country, in order to break off all my connexion
with the power and wealth which Iémor considers as cnemies
to humanity, sometimes open and ferocious, sometimes invo-
Iuntary and blind.

“But with this project, which was but secondary in my
thoughts, I associatcd another which should strike the evil at
the root, and destroy for ever all the scruples of my lover—of
my future husband. I would imitate his example, and disburse
my personal fortune by applying it to that which the convents.
would call good works, and which Lémor calls the work of re-
muncration, to that which is just towards man and agreeable
to God in ali religions and in all ages. I was at liberty to make
this sacrifice without injuring that which the rich would call
the future happiness of my son,gince I Lelieved him still des-
tined to u considerable inheritance ; and, besides, 1 considered:
that, in abstaining from the enjoyment of his income during
the long years of his minority, in collecting the rents, placing
the money out at interest, and suffering it to accumulate, 1
should also be working for his advantage. 'That is to say, that
while biinging him up in habits of sobricty and simplicity, in
endeavouring to inspire him with & benevolent enthusiasm, ¥
should put it in his power at some future day to consecrate a
considerable fortune to the same good works—a fortune aug-
mented by my economy; and by the duty which 1 should im-
pose upon myself of not enjoying any part of it on my own
account, notwithstanding the rights which the law gives me in
that respect. I persuade myself that a soul so simple and so
tender as that of my child would respond to my own enthu-

. siasm, and that I should have heaped up his terrestrial riches

for his future sulvation. Smile a little, if you will, dear Rose;
but it appears to me that I shall now have greater advantages
under my present losses to train up my Edward to look at
things in this point of view. Now he has no longer an inhe-
ritance to expect from his father; and the remnant of my own
fortune which I have left shall henceforth be consecrated to
him in thc same way. I no longer believe that I have the
right of alicnating the little property which remdins to us
both, and T abandon my former designs because I krfow that it
is my higher duty to provide for my son, since he hag no longer
any certain provision to expect but that which he may de_rwe
from me. This poverty, to which I could only have the right
to vow mygelf alone, is a new baptism which God would not,
perhaps, allow me to impose upon my child, before he is of an
age to accept it or reject it of his own free will. Can we, born
in this age, and having given life to beings destined to the ¢cn-
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joysnents and power of society, violently deprive them, and '
thet without consulting them, of that which the world con-
siders as such great advantages and such sacred rights? In
this state of gencrnl corruption arising from the love of money,
if 1 were to die, leaving my son to the miseries of want before
the arrival of that suitable time when he might be taught the
love of labour, to what vices, to what degradatien do 1 not ex-
pose him, risking the subversion of his good but feeble instincts!
We talk of a religion of Lrotherhood, and of & commmunity in
which all men shall become happy by loving each other, and
rich without despoiling themselves. They say that this is a
problem which the greatcst saints of Christinnity, and the
greatest sages of antiquity, have been upon the point of solving.
They stil] say that this religion is rcady to descend into the
hearts of men, while everytling appears, in veality, to conspire
against it. It is" reasoned that, from the terrible and fearrul
shock of egotistical interests coming into collision, wust be
born the necessity of entire change; the very weuriness of evil
must beget truth and the love of right. All this, Rose, 1 tirmly
helieve: but, as 1 said to yougjust now, I am ignorant ot the
day which God has fixed to accomplish his designs. [ know
npthing of politics, and to me they throw no light upon my
ideal; #o, taking refuge in the ark, like the bird during the
delnge, I wait, T pray, 1 suffer, and 1 hope, without attending
to the ruilleries which the world lavishes upon those who will
not approve of ity injustice and rejoice in the mistortrnes of
their age.

*‘ But in this ignorance of the morrow, this unchained tempest
of all the energies of hwnanity raging against ench other, it is
necessary that I should hold my son in wmy arms, and help him
to flout upon the tide which may carry us te the shores of a
better world than this. Alas! dear Rose. in an age when woney
isall in all, cverything is bought and sold. .Arts, scicnces, all
colightenment, and consequently all virtue, even religion itsclf
—all are interdicted to those who cannot pay for the advantage
of drinking at their divine sourees. And iu the same way that
we pay for the sacrament of the church, we are compelled at
the price of gold to acquite the right of being men, of lening
to read, of being taught how to think, and to kuow gowd from
evil.  The poor arc condemned, perthaps only those gifted with
senius excepled, to spring up deprived of wisdom and instruc-
tion, and the mendicant, the poor child who leains, instead of
any other work, the art of holding out his hand implovingly,
and clevating his voice plaintively, is compelled to confue his
weak and powerless understanding within the limits of-such
obscure and false perceptions. It is a fearful thing to think
that superstition is the only religion accessible to the peasant—
that all his instruction is 1cduced to a sct of forms which ke
does not cowpschend, and of which he uncither knows the
meauing nor the origin—that in his eyes God is no more than
an idol tavowrable to the harvest and the flocks of those who
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vote him a wax candle or an image. In coming here this
morning I met with a procession assembled round a fountain
to conjure away its dryness. I ingyuired why they offered up so
many prayers in that place especially, and a woman answered,
showing me at the same time a little plaster statue, shut up in
a niche, and ornamented with garlands like the god of pagan-
ism-—

“ ‘It is this good Lady who is the L=s¢ of all for rain.’

* If then my son is poor, he may also be an idolater, unlike
the first Christians, who embraced holy peverty with the true
religion. I know very well that the poor man has the right
to ask me, ‘Why should your son rather than mine know God
and truth? Alas! 1 have nothing to answer him, since I can
only save his son by sacrificing my own. And whataninhuman
answer for him! Oh! the times of general wreck are frightfal!
HKach clings to that which is the dearest, and abandons all the
rest.  But still once again, Rose, what can we do—we poor
women, who only know how to wcep over it all?

*'T'hus, the duties which are imposed upon us by our families
are in contradiction with those jmposed upon us by humanity.
Luat we can still do something for our families, while for hu-
manity, unless we are rich, we can do nothing. ¥or in these
tunes, in which the great fortunes devour the little ones so ra-
pidly, mediocrity is but constraint and impotence.

*See then the reasons,” said Marcelle, wiping away o tear,
‘“why 1 have been forced to modify the beantiful dreams which
weic so strongly impressed upon me when I quitted Paris only
two days ago. But I will still do my best, Rose, not to sur-
round mnyself with little useless indulgences at the expense of
others. I will reduce myself to necessaries, buy a house in the
country, live as soberly as possible without injuring my health
(since I must devote my life to Edward), put in order the little
capital which Ishall one day give him, after having instructed
him in the pious and proper use which Grod reveals te us; and, in
the menn time, appropriate the least possible part of my bumble
income to my necessitics, and to giving o good education to
my son, 50 that I may always have a little to assist the poor
who come knocking at my door. This, I believe, #s all that I
can do, if theie should not soon be formed an association truly
holy—a species of new church, where some inspired believers
shall rally their brethren around them. to form a gommunity
living in common under the laws of a religion and c;{a morality
which satisfy the lofty necessities of the soul, and the laws of o
perfect equality. Do not ask me jn what these lawie shall pre-
cisely consist. I have received no mission from abdve respect-
ing their formation, and God has not given me the genius to
discover them.  The utmost efforts of iy understanding can
reach no farther than the power of coinprehendiug these things
when they shall be revealed ; and my good instincts force me
to reject the systems which are pressed upon us now-a-days a
little too strongly under different names. 1do not yet find one
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among the number in which moral liberty is respected, or in
which atheisin and ambition do not in some way gain the
ascendancy. Perhaps you have heard of the St. Simonians and
the Fourierists. These systems possess neither religion nor
love, and are merely abortive speculations in philosophy, most
roughly sketched, where the spirit of evil scems to be hid under
the appearance of philanthropy. I do not venture to form an
absolute judgment upon them, but I am beld back from them
by a presentiment that cach conceals a new snare spread for
the simplicity of man,

“DBut it is late, my good Rose, and your beautiful eyer,
though they still shine, are struggling against the fatigue of
listening to me. 1 do not draw any inference from all this,
cxcept that we arc both loved by two poor men, and that one
of us aspires to free herself from her connection with the rich,
while the other hesitates and is atraid of their opinion.”

““ Ah! madam,” said Rose, who had listened to Marcelle with
profound attention, ‘“you are both great and good! Now 1
perfectly understand why I love you, as you know how to love.
1 feel as if your history, and the explanation of your conduct,
had enluged my understanding.  What a dull and pitiful life
we are leading compared with that of which you drecam! Al!
1 believe that I shall die the very day that you go away and
leave us.”

*Had you not been here, dear Rose, 1 should have heen in
laste, I confess, to go and build my cottage close to those of
the poorest of my fellow-creatures, but you will make e love
your farm, and even this old clLiateau. Ah! I hear your mother
calling you. Embrace me again, and forgive me if 1 have
spoken some harsh words to you. I reproach mysclf fo1 utter-
ing ,t.hem, when I discover how tender and altectionate you
are.’

Rose embraced the young baroness with cmotion, and left
her.  Giving way to a habit of childish disobedicnce, she
walked slowly on, amusing herselt with hearing her mother
eoniinue 1o call her, without answering. Afterwards she ve-
proached herself, and began to run, but she did not answer
until she was quite near her. That shricking voice had all
the effect of a discord, after the sweet harmony of Marveelle's
discoursc.

Fatigued with her jowncy, Madame de Blanchemont softly
retired to the bed in which her child was reposing, and draw-
ing the folds of the orange curtains aiound Ler, she tell asleep
without dreaming of those hobgoblins so indispensable to an
old chateau, when an incomprehensible noise broke upon her
ear, and she rose in some confusion.
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CHAPTER XV.
THE ENCOUXTER.

Tue sound which disturbed the sleep of our heroine was that
of some object passing and rcpassing the door of her chamber
with singular obstinacy and awkwardness. The touch was
too vague and wandering to be that of a human hand, e¢ndea-
vouring to find the handle of the door in the dark; Lut as the
sound did not resemble that made Ly a rat, Marcelle could
not. form any other supposition. She thought that some one
belonging to the farm might sleep in the old chiteau, and,
perhaps coming back intoxicated, might have mistaken his
route, ard was groping his way to find his bed. She recol-
Jected then that she had not taken the key of her chamber
from the outside of the door, and she rose to rcpair this for-
getfulness as soon as the person should move away. DBut the
sound continucd, and Marcelle did not dare to open the
door to cffect her purpose, lest, by showing herself, she should
Dbe insulted by some clown. ™This little anxicty began to be
very disagreeable, when the uncertain and impatient hand
began to scratch at the door in such a manner as to make
Marcelle belicve she heard the claws of a eat, and, smiling at
her own timidity, she determined to open it, and either
admit the animal into her apartment or drive it away.
But scarccly had she opencd the door, with great carc and
precaution, when it was pushed in with violence, und the
miscrable idiot appeared before her eyes standing upon the
threshold of her chamber.

This visit appeared to Marcellc more disagreeable than the
worst of her suppositions, and she hesitated whether she
should repulse this restless being by force, notwithstanding
what she had heard of the habitual tranquillity of her insanity.
But the disgust which the personal condition of this unhappy
being inspired, and still more the fecling of compassion, pre-
vented her from dwelling upon this idea.  'L'he Junatic did not
appear to perceive her prescnce, and it was possible, in her
desire to be alone, she might take her deparfure as soon as
she noticed Marcellee. Madame de Blanchemont decided,
therefore, that it would be the best to wait and see what turn
the insanity of her unhappy guest would take, and returning
to the side of the bed sat down on the edge, drawing the cur-
tains before her, so that if Edward awoke he might not sce
the miserable woman who had frightened him so much in the
warren. La Bricoline (we have alrcady said, that with us all
the cldest daughters of the families of the peasants and coun-

G
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try-people hear the hereditary appellation of their families,
feminized, instead of a Christian name) traversed the room
with precipitation and approached the window, which she
opened after many efforts; the feebleness of her attenuated
hands, and the length of her nails, which she would never
suffer to be cut, rendering her very awkward. When she had
succeeded she leaned out of the window, and in a voice pur-
posely suppressed, she called *Paul!” This, without doubt,
was the name of her lover for whom she was always waiting,
and whose death she conld not resolve to believe.

‘Phis ‘lamentable call having awakened no echo in the
silence of the night, she seated herself upon the stone hench,
which, in all the ancient habitations of this class, fill up the
deep embrasures of the windows, and remained quiet, rolling
her blood-stained handkerchicf round and round, and appear-
ing to resign herself to patient expectation. At the end of
aboutl ten minutes ghe rosc and called again, always in the
same low voice, as if-ghe believed that her lover was hid in
the brambles and underwood which overspread the moat, and
as if she feared to arouse the attention of the peeple at the

For more than an hour thir unfortunate being continued
her melancholy occupation, first calling upon Paul, and then
waiting with extraordinary patience and resignation, the
full moon shining the while upon her emaciated countenance
and distorted figurc. Perhaps these vain hopes inspired her
with a species of happiness. Perhaps, in her waking dreams,
she deluded herself into the belief that Lie was there. that he
heard and answered, and as often as the illusion faded away
and the dream was effaced, she restored it Ly calling afresh
upon the name of her dead lover.

Marcelle contemplated her with a deeply wounded heart.
She desired to make herself the mistress of all the scerets of
her madness, in the hope of finding some mcans of softening
her sufferings: but lunatics of this class never explain them-
‘selves, and it is impossible to guess whether they arc ahsorbed
in one thought without reluxation or intermission, or whether
the action of the mind is suspended in them, operating only
at intervals.

When the miserable girl at last left the window she began
to walk backwards and forwards in the chamber, with the
same slowness and gravity which had struck Marcelle in the
walk at the warren. She no longer appeared to he dicaming
of her lover, and her countenance, strongly contracted, resem-
bled that of an old alchemist lost in abstrusc researches. This
regular pacing lasted long enough to fatigue Madame de
Blanchemont extremely, who neither dared to return to her
couch nor to leave her son to awake the little Fanchon. At
Iength the lunatic took her departure, and, ascending the
staircase to the next story, she went to another window and
recommenced calling upon Paul at intervals, waiting for his
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comitng, and walking backwards and forwards in the-apart-
ment. '

Marcelle thought that it was her duty to go and warn the Bri-
colins. ‘Witheut doubt they were ignorant that their child had
escaped from the house, and was running the hazard of com-
Jmitting suicide, or the danger of falling unintentionally out of
the windows. But the little Fanchon, whem she awoke, though
not without trouble, in order that £he might take her place by
the bed of Edward, while she Berself went to the farm-house,
dissuaded her from this project. ‘

*Oh no, madam!” said she, ‘the Bricolins will not disturl
themselves about that. They arc used to seeing this poor
young lady running- about in the night just the same as the
day. She does no harm, and she has given overthinking of
destroying herself o long while ago. They say that she never
zoes to bed, and it is not astonishing that, according to the
moon, she should now be still move restless. $hut your door
close, that she may not come and annoy you any more. It
was very well that you did not speak, for that would have
offended her and she would have become malicious. She will
make noises up-stairs like the owls till daylight; but since
you know what it is now, that nced not hinder you from
slecping.”

Little Fanchon spoke very much at her easc, and thanks to
her youth of fiftecn ycars, and the indiffercnee of her tempera-
ment, she could have slept under the sound of canmon, had
she only known what it was. Marcelle found it a little diffi-
cult to follow her example, but at last fatigne prevailed, and
she fell asleep to the regular and continued steps of the lunatic
which she heard in the chamber above, shaking the trembling
joists and timbers of the old*chateau.

On the morrow Rose heard with regret, but without surprise,
ihe incidents of the night.

“ Alas!” said she, “we had shut her up very carefully last
night, knowing that she has the habit of wandering about,
more particularly in the old chitean, when the moon is at the
full (that was the reason that my mother was anxious that
you should not take up your abodc there); but she must have
found means of opening the window and of getting out. She
is neither strong nor adroit with her hands, yet she has
much pationce. She has hut one iden and ghe never rests.
M. le Baron, who had not the same humanitysof heart as you,
and who laughed at things the least ludidrous, pretended
that she was looking for rtop; can I recmllect the word?
the quadrature—yes, that was ii—the quadratifre of the circle;
and when he saw her pass he would say, “Ah! well, your
philosopher has not yet solved her probler .

“Tam not in a humonr te jest on a subjedt which wounds
the heart,” replied Marcelle, “ and 1 have had strange dreams
to-night. Come, Rose, we are good friends now, end I
hope we shall become still more so; and since you have
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offered me your chamber, I accept it on the condition that yon
do not leave me but divide it with me. A sofa for Edward,
and a girth bed for me, is all that is necessary.”

*“Oh, you fill me with joy,” cried Rosec, throwing her arms
round Madame de Blanchemont's neck; ‘it will not incon-
venience mc in the least. We have two bedsin all our rooms : it
is the custom of the country, that we may always be ready to
receive some friend or relation, and 1 shall be so happy to be
able to talk to you every night.” .

The fricndship of Madame de Blanchemont and Lose made
great progress during that day. Marcelle abandoned hersclf to
this feeling so much the more readily, because it was the only
redeeming point that sac could promise herself with the Brico-
lins. The fariner conducted her through a part of his domains,
and never ceased talking of pecuniary concerns and husiness
arrangements.  1le endeavoured to conceal his desire to pu-
chage, but in wvain, and Marvcelle, for the sake of concluding
as quickly as possible affairs so wholly uncongenial to her
mind, was ready to make a part of the sacrilices which he re-
quired, as soon as she could feel assured of the accuracy of his
calculations, using, howevet, a little address to keep him in
uncertainty. Rosc had made her understand that the arrange-
ment of these transactions would have a great influence upon
her own destiny, and Grand-Louis had also induced her to pro-
mise that she would do nothing without consulting him.
Madame de Blanchemont felt the utmost confidence in this
unexpected friond, and she resolved to wait his return to make
choice of a competent adviser. He knew everybody, and he
had too much judgment not to put her in good hands.

We have left the good miller all this time travelling to the
town of , with Lapierre, Suzette, and the patachon. They
arrived there at ten o’'clock at night, and at daybreak Grand-
Louis, having sent off the two domestics in the diligence for
Paris, turned his own steps towards the house of the person
that he had proposed to himself should become the pmchaser
-of Madame dc¢ Blanchemont's carriage. But in passing the
post-office, he directed his steps towards it, that he might, as
he had promised, discharge personally his commission respect-
ing her letter, when the first person who attracted his notice was
the young unknown who had come, a fortnight before, wan-
dering in the Black Vulley, visiting Blanchemont, and whom
chance bad brought to the mill of Angibault. This young man
scarcely obscrved his presence: stauding in front of the letter-
box, he was cagerly reading with an air of emotion a letter
which he had come to reccive. Grand-Louis held in,his hand
that of Madame de Blanchemont, and recollecting the name of
“Henry” cut in the tree on ithe banks of the Vauvre, which
had so strongly engaged her attention, he cast an inquiring
glance upon the address of the letter which the young man was
reading, and which was open to observation in the most na-
tural way in the world, as the unknown held the paper before
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him in a manner completely to hide its contents, but perfectly
to display its exterior. Actuated by a good-natured curiosity,
the Miller, with a glance of his eyc, saw the name of M. Henry
Lémor traced by the same hand as that of the letter which he
carried. Without doubt these two letters were both from Mar-
«celle, and the unknown was—the Miller could not help the
thought—the lover of the young widow.

Grand-Louis was not mistaken. "The first letter which Mar-
celle had written from DParis, and which a friend of Lémor,
charged with its care, had, according to his instractions, for-
warded to remain at the post-office of , had that moment
rcached the hands of the young man, and he was far from ex-
pecting to receive the happiness of a second so immediately
when Grand-T.ouis facetiously passed this treasnre between his
eyes and that which he was just beginning to read again for
the third time.

Henry started, and, throwing himself with impetunosity upon
the letter. would have scized it, when the Miller, drawing it
away, said to him—

“No, no! not so fust, my boy. The postmaster may perhaps
see us with the corner of his eye, and 1 have no desire to be
called 1o an account which might not be very trifling. Let us
go and chat together a little further off, for I think you will
scarcely have patience to wait while this pretty letter rcturns
from Yaris, where it will certainly be sent, notwithstanding
your reclaiming it and showing your passport, since it is not
addressed poste restante.  Follow me to the bottom of the walk.”

T.émor followed him, but a scruple had already arisen in the
mind of the Miller.

“Ntop,” said he, when they had reached a suitably retirved
place. “You are certaiuly the individual whose name is on
this letter ¥’

‘ Asstiredly you sannot doubt it; and you know me, appa-
rently, since you have presented it to me.”

¢That is nothing, you must have a passport ?”

¢ Certainly, since T must have produced it at the post-oftice
before T could veceive my letters.”

“"I'hat is nothing either.  You may take me for a disguised
yens-d’arme, but, 1 must sce your passport. T will give you yow
letter, when you have shown it to me,” said the Miller, holding
it towards him.

“You are too mistrustful,” said Lémor, hastening to give
him his papers. !

“One moment still,” replicd the prudent Miller. “1 must
be able to take my oath, it the post-office people have scen me-
give you this letter, that it was delivered unsealed.”

And he broke the seal very cautiously, without snffering the
Tetter to open, and placing it in the hands of Henry, he received
his passport from him in return. .

While the young man was reading his letter with avidity,
the Miller, who was not soxry to satisty his curiosity, made him-




102 THE MILLER OF ANGIBAULT.

self acquainted with all the titles and condition of the unknown.
“ Henry Lémor, twenty-four years of age, a native of Paris, by
trade & working mechanic, going to Toulouse, Montpellier,
Nimes, Avignon, and perhaps to Toulon and Algiers, to look
for employment and exercise his industry.”

“What!” said the Miller to himself, *“a working mechanic!
Leloved by a baroness! looking for work, and yet perhaps uble
to marry & woman who has still three hundred thousand francs.
It is then only with us that people prefer money to love, and
that the womcen are so proud. There is not so great a difference
between the grand-daughter of father Bricolin, the labourer,
and the grandson of my grandfather the Miller, as between the
baroness and this poor fellow! Ah, Mademoiselle Rose! I wish
that Madame Marcelle would teach you the secret of loving.”4

And then Grand-Louis procecded to draw a description of
the young man to himself, without noticing that of the pass-
port, examining him as he stood absorbed in reading his
letter.

“Middle size, full countenance—good-looking enough, but
for that hlack beard, that is frightful. All these Paris workmen
have the appearance of carrying their importance on their
chins.”

And the Miller, with a secret complaisance, compared his
own athletic limbs with the more delicate organization of
Lémor. .

“Tt appears to me,” he said to himsclf, * that it is not neces-
sary for a man to have anything remarkable about him to
turn the head of a woman of education—and of a tine lady too
—M:ulemoisclle Rose might easily perceive that her very hum-
ble servant is not worse-looking than another. But for all that
these Parisians have a certain grace, a manner, black eyes, u
Je ne sais quoi, which makes us appear great awkward clowns
beside them. And after all, there is no deubt that this young
man is greater in mind than in body. Ah! if he would only
give me' a little instruction in his secret of making himsclf
beloved!”

CHAPTER XVIL.
DIPLOMACY.

In the midst of these fine reflections, Master Louis perceived
that the young 'man, in his much more interesting pre-occupa-
tion of mind, was moving away without remembering his
Ppresence.

“Holloa! comrade!” cried Grand-Louis, running after him
‘“do you wish to leave your passport with me ?’

“Ah, my dear friend! I was forgetting you, and I beg your
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pardon,” replied Lémor. * You have done me the favour of
bringing me this letter, and I owe you a thousand thanks
But I recollect you now. I have seen you before, and that not
a long time ago. It was at your mill that I received your
hospitality—a beautiful place—and you have so good a mother!
You are yourself a happy man, for you are hoth able and wil-
ling to be kind to everybody.”

‘Yo, fine hospitality!” said tkz Miller, “you may well
suy that; Lut, after all, it was your own fault if you would
accept nothing but bread and water. I confess it gave me
rather a bad opinion of you, with your beard like that of a
capuchin friar. However, you have not much more the look
ol a Jesuit than I have myself; and, if you remember my face,
yours returns to my recollection also. But as to being a happy
wan, I advise you to keep your envy for others; above all don't
envy me, for it is a mockery.”

‘1 do not know what you mean. Has some misfortune
fallen upon yon since 1 saw you ?”

“Dshaw! T have borne this unhappiness & long time, and
God ouly knows how it will end. But 1 have no more desire
to talk than you have to hear, for you, I sce very well,
have your own troubles. Ah ha! down’t you mecan to give
me a word of answer for the person who has written to you; if
it should only be to prove that 1 huve exccuted my commis-
sion ?’

“Then you know that person ?'’ said Mmor,%th emotion.

‘“And it never came into your hecad to ask that guecstion
sooner. What could you be thinking of 1

Grand-Louis’'s air of good temper, mingled with a little
jocosencss, began to alarm Lémor. He feared to compromise
Marcetle, and though the countenange of the peasant was not
calculated to inspire mistrust, yet Henry thought it advisable
to effect a kind of ipdifference.

“I don’t very well know the lady who has done me the
Lionour to wiitc to me,” said he. ‘It was chance that lately
conducted me into the neighbourbood where she possesses
some property, and she thinks that 1 can givo her some infor-
mation ”

“Tell that to other people,” interrupted the Miller; “‘she did
not even know that you were coming, still less what you were
coming to do; and that I must beg of you to tell me, if you do
not wish me to guess.”

¢ 1 shall answer that another day,” said Lémor, with a little
jmpatience and an air of ironical pride. * Yowu are too curious,
my friend; and I cannot understand why you:should discover
any mystery.in my eonduct.”

“ There must be some mystery, fricnd—I tell you there must
be sowne mystery, since you have not even informed her why
you came to the Black Valley.”

The obstinacy of tho Miller became meore and more embar-
rassing, and Henry, fearing to fall into some snare, or to com-
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mit some imprudence, considered how he might best deliver
himsel{ from these strange investigations.

“1 neither know of whom nor of what you arc talking to
me,” replied he, shrugging his shoulders: ¢ T rencwemy thanks,
and bid you farewell. If the letter which you have hrought
requircs an answer or an acknowledgment, I will send it by
the post. I sct off in an hour for Toulouse, and 1 have not
time to stay any louger with you.”

“ Ah, you arc going to Toulouse!” said the Miller, redoubling
his steps to keep pace-with him. 1 should have thought you
were going with me to Blanchemont.”

* And why to Blunchemont ?”’

“Because, if you intend to give Madame de Blanchemont
advice about her affairs, as you pretend, it wonld be more
obliging to go and explain yourself to her personally than to
wiitc a few hasty words. It is well worth while to zo a few
leaguces out of your way to render such a person a service : and,
for mysell, who amn only a miller, T would go to the end of the
world for her if it were necessary.”

Lémor informed, almost without hLis own concurrence, of the
place which Maicelle had chosen for her temnporary retreat,
found it impossible to separate so aliruptly from a man who
knew her, and who appeared so well disposed to indulge him
in speaking of her.  The sort of proposition and advice which
had heen addrgssed to him, of going to Blanchemont, dazzled
that young head, stoical by determination, but profoundly agi-
tated by passion. Torn by contradictory desires and resolu-
tions, his countenance wore the expression of all the perplexi-
ties which he believed to be concealed in the depths of his soul,
and consequently the penetrating miller was not deceived.

“If I believed,” said Léor, at last, “ that these explanatious
were uccessary—but in trath I think they are not—this lady
does not imply anything of the kind.” R

“Yes,” said the Miller, in a tonc of raillery, “/lis lady be-
licved you to be at Paris, and would not wish to hring a man
from a distance for a few words; but perhaps, if she had known
that you were so near, she would have desired you to return
with me.”

“No, Master Miller, you deccive yoursclf,” said TLémor,
alarmed at the penetration of. Grand-Louis. *The questions
which she does me the honour of asking are not of sufticient
importance for that. Decidedly T shall answer by writing.”

ut, in forming this resolution, Henry fclt his heart torn by
conflicting emotions; for, notwithstanding his submission to
the orders of Marcclle, the idea of mecting ouce again, before
they were separated for an entire yeat, excited all the ardour
of his energetie temperament. But the provoking Miller would,
either through malice or levity, place such a measure in a poiut
of view that would compromise the young widow, and Lémor
decided upon self-denial.

*You must do as you like,” said Grand-Louis, a little piqued
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at his reserve; “but, as she will, without doubt, ask me gome
questions respecting you, I shall be obliged to tell her that the
idea of coming to her was not at all agrceable to you.”

“That would certainly be very puinful to her,” replied
Lémor, with a forced.attempt at gaicty.

-~ Yes, yes! play this game on to the end with me, comrade,”
;‘oplied the miller, “but for all that you do not laugh in your
weart,”

‘ Master Miller,” replied Lémor, losing all patience, ** your
insinuations, which I cannot comprehend, are very much out
of place. I do not know whether you are really as much de-
voted Lo this person as you pretend, but it appears to me that
you do not speak of her with as much respect as I do who
scarcely know her.”

* You are angry—so much the better: it is more frank and
open, and provokes me less than your irony. However, I know
what [ am to think of the matter now.”

“This is too much!” exclaimed Lémor, greatly irritated,
“and it appears to me a personal provocation. 1 know not
what foolish ideas you attribute to me; but 1 tell you this
jesting tives me, and I will not submit to your impertinence any
longer.”

‘ You arc making yourself angry now in good carncst,” said
Grand-Louis, in a calm tone; *“but I am ready 1o answer you.
T am vy much stronger than you, but, without doubt, yon
arc o member of some club, and understand the use of the
stick; and, hesides, they say that all you Parisians know how
to amuse yourselves with single-stick quite as well as the pro-
fessors.  As for us, we know nothing of the theory—we only
understand the practice.  Probably you arc ‘more skilful than
1 am, but 1 may strike a little harder than you, so that makes
us equal.  We can go behind the old ramparts, if you like, or,
cqually well, to Father Robichon’s café. There is a little court-
vard where we can explain ourselves without witnesscs, for
there is no danger that he will call the guard; he is too well-
bred for that.” .

“Well,” thought Lémor, “I have determined upon placing
mysclf in the position of a mechanic, and the laws of honour
arc as rigid with a cudgel ax with o sword. T do not under-
stand the ferocious art of killing my fellow-creatures with one
sort of weapon more than with another; but if this Gallic
Hercules wishies to give himsell the pleasure of knocking me
down, T will not attempt to disappoint him by rcusoning on
the subject; besides, T see that this is the only way o.'c]ieving
myself from these questions, and 1 sce no reason why I shoul
be more patient than a gentleman.”

The generous and peaceable miller had never felt that desire
to get up a quarrel with Henry which the latter supposed, from
not understanding the true interest which he took in Madame
de Blanchemont, and, consequently, in himsclf also; but this
last sentiment was mixed with feelings of doubt and mistrust
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from which Grand-Louis was desirous of relicving his own
mind by an honest cxplanation. Not having accomplished
this object, he became provoked in his turn; and taking tho
way to Robichon's eaf¥, each of the two adversaries persuaded
himself that he was compelled to respond to the belligerent
fancy of the other.

Six o'clock struck from a neighbouring church when they
arrived at Robichon’s cof¢.  This was a small house decorated
with this ostentatious title, which we now see attached to the
humblest cabarets in the least cultivated provinces, ¢ Caf¢ de
la Renatssance.”” 'They enterced by a narrow alley planted with
young acacias and supcrb dublias. The little courtyard, in
which they proposed to decide their quarrel, was flanked by a
wall of the old gothic church, covered with ivy and climbing
roses; and bowers of honeysuckle und clematis, which, while
perfuming the morning air with theiv fragrance, at the same
time screencd them from observation. This fluwery seclusion,
with its neatly-gravelled pathways, all as yet deserted, appeared
much more suituble to be the rendezvous of love than o spot
for tragical scenes.

Having led Lémor into this place, Grand-Louis shut the door
behind him, and scated himself at o little wooden table painted
green.

“Ah, well!” said he, “are we come here to strike a few
blows or to take our coffee together ?”'

“That is as you please,” replicd Témor; “1 am rcady' to
fight, if you like, but I shall not take any coffce.”

“You are too proud for it—tbat is very plain,” said Grand-
Louis, shrugging his shoulders. *“ When a man receives letters
from a baroness !

‘“Yon begin again, then! Kither lot me go, or let us fight
at once!”

“T cannot fight with you,” replicd the Miller, **You have
only to look at me, I believe, to see that T am not a chicken;
and now I refuse to take any part in that which you propose.
Madamec de Blanchemont would never forgive me, and 1should
be ruined.” .

*‘ Let that be no hindrance. If you think that Madame de
Blanchemont will blame you for being quarrelsome, you are not
obliged to let her hear that you have sought a quarrel with
me.”

“Ah! am I secking a quarrel with you now? Who was it
that talked about fighting first 7"’ ‘

“T thigk that nobody spoke but yoursclf; but that is of no
consequence: I accept your proposal.”

“ But who has insulted the other? [ only gpoke civilly to
you, and you havo accused me of impertinence.”

“ Your manner of interpreting my words and my thoughts
was uncivil, and I told you to leave me in peace.”

‘ Yos; that is it. You ordered me not to speak tv you; and
if I could not help it, what then ——"
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I shall turn my back upon you, and, if you find that disa.
greeable, let us fight.”

“'This fellow is possessed !” cried Grand-Louis, striking
his large clenched fist upon the little table and splitting it
through the middle. “Stay, Master Parisian! you may sec
chearly cnough that I have a heavy hand.  Your pride makes
me very much desire to know whether your head is as hard as
this oak plank; for therc is nothing in the world morc insult-
ing than to say to a man, ‘I won't listen to you.’ Neverthe-
less, I must not: I should be afraid to make one hair of that
iron head of yours fall to the ground. Listen, and let us have
done. I wish you well, however; and I esteem still more
a person for whom I would break Loth arms and legs, and
who has, I am sure, the fancy of being interested in you. It is
ncecessary that we should explain ourselves; but I shall not ask
you any more questions, since it is labour in vain; but I will
tell you all that I have in my heart both for and against you,
and, wheu I have done, if we cannot agree, we can still fight;
and, if what I suspect of you is true, I' should not have much
regret at breaking your head. Come, it is necessary that we
understand each other beforc we measure weapons, and know
the reason for doing so. Let us take some coffee, for I have
fasted since yesterday, and my stowach cries ‘misere!”  1f youn
are too great a gentleman to leave me to pay the reckoning,
agree that the least beaten of the two shall take it upon him-
self after we have finished the affair.”

“Be it so!” said Heury, who, fecling himself in a state of hos-
tility with the Miller, no longer feared to forget himself with
him through good-nature. ’

Father Robichon brought the coffee himsclf, showing all sorts
of civility to Grand-Louis.

“This, then, is one of your friends?’ said he, looking at
Lémor, with the curiosity of the busybodies of the little towns:
“I do not know him; but that is all the same. He must be
an estimable persou, since you have brought him to me. I as-
sure you,” added he, addressing Lémor, ‘‘that, in coming into
the country here, you have made a good acquaintance. You
could not have fallen upon a Letter. Grand-Louis is respected
by every one and by all the world; for my part, Tlove him like
a son. Ah! he is 5o wise, so civil and gentle—gentle as a lamb,
notwithstanding he is the strongest man in the whole country;
but I can truly say that never—no, never, has he made the
lcast riet, that he would not hurt a child, and thatI never heard
him raise his voice in my house. Truc it is that he meets with
a great many quarrclsome people here, but he always makes
peace wherever-he goes.”

This culogium, s0 singularly applied at a momcnt when
Grand-Louis had brought a stranger to Robichon's café to de-
termine o quarrel with him, extorted a smile from both of the
young men,
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CHAPTER XVIIL
THF, FORD OF THE VAUVRE.

Tue panegyrics of Father Robichon appearcd so sincere, that:
Lémor, alrcady prepossessed with a feeling of sympathy to-
wards the Miller, began to reflect on the singularity of his con-
duct in this instance, and to say to himself that this man must
have very strong motives for interrogating him as he had done.
They took their coffee together with much mutual politeness,
and, when Father Robichon had relicved them from his pre-
sence, the Miller thus began :—

“Sur (it is necessary that 1 should address you in this man-
ner, since T do not know whether we are friends or enemies),
you must know, first of all, that 1 am in love, by your leave,
with a girl who is too 1ich for me, and who likes me only just
well enough not to dislike 1nc¢; 8o, as matters ftand, I may speak
of her without compromising her, more particularly as you
don’t happen to know her. 1 am not very fond of {alking
about wmy affairs of this kind: I know that it is tiresome to
other people—above all, when they have been stung by the
same fly; when they arve, as is commonly the case in this ma-
lady, extremely cgotistical and anxious about themselves, and
care very little about their neighbours. However, asin trying to
remove a mountain, by working with our own hands alone we
can do nothing: my opinion is, that, in helping one another a
little in the way of fricndship, we might at least do something.
It was for this reason that 1 desired your confidence, just as [
have that of a lady that yon know very well; and it is on the
same account that 1 give you mine, without knowing whether
or not it may be well placed.

* Well, then, 1 love a girl who has a portion of thirty thou-
sand francs more than I am worth, and, as times go, I might
as well think of marrying the Empress of China. I don't care
a straw for these thirty thousand francs—nuwy, still more, I
should like to send them to the bottom of the sea, becanse they
are the cause of our scparation. But impediments only serve
to cxcite the passion, as has always been the case, and 1 have
the luck to be poor, and in love. T have not anether thought
in my head; and if the lady that you know so well does not
come to my aksistance, as shc has led me to hope, I am o lost
man. 1 shall do——I do not know what I am eapable of
doing!”

And, while speaking thus, the countenance of the Miller,
generally so cheerful, assumed so intense an expression of des-
pondency, that Lémor was struck with the strength and sin-
cerity of his passion.
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“Ah, woll!” said he, with cordiality, “since vou have the
protection of a lady so good and so enlightened—they say 5O
of her, at least "

“ I know not what they say of her,” replied Grand-Louis, im-
patient under the obstinate reserve of the young man; “I know
what I think myself; and I tell you that this woman is an
angel t"rom heaven. AN the worse for you if you do not know
it also!”

“In that case,” said Lémor, who felt inwardly overcome by
the sincere homage rendered to Marcelle, “ what conclusion
would you come to, my dear M. Grand-Louis ¥’

*1 wish to tell you that, finding this lady 8o good, so estim-
able—with so pure a heart, and favourably disposed towards
me—and already putting things in train for restoring hopes
which 1 believed entirely lost, T attached myself to her in a mo-
ment and for ever. This fricndship came to me, as in romances
they say that love colnes, in the twinkling of an eye. And
now, I will do beforehand for this woman all the good which
she intends to do for ine. T would sec her as happy as she de-
serves—happy in her affections, because that is ull she desires
in the world, as she despiscs wealth; happy in the love of a
man who loves her for herself alone, und is not occupying him-
selt with calculating how much remains of the richcs she
has lost so cheerfully, nor in trying to discover how much is
lett or how much is gone, in order to decide whether he shall
hasten to her presence or go far from her—to forsake her with-
out doubt, and to try whether his handsome person may not
make a more lucrative conquest: in short "

Lémor interruped the Miller.

“ What reason have you, then,” said he, turning extremely
pale, o fear that this respectable lady should have placed her
affections unworthily ?  Who is the worthless feHow whom you
suspect of making such shameful calculations in his secret
soul "’

“J know nothing of it,” said the Miller, who was attentively
observing the agitation of Lémor, not yet beingable to deter-
mine whether he ought to attribute it to the indignation of a
good conscience or the shame of perceiving that his secret was
guessed—*“all that I know is that, about a fortnight ago, there

. came to my mill a young man whose appearance and manners
were very respectable, but who secmed to be labouring under
some anxiety, and that all at once he began to talk about
moucy, and ask a great many questions—to take notes—in
short, to reckon by francs and centimes upon a picce of paper
whether there still remained for Madame de Blanchemont a
sufficiently handsome remnant of her fortune.”

“So0, then, you think that young man was ready to declare
his passion only in case such a marriage should prove advan-
tageous? Then he was a wretch!  But you, who understand
all this so well, must yourself be ' .

“Pray complete your sentence, Master Parisian, and do not
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the least restraint upon yourself,” saitl the Miller, whose
lazing eyes flashed lightning as he spoke; ‘“you kmow that
we came here for the purpose of explanation.”

“1 suy,” replied Lémor, no less irritated, * that to put this
interpretation on the conduct of & man with whom we are un-
acquainted, and respecting whom we are entirely ignorant, a
person must himself ‘be very much in love with the portion of
his own intended.”

The Miller's eyes grew dim, and a clond passed over his
brow.

“ Ah!” said he, in a sarrowful voice, “‘I know very well that
this may be said; and 1 dare wager that people will be found
to say it, if I am successful in my love. But her father has only
to disinherit her, which he will certainly do if she returus my
affection, and then it would be scen whether I reckoned on 1y
finger-ends the amount of the fdrtune she has logt.”

‘i Miller,” exclaimed Lémor, in » blunt and manly tone, “I
donot myself accuse you—I cannot even suspect you. But how
is it that, with 80 honest a mind, your suppositions have not
been more rational, and more worthy of you ?”’

“The best explanation of the sentiments of that young man
will be his after-conduct. If he fly with trunsport tb his dear
lady, I say not a word ; but if he take himself off, nobody knows
where, that makes all the difference.”

I8 it to be supposed,” replied Lémor, “that he belicves his
passion to be insanity, and that he fears to expose himrelf to a
refusal.” 4

‘ Ah, there I have you again!” said the Miller; “yon are
beginning Lo your falsehoods once more. Iknow perfectly well
myself that this lady is delighted to have logt her fortune—
that she has most courageously endured her own share of the
total ruin of her son, and all because she loves a man that it
might have been considered & erime in her to marry under dif-
ferent circumstances.”

“Her son ruined!” exclaimed Ilenry, starting—‘totally
ruined! Is it possible? Are you certain ?”

“Very certain, my boy !”” replied the Miller, with a caustic
air. “The guardian who wonld have had the power, dur-
ing a long minority, to divide with a lover or a husband
the interest of a large capital, will now only have the debts to
‘pay; and, accordingly, as she told me last night, it is her in-
*tention to make her son learn some business by which he may
gain his living.”

Henry rose from his seat, and walked about the little court
in a state of agitation, while the expression of his countenance
was indefinable. Grand-Louis, who never lost sight of him,
asked himself if he were at the height of happiness or disap-
pointment.

‘“ Camnethis be,” said he to himself, “a man like Aer and like
me, hating the wealth which is opposed to love? or is he # de.
mignimg fellow, 'who has inspired the passion by the aid of T
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know not what witehcraft, and whose ‘ambition looks much
}l:ighler“tmn the enjoyment of the little income whi¢h she now
as left ?

Having moditated a few moments, Grand-Louis, who aspired
to the honour of either bestowing a great joy upon Mareelle; or
else of delivering her from the perfidy of a deceiver by unmask-
ing him, devised & new stratagem. -

“Come, my bhoy,” cried he, softcning his tone, “ you are put
ont of your way. Therc is no such great harm in this. All the
world is not romantic, and if you have been thinking about
money matters, everybody else does the same. You sec, then,
that I have not done you #0 much harm in quarrelling with
you. I have made you aware that Madame de Blanchemont's
jointure is all exhausted. No doubt you reckoned upon the
little advantages of the guardianship of the young heir, for
vou know well cnough that the marvellous three hundred
thourand francs was a last and pure illusion of the widow.”

“What do yon say ?” cried Lémor, suspending his agitated
wulk ; ‘‘is this last resource nlso swallowed up ?”

“ Undoubtedly; do not pretend to be ignorant about thet.
You have inquired into things too well not tn know that
Monsieur Dricolin’s debt is four times as much as was supposed,
and that the Lady of Blanchemont will be obliged to plead to
be appointed to keep a post-oftice, or else to be a vender of
tobaceo, to have the means of sending her sron to school.”

“Is it possible ”’ exclaimed Lémor, stunned and stupified
with this news, ‘“How strange and hasty a revolution in her
life! Tt must be a stroke from heaven!”

“Yes—a thunder-stroke,” said the Miller, with a laugh of
bitterness. .

“Ah! and tcll me, is she not quite subdued with all thesc
troubles 7

“Not at all: on the contrary, far from it. She imaginecs to
herself that you will only love her the better. But you !—that
is ridiculous, is it not ?”’

“My dear friend,” replied Lémor, without hgving heard a
word that the Miller had said, * what, have you tpld me ?—me!
—and 1 would have fought with you! You have done me the
greatest service.  When 1 was going, Providence has sent you
to me.”’

Grand-Louis, attributing this cffusion of gwatitude to' the
satisfaction which Lémor felt at having been wgrned in time
of the ruin of his mercenary hopes,.turned awayfhis head with
disgust, and remained a fow minutes absorbed ip sorrowful re-
flection. .

“Here is a woman so confiding and so diginterested,” said
he to himself, “ abused by a puppy! She must have as little
understanding as he has heart. I am afraid she wants pra-
dence; for, in a singlc day, and that the first in-whieh I had
ever scen ber in my life, she suffered me to discover all her
secrets. Her good heart is so open that she would let the first
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comer see into it. Ah! it is necessary that I should scold her
—that I should warn her—that I should put her on her guard
aguinst herself in every way; and, to begin, I must deliver her
from this fcllow here. It would not be a bad plan to scratch
and disfigure his handsome face, and make it impossible for
himn to show himself for some time before the ladies.  Holloa!
you, Master Parisian!” said he, without turning round, aud en-
deavouring to spcak in a voice calm and clear, *‘you have
heard what 1 have said, and now you know how the case
stands; and I know also all that I wanted to know. You arc
nothing but a mean fellow. This is my opinion, and I am
ready to prove it to you directly if you will only allow me.”

While speaking thus, the Miller had with great coolness
turncd up his sleeves, being desirous of having rccowse only
1o his fists. He arose fiom his seat and turned round, sur-
prised at the slowness of his antagonist in answering.  But, to
his great amazement, he found himself alone in the place.  He
ran throngh the alleys of dahlias, explored cvery coiner of
Robichon’s café, cxamined cvery neighbouring street: Lémor
had disappecarcd. No one had seen him leave the place.
Grand-Louis, indignant and almost farious, sought him through
the whole town, but in vain.

After an hour of useless investigation, the Miller lost his
breath, and grew tired and discouraged.

“ Well, it makes no difference,’” suid he, sitting down upon
a stone, ‘“ there shall not go a diligence or a patactic out of the
town to-day, in which I will not count the passengers, and
look at the length of their noses! This gentleman shall not
cscape without—Uut, pshaw! 1 am a fool! does he not travel
on fuot, and a man who does not consider himself hound to
pay a debt of honowm, is not likely to leave a place with w
flourish of drums and trumpets. And, after all,” added he,
growing gradually calmer, ‘“ mny deur Madame Marcclle would
doubtless have felt some ill-will towards me, if T had beluboured
her admirer. So strong an attuchment is not easily overcome,
and the yoor woman perhaps would not have believed me, if
I had said that her lover was a sharper. How shall I convince
her! But it is my duty; yet when I think of the miscry I shall
inﬂi(}:ti——ls it possible that people can deccive themselves so
much!”

While reasoning thus with himsclf, the Miller recollected
that he had a carriage to sell, and set off in scarch of a certain
agceut who had retired upon his fortune, and who, having
examined it, and disputed about the price a long time, was at
last decided by the fear that M. Dricolin would step in be-
tween himself and this object of luxury, and deprive him of
his bargain.

“ Buy, M. Ravalard,” said Grand-Louis, with that admirable
patience which belongs to the people of his province, while,
quite understanding that a purchasc is alrcady decided upou,
they pretend, with a feigned politeness, to be the dupes of the
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pretended uncertainty of the buyer; “ I have told you two
hundred times alrcady, and I will repeat it as many times more
if you like, that this carrizge i8 good and handsome, strong
and well finished; that it is built by one of the first coach-
makers in Paris, and brought to you without the least expense.
You know me too well to belicve that I would he mixed up
with any underhand design, and néther do I ask you to pay
me any commission which you would certainly have to give
to another person.  Come, you see that this is all profit.”

The irresolution of the purchaser lasted until the evening.
Parting with his crown-pieces wounded him to the heart.
When Grand-Louig saw that the sun was sctting—

“Come,” said he, *“T can’t stop here all night; I must go. I
see very well that you will not have this pretty wheclbarrow,
so splendid, and yel such a baurgain, I must put Sophia into
it, and retwrn in it to Blanchemont myself as prond as Arta.
ban. It will be the first time in my life that I have rolled in
my carrtage.  That amuses me, and it will amuse me still
wore to see Father and Mother Bricolin, swelling themscelves
out in it on Sundays to go to la Chdtre! Tt is my opinion,
however, that you and your wife would become it mwuch
Letter.”

At iz, as night approached, M. Ravulard counted out the
moncy, and had the heautiful cariage taken to his cart-house.
Grand- Louis loaded his curt with Madame de Blanchemont’s
luggage, put the two thousand francs in his leathern girdle, and
set oft in one of Sophia’s round trots, sitting upon a box, and
singing to himself at the top of his voice, in spitc of the jolt-
ings and the noise of the wheels on the pavement.

He travelled quickly, and without running the risk of losing
hig way, like Madame de Blanchemont's unlucky driver, and
he had passed the pretty village of Mers before the moon had
risen. The rising mists, which, in the Black Valley, even
during the warm suminer nights, float over the numerous
brooks formed in whitish masses, which might have been taken
for little lukes, spread over the extent of the fur-distant pros-
pect.  Already the voices of the reapers and the songs of the
shepherds had ceased.  The glow-wonns scattered about in the
woods which bordered the 10ad were soon the ouly living
creatures that the Miller encountered on his way.

However, as he crossed one of the marshy heaths formed by
the meanderings of the river, in a country which, with such
cxceptions, is so fertile and so highly cultivated, he imagined
that he caught glimpses of a vague and uncertain form running
on the track before him, and which, stopping on the edge of the
ford, appeared to wait his approach. .

Grand-Louis was very little subject to the infiuence of
fear. Ilowcver, as he had that night to protect a little fortune
of which he was much more jealous than as if it had belonged
to himself, he hastened to vemount his cart, from which he had
wandered a little way, having been walking in advance on
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foot, as much to relicve the numbness of his limbs, as to lighten
the burthen of his faithfal Sophia. The leathern girdle which
had somewhat encumbered him, he had deposited in a sack of
wheat. When he had remountcd his car, which cpithet he
faoctiously applied, in the style of the country, to his eqnipage
suspended from wheelbarrow straps, that is to say, on simnple
wood, he placed himself in a determined attitude, armed himeself
with his whip, which, having a weighty handle, might be used
ag an efficient weapon at either end, and standing like a
soldier at his post, advanced straight up to the nocturnal
traveller, gaily singing a couplet from an old comic opera which
Rose had taught him in her childhood—

Noitre meunier chargé d’argent
Revenait aun village,
Quand tout A coup v'1A qu’il entend,
Un grand bruit dans I’ feuillage.
NOtre meunier est homm’ de ceur,
On @it pourtant qu'il eut grand’ peur—
Or écoutez mes chers amis,
81 vous voulez m’en croiro,
N'allez pas, n'allez pas dans la Vallte Noire.

I believe that the song says, “dans iu Forét Noire;” but
Grand-Louis, who cared as little for the measure ax he did for
the whole racc of thieves and bhohgobling, amnsed himsell by
adapting the words to his situation; and the simple couplet,
which had once been much in vogue. but which now was
geldom sung cxcept at the Mill of Angibault, often culivencd
the weariness of his solitary rambles.

When he approached ncar to this man who was waiting
him, standing in a determined attitude, he perceived that his
gosition was exceedingly well chosen for an attack. The ford,

not deep, was, at least, encumbercd with great stoncs, which
compelled the horses when crossing to walk with slowness and
precaution, and still further, in dcscending from the bank it
was necessary carefully to manage the reins, as the declivity
wg li;uite steep cnough to expose the animal to the danger of
a fall.

“ We shall see directly what we have got here,” said Grand-
Lonuis, with perfect calinness and self-possession.

CHAPTER XVIIL
NENRY,

Ixn fuct, as he oxpected, the traveller did advance to the head
of his horse, and already Grand-Louis, who during his song
had dexterously strung on the lash of his whip a ball of lead,
pierced for the purpose, and had lifted his arm to make him



THE MILLBR OF ANGIBAULT. 116

withdraw his hold, when a voice which he at once recognired
addressed him in an amicable tone.

‘“Master Louis, will you allow me to cross this water with
you in your vehicle ?”’

‘“ Oh, yes, certainly, my «dear Parisian!” replied the Miller;
‘I am delighted to meet with you. I have been looking for
you all the morning. Get in, get in; I have got two words to
say to you.” .

‘“ And I have got more than two words to ask yon,” replied
Lémor, jumping into the cart, and seating himself upon the
trunk by his side, with all the confidence of a man ignorant of
the least cause of dissatisfaction between them.

‘““ Here is a bold fellow,” said the Miller to himself, in the
first 1cturn of his rancorous feelings, yct taking care to restrain
himself until they rcached the other side. Do you know, com-
rade,” said he, laying his heavy hand upon the shoulder of
Lémor, “that I don’t know what prevents me from just giving
you a turn round, and upsctting you in the middle of the
water.”

“That's a dioli notion of yours,” tranguilly replied Démow, |
“and might be vealized np to a certain point. I believe,
however, my dcear friend, that I could very well defend myself,
as, for the first time for o very long while, 1 should this night
furiously combat for my life.”

“ Stop a minute,” said the Miller, drawing up on the sands
after having crossed the stream, ““ we can now chat more at
our ease. And first of all, do me the favour, my dear sir, to
tell me where you are going.”’

“1 know very little about it,” replicd Lémor, laughing.  “I
belicve that I sball be guided by chance. Shall 1 not enjoy a
pleasant journey 7’

“ Not so pleasant as you think, my master, and perhaps you
will have to return in bad weather, if such is my good plea-
sure. It was your will to come into my cart; it is mine to
turn you out, it I like, and people don’t always descend as they
mount.”

‘A truce to jesting,” replied Lémor, “and whip your horse.
I cannot laugh now, I am too much agitated.”

“ You are afraid, and you own it at last.”

“Yes, I am as much afraid as the miller of your song, and
you will comprchend it all when I have told you—if I should
1i¢]l you—that I have but little understanding lett.”

“Once for all, where are you going 7 asked ¢he Miller, who
began to be afraid that he had wrongly judged Lémor, and
who, returning to his rcason, which had been disturbed by his
anger, asked himsclf if a guilty person would thus have thrown
himself into his power. ‘

“ Where are you going yourself?’ said Lémor. ‘To Angi-
bault, very near to Blanchemont; and I—I am going near,
without knowing whether 1 shall dare to go quite so far
DBut you have heard of the loadstone which attracts the irq""«”'"”

|

i
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1 don't know whether you are the iron,” replied the Miller
¢ but I do know a famous loadstone of my own, which attracts
me, too. Come, my boy, you will then —"

“1 will do nothing! I dare do nothing! and yet she is
ruined, ruined at a single strokc. Why should I depart

“ Why, then, would you have run away so far from her—to
Africa, to nobody knows where ?” ’

“1 believed she was still rich. Three hundred thousand
francs were opulence, compared with my position.”

“ But since she loved you, notwithstanding this "’

“ And you thought that I should have accepted the money with
the love ? My friend I can no longer attcmpt to mislead yon.
I sce that you are alrecady acquainted with those things, which I
should not have confided to you on so short an acquaintance,
even though we should have come to blows; but 1 have heen
reflecting since 1 left you so abruptly this morning withont well
knowing what I did, and feeling my heart so enlarged with
joy that 1 could not conceal it.  Yes, I have been reflecting on
all that you have told mie, and 1 pereeive that you know all,
and that T was mad to fear the indiseretion of a friend so a -
voted to —”

“ Marcelle!” said the Miller, a little vain at being able to
pronounce so familiarly this Chistian name, which was defincd
in his thonghts as the exact opposition 1o the noble title of the
Lady of Blanchemont.

The sound of that name made Lémor tremble.  TL was the
first time it had cver struck upon his ea1s. Never having been
among the circle of relations which surrounded Madame de
Blanchemont, and never having confided the secret of his love
to any human being, he had not heard from the lips of an-
other the sound of that cherished name, which he had vead at
the bottom of many letters with so much venceration, and
which he had never dared to pronounce excepting in moments
of despair or delirium. He seized upon the arm of the Miller,
divided between the desire of making him repeat its utterance,
and the fear of profaning its sucredness by delivering it up even
to the echoes of that solitude.

‘“Ah, well!” gaid Grand-Lomis, touched by his emotion .
‘“you find oul at last that you have no right to mistrust e,
Now, shall T tcll you the truth on my part? I am still a litile
suspicious of you. In spite of mysclf, it pursues me. Pray,
where have you passed the day ® 1 think you must have shut
yourself up in a cellar.”

1 think I should have done so, if T could have found one
within reach,” said Lémor, smiling. “I have so much need
of hiding my cmotion and intoxication. Know, my friend,
that T was going to Africa, with the intention of never again
secing her whom you have gamed. Yes, notwithstanding the
Ietter which"you brought me, and which commanded me to
return in a year, I felt that my conscience ordained a terrible
sacrifice, T have spent to-day in a state of fear and uncer-
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tainty; for if I have no longer to contend against the shame
of murrying a rich woman, there still remains the enmity of
the two classes—the struggle of the plebeian against the patri-
cians, who would persccute this noble woman for a choice
which they would consider unworthy. But perhaps it would
Dbe baseness to endeavour to avoid this crisis. It is not her
fault if she is of the blood of the oppressors, and besides, the
strength of the nobility has passe into other hands. Their
ideas have no longer any influence, and perhaps she who
deigns to prefer me may not be universally blamed. However,
it is fearful—is it not P—to drag a woman that we love into a
combat against her family, and draw upon her the blame ot
all those among whom she has always lived. By what new
feelings shall I veplace all the old affections which surround
her ¥—secondary, it is true, but vumberless, agreeable, and such
as a gencerous heart cannot tear away without regret. For T am
isolated npon the carth myself, as the poor always must be, for
the people do not yet know how they onght to receive those who
overcome 50 many obstacles to assist their cause. Alas! I
have been passing part of this day in a wood, I know not
where, in a retired place where chance led me, and it is only
after many hours of anguish and laborions mneditation that 1
vesolved to seck yon, and ask you to procure me an hour's
interview with her. 1 sought you in vain, perhaps because
you on your part were looking for me, because it was you who
put into my head this ardent desire to go to Blanchcmont.
But I believe that you are imprudent and I am insanc, for the
has forbidden me to inquirc to what place she may retire, and
she has determined upon the delay of a year for the fulfilment
of her wmourning.”

“so long as that ?” said Grand.Louis, a little frightened at
the recollection of those ingenious ideas which he had that
morning entertained, in urging the lover of Marcelle to pay her
an immediate visit. *Thesc notions of propriety of which you
speak, arc they so serious in your opinion? Is it nccessary
after the death of a worthless husband that a Jear, neither
more nor less, should elapse without an honest woman sceing
the face of an honest man who thinks of marrying her? 1Is
this the custom in Paris?”

“Not morc in Paris than clscwhere. The religious senti-
ment which we entertain on the great mystery of death is
witliout doubt the arbiter of the length of time which we de-
vote to the remembrance of those who are gomc.”

“1 know that it is a good feeling which hag established the
custom of wearing mourning in the dress, in the words, in all
the conduct; but it is wrong that this should dogenerate into
hypocrisy, when the defunct is truly very little to be regretted,
and when love speaks honestly of another, Dees deccncy re-
quire that she who is left should live a widow, while the as-
pirant to her hand is forced to expatriate himself? and must
he never pass before her door, and never look at her from the
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corner of his eye, even when she does not scem to be aware of
his prescnce 2’

“You do not know, my friend, the malignity of those who
entitle themselves ‘ People of the World ;' singular denomi-
tion—is it not? And yet it is a just one in their eyes,
since the people are reckoned as nothing, while they arrogate
to themselves the empire of the world, which they have
always had, and which they will still have for a certain time."”

“I have no difficulty in believing it,” e¢xclaimed the Miller,
“but these lSleople are worse than ourselves. However,” added
he sorrowfully, ‘¢ we are none of us 8o good as we ought to be.
‘We ourselves too are often babblers and buffvons, and condemn.
the weak. Yes, you are right; we ought to take care not to
give anybody a pretence to speak ill of that dear lady. Some
time must pass before she can be known, loved, and respected
as she descerves; but a single day would be sufficient for them
to say that she acted foolishly. My advice then is, that you
do not show yourself at Blanchemont.”

# You are a good adviser, Grand-Louis, and I was sure you
would not lead me into any cvil. I shall have'the courage to
Hsten to your reasonable counsel, as I had the folly of being
inflamed by the first measure of your kindness. I will stay
and talk with you till we get near your mill, and then I will
return to —, that I may continue my journey to-morrow.”

* Not so fast! not go fust! You fly from one extreme to an-
other,” said the Miller, who, while talking with Lémor, con-
tinued to make the patient Sophia pursuc her way. * Angi-
bault is a league from DBlanchemont, and you can very well
pess the night therc without compromising anybody. You
will not find any woman there to-night but my old mother,
and she will not chatter. You have had a fine walk from
to here, and I should have neither heart nor soul if 1 did not
force you to accept a traveller's bed, with a little frugal supper,
as M. 1c Curé says, who is not very fond of them in that fashion
either. Besides, ought you not to writc? You will find every-
thing that is necessary for that with us—though, perhaps, not
very pretty paper for letter-writing. I am clerk, it is true, for
the mairie of our commune, but I do not write upon vellum;
but when you write down your loving prose upon the paper
marked with the stamp of the corporation, thut will not hinder
it from being read, perhaps twice instead of once. Come, I tell
you that I sce already the smoke of my supper rising above
the-trees; we will put my mare into a little trot, for I wager
that my old mother is hungry, and that she will not eat without
me. I promised her I would return home very early.”

Henry was dying with desire to accept the good Miller's in-
vitation; but he made a little opposition for form’s sake, for
lovers dissémble like children. He had renounced the impru-
dence of going to Blanchemont, but he was hastening in that
dircction as if drawn by a magical charm ; and each stcp of
Sophia which brought him ncarcr to the circle of attraction
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agitated a heart so Iately torn with a struggle beyond its
strength. L .

Lémor yielded, however, blessing in his heart the nriency of
the Miller's hospitality.

¢ Mother,” said he to Grand’'-Magsie, as he jumped out of his
cart, ‘‘have I broken my word to you? By the stars, I should
say it was ten o’clock.”

* It is but little more,” said the gdod woman; “it is only an
hour later than you say. But I don’t complain of you; 1 see
that you have executed the commissions of our dear lady. But
are y(;ut ?thinking of taking all these things to Blanchemont
to-night #” .

“ Kaijth, no! it is too late. Madame Marcelle tells me that a
day sooner or later is of little consequence ; and besides, could
we gain admission into the new chatcau after ten o’clock?
Have they not repaired the embattled wall of the court, and
put iron bars to the great door. By-and-by, they will be
having a drawbridge over their dry-moat. M. Bricolin be-
lieves himself already the Lord of Blanchemont, and he will
very soon have armorial bearings over his chimney. He will
call himself De Bricolin.  But see, mother, I have brought you
company, Do you know this young man ¥’

“Ah! it is the gentlemun who was here last month!” said
CGrand’-Marie, “the gentleman that we took for one of Madame
de Blanchemont's agents; but it appearcd that she did not
know him.”

“ No, no! she did not know him at all,”” said Grand-Louis,
“and he is not an agent. He is a government officer come
down to make some new regulations in the assessment of the
customs Come, mastor geometer, sit down, and eat while the
supper is hot.”

““ Muy I ask you, sir,” said the Miller's mother, when they had
finished their first comrse, which was radish soup, *was it you
who cut your name upon one of our trees on the edge of the
1iver

Tt was 80,” answered Henry, “and I beg your pardon for a
foolish schoolboy trick, which perhaps may kill the young
willow-tree.”

“Begging your pardon, it is a white poplar,” said the Miller.
“You are u truc Parisian, and without doubt don’t know the
difference between hemp and potatoes. But i is of no conse-
quence. Our trces may well mock at the edge of your pen-
knife, and my mother only asked you the question for sake of
conversation.” i .

* Oh, T should not reproach you for the sake-of a little tree;
we have plenty of them here,” said the old woman; “but it
was onr young lady who tormented herself so much to know
who had been engraving that name; and her little son, who
saw it first, and read it quite by himself Yes, sir, a child of
four ycars old, he could do what I never could do in my
lifel”
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‘“She has been here then ?’ hastily exclaimed Lémor, who
did not possess the command of his rcason at that moment.

“What difference can that make to you, since you are a
stranger to her ?” replied the Miller, giving him a touch under
the table to warn him to control himsclf, more particularly be-
fore the boy belonging to the mill.

Lémor thanked him with a look, though his indication had
been a little rough; and, fearing to divulge his secrets, he re-
frained to open his mouth except to cat.

When they were separating for their night’s work, as the
Miller's mother called it, Lémor, who was to share the Miller's
little chamber on the ground tloor, opposite the cntrance of
the mill, entreated Grand-Louis to leave him at liberty a little
longer, that he might walk a quarter of an howr on the banks
of the Vauvre.

“ Pardieu! and I will show you the wuy,” said Grand-Louis,
who felt the romance of his new friend to be very interesting,
from the resemblance which it bore to his own. “I know
where you wish to go to indulge your drcams, and 1 amn not
so sleepy but that I can take a turn with you by the light of
the moon, for she has risen, and come to look at heisclf in the
water. Come and see, my Parisian, how fair and proud she
looks in the basin of the Vauvre, and tell me it yon have at
Paris as beautiful & moon and as fine a river. Stop!” said
he. when they were at the foot of a particular trec: “it was
here that she leaned herself while rcading your name. She
leaned in this way, and she looked with her eyes—as I conld
not do if T were to spend two hours in trying.  Oh! well; you
knew.that shc was coming here, and so you left her your sig-
nature.”

 The strangest thing of all, and what I can least understand,
is, that it was chance alone; a childish caprice which induced
me to mark my passage through this beautiful valley, to which
I believed I should never return. I had heard in Paris that
she was ruined; I hoped it might be so, and I camne here to
learn the truth; but when I found that she was still too rich
for me, I only thought of bidding her farewell for ever.”

“You see there is a P1ovidence for lovers, for uuless there
had been, you wonld never have returned. There was a some-
thing in the manner of Madame Marcelle, when she was ques-
tioning me about the young traveller who had written his
name, that made me guess in a moment that she loved, and
that her lover's name was Henry. It was that which en-
lightened my mind to guess all the rest, for she told me
nothing; I guessed everything: I must accuse mynclf of that,
and even make it my boast.”

“What! she confided nothing to you, and I have avowed
everything! 'The will of God be done! I sce his hand in all
this, and I will no longer hesitate in yielding to the absolute
confidence with which you have inspired me.”

“1 should be glad to be able to say as much to you,” replied
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Grand-Louis, taking him by the hand, “for I am beginning
to feel a friendship for you. And yet, there is something
which still perplexes me.”

“How can you still suspect me, when I have returned to
your Black Valley only to breathe the air which she breathed,
when I knew at last that she was reduced to poverty

‘* But might you not have been remaining among the men
of business and the lawyers, while 1 was searching for you in
the town this morning? And yon may have heard that she
is still moderately rich.”

““What do you say? Can it be true ?” exclaimed Lémor, in
a sorrowful accent.  “Do not trifle with me, my friend! You
sugpect me of such ridiculous things, that 1 do not even attempt
1o justify myself. But therc is one thing that I must say in
two words:—If Madame de Blanchemont is still rich, and if she
would accept the love of a proletaire like me, I must then leave
her for ever.  Ah! if it is so! if I must hear it not yet, in
the name of heaven! ILcave me to dream of happiness till to-
morrow—till I guit this country for a year, or for ever!”

“ Which you would be rather mad to do, friend,” cried the
Miller; “and cven now, your manners appear to be so exagge-
rated, that I am afraid all this is an affectation assumed to
deceive me."

“You do not, then, participate in my feclings? You have
10 hatred to riches ?”

“No, indeed! I neither hate them nor love them for their
own sake, but just according to the good or the harm which
they do. For example, I detest Father Bricolin's crown-
picces because they ure the hindrance to my marrying his
daughter. Ah! there now!—I have let slip a name that I
should have done better not to tell you. But, after all, I know
your affairs, and you may as well know mine. I say, then,
that I dctest those crown-pieces; but I should very much love
thirty or forty thousand francs if they would fall on me from
heaven, because they would enable me then to make preten-
sions to Rose.”

“T do not think as you do. If I possessed a million, I would
not wish to keep them.”

“You would throw them into the river, rather than suffer
them to cstablish o right of equality between ker and you?
You are still a comical fellow.”

“7 believe that I should distribute it all among the poor,
like the Christian communities of the first ages, to disencum-
ber myself, although 1 should know very well that I_mxght
not be doing a truly good work; for, in giving up their pro-
perty, the first disciples of equality were founding a society.
They brought to the unhappy a legislation which was at the
same time a rcligion. Their money was the food of the soul
at the same time that it was the food of the body. This
sharing of their property was a doctrine and made adepta.
In our time we have nothing like it. The public mind has
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formed vaguo conceptions of the organization of a commu-
nity, holy, and diffnsing blessings like & Providence, the
laws of which are not yet discovered. We cannot renew the
little world of the first Christians; we feel the necessity of
new diselosures for this; we have them not, and besides, men
arc not now disposed to reccive them. The money which
may be distributed among a handful of wretched people can
only produce selfishness and idlencsg among thein, if an cn-
deavour be not made at the same time to make them under-
stand the rclative dutics of such an association. I repeat to
you, my friend, that on the one side there is not sufficient light
among the initiators; on the other, there are not sufficient con-
fidence, sympathy, and ardour, among the initiated. You sce,
then, the reasons why Marcelle (and now I also dare to breathe
her name, since you have uttered that of my Rose) has pro-
posed to me to imitate the example of the Apostles, of giving
to the poor that wealth which inspires me with horror; but I
have recoiled from a sacrifice which it does not scem to me
that we have the skill and genius to render productive, in
the present state of society, of any great advancement of the
interests of humanity. 1In possessing riches, to render them
useful according to my views, it is requisite that their owner
should be more than a man of feeling; he must be a man of
genius. I am not one; and in contemplating the profound
vices and the frightful selfishness with which weulth invests
its possessor, I am penetrated with drcad. T thank God for
having made me poor—I, too, who might have posscssed a rich
inheritance; and I take an oath never to have more in my
possession than the payment of a week’s toil.”

‘“In this way you thank God for having made you wise by
a simple effort of his goodness, and you profit by the accident
which has kept you out of temptation. This is a very casy
sort of virtue, and I am not so much surprised at it as you
expect. I understand now, however, why Madame Marcelle
was 80 content with her ruin yesterday. You have put all
these fine things into her head. They seem very grand, but
they mean nothing. Tt is just like people saying, ‘If I were
rich I should be wicked, and I am delighted at not being so.’
It is the history of my grandmother, which says, ‘I don't like
ecls, and I am very glad of it, because if I did like them I
should eat them. But why should you not be generous as
well as rich—eh? And if you could do nothing better than
give bread to the hungry around you, that would certainly be
something, and money would be better placed-in your hands
than in those of the avaricious. Oh! I have entered into your
views; I understand them. I am not so stupid as you think;
and 1 have now and then rcad the journals and pamphlets,
which have taught me a little of what is going on beyond our
own country, where we may certninly say that we see nothing
new. I sec that you are a framer of new systems, an econo-
mist, a lcarned man.”
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“No. It is, perhaps, a misfortune, but I understand the
science of figures less than any other, and I know nothing of
political economy, as it is understood in the present day. Jt
is & circle of evil.”

. " You have not studicd a science without which you can
attempt nothing new! Well, then, you are but a sluggard.”

*No; only a dreamer.” "

“Tunderstand; you are what people eall a poet.”

“I never made verses in my life, and now I am only a
mechanic. Do not take me so scrionsly. T am a child in
cverything; a child in love! All my merit is, that I have
learned a trade which T am going to practise.”

“That's right! Get your living as 1 do mine, and don't
torment yourself any more with the way the world goes on,
since you can do nothing to improve it.”

“My friend, what reasoning! If you wecre to see a boat
filled with a living family sinking in this river, and you were
hound to this trce, and could not reach them to succouwr
them, I put the case, could you sce them perish with indiffe-
rence P

“No, sir; T should break down the tree were it ten times
areater. My zeal would be so earnest, that I belicve God
would work a little miracle for me.”

*And yet the human family is perishing,” cried Lémor,
sorrowfully, “and God works no more miracles.”

“L fully believe it, becausc nobody any longer trusts in
him. But, for my own part, I belicve it; and I declare to
vou, since we are hiding nothing from cach other, that at the
hottom of 1y heart I have never despaired of marrying Rosc
Dricolin; though to bring her father to accept a poor gon-in-
Iaw would be a much more surprising miracle than for me to
break that great tree down with my arms without a hatchet.
Alh! well, this miracle will be performed, though I don’t
know how. In some way or another T shall have fitty thou-
sand francs. I shall find them in the ground when I am
planting my cabbages, or in the river when 1 am throwing my
nets; or a thonght will come to me—no matter what. I ghall
discover something, since it is sufficient, they say, for a thought
to move the world.”

“You will discover the means of establishing equality in_a
socicty which exists but by its inequality: is it not so?” said
Henry, with a sorrowful smile. : .

*“ Why not, sir ?” replied the Miller, with a chderfal vivacity;
“when 1 have made my fortune, as 1 shall net be either
wicked or avaricious, and as I am sure T shal¥ never become
50, any more than my grandmother would ever learn to like
the cels which she could not endure; when I shall have be-
come, all in a moment, more learned than you, and when I
have found in my own brain that which you have not found
in all your books—the knowledgo of the sccret of doing justice
with my power and bestowing happiness with my wealth.
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Does this astonish you? And yct, my Parisian, I declare to
you that I know still less than you do about politicul cconomy,
and have never learned as much as the alphabet of it. But
what of that, since I have thie will to believe ! Read the Evan-
gelists, sir. It is my opinion, that, though you specak so well,
you have almost forgotten that the first apostles were of the
people who had nothing and knew nothing, like mysclf. The
good God breathed upon them, and they becane wiser than all
the scholars and pricsts of their times.”

“Oh people! it is for you he prophesies!” exclaimed Lémor,
folding him in his arms. “It is for you that God will work
miracles; it is upon you that he will breathe his Holy Spirit.
You know no discouragement; you arc not depressed by
doubts. You feel that the heart is more powerful than the
doctrine; you fecl its energy, its love, and consider them as
inspiration. It is for this that 1 have burnt my books, for this
that I would return to the people {from whom my relations
have separated me; it is for this that I would scek, among
the poor and simple-hearted, the faith and the zeal which 1
have'lost in being brought up among the rich.”

“I understand,” said the Miller: “you are sick, and scek
ing health.”

“1 ghould find it if I lived near you.”

“I shall give you good hopes of it if you promise not to
infect me with your malady. And to begin, talk to me rea-
sonably. Say to me, then, whatever may be Madame Mar-
celle’s position, that you are¢ rcady to marry her if she will
only consent.”

“You revive my anguish. First you told me that she was
destitute, and now it appears as if you had thought better of
it, and that she was rich again.”

“To tell you the truth, that was only to try you. The
three hundred thousand francs still exist, and let Father Bri-
colin do as he likes, I shall give her such good advice that
she shall kecp them. With three hundred thousand francs,
comrade, you can do some good, I hope, since with fifty thou-
sand, which I have not, I pretend that I could save the world.”

“I envy and admire your gaiety,” said Lémor, in dcep de-
pression; ‘“but you have brought back death to my soul. T
adore this woman, this angel, and yct I cannot be the husband
of a rich wife! The woﬁd entertains prejudices respecting
honour to which I submit in spite of myself, and which 1 know
not how to shake off. I could not consider as my own that
fortune which she ought, and which she doubtless will, prescrve
for her son. My sense of probity would not allow me to make
usc of Ler wealth; and I should have great scruples in con-
demning to indigence a woéman for whom I fcel an infinite
tenderness, and a child whose future independence T ought to
hold sacred. I should suffer from their privations, and tremble
at cvery turn, lest I should see them sink under a life of hard-
ship. Alas! this child and this woman belong not e¢ven to the
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same race with ourselves, Grand-Louis. These are the de-
throncd masters of the world, who require from their ancient
slaves the services and the homage to which they have becn
accustomed. We should see them languish and perish under
our thatched roofs. Their fragile hands would be wounded by
labour, and our love might not perhaps be able to sustain them
::lo the end of a struggle under which *ve oursclves might break
own.” :

“Here again is your malady returning and your faith fail-
ing,” said Grand-Louis, interrupting him. ‘ You no longer
even believe in love; you do not sce that ske would endure
everything for you, and that she would even find happiness in
it all. T'ruly, you arc not worthy to be so greatly beloved.”

“ A, my friend! if she were to become poor—really and en-
tirely poor—without gny having to reproach myself with help-
ing to reduce her to that condition, you should see if I wanted
courage to support her.”

“ Ah, well! you would work to gain a little money, as all of
us work. But why then despise 50 much the moncy which she
has, and which is already gained ?”’

‘It has not been gained by the honest labour of the poor.
Tt is stolen money.”

‘“How can that be?”

‘It is the heritage of the feudal rapine of her ancestors. It
is the sweat and the blood of the people which has cemented
the rtones of their mansions, and manured their cstates!”

“That is true! But money does not keep that sort of rust
upon it. It is gifted with the quality of being purified or sul-
licd, according to the nature of the hand which touches it.”

“No!” said Lémor, with warmth. “It is the moncy which
is defiled, and which also defiles the hand which receives it.”

“That iy a figure of speech,” calmly replied the Miller. “It
is still the money of the poor, though it may have been ex-
torted from him by pillage and the violence of tyranny; but
would you think it necessary that the poor should abstain from
receiving their own back again, because the ‘hands of the
plunderers have been handling it for along time? TLet us go to
rest, my dear fellow, for you aie unreasonable; and you sball
not go to Blunchemont. I am of opinion that'it is less and
Iess desirable for you to pay this visit, since you have nothing
but these absurd things to say to my dear lady. DBut, by my
faith, you shall not leave me till you have renounced all your
—wait till 1 find the word—Utopias! Is that it7” .

“Perhaps!” said Lémor, dejectedly, and forced by his passion
to submit to the ascendancy of his new friend. -
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CHAPTER XIX.
THE PORTRAIT.

Wz know not whether it is quite conformable to the rmles of
art minutely to describe the person and the dress of those who
are introduced into the scenc of a romance. Pcrhaps the
writers of fiction of our own times (and oursclves the hirst on
the list) have a little abused the fashion of drawing portraits in
their narrations. However, it is an old custom; and hoping
that future masters of the art, condemning our elaborateness,
may sketch their personages with bolder and clearer touches,
we feel that we have sufficient firmness to depart from the
beaten way, and we proceed to repair a forgetfulness into
which we had fullen in omitting the portrait of onc of our
heroines.

And really, does it not scem that in a history of love there
must exist a great deficiency of interest when we are not able
%0 realize the person of onr heroine in our own imagination,
and are ignorant whether she is endowed with a beauty more or
less remarkable. It is not sufficient for us to say, “‘ She is beau-
tiful!” If her adventures and the peculiarities of her position
make any impression on us, we instantly desire to know
whether ghe is fair or dark, tall or short, pensive or animated,
elegant or simple, in her dress and style. If we are told that
she is passing down the street, we run to the windows to look
at her, and according to the expression of her conntenance and
person we are disposed to approve or excuse hcr for having
drawn upon herself the public attention.

Such, without doubt, was the opinion of Rose Bricolin, as she
lay languishingly upon her pillow, on the followirg morning
after she had shared her chamher with Madame dc Blanche-
mont; for while the young widow, more active and an carlier
viser, had already finished her toilet, Rose cxamined her atten-
tively, and asked hersclf if the beauty of this Parisian would
eclipse that of her own at the village féte, which was te be held
the following day.

Marcelle de Blanchemont was rather below the middle size,
but she did not appecar so, thanks to the elegance of her
proportions and the grace of all her attitudes. She was de-
cidedly fair, but 10t of an insipid fairness, nor even of an ashy
fairness, a colour too much extolled, since it gencrally dendens
the expression of the countenance, being in itself an indication
of a feeble organization. She possessed a living beauty, warm,
animated, resplendent, and her hair was one of the grea: per-
fections of her person. In her infanc yshe had possesscd ex-
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extraordinary beauty, and in her convent had often been called
“The Cherub;” at eighteen, it could only be said that she
had a very agreeable person; but at twenty-two, she was such

hat she had inspired more than one passion without perceiving
it. Yet, notwithstanding all this, her beauty did not reach
perfection, and her freshness was gometimes impaired by a
teverish animation. A dark shade might be traced under her
bright blue eyes, which tald of the workings of an earncst and
ardent soul, and which an unintelligent observer might pos-
sibly have attributed to the agitations of an unsubdued spirit;
but it was impossible for the pure.minded beholder not to feel
that this woman's existence was of the heart more than of the
mind, and of the mind more than of the senses. The ever-vary-
ing tint of her complexion, her look, so open and so frank, the
light white down upon the corner of her lips, were with her
certain indications of an energetic will, of a character devoted,
disinterested, courageous.  She pleased at the first glance with-
out dazzling, and she dazzled afterwards still more and more
without ceasing to please; and even thosc who did not at the
first glance consider her heautiful, wore very soon unable to
detach from her either their eyes or their thoughts.

The second transformation which had passed over her wag
the work of love. Industrious and cheerful in her convent, she
had never been either melancholy or a dreamer before she had
known Lémor; and even after she had conceived this affection,
she had continued to act with encrgy and decision, even in all
minor things But an intense affection, in coucentrating and
devoting to one only end and aim all the energies of her cha-
racter, had marked its traces on her countenance, and imparted
a strange and mysterious charm to every gesture.  No one knew
that she' loved, though all the world felt that she was capable
of lToving passionately; and every man who approached her
became possesscd with the desive of inspiring her either with
love or friendship. On ascount of this strong agtraction there
had been utime in which the women of the wqrld, jealous of
her influence, and unable to breathe one reproach against her
moral character, had -accused her of coquetry; but never was
censure less deserved.  Marcelle had no time ta waste in this
childish and degrading amusement. She had not even the de-
sirc 10 excite an admiration interesting only t@ her vanity;
and in retiring so abruptly from the world she had no cawse to
reproach hersclf with having voluntarily left any mark ef her
passage through it. ¥ .

Rosc Bricolin, incontestally more beautiful, bub whose mind
necesrarily possessed far less interest in its development, had
often Lcard the young Baroness de Blanchemont spoken of a8 &
beauty of the fashionable Parisian world ; and she could not v¢
well comprehend how, with an apparel so simple, and
50 natural, this somewhat faded beauty could have gained:

a reputation. Rose did not understand that in socieby i
cultivated, and consequently wearied and oxhausted, aniin o
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of mind, diffusing itsclf over the person, invests its possessor
with a charm which always excels the highest order of cold,
classical, majestic beauty. Howcver, Rose felt that she already
loved Marcelle to excess, though she had not yet learned in what
the attraction consisted; whether it was in her countenance,
so frank and animated, in the affectionate tone of her voice, in
her kind and bencvolent smile, or in the confiding generosity
of every action.

“ And yet she is not so beautiful as T expected,” thought she.
““Why is it then that I wish to be like her ?”

Rose caught herself, however, endeavouring to dress her hair
in the samc manner as Madame de Blanchemont, and in an
involuntary imitation of her deportinent, her quick and grace-
ful manuer of turning her head, and even the intlections ot her
voice. She snceeeded sutficiently well to Jose in a few days
the remainder of a rustic awkwardness which had not been
without its charm. But it is only just to say that this vivacity
was not so much borrowed as inspived, and its eflect was greatly
to enhance in her the value of the gifts of nature. Rose pos-
sessed both courage and frankness of disposition ; and Mavcelle
was goon destined rather to develope her 1eal nature, repressed
for a time by exterior circumstances, than to promptl her to
the assumption of a mere factitions imnitation

CIIAPTER XX.
LOVLE AND MONEY.

In passing and rcpassing from her chamber, Marcelle heard
proceeding from some nelghbouring apartment a strange voice,
which was at the same time powerful as that of a bull and
hoarse as that of an old woman. This voice, which appeared
to break out of some cavernous breast which could neither
retain nor express its conflicting cmotions, repeated number-
Iess times :—

““But they have taken all! taken all—even my clothes!”

And a firmn voice, which was casily known as that of the
grandmother Pricolin, replied—

‘Hold your tongue, mastet ! I am not talking about that.”

Seeiny the astonishment of her companion, Rose took upon
herself to explain this dialoguc.

“There has always been some misfortune in our house,”
said she; “and, even before my birth and that of iy poor
sister, an cvil fate was in our family. Yon have seen my
grandpapa, who appears so old, s8 very old. Tt is he tha
you hear. He does not speak often, but when he does, he is
1o deaf, 'and he makes such a noise that it sounds throngh the
whole honge. Ho almost always repeats very ncarly the same
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thing. ‘They have taken cverything, plundered everything,
stolen everything!” He speaks of nothing else, and if my
arandmother, who has great power over him, had not silenced
him, he would have gaid the same thing to you last night
instead of wishing you good-day.”

“But what does it mean P’ aske¢ Marcelle.

“Have you never heard that story ?’ said Rose, “and yet
it has made a great noise; but it is true that you have never
visited this place, nor even been much interested in what has
passed here. T would wager that you do not know, that for
more than fifty ycars the Bricolins have farmed the estate of
Blanchemont.”

“1 know it, and T even know that your grandfather, beforc
he came to gettle here, held a farm of considerable extent on
the side of Tlane, belonging to my grandfather.”

**Ah! well, in that case you have heard the history of the
chayflenrs 2

*Yes; but it is so long ago that T forget it, for it had become
an old tale when I was still but a child.”

‘1t happened morc than forty years ago, as nearly as I can
tell, for we never willingly speak of the subject here. It still
causes too much pain and alarm. My lord, your grandfather,
had at the time of the assignats, confided to my grandpapa

Sricolin, the sum of fifty thousand francs in gold, begging him
to hide them in some old wall of the chatcan while he remained
concealed in Paris, where he was so fortunate as to escape being
denounced.  You know all that better than 1do.  So then my
grandpapa 1ook this gold and hid it with the whole of his own
savings somewhere in the old chateau of Beaufort, of which
place he was the farmer, and which is more than twenty
Ieagnes fiom here. T myself have never been there.  Your
grandfather, not seeming anxious to require the return of his
deposit after the lapse of some considerable time, mine had
the mistortune 1o admit a villanous attorney into his confi-
dence, for the sake of having a letter written to him to request
that he would receive it back again.  The following night the
chauffeurs forced an entrance into the housc, and subjected my
poor grandfather to a thousand tortures, until they had extorted
from him where he had hid the money. They carried it all off,
Loth bis own and yours, and even the linen of the house, and
all the little wedding trinkets of my grandmother. My father,
who was but a child, they bound with cords apd threw upon
the bed; he saw everything that passed, and aknost died with
tear. My grandmother was shut up in the cellar! The farming-
men were algo beaten and bound, and pistols werce held at their
heads to keep them silent. At last, when the robbers had laid
their hands upon everything that they could lift, they departed
without using any great precautions, escaped with unp‘llﬂt)"
and remained unpunished, no one could well undetstand in
what way. In consequence of this affair, my poor gta.nd]_mpa.,
who was young when it happened, became old at a single

I
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stroke. He has never recovered his seuses, his mind is cn-
feebled, he has lost.the recollection of almost everything except
of this atrocious outrage; and he can scarcely open his mouth
without an allusion to it. 'The trembling which you ree in
him he has had ever since that night; and his legs, withered
up by the fire over which they held him, have remuined so
weak and palsied, that he could never perform the slightest
labour. Your grandfather, who was a worthy gentleman, never
reclaimed his money, and c¢ven forgave my graluhnothé, who
became at once, through her good sense and courage, the head
of the family, five y2a18’ arrears of rent, of which he had never
required payment. This 1c-established our affairg, and when
my father was of an age to take the Blanchemont farm, he
was enabled to corumand a certain amonnt of credit,  This is
our history, and when joined to that of my poor sister, you sew
it is not a very happy onc.”

This recital produced a great cffect on Marcelle, and the
condition of the Bricolin funnly appearcd to her still more
diseouraging than at first. In the midst of their prosperity
these people secined doomed to something dark and tragical.
Between the lunatic and the idiot, Madame de Blanchemons
felt hersell oppressed with an instinctive terror and a profoand
melancholy. She wondered how the unfettered and Juxuriant
beauty of Rose could have developed itself in those scenes
of catastrophe and violent struggle, where money had played
g0 fatal a part.

Seven o'clock sounded from the cuckoe clock which the
mother Bricolin kept in her own chamber, which was also
encnmbered by all the old rustic inrniture dismissed to make
way for articles of a more luxurious style in the reform which
was taking place in the new house, und contiguous to that
oscupied by Rose and Marcolle, when litlle Fauchon came
running joyfully to tell them that her master had arrived.

“She weans Grand-Louis,” said Rose; “does she think to
tell us that as any great news ¢’

But notwithstanding a slight tone of disdain, Rose’s check
bloomed with the brightest tint of the flower of which she
proudly bore the name. .

“But he is come full of business, and he asks to speak to
vou,” said Fanchon, a little disconcerted.

“'Lome?” said Rose, blushing more and more, and shrugging
her shoulders.

“No; to Madame Marcelle,” said the young girl.

Maroelle directed her steps towards the door which the little
Fanchon held wide open, but when she had reached it, she
wasg obliged to recede to leave room for ono of the farmer’s
hoys to enter, who came loaded with a trunk, followed by
tirand.Louis, who carried one still heavier, and who deposited
Lis burden: on the Hoor with perfect ease.

** All your commissions are executed,” said he, placing also
n bag ot crowns upon the chest of drawers.
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Then, without waiting to hear the thanks of Maxeelle, he
cast his eyes upon the bed in which Edward was lying asleep,
benutiful as a little angel.  Lnticed by his love for children,
and by his feclings towards this ongaging little fellow who was
1cally irresistibly attractive, Grand-Louis approached to gase
upon him a little nearer, and Edward, opening his eyes,
strefched ont his arms to him, calling bhim by the name of
Alochon, n term with which he continued-to be obstinately
delighted.

“ How much he is improved since he came among us!” said
the Miller, taking one of his little hands to kiss; but hearing
a hasty movement of the curtwin behind him, and turning
round, Grand-Touis saw the pretty hand of Rose, who, ashamed
aud idrritated ut this invasion of her apartment, drew the
cmbhroidered curtains of her bed before her with a great noise.
(1and-Louis, who was not awarce that Rose had shared her
Jamber with Marcelle, and who had uot expected to find her
there, stoodd stupehicd, 1epentant, and abashed, and yot with-
out being able to detach Lix eyes from the white hand which
1emiained holding awhwardly enough the fiinges of the cuitain
Ltowcther,

Marcelle then became avware of the mistake she had com-
mitted, and reproached hersell for allowing her aristocratic
habits unconseiously to predominate in this instance.  Not
bema accustomed 1o consider a sticet. porter at all in the light
of a man, she had neve thonght of excluding from the apart-
ment the farmer’s man and the Miller who brought her Inggage.
Ashamed and repentant in her turn, she wan on the poiut of
requesting Grand-Louis. who appeared 100ted to the spot, to
vetire quickly, when Madame Bricolin appeared at the cntrance
of the chamber, staring with mute horror at seeing the Miller,
her mortal enemy, standing overcome with perplexity between
the beds of the two young ladies.

Without uttering a woid, she rushed abrptly away like a
pewson who, baving found @ thief in his house, runs to seek
assistance.  She hastencd, in shot, o M. Bricolin, who was
inkiug his coup-de-maten for the third time—that is to suy, his
third tankard of whitc wine, in the kitchen. -

“M. Bricolin,” said she in a stifled voice, “come uickly, -
quickly! do you hear me?” :

“ What's the matter 7’ said the farmer, who did not like to
be disturbed when he was taking what he calledhis refreshment.
“Is the house on fire ?”

“(tome and sec, I tell you! Come and scc what is going
on!" replied his wife, who was almost suffocated with passion.

“Faith! if therc is anything to be angry about,” said Bricolin,
who was tolerubly well accustomed to the storms of his bettex
Linlf, ““you can iake it upon yourself very well without me; I
don’t like to he annoyed with those things.”

Perceiving that he would not disturb himself, Madame
Tricolin approached a little nearer, making.a convulsive effort
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to recover the power of articulation, for she was certainly
suffering the strangulation of fury.

“Don’t you disturb yourself!” she excluimed, as soon as she
could recover the power of speech, taking care, however, that
the servants who were passing backwards and forwards should
not hear her, I tcll you that your clown of a Miller is in Rose's
chamber, and that Rose has not yet risen!”

“Ah! that is émproper, very tmproper,” said M. Bricolin,
rising from his seat; “and I must go and say a couple of
words to him. But no noise, wife, do you hear, on account of
the girl.”

“Go, and make no noise yourself, then.  Ah! I hope you
will Lelieve what 1 say now, and that vou will go and treat
him like a presuming and impudent fellow as he is!”

The moment that M DBricolin weunt out of the kitchen, he
found himself face to face with Grand-Louis

“Faith, M. Rricolin,” said he, with an air ol irresistible
candour, “you sce hefore you a person who is very much
astonished at his own stupidity.”

And he very simply recounted what he had done.

“You sve very plainly that he did not do it on purpose,”
said Bricolin, turning to his wife.

“Is that the way you take such a thing?” she eaclaimed,
giving free comse to her fury.

Then she ran and shut the two doors, and returning, piaced
herselfl between the Miller and M. Bricolin, who had alrcady
offercd to the offender a share of his refreshment.

“No! M. Bricolin,” she ciied, “I cannot understand your
imbeuility! Do you not sce that this worthless fellow condnets
himsclf 10 qur daughter in a manncer only suitable between
people of his own class, and that we cannot subiwnit to it any
longer ? It is necessary, thercfore, that I should take upon my) -
gelf to tell bim, and to make him undestand —

¢ Make him understand nothing yet, Madame DBricolin,”" said
the farmer, raising his voice in his turn, *‘ and leave me to do
my own work as futher of a fumily. Oh! if cverything that
you say were to be taken for granted, 1 might as well fasten
my trousers with pins, that you might wear your petticoats
on®races. Come, let us have no broken heads the fivst thing
in the morning. I know what 1 have got to say 1o this young
fellow, and I am not going to leave it to anybody clse.  Come,
wife, tell Chounette to bring us a fresh pitcher of wine, and go
and look after your chickens.”

Madame Bricolin would have replied. Her husband took o
great holly stick, which was always leaning against his chair
while he was drinking, and began to beat time upon the table
with all his might. This overwhelming noise so entirely
drowned the sound of Madame Bricolin’s voice that she was
compelled to give up the contest, and leaving the room, she
slapped the door with great violence behind her.

“ What do you want, master ?”’ said Chounectte, running in.
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M. Bricolin majestically took up the empty pitcher and
handed it to her, rolling his eyes in a terriblc manner. The
plimp Chounette grew lighter than a bird, in executing the
orders of the potentate of Blanchemont.

“My poor Grand-Louis,” said thc¢ great man, when they
were by themselves, with a pitcher of wine between their
glasses, *“ you must know that my wife is enraged against you.
She would kill you, and did I not prevent her she would soon
show you the door. We are old friends, you know; and we
have need of each other, und we are not going to quarrel all in
a hurry. Tell me the truth, now: I am surc my wife is mis.
taken.  All women are either mad or fools. Come, lay your
hand upon your heart and answer me.”

“@Goon! goon!” said Grand-Louis, in a tone that appeared
to promise perfect security under that examination, and mak-
ing a great cffort to assume an air of carelessness and compo-
sure—sentiments very different from the emotions which he
experienced at that moment.

“Well, then,” said the farmer, “Ilike to be straightforward
Are you or are you not in love with my daughter ?’

““What a strange question!” veplied the Miller, assuming an
appearance of audacity. “ What sort of amswer would you
like me to make? If1say yes, that looks like setting you at
defiance; if 1 say no, that looks like an injury to Mademoi-
sclle Rose; for she certainly deserves that everybody should be
in love with ler, just as you descrve that cverybody should
respect you.”

* You are merry '—that is a good sign. I see very plainly
that you are not in love.”

“Ntop! stop!” said Grand-Louis; “T did not say so. Isay,
on the contrary, that all the world is compelled to be in love
with ler, because she is beautiful as the day, because she is
yvour exact image; in ghort, because all who see her, old and
young, tvich and poor, experience peculiar emotions towards
her, without knowing whether it is the pleasure of loving her,
or the pain of not being permitted to do so.”

*He has the spirit of thirty thousand menl” said the far-
mer, rolling in his chair with a laugh which torc open his
waistcoat. *I'hunder strike me if I don’t wish: you were rich,
and had a hundred thonsand crowns; I would give you my girl
in preference to anybody else.” . v

“[ belicve it! but as I have not got a hundred thousand
crowns, you would scarcely bestow her on me; ¥ it not so ?”

“No! thunder strike me first! But, to say the least, 1 regret
it, and that is the proof of my friendship tor you.”

** Many thanks; youare too good!”

“ Aud so you see, my jade of a wife bas taken it into her
head that you are cajoling Rose.”

“I1” gaid the Miller, now speaking withthe accent of truth,
“ [ have never said a word to her that you might not have
heard.”
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“1 am surc of it. You have too much sense not to sce that
you must not think of my girl, and that T cannot give her to n
man like you. But it is not that I despise you. No, indeed!
Tam not prond, and I know that all men are equal in the cyes
of the law. I have not forgotten that I rose from a family of pea-
sants, and that when my father began to realize his fortune—
which he lost so unfortunately, as you know—he was no greater
gentleman than you, since he was a miller also. But aw jour
d'aujourd hui, my brave fellow, money docs everything, as the
proverb says; and since I have got it, and you have not got it,
there can be no equal footing between us,”

“That is peremptory and conolusive,” said thr Miller with a
bitter gauicty. “ It iy just, reasonable, true, eqnitable, and salu-
tary, as M- le C'uré always begins his discourses.”

“Ilark yon, Grand-Louis, everybody for himscll. Now 3-u
are rich for a peasant, and you would not marry the servant,
little Fanchon, if she were to happen to fall in love with you "’

“Noj; but if T were to happen to fall in love with her, that
would 1wake all the difference.”

“Do you mean to say by that, you great wag, that my
daughter has an inclination for you ?”’

“ When did I say such a thing ?”

“T do not accuse you of having said it, thongh my wifc
maintains that you are cupable of forgetting yourself, if you are
allowed so much familiarity among us.”

* Ah! then, M. Bricolin,” said Grand-Louis, who began to
lose his patience, and who had found the manner of hig decision
sufficiently brutal without having insult joined to it, ““is it for
mirth or ridicule that you have been talking in this manner to
me for the last five minutes? Do you speak scriously ¢ T have
never asked you to give me your daughter, and therefore 1 do
not sec why youshould give yourself the trouble of refusing her
tome. 1am not a man tospealk of her without respect, and I
do not therefore see why you should report the bad opinion
which Madame Bricolin entertains against me. 1f it is to tell
me to 7o, [ am ready. If it is to take your husiness from me,

- T make no opposition: 1 have other customers. But speak
freely, and let us part like honest men; for I must confess that
all this has the appcarance of some one wishing to make a
quarrel with me, and of finding out some fault in me for the
sake of hiding his own.”

Grand-T.ouis rose as he spoke with the intention of depart-
ingé but this quarrcl was neither to M. Bricolin’s taste nor inte-
rest.

“What are you talking about, you silly fellow ?' he answered

in a friendly tone, forcing him back into his seat. * Are
youmad? What fly has stung you? Did I speak seriously ?

Do 1 pay any attention to the folly of my wife ¥ As a general

rule, believe me, Grand-Louis, a wasp which comes buzzing
n})out your cars, and a woman who tecases and contradicts you,

Bing neatly the same song. Let us finish the pitcher and re-
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wain friends. My business is good, and I am satisficd with
myself for having given it to you. We can mutually render
little services o each other, so that we should be great simple-
{ons 1o quarrel for nothing. I know that you arc a fellow of
sense and spirit, and that you will not cajole my daughter. Be-
sides, I have too good an opinion v her not to think that she
would repulse you pretty sharply, if you were to lose sight of
that respect; and so——"' .

“And so!” gaid Grand-Louis, striking his glass upon the
table in a decided ebullition of anger, “all these reasons are
uscless, and end ouly in wearying me, M. Bricolin.  'What care
1 for your business, your little scrvices, and my own interest, iff
I must be told that. only supposing I should be capable ot
failing in respect to your daughter, she will onc day or other
make me know my place. I am but a peasant, but I am as
proud as you are, M. Bricolin, whether you like it or not; and
i1 vou cannot find a more delicate way of expressing your mean-
ing to me, let me wish you & good day, andlet me go abont
my business.”

M. Bricolin had a great deal of trouble in caliing Grand-
Lonis, who was greatly irritated ; not so much at the suspicions
of the farmer's wife, which he well knew he deserved in a
certain sense, nor at the coarse manncr of the farmel, to
which he was thoroughly accustomed, but at the cruclty with
which this last, without knowing it, had probed the bleeding
wound of his heart. At last he was appeased after receiving
the amende honorable from M. Bricolin, who had his own reagons
for promoting pence, and for not listening to the fears of his
wite, at least at that moment.

“ 8o, then,” said he, at the same time inviting him to take
the first draught from a fresh tankard of wine, after the cheesc,
* you have a great friendship for our young lady #”

*“ A great friendship!” replied the Miller with the remains of
offended feeling, and declining the proffered draught, notwith-
standing the pressing urgency of his host; * that is a word just
about as rcasonable as that of love, of which you forbid me to
speak to your dauughter.”

“Faith! if the word is improper, it is notI who have in-
vented it. Tt was she herself who told us a great many times
yesterday (it was that which cnraged Thibaudg so much), that
she had a great friendship for you. Every'miy knowr that
you arc a handsome fellow, Grand-Louis, ang ghey‘say thaf
the greatladies—— Come, you are not angry ggain, arc yon?’

“My opinion is that you have got a tankard qf wine too
much in your head this morning, M. Bricolin,” said the Mil-
ler, pale with indignation. .

Nover had the cynicism of Bricolin, which until then he
had cndeavoured to excuse, inspired him with so much dis
gust. .

« “And you yourself must have been emptying the sluice
of your mill into your stomach this morning, for you are
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as dull and pettish as a water-drinker, Nobody can crack
& jest with you now. This is something new. Ah! well, let
us talk seriously then, if you like. It is certain that, one way
or another, you have whecdled yourself into the esteem and
confidence of this young lady, and that she has entrusted yvou
with commissions without saying a word about them to any-
Lody eclse.”

*1 don’t understand you.”

“Stay! You went to for her, and brought her lug-
gage and her money. For Chounette saw you return with a
great bag of crowns. In short, you are managing her affairs.”

“If you like to call it so. I know that I went about my
own business, and at the same time I took advantage of the
opportunity to bring her trunks and her moncy, which she
had left in charge at the inn.  If that is managing her affairs,
80 much the better: I wish it was.” -

** But what igin the bag? Is it silver or gold

“How can I tcll? I never looked into it.”

“ It would have cost nothing if you had, and would have
«done her no wrong.”

*“ How could I guess that you were interested in it'?”

¢ Listen, Grand-Louig, my boy, and be open. This lady has
been talking to you about her affairs 27’

“ Where did you get that piece of news ?” !

“T got it here I’ replicd the farmer, lifting his forefinger to
his narrow sunburnt forehcad. “1I feel in the air a scent of
confidence and mysterics. The lady has the appearance of
mistrusting me and confiding in you.”

“ And if it is so!” 1ceplied Grand-Louis, looking fixcdly at
Bricolin, with some intention of braving him.

“1f it is so, Grand-Louis, 1 do not think you would be un-
favourable to me.”

“ What do you mean ?”’

“You know what I mean very well. 1 have always had a
confidence in you, and T am sure you would not abusc it
You know that 1 want to buy the land, and that 1 don’t wish
to pay too dcear for it.”

“T know very well that you do not wish to give its value.”

“Tts value! its value! That depends upon the respective
position of the partics. That which would be ill sold for an-
other would be well sold for her, to whom it is so nececsary
to get out of the dilemma in which her husband bas left her.”

“T know that, M. Bricolin, and I know your ideas upon it,
and I could count your wishes on my finger-ends. Your ob-
ject is to gain fifty thousand francs by beating down this lady
in the sale of her estate.”

“No, not by beating her down at all! Iam playing my
cards openly on the table with her. [have told her the value
of her property; but I have also told her that T coudd not give
her allits value, and ten thousand million thunders strike me
if I either can or will advance o single farthing,”
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“You talked differently not a very long time ago. You told
me that you would pay its price, and if it were necessary, go
beyond it.”

*“You rave! I never said so!”

‘ Excuse me; recollect yourself. 7t was at the fair of Cluis,
in proof of which M..Grouard, the mayor, was present.”

“Ile could not bear wituess; be is dead.”

“ But T should be able to do so,”

p ‘ You would not do it.”

“That depends —"

“That depends on what ?”

“That depends on youw.”

“ How so P’

“The manner in which T am trcated in your house will
regulate my conduct towards you, M. Bricolin. T am tired ot
the rudeness of your wife, and the affronts which she offers me.
I know that others are intended, that your daughter is forbid-
den tospeak to me, to dance with me, to visit the mill to see her
nurse, and all sorts of vexations of which T would not complain
if I had deserved them, but which I feel to be insults when they
are not merited.”

‘“ Why, is this all, Grand-Louis ? A pretty present—a note
uvr}ﬁvo hundred francs, for instance, will not thut make all
right ?”

“No, sir,” said the Miller, drily.

“You are a simpleton, my boy; five hundred francs in the
pocket of an honest man, is worth more than dancing the
bourrée in the dust. However, you think a great deal of danc-
ing with my daughter.”

“I think a great deal of my honour, M. Bricolin. I have
always danced the bourrde with your daughter before all the
world. Nobody ever discovered any harm in that, and if I
now receive from her the affront of a refusal, it may casily be
helieved what is noised abroad by your wife, that 1 am rude
and ill-bred. T must not be treated in this way. It is for you
1o say whether you wish to offend me—yes or no ?”

“Dance with Rose, my boy; dance!” cried the farmer, with
a mixture of exultation and malice. * Datnce as much as you
like, if that will content you!”

“ Ah, well! we shall sce,” thought the miller, satisfied with
his revenge. * But here comes the lady of Blanchemont. Your
wife, with her uproar, did not give me time to offer her an
account of her commissions. If she talks to 'me about her
aftujrs, I will tell you her intentions.” )

1 will leave you alone with her,” said M. Bricolin, rising;
“and do not forget that you may be able to influence her in-
tentions.  She is tired of this business, and is in haste to finish
it. Muke her thoroughly understand that I am inflexible. 1
shall go and look for Thibaude, to tell her how she is to act
with regard to you.”

“Double deceiver!” gaid Grand-T.ouis to himself, sccine the
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farmer running awkwardly away; ‘“and to reckon upon me
as his comrade in such a transaction! Ay! for only having
thought me capable of being so, iustead of *his fifty thousand
francs, I wish it may cost him twenty thousand more!”

CIIAPTER XXIL
TOHE MILLER'S MAN.

“My dear lady,” said the miller, hurriedly and in a low tone,
hearing Rose approaching Lichind Marcelle, *“ I have two hun-
dred things to say to you, but 1 cannot utter thein all in two
minutes. Besides, hiere (1 do not speak of Mademoisclle Rose)
tho walls have very long ears; and if 1 were to walk alone with
you, it would give rise to suspicions on certain affairs. 1n short,
I must speak with you: but how can it be done "

“There is a very simple way,” replicd Madame de Blanche-
mont. ‘1 shall take my walk to-day, and I can very casily
find my way to Angibault.”

“And, it Mademoisclle Rose would show it to you,” gaid
Grand-Louis, at the moment that Rose e¢ntered, and heard the
last words of Marcelle ; *if, indeed,” he added, “she is not too
angry with me.”

‘“Ah, you great blunderer! you will cause my mother to
scold me in a fine way,” replied Rose. ‘She has not said
anything to me yet; but with her, what is deferred is not lost.”

*No, Mademoiselle Rosc; no, you have nothing to fear.
Your mother this time will not say a word. T have justificd
myself. Your father has forgiven me; he has undertaken to
appease Madame Bricolin ; and provided that you do not bear
me any ill-will for my stupidity ——"

‘Do not say any more about it to me,” said Rose, hushing,
“and I will not to you; only you should not have made your
explanations in suth a loud voice, when yon went out of the
room. You awokc me with the fright.”

“You were asleep then? I thought not.”

‘Come, come; you were not asleep, little chemt!” said
Marcelle, ““gince you drew your curtains in such a passion.”

“I war half asleep,” said Rose, endeavouring to hide her
embarrassment under an air of anger.

“But the plainest part of this affair,” said the miller, with
an air of ingenuous sorrow, “is that she is displeased with
m-"

“No, Louis; I forgive thee since thou knewest not that I
was there,” said Rose, who had been too long a thime in the
habit of saying thec and thou to Grand-Louis, the friend of her
infancy, not, to fall into it again—it might be from absence of
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mind, it might be from design. She well knew thei a sirgle
word from her mouth, accompanicd by the delicious proneun
thou, changed iuto swelling joy all the sorrows of her lover.

““And yet,” raid the miller, whose eyes sparkled with plea-
snre, “you will not take your walk to-day to the mill with
Madame Marcelle P

“ How can 1, Grand-Louis, since my mother has forbidden
me, I know not why #’

,“Your father will permit you. I have leen lamenting to
1im the harshness of Madame Bricolin, of which he disapproves,
and he has promised to remove the prejudices which she exter-
tains against me—I know not why, any more than you do.”

“ Al all the better, il it is so!” cried Rose with warmth.
“3We will go on horseback—shall we not, Madame Marcelle ¢
You shall mount my little mare, and T will take 1y father's
pony. Tiis very gentle, and goes very quickly too.”

“And 1,” said Edward—*1 will go on horsreback also.”

“That is not so casy,” 1eplicd Marccelle.  “T dare not take
you belind me, my dear.”

“ Neithier dare 1,” said Rose; “ our horses are a little too
spirited

“Oh! I must go to Angibault,” cried the child, ¢ Mamma,
take me to the will!”

“1t is too fur for your little legs,” said the miller; “but T will
take chargo of you, if your mamma will consent.  We will go
together in my cart, and you can sce the cows milked, so that
these ladies may find the cream ready when they come.”

“You may well trust him,” said Rose to Marcelle; ¢ he is so
kind to children! 1 know that from experience.”

¢ Oh, you were then so gentle and so good !’ said the miller
tenderly; ‘“you ought, indeed, always to have remained just
what you were then.”

“Thanks for the complinient, Grand-T.ouis.”

I do mot wish to say that you are no longer amiable, but
that you should always have remained a child. ‘You loved me
5o much in those old times! You would ncver leave me, and
were always hanging round my neck.” .

“It would be amusing,” said Rose, half confused and half
jesting, “if 1 had continued the habit.”

“ Come,” suid the miller, addressing Marcelle, T will take
your little boy with me, if you will aliow me.”

“T entrust him to you with perfect confidence,” said Mur.
celle, placing her child in his atms. .

“Oh! T am so delighted |” cried the child. *.A4lechon, you
must hold me up in your arms, and let me gather tho black
plums from the trees the whole length of the way.”

“Oh! certainly, my little gentleman, on condition that you
will not let them fall down upon my nose.”

Grand-Louis cheerfully pursued his way in his cart with the
beautiful little Edward, who made his heart beat by recalling
the grace, the sportiveness, and the carcsses of Rose when she
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was a child. Approaching the mill, he perceived Henry Iémor
in the fields, who had come to meet him, but who.retraced his
steps, and returned precipitately into the house, on sccing
Edward by the miller's side.

“ Load Sophia into the field,” said Grand-Louis to his mill-
boy, drawing up at some little distance from the door; “and
will you, mother, amuse this little fellow ? Take as much caie
of him as of the apple of your cye, while I go and say a word
or two at the mill.”

Having thus disnosed of the child, he hastily songht Lémor,
whom he found shut up in his chamber, and who, having
opened the door with precaution, said to him—

“The child knows me. T must avoid his notice.”

‘“ And who would have thought of finding you here yet ?”
exclaimed the miller, who was surprised to see that he had re-
torned.  * You bade me farewell this morning, and 1 believed
you had alrcady set sail for Africa. What knight-errant, o
what troubled spirit are you, then ?”

“1 am indeed a troubled spirit, my friend; but you must
have some compassion on me. I travelled a lecague; T sat
down on the edge of a fountain; I dreamed a dream; 1 wept,
and I am returned. 1 fecl that T cannot go!”

* Ah, well! I like you all the better for it!” cried the miller,
shaking him warmly by the hand. “Ihave done just the same
sort of thing a hundred times. Ob, yes! more than a hundred
times I have left Blanchemont, swearing that 1 would never
set my foot in the place again; and I have always sat down on
the cdge of some fountain to vent my gricf, and doing so
generally had the cffect of making me return to the place from
whence I eame. But now, listen, my friend : it is necessary to
be upon your guard. I wish you would remain here until you
have made up your mind what you will do, and where you will
go. I foreree that will be a long while; but all the better, for
I have o friendship for you. You know that 1 was unwilling
to let you go this morning, and I am very happy that you have
come back, and T thank you for returning here. But for a
{'lcw howrs yon must keep yourself concealed.  They are coming

cre.”

“Both of them?” exclaimed Lémor, who instantly compre-
hended to whom Grand-Louis referred.

“Yes, both. I have not had an opportunity of saying a
word ubout yon to Madame de Blanchemont. She is coming
here that I may talk to her about money matters, without ima-
gining that F want to talk to her about affairs of the heart as
well. T do not wish her to know that you are here, before T ean
be sure that she will not be displeased with me for Lringing
you to this place. Besideg, I do not wish to surprise her, espe-
cially before Rose, who certuinly cannot know anything about
this affair.  So, you see, you had better keep yoursclf shut up.
They had ordered their horses when I came away  They had
already breakfasted like all fine ladies—that is to say, they had
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caten about as much as a couple of linnets; and I am surc they
will put their horses to a good round trot, so that they may be
lere at any moment.”

£Igo! Ifly!”said Lémor, palo and trembling. “Ah! my
friend, and is she coming here ¢ ,

I understand you. It touches your heart not to sce her.
Yes, it is hard, I must acknowledge. If I could depend upon
you; if you would swear not to show yourself; if you would
?ot stir a foot, nor make the slightest noise all the time she
may he here, 1 would hide you in a place where you could see
her without being seen.”

“Oh! my dear Grand-Louis, my excellent friend, I promise
—_]l lswcar! Hide me, if only under the grindstones of your
mill.” -

“oh! that would not be a very enviable place. Grand’-
Lonise has rather harder bones than you ; you shall have rathey
a rofter squecze.  You shall go up iuto my hayloft, and {rom
the opening of the skylight you can sce the ludies pass back-
wards and forwaids. I shall not be sorry if you sce Rosc
Biicolin, and you shall tell me if you have seen many duchesses
more beautifulin Paris. But you must stop here while 1 go and
sec what Is going on.”” .

And Grand-Louis climbed up a little way the side of the
hill, from whence he could discover the towers of Blanche-
mont, and command a view of nearly the whole road which
led thither. 'When he had ascertained that the two equestrians
were not yet in sight, he returned to his prisoner.

* Cowmrade,” said he, *“here is a mirror that cost two sous,
and a true miller’s razor. *You must discard that goat’s beard
of yours; it only makes a nest for the flour, and is quite out of
place in a mill.  After that, if any one should catch a glimpse
of your visage, the alteration would make you much less cusily
1ecognised,”

“You are right,” replied Lémor, “and T will follow your
advice as quickly as possible.” -

“ Do you hnow,” replied the miller, “that I have a rcason
in my head for making you lay aside that black fleece ¢

“ What is it 2

I have been considering, and T have arrived at this con-
(usion:— You shall take up your abode with e, until you
have decided not to occasion my dear Madame de Blanche-
mont any more anxicly, and until your foolish ideds respecting
Tier fortune shall be changed. If you only remain here even a
tew days, it must not be known who you are; and your beard,
which gives you the appearance of a Parisian, draws all eyes
upon you. I told my good woman of a mother Jast night, ex-
travagantly cnough, that you were a surveyor. It was the first
deceit that I could think of, but it was absurd. I should have
done better if 1 had acknowledged the tiuth at once. But even
now, my mother, who is never surprised at anything, would
find it all quite natural for the surveyor to change into the
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mechanic; so you shall turn into a miller, and that will be
better still. Yon shall occupy yourself, or you shall appear to
occupy yourself, with the business of the mill, You have cer-
taiuly sufticient ability to act the part; and you shall pretend
to be here to consult me about csteblishing & new sort of grind-
stone. It will appear as if I had met you aocidentally in the
town, and we had made the chance conduce to business. In
that way, your presence here will not surprise anybody. I am
an adjoint—I shall answer for yoi; and no one will doman@
to see your passport. Our garde champétre may be a little curious
and talkative, but a pint or two of wine will make bim hold
his tongue. This is my plan, and you must cither act upon it
or T must give you up.”

“T agree—I will be miller's man—I will conccal myself,
provided that I do not go without secing her once again,
though only from here, and for an instant!”

“Silence! 1 hear the sound of iron upon the stones—tric-trac;
that is Mademoisclle Rosc’s black marc: fric-trac—that is M.
Bricolin's black pony. (‘ome, now: this change has made you
look a bundred times better. Bun to the loft, and close the
shutters of the window. You can casily look through the
chink  If my boy comes up, pretend o be arleep.  An after-
noon’s nap in the loft is an indulgence which country people
often take; and it does appear to bo an occupation rather more
Christian-like than sitting all alone meditating with crossed
arms and open cyes. Adieu! There is Mademoiselle Rose.
Thera! the first in advance, coming trotting so lightly, and with
sach an air of decigion.”
~ “Beautiful as an angel!” said Lémor, who had looked at no
one Lut Marcelle.

CHAPTER XXII

TNE BANKS OF THE RIVER.
Granp-Lours, who poisessod all the delicacy of a renlly impas-
stoned heart, had given orders in passing that a collation of
milk and various: fruits should be served under an arbour of
trellis-work, ed of the rich foliage of the vine, which orna-
mented the t of his house cxactly opposite, and a very
short distance from the mill, where Lémor, crouched in his
granary, could see and even hear Marcelle.

This rustic collation was very cheerful and agrceable, thanks
to the roguish frolics of little Edward with the Miller, and
to Rose’s charmingly coquettish manner towards him.

“Take care, Rose,” said Madame de Blanchement, in a
whisper, to the young girl; “ yon are making yourself adorable
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to-day, and you see very plaitly that you are turning his brain.
1t appears to me that you have either been laughing at all my
sermons very much, or else that you arc making yourself too
agreeable.”

Rose appeared perplexed, remained 2 momont in a reverie,
hut soon resumed hor coquettish viviacity, asif she had formed
an inward determination to accept the love she was exciting.
She had always at the bottom of her heart cherished a lively
friendship for Grand-Louis; it was, therefore, scarcely probable
that she would amuse herself at his expense, by thus encou-
raging sentimonts, without feeling in her own heart some ad-
vance towards their return. The Miller, without wishing to
flatter himself, experienced a species of instinctive confidence ;
and his upright mind told him, that Rose was too good and too
. pure to torment him so unfeclingly it his hopes were ground-
less.

“He found himself, therefore, very bappy to see her sitting by
his side so full of joy and animation, and it was with rcluc-
tance that he at last Jeft her at table with his mother; but he
had seen Marcclle retive to a little distance, and make him a
sign by stealth that he should follow her to the other side of
theaiver.

¢ Ab, well, my dear Grand-Louis!” said Madame de Blanche-
mont, ** it appears to me that you are not quite so sorrowful as
vou were the other day, and that | am able to guess the
cause.”

““Ah, Madame Marcelle! you know all, and I see very plainly
that I have nothing to tell you. It is you, perhaps, who have
it in your power to tell me more than T know; for you possess
«vorybody’s confidence, as indeed you most justly deserve.”

“I must not compromisec Rose,” said Marcelle, smiling:
“women ought not Lo betray each other. However, I belleve
that I may hopewith you, that it is not quite impossible that
you should be loved.”

“Ah! if I were loved T should be fully satisfied, and T be-
licve that I should ask no more, for I should dic with joy the
very day on which she told me so.” -

“ My friend, you love nobly and sincerely, and i is because
your passion is thus exalted thut you ought not to desire its
return, without ondeavouring first to overcome the obstacles
which intervene on the part of her family. I presgme thaig it
was on this account that you have made a sort éf coalition
with me, and it was on this acconnt that I yiclded so readily
to your invitation. The time is precious, for doubtless we shall
soon bo interrupted. Amg,now, how can I influenge the opi-
nions of her father, us Roke has hinted to me '’ . .

“Rosc has hinted that to you!” cried the Miller, with
a gort of transport. *She has thought of me, then! Bhe
loves me, then! Ah, Madame Marcelle! and you.did not te}l
me that direetly! Ah! of what consequence is all the rest if
she only loves me—if sho is only willing to marry mel"
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“Softly, my friend! Rose is not yet engaged to you. She
entertains for you the affection of a sister; and she was desirous
that sentence should be revoked which interdicted her from
speaking to you, of coming to see you—in short, of treating you
like a friend, as she had been accustomed to do. Now you un-
derstand the reason why she wished me to take an interest in
you, s0 as to soften the discontent of her parcnts by consulting
you on my own affairs, and acting in ‘concert with you with
some decision. And now I will tell you what I imagine to be
the case, Grand-Louis. M. Bricolin wishes to buy my estate a
bargainj and, perhaps, if Rosc loved you, T might ensure both
your happiness and hers, by stipulating that your maniage
should be one of the conditions on which only I would consent
If you think so, do not doubt that I shall be very happy to
make this slight sacrifice.”

“Thig slight sacrifice! You cannot think this a slight sacri-
fice, Madame Marcelle! You must believe that you are still
rich, for you talk about fifty thousand francs as if they were
nothing. You forget that this henceforth must be a puit
of your-very subsistence; and can you think that I would ac-
cept such a sacrifice? Oh! I would rather renounce Rose this
very moment !”

“That is because you do not comprehend the true valuc of
moncy, my friend. Mouey is but & means of happiness; and
the happiness which we can secure for others is the most cai-
tain and the most pure that we can procure for oursclves.”

*You are good, you are heavenly, my poor lady! but there
is another happiness for you still more pure and certain. it is
in the careful protection of the intercsts of your son. And what
would you one day say if, for the sake of these fifty thousand
francs, which you would sacrifice for your friends, your dear
Edward should be compelled, in his turn, to renounce a woman
that he loved, and whom you could no longer help Lim to
obtain :

“ You touch my heart with these generous arguments; but,
in these congiderations of worldly interests, there can be no
absolute or accurate calculation for the future. My position
is not so rigidly fixed as you imagine. TIn abstaining from the
sale of my estate, T lose time; and, as you well know, each
day of hesitation accelerates my ruin. ITn concluding the ar-
rangement of this business quickly, I free myself from all
anxiety as to these debts; and perhaps I may one day not
repent having acted without puerile regret and misplaced par-
simony. You perceive, then, that 1T am not so gencrous as you
imagined, and that I am following my own interests in serving
those of your affections.”

“ Ah¥see what a poor head you have for business!” cricd the
Miller, with a tender and sorrowful smile. * A saint from pa-
radise could not have gpoken better; but you must permit me
to tell you that you have not uttered a word of common scuse,
my dear lady. You will find purchasers for your estate within
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the mfxt fortnight, who will be willing to pay you your own
price.’

“But who will not be solvent, like M. Bricolin.”

JSOh, yes!  That is nothing but his pride. It is his boast to
be solvent. Solvent! What a great word! He belicves him-
self to be the only person in the world who can say, ‘I am out
of debt!” 1le knows very well that there are other purchasers
crqually eligible, but he wishes to dazele and confuse your un-
derstanding.  You must not listen to himj he is a cunning
rogue! Only appear to he concluding a negotiation with some-
body clse, and pretend to be going on with proceedings and
cntaring into contracts. 1 would not stand on cercmony in
your place. ‘A la gucrre, comme i lu guerre:?” ‘1ight the man with
his own weapons.”  Will you leave me to act? In a fortnight, I
arsure you, i certainly as you look upon this water, M. Bricolin
will give you three hundred thousand francs, well counted, and
a hottle of wine into the bargain.”

“T have not the resolution to follow your advice, and I
should le able a areat deal more gquickly to render happy you,
Rose, and mysclf, M. Biicolin and my son, who will at some
future day tell me that 1 have done well.”

“Tomance! nonscense !’ exclaimed the Miller. “ You cannot
tddl what your son will think fiftcen years henee about money
and love.  You must not commit such a folly, Madame Mar-
celle, and, for my own part, 1 cannot lend myself toit. I am
too proud to connive at what ought not to be done; for I am
as headstrong as a sheep of Berry, which is the most obstinate
of the whole species.  Besides, listen to me: this would be an
entire Joss M. Bricolin promises everything and performs no-
thing. It is necessary that the contract of sale should he signed
hefore the end of the month; and certainly 1 could not hope to
marry Rose before the end of the month.  To accomplish such
a hasty match, she must he very madly in love with me, which
I am sure she is not. What a commotion and what scandal it
would excite! T feel that I could never subject her to all the
persecution she would have to endure.  What scolding she
would bave to bear from her mother, and what astonishment
and unkind reflections from her neighbowrs and acquaintances!
What would people say 2 Who would be able to comprchend
that you had imposed this condition on M. Bricolin from pure
gicatness of soul and gencerous friendship for us?  You know
nothing of the malice of men; and, as for the malice of wo-
men Ah, if you knew what that is! Your goodness to
me—no, you cannot imagine, and I dare not tell you in what
way M. Dricolin would be the first to misinterpret it; and still
further, yon know not how Ilose weuld suffer from their slan-
ders.  1n short, this arrangement is impossible, and T hope I
have offered you sufficient reasons to convince you. Oh, no!
it is not in this way that I should desire to obtain Rose. This
must be brought about naturally, and without exciting a single

K
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inst her, or a single reflection upon her. I know
perfectly well that it requires a' miracle to make me rich, or
some great misfortune for her to be reduced to poverty, o that
we might stand on an equality; but Providence will help me,
if she loves me-——and perhaps she will love mc—don’t you
think so ?"*

¢ But, my friend, I cannot assist -in influencing her feelings
towards you, if you deprive me of the means of triumphing
over the mercenary spirit of her father.  If T had not arranged
my plans and trusted to their issue, I should not have inter-
fered; for it would be an actual crime, on my part, to urge
this charming girl into an unhappy passion.”

“ Ah, that is truc!” exclaimed Grand-Louis, suddenly sub-
dued; “I see that 1 am an idiot!—but it was neither of myself
nor of Rose that I wished to speak in lLegging you to come
here, Madame Marcelle.  You have deceived yourself in that
through your own great kindness. 1 wished to talk to you
about your own affairs, and you have prevented me by talking
only about minc; and I have been led to listen to you like a
great baby, and then have felt compelled to answer you; but T
must now return to my true objeet, which is—to oblige you to
turn your attention to your own affuirs. I know all M. Bri-
colin’s concerns; I know his intentions and his ardent desire
to purchase your property. 1le will not let go his hold; and,
to have three hundred thousand francs, it is necessary that we
ask threce hundred and fifty thousand francs. You will as-
suredly get it if you arc obstinate; but, in every way, lie must
not have it for less than its value; and he Las too great a desire
to obtain the estatc to draw back: so do not fear.”

“I repeat to you, my fricnd, that I am not able to sup-
port this struggle with him—this bargaining and dirputing:
the two days in which I have been compclled to endure it have
almost worn out my strength.”

“ It is not necessary that you should bear it any longer, or
cven be mixed up in this business at all. You must place your
affnirs in the hands of some able and honest attorney. 1 know
one, and I will speak to him about it to-night, and you can sce
him yourself to-morrow without the least inconvenicnce. To-
morrow is the féte of the patron saint of Blanchemont, and
there will be a great gathering of the country people on the
littlo hill before the church. The lawyer will come there to
walk and chat with his clients, according to custom ; and you
can be there like the rest of the assembly, and cuter one of
the houses as if by accident, where he will be awaiting your
arrival.  You can say to him in a couple of words, and I shall
cxplain t6 him in twice as many, what you desire to have done,
and you can sign a power of attorney, and then you will have
nothing morc to do than to send him to bargain with M. Brico-
lin. 1f Le does not agree, your lawyer will find you another
purchaser. It will only require a little prudence to avoid en-
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trusting this affair to the man of business that, without doubt,
M. Bricolin has himself recommended, and whom, perhaps, you
have already been so unwise as to employ.”

‘“No. I promised you to do nothing without your advice.”

=¢“That is Portunate! Go then to-morrow, about ten o’clock,
and walk on the banks of the Vauvre, as if you went to amuse
yourself with looking at the pretty effect of the féte upon the
hill. 1 shall be there; and I will introduce you to a person on
whom you may entirely depend.”

‘ But, my friend, if M. Bricolin discovers that you are influ-
encing this affaiv against his interests, he will drive you from
his house, and you will never be allowed to see Rose again.”

e will be very clever if be find it out; but, if such a mis-
fortunc should happen, 1 know that I should be assisted by a
miracle, and the more 5o becuuse L should have done my duty.”

“ My tiae and faithful friend, i cannot resolve to expose you
to this danger.” .

“ And I cannot do less, when you would have ruined your-
sclf for me.  Come, this is childishness, wy doar lady: wo are
only quitr.” .

“ Yousee Rose is coming towards us,” said Marcelle; “I have
scarcely time to thank you —"

“No: Mademoiselle Rose is turning down the walk on the
other side with my mother, for | gave her o hint that T wished
to speak to you in private; and 1 have not finished, Madame
Marcelle—1 have still something more tosay. But you will be
tired of walking such o long time. As the place is unoceupied,
and the mill is silent, come and let us sit down upon the hench
hefore the door. Mademoisclle Rose thinks we are on the other
side, and will return this way after having made the round of
the field. What I have to say to you is rather more interesting
10 you than affairs of business, and requires to be more secret
still.” ’

Marcelle, surprised at this preamble, followed the Miller, and
sat down with him upon the wooden bench just below the
window of the loft, where, fiom the place of hig concealment,
Lémor could both sece and hear what was passiug,

“Will you tell me, Madame Marcelle,” stammered ont the
Miller, a little embarrassed how Lo enter on the sgpbject, *“if you
recollect the letter which you entrusted to me P*

“Well, my dear Grand-Louis,” replied Madame de Blanche-
mont, whose calm countenance became in a mjoment a little
oxcited, “did you not tcll me this morning :that you had
sent it ?”’

“Forgive me—but I did not put it in the post.”

“ You forgot it ?”

¢ Oh, certainly not.”

“ Lost it, perhaps 7" .

“8till less likely, T did better with it than drop it into the
1etter-box: I presented it as it was addressed.” .

“ What do you mcan to say? It was addressed to Paris.”
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“Yes; but having found in my way the person for whom it
was intended, I thought it better to p{’ace it in his hands.”

“You make me tremble, Louis!” exclaimed Marcelle, turn-
ing very pale.  “You have made some mistake!”

1 have not committed such an act of stupidity. Perhaps I
may know M. Henry Lémor quite well.”

“You know him! and he is in the country here ?” said Mar-
celle, with an emotion which she did not endceavour to -dis-
scmble.

In very few words Grand-Louis explained that he alrcady
knew Lémor, as he was really the traveller whose visit to the
mill had excited her curiosity, and how the letter which she
had entrusted to him had reached its destination.

“And where was he going? and what was he doing
at —— 7’ inquired Marcelle, almost oversnliclmed with this
intelligence.

“ He was passing through on his way to Afiica,” replied the
Miller, who wished to sce the cffect of his intelligence. Tt ix
the hest way to travel by Toulouse. He had taken advantage
of the brealkfast-hour, while the diligence stopped, to go to the
post-office.” .

“ And where is he now ?”

“T canunot very well tell yon where he may possibly be, hut
certainly he is no longer at "

“ You tell me, then, that he has gone to Africa? And why
so far

“Preciscly hecause it is so far. It was cxactly so that he
answercd the samne question.”

“The answer is clearer than you imagine,” said Marcelle,
whose agitation increased, and who never thought of endea.
vouring to conceal it.  ‘‘ My friend, you are not the most un-
happy, though 1ou may helieve you are; there are other heaits
more broken than yours!”

“Yours, for example, my poor dear lasy ?”

“Yes, my friend—mine.”

“But is it not a little your own fault? Why did you order
that poor young man to remaiu o whole year away without
getting a word from you ?” v

“What! Has he then shown you my letter ?”

‘“Oh, no! He was very mistiustful and mysterious about
that; but I questioned him so much, besieged him so much,
guessed 50 much, that he wus forced to confess that T was not
mistaken. Ah, Madame Marcelle, you see I am very curious
ahout the secrets of those that I love; because, if we do not
know what they wish, how can we be uscful to them? ITave I
done wronyg 7’

“No, my friend; I am happy that ?'ou should know my
sccrets, just as I know yours. Dut, alas! in this case, with all
your good-will and your good heart, you can do ncthing for
me! Answer me.one thing, however. Did this young man
send no answer, either verbally or by writing ?”’
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‘* He wrote. this morning, a heap-of idle trash to you, of which
I would not take charge.”

“That was unkind! T might have known his intentions
from it.” .

“He said nothing but this: ‘I love,her, but I have courage!""”

“He said ‘but 2’’’

¢ Perhaps he said ‘and!’”

L “That would be so diffecrent. Recollect yourself, Grand-
ouis.”’

“He said somctimes one and sometimes the other, for he
repeated it very often.”

“This morning, did you say? Then you have ouly left the
town this morning #’

“1 ghould have said last night. It was late: and among us
we call it morning after midnight.”

“What can it mean! DBut why no Ietter? You saw, then,
what he wrote to me ?”

‘“ A little of it; but he tore it into pieces.”

“Put what was in these Ietters? He wmust have been in a
state of irvesolution.” ,

“Somectimes he would say that he would ncver sce you
again; and sometimes that he would fly to you that moment.”

“And he has resisted this last temptation? Ah, then, he
has indced had courage!”

“ Belicve me, it was o greater temptation than St. Anthony's;
but on the one side I dissuaded him, and on the other he feared
to disobey you.”

“ And what do you think of a lover who knows not how to
disobey ?”

“] think that he loves too well, and that such a proof of
affection will meet no onc’s wishes.”

“I ain unjust, am I not, my dear Grand-Touis? and I am too
much agitated to know what I am saying. But why, my
friend, did you prevent him from following me, for Le scems to
have had the wish ?”

“QOh, I am sure of that! He cven went to the end of the
road in wmy cart. But, excuse me; I am too much afraid of
offending yow.”

“Put, if you love yourself, how can you imagine that others
who love could be so severe ?”’

“ Ah! but what would you have said if T had brought him
with me to the Black Valley? For instance, it T weie to say
to you now, that I had agreed to hide him in my mill? Ah!
1 know that in a moment you would treat me as 1 deserved!”

“ Louis!” said Marcelle, rising with an air of exalted resolu-
tion, ‘“‘he is here! You admit it!”

“Not so, madam; you led me into rpeaking in that way,”

«My friend,” said she, taking his hand with emotion, * tell
me where he is, and I will forgive you!”

« And if it were so,” replied the Miller, a little alarmed at
the spontancous energy which was manifcsted by Marcelle, but
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atruck with enthusiastic admiration of her frankness, ‘‘ are you
not afraid of exciting scandal respecting your affairs ?”

“When he left me voluntarily, and when my spirit was
broken down, I thought of the world, foresecing the dangers
which 1 ran in provoking its censures, and my ideas of rigid
duty were pethaps a little exaggerated, but when he retraces
his steps—when he is »0 ncar me—of what should 1 think?
what should I fear ?”

‘It is nceessary, however, to be cautious that you may not
render your plans more ditticult to exccute,” said Grand-Louis,
making a sign to Marcelle to direct her atiention to the win-
dow above her head.

Marcelle raised her eyes, and et those of Lémor, who,
leaning towards her in great agitation, was ready to leap from
the top of the roof, so as to shorten the distance which divided
them.

But the Miller coughed with all his might, and made a sign
to warn them that Rose was approaching with his mother and
little Edward.

‘* Yes, madam,” said he raising his voice, ““a mill like this
produces very little; but if J can only ercct a great millstone,
which I have some idea of doing, it will produce much more—
eight hundred good francs a-year.”

CHAPTER XXIIL
CADOCHE.

Tur look which the two lovers had exchanged had been rapid
and impassioned, but a perfect calm succeeded that emotion;
for they felt that they were assured of each other's truth. They
had said everything, explained everything, and a world of
mutual persuasion had passed in the clectric shock of that in-
terchanged glance. Lémor then withdrew into his lott, and
Marcelle, in perfect self-possession, because in perfect happi-
ness, received Rose without cmotion or regret. She suffered
herself to be led away into the delicious neighbouring grove,
and after an hour’s ramble remounted her herse with her com-
panion, and retraced her way to Blanchemont, after having
murmured in a low voice to the Miller—

“ Keep him concealed, and I will return.”

“No, no—not toosoon,” replied Grand-Lonis, “I will arrange
an intérview without running any risk; only lcave me to take
my own meusures. I will bring your boy back to-night, and
talk to yon again if I can find an opportunity.”

‘When Marcelle had gone, Iémor came out of his hiding-
place, when joy and emotion more than the intoxicating odour
of the hny had already begun to turn his brain.
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“TFriend,” said he gaily to the Miller, “ I am & miller's boy,
and T must not pretend to be living at your expense without
doing my proper work. Uive me then some employment, and
sou shall ree that the Parisian’s arms are strong enough, not-
withstanding his slight appcarance.”

“Yes,” replied Grand-Louis, “ wiere the heart is casy the
arms are pliant.  Your affairs are in better train than mine,
my hoy; and when we bave our chat to-night, it will be your
turn to encourage me.  DBut at present, as you say, it is better
to be occupied. I cannot spend my tine in talking about love,
and you will become mad with joy if you remein in idleness.
Work is salutary for us all; -and between the emotions of jo
and the distractions of pain, it was perhaps intended for us l\f;
in the Jdesigns of a good Providence. Come, then; you shall
help me to lift the sluice and set my Grand’ Louise into o
dunce.  Her song has always the cftect of putting me in spirits
when [ am out of sorts.”

* Al! the child will know me,” exclaimed Témor, perceiving
Tdwurd, who had escaped from the arms of the Miller's mother,
and was hastily climbing the steep staircase of the mill upon
his hands and fect.

“ He has already seen you,” replied the Miller; ¢“ do not hide
vourself, and do not take any notice. There is no certainty
that he will know you, disguised as you are.”

In fact, Edward paused in doubt and uncertainty. A month
hack Mareclle had quitted Montmorency abruptly, to take her
place by the bedside of her dying husband, and her son had
not secn Lémor during that time, and o month is an age in the
memory of #0 young a child. Edward, however, was an cx-
ception, from the precocious development of his faculties; but
Lémor, without his beard, his face covercd wish flour, and at-
tired in a peasants blouse, was scarcely recognisable.  Edward
stood looking at him for more than a minute as if he were pe-
trified ; but, having met the severe and indifferent gaze of the
fricnd who gencrally ran to meet him with open arms, his eycs
dropped with a sort of embarrassment mingled with fear—
sentiments which in the minds of children are almost alwuys
mixed with astonishment; and then, approa¢hing the Miller
with that serious and meditative air which he often assumed,
he asked—** Who is that man there 1 '

“That? Oh, that is my boy of the mill. That is Antony.”

“Then you have got two ?”’ :

“Yes! I Bave these boys by dozens. T'he one there is Alockon,
number two.”

“ And Jeannic is Alochon number three?”

¢ Exactly so, general.”

“Is that Antony of yowrs wicked 7’ v

“ No, no! but he is rather stupid, and rather deaf, and never
plays with childron.” .

“In that case 1 will go and play with Johnny,” said Edward,
walking away with indiffcrence.
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At four years of age a child is easily convinced, and the
word of those that they love has more power over their mind
than the testimony of their senses.

The miller and his new assistant now brought the wheat
which was to be reduced to flour on that night. Tt belonged
to M. Bricolin, and was contained in a couple of sacks, each
of which was marked with two enormous initials.

“Look!"” said Grand-Louig, and this time there was a little
bitterness in his laugh. “ Bricolin de DBlanchemont, as much as
to say Bricolin living at Blanchemont. When he has honght
the estate he will have to put in another little b between these
great ones—that would read, Bricohn, Baron of Blanchemont.”

“How,” said Lémor, who was occupied with very different
thoughts, *“Is this wheat fromn Blanchemont ?”’

“Yes,” replied the miller, who guessed beforchand what he
would say, ‘“this is the wheat which shall be the lour—which
shall be the bread—which shall be caten by Madame Marcelle,
and Mademoiselle Rose.  People say that Rose is too rich to
marry o man like me, and yet it is trne that I supply her with
the very bread that she eats.”

“Then we are working for them!” replied [8mor. ““Yeg,
yesl—obhcy orders, boy. The mill will not go round for a bad
workman. I should not work for the king with so good a
heart.”

This circumstance, so common in the routine of the mill,
assumed a romantic and almost & poetic colouring in the brain
.of the young Pafisian, and he set himself to help the miller
with s0 much care and zeal, that at the end of a couple of
hours he was perfectly competent to the work. It was not
difficult for him to accustom himself to the clementary and
almost barbarous mechanism of the concern. He perceived
the improvements and meodifications which by the help of a
Jittle money (forbidden fruit to the peasant), he should be able
to introduce into the rustic machine. He very soon acquired.
in the rural phrascology of the district, the technical names of
every part and the respective functions of cach. Johnny, the
miller's hoy, sceing him so active, and so well treated by his
master, felt a little disquicted and jealous. Grand-Louis, sce-
ing this feeling, took care to explain to him that the Parisian
was only there for a short time, and that his situation was not
in the slightest danger; and Johnny consequently felt reas-
.sured, and cven determined, like a good Berrichon as he was,
to give up his work for rome hours every day to-his officious
companion. He also profited by the opportunity thus afforded
him, to accompany Edward back to Blanchemont, for the
child began to feel weary, and grew timid of being so long
separated from Madame de Blanchemont. The miller’s mother
was-unahle to continue finding him amusement, and the little
Fanchon having come to fetch him back, Jeannie was not
sorry to accompany his young companion to the chiteau.

‘When his task was finished, Lémor, with an animated coun-
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tenance, though with a forehead bathed in perspiration, felt
himself more pliant in body, and more determined in spirit,
than he had been for a long time previously. The morbid
reveries which had consumed his youth, gave place to that sort
of moral and physical state of well-being, and of healthful
satisfaction which Providence hag atunched to the labour of
some as its iinmediate rewards, when that exertion is devoted
to a laudable object, and the fatigue bears a just proportion to
the bodily rtrength.

“ My friend,” exclaimed Lemor, “labour is good and bene-
ficial even for its own sake. You were right in saying this.
God has imposed it upon man as a blessing ; and our own ex-
crtions have been invested with a charm derived from the
thought, that we have been working to produce the actual
nourishment of those we love. Ah! it will be still swceter,
when the time shall arrive, to labour to supply the aliment
of life to a great human family of equals and of brothers.
‘When each shall labour for all and all for cach, how light will
be the fatigue !—how happy will be the life!”

“Yes, when that time comes my business will be one of the
most gentecl,” replied the miller, with a smile of arch intelli-
gence.  ““ Wheat is the most noble of vegetable productions,
and bread the purest of human aliment. My occupation will
then deserve to be held in some esteem, and on fote-days they
can crown Grand'Louise with ears of wheat and corn-roses,
though nobody now pays her the least attention. 'What would
you have !—aw jour d’aujourd’hui, as M. Bricolin says, T am but
a mercenary, a paid servant in his cmployment, and as he says
to himself when he is thinking of me, ‘“a man ke that to
dream of having my daughter!—a low person who only grinds
the wheat, while I sow the corn and possess the land, and yet
what great difference can you find out between us? My
bhands are cleaner than his, who labours on a dunghill. You
understand all that. C‘ome along my boy, our work is done,
let us cat our soup. 1 would lay a wager that you will think
it much Detter than you did this morning, cven were it ten
times worse, and then T must go to Blanchemont with these
two sacks.”

““Without me ?”’

“Without you! Certainly. You have then a great wish to
be seen at the farm ?”’

“Nobody knows me there.”

“That is true. But what would you do there ?”

“Nothing, but help you to unload the sacks.”

“ And what good end would that answer ?”’

“I might perhaps sec somebody pass through the court-yard.”

“And if somebody did not pass?”’

“I should see the house where she dwells. T might hear the
sonnd of her name.”

“It is my opinion that that is a pleasurc which we can
ensily give ourselves, without going so fur.”
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“Jt is only a couple of steps from heve.”

“You have an answer for everything. Do you wish to com-.
mit an imprudence ?”

“You thiuk that I do not know what love is. Would you
not do the same in my place yowrsel( ?”

“Perhaps I might if I were loved in return, It us see, you
will not look at her as you did from the window this morning ?
Do you know that I was afraid you would set fire to my hay-
loft with your blazing eyes

“T will not even luok at her.”

“ And you will not even speak to her.”

“What pretext could I malke for speaking to her?”

¢ Aud you will not seck for onc?’

“I will not even enter into the court-yard, if you forbid me.
I will only look at the walls from a distance.”

“That would be the wisest. 1 will only just allow you to
scent at the door the wind that passes over the house, and
nothing more.”

At sunset the two friends took their way towards Blanche-
mont, Sophia loaded with her two sacks, walking majestically
on before them. Grand-Louis, whose heart was soirowtul,
spoke but little, and the only expression of his gloomy feclings
was to be found in the perpetual lashing of his long whip to
the right and left of the bushes on either side loaded with
blackberrics; and where the pale honeysuckles diffused a
more balmy odour than is ever exhaled from those cultivated
in our gardens. They had passed a group of thatched cot-
tages, which they called & Cortiovzr, where Lémor, who was
keeping close to the ditch which bordered the way, suddenly
stopped, surprised to find a man stretched all his length under
the hedge, his head pillowed on a well-filled wallet.

“(Oh, oh!” said the miller, without the least surprise, “you
have almost walked over my wncle.”

The sonorous voice of Grand-Louis woke the slecper, who
rose with a start, and seizing with both hands a great stick
which was lying by his side, he articulated an encrgetic oath.

“Don’t disturb yourself, uncle,” said the miller, laughing,
“we are only friends passing with your permission; for though
the road ought to belong to you, as you say, you will not pre-
vent us from using it, will you ¢’

* Ay, indeed!” he replicd, and the man stood upright before
them with his gigantic stature and his repulsive aspect; “X
am the best ot proprietors, as you know, my little one: bui
would it not be rather abusing my good naturc to walk over
me.  And pray, what bad Christian have you got hLere, who
cannot rec an honest man stretched upon hig bed? T don’t
know him, though I know cverybody both here and every-
where clse!” ’

While speaking, the mendicant mpcasured Lémor from head
to foot with an air of disdain, and he, on his side, surveyed him
with a feeling of repugnance. He was s bony old man covered
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with dirty clothing, and his beard of mingled black and white,
resembled a bristling hedge-hog. His high-crowned hat, almost
town into shreds, was surinounted, as if it had been placed
there as a tiophy of derision, with a bow of white ribbons, and
a bonguet of artificial flowers miserably faded.

* Be satisfied, uncle,” said the miller, “ he is & good Christian,
T assure you.”

“ And how are we to know that ?”” replied Uncle Cadoche,
taking off his hat and holding it out to Henry.

‘Come,” gaid the miller to Lémor, “you do not understand
him. My uncle asks you for a sou.”

Lémor threw a picec of money into the hat of the * uncle,”
who imnediately took it out, and turned it over and over in
his long fingers with a sort of satisfied enjoyment.

“This is a great sou!” said he, with a smile of avaricious
satisfaction.f “Terhaps it may be a revolutionary decime
piecce? No, no! Nothing of the sart! This is a Louis the
Fiftcenth, this is my own king! A king whose reign I have
lived in! this will bring me good fortune, and you also,
nephew,” added he, laying his great hooked hand upon the
shoulder of Lémor, ‘* you may say now that you are onc of my °
family, and I should know you even if you were disguised from
head to foot.”

“Come, come, we must be going: good-night, uncle,” said
the Miller, adding his charitable offering to that of Lemeor,
‘“are we friends ?”

“ Always!” replicd the beggar, in a solemn voice; *‘youhave
always been a good relation to me, and the best of all my family.
And 50 1 shall leave all my wealth to you, Grand-Louis. Ihave
said so a long whilc, and you will sce whether I shall kecp my
word.”

“ Ah, well, 1 shall depend upon that,” cheerfully replied the
Miller, “shall I have that bouguet of yours, also?”

“You shall have my hat, but the bouguet and the ribbon
arc for my last mistress.”

““No, no, I shall not give up the bouguet!”

“I quite believe it " replicd the mendicant, who had begun
to walk behind the two young men, and who possessed suffi-
cient alertness to keep pace with them, notwithstanding his
great age, “the bouguet is tho most valuable part of the in-
heritance. 1t is blessed, you sce, and is from the chapel of
St. Solange.”’ . .

“But where are you going so late, uncle ?” gaid the Miller.
Do you reckon upon sleeping at home, to-night? That is a
long way from here.”

“'0Oh, no! I am on my road to Blanchemont, to be ready for
the féte to-morrow.” .

‘““Ab, to be sure, it will be a good day for you. You will at
least collect forty great sous.” -

“ No, but perbaps I may get cnough to say a mass to the
good saint of the village.”
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“ You still like these masses, then ?"’ .

“ The mass and the brandy, nephew, with a little tobacco,
arc the salvation both of the soul and the body.”

“I will say no more, but that thc brandy does not warm
youl enough to allow you to sleep in ditches at your age,
uncle.”

‘‘ People must sleep where they can, nephew. When they
are tired they stop. They take a nap upon a stonc or a wallet,
when it is not too flat.” '

“h But it is my opinion that yours is round cnough to-
night.”

‘“ Yes, nephew, you ought to let me put it upon your horse,
for I am a little tired.”

“No, I cannot do that, becanse Sophia is sufticiently loaded
already ; but give it to me, and I will carry it as far as Blanche-
mont.”

‘“That is right. You are young, and yjou ought to make
yourself useful to your uncle. Stay, let me see.  Is your blonse
clean ?” added he, with an air of disgust.

 Oh, this is only the flour,” replied the Miller, taking the
mendicant’s wallet; ‘‘ that does not war with bread. A thou-
sand thunders! What a load of old crusts you have got!”

“ 0ld crusts! T never take them. If any onc were to think
of making me such an offer, I should very likely throw them
in his face, as T once did to Madame Bricolin.”

“ And it is ever since that day that she has been afraid of
you.” .

““ Yes, she says that I shall, peahaps, set the barn on fire,”
said thc beggar, with a sinister air

And then he added in a whining tone—

‘““ Poor dear woman! as if 1 could be so wicked. What harm
have I ever done to anybody ?’

‘' To nobody that I know,” replied the Miller; ¢ if you had,
you would not be where you are.”
 “Never, never have I done any injury to any onc!” veplicd
uncle Cadoche, lifting up his hands to heaven, * which may be
proved by my never having been brought to justice for any-
thing that 1 have done. Have I ever spent a single day in
prison in all my lifc? I have always served my Master, and
Le has always protected me during the forty years in which I
have been looking for my poor living.”

* Uncle, how old now may you really be ?”

¢TI don’t know, my child, for my certificate of baptism hax
got mislaid, like those of o many other people. 1 ought to be
above eighty. I am ten ycars older than Father Bricolin, who
appears to be, however, that much the elder.” .

* Truly- you carry your age better than he does, but his has
been lonc of those accidents which do not happen o all the
world.”

“ Yeq,” said the beggar, with a deep sigh of compunction
“ o hos had his trials pre P '
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‘ Was this a history of your own times? Are you not from
the same part of the country ¢

“Yes, I am a native of Ruffec, near Beaufort, where the
accfdent happened.”

‘ And you were there at the time 9 +

“Oh yes, I believe I was; good and holy Virgin! I cannot
think of it without trembling. Had they not cause for fear in
those dayst” .

“How can you talk of being afraid, you who are alone on
these roads at every hour 27

“ Oh, now, my «on, what should a poor man like me have to
fear, who has only got a few rags to cover himself with? But
in those days T had o little store, which thosc thieves were the
cause of my losing.”

“What! did those chaufieurs come to you, too?”

‘* Al no, indeed, T never had enough to tempt them; but I
liad a little house which I let to labouring people, and when
the fear of thicves spread throngh the country, nobody would
live in it. T was never able to sell it, and neither had 1 the
means of rgpairing it, so it fell into ruins; and then, too, I had
debts which 1 was not able to pav; xo then my field, my house,
and a pretty little hemp-field that T had, were all sold in
exceution; and then I was forced to take my wallet, and leave
the conntry, and since that time I have always been wandering
about like a child of I'rovidence.”

“ But you do not often leave this neighbonrhood

“Oh, no! T am known here, and all my patrons and my
family are here.”

1 thouzht you had oniy yowmself*”’

** And all my nephews—you forget them.”

“That is tiue, I forgot. There is myself, for example, my
comrade here, and all those who never refuse you a sou to buy
vout tobacco.  But tell me then, uncle, these chauffenrs that you
talk about, what people were they 7

* Ask Heaven, my son, for nothing less can tell you” -

“It is said that theie were rich peopl¢ among them, who
passed for men of consideration.”

“They say that there are some of them yet living, who are
areat and well-fed, who have good lands, and fields, and good
houres, who make a figure in the country, and who will not
give even two farthings to a poor creature.  Ah! if these peo-
ple had been like me, they would all have been hing.”

*That is true, father Cadoche.”

“Everyhody was suspected in those days, but still I have
had the happiness of never leing accused, though justice
scarched the closest among the poor. They threw those who
WeTe a8 pure as snow into prison, and when they had their hands
on the really guilty, there came orders from head-quarters to
rclease them.” .

‘ And why was that ?" .

“Qh, for no othtr reason than because they werc rich.
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Have you cver scen the time, nephew, when deference was
not paid to moncy ?"’

“Yes, that is true cnough. Come, uncle, you see we shall
be at Blanchemont directly; where would you like us to carry
your bread-bag "’

“@Give it to me, nepbew. I shall go and slecp in the priest’s
stables. e is a good man, and never turns me away from his
door. He is like you, Grand-Louis, for you never gave me an
unkind look; and you shall have your recompense; you shall
be my heir, as I bave always promised you. You ghall have
everything except the bouguet, which I must give to little Borg-
notte; my house, my dresses, my wallet, and my hog—all shall
be yours.”

“ That's right! that’s right!” said the Miller. “T sce very
plainly that Ishall be too rich at last, and that all the girls
will want to marry me.”

¢ I admire your kindness of heart, Grand-Louis,”” said Lemor,
when the beggar had disappearcd behind the hedge of the
enclostre, which he cut through in a right line without dis-
turbing himself about fences or looking for pathways; ‘“ you
treat this mendicant as if he really were your uncle®

“Why not, since it is so great a pleasurc to him to he made
the rich relation, and to promise his possessions to everybody ¢
A fine inheritance, truly! His mud hut, where he sleeps with
bis hog, ncither more nor less than like Saint Anthony, and
all the rest of his rubbish, which makces one beart-sick! 1f [
can offer nothing more to M. Bricolin to induce his acceptance,
my affuirs arc in mighty good train.”

“Yet notwithstanding the distaste which this man must
personally inspire, you still took his wallet upon your shoulde,
and carried it to relieve him. Louis, you have a true evangeli-
cal spirit.”

*What a wonderful thing! Yct who would refuse such a
trifling service to a poor fellow who is obliged to beg his bread
at fourscore years? Iec is a fine fellow, after all!  Everybody
must Dbe interested for him, because he is so honest, though a
little too bigoted, and scarcely strict enough in his conduct.”

““That is the impression he has made on me.”

“Bah! What virtue can you cxpect people of his trade
to possess? It is a great thing for them not to have gross
vices, or fall into great crimes.  Yet, notwithstanding all his
disadvantages, he reasons with good sense.”

“I was struck with the latter. But why docs he consider
hiﬂmelf the uncle of all the world ? Is it onc of the grains of his
folly 7 :

“Oh, no! he does not mean it in carncst; it is only a kind
of title which he has assumed. Many of this sort of pcople
affect some mania to make themselves attractive, and to induce
thosc to bestow their alms who vwould give them nothing
cither for prudence or charity’s sake. It is, unfortunately, a
custom among us, for the poor to assune the character of
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buffoons at the door of the rich. But yon see we have reached
Blanchcmont farm, comrade.  Slay! believe me, you must not
o in. I amn not afraid that you would not be master of your-
self, but ske, who is not forewarned, might utter some exclama-
tion, or drop some word—at least let 17e go in first, and put
her on her guard.”

“But everybody is still up in the village, and the presence
of a person whom nobody knows might be noticed, if L were to
stay here until you returned.”

“AWell, then, you must do me the favour to go into the
warten: ab this hour, nobody walks there.  Hit down quickly
in a corner, and as I return, T will whistle as if T were calling
a dog, begeing your pardon, and you can come and join me.”

Lemor resigned himself, hoping that the ingenious Miller
wonld find some means of hinging Marcelle to his side. He
therefore slowly followed the covered footpath which crossed
1he warren, stopping every moment to listen, holding his breath,
and restraining his footsteps, that he might be neaver at hand
for that happy meeting.

It was not long betore he heard light footsteps passing over
the grassy turf, and the 1ustling of the leaves convinced him
{hat »ome person wes approaching. He entered into the
thicket to assure himself that he was not mistaken, and saw a
diminutive female form approaching him. We easily believe
what we desire, and Hemy, not entertaining a doubt that it
was Marcelle, sent to him by the Miller, hastened to meet the
phantom. DBut he stopped abiuptly on hearing a voice which
he did not know, calling, with great precaution—*‘“LPaul! Paul!
are you there, Paul?”

Henry, finding that he was mistaken, and thinking that he
had intrnded on a weeting intended for another, would have
retreated; but he made some noise in walking over the
withered branches, which catching the lunatic’s attention in
the midst of her dream of love, she darted after him with the
rapidity of an arvow, erying in a lamentable. voice, * Paul!
Paul! T am here! Paul, it is 1! Do not go, Paul! Yaul, you
always fly me!”
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CHAPTER XXI1V.
THE LUNATIC.

Lexor did not, at first, very much disturb Limself at this new
adventure. He thought that, favoured by the darkness of the
night, it would be very casy for him to avoid the woman, whont
he had not sufficiently distinguished to suspect her insanity.
He naturally flattered himself that he would run with the
greater speed of the two, but he very quickly dixcovered his
mistake, and that it required an exertion of the greatest agility
of which he was capable to preserve some distance hetween
them. Compelled to traverse the whole extent of the warren,
he very soon found himsclf at the bottom of the avenue in
which Bricoline was accustomed to pace backwards and for-
wards for hours together, and where the grass was trodden
down in a long track under her footsteps.  The fugitive, who
up to this time had found his spced retarded Dby the 1oots
of flowering shrubs, and the ruggedness of his way, now exeited
his utmost energy to gain ground. The lunatic, however,
who, when under the influence of an impassioned impulse,
became light as a withered leal bLorne by the storm. followed
him so rapidly, that Lémor, confounded with smynise, and
cxiremely anxious not to be seen near enough to he afterwards
recognised, plunged afresh into the underwood. and rought to
bury himself in the deep shade; but the idiot knew cvery tree,
every bush, and, it might almost be said, evay anch on tice
and bush in the whole warren. During the dozen years in
which she had thus passed her life, there was not a nook or
corner into which her body had not formed the habit of mnc-
chanically penetrating, cven though the state of her aind
prevented her from deducing reasonable observations from what
she saw; and, above all, the excitement of her delivimn rendered
her completely insensible to bodily pain and inconvenicnce.
She left on the briers of the wood fragments of lier torn flesh
even without perceiving it, an obtuscness of physical percep-
tion arising from her cataleptic malady, which gave her an
unequivocal advantage over the fugitive she was stiaining
every nerve to overtake.  She wasbesides, so thin, her attenn-
ated body occupicd so small a space, that she glided like a
lizard between the close and crowded trunks of trecs where
Lémor was compelled to force a passage with etfort. and more
frequently still, where e was compelled io turn and pursue an-
other course. .

Finding himself morc cmbarrassed than before, he betook
himself ugain to the avenue which skirted the field, still closely
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pursued, and decided upon leaping the ditch without having
first computed its real width, not having taken into account
the tufted underwood which had overgrown its opening, and
dpparently narrowed its breadth. Taking his leap, he fell
upon his knees among the brambles, but scarcely had he had
time to rise before the phantom, crossing this obstacle without
jumping over it or touching thc stones or nettles, was on the
same side with him, clinging to his garments. Lé&mor, whose
imagination was as excitable as that of a paintcr or a poet, be-
licved himself under the influence of a dream, and debated
with himself whether or not he had been seized with the night-
mare; but having succeeded in disengaging himself from the
hold of the lunatic, she continued to pursue him, uttering inar-
ticulate cries, while he resumed his course across the fields.

But she darted upon his track, as agile in the furrows of the
stubble, where the straw had been all freshly cut and stood up
sharp, bristling, and wounding, as she had been among the un-
derwood of the park. At the end of the ficld, Lémor lcaped over
i1 newly-crected fence, and found himself in a covered way of
steep descent.  He had not taken ten steps before he heard the
spectre behind him, following him with her unceasing cry, in
a half-stifled voice, “Paul, Paul! why do you fly me!”

This race had something in it so fantastic that it excited
more and more the imagination of Lémor. He had been able,
in disengaging himself from the hold of the maniae, vaguely to
distiniuish, Ly the clear starlight night, that strange appari-
tion, that cadaverous face, those thin, emaciated arms covered
with wounds, those long black locks floating over her blood-
stained tatters. It had not entered into his thoughts that the
intellect of this unhappy creature was disordered: he only be-
licved himself followed by an impassioned woman, whosc mind
was infuriated with jealousy; insane for the moment, since she
obstinately persisted in taking him for another. He hesitated
whether he shounld stop and speak, and so rectify her mistake,
but how then cxplain his presence in the warren? To bo
found gliding about in the darkness, like a thief, would it not,
at the very outset of his introduction, awaken strange suspi-
cions at the farm, and odught he not, above eyerything, avoid
marking his first appearance in the country By an adventure
that must be considered cither as scandalous or ridiculous ?

These considerations decided him still to coitinue the race ;
and this strange exercise continued for half-gn-hour without
interruption. The brain of Lémor became inflamed in spite of
himself, and for some mowents he felt as if he were going mad
in witncessing the incond®ivable obstinacy and supernatural
rapidity of the phantom so determined in her pursuit. He could
compare all this to nothing but to the histories which are related
of the Will-o’-the-Wisp and malevolent fairies of the night.

At last Lémor found the Vauvre at the bottom of the little
valley, and, though bathed with perspiration, was on the point
of throwing himself into the stream, calculating that with that

I -
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‘barrier placed between himself and the spectre, he should at
1ast find a deliverance, when he heard behind him an agonizing
and horrible shrick, which sent a sudden coldness through his
whole frame. He turned, but saw nothing: the lunatic had
disappeared.

The first idea of Lemor was to profit by that which might
prove to be but the respite of a moment to withdraw to a greater
distance, so that the traces of his way might be cntirely lost;
but that fearful c1y had left on him an impression too painful.
Was all well with that woman from whom it had proceeded ?
That sound had scarcely seemed to have anything human in
its cadence, and yct what intense sorrow, what profound de-
spair it secmed to express. **She might have fallen in pursuing
him, and sustaine dsome grievous bodily injury,” thought Le.
mor; ‘“or rather, in losing sight of me behind these old willow-
trees, has she believed that T have drowned mysclf? 'Was that
a cry of agony or terror? or was it the shrick of rage at not
being able to follow me into the water, into which she supposes
that I have thrown myself. But, supposing that she herself had
fallen into some ditch, or down some precipice, which 1 may
not have scen in my hasty flight? If this unlucky meceting
should have terminated the life of an unbappy being’ No!
whatever may be the result, it is impossible for me to abandon
her to the horrors of a death of loncly agony!”

Lemor retraced his steps, and anxiously searched for the un-
known, but without success. The stcep pathway which he had
traversed extended to the extremity of the warren, the bhoun-
dary of which was formed by an cnclosure of high bushes, but
no ditch; neither was there pond nor well, in which she might
bave drowned hersclf. The sandy road boye not, as fur as °
Lemor could distinguish, the sign of any on¢’s having fallen, or
the traces of any disastci. He continued his seaich, bewilder-
ing hig own mind with ccnjectures, when he heard a whistle
many times repeated, as though it were the recalling of a dog.
At first he gave the sound but little uttention, su much was he
agitated and preoccupied Ly his adventure; hut at last he re-
membered that this was the signal which had been agreed upon
between himself and the Miller, and despuiring of finding her
whom he was pursuing, he answered by another whistle to the
summons of Grand-Louis. .

‘“And pray why,” said the Miller, when they had rejoined
cach other in the warren, “did you take your walk so far, when
I had recommended you not eveu to stir? Here have I been
looking for you in the wood for thelast quarter of an hour, not
daring to call you too loudly, and losing all patience the while.
But how is-this? 'What have you heen doing, all pantiug and
out of breath, arid with your dress disordered ? Faith my blouse
has passed into bad quarters upon your shoulders to be in the
state which I sec! But tcll me what has happened, for you
look like a rabbit struck by some bird of prey; or rather, you
have the look of a Joan pursued by an evil spirit.”
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‘“ You hiave guessed aright, my fricnd. Either what Johnny
rclnth of the nocturnal hobgoblin of the Black Valley has
séme inexplicable truth at the bottom, or else I myself am
labouring under some hallucination %f mind; but for the last
hour, I believe (it may be an age for aught T know) I have
been disputing with Satan himself.”

**1f you were not so obstinate in drinking nothing but pure
water to your meals,” replied the miller; “I should have
thought you were just in a xuitable condition o meet lo Grande
LDéte, the white hound, or Georgeon the wolf-driver. But you
are too wise and too reasonable to believe such tales, and so
somcething must certainly have happened to you. Perhaps you
have met with a mad dog ?”*

“Worse than that,” replied Lemor, resuming his spirits
little by little; “it was a mad woman, my friecnd. A sor-
ceress who ran quicker than T could do, and who has dis-
appeared, I know not liow, just at the moment when I was
zoing 1o throw myself into the water, to relieve myself from
her presence.”

“A woman! ¢h! oh!—and what did she say ?”’

“She took me for a certain Paul to whoin she was strongly
altached, at Jeast so it appeared to me.”

“T guessed it was that.  You have secn the maniae of the
chiteau I must have been stupid not to have forewarned you
that you might meet her here. 'We are so accustomed to see
her running the night through, like an old weasel, that we
never give the matter the least attention, and yet when we
think ahout it, it is a misfortunc to have a broken heart. DBut

. what in the world could malke her run after you? she is accus-
tomed to shun cvery one that she sces coming towards her.
Tler malady must have greater mastery over her lately, though
her altliction wag great enough before, poor girl!”

“Who, then, is this unfortunate creature ?”’

“You can hepr all about that some other fime. Double
vour pace, if you please. You look as if you were wern out
with fatigue.” )

“ I believe that I have broken both my kneesdn falling.”

“And yet there is somcbody at the end of this path impa-
tiently waiting for you,” said the Miller, modulating his voice
«till lower than before.

*Oh!” exclaimed Lemor, “I feel myself ligmsr than the
night-wind.”

And he quickened his pace into a yun.

“Softly!” said the Miller*holding him back. * Run only on
the grass. TLet not a footfall be Licard. She is yonder under
thut great tree. Do not quit that spot. I shall take s round
1o guard you against surprise.” 3

“Danger then threatens her for coming hither 7 said Lemor
in alarm. .

“Had I thought so, I should rather have hindered than
helped ber coming.  Everybody in the new ghéteau is occupicd
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eparing for the féle of to-morrow. But then I may be uscful

misleading the lunatic, if she should take the fancy into her
head of returning to torment you.”

Henry, absorbed in his happiness, forgot everything clse, and
flew to precipitate himself at the feet of Marcelle, who awaited
him under a clump of oaks in a spot the least frequented in
the wood.

Explanations found”little place in the first impassioned joy
of that mecting. Purc and reserved as their intercourse harl
ever been, they now cxperienced a species of intoxication
which rather belonged io their humanity than their will
They were as if stupeficd at finding themsclves mecting thus
soon after having almost believed that their separation was an
eternal onc; and now they sought not to make cach other
comprehend what had passed within them, to bring them so
quickly to retract all their courageous projects of sclf-sacrifice.
They could well mutually guess what painful sufferings, and
what power of irresistible attraction had compelled them to
rush the one towards the other, at the very moment when they
lad sworn to separate.

“Unfecling! and would you leave e for cver?’ said
Marcelle, at the same time abandoning her hand to Lémor,

“Cruel! and would you banish me for a year ?”’ pressing that
hand to his lips.

And Marcelle perfectly comprehended that her resolution
courageously to remain a year apart had been more sincere in
its intention than the eternal exile to which Lémor had endea-
voured to condemn himsclf.

So when they were able to speak, an cffort of which they
were not capable until after a long interval of {ongue-tied
gc]i_ght, Marcelle was the first to return to this truly laudable

esign. .

“Lémor,” said she, “this is but a ray of the sun darting
between two clouds. We must obey the law of duty. When
even in this instance, we find so many obstacles to affect even
the recurity of our conversation, therc would certainly be
something profoundly irreligious in our uniting so quickly, and
we must meet this hour for the last time until the expiration
of my mourning. Only tell me that you love me, and that I
shall be your wife, and I shall be endowed with the nccessary
strength to wait the allotted period.”

“Do not speak to me of separation now!” exclaimed
Lémor, with impetuosity. * Oh, leave me¢ the enjoyment
of this moment, the most cxtatie of my life! Suffer me to
forget that which was yesterday, and that which shall be to-
morrow. Sce you not that this night is as soft as this heaven
is beautiful ? This very placc is trangnil and embalmed. You
are here! This is even yourself, Marcelle, and not your"
shadow. We are herc together; we have found each other
again by an unpremeditated chance. Heaven has willed it,
and we Luve been so lappy to obey, both of ws. You also,
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}?arcelle, even as much as mysclf? TIs it possible! No, I
dream not! You are here, necar me, with me alone! what
happiness! We who love each other 50 much! We have not
the power to part; no, we can never! we can never more be
divided!” '

‘And yet, my friend —"

“I know, I know what you would say. To-morrow—anotlier
day, you will write me, and tell me youraletermination, I shall
obey; you well know that. Why should we speak of it to-
night ?  'Why spoil this moment which has not had its equal
through my whole existencec? Leave me to persuade myself
that it will never end. Marcelle, I sec¢ you, T can see you
clearly notwithstanding the night, your charms are enhanced
within these three days—even since this morning when you
were already so beautiful. Oh, tcll me that your hand shall
never more be withdrawn from mine! 1 hold it so firmly in
my own.”

“Ah! you are right, Lémor. Let us enjoy the happincss of
being restored to each other, and banish from our minds the
thought of separation—to-morrow—another day.”

I“ Yes, leave it till another day, another day!” exclaimed
Henry.

*Do me the favour to speak a little lower,” said the Miller,
approaching them. “In spite of myself, I hear every word
that you say, M. Henry.”

The two lovers remained almost for an hour plunged in a
pure ecstacy, indulging in the sweetest dreams of the future,
and speaking of their happiness, as it were, instead of being
interrupted, really to begin upon the mnorrow. The balmy
breeze scattered over them the perfumes of the night, and the
placid stars passed over their heads without making them
perceive the inevitable flight of time, which never pauses
excepting in the hearts of happy lovers.

But the Miller, after having given far more than one sign of
impatience, came positively to break up their interview, when
the polar star indicuted to him ten o'clock by the celestial
dial. - .

“My friends,” said he, *“it is impossible for me to leave you
here, and equally impossible for you to stop an instant longer.
T Liear no more the song of the cowherds in %lc court of the
farm, and the lights arc all cxtinguished in the windows of”
the new chitean. " There is not another burning excepting that
in the chamber of Mademoiselle Rose, and she is only waiting
for Madame Marcelle to go to bed. M. Bricolin is coming this
way, making his round with his dogs, ax he always docs on the
eve of holidays, so pray say good-bye as quickly as possible.”

L«;emor exclaimed against this, saying, “ We have only just
met!”

“That may be,” said the Miller; “but do you know, that
for my part I have to take a journey to Chéatre to-night.”

“How ? and on my account?’ exclvimed Igaxcelle.
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“If you please. I must ses your attorney before he goes' to
bed, a8 I am not anxious to go to him by daylight to-morrow,
to make M. Bricolin believe that I am conspiring against him.”

* But, Grand-Louis,” said Marcclle, “I cannot wish you to
run that risk for me.”

“ Enough, enough! say no more,” replied the Miller, “T
must act as I please myself. Butstay! I hear those brown dogs
barking. Return ingg the ficld, Madame Marcelle, and we,
my Parisian, must taKe the high-road. Lct-us be off!”

The lovers separated without uttering another word — The
were fearful of having to louk back upon that interview as
their last.  Marcelle felt herself unequal to the task of fixing a
dav for the departurce of Henry, and he, fearing thut she would
determine upon one, hastened to withdraw, after having kisscd
her hand some ten times in silence.

**Ah, well! and what have you decided upon ?” inquired the
Miller when they had gained the skirts of the park.

** On nothing, my friend,” said Lemor; “we have spoken ot
nothing but our happiness.”

% Of your future happiness! DBut what of the present?”

“There is no present and no future. Both present and
future are the same to those who love!”

‘ Here now you axc ouly beating about the bushes. I hope,
however, that you will keep yourself quict, and not run about
all night in the woods distracted with these mortal pangs.
Come, my boy, you sce you are in the right road. You know
your way back to Angibault alonc?”

* Perfectly. But why will you not let me accompany yon
to the town where you are going ?”

“WNo, it is too far. One of us being on foot would only
hinder the other, at Icast unless we are both to mount Sophiu
at once according to our country fashion; but the poor beast
is 100 old for that, and besides, she has not yet had her supper.
T must go and look for the tree to which I tied ber, after having
pretended to retake my way to the mill. Do you know that
it gave me some anxiety to leave poor Sophia to the carc or
Providence. T took care to hide her well among the branches.
But if some vagabond—for there arc a great many of that sort
come to the fete-day—should have discovered her and got her
away! While you have been billing and cooing, perhaps
Bophia may have trotted off.”

** Come, let us go and look for her together.”

“No, no! You are rather too ready to bend your steps
again towards the chAteau; 1 can sec that very well. Return
home, and tell my mother to go to bed without thinking about
me.  Perhaps it may be rather late before I am back. M.
Taillang, the attorney, will very likely make me stop for suppe:.
He is a bon vivent, rather a gourmand, but an amiable man.
That will give me time to talk about the Blanchemont affuirs,
ard Sophia may eat her peck of oats without desiring to be
admitted into the consultation.”
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Lemor did not insist upon accompanying his friend. Al-
though the good Miller had inspired him both with gratitude
. and affection, he preferred being alone after the emotions of
the night. He felt under a necessity of devoting all his thoughts
to Marcclle without distraction or division, and to renew and
retrace all those swect dreams hie had experienced at her feet.
He retraced his steps, thercfore, to Angibault, almost in the
same manner that & somnambulist fi his way buck to his
bed. T am ignorant whether he took the right road; whether
he crossed the river over the bridge; whether he doubled the
distance of his journey; whether he did not many times for-
get himself on the borders of the fountains. The night was
rich and voluptuous; and from the cock, which woke with its
cheering voice the cottage echoes, to the cricket which whis-
pered so mysteriously among the cottage herbage, all appeared
to repeat in answer to each other, in triumph as well as secresy,
the cherished name of Marcelle.

Dut, on arriving at the mill, he felt himself overcome with
fatigue; and, after having warned the mother of the miller not
10 wait for her son, he went and threw himself upon the little
Led which Louis had arranged for him in his own chamber.
Grand’-Marie, having strongly urged upon Johnny not to keep
his master waiting too loug, while he rese, as he would want
him to put Sophia in the stable, went to rest also. Buft ma-
ternal tenderness sleeps only with one eye; and the storm
having 1isen, the good woman started from her pillow at every
peal of thunder that rolled over the valley, believing that she
heard ber son knocking for Johnny, who slept at the mill.
When daylight appeared, she rose with caution, and went to
request him not to make too much noise, because Grand-
Louis, having no doubt returned very late, must need a
little longer sleep than usual.  She was, therefore, very much
surprised, and almost alarmed, when Johnny replied that his
master had not yet returned.

“Tt is not possible !’ she exclaimed. ‘ He never sleeps away
from howme when he only goes to Blanchemont,”

“Pah! mistress; it is the eve of the fote. . Nobody thinks
of glecping down there. The cabarets are opem all night. The
bagpipers come and play all their most begutiful marches.
“I'hat carries the heart into the dance at once.t They all want
to be ready for the next day. 'They never drepm of going to
hed, for fear-of awaking too late, and losing cver so little of the
amusement. .Our master is only amusing himéelf, and turning
night into day.” . .

“Your master never passcs his nights in aeaburet,” replied
the miller’s mother, shaking her head. After having opened
the stable door, to sce if Sophia were in her stall, ¢ I thought,”
added she, “that he might have come in without wishing to
awake you, Johnny. That is a pain to him. He would rather
wait upon himself than disturb a child like you, who sleeps so
soundly. But, for his own part, he has never lain down, and
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he was very much fatigued ; besides, the day before he had been
a long way. 1t was very late before he went to bed last night,
and to-night he has not been in bed at all.”

The Miller's mother went to make her toilet in its Sunday
fashion. ‘ This wretched love!” thought she; ‘this is what
torments him, and keeps him wandering about both day
and night., What e¢nd will there be to it all ¥’

CHAPTER XXV.
SOPILIA.

GRAND'MARIE, plunged in sorrowful reflections, according to
the custom of many elderly people, expressed her feelings
aloud as she went from her drawers to her table, mechanically
occupying herself in preparing her antiquated bodice with its
long skirts, and her apron of indicnne which she had guarded so
carefully from her very youth, and which she valued so highly
because it had cost at that time four times as much as the most
beautiful stuff would be charged in our own day.

“Don’t vex yourself, mother,” said Grand.Louis, who was
listening at the threshold of the door, which he had reached
without Ler perceiving him ; ““all this will end as it may, but
your son will never give up the hope of making you happy.”

“Ah! my poor boy, I did ndt sec you,” said his mother, a
little ashameg, even at her age, at heing surprised by her sou
with her long grey hair floating over her shoulders; for the
peasants of the Black Valley of her time, manifest an extreme
repugnance to show their heads uncovered. But Grand’
Marie very soon forgot this cmotion of superannuated modesty
on secing the Miller's pallid and disordered aspect.

‘“Ah!” she encrgetically exclaimed, clasping her hands to-
gether, “how tired you look! Anybody would think that you
had been out in ull the rain of the night. Yes, indeed, you are
wet through. Go quickly and take off these things. How!—
could you not find a single house where you might have taken
shelter? How harassed you look this morning! Ah! my poor
boy, people might say that you wish to make yourself ill.”

“Oh, no, mother; don’t make yourself uneasy about that,”
replied the Miller, compelling himself to assume his habitual
air of gaiety. ‘I have passed the night under shelter with my
friecnds—people with whom I had business, and who would
insist on my having a good supper. I only got a little wet in
returning home on foot.”

“On foot! And what, then, have you done with Sophia ¢’
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a “I have lent her to—— what do you call him ?—down
ere.”’

“Whom do you mean by ‘what do you call him, down
therc?" ?

“ You know very well. Bah! I will tell you all that by-and-
hy. If you want to go to church, I will take the little black
mare, and you shall ride behind.” s

“But you were wrong to lend Sophia, child. That animal
has no cqual, and she deserves to be spared. I shonld have
liked it a great deal better if you had lent both the others.”

“So should T too. But what would you have ? It is as it is.
Come, mother, I shall go and dress, and when you are ready
youn must call me.”

“No, no. TIsce very well that you have not tasted sleep this
night, and I wish yon to go and have a nap. There is still
time enough between this and the time formass. Ah! Grand-
Louis, how wretched you look! how wretched you lock! No-
tlhi'ng ought to have made you wander about as you have been
doing.”

‘“Be easy, mother! I don't feel ill, and this does not often
happen. It is a good thing to shake off one’s own thoughts
sometimes.”

And the Miller, still more grieved than before at having ex-
cited the uncasiness of his mother, who never expressed her
dissatisfaction saving with cxtreme gentlencss and discretion,
went and threw himself upon his bed so suddenly as to awake:
Lemor.

‘“ Arc you getting up already ?’ said the latter, rubbing his
eycs.

“No, no; but with your permission I am coming to bed,”
replied the Miller, tossing up his bed as he spoke.

“My friend, you have had some vexation,” replicd Lémor,
roused at once by the unequivocal signs of rage, manifested
by Grand-Louis. ‘

“Vexation! Yes, sir, I believe I have, and perhaps more
than the thing is worth; but if I feel more troubled than I wigh,
I don’t know how to help it.” .

And the big tears swam in the drowsy cyes of the Miller.

“My friend,” exclaimed Lémor, leaping from his bed and
dressing in haste, “I see plainly that some misfortune has hap-
pened to you to-night, while I was sleeping in' peace. Ah!
what can I do? Where ought I to go?”

““Nowhere, for it is quite useless,” said Grand.Louis, shrug-
ging his shoulders, as though he were ashamed of his weakness.
“I have run about enough this night for nothing—for a beast,
after all! But what then? people attach thcmsclves to ani-
mals as they do 1o human beings, and it is just as possible to
regret an old horse as an old fricnd. You and the people wha
live in the town can’t understand that; but we, good country-
]peolplﬁ—-we live with our animals, from whom we differ so

ittle.
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“ And you have lost S8ophia, I understand ?”

“Lost—yes: that is to say, she has been stolen from me.”

‘ Perhaps last night in the warren ?”

“Exactly so. You remember that I had a misgiving. When
vou left me, I returned to the place where I had hid her so care-
fully, and where the poor bLeast, who is as patient as a lamb,
could never have got loose. In all her life she never broke
bridle or halter. Ah! well, sir—horse and bridle, all have dis-
appeared! T havesearched in every place, and run everywhere,
but have discovercd not a single trace. There was once place,
however, that I dared not inquire at, and that was the farm;
for what would they have thought? They would have wanted
to know how, after I had once mounted my beast, I could have
lost her on the road. They would have believed that Iwas in-
toxicated; and Madame Bricolin would not have failed to have
reported to Mademoiselle Rose that I had heen engaged in some
disgraceful adventure, unworthy of a man who thought of her
only in all the world. T imagined at first that somebody had
only wished to play me a roguish trick; so I went into every
house to make inquiries, for almost all the town were still up.
I pried first into onc house, and then into another, without
appearing to mean anything ; 1 got into every stable, and cven
into that of the chiteau, without being perceived, but no So-
phia. Blanchcemont is at this present time full of people of
all sorts; and certainly some cheating rogue has been among
the nunber, who having come on foot hag returncd on horse-
back, saying that the fdtc was enough for him before it hegan,
and that he had no occasion to stay and scc anything further.
Come—there is no use in thinking any more about it. Fortu-
nately I did not lose my senses in the midst of all this. I went
on foot to Chatre casily enough, and I saw 1y notary: it was
rather late and he had finished his supper, and the state of his
digestion made him a little deaf, but he will bo at the fote by-
and-by as he promised me. After leaving him Iscarched all over
again, and beat the bushes like a night fowler. I explored every
corner, through all the rain and the thunder, until daylight
came, hoping cvery moment to discover the thief hid some-
where or another, but all in vain. And I must not trumpet
this mischance abroad, since it might givo rise to scandal; and
if people began to scarch into the matter, we should look rather
foolish with this tale of a horsc hid in the warren, and left to
herself tor an hour, without my being able to explain how or
why. I had taken hor to some distance from the place of your
meeting, in order that, if she began 10 move, she might not
attract attention to you. Poor Sophia! 1 ought to have hard
more confidence in her good sense.  She would not have
stirred.” .

“ And so T am the cause of this misfortune! Grand-Louis,
T am more distressed than you, and you must certainly per-
mllj me Lo indemnify you for this loss as much as may be pos-
sible.”
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¥ You must not say that, sir! I despise the trifle of money
. at which the old beast might have been valued at the fair. Do
Jyou think T ghould be so anxious about a hundred francs?
Oh, no! what I rogret is herself, and not her value in money;
she was of no value to anybody but me. She was so coura-
geous, so sensible, and she’ knew me so well! I am sure she
is thinking about me this very moment, and looks askance at
the person that takes care of her—provided, at least, that she
is taken care of. If I were sure of that I should be almost
consoled. But she will be groomed with blows from a whip
handle, and fed with the husks of chestnuts. It must cer-
tainly be some sharper from La Marche who will take her up
into the mountains to feed in a field of stones, instead of those
pretty little pastures on the borders of the river, where she
lived so happily, and where she gambolled with the young
coltsy so playful and frisky did she feel at the sight of the
green meadows.  But my mother will regret her the most, and
I shall never be at liberty to explain to her how this mis-
fortunce happened. T have not yet had the courage to tell her
of our luss: so do not speak to her about it until I have
contrived some tale to make the news less bittor.”

There was, jn the simple regret of the Miller, something
Iudicrous and at the same time touching; and Lemor, dis-
tressed at being the cause of his vexation, was-so much
affected, that the kind-hearted Louis was himself obliged to
cndeavour to console him.

*“Come, come,” said he, “we have had enough of foolery
abont a four-footed creature. I know very well that it was no
fault of yours, and I never for a moment thought of reproach-
ing yor. Don’t vt this spoil the remembrance of your happi-
ness, friend; it is but a trifle, indeed, compared with the valuc
of the delightful night which you were spending at the same
time. If I once had an appointment with Rose myself, I should
be quite willing to ride on a broom-stick all the rest of my
life.  You must not say a word about this to Madame Mar-
celle. She would be not at all unlikely to sepd me a horse
worth a thousand francs, and that would oalygive me pain.
I will never attach mysclf to another animal in. There is
quito enough anxiety in life arising from being attached to-
our fellow-creaturcs. 1 tell you to think abput your love
afiair, and make yourself very fine, but still énly in a pea-
suut’'s fashion, and go to the féte, for it is ter that you
should accustom’ yourself to be a little known apout the coun-
try. 'That will be more prudent than hiding yourself, which
mnst excite suspicion at once. Vou will see Madame Mar-
celle, but you must not speak to her. Besides, you would
have no opportunity, for she does not dance; she is in her
first deep mourning. But Rose is not; and I reckon upon
dancing with her till night, now that her dear papa has given
us permission.  That reminds me that I must sleep for a cou-
ple of hours, that I may not look as if I had just been dug out
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of my grave. Do not vex yourself any more, and in five
minutes you will hear me snore.” ’

The Miller kept his word; and, when about ten o’clock,
they brought up his black mare, much more beautiful but less
beloved than Sophia, when dressed in his Sunday vest of fine
cloth, with his toilet well made, his cye bright, and his com-
plexion clear, he took his seat firmly in his saddle. Grand’
Marie, mounting behind him by the help of a chair and the
arm of Lémor, expericnced an cmotion of pride at being the
mother of the handsome Miller. .

The inmates of the farm had slept little better than those
of the mill, and we fecl ourselves obliged to retrace our steps
a little, to put our readers in possession of the events which
had passced during the night that preceded the féte.

Lémor, divided between the painful agitation which his
strange meeting with the maniac had caused him, and the in-
toxicating joy of seeing Marcclle again, had not remarked in
the warren that the Miller was very little calmer than him-
gelf. Grand-Louis had found the farm-yard full of bustle and
tumult. Two pataches and thiec cabriolets, which had brought
within their solid sides all the relations of the Bricolins, rested
upon their worn-out frames along the stables and the dung-
hills. Al the poor ncighbours that were anxious to carn a
slender pittance, had been put in requisition to help to prepare
the supper of the guests, more numerous and more voracious
than had been expected at the new chateau M. Biicolin, more
vain at the display of his wealth than annoyed at the ¢xpense,
was in the best of tempers. His dunghters, his sons, his cou-
sins, his nephews, and his sons-in-law, came in turns, and
asked him whisperingly what day they should formnally occupy
the old chiteau, newly painted and plastered, and with the
cipher of the Bricolins instead of the cscutchcon of the Blan-
chemont family over the door. ““For at last you will be the
lord and master of Blanchemont,” was the general burden of
the song; “and we know that you will make a great deal
better usc of your fortune than all the counts and bharons to
whom you have succeeded, to the great glory of ‘the new
aristocracy, and the nobility of good crown-picces.””  Bricolin
was thus intoxicated with pride, and, while with & mischicvous
smile answering his dear relations, * Not yet, not yet; per-
haps never!” he assumed with delight all the importance ot
a sovereign lord. He no longer thought of the expenditure,
but gave orders to his servants, to his mother, to his daughter,
aud his wife, in a thundering voice, inflated with hLis own
great dignity. The whole house was turned upside down;
the Grandmother Bricolin was employed in pulling the fea-
thers from the fowls, scarcely yet dead, by ihe dozen; and
Madame Bricolin, who had been at first in a murdcrous
humour while superintending the tumult of her kitchen, began
also to be cheerfully excited in her turn, on seeing the plentifal
epast, the apartments so fincly prepared, and the guests
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in‘an cestagy of admiration. Under the cover of all this dis-
order the Miller had found it an casy thing to speak to
Marcelle, and she, excusing herself on account of a headache,
had withdrawn from the supper, and had spent the time with
Lémor in the warren. .

Rtose herself, while the table was being spread, found more
than one excellent pretence for wandering out into the court,
and for saying a few friendly words to Grand-Louis, according
to her usual custom. But her mother, who rarely lost sight
of her, had devised a plan of her own to send the Miller
away. Compelled to submit to the orders of her husband,
who had imperatively enjoined her not to show any rudeness
to him, she had invented a plan to satisfy her hatred, and
to make Rose ashamed of her friendship for him, by mek-
ing him an ohject of ridicule with her other daughters and
their relations, who were all, both old and young, sufliciently
insolent and malicious. She rapidly confided to them all,
sntrusting the sceret to each individual in particular, that
this village wit flattered himeelf that he would succeed in
pleasing her danghter, but that Rose knew nothing about it,
and did not think it worthy of the slightest attention: that
M. Bricolin would not believe it, and consequently treated
him with too much good-nature, but that she had had infor-
mation of a cwious fact, from very good authority—and this
was, that the handsome Miller, the favourite of all the girls of
lizht conduct in the country, had several times Boasted that
he could please the richest lady that he should choose to make
love to, and one as easily as another.  And, moreover, Madame
Bricolin went so far as to name some of the persons present,
laughing significantly with a bitter and contemptuous man-
ner, twrning up her apron, and placing her hand on her side.

On the feminine side of the family, Madame Bricolin’s con-
fidential communications were promptly passed from mouth
to car, to all the assembled DBricolins of the other sex, to
s0 annoying a degree that Grand-Louis, who.had no other
thought but that of rejoining Lemor, found himself quickly
assailed by epigrams so stupid as to be incomprehensible, and
his retreat was accompanied by bursts of ill-stifled laughter,
and whirperings of the most extreme impertinence. Not
Leing able to understand the merriment which he excited, he
left the farm anxious, disgusted, and full of contempt fur the
coarse wit displayed by the bourgeois gentlemen of the coun-
try, that night assembled at Blanchemont. A

Following Madame Bricolin's instructions, they were parti-
cularly carcful that M. Bricolin shonld not discover their con-
spiracy, and they all faithfully promised to -persccute the
Miller on the-following day, in the presence of Rosc. It was
necessary, her mother said, that her lover should be humiliated
in her eyes, in order that she mjght not be induced to listen
to him from the kindness' of her own heart, and that she
might be accustomed to keeg the peasants at a distance.
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After supper they madc the fiddlers come, and the com-
pany began to dance in the courtyard, in anticipation of the
festivities of the morrow. Then came an interval of repose,
.during which the Miller, anxious in mind and pressed for
time to pay his promised vixit to Chatre, and persuaded that
the night’s pleasure was closed at the new chitean, had com-
md the two lovers to separate much sooner than they

e .

When Marcelle returned to the farm, she found that the
company had resumed their diversions; and, fecling the same
need of solitude and contemplation which had induced Lemor.
to wander in the paths of the Black Valley, she returned into
the warren, and walked slowly backwards and forwards there
till midnight. The sound of the bagpipe, joined to that of
the vielle, jarred a little on the car when close at hand; but
in the distance, that rude tone which sometimes caught so
true a cadence, became invested with a greater originality,
from thc species of barbarous harmony which marked its
accompaniment, and scemed to possess a charm which pene-
trated the rimple souls who listened to its ontpowrings, and
particularly the heart which had lLeen lulled to sleep Dy
it in the happy days of childhood. ~ The powerful vibra-
tion of the instrument, harsh and nasal, served to halance the
shrill tones and the nervous staccato of the viclle, and the two
varictics of sound mutually corrected each other. Marcelle
listcned to the harmony of these mingled sounds with plea-
sure, and observing that the more distant she was from them
the greater was their charm, she soon found herself at the
extremity of the warren, lost in a dream of pastoral life, to
which it may easily be imagined that love imparted all the
freshness.

But she stopped suddenly on encountering, almest under
her feet, the maniac stretched upon the carth, motionless and
ag if dead. Notwithstanding the disgust inspired by the
neglected condition of that unhappy being, she decided, after
having vainly attempted to arouse her, {0 1ift her in her armis
and convey her to some distance. Not, however, finding her-
self strong enough to carry this intention into effect, she placed
her against a tree, partially raising ler, so that she mipht he
supported by it, and decided upon going to obtain assistance
from the farm. Bricoline hegun to awaken from her torpor
and to lift with her hands, which were all torn and wounded, |
her long hair, Pristling with grass and gravel, which hung o
heavily over her face. Marcelle assisted her to throw aside
this hcavy veil, which obstructed her respiration, and taking
courage, to address her for the first time, she asked her if she
sufferced.

“Certainly I snffer!” replicd the idiot, with frightful in-
difference, and in the same tone in which she might have said,
1 still exist,”

Atterwards she added, in a sharp, imperious voice: “Have
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)'0‘1 scen him?  He is returned. He would not speak to me
Did he tell you why ?” .

“He told me that he would return,” replied Marcelle, en-
deavouring to humour her insanity.

“Oh! he will not return,” exclained the maniac, hastily
1ising. ““ He will return no more! He is afraid of me! All the
world is airaid of me because I am very rich—very rich—so
rich that they have threatened my life! But I will be rich no
longer; to-morrow Ishall be poox. Tt is time that all this was
ended.  To-morrow all the world will he poor. You shall be
poor, too, Rose, and then you will have nothing more to fear.
1 will punish the wicked people who wish to kill me—to shut
e up—to poison me —"’

“But there are some people who pity you, and wish to do
you good,” said Marcclle.

“No, there are not!” angrily replied the maniac, falling into
a frighttul agitation, “All are my enemies! They have tortured
me! They huve thrust red-hot iron into my head! "They have
fastened me with nails to the trees! They have thrown me
above a thousand times from the tops of the towers down upon
the stones! They have run great steel ncedles through my
heart! They have flayed me alive! and that is the reason
why [ cannot now dress myself without suffering such horrible
pain.  They would even tear the bair from my head, becausc
that is a little protection againgt their blows. But I will be
revenged! I have drawn up my complaint. I have taken fifty-
four years to wiile it out in every language, that it may rcach
all the sovercigng in the universe. I will make them restore
Paul to me, whom they have shut up in some of their caves,
and whom they nre causing to suffer as much as they cause me.
I hear his ery every night while they are torturing him. I know
his voice.—Stay, rtuy! do you hear him?” added she in a
niclancholy tone, her car catching the cheerful tones of the
bagpipes.  “You sec plainly that they are making him suffer
a thousund deaths! They will devour him, but they shall be
punished,—punished! To-morrow I will inake them suffer also.
}l‘hey shall suffer so much that I shall even pity them myself.”

Uttering all this with delirious volubility, the unfortunate
hoing rushed ucross the wood, directing her steps towards the
farm, without its being possible for Marcelle to follow her rapid
footsteps and impetuous course. :
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CHAPTER XXVI.
THE VIGIL,

Tue dance was continucd more obstinately than ever at the
farm. The servants had taken part in it, and a thick cloud
of dust vosc under their feet—a circumstance which never
hinders the Berrichon peasant from dancing with enthusiasm,
any more than the stones, the sun, the rain, or the tatigues of
mowing or harvest-time. There arc no people who dance
with an cqual degree of ardour and gravity at the same timne.
To see them advance and rctire in the bowrrée so softly and
50 regularly, we can only compare the perfect precision of
their quadrilles to the pendulum of a clock, scurcely guessing
in what the pleusure of that monotonous cxercise can consist,
and still less suspecting the difficulty of learning the elemen-
tary measure which each step and cach attitude of the body
ought to mark with a vigorous accuracy, while n gicat sobricty
of motion and an appearance of languid indifference ure neces-
sary for the attainment of perfection, entirely to conceal the
labour; but, when some time has been spent in the exawina-
tion, the spectator becomes astonished at the indefatigable
. perseverauce, and lcarns to appreciate the soft and natural
grace which saves them from exhaustion; and if they observe
ever so slightly the same persons dancing for ten or a dozen
hours without sinking with fatigue, they must cither lLelieve
that they have been bitten by a tarantula, or hecome con-
vinced that they love dancing as a very passion. From time
to time the enjoyment of the young people betrays ‘itself hy
a peculiat cry, which rises without their countcnances losing
any of the imperturbable seriousness which characterises them;
and occasionally, with a stamp of the foot upon the ground,
they bound upwards like bulls, descending again with a carcless
suppleness of limb, and phlegmatically resume the balancing
motion of the dance. The character of the Berrichon is per-
fectly illustrated in this dance. That which is required from
the women is to glide lightly over the floor like a ray of the
sun, which requires more lightness of motion than might be
supposed ; and it must be acknowledged that the grace of their
motions is marked by an expression of rigid purity.

Rose also danced the bourrée as well as any peasant girl—and
that is not saying a little—and the heart of her father swelled
with pride as he gazed upon her. The prevailing gaicty com-
mumnicated itself to every individual. The musicians, who had
drunk withont restraint, spared neither arms nor lungs. The
partial obscurity of a splendid night made the dancers appear
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mdke light and graceful, and Rose more so than all the rest;

for this charming girl seemed to glide like a white sca-gull ovar*
tranquil waters, leaving itsclf to be borne on the wings of the

cvening breeze. The soft melancholy which pervaded every

movement on that night rendered her even more beautiful

than usual.

However, Rose, who was at the bottom of her heart a true
peasant of the Black, Valley in all her native simplicity, found
real pleasure in dancing, were it only to keep lerself in prac-
tice to answer the numberless invitations which Grand-Louis
would not fail to offer her on the morrow. But in a moment
the bagpipe-player fell from the barrel which had served him
for a pedestal, and the air contained in his instrument escaped,
cmitting a tone so strange and sorrowful that all the dancers
rtopped as if by compulsion and turned towards him. At the
sime moment, the vielle, roughly snatched from the hands of
anotlier performer, came rolling under the feet of Rose; and
the maniac, leaping from the rustic orchestra into which she
had darted, with a bound resernbling that of a wild-cat, preci-
pitated herscelf into the mnidst of the dancers, exclaiming—

“Woc—woe to the assassing!  Woe to the tormentors!”

Her next procecding was to throw herself upon her mother,
who had advanced to secure her, and to fasten her grasp upon
her throat; she would undoubtedly have strangled her had not
her old grandmother Bricolin hindered her from accomplishing
1ihis, by thiowing lier own arms around her body. The lunatic
had never been hurried into any act of violence towards her
arandmother; for either she had preserved towards her without
kuowing it a sort of instinctive affection, or she remembered
her alone among the number of her relations, or else she trea-
sured the remembrance of what that good woman had done in
favonr of her love; she therefore made not any great resistance,
but suffered hessclf to be tuken by her into the house, sending
forth all the while such fearful cries as threw horror and con-
sternation over the minds of all.

When Marcelle, who had followed the cldest Mademoiselle
Tiicolin as near as possible, arrived at the farm-yard, she found
the fete interrupted, everybody alarmed, and Rose nearly faint-
ing Madamec Bricolin suffered without doubt most deeply,
were it only from seeing this inward wound thus exposed to
the cyes of all the world; but in her activity to repress the
fury of the lunatic and to stifle the sound of her cries, there
was a degree of violence and energy which resembled the firm-
ness of o gendarme incarcerating a disturber of the peace,
rather than the solicitude of a despairing mother. The grand-
mother Bricolin manifested as mucl. zeal, but more sensibility.
It was a sorrowful spectacle to sec that poor old woman, with
her rongh voice and her untaught manner, carcssing the maniac
and speaking to her as if she were a child to be scolded and
coaxcd by turns.

“Come, my darling!”’ gaid she to her; “ you who are gene-

M
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rally so good will not grieve your grandmother. You must go
to bed quietly, if you don’t wish to make me sorry and not love
you any more.”’ ¢

The lunatic understood nothing of this discourse, and did not,
even hear it. Clinging to the foot of her bed, she uttered the
most frightful vociferations; and her diseased imagination
persuaded her that she was enduring at ‘that moment all the
chastisements and tortures of which she had drawn the fan-
tastic picture to Marcelle.

This latter, having first of all assured herself that her child
was slecping tramquilly under the watchful eyes of Fanchon,
gave all her attention to Roge, who was almost distracted with
grief and fear. This was the first time that Bricoline had
given free course to the expression of that hatred which ghe
had been heaping up for a dozen ycars in the depths of her
wounded soul. Once in every week at the most, rhe shrieked
and wept when her grandmother compelled her to change her
clothes; but those were the cries of a child, and now thesc
were the cries of a Fury. She had never spoken a word to
any one, and now, for the first time during a dozen years, she
had offered menaces. She had never before strnck any onc,
and now she scemed disposed to kill her mother. Tn short, for
a dozen years this mute victim of the mercenary spirit of her
parents had wandered, in her inexpressible suffering, through
every by-place and solitary way, until every ono had become so
accustomed to the deplorable spectacle as to behold it with a
sort of brutal indifference. They no longer feared her—they
were weary of pitying her; they submitted 1o her presence as
to an incvitable evil; and, if they were sensible of remorse,
they perhaps did not acknowledge it cven to themselves. But
this frightful evil which was consuming her had its own phases
of exhaustion, and, when these arrived, her state of martyrdom
became dangerous to others. Tt was nccessary that some mea-
sures should now be taken on her account. M. Bricolin, seated
in front of his house hefore the door, listencd with an air of
stupidity to the coarse condolences of his family.

“This is a great misfortune for you,” said one, *“ and yon
have supported it too long under your very cyes. This requires
a patience beyond human strength, and it is neccssary that
you should at last decide upon putting this unfortunate girl
into & madhouse.”

“ They cannot cure her,” replied he, shaking his head. “I
have tried everything. That is impossible; her maludy is too
great; she will die under it.”

“That would be the happiest thing that could befal her.
You see very plajnly that her life is only one of suffering. But
if they cannot cuare her, they would at least relieve you from
the pain of seeing her, and hinder her from doing you any
harm. If you do not put a stop to this, she will end by killing
somehody, or perhaps she may kill herself before your very
eyes. That would be terrible.”
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¥ But what would you have me do? I bave said the same
things a hundred times to her mother, and her mother will
not agree to be scparated from her. She still loves her at
the bottom of her heart, believe me, which is natural enough.
Tt scems to me that mothers never give over feeling somctl‘:glg
for their children, whatever the case may be.”

* But she would be Detter in some other place than here, you
may be assured. They take great care of these people in such
places now. 'They have beautiful cstablishments, where they
want for nothing. They keep them in a proper condition,
they make them work, they oblige them to be occupied; and
it is even said that they provide them with amusement and
music, and that they talee them to mass.”

“ Iu that case they must be more happy than with us,” said
21 Bricolin.

After an instant’s consideration, he added, *“ And would all
that cost a great deal #7”

Rose was deeply affected. She was the only one, with the
exception of her grandmother, who had not become insensible
to the sufferings of poor Bricoline. If she forbore to speak of
them, it was because she could not do so without accusing her
parents of that moral murder committed by them; but twenty
times a-day she suppressed a shudder of indignation at hear-
ing from lier mother’s lips those selfish and avaricious maxims
10 which her sister had been sacrificed. As soon as she had
recovered from ber swoomn, she would have gone to help her
grandmother to soothe the maniac; but Madame Bricolin, who
jeared that such a spectacle might have too strong an impression
on her, and who felt a vague instinct that poor Bricoline’s exces-
sive anguish might become contagious, even in its physical
yesults, sent her away with that harshness which she oould not
Tielp displaying, cven when she was acting on the best-founded
velings of maternal solicitude. Tose felt much aggrieved at
this refusal, and rctired to her chamber, where she walked
lackwards and forwards a part of the night, a, prey to exces-
sive excitement, but keeping silence for fear of gxpressing her-
~elf with too great a vchemence before Marcalle, on account
of her parents.

This night, which had hegun with so much pleasure, ended
with extreme pain for Madame de Blanchemaont. The cries
of the maniac ceased at intervals only to be renewed again with
more terrible and inore alarming energy. These pauscs were
not the result of a growing feebleness, sinking gradually into
a state of exhaustion, but, on the contrary, they were abrupt
and instantaneous in the midst of their most violent intensity,
and as if they had becn suddenly interrupted by a death of
violence.

* Might not anybody believe that thcey were killing her 9
cried Rose, on the oceasions of these renewed paroxysins, pale
and scarcely able to support herself across the chamber.  Yes,
that certainly resembles a cry of torture.”
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Marcelle could not bear to make her acquainted with thd
terrible sufferings which tho lunatic believed herself to be en-
during in those moments. She concealed from her the inter-
view which she had had with her sister in the park. From
time to time she went to visit the aftlicted being, whom she
found stretched upon the floor, her armgs tightly embracing
the foot of her bed, and as if suffocating with the fatigue of
her continued cries, but with her exes tixed and open, and her
mind cvidently always at work. The grandmodther, on her
Lkneecs before her, in vain endeavoured to slip a pillow under
her head, or to introduce into her firmly-contracted mouth a
spoonful of a calming draught. Madame Bricolin, seated on an
arm-chair directly opposite, pale and motionless, bore in the
cnergetic and strongly-marked character of her countenance
the traces of a profound sorrow, though she would not confess
her crime even to God himself, The awkward Chounectte,
standing in a corner, sobbed mechauically, without oftering
her services and without any one thinking of claiming them.
There was an expression of despairing hopelessness in the
conntenancce of each of the three. I'he maniac alone, in the in-
tervals of her vociferations, appeared to have dark thoughts
of hatred revolving through her mind. They could hear the
sounds of snoring from the adjoining chamber, but the dull,
deep sleep of M. Bricolin was agitated and disturbed.  Dis.
tressing dreams scemed to haunt him at intervals. More dis-
tant still, at the end of the opposite partition, they heard the
coughing and complainings of the grandfather Dricolin, a
stranger to the sufferings of others, having scarccly sufticient
strength remaining to enable him to support his own.

At last, when it was nearly three o'clock in the morning,
the foree of the storm of passion appeared to have exhausted
the bodily powers of Bricoline. She subsided into sleep, and
they were enabled to lay her in her bed unconsciously to
herself. There could he no doubt that it was a long time
since she had enjoyed & moment’s repose, forshe now appeared
to sleep profoundly. Favoured by this change, the whole
household betook themselves to rest, even including Rose her-
self, to whom Madame de Blanchemout hastenced to carry this
better news.

If in all these painful circumsiances Marcclle had not felt
her better feelings excited to act as a comforter to the afflicted
Rose, she would have 1egretted the unbappy impulse which had
driven her into that habitation of avarice and misery. But
for this fecling she would have hastened to seek another place
of dwelling, far different from this one, so uncongenial to
her poetic temperament, so unpleasant in its prosperity, so
mournful in its disgrace. But whatever new misery might
arise, and to whatever fresh perplexity she might be exposcd,
sh + determined to remadn there as long as she should be cn-
abled to succour her young friend. Happily the morning was
calm.  Every one rose later than usual, and Rose still slept
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Yhen Madame de Blanchemont, scarcely awake herself, re.
ceived from Paris, thanks to the rapidity of our present mode
of communication, the following answer to the letter which,
three days before, she had written tg her stepmother :—

My DavaurTer,—Let that Providence w hich has sent you so much courage
deign to sustain it still. 1 am not astonishcd at the part you have decided to
take, although it is so noble. Neither must you praise my courage. At my
age, we cannct have a leng time to suffer. At yours, happily we cannot have
any cxact ideas of the length or the troubles of life. My daughter, your pro-
Jects are lnudable, excellent, and are as wise as they are necessary; far more
necessary than you imagine. We alio, my dear Marcelle—we also are
ruined! and we perhaps shall have no inheritance to leave to our beloved
grandeon,  The debts of miy unhappy son exceed all that you knew—all that
we could have anticipated. We will make arrang with the ditors
and take the responsibility upen ourselves; and this must deprive Fdward,
at rome future time, of that honourable independence to which he had o
right to aspirc at our decease. Educate himn therefore with simplc habits.
Tcach him to create resources for himself by his talents, and to main-
tain his Independence by the dignity with which he will know how to sup-
port this misfortunc. When he shall Imve reached the age of manhood, we
shall no longer be in this world. But he will respect the aged parents who
have prescrved the honour of a gentlaman, preferring that to his pleasures.
and who will have left himn onfy a name purc and without reproach for an in-
heritance. The child of a bankrupt could enjoy none of the pleasurcs of hfe,
cxcepting culpable indulgenee, and the son of a culpable father will at least
be under somc obligations to those who shall have sheltered his life from
publie blame.

To-morrow I will send you all the details. To-day I am stricken with the
discovery of this new abyss. 1 have told it to you in few words. I know
that you understand it all, and endure it all. Adieu, my daughter; I admmre
and I love you.

“Edward!” exclaimed Mareclle, covering her boy with kisses
while he slept, “it was then written in heaven that you should
have the glory and perhaps the happiness of not succeeding to
the riches and rank of your ancestors. Thus perish the largest
{ortunes, the works of ages, in a single day! Thus the old mas-
ters of the world, led on by fate ruther than by their own pas-
sions, charge themselves with the accomplishment of the decrees
of Divine Wisdom, which all the while is working imperceptibly
to cqualize the power of man. O, my child! may you onc
day comprehend that the operation of this law of Providence
is favourable to you, since it throws you into the flock of sheep
which is at the right hand of Christ, and scparates you irom
the goats on hig left. My Maker! give me the strength and
wisdom necessary to make this child a man! for, to mnake him
a patrician, 1 should have had but to cross my arms and leave
riches to operatec by themselves. Now I have nced of light
and inspiration! Thou hast appointed me to fulfil this task
and thou wilt not abandon me!

‘“Lémor,” she wrote an instant afterwards, “my son is
ruined—his family is ruincd! My son is poor. Had he been
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rich, perhaps he would have been base and contemptible. fn
& poor man he must act 80 as to ennoble poverty. This com-
mission has been reserved for you by Providence. Now will
you ever talk of abandoning me? This child, who was here-
tofore a barrier between us, is he not now a tic the most
sacred ? Unless you no longer love me, at the expiration of
this year, what can now oppose our happiness? Have courage,
wmy friend, and go. In a year you shall return and rejoin me
in some thatched cottage of the Black Valley, not very distant
from the mill of Angibanlt.”

Marcelle wrote these few lines with exultation; only when
hor pen traced this phrase, “Unless you no longer love me at
the expiration of this year,” an almost imperceptible smile im-
parted to her features an ineffable expression. To explain this
note, she enclosed in it that of her mother-in-law, and, sealing
them up, she put them in her pocket, being fully persuaded
that at no distant period she should see the Miller again, and
perhaps Lemor himself, in that peasant dress which he worce
80 graccfully. .

The maniac slept the whdle of the day. She was in a fever;
yet she had never been exempt from fever for a single day for
the last dozen years; and this excessive depression, which she
bad ncver shown before, made them believe that a favourable
crisis had arrived. The doctor, who had been sent for from
the town, and who was in the habit of attending her, did not
consider her disorder to be more aggravated than usual. Rose,
much reassured, felt all the cheerfulness of youth revive
within her, and dcliberately dressed hersel with coquettish
care. She wished to attire herself simply, so as not to alarm
her fricnd in making too great a display of wealth, and yet shoe
desired to look to advantage also. She sought, therefore, the
most ingenious combinations, and succeeded in looking as
modest a8 a village maiden, and as beautiful as an angel of
Paradise. Although she might not have desired to render an
account of her thoughts in the midst of all her sorrow, she had
trembled a little at the idea of losing the merriment of the
day. At cighteen years of age it is scarcely possible to sur-
render without regret the bewildering a lover for a whole day,
and this fear had stolen into her mind, although unknown to
herself, and had mingled with the sincere and profound sorrow
which she experienced on her sister's account. When she en-
tered the church to attend high mass, Grand-Louis had been
leng watching for her entrance. He had placed himsclf in
such a position as not to lose sight of her for an instant. She
found-her way, as if by chance, closo to Grand’'Marie, and he
saw her tenderly put her handsome ghawl under his mother's
knees, in defiance of the good woman’s opposition to her
kindness. *

After the duties of the service were over, Rose adroitly took
the arm of her grandmother, who was accustomed to lcep
close company with her old friend, the Miller’s mother, when-
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dver she Lad the pleasure of meeting with her. This pleasure,
however, became every year more and more rare, a8 age ren-
dered the distance between Blanchemont and Angibault more
difticult for the two matrons to pags over. The grandmother
Bricolin loved a chat. ‘‘Being,” as she said, “continually re-
pulsed by her daughter-in-law, she had a perfect tide of words
to pour iuto the confiding bosom of the Miller's mother, who,
Iess communicative, but sincerely attached to the companion
of her youth, listened to her with patience, and answered with
judgment. *

In this manner Rose hoped to cscape for the whole day from
the superintendence of Madame Bricolin,and even from the
socicty of her other relatives, her grandmother loving much
better the company of the peasants, who were on an equality
with herself, than that of the upstarts of her family.

Under the old trees which crowned the rising ground, with
a charming view of the country spreading out before them, a
crowd of lovely girls were pressing round the musicians, who
were posted two and two upon trestles placed for the purpose
a little distance from each other; opening the campaign with
all the power both of arms and lungs, delivering themselves
up to the most jealous rivalry, each playing his tune at his own
rate, without disturbing themselves at the frightful discord
produced by this confusion of brawling instruments, and every
one of them exerting himself to contradict the time and tune
of his meighbour. In the midst of this musical chaos, the
dancers in the different quadrilles stood inflexibly to their posts,
never confounding the music for which their own party were
playing with that which was being thundered out a couple of
steps distant; never making a false step in marking the mea-
sure, but preserved from these crrors by the accuracy of the
ear and the power of babit. The surrounding shades echoed
with sounds no less heterogeneous: in one place, there was
singing at the highest possible pitch of the human voice; in
another, parties were talking of business mattess with passion-
ato excitement; some jingling glusses together in good fellow-
ship, others threatening to throw the tankards t each other’s
heads, the whole enhanced by the native gendagues, who made
their circuits with a paternal air through the midst of the
crowd, and whose presence sufficed to retain dhat peaceable
population within the bounds of order, as their words very
rarely ended in blows. .

The compact circle which had formed itself round the first
bourrces grew thicker still when the charming Rose opcne !:he
dance with the handsome Miller. They were the fincst-looking
couple at the fate, and their footsteps, at once so light and firm,
clectrified the beholders. The Miller's mother could not re-
frain from pointing them out to the grandmother Bricolin,
and she even added that it was a misfortune that these young
people, 50 good and £o handsome, were not destined for each
otlier.
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“ Fi¢ pour moi”’ (that is to say, for my part), replied the ¢1d
farmer's wife, ‘‘ I should not hesitate if 1 were mistress; for I
am sure that your son would make my grand-daughter happier
than she will ever be with another; I know very well that
Grand-Louis loves her, though he docs not wish to speak about
it. But what would you do, my poor Marie? At our house
we think of nothing but money. I was so stupid as to give up
everything to my son, and from that time they never listen to
a word I have to say, any more than if I were dead. If I
had acted otherwise®1 should have had the right of marrying
Rose according to, my own will, by giving her & marriage por-
tion. But as things are, I have nothing left but my good-will,
and that is a sort of moncy which does not pass for much
with us.” "

Notwithstanding theaddress which Rose had put in practice
in passing from one group to another to avoid her mother, and
to keep hersclf either side by side or opposite to her friend,
Madame Bricolin and her party succecded in joining and
surrounding her. Her cousins obliged her to dance with them
until she was exhausted, and Grand-Louis prudently removed
to a distance, feeling that if he werc involved in the slightest
quarrel, his passion would exceed his rcason. They had cn-
deavoured to open the attack by cutting witticisms, but the
clear and courageous glance of his large blue eyes, his calin
contempt and his gigantic stature, had at once, and with case,
subdued the insolence of the Bricolins. When he had retired,
they gave themselves up to the joy of their hearts, and Rose
was much surprigsed to hear her sistcrs, her sisters-in-law, and
her innumerable cousins, pronounce upon the Miller as they
gathered tound her, that this great fellow looked like a fool,
that he danced ridiculously, that he secmed to be puffed up
with pretensions, and that not any one among them would
dance with him for all the world. LRose was not without self-
love; and her family had too obstinately laboured to develope
this defect for her not to be subject to relapse into it some-
times. Her relations had done cverything in their power to
corrupt and debase her good and liberal nature, and if they
had failed of success, it was because there are some incorruptible
souls over which the spirit of evil cannot obtain the victory.
Now she could not avoid suffering some vexation at hearing
her lover so obstinately and bitterly aspersed. Her tempcer
was disturbed, and not daring to promise to dance with him
again, and doclaring that she had got the headache, she re-
turned to the farny, after having vainly sought Marceile, whose
influence over her, if it had DLeen cxerted, she fully believed
would soon have restored her courage and tranquillity.
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CHAPTER XXVIIL
THE COTTAGE.

MarceLre had been awaiting the Miller at the bottom of the
little hill, as it was thus that he had expréssly recommended.
Just on the stroke of two o’'clock she saw him enter within a
deeply-shaded enclosure, making her a sign to follow him. After
crossing one of the peasants’ little gardens, so ill kept and con-
scquently ro luxuriantly overgrown, she entered, gliding under
the hedge, into the yard of one of the poorest cottages of the
Black Valley. This yard was twenty feet long and six in
width, shut in on one side by the cottage, on the other sidec by
the garden, and at each end by palings of fagots covered with
straw, which served to keep in some fowls, two sheep, and a
goat; that is to say, all the riches of the man who gains his
bread only from day to day, and who possesses nothing more,
not even the pitiful cottage which he inhabits, or the narrow .
enclosurc which he cultivates: this is the true rustic pauper.
The interior of the house was quite as miserable as its ap-
proach, and Marcelle was touched to see by what excessive
cleanliness the courage of the woman struggled against the
horrors of that almost naked habitation. The rugged and un-
equal surface of the ground was perfectly.clear from cven a
grain of dust; the two or three articles of miserable furniture
were as bright and shining as if they had been varnished, while
the little earthen vessels, placed on shelves against the wall,
were washed and arranged with the utmost care. Among the
greater purt of the peasants of the Black Valley, the deepest
and fullest miscry is wisely and nobly concealed under con-
scientious habits of cleanliness and order. 'The poor rustic
there is tender and affectionate. Pcople might even cheerfully
live among these indigent inhabitants. They do not inspire
disgust, but intercst, and even a species of respect. How little
of the superfluitieg of the rich would it require to remove the
bitterncss of their life, which they conceal under the appearance
of poetical tranquillity !

This reflection struck Marcelle to the heart, when Piaulette
advanced to meet her with one child in her arms and three
others hanging on by her apron, all dressed in their Sunday
clothes, and clean and neat. ” This Piaulette (or Pauline) was
still young and bandsome, though worn down by a mother's
carcs, and privation of those things which are the real ne-
cessaries of life. Neither meat nor wine, not even vege-
tables, for & woman who was nourishing her child while she
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laboured. Yet, notwithstanding, all these children mifht
have bartered some of their glowing health to Marcelle, and
the mother had a smile of kindness and confidence upon her
pale and withered lips.

“Pray come in to us and sit down, madam,” said she, offer-
ing her a straw chair covered with a coarse hempen cloth
thoroughly well washed, “The gentleman on whose account
you have come has alrcady been here; and not finding you he
has gonc to take a turn among the people at the fate, but will
return directly. If I could offer you something in the mecan
time—here are freshly-gathered plums and nuts. Come, Grand-
Louis, i»my take some of the fruit from my garden yourself
algo. I wish I had it in my power to offer you a glass of wine;
but we have not the smallest quantity, as you know very well,
and if it were- not for you we should not always have bread.”

““ Arc you so very poor ¥’ said Marcelle, slipping a piece of
gold into the pocket of the little girl, who was touching with
astonishment her dress of black silk; ‘“ and does Grand-Louis,
who is not very rich himself, come to your assistance ?”’

‘‘He!"” replied Piaulctte, *‘ he is the best-hearted man that
God ever made! Without him we should have died of cold
and hunger three winters ago; but he gave us corn and wood,
and he lent us his horses when we were ill, and were obliged
to take a journey; he ——"

“That is quite cnough, Piaulette, to make me pass for a
saint,” said the Miller, interrupting her. * Truly it is a very
great thing on my part not to have abandoned so good a work-
man a8 your husband.”

‘“So good a workman!” said Piaulette, shaking her head.
“Poor dear man! M. Bricolin always says that he is idle be-
.cause he has not very much strength.”’

“But he does what he can. For my own part I like people
who work with a good will, and on that account I always cm-
ploy them.”

“1t is that which makes M. Bricolin say that you will never
be rich, and that you cannot have any sensc to cmpley people
in ill health.” .

‘“ Ah, well, if nobody will employ them they must die of
hunger. Fine reasoning that!”

‘“But you know,” said Marcelle, sorrowfully, “the sort of
moral which M. Bricolin would extract from that :(—‘ All the
worse for them!'” ) .

“Mamn.gelle Rosc is very good,” resumed Piaulette, “‘she would
if she could help all the unhappy. But she can do nothing,
poor young lady, but bring a littlc white bread by stealth to
make ment for the baby; and she will do that, though I do not
wish her, for if her mother saw her!—oh, the rough woman !
But such is the world, some good and some bad. Ah! herc is
M. Tailland coming. You have not had to wait & long time.”

“Piaulette, you kuow what I desired,” said the Miller,
patting his finger upon His lips.
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¢ Ol,” replied she, “I would rather cut my tongue out than
say a word.”

‘It is, you see, because ——' .

. You have no occagion to explain to me why or wherefore,
Grand-Louis. It is sufficient that you order me to be silent.
Come, children,” said she to the threc little ones who werc
playing at the door, “let us go and-see a little of the festival.”

“Thig lady has put a gold louis into the pocket of your
little girl,” said Grand-Louis to her in a low voice; it is not
to pay for your discretion, for she knows that you would not
sell it, but it is because she sees that you are in necessity. The
child might lose it, so take care of it yourself, but do not thank
her; the lady does uot like fine speeches, and you may sce
that because she did this out of charity in secret.”

M. Tailland was an honest man, and very active for a Ber-
vichon, sufficiently clever in business, and only a little too fond
of his ease. He liked comfortable easy-chairs, nice little lun-
cheons, good long dinners, well-made coffec, and smooth roads
ior his cabriolet. He had, however, found none of these things
at the Blanchemont féte ; and yet while railing against the plea-
sures of the eountry he would willingly have remained there a
whole day together to be of use to one, or to arrange the busi-
ness of another. In a quarter of an hour’'s conversation he
very quickly demonstrated to Marcelle the possibility, and
cven the probability, of selling her estate at a high price. But
as lo parting with it at once, and receiving immediate pay-
ment, he certainly was not of the same opinion as the Miller.

‘*“ Nothing can be done quickly in eur part of the world,”
said he; ‘ however, it would be very foolish not to try to get
fifty thousand francs more than the price offered by Bricolin.
I will certainly do my best to manage it. If I should not suc-
ceed during the next month, perhaps I might advise you, in
vour peculiar position, to concede this point. Bat I would bet
a hiundred to one, that Bricolin, who burns with impatience to
be lord of Blanchemont, will between this and then give up
the point, that is, if you know how to put on the appearance
of rigid determination—a barbarous quality, but very neces-
sary, and one that I see very clearly, madam, you are not
very well able to command. Now, will you sigh the power of
attorney that I have brought with me, and allow me.to go?
heeause 1 do not wish to have the appearance of having plotted
aguinst my colleagne, M. Varin, whom your:farmer would
most likely have induced you to choose as your man of
business.”

tirand-Louis reconducted the notary to the entrance of the
cnclosure, where they divided, and cach took his separate way
1t had becn arranged that Marcelle should leave the place
the Jast and alonc, & few minutes after the others, and th-at she
should draw the doors of the house quite close, so that if any
one were observing their movements, he might be induced
to believe that the housce was descrted.
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The door of the cottage was formed of & single piect of
wood, cut in two transversely, the upper part serving the pur-
pose of & window to give air and light. In the old-fashioned
cottages of our peasants, those of the most antiquated con-
struction, window casements independent of the door, and
furnished with glass, are unknown. 'The dwelling of Piaulette
had been built fifty years, and had been designed for the usc
of a somewhat more opulent class, yet now it could ouly be
ranked with the poorest, for in the present day the smallest
houses are built with glazed windows, and a door that will
lock ; but in the cottage of Iiaulette the door with its double
purpose closed both from within and without by the help of «
coret or wooden bolt, which is fastened into a hole in the wall,
from which come the old words coriller and decoritler, purport-
ing to shut and to open.

‘When Marcelle had thus shut herself in she found herself in
the deepest obscurity, and then she began to ask herself what
degree of intellectual existence could those people be supposecd
to enjoy, who, being too poor for the indulgence of a light, werc
compelled either to go to bed, or to pass the long winter nights
in darkness, and even to spend the day in that obscurity, to
preserve themselves from the severity of the cold.

‘I said to myself that I believed I was ruined,” thought she,
**because I was compelled to leave my gilded chamber go goftly
wadded and so richly hung with silk, and yet how many de-
grees in the scale of social existence must I travel over before
I reach this life of poverty, which differs so little fiom mere
animal existence! Here there is no medium between sup-
porting at all hours the severity of the climate, and of being
buried in the nonentity of idleness, like the sheep in his fold.
And how can this wretched family occupy themselves through
the long winter nights? In talking ? and of what can they talk,
cxecept of their privations? Ah! Lémor was right. I am still
too rich to dare to say to God that I possess nothing with
which to reproach myself!”

By this time the eyes of Marcelle had become accustomed to
the obscurity. 'The door closing imperfectly suffered the light
to penetrate through the crevices, and though vague and in-
distinet at first, it became gradually clearer. Struck with a
sudden pcrception, Marcelle trembled at discovering that she
was not alone in that chamber, bul her seccond emotion was
not caused by fear. Lémor was there. He had hid himself,
unknown to evcrybody, behind the scrge curtains of the bed,
encouraged by the hope of obtaining an interview with Mar-
celle, saying to himself that it was the last, and that aflerwards
he must depart.

“Since ybu are here,” she said to him, endcavouring to con-
ceal the pleasure and emotion of her surprise with a sort of
tender coquetry, I will tell you boldly of what I was think-
ing. 1f we were reduced to dwell in this cottage, could your
love withstand the sufferings of the day and the wearincss of
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" the zvening? Could you live deprived of your books, or unable

to usc them for want of a drop of oil in the lamp, or from the
inability to snatch time from incessant toil for their enjoy-
ment? After some years of weariness and privation of every
kind, would you still think this dwelling picturesque in its
dilapidation, and this life of poverty poetical in its simplicity ?”’

*The same thoughts have been passing in my mind, Mar-
celle, and I contemplated asking you the same questions. Could
you still love me if I were to drag you, in my Utopian views,
into a state of wretchedness like this?”

“T feel that I could, Lémor.”

‘ And why then do you doubt me? Ab, you are not sincere
in answering me thus.”

* Am 1 not sincere ' said Marcelle, placing both her hands
in those of Lémor. * My friend, 1 am resolved to be worthy of
you. It is on this account that I am anxious to sustain that
1omantic exaltation of mind which enables even a woman of
the world to affirm everything, to promise everything, even
though she would consider herself bound to nothing, and
should say on the next day, yesterday I composed a pretty ro-
mance.  for my own part, I never pass a day without severely
interrogating my own conscience ; and I believe I am sincere
in answering you that I can paint no situation to myself, wero
it cven a dungeon with all its horrors, where the power of suf-
icring could make me cease to love you.”

“Oh, Marcelle! dear and noble Marcelle! But why then do
you doubt me ?'

* Because the mind of man ig different from that of woman.
e ir accustomed to other aliments than those of tenderness
and solitude. Ho must be active, he must labour, he must
hope to be useful, not only to his family, but to the whole
human race.”

““Thus it is not a duty for him to precipitate himself volun-
tarily into the impotence of misery.”

“Do we live then in an age in which duties are contra-
dictory ? for only those can have strength of mind who have
the light of instruction, and only those can command instruc-
tion who possess the power of moncy: and yet all that is
acquired, all that is enjoyed, all that is possessed, is to the
injury of those who are unable to acquire or possess either
heavenly or earthly wealth.” g

“You judge me by my own Utopian schemcs, Marcelle. I
can give you no other answer, excepting that we live in an age
of extreme and inevitable inconsistency, in which kind -hearts
desire the good and are compelled to accept the evil. People
do not fail to find out reasons to prove each to himself, as do
all the happy of the age, that they ought to make it their aim
to refine and edify themselves, in order to qualify themselves to
become powerful and active instruments in the service of their
fellow-creatures; but to sacrifice themselves, to abase and
humble themselves like the first Christians in the deserts, that
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would be only to neutralize the strength and to stifle the light
which God has sent to man for his instruction and salvation.
But there is great pride in this reasoning, so just as it may
appear in the mouths of certain good and enlightened men.
It is the reasoning of the aristocracy. ‘Let us preserve our
wealth, that we may give alms,’ ray the devotees of your class.
‘It is we,’ say the heads of the Church, ‘whom God has ordaincd
to enlighten men.’ ‘Tt is we,” say the democrats, ‘we only.
whose duty it is to initiate the people into the rights of liberty.’
Yet see what the united powers of charity, education, and
liberty, have bestowed upon the unhappy! No; individual
charity can do nothing, the church will do nothing, and modern
liberality knows nothing. I feel my spirits sink and my heart
die within my breast, when I imagine what may be the issue of
the labryinth in which wo find ourselves involved, we and
others with us who are searching for the truth, and to whem
society only responds by contempt and menaces. Marcelle,
Mal.rcelle, let us love on, for the Spirit of God will not abandon
us 1

“Let us love on!” excluimed Marcclle, throwing hersclf into
the arms of her lover, “and leave me not, abanddn me not to
my ignorance, Lemor, for you have brought me forth from the
narrow sphere of .Cathelicisin, where I was peacefully rerting
my safety, placing the decision of my confessor above that of
my Saviour, and consoling myself with not being a Christian
to the very letter, because a pricst had said to me, ‘11 cst avec le
ciel des accommodements.’ You have opened to me a wider
sphere, and henceforth I shall never enjoy an instant of repose,
if y(ilu 'abamlon me without a guide in this pale twilight of the
truth.’

“And cven I know nothing,” replied Lemor, sorrowfully.
“T am but the child of my own day. I do not possess nkill
cnough to anticipate the future. I only know how to compre-
hend and reason on the past. Torrents of light have passcd
before me, and like all who have the ardour of youth and
purity of intention in our own day, I have rushed towards
those great lights which are able to undeceive us, and are yet
unable to give us trmth. I hate the wrong, T am ignorant of
the right. I suffer, ah! I suffer, Marcelle! and I find only in
you that beautiful ideal which I would see reign over the
earth. Oh! I love you with all the love which men are repul-
sing from the midst of them, with all the devotion which is
paralyzed in society, and which it refuses to receive, with all
the tenderness which it is impossible to communicate to others,
with all the, charity which God has implanted within me
both for you.and for them, but which you can only com-
prehend and feel like myself, while the rest of the world arc
insensible-and disdainful. Let us love on then, without cor-
Tupting @urselves by mixing with those who triumph and
without debasing ourselves with those who submit. Let us
love on, like two voyagers who cross the scas to conquer a
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new country,-a& new world, but without knewing whether they
shall ever reach it. Let us love on, not for the sake of being
happy in the égoisme & deuz, ag love is called, but to suffer to-
gether, to pray together, to seek together what we two poor
birds, e¢qually exposed to the storm, mmy be able to accomplish
day by day to conjure away the plague which disperses our
race, and to gather under our wings some worn-out fugitives,
sorrowful and apprehensive like ourselves.”

Lemor wept like a child as he folded Marcelle to his heart.
Marcelle, carried away by a glowing sympathy and an cnthu-
siastic respect, fell on her knees before him like a child at its
father’s fcet, saying—

* Save me, and do not leave me to perish! You have been
in this place some little while, and you have heard me consult
a man of business respecting affairs of money. I suffered
myself to be persuaded to struggle against poverty, to save my
son from ignorance and moral helplessness. If you condemn
me for this, if you cangprove to me that my son will be better
and greater by submitting to poverty, I may possibly find
the fearful courage to make him sufier in his body for the sake
of strengthening his soul.”

“ Oh, Marcclle!” exclaimed Lemor, forcing her to rise, and
in his turn thiowing himself upon his knees before her, “you
have all the strength and resolution of the greatest raints and
the loftiest martyrs of bygone times! But where are the
waters of baptism to which we may carry your child? The
church of the poor is not yet instituted, and they live dis-
persed in the absence of all doctrine, following every vailious
Inspiration. Some 1¢sign themselves through habit, some are
idolaters through stupidity, others are ferocious through ven-
geance, and others again are disgraced by all the vices of the
abandoned and the brutalized. We could not ask the first
beggar who passed by to lay his hand upon your son and give
hLim his blessing. "This beggar has suffered too much to love,
and perhaps he may even be a bandit. * Keep your child shel-
tered from evil as much as possible; tcach him the love of
virtue, and the necessity of enlightcnment. Perhaps light
may break on this generation. They may even one day
instruct us. Keep your fortune; how could I ever reproach
vou with it, when 1 sce that your heart is entirely detached
from it, and that you consider it as a deposit of which heaven
will require the account. Preserve the little gold which you
have left. The good Miller said the other day, ‘There are
some hands which purify, just as there are others which sully
and corrupt.” Let us love on, let us love on, and trust that God
will enlighten us when his own day shall come. And now,
adieu, Marcelle! T see that you wish that this effort of courage
to purt should come from me. It shall be so. To-morrow I
will leave this sweet and beautiful valley, where I have spent
two days so happily in spite of everything. In a year I will
return here again. Whether you ave in & palace or a cottage, I
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see clearly that I shall be impelled to prostrate myself at yopr
door, and hang up my pilgrim’s staff, never to resume it.”

Lémor withdrew, and a few moments after, Marcelle quitted
the cottage in her turn. But notwithstanding the precaution
which she had used to cover her retreat, she found herself face
to face at the edge of the enclosure with an ill-looking boy,
who was crouched behind a bush, apparently waiting for her
to pass. He looked at her fixedly with an air of cffrontery,
and then, as if he were delighted at having discovered her, he
sct off at a run in the direction of the mill, which is rituated
on the border of the Vauvre, on the opposite side of the road.
Mareelle thought that this disagreeable-looking object was not
wholly unknown to her: and after some trouble she recollected
that this was the patachon who had so recently lost his way
when he was driving her throuch the Black Valley, and who
had left her in the morass. 'T'he sight of his red head and
icalous c¢ye seemed to augur evil, and occasioned her some
anxiety, and the more so because she could not imagine what
interest this boy could possibly have irf watching her pro-
veedings.
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CHAPTER XXVIII,
THE FETE.

Tag Miller had returned to the dance, hoping to find Rose re-
lieved from what he disdainfully called her cousinasile; but Rose
was displeased with her relations, with the dance, and even
with herself.  She was experiencing some remorse at not hav-
ing had the courage to resent the taunts of her family.

Her father had taken her aside that morning. * Rose,” he
said to her, “ your mother has forbidden you to dance with
Grand-Louis of Angibault, but for my part I forbid you to offer
him such an afiront as to refuse him. He is an honest man,
incapable of compromising you; and, besides, who would ever
think of any connexion between you and him? That would
be too unsuilable, and, e jour d' ayjourd hui, no one would sup-
pose that a peasant would dare to reckon on a girl of your
rank. Dance with him, then. We must not mortify our in-
feriors: we have always nced of them one day or another; and
we ought to take the opportunity of attaching them to us when
it costs us nothing.”

‘ But my mother will scold me,” replicd Rose, happy at the
same time at being thus authorized, though wounded at the
motive which dictated it.

“ Your mother will say nothing about it. I have explained
the moral of the tale to her,” answered M. Bricolin.

And, in fact, Madame Bricolin had not made any observa-
tion. She had not dared to disobey her lord and master, who
permitted her to be as spiteful as she pleased to others, on the
single condition that she submitted to his will; but as he had
not judged it proper to instruct her in his views, and as she
was ignorant of the importance which he attached to pre-
serving an alliance with the Millevin this diplomatic affuir of
acquiring the Blanchemont domain, she had eluded his com.
mands, and her ironical condescension was far more vexatious
to Grand-Louis than the most open war.

Wearied with not seeing Rose, and reckoning upon the fa-
vour of her father, whom he had seen return to the farm,
Grand-Louis went there also, seeking a pretext to chat with
him, that he¢ might thus indulge himself with the sight of
the object of his thoughts. He was, therefore, very much sur-
prised to find M. Bricolin in his court-yard in deep consultation
with the Miller of Blanchemont, whose mill was situated at the
foot of the little hill just facing Piaulette’s cottage. This
was the more remarkable, as M. Bricolin had been only a few

N
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days before irreconcilably enraged against the miller, with
whom he had done business for some time, and who, according
to his account, had stolen his corn most abominably. This
miller, whether innocent or guilty, very much regretted having
lost the custom of the farm, and had sworn vengeance and
hatred against Grand-Louis. He had only waited for an op-
portunity to injure him, and now he had found it. The land-
lord of his mill was none other than M. Ravalard, to whom the
Miller of Angibault had sold Marcclle’s caleche. Proud and
happy at displaying his carridge-before his tenants, M. Rava-
lard, in passing, thought hLe would give a master's glance
at propeity which he possessed at Blanchemont; but, not
having a servant competent to drive a pair of horses, he had
1equired the abilitics of the red-headed patachon, whose occu-
pation was that of a driver, and who boasted that he pex-
icutly knew the roads of the Black Valley. M. Ravalard bad
arrived, if not without trouble at least without accident, on the
morning of the féte-day. He had put up his horses at the inill,
Dbat had not had his carriage placed in o coach-house, in order
that the whole company on the top of the hill might contem-
plate its grandeur and know to whom it belonged.

The sight of that brilliant equipage bad alrewdy greatly
jaundiced the mind of M. Bricolin, who detested M. Ravulard,
his rival in landed property in the communce. He had de-
scended by the road along the Vauvre, on purpose to criticise
and examine the caleche. The miller, Grauchon, the rival ot
Grand-Louis, had approached and entered into conversation
with him, wifhout appearing to rccollect this enmity; and he
had not lost the opportunity of insinuating the provocation
that his landlord stood in the highest position of the two, since
he rolled in his carrisge. Upon this, M. Bricolin began to un-
dervalue the vehicle, saying that it was nothing but an old one
of the prefect’s which had been mended and painted up—a
mere wheelbarrow, and without solidity; and that in all like-
likood it would not leave the Black Valley quite so tlauntingly
as it had entered. Grauchon defended the discerument of his
landlord, and the quality of his purchase, saying that it Lad
belonged to Madame de Blanchemont, and that Grand-Louis
Lad in this case acted as her commissioner. M. Bricolin, sur-
priged and provoked, listened to all the details of the transac-
tion, and was convinced that the Miller of Angibault had de-
cided M. Rayalard to snatch at that object of luxury, Ly telling
him that it would eurage M. Bricolin to see it in his possession.
All this was unfortunatcly but too true. M. Ravalard had
been talking the whole length of the road with the patachon.
The'latter, being desirous of keeping in his good graces. and
sceing hisemploycer intoxicated with the possession of bis new
carringe, spoke to him of nothing clse. He had never scen
anything so beautiful, so light, and so easy to drive, as that
caleche. 1t must have cost at least four thousand francs, and
was worth double in the country. M. Ravalard, flattered Ly
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thg simple admiration of his conductor, had entered confiden-
tially into the details of the affair; and the latter, while break-
fagting at the Blanchemont mill, had indulged in boasting to
the miller Grauchon of what he knew. Finding that Grand-
Louis was looked upon there both with hatred and cnvy, he
had cxaggerated every circumstance, as much for the pleasure
of exciting jealousy and gaining attention, as on account of the
ill-will which he nourished against Grand-Louis for his cutting
raillery on the day of his adventure in the morass.

A few moments after M. Bricolifi had quitted Grauchon with
a frowning brow and a surly air, the miller saw Grand-Louis
aud Marcelle enter the cottage of Piaulette. He was struck
with the apparent mystery of this meeting, and he racked his
brain to find some new occasion of injury to his enemy. He
placed the patachon in ambuscade, and, at the end of an hour, he
knew that Grand-Louis, an unknown person, who looked like
the miller's new man, the young lady of Blanchemont, and
M. Tailland the notary, had been all shut up in grand consul-
tation in the cottage of Piaulette; that cach of them had left
the place separately, taking great, though, as it proved, useless
precautions Lo escape observation; in short, that they were
weaving some plot—something most probably connected with
money, as the notary was mixed up with the transaction.
Grauchou was not ignorant that the honest attorney was the
detestation and the terror of M. Bricolin. Guessing about half
the truth, he hastcned to go and complaisantly inform Brico.
lin of all the details, and to compliment him on the way in
which the Miller of Angibault promoted his interests. This
was the intcresting conversation that Grand-Louis interrupted
on entering the court-yard of the farm.

Under any other circumstances, our honest Miller would have
gong straight up to his accuser, and compelled him to give an
cxplanation; but seeing Bricolin rudely turn his back upon
him, and Grauchon survey him with an air of mingled sullen-
ness and irony, he inquired with some anxicty what serious
affair could have arisen between two men who, the wery night be-
fore, ne se seraicnt pas donné un coup de bonnel derridre Ueglise. that
is to suy, who would not have bowed to each other bad they met
face to face in the narrowest strect of the town. “Grand-Louis
could not imagine what it could be that was thms being dis.
cussed between theimn, nor even whether he himself, were or were
not the subject of this private conversation ; but Kis eonscience
certainly offered him some reproaches. He bhad endeavoured
to play a delicate game with M. Bricolin. Instead of repulsing
with contempt the offer of money which the latter had mado
to him to promote his interests to the detriment of those of
Marcelle, he had pretended to fall in with hig vicws for the sake
of a dance or two with Rose. He had suficred M. Bricelin to
hope that he was co-operating with him, while to avenge the
ilnsult of these offers, he had practised wpon him and deeqived

him,
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‘I richly descrve,” thought he, “that my fine invention
should be exposed. This is the result of finessing. My mother
always used to tell me that it was one of thc customs of the
country that always brought down misfortune, and yet 1 have
not been able to keep mysclf out of it. If T had shown myseclf
an honest man to this worthless farmer, such as T am at the
bottom of my heart, he might have hated me, but he would
have respected and perhaps feared me also, which he cannot
do now, if he discover that I have been talking like a Marchois
Grand-Louis, my friend, you ‘have acted like a fool! Al bad
actions are stupid: may they never recoil npon yourself.”

Tormented, alarmed, and discontented with himself, he went
to rejoin his mother on the little hill, and to proposc to recon-
duct her to Angibault. Vespers were over, and Grand’ Maric
had already said farewell to her neighbours, and had desired
Johnny to tell his master to amuse himself a little longer, bt
not to return too late.

Grand-Louis knew not how to profit by this permission. En-
grossed by a thousand anxictics, he wandered about until the
sun had set, without enjoyment, waiting to sce whether Rose
would reappear, or whether her father would retrn and let
him understand the position of affairs.

When evening approaches the inhabitants of the hamlet
amuse themselves much better than during the day of the
féte. The gendarmes, tired of doing nothing, begin to take
their horses and depart. The people of the town and the ad-
jacent neighbourhood mount their vehicles of cvery possible
description, not wishing to be out in the bad roads during the
darkness of the night. The little merchants pack up their
baggage, and the curé goes gaily to supper with a few of his
brethren, who have come to look at the dancing, sighing per-
haps at not being able to take part in that culpable pleasure.
The inhabitants of the place are thus left alonc at last in pos-
session of the place, with the musicians, who perhaps have
made no great profit of the day, and who are desirous of in-
demnifying themsclves by prolonging it. Then cverybody
knows each other; and once in motion, they reward them-
selves for having been dispersed, looked at, and perhaps
laughed at, by the strangers; for in the Black Valley they call
cverybody a stranger who lives more than a leaguu from the
place. Then all the remaining portion of the population
begin to dance, cven the clder members of the familics, and
friends who have not darcd to show: themselves in its mazes
during the zcnith of the day: even the fat servant of the
cabaret, who had becn exerting herself from the carliest morn-
ing in serving the customers, tucked up her smoky apron that
she might enter into the spirit of the dance, and flutter about
with graces certainly obsolete. Even the little hunchbacked
tailor, who would have made the young girls blush, now whis-
bers in their ears * that at night all cats are grey.”

Rose, tired of heing out of temper, returned with the desire
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6f amusing herself, when all her relations had taken their de-

arture. Before retracing her way to the féte, however, she

1ad gone to puy a visit to the lunatic, who had slept the en-
tirc day under the guardianship of Chounette. Having entered
softly into her chamber, she found her risen, and sitting upon
the bed with an air pensive and almost calm. For the first
time, for a long period, Rose ventured to touch her hand and
ask her how she found herself; and for the first time, for a
dozen years, the idiot did not withdraw hLer hand, nor turn
away from the bed-side with ill humour.

‘ My dear sister—my good Bricoline!” repeated Rose, encou-
razed and joyful, “do you feel better ?”

“1 feel well,”” replied the idiot, in a quick voice. *On
awakening I have found that which I have been looking for
for the last fifty four years.”

‘ And what have you becn looking for, my dearest ?”’

“1 have been looking for affection!” replied Bricoline, in a
strange tone, and putting her finger upon her lips with a my-
sterious air; “I have looked everywhere—in the old chiteau,
in the garden, in the borders of the stream, in the hollow ways,
and all over the warren. But it is not there, Rose, and you'll
not find it yourself! It is shut up in a great subterranean
place, which is under this house, and it will be found beneath
the ruins.  This information came to me while I was aslecp—
for while I am sleeping I am always thinking and looking. Be
quiet, Rosc, and leave me alone. This night—not later than
this night—I shall find this affection, and I will give you a part
of it. And then too we shall be rich!  Au jour d’aujourd’ hui,
as that gendarme says that they have put here to guard us, we
arc 80 poor that nobody wighes for us. But to-morrow, Rose,
not later than to-morrow, we shall both be married—I to
Paul, who has become king of Algiers, and you to that man
who carries the sacks of wheat, and who always looks at you
s0 much. I shall make him my prime minister, and his em-
ployment shall be to burn that gendarme in a small fire, who
is always saying the same thing over again, and who has made
us suffer so much. But keep silence, and don’4 tell anybody.
It is a great sccret, and the fate of the African war depends
upon it.” ' .

pThis strange sort of discourse very much alarmed Rose, and
she dared not make her sister any reply, for féar of exciting
her more and more. She would not leave her, until the doc-
tor, whom they expected at that hour, had armived, and she
even forgot her desire to dance, and remained dejected at the
bed-sidc of the idiot, her head hanging down, her hands crossed
upon her knees, and her heart full of sorrowful tenderness.
There was & striking contrast between the two sisters; the ohe
s0 awfully emaciated by suffering—so repulsive in her self-
abandonment; the other so much adorned—so brilliant in the
bloom of her beauty : and yet there was a resemblance in their
features. The hearts of both were oppressed, though in diffe-
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rent degrees, with une amour contrarite, as they say in tho
country; both were grave and sorrowful. The least dejected
of the two was, however, the idiol, who was revolving in her
wandering mind strange hopes and fantastic projects.

The doctor arrived exactly at his time. e examined the
idiot with the species of apathy which a man feels who has
nothing to hope, and nothing to attempt, in a case long since
considered desperate.

“The pulse is the same,” said he; “she has undergone no
alteration.”

“ Excuse me, doctor,” said Rose, drawing him aside; “there
is an alteration since last night. Her cries. her sleep, and her
manner of speaking. are all diflercut from ber usual way. T
assure you she is undergoing a revolution.  To-night she has
been endeavouring to colleet and express her ideas, although
they are the ideas of delirium. Is this a bad or a good sy mp-
tom in her general state®  What do you think?”

“I think nothing of it,” 1eplied the doctor. “Teople must
expect all sorts of things in these maladies, but they can fore-
see nothing. Your family has done wrong in not having made
the necessary sacrifices for sending your sister into one of the
establishments where the professional men have especially de-
voted themselves to this peculiar class of cases. For my part,
T have never boasted of being able to cure them, and I think
cven those most highly qualified cannot be answerable for a
patient of this sort for a day together. It is too late now, the
time has passed. All that I hope is, that her mania for silence
and solitude may not degenerate into a state of fury. Avoid
contradicting her, and do not make her speak, in order that
her thoughts may not become fixed upon one single object.”

‘“ Alas!’ said Rose, “I dare not contradict you, and yet it is
fearful to live always alone, afraid of everybody! And now,
when she scems at lnst to look for some sympathy, somnc pity,
must we oppose to this craving of the atfections an icy silence ?
Do you know what she said to me just now? She said that
since the time that she has been mad (and she pretended that
it was fifty-four years), she had been occupied in looking for
affection.”

‘““ Poor girl! it is certain that she has found but little!”

“ And did she say this in reasonablo lan, e !’

‘“Alas! no; she mingled it with ftightfﬂii‘:lgene, and terrible
menaces.”’

“You see, then, that these effusions of her delirinm are more
dangerous than salutury. ‘Lrust me, it is better to legfe her to
herself; apg, if she wishes to go out, put no restraint upon her
usual habit. Tt is only in this way that we can prevent the
crisis of last night from returning.”

Rose ebeyed with regret ; but Marcelle, who desired to with-
draw intaher chumber to write, und who saw that ber young
friend wax thoughbtful and dejected, entreated her to go and
amuse herself, and promised that at the fitst sound, or the first
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gymptom of agitation in her sister, she would send angd warn
her by the little Fanchou.  Besider, Madame Bricolin was en-
aaged in the house, and the grandmother pressed Rose to go
with her, and dance another bourrée under her own eyes before
the closing of the festival,

“You must think,” said she, * that T count the fete-days now,
and that cvery year I ray to myself that perhaps I may never
see the next. T must see you danee again, and enter into
the amusement of the day, or clse it will lcave sorrowful
thonghts upon my mind, and 1 shall picture to myself that it
will bring me some niisfortune.”

Rone had not taken three steps upon the little hill before she
fonnd Grand-T.ouis at her side.

“ Madcemoiselle Rose,”” said he, “has your father heen saying
anything against me ?”

*No. On the contrary, he almost ordered me this morning
10 dance®with you.”

** But—since this morming ¢ :

“1 have scarcely seen him: he has not spoken to me.  He
seems to be very much engrossed with business.”

*Come, Grand-Touis,” said the grandmother, “why don t
vou dance with Rore 7 Don’t you see that she wishes it ?”?

¢ Is that true, Mamseclle Rose P’ said the Miller, taking the
hand of the young girl. “llave you any fancy to dance with
me again to-night ¢

I rather wish to dance,” she replied, with a nonchalance
rather provoking.

“If with any other rather than with me,” said Grand-
Louis, pressing Rose's arm against his own agitated heart:
‘tell me, that I may seek him.”

“That is as much as to say, that you wish it may not be
with you,” replied the malicious girl, pausing in her way.

“You think so?’ said the Miller, in”a transport ot love.
“Ah, well! you shall see whether my limbs are benumbed.”

And he hurried her, he almost carried her into the middle
of the dance, where, in a mement’s time, both of them had
forgotten their vexations and anxieties, gliding lightly over the
green turf, and clasping cach other's hand a little more closely
than the requirements of the bourrée altogether gxacted.

But this intoxjcating dance was not ended when M. Bricolin,
who had watched the opportunity of making theaffront he was
about to offee, moro marked, in the face of the whole village,
rushed into the midst of the dancers, and stopped with a ges-
ture tT bagpipe-player, the sound of whose instrument would
have dfowned his voice.

“My child!"” he exclaimed, seizing Rose’s arm, ‘ you are an
honest and respectable girl, and you must never dance with
people that you don't know.” .y

“Mademoirelle Rose is dancing with me, M. Bricolin !"" re-
plied Grand-Louis, greatly excited.

+ It is on that account that I forbid her, as 1 forhid you, to
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your face, to take the liberty of asking her, or of ever speakiny
a word to her, or of ever entering my door, or "

The thundering voice of the farmer was stifled by this ex-
cuess of eloquence, and his passion was making him stutter,
when Grand-Louis stopped him.

‘M. Bricolin,” said he, ‘‘ you have the rights of a father over
your daughter, and the rights of a master over your own house
to forbid me its cntrance ; but you have no right to offer me an
insult in public, before you have given me an opportunity of
private explapation.’”

“T bave a right to do cverything that I choose!” replied
Bricolin, highly exasperated; ‘‘ and 1 say to a worthless fellow
all that [ think of him.”

“To whom do you say that, M. Bricolin *’ demunded Grand.-
Louis, whose eyes flashed lightning, although he had said to
himself at the commencement of that scenc, ** Now it comes!
1 have got what 1 deserve up to a certain point,” although it
was impossible for him patiently to support such an outrage.

“T say it to whoever I think fit,” replied Bricolin, with a
majestic air, though at the bottom he felt very suddenly inti-
wmidated.

“1f you speak to your own cap, it is of little consequence,”
replied Grand-Louis, endeavouring to moderate his own in-
dignation.

“Look at this madman!’ replied M. Bricolin, drawing
back into the crowd of curious auditors who were pressing
round him. “Does not everybody see that he is insulting me,
because 1 hawve forbidden him to speak to my daughter; and
have I not the right 27 -

““Yes, ver! you have certainly the right,” replicd the Miller,
-forcing himself to retire,  but not without telling me the reason ;
%ndé shall require it from you when we arc both in cooler

lood.”

“Do you threaten me, you pitiful fellow ?”” exclaimed Bri-
colin in alarm, and calling upon the crowd as witnesses. “ He
threatens me !” he added in an emphatic tone, as if to invoke
the assistance of his neighbours and servants against a man so
dangerous.

“God keep me from it, M. Bricolin!” said Grand-Louis,
shrugging his shoulders; *you will not hear me —"'

‘Noj; T will not hear you. 1T will hear nothing from a false
and ungrateful friend. Yes,” added he, obscrwing that this
reproach excited in the Miller more sorrow than passion, “I
tell you that you are a false iriend—a Judas !’

*“A Judas? No, for I am not a Jew, M. Bricolin.”

“I don't kuow that!”. replied the farmer, who found the
arcatest courage when his adversary appeared the weakest.

“ Ah, Roftly, if you please !’ replicd Grand-Louis, in a toue
that at once silenced him.  “No big words! I respect your
age; 1 respect your mother and yowr daughter ulso, perhaps
wmore than [ respect yourself; but I will not answer for myself
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if*you go too far. I could easily retort upon you, and make
you scc that if T have done a little wrong you have done a great
onc. Let us both be silent. Believe me, M. Bricolin, we may
be hurried on further than we wish to go. I shall come and
speak to you, and you will hear me.”

‘ You shall not come to my housc! If you do come, I will
turn you out with disgrace!” ¢xclaimed M. Bricolin, when he
saw that the Miller had got beyond the reach of hearing. “ You
are nothing but a pitiful fellow—a cheat, a swindler!”

Rose, who, pale and frozen with terror, had remained mo-
tiouless on the arm of her father until that moment, was sud-
denly scized with an cnergetic impulse, of which she could not
have believed hersclf capable a moment before.

“Yather,” said she, withdrawing him forcibly from the
crowd, ‘you are in a passion, and you say that which you do
not think. It ig privately, in your family, that, if necessary,
you shonld explain yourself, and not before all the world.

.What you are doing now is very injurious and disagrecable to
me, and shows that you are not very anxious to make me be
respeeted.”

“You! you!" said the furmer, astonished and even subdued
by the courage of his daughter. “There is nothing against
you in all this—nothing that can make people bring you into
the question. T allowed you to dance with that miserable fel-
low. T thought it nothing but what was natural and obliging,
ax everybody else would have believed it. Idid not know then
that that man was a scoundrel, a traitor, a "

* Anything you like, father, but that is sufficient,” said Rose,
clinging to his arm with the strength of a rebellious child.

And she succeeded in dragging him towards the farm.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE TWO SISTERS.

Mapaur BricouN did not expect to see everybody veturn so
soon. Her husband had consigned her to the house, and had
Jeft her without tclling her of the outrage which he meditated.
He did not wish that she should make her appearance, and
lessen the cffect of the majesty of the part he was about to play
in public by her loud vociferations. Thus, when she saw him
return crimson with passion, out of breath, muttering to him-
sclf, and dragging Rosc upon his arm, very much excited but
very much dejected also, with great tears in hier eyes whichi she
was unable to repress, while her grandmother followed them,
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clasping her hands together with an air of consternation, %he
recoiled with surprise at first, but afterwards raiscd ber candle
to look them-more searchingly in the face.

“ What is the matter ? said she; * what has happened ?”

“The matter is, that my von has done very wrong, and that
he talks irrationally,” said the grandmother, dropping into o
chair.

‘“Yes, yes! that is the burden of the song,” said the farmer.
who at the sight of his betier-half gave up a part of his passion.
But we have bad chattering enough. Is the supper ready’
Come, Rose, are you hungry ?”

““No, father,’ replicd Rose, shortly.

“Have I tuken away your appetite 77

“Yes, father.”

Do you mean this as a reproach, then ?"

* Yes, father, I confess it.”

“Ah! you say so—do you then, Rose ?’ replied the farmer,
who condescended to his danghter as much as was possiblg
with him, but for tho first time, raw her a little disposed to
revoll against him. * You tuke upon yoursell to speak in a
way that will not do for me. De you know that 3our ill-
humour makes me suspect you of something that I hope yon
would not wish me to think.”

“Bpeak ! speak ! father. Say what you think. If you arc mis-
taken, it is my duty to justify myself.”

T gay, daughter, that you will get but poor thanks for taking
the part of a clown of a Miller, on whose shoulders 1 will break
my cane one of these fine 1nornings, if he comes roaming round
my house.”

‘‘Father,” roplicd Rose, with'warmth, “ I dave tell you mysclf,
even though you should break your cane over my own shoul-
ders, that all this is cruel and unjust, and that you have dis-
graccd me, in making me serve as the occasion of your taking a
public revenge, as if 1 were responsible for the injuries which
may, or may not, have been done towards you ; while at least
all this inflicts great pain upon me, and wounds my grand-
mother, as you may plainly sece.”

“Yes, yes; T am both vexed and gricved,” said the Grand-
mother Bricolin in her frank, free tone, which, however, con-
cealed great softness and goodness of heart (and in this Rosc
resembled her, having both quickness of speech and teuder-
ness of goul). ‘It wounds me to the heart,” continued the
old woman, “to see an honest youth so ill-treated and
abused, that I love almost as well as one of my own children,
and the more so that I have been friends with his mother for
more than sixty years, and with all his family-—a family of
good people: yes! and to whom Grand-Louis will ncver bring
disgrace.”

‘“Oh! and is it then on account of this handsome gentleman
that yonr mother is grumbling ?”” raid Madame Bricolin to her
husband, “and that your daughter is crying? Look at ha
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ifiere !—all in tearg! Ay, indeed! you have got into a pretty
business, M. Bricolin, with your fricndship for that great ass!
Now you see what reward you have ; ot! 1 declare it is a shawne
to see your mother and your daughter take his part against
you, aveiflowing with tears, as if—as if—— No; [ will not
say another word! 1 Dlush for them!”

** Sy everything that you think, mother !” exclaimned Rose,
now truly irritated. “Since everything bhas been so well
contrived to hmniliate me to-day, why stop at anything? I
an quite ready to answer geriously and sinecrely, if Tam ques-
tioned upon my feelings for Grand-Louis.”

“And what are your sentiments, mademojgelle 17 said the
farmer, violently irritated. * Tell us that™ quickly, if you
please, since your tongue scems to itch to do so!” .

“My feelings ave those of a.sister and a frieud,” replied
Kose, " and nobody shall make me change them.”

‘“ A sister! the sister of a miller!” said M. Ihicolin, sneering
and imitating Rose's voice. A friend! the friend of a pea-
sant! Here is fine language, and very proper language for a
girl like you! 'I'nunder strike me if au jour &awourd un the
young girls are not all mad. Rose, you talk asthey would talk
in the mad-houses.”

At this moment piercing cries bwst from the chamber of
the maniac. Madame Bricolin trembled, and Rosce grew pale
as death.

“ Listen, father!” said she, sharply scizing M. Bricolin’s arm.
 Listen attentively, and dare not to laugh again at the mad-
ness of voung girls. Jesting about these mad-houses, you only
scem to forget that a girl of our rank may so yield to her pas-
sion, for a man without fortune, as to fall into a state worse
than dcath!”

*“Thus, then, sho avows it! she proclaims it!” exclaimed
Madame Bricolin, divided between rage and despair. *‘ She
loves Ithirs clown, and she thrcatens us with tumming like her
sister!” .

“Rose! Rose!”’ said M. Bricolin, terrified, “be silent; and
you, Thibaude, go and lock after Bricoline,” hesadded, n an
imperious tone. v

Madame Bricelin withdrew. Rose remained standing, her
countenance bewildered, herself affrighted at what she had
been saying to her father. . o

‘“ My duughter, you areill,” said M. Bricolin, With emotion.
¢ You must return to your senses.”’ 3 L.

““You are sight, father; I am ili!” said Rose, melting into
tears, and throwing kerself into her father's arms.

M. Bricolin had been alarmed, but it was impessible for him
to soften into tenderness, He embraced Rose ag a child who
wag to be pacified, not as a daughter who was to be tenderly
loved. He was vain of her beauty, her understanding, and
still more of the riches with which he could endow her, He
would have preferred to have seen her established in the world
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scnseless and ugly, but inspiring envy from her wealth, rather
than poor and perfect, and inspiring pity. .

* Child,"” said he, “you have not common sense to-night.
Go to bed, and turn this miller and your fine friendship out
of your head together. It is true that his sister nursed you,
but, parbleu! she has been well paid. It is true, too, that this
youth has been the companion of your childhood, but he was
our servant, and he only did his duty in amusing you. Ifit
please me to drive him away au jour d aujourd huz, because he
has played me a villanous trick, it is your duty to believe that
T am right.”

* Oh, father!” said Rosc, weeping and still in the farmer's
arms, “you will revoke this command. You will permit him

. to justify himself, for he is not guilty ; that is impossible, and you
would not compel me to insult the friend of my infancy and
the son of his good mother, who loves me 8o much.”

“ Rose, all this begins to tire mc extremely,” replied Brico-
lin, shaking off the caresses of his child. * It is too ridiculous
for us to make a family quarrel of the expulsion of this knave!
Come, pray let uws have peace. Listen to your poor sister’s
bawling, and don't think so much about a stranger, when we
have such trouble in “the house already.”

“Oh! if you think that I do not hecar my sisler’s voice,”
said Rose, with a fearful expression of countenance; *“if you
think that her cries say nothing to my soul, you deceive your-
sclf, father. I hear her, and I think too.”

Rose went tottering out of the room, but as she went to-
wards her sister’s chamber they heard her fall upon the floor
of the corridor. The two dames Bricolin ran to her in alarm.
Rosc had fallen into a swoon that resembled death.

Rose was hastily carried into the apartment where Marcelle
was occupied in writing while awaiting her return, without
for a moment suspecting the storm that had burst over her

oor friend. She lavished on her the most tender cares, and
it was she alono who had the presence of mind to send into
the village to ascertain whether the doctor had yet departed.
He-came, and found the young girl in a state of catalepsy.
Her limbs werce stiffened, her teeth closed, her lips livid.
Consciousness returned after the application of some of his
prescriptions, but her pulse passed gom the frightful lethargy
of inaction to a rate of the wildest rapidity. Fever burned
in her large black cyes, and she talked wildly without know-
ing of what. Struck with hearing the name of Grand-Louis
vepeatedly and tenderly pronounced, Marcclle succeeded in
withdrawing her alarmed relatives from the chamber and re-
mained with her alone, while the doctor cransferred himself
to that of Mademoiselle Bricolin the elder, who began to show
some symptows of the return of the fury of the preceding night.

“ My dear Rose,” said Marcelle, pressing her young com-
pauion in her arms, “ you are in trouble, and that is the cause
of yom illuess.  Compose yourself; to-morrow you shall con-
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tidg everything to me, and I will do everything that is possible
to remove your prief. Who knows but I may be able to find
the means!” .

*“ Ah, you arc an angel!” replied Rose, throwing herself upon
her bosom; “Dbut youcan do nothing for me! Al is lost! all
is torn away! Louis is turned out of the house: my father, who
sanctioned him this morning, hates him to-night. Indecd I
am very unhappy !’

“ You love him, then!” said Marcclle, in astonishment.

“Do I love him?’ exclaimed Rose. *Can I help loving
him ? How can you doubt it ?”’

* Last night, Rose, you did not admit it

* Perhaps I did not; and perhaps I never should have done so
if they had not persccuted him, and if I had not been driven
to extremity, as 1 have heen to-day. Think,” said she, speak-
Ing with impetuosity, and pressing both her hands upon her
burning brow, * that they should have eudeavoured to humble
him helore me, to disgrace him in my eycs, because he is poor
and darcs to love me.  This morning, when they heaped ridi-
cule upon him, I was cowardly. 1 felt angry, but I dared not
show it. I suffered him to be vilified without dreaming of
defending him, and I almost blushed for him. When 1 came
home, seized so suddenly with that violent pain in my head,
I asked myself if 1 should have the fortitude to encounter so
many insults for his sake. I figured to mysclf that I would no
longer love him; and then it seemed to me that 1 must die;
that this house, which has always looked so beautiful in my
cyes, because I have been brought up in it, and have always
found myself so happy in it, became dismal, diragreeable, sor-
rowful, and ugly, as it must, without doubt, appear to you. T
imagined myself in a prison; and to-night, when my poor
sister suid to me, in her madncss, that our father was a gen-
darme, who kept watch over us to make us suffer, there was a
moment when I myself was mad also, in which I pictured to
myself that I beheld all that my sister saw. Oh! it was that
which has made me ill. And when I returned to reason, I
felt that without my poor Touis there was for me nothing
agrecable, nothing endurable in life. It was beoause I love
him that I have until this day so cheerfully borne all my
troubles, the terrible temper of my mother, the insensibility of
my father, the burden of our wealth, which only makes us
unhappy and excites the jealousy of those around us, and
the spectacle of the frightful maladies of my sister and my
grandfather, which have been daily hefore my cyes for so lung
a time.  All this appears to me hideous when 1 view it alone
—daring to love no more, and forced to submit to cverything,
without the consolation of being adored by a being, hand-
some, noble, excellent—whose attachment recompenses me
for all. Oh! it is impossible! T love him, and I will
ucver again attempt to cure myself of this passion. But I
shall die, as you will sec, Madame Marcelle; for they have
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driven him away, and I shall kave much to suffer, for they
are pitiless. 1 can never see him again; for, if I spoke to him
in secret, they would scold and ridicule me until they would
turn my head, my poor head, which I believed to be so sound, so
strong, and which now is so distracted with pain that it scems
as if it would split. Oh! I would not leave mysclf to grow
like my sister; have no fear of that kind for me, my dear
Madame Marcelle! I would sooner kill myself if I felt this
malady gaining upon me. But it is not gaining upon me; it
is not, indeed!  Yet, when I hear her ery it breaks my heart,
and my blood changes from fire to ice. Ah, sister! poor
sister! we have the same blood within us, and we participate
in one disorder, in our bodics the same as in our souls. Oh,
beaven, madam! oh, heaven! do you hear her? Stay! they
have shut the doors close, but I hear he:r still; 1 hear her
always! How she suffers! how she loves! how she screams!
My sister! oh, my poor friend! that used to be so beautiful, so
sensible, so gentle, so cheerful! and who now howls like a
wolf " .

Poor Rosc burst into sobs, and gradually these tears, which
had been a long time suppressed by a violent effort of de-
termination, changed first into inarticulate crics, but after-
wards into picrcing shrieks. Her countenance changed, her
cyes 10lled, 8o that now the white and now the pupil seemed
fost. She almost squeczed Marcelle’s arms to breaking with the
violent pressure of her hands; and she finished by hiding her
face in her pillow and shrieking in a distracting manner, imi-
tating, by an irresistible instinct, the fearful crics of her un-
happy sister.

The family, struck by that ill-boding echo, quitted the clder
to hasten 1o the younger sister, The doctor hastened also;
and, knowing what had passed, did not attribute this violent
attack of the nerves merely to the impression produced upon
the imagination of Rose by the insanity of hoer elder sister.
He succeeded in calming her; but when he found himself
again alone with the Dricolins, be spoke to them with much
severity.

“You have committed a great imprudence,” he said to
them, “in bringing this young girl up within sight of such a
sorrowful spectacle. It will be well if you can avert the cvil
by sending the eclder sister to a lunatic asylum, and by mar-
rying the younger to dissipate the melancholy which is now
overcoming her.”

“What! M. Tavergne; but certainly,” said Madame Bri-
colin, “our only desire is to sec her married.  She has had no
less than ten opportunitics; and ¢ven to-day we shave had her
cousin Honoré here, who wonld be a very suitable mateh, for
he will some duy have a hundred thousand crowns. If she
would have him he would desire nothing better, and neither
ghould we; but she will not even hear it spoken of, and she
has vefused cverybody that we have proposed to her.”
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‘,Perhaps that is because you have not proposed him who
pleased her,” replied the doctor.  “I know nothing abous it,
and I never meddle with your affairs; but you are perfectly
awarte of the cause of the misfortune of the other, and I strongly
advise you to manage differently with ti'is last.”

*Oh! this lust,” said M. Bricolin; “that would be too great
a pity. She is such a beautiful girl; is she not, doctor ?”

*“The other also was a beautiful girl, if you remember.”

“In ghort, sir,” said Madame Bricolin, more irritated than
convinced by the frankness of the doctor, “do you belicve
that my daughter will not retain her senses? The misfortunc
of the other is an accident caused by grief for the death of her
lover.”

*“But you had not given your permission for their mar-
vage.”’

*8ir, you know nothing abont it: we might perhaps have
allowed them to marry if we had known that the disappoint-
ment would have mado her so ill.  But Rose, sir, is a girl of a
stronger constitution, very reasonable; and, God be thanked,
this malady is not hereditary with ns. 'T'herc has never been
i linatic, that 1 know of, either in the family of the Bricolins
o1 in that of the Thibands. For my own part, my head has
alwiys been both cool and gtrong: 1 have other children who
are like me, and T cannot conceive any reason why Rose
should not be as sane as the rest.”

*You may think as you please,” replicd the doctor, “but I
assure yon that you will play a very losing game if you ever
thwart the inclinations of your youngest daughter. She pos-
Res30s @ nervous temperament, easily acted upon, and greatly
iescmbling that of her cldest sister. And, still further, if in-
sanity is not hereditary, it is contagious ——"

“Oh! we will send the other to an asylum; we have de-
cided upon that, whatever it may cost,” gaid Madame Bricolin.

* And nobody must contradict Rose; do you hear, wife ?"’
aid the farmer, filling his glass brimfull of wine, for the sake

" of deadening his seuse of his ®mestic annoyances. * There
wre some actors at Chatre, and we must take her to see a
comedy. We will buy her a new dress; two, if netessary.
Laekily we have the means to obtain her anything.”

M Dricolin was interruptecd by Madame de Blanchemont,
who came to demand a private interview.
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CHAPTER XXX, °
THE AGREEMENT.

“ M. Bricouix,” said Marcelle, fullowing the farmer into a soit
of dark and ill-arranged closet, where he kept his papers piled
up in the utmost confusion, together with varions imple-
ments of agriculture and samples of sceds, “are you disposcd
to listen to me with calraness and gentlencss 2’

The farmer nad drunk very ireely to give himself conrage,

-Dbefore he went to the little il to insult Grand-Louis. On
returning he had drunk still more to calm and refresh him-
self; and in the third nlace, he had drunk to charm away the
gorrows which were gathering around him, and to chase awiy
the gloomy thouguts which were gaining ground upon him.
His china pitcher ornamunted with its blue flowers, was
always standing upon the kitchen table, and nsually served to
sustain his spirits, or to stimulate them against the first heavi-
ness of intoxication. And when he found himself alone with
Madame le Blanchcmont, and deprived of the support of hi-
white wine, he fclt himself ill at ease, and mechanically made
a movement to search upon his writing-table for a glass, which
he could not find; and, in attempting to offer her a chair, I
threw two down. Marcelle then perceived that his legs, his
flushed face, his language, and his brain, were all cqually
under the influence of intoxioation; and, notwithstanding the
disgust which he had inspired, and which she felt redoubling
towards him, she resolved to compel him to enter into a tree
explanation with her, recalling to her mind the proverb,
vino verstas.

Perceiving that he had scamcly heard her first words, she
renewed the assault.

‘M. Bricolin,” she said to him, “ I have had the pleasure of
asking you if you are disposed to listen with kindness and
calmness t0 a request of a rather delicate nature which I wish
to make.”

“What is it, madam{” replied the farmer, in no very
gracious tone, but without seeming ruffled.

He was much displeased with Marcelle, but was too lcthaigic
to indulge in the expression of his feelings.

‘It 1s, M. Bricolin,” replied she, * that you have driven the
Miller of Angibault away from your house, and that I dcsire to
know the cause of your diseatisfaction with him.”

Bricolin was puzzled at the frankness of manncr with which
the opened the question. There was in Marcelle’s demeanour
& codrageous sincerity which always made him feel uneasy,
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ahd still more o at a time when he had not the fice use of
bis faculties.  Controlled as if by a will superior to his own, he
did the contrary to what Lhe would have done had he been
sober—he spoke the truth. A

“ You know, madam,” he replied, ¢ the cause of iy discon-
tent; T Bave no oceasion to tell you.” .

‘“Am 1, then, the cause ?” said Madame de Blanchemont,

“You? Noj; Idon’taccuse you. You are consulting your
own interest; that is quite right, and just as I am doing by
mine  But I luok upou it as the action of a low fellow to pre-
tend to be my friend. and all the while to be giving you
treacherous advice against me.  Listen to it, profit Ly it, pay
for it, and it will not fail you. But, on my side, I shall show
my door to the enemy who takes your part to my injury. That
is it. Al the worse for those who don’t like it. I am the
muaster of my own house; for, look you, Madame de Blancle-
wont, [ say to you, everybody for himselt!  Your interests are
your own integests to you, and my interests are my own in-
terests to me " The rabble is of the rablle—aw jour d'aujour-
', eversbody thinks for himselll 1 ain the master of my
own house, and of my own family, you bave your interests just
as [ have mine; s for advice against me, you will easily enough
et that, T tell you.”

And M. Bricolin continued to go on in this manner for about
ten minutes, pertinaciously repeating his own words, losing at
cvery word the remembrance of having suid the same thing a
Lnudred times before.

Marcelle, who had scldom been in any close vicinity with an
intoxicated person, and who had never had any conversation
with one, listened to him with astonishment, and asked her-
s 1t he had been suddenly turned into an idiot; thinking
with alarin that the fate of Rose and of her lover depended
upon a man horsh and relf-opiniated when be was sober, and
stupid and heavy when wine modified his royghness. She
sutfered him for a time to repeat Dy rote the same low com-
monplaces; hut seeing that this would certainly last until he
1cll aslecp in his chair, she endeavoured to procurg a digression
by abruptly touching the chord on which he was rdost scnsitive.

* Let me sce, M. Bricolin,” said she, interrupting him: “ you
weally wish to buy Blanchemont, and if T were th accept the
price which you offer me, would you still be angry ?”

Dricolin made an effort to raise his eyelids, to Jook at Mar.
celle, who, on her side, regarded him with a fised and self-
assured attention. By degrees the eyes of the farmer bright-
ened, his heavy and puffed-up face settled into & more caln
expression, and it might have been said that & veil had
fallen from his countcnance. He rose and took two or three
turns in the chamber, as if to try his legs and recal his scattered
thoughts. When he returncd and resumed his scat opposite
to Mavcelle, his demcanour was determined, and his com-
plexion almost pale.

0
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¢ Txcuse me, Madame la Baronne,” said he; “ what have
you done me the honour to say to me ?”

“1 say,” replied Marcelle, ““ that if I may be willing to let
you have my land for two hundred and fifty thousand francs;
if —"

e “If what?’ demanded Bricolin in a quick tone, and with

the look of a lynx.

b “If you will promise me not to make your daughter un-
a y‘n .

h‘I"!I’\iy daughter! What has my daughter to do with all

this 7 *

“Your daughter loves the Miller of Angibault. She is very
ill, and may perhaps lose her senses like her sister. Do you
hear? do you understand, M. Bricolin ?’

“T hear, but I understand very little. I see very clearly
that my daughter has got some sort of love affair into her
head; that may pass off somec day or another just as it came.
DBut what great interest can you have in my dgughter ?”

‘“ Of what importance is that to you? Tho&h you cannot
comprchend how any one can feel friendship, or have com-
passion for a charming gifl who is in grief, you can at least
comprehend the advantage of being the proprictor of Blanche-
mont.”

“This is only a jest, Madame la Baronne. You are laugh-
ing at me. You have bheen talking to-day with my greatest
enemy, that Tailland the notary, who must certainly have
advised you to hold to a high price for your sugar-plum.”

¢ Without so much animosity against you as you seem to
suppose, he has given me the instructions necessary to my
position. Therefore 1 know that I shall be able to find a pur-
chager very soon, and, as you say, sell my sugar-plum at a
high price.”

“ And it was the Miller of Angibault who procured you this
good adviser, concealing it all the while from me.”

“ How can you know anything about it? Derhaps you de-
ceive yourself. Besides; all cxplanation on this subject is use-
less. Supposing I were to content myself with your offcr, the
rest is no affair of yours.”

“But that rest—that rest is this, that my daughter must
marry a miller.”

*“ Your father was one before he became a farmer under my
relations.

““ But he had accumulated a good deal of money, and au jour
d'awjourd’kui, I am in a position to have a son-in-law who may
be able to help me to buy your cstate.”

“To purchase it at the pricc of three hundred thousand
francs, gnd perhaps more ?”

“Is ‘that a siuet quor momme ? You wish that this Miller
:‘1];01:1'(1 marry my daughter? What interest can you have in

at ?’

“I have told you, fricndship, and the pleasure of making
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qthers happy—beth things which appear strange to you; but
cvery one according to his own taste.”

. ‘I know very well that your late husband, .M. le Baron,
would have given ten thousand frangs for a bad horse, or forty
thousand francs for anything else, whenever it came into his
head. These are the fancies of a man of rank, but that may
be easily understood: it was for himself, and for his own plea-
sures; instead of for making a sacrifice purely to give pleasure
to others, to people who have no right to expect anything from
you, and whom you scarcely know ——’

“Then you advise me not to make this eacrifice?””  °

“T advise you!” esclaimed Dricolin energetically, alarmed
at his own impolitic mistake—*I advise you to do what-
cwl-lcl-r you like. There is no disputing tastes and opiniens;
only —"'

“Only you distrust me, that is plain. You do not think me

sincere in m{uproposn.ls P

“ Dame! Madam, what guarantec shall I have for it? It
is the whim & a queen, which, perhaps, may pass away the
next moment.”

“ On that very account you ought to make hastc, and take
me at my word.”

“ Fuith, she is right!” said M. Bricolin to himself: ‘ with all
her folly, she has more coolness than I have.”

“ Come, Madame la Baronne,” said he, * what guarantec
will you give me?”’

‘ A written cngagement.”

‘ Signed ?”’

“ Certainly.”

“ And on my side, I am to promise you to give my daughter
in marriage to your protégé ?” .

“You must, in the first place, give me your word of

Lionour.”

“ My word of honour, and after that ¥’

“ Immediately after having done so, you shall, §n the presence
of your mother, your wife, and in miue, give ygur consent to

€. N
“My word of honour? Rose, then, is in lovegvith one who
is beneath her?” '

“ Only say whether you agree to thig?”’ .

“If there is nothing but this to make the child happy —"

“There is still more wanting.”

“ What mare "

“ That you should kecp your word.”

The farmer’'s countenauce changed.

“ Keep my word l—keep my word ! said he. * Do you doubt
it then ¢ . '

“No more than you doubt mine. But, as you demand a
written engagement from me, I must demand a written en-
gugement from you also.”

“ A written engagoment, to what purpose ?”’

«
i
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“ A promise of marriage which I shall write out, which Roxe
shall sign, and which you shall sign.”

“ And if Rose should demand a fortune after all this?”

“8he will renounce it in that very engagement.”

““ That would be a famous piece of economy !’ thought the
farmer. ‘ That plague of a portion, which I should have to fur-
nish her with some day or another, might have hindered me
from buying Blanchemont. Not to portion her, and to have
Blanchemont for two hundred and fifty thousand francs, that
leaves a profit of a hundred thousand francs. Comce—there is
no room for haggling. In addition to all this, if Rose went out
of her mind, I should have to give up all thoughts of finding
a gon-in-law. And then—and then there is paying n doctor
every year. And then, again, it is too melancholy; it would
be too painful for me to see her become ugly and disgusting,
like her sister. 1t would be a disgrace to us to have two daugh-
ters mad. This will be a ridiculous match for Rose, but then
the lordship of Blanchemont will make everything smooth. 1f
we are found fault with on one side, we shall W6 envied on the
other. Come, bc a good father. This is not such a bad
business.”

“Madame la Baronne,” said he, ‘supposc we see how we
may be able to draw up this engagement; yet, for all that, it
is a ludicrous bargain, and I have never scen once that might
serve as its pattern.”

“ Neither have I, replied Madame de Blanchemont; “and
I know not whether such a thing exists in modern legislation.
But of what consequence is that? With good sense and recti-
tude you know that we can draw up an engagement more solid
than all those executed by professional people.”

“That may be seen every day: a will, for example. Even
stamped paper is of no consequence. But 1 have got rome
here. I always have some by me. People ought always to
have it rcady at hand.”

“ Allow e to make a rough copy on plain paper, M. Brico-
lin, make one yourself also, and we will compare them, and
discuss them if we find any occasion, and then transcribe them
upon the stamped paper.”

‘Do it, do it, madam,” replied Bricolin, who scarcely knew
how to write; ‘‘you are better able than I am; you can ex-
press it better than I can do; and when you have done we will
examine it.”

While Marcelle was writing, M. Bricolin looked in a corner
of the room for a pitcher of water, and, without heing per-
ceived, cd it on an angle, and, stooping down, swallowed
a tolerable quantity.

“Having onc’s senges is the question,’” thought he; “I feel
as if mine had returned; cold water to cool the blood is very
good in matters of business, because it renders us prudent and
cantious.”

Marcelle, inspired by her heart, and gifted besides with zreat
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chearness of understanding in carrying these generous resolu-
tions into cffect, drew up an agreement which a lawyer might
have considered as a masterpiece in prrapicacity, though it was
written in good French, though it did not contain one of the
customary technical words, and was marked by admirable
good faith. When Bricolin had listened to its perusal, he was
struck with the precision of a deed which he could not have
dictated, but of which he perfectly comprehended the value
and the consequences.

‘“Plague be with the women!"” thought he; ‘“people have
cause enough to say, when by chance they do understand busi-
ness, that they show more sharpness than the most cunning
among us. I well know that when I consult my own wifc: she
always finds out an open door, either in my favour or to my
injury. I wish she were here; but she would stop us by her
ohjections. We shall see better how things are when the ques-
tion of signing comes. Who would, however, have believed
that this young lady here, who is a reader of romances and a
hot-brained vepublican, would be able to commit & folly 8o
wiscly? I shall have my head turned with astonishment.
Let me drink another glass of water. Pah! that is disagree-
able. How much good wine must I drink after this bargain to
refresh my stomach!”

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE AFTER-THOUGHT.

“Tmis appears to me unobjectionable,” said M. Rricolin,
when he had listened to a second apd a third reading of the
decd, all the time following with his eyes, which gpened wider,
and grew brighter at each line, the text which Marcelle held
between the two. *'There is, but one little thinz_shnt I find
fault with : that is the price, Madame Marcelle; $ruly it is too
dear by twenty thousand francs. I did not at firsé reflect what
injury this marriage of my daughter with the Miller would do
me. Everybody will say that I am ruined, since I'settle her in
such a miserable way. It will take away my credit; and, be-
sides, this fellow does not possess enough to buy the wedding
presents.  That will be an expense of eight or ten thousand
francs, which will fall to my share. Rose cannot manage with-
out a handsome trousseauw; I am sure she will hold to that.”

‘I am sure myself that she will desiro nothing,” said Mar-
;;elhi. ¢ Listen, M. Bricolin!—she is weeping. Do you hear
her 277 -

*1 do not hear her, madam. I believe that you deceive
yoursclf.”
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“ T do not deceive myself,” said Marcelle, opening the doof
4 She suffers, she gobs, and her sister ghrieks. How can you
hesitate, sir? You have found the means of enriching your-
self, and restoring her health, her reason, and perhaps ler life;
and, in such a moment as this you imagine that you may still
gain something more by making a better bargain. Truly,”
added she, with indignation, ‘ you are not a man—you have
not the heart of a man! Take care that T do not think better
of this, and that I do not abandon you to the calamitics which
are weighing down your family a®a punishment for your ava-
rice.”

The farmer understood no part of this vehement outbreak
distinetly but the menace to break off the bargain.

“ Come, madam,” said he, * give up ten thousand francs, and
we will close the bargain!”’

“ Adieu!” said Marcelle; “I am going to see Rose. You can
make your own retlections on this affair—minc arc alrcady
made. I will not agree to the least change in my conditions.
I have a son, and in thinking of others, I do not forget that I
ought not to sacrifice him.”

“8it down again, Madame Marcelle, and leave poor Rose to
slecp on. She is so very ill1”

“Go and see her yourself, then,” said Marcelle, with warmth;
¢ you will then convince yourself that she is not sleeping.  Per-
haps her sufferings may make you remember that you are her
father.”

“1 do remember it,” replied Bricolin, alarmed at the thought
that Marcelle might change her intentions if he gave her time
for reflection. ‘Come, madam, let us put the tinish to this
deed, and then we can carry the news to Rose and restoie her
to health.” )

“I hope, sir, that you will give your consent naturally and
simply, and that she¢ may never know that I have bought it of
you.”

“You do not wish that she should know that this is a con-
dition between us? I will arrange that. Thea it will be use-
less for her to sign the agreement.”

‘ Excuse me—she can sign it without quite understanding
it. This will be a species of wedding portion with which I shall
have endowed her intended husband.”

‘“That comes to the same thing. 1t is all the same to me.
Rose has sense enough to understand that I would not marry
her so stupidly withput making her derive some advantage
from it in the future.” But the payment, Madame Marcelle ? do
you exact it in ready money ?”’

“ You told me that you werc provided.”

“ Without doubt Iam. I have just been selling a Jarge farm
which was too far off for my own superintendence, and for which
I received the whole purchase-moncey eight duys ago—n thing
which is seldom done in our ncighbourhood; but it was a
great nobleman who bought it of me, and such people are ex-
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Rccted to have full purses. It is a pcer of France, M. le Duc
¢ —, who wished to make a park of my land and improve
his cstatc. My property suited hins and I sold it on good
terms, as 1 had a right to do.”

“That is of no consequence ; you have the money by you?”’

‘1 have it in my pocket-book in beautiful bank-notes,” said
Bricolin, lowering his voice. “I will let you sce them, that
yYou may not have any anxiety on that account.”

And, after having bolted the doors, he drew from his girdle
a large pocket-book of greasy and shining lcather, in which
was packed up a quantity of notes of the Bank of France.
Astonished by the air of indifterence with which Marcelle
counted them:

“Ol!” said he, “it makes me tremble to have so much
money as that in my possession at one time. Fortunately there
arc no moic chanfeurs now, snd we may venture upon taking
care of a sum like this for some days without placing it out. 1
carry this all the day upon my person; and at night I put it under
my pillow and sleep npon it. T long 8o much to be disencum-
bered of its care. If I had not settled this business with you
at once I should have bought an iron coffer to shut it up in,
while waiting for an opportunity of investing it; for as to con-
fiding it to the care of bankers or attorneys, 1 am not so stupid
as to do that. Thus I wish we could conclude our bargain to-
night, in order that I might not have to protect this treasure
uny longer.”’

“Ialso wish that we could conclude it immediately,” said
Marcelle.

“ What! without consulting anybody ? Not even my wife or
my lawyer

“ Your wife ishere; then, as for your lawyer, if you send
for yours I must send for mine also.”

“Those infernal lawyers spoil everything, believe me, ma-
dam. 1 know quite as well as they do, and you know, too,
that our agrecment is good; and "we have it registered it
will be extremely expensive.” N

“Let us omit that formality. I will sell to yod, as they say,
from hand to hand.”

“8o important a bargain! That is enough $0 make one
tremble, though. But this is nothing but a pru?lisc after all,
cven if we sign it.” H

“It is a promise which must be acted upon. } I am ready
to sign it. Go and seck your wife.” . C :

“That must certuinly be done,” said Bricolih to himself,
“ provided that doing so does not tuke up too much time, and
that the wind does not change during the heur's dispute
which 1 may perhaps have with Thibaude. Will you go and
sce Rose, Madame Marcelle? Only tell her nothing of this
for the preseut.”

“I will guard myself carcfully. But you must permi{ me
to give het some glimpses of hope of your consent.”



216 THR MILLER OF ANGIBAULT.

“ At the point where we now arc that may be allowed,” re-
plied Bricolin, sagaciously bethinking himself that the sight
of Rose and of her tcars would bo the best means of binding
Marcclle to these generous intentions.

M. Bricolin found his wife in a very different tone of mind
from what he had expected. Madame Bricolin was harsh and
peevish; but, while more avaricious than her husband in tho
details of life, she had, upon the whole, lcss cupidity in her
disposition. More bitter in words, morc unfeeling in aspect,
rhe was yet, upon cccasion, more capable of a generous emo-
tion. Besides, she was a woman, and her feelings as a mother,
though concealed under the sourness of her appearance, were
not the less warm in her bosom. .

¢ M. Bricolin,” said she, as she came to mect him in the
kitchen, where one solitary candle was burning feebly, * you
see me in trouble. Rose is worse than you thiuk. She does
nothing but shriek and weep, as if she had lost her senses.
She loves this miller: it is @ punishment sent {from heaven for
our sins. But the evil is donc; her affections are involved,
and she is just like her sister when her mind first began to
wander. On the other hand, Bricoline is becoming every mo-
ment worse, and her state threatens to become intolcrable.
The doctor, seeing that she was bent upon breaking through
the doors, came and compelled us to let her go out and ramble
in the warren and the old chateaun in her usual way. He says
that she is accustomed to be alone and always in wotion, and
if she is shut up with people round her she will become
furious. But I tremble lest she should kill herself. To-night
she seems so dangerous. She, who never speaks, has told us
all the horrors of her life.  She has affected me so much that
it has made me quite ill. It is intolerable o lead such a life
as this; and when one thinks that being crossed in love is the
cause! We have, however, brought up all our daughters
equally well. The others married according to our wishes;
4hey do us credit, they ar@rich, and they arc disposed to think
themselves happy, though their husbands are not very kind-
hearted. But the cldest and the youungest arc both of them of
a strangely obstinate disposition; and since we have had the
misfortune not to understand what might make us lose the
one, we ought to have the prudence not to contradict the other.
I would rather that she had never been born than that she
should mairy this miller! But she is determined; and as I
would rather see her dead than mad, it is necessary that we
should arrive at sowe detormination. I tell you, then, M. Bri-
colin, I give my consent, and it is necessary that you should
give yoeurs-algo. I have just been saying to Rose, that if she
will absolutely marry this man I shall not prevent her. That
has appeared to calm her, though she looked as if she either
did not understand me or did not believe me. You mmst go
to her yourself and tell her the same thing.”

“Jdust as T would baye it!” exclaimed Bricolin, enchanted.
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“Hold, wife! read me this little bit of an agreement, and tell
me if anything has escaped me.”

~“I am lost in wonder!” said the fatmer's wife, after having
read the document.

And after innumerable exclamations she collected all her
presence of mind, for the sake of reading it over again with all
the attention of an attorney.

“ This agreement is greatly in your favour,” said she. *It
must be guite valid. You have no need of consultation, M.
Bricolin; you have only to got it signed. This is all profit, all
satisfactory. It not only makes our fortune, but will make
Rose satisfied, in her own way, as well. People are right in
saying that Providence always rewards a good intention. I
had decided upon bestowing her upon her lover for nothing,
and see how well we are paid for doing so! Sign, sign, my old
man, and pay the money at once! That will be confirming
the agreement, and making it impossible to be recalled.”

“Tay alrcady! Do such a serious thing all in a moment!
Act on a rag of paper which has not even been examined!”

* Pay, I tell you, and cause the banns to be published to-
morrow morning.”

“But if the child could only be made to listen to reason!
Perhaps she may be better to-morrow, and consent to marry
semcbody else if she were reasoned with, and if you knew what
tone to take with her. It might be said aftcrwards that an
agrecment like this was an act of folly, a picce of stupidity of
my own, which could not be binding on my daughter.”

‘“ Ah! well then; the sale also would be set aside.”

‘“ How do you know that ? We can always go to law.”

*You would lose.”

““ Again, how do you know that ? Besides, how would that
aflfect ne? The sale would be suspended. A lawsuit can be
made to last a long time. You know that Madame de Blanche-
mont cannot wait, and that would force her imto some ar-
rangement.”’ " .

‘“Bah! with such tales as these spread about, people would
soon say all sorts of things against you, M. Bacoﬁn. You
would lose your credit and your character. It is always the
the most profitable to act fairly.” :

“Ah! well, we shall sce, Thibaude. Go at ohce and tell
your girl that all is concluded. Perhaps, when ske fecls that
she is no longer opposed, she will not be so ¥ery anxious
about her Grand-Louis; for, honestly speaking, all this looks
like a pique Letween her and me which has got into her head.
But I say, though—this miller has vot mancuvred all this so
very il He has found the means of currying the favour and
gaining the protection of this lady, 1 don’t know how —— the
{ellow is no fool !’

‘I shall detest him all my life!”” roplied the farfler's wife ;
““Dut that is all the same. Provided that Rosc does not fall
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into the rame state a8 her rister, I can look celdly on her hus-
band and hold my tongue.”

“'()h! her husband! her husband !—he is not her hushand
yet '

It will be better to finizh the business. Go and sign.”

“ And you? It is necessary that you should sign also.”

“T am ready.”

Madam« Bricolin deliberately entered her danghter's cham-
bLer, where Marcelle awaited her, and, togcther with her
husband, signed the agreement on the cormer of a chest of
drawers,

‘When this was done, Bricolin said in & low voice to his wife,
with a look of ferocious triumph—

“Thibande, the sale is good, and the conditions are void.
You did not know that, though you pretend to know every-
thing.”

Rose was still suffering from fear and intolerable pains in the
head, though, since the lunatic had left the hous¢ and her
shrieks were no longer heard, she had become somewhat
calmer. When Marcelle had affixed her signature to the agree-
ment, and presented the pen to her young friend, she had
great difficulty in comprehending what business was being
transacted; but when she really urMerstood it, she melted into
tears, and throwing herself, with great emotion, into the arms
of her father, her mother, and her friend, she whispered in the
ear of the last—

‘“ Divine Marcelle! this is a loan which I accept; I shall be
rich enough some day to repay your son.”

The grandmeother Dricolin was the only person in the family
who comprchended the noble conduct of Marcelle. She threw
herss:lf at her knees, and embraced them without uttering o
word. N

‘‘ And now,’” said Marcelle, in n low voice to the old woman,
‘it s not very late; it is only ten o'clock. Perhaps Grand-
Louis may still be on the little hill, and besides, it is not so
very iar from here to Angibault, I wish any onc could be
sent to look for him. I dare not propose it, but it might be
managed for him to come as if by chance, and once here, he
might be informed of his happiness.”

‘I will charge myself with that,” exclaimed the cld woman.
“If it be 1ecessary, I will go myself to the mill; I shall find
my legs of fifteen for that.”

In fags, she herself went into the village, but could not
find the Miller. She wished to despatch one of the farming-
men to him, but they were all intoxicated, in their beds, or at
the caboret, incapable of moving. Little Fgnchon was too
timid to go alone on the roads at night, and besides, it
would have been inhuman to cxpose so young a gitl on the
night of the fote to the chance of mecting every sorl of person.
The grandmother Bricolin was going to look still further on

»
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thwe hill, which was now almost deserted, for some one suffi-
cieptly maturc and sufficiently prudept to execute the com.
mission, when uncle Cadoche, coming from under the charch
porch, where he had been muttering a last prayer, offered
himself to her notice.

CHAPTER XXXII.

TIE PATACIION.
Yot walk very late, Madame Bricolin,” said the mendicant
to the old farmer's wife. * You seem as if you were looking
for somebody. Your grand-daughter has returned home a long
time since.  Her father has crossed her finely to-day.”

“ No matter, no matter, Cadoche,” replied the old woman;
=1 have no mouney with mc, but I believe they gave you
something at our place to-day.”

“1 do not ask you for anything; my day’s work is done. I
have drunk three little glasses to-night, and 1 only walk the
steadicr. Hold! mother Bricolin, neither your husband, nor
cven your son, that great gentleman, can carry drink as I do
at my age. I wish you a good-night. I am going to sleep at
Angibault.” .

“At Angibault! Cadoche, my old man, are you going to
Angibault ?”’

“Does that surprise you? My house is two long leagues
frown here on the side of the Jen-lez-Dois, and T do not waunt to
fatigue mysclf. I can pass the night at the house of my
néphew the Miller. I am always well received there, and they
<o not put me upon straw as they do in some housés—with you,
for instance, who are still rich cnough, notwithiftanding the
chauffeurs. Atmy nephew’sthere is always a bed for me in
the mill, and they are not afraid that I should se#it on fire, as
they are with you-there, where, if they have no fird for the feet,
they have it in the head.” 4

These allusions to that catastrophe of which $er husband
hud been the victim sent a shudder through the’ aged blood
of Madame Bricolin. But she made an effort to think only of
her grand-daughter, and of better days. '

“ You are then going to the house of Grand-Louis !’ said she
to the old man.

“Without doubt. To the house of the best of my nephews;
the house of my true nephew, my future heir.” .

* Hear me, then, Cadoche : since you are in your right senses,
and are such a friend to Grand-Louis, you can do him a very
great service. There is an urgent business which makes it
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necessary that he should come and speak to me immediately.

Tell him this, and that I will be waiting for him at the door

of the great court-yard. Let him take his mare, and he will

come all the more quickly.”

N ‘‘His mare? he no longer has her. Somcbody has stolen
e‘.."

It is all the same; only let him come, no matter how. The
business is one that interests him very much.”

¢ And what is this affaiv "’

<Xh, well! that can only be explained to him. Cadoche,
there shall be a new twenty sous piece for you, that you may
come and fetch to-morrow morning.”

‘At what hour "’

‘* Whenever you like.”

¢ 1 shall come at seven o’clock. Be there, because T do not
like to wait.”

“ Go, then.”

“Iam going. Ishall not be more than three.quarters of
an hour. Ah! that is because I have better legs than your
husband, mother Bricolin, and yet 1 am ten years older.”

And certainly the mendicant®set off with a step decidedly
firm. He was approaching Angibault, when he found himself
in a narrow road, just before the carriage of M. Ravalard,
which was being driven at a furious rate by the mischievous
red-headed patachon, who disdained to cry out to him to take
care, and pushed his horses on straight towards him.

It is contrary to the dignity of a Berrichon peasant ever to
disturb himself for.a carriage, whatever warning he may
receive, or whatever difficulty he may occasion. Uncle Cadoche
was one of the proudest people in the country. Accustomed
to treat with a comic seriousness, from the height of his gran-
deur, all those to whom ho held out a hand of supplication, he
affected to slacken his pace and obstinately to keep the middle
of the way, even while he felt the warm breath of the horses
upon his shoulders.

“ Get out of the way, there, brute!” at last cried the patachon,
making a stroke with his whip so as to cut across his face.

The beggar turned round, and seizing the horses by the
bridle, he forced them back with so much power as almost to
overturn the carriage in the ditch. Then he and the furious
patachon entered on a most desperate struggle, the latter striking
him with his whip without intermission, and calling down a
thousand imprecations. Old Cadoche guarded himself from
his blows by stooping under the heads of the horscs, while he
continued to push them backwards, shaking their bits, some-
times forcing them back, and sometimes himself rccoiling
before them. M. Ravalard had at first assumed the airs of a
great lord, as became a man who rolled in his carriage for the
fivst {ime in his life. He had himsclf sworn against the ingo-
lent fellow who dared to stop his way, hut the good heart of
the Berrichon very soon prevailed over the pride of the upstart
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Een he saw that the old man was foolishly braving a real

LZCr. .

“ake care,” said he to the patachon, leaning out of his
caléche; * take care to do no harm to the poor man."”

It was too late: the horses, exasperated at beiug whipped
on the one side and pushed back on the other, made a furious
bound, and overthrew Cadoche. Thanks to the admirable
instinct of the generous animals, they leaped over his body
without touching it, but the two wheels of the carriage passed
over his breast.

The road was dull and deserted. It was too durk for M.
Lavalard to distinguish the wearver of rags the same colour as
the ground, lying prostrate hehind his carriage which was flying
so rapidly, the prtackon himself not being able to control hig
horses. At first the bourgeois was afraid of being overturned.
When the horses Had becoe more calm, the mendicant was
already far Lehind.

I hope that you bave not thrown him down,” said he te
his coachman, who was still trembling with fear and passion.

“No, no,”" said the patachon, ignorant whether he was right
or wrong in what he attinned; “he foll down on one side. 1t
was the old villain s own fault; but the horses did not touch
him, and he was not hurt, for be did not even cry out. He
has escaped with a fright, and that will serve him for a lesson.”

“ But suppose we return and see " said M. Ravalaxd.

0l no, no, sir! such people as these will go to law with
you for a seratch. He would very likely make it appear that
his head was bioken, to extort a great deal of money from you.
1 ouce met with a fellow who had the patience to keep his bed
torty days to make my employer indemnify him for forty days
of lort work, and he was no more ill than I wax.”

“People of this sort are very deceitful,” said M. Ravalard,
‘ yet 1 would rather not have a carriage than crash anybody
under it, no matier who. Aunother time, my little fellow, you
must stop at once rather than dispute in that way, it is so
dangerous.” B

The pateckon, who was not without some anx*aty for the
consequences of this affair, whipped his horses sgain that he
might the more quickly increase the distance. He was not
without terror or without remorse, and he went gn swearing
between his teeth to the end of the journey. .

The Miller, Lemor, Grand'Marie, and M. Tailland the no-
tary, were at that moment coming out of the mill. Lemeor
had resolved to take his departure cn the following day: _he
had passed the night with them there, and conte: lated with
a gentle melancholy the beauty of the heavens and the reflec-
tion of the stars upon the river. The Miller, dull and melan-
choly, compelled himsclf to treat with politeness the lawyer,
who had como to draw up u will for a farmer in the Black
Valley not far distant, and who, in passing by the mill, had

gstopped to light his cigar and the lamps of his cabriolet.
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Grand'Marie was in the course of explaining to him that hy
taking another direction he would avoid a long, stony road,
and Grand-Louis was assuring him that if he went that very
way on foot, leading his horse by the bridle, he would find the
rest. of the road much better. The lawyer, when his comforts
were in question, was what is called in the country extremely
Jfafiot, a word which is untranslatable, but which means a man
at the same time indolent, and fastidious in trifling things.
He bad just lost a quarter of an hour, which he might have
spent in resting himself at home, in requiring an explanation
of how he might avoid a quarter of an hour’s glight fatiguc.
He found out at last that to lead his horse by the bLridle was
still movre fatiguing than to remain in his carriage and endure
its joltings, but that the Letter of the two was bad cnough, and
would certainly disturb his digestion.

“Come!” said the Miller, whose sorrowful thoughts could not
stifle his natural kindness of heart and complacency of dispo-
sition, ‘‘follow me gently on foot, and I will drive your car-
riage up to the top of the hill. When we have passed the
vineyards you will have nothing but level roads.”

In thus good-humouredly filling the ofiice of a postilian,
Grand-Louis was very goon obliged to drive his vehicle on one
side almost into the ditch to make room for M. Ravalard's
carriage, which was whirling along at a great rate. M. Rava-
lard, whose mind was preoccupied with his mecting with the
beggar, did not recollect himself sufficiently to reply to the
friendly good-night of the Miller.

“ He does not know me now, because he has got a carriage,”
said he to Lemor, who had followed him. “Money, money!
you make the world turn round, as the water turns the whecl
of my mill. That unlucky patachon will break down all hefore
him if he drives at such a rate over our flint-stones: without
doubt he has got wine in his head and money in his fob, and
I don’t know which turns the hrain the more quicl:ly. Ah!
Rose, Rose! they will make you drink of the poison of vanity,
and before long you may forget me also. And yct she almost
seemed to love me to-night. Her eyes were full of tears when
they took her from me. I shall never speak to her again! She
will regret me, perhaps. Ah! how happy I should feel if I
were not sa unfortunate !”

The Miller was diverted from these reflections by & start of
the horse which he was driving. Leaning over, he saw some
object, which he could but imperfectly trace, lying across the
road. The¢ animal obstinately refused to advance, and the
deeply-shadowed road was 8o very dark in that place that
Grand-Louis was obliged to descend to see whether he was
stopped by a heap of stones or by an intoxicated man.

‘“ Ah! what! my uncle!” said he, recognising the tall figure
and the wallet of the mendicant.  “Last night he was on the
edge of the ditch; but to-day he is right across tho ruts of the
wheels. It looked as if he liked to be just in this spot; but it
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myist make him a very bad bed. Wake up, and come and
sleep at the mill, you will be better otf there than under the
horses feet.”

“The man is dead!” said Henry, raiging the mendicant in
his arms.

“Oh! have no fear of that. He has often gone through such
deaths as this, he knows that. The jovial fellow usually car-
ries his drink well; but on a féte-day people take more than
they ought ; and there is not, as folks say speaking of wine,
a friend so wnﬁded in who can so entirely betray you. Lome,
lct us leave him at the foot of this tree; we can take him as we
come back and conduct him to the house.”

Lemor touched the arm of the beggar.

‘“II I did not feel his pulse beating feebly,” said he, “I should
swear that he was dead. What! is he not sufficiently miserable,
from olld age and destitution, without a shameful passion thus
dragging this wretched fellow down to be trodden under foot ?
yet he also is a man!”’

“Bah! you are as severe as a water-drinker! Who is it that
has suid that the poor are under the necessity of drinking to
torget their sorrows? I have beard that said somewhere, and
it is a truth.”

At the very moment when Lemor and the Miller were going
temporarily to abandon Cadoche, they heard him breathe a
deep groan.

* Ah, well, uncle!” said the Miller with a smile, ‘‘Does not
that make you better ?”

“1 am dying!” fecbly replicd the Leggar. ‘‘Have pity on
me. Kill me at once—I am suffering too much !’

‘{ That will pass off, uncle. A little water, and a good
hed ?

*They have crushed me, they have run over mc,” replied
the mendicant.

*“That is not xmposmblc said Lemor.

¢ Oh! that is the same thing over again,” rephed! the Miller,
who had too often seen these painful incoherences of intoxica-
tion to fecl any great uneasiness. ‘‘Come, Father Cadoche! has
any misfoltune really happened to you v .

“Yes, the carriage, the caruar'e-—mm my stomach, over my
body, over my arms !——'

“Unhook one of the lamps of the cabriolet amd bring it
here,” said the Miller to Lemor. “‘I'hey light one corner and
obscure another. When we have got it close to us»we shall see
whether he has suffcred some injury or taken too much wine!”

“ No, il is not wine—it is not wine.” murmured the mendi-
cant. “They have assassinated me—they have crushed me
like a poor dog. I shall dic of it. May the good God, and the
Holy Virgin, and all good Christians, have pity on me and re-
venge my death!”

Lemor approached with the lantern.  The face of the men-
dicant was perfectly livid; his clothes were in too ruinous a
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conditiop for-a rent or a stain, more oy less, to ser‘vc as any‘in-
dication’ of what had: passed; but, throwing aside the rags
which* covereg his breast, they saw on his emaciated sides
marks of a'deep red, which were the traces of the iron shoein,
of the wheels which had left their furrows. However, no bloo
had cscaped; the ribs did not appear to be broken, and the
respiration was still tolerably unimpeded. He could even enter
into an explanation of his accident, and possessed strength
enough to pour forth against the rich man in his carriage, and
the vile mercenary who outdid the insolence and cruclty of his
master, all the imprecations, and all the oaths of vengeance
which rage and despair were uble to suggest.

“ God+he thanked!” said the Miller, *“ you are not dead, my
goor Cadocle, and it is to be hoped vou are not going to dic.

tuy! The right whecl of the carriage was in the ditch, we
may sco the track: that has saved you. The carriage, leaning
over here, pressed upon you as little as possible. 1t is a miracle
that it did not turn over on the other side.

“I did my utmost to make it!” said the mendicant

* Ah, well, your malice has been useful to you, uncle  They
have not been able to crush you, and we will reward them for
it, but not that poor M. Ravulard, who will e more gricved
than you arc yourself, but that wicked, worihless lad "

“ And the days of work that I shall losc!” suld the mendi-
cant, in a complaining tone.

“ Ah! perhaps you gain more money by your walks, than we
do by our work. But we will help you, father Cadoche, we
will make a subscription for you; and I, for my part, will give
you your weight in wheat, so don't vex yoursclf. When peo-
ple arc in any trouble, they must not let themsclves he killed
by fear.”

‘While speaking thus, the good Miller, with the help of Lemor,
placed the mendicant in the cabriolet, and brought him back,
avoiding the flint-stones with extreme care. M. Tailland, who
had not clambered very quickly up the hill, for fear of Josing
his breath, was astonished to sec¢ them return, and when he
understood the matter, he lent his cabriolet with a good grace,
though not without some uneasiness at the delay which this
accident might cause him, and the fatigue which he should
have in climbing up that ascent again, when he had already
80 nearly reached the summit. Yet, notwithstanding all this,
he descended again to sec if he could assist his fricnds of the
Mill in succouring poor Cadoche.

When they bad laid the old man on the Miller’s own bed,
he fell intQ a gwoon, and they made him inhale some vinegar,
in the hope of restoring him.

“¥ should like the smell of Lrandy much better,” said he,
when he began to revive, it is morc wholesome.”

They brought him some. "

“Ishould like to drink it better than to sinell it,” said he,
¢ it is more strengthening.”
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- Lemor would have opposed this. After such an accident,
Luis fiery beverage might provoke a tersible attack of fever.
The mendicant insisted. The Miller "endceavoured to dissuade
him, but the lawyer, who had too assiduously studied his gwn
health not to have some medical prejudices, declared that
water ab such a moment, might be fatal to a man who perhaps
had not tasted it for fifty years: that spirits having been his
usunal beverage, it was the only thing that could do him good ;
that he had no serious maludy excopting fear, and that the
stimulant of a small glass of brandy would restore his senses.
T'he Miller's mother, and Johnny, who like all peasants belicved
that the virtues of wine and brandy were infallible in every
rase, were of the same opiuion as the lawyer, that it would be
advisable to gratify the poor man. The opinion of the majority
carried the question, and during the time that the glass was
being brought, Cadoche, who really felt himsell devoured by
thirst, which excites the greatest suffering, hastily carried the
Lottle to his lips, and swallowed above the half of its contents
at a single draught.

“That is too much! That is too much!” raid the Miller,
stopping him.

“ What, nephew!” replied the mendicant, with the dignity
of the father of a family 1eclaiming the legitimate excreise of
his authority, *“do you measure my portion at your own house,
do you grudge the succour which my state requires ?"”

This unjust reproach overcame the prudence of the good
and simpic Miller. He left the bottle at the mendicant’s side,
saying to him—

“Take care of that for another time, you have taken ecnough
for the present.”

“You are a good relation, and a worthy nephew,” said
Cidoche, who appearced suddenly resuscitated by the brandy,
*and if I must die, I would rather dic at your house,-because
you will have me properly buried. I have always liked a
handsome funeral. Listen, ncphew, Miller's man, notavy! 1
take you all to witness, that I command my nephew and my
heir, Grand-Louis of Angibault, to have me carried to the
varth neither more nor less honourably than they will doubt-
less soon do with old Bricolin of Blanchemont, who will not long
survive me, notwithstunding that he is younger, but who
suffcred his own legs to be burned in the times—— Ah! ah! tell
me then, all of you, must he not have been very stupid to suffer
himself to be roasted alive on account of the money which had
been deposited with him #—thougl, it is true, he had put some
of his own with it into the iron pot.”

“ What is this that he is saying?” said M. Tailland, who
having scated himself before a table, was not very sorry to see
the Miller's mother preparing tea for the sick man, reckoning
upon_taking a very warm cup himself, to preserve him from
the night fogs on the banks of the Vauvre.  “ What is this that
he is crowing about, with his roasted legs, and his iron pot ?"*

1)
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“T helieve that he is talking at random,’” replied the Milley,
 and, besides, if he were neither ill nor confused by drinlk. he
is old enough to dote, and these tales of his youth occupy him
more than {hose of yesterday. 1t is the way with old people.
How do you feel yomself now, uncle ?”

T feel much better sinde I took that little drop, though vour
brandy is wiscrably weak. Can they have done such a roguish
trick as to mix water with it for the sake of cconomy ?  Listen,
nephew, if you refuse me anything while I am ill, 1 will disin-
herit you!”

“ Oh, yes, talk about that, for a change!”” said the Miller, shrug-
ging his shoulders, “ you had much better iry to sleep, father
Cadoche.”

“8leep! I have no desire to sleep,” replied the mendicant,
raising himself from bhis pillow, and surveying cverything
around him with sparkling eyes. ‘I feel that 1 am finished,
but I do wish to die on my side like a bullock. Ay, marry!
1 feel something very heavy in my stomach, here over my
heart, as if I had a stone in its place. It pains me—it racks
me—Urand’ Marie, do something to bind it down Nobody is
doing any thing for me here, as if I were not an uncle who had
an inheritauce to leave behind him.”

“ May not the ribs be broken ?” said Lemor.  “Perhaps it
is that which oppresses his heart.”

¢ Neither I nor any one here can have the least idea,” raid
the Miller, “ but we can easily send in search of the doctor,
who, without doubt, is still at Blanchemont.”

“And who is to pay the doctor for his visit?’ said the
mendicant, who was as avaricious as he was vain of his pre-
tended wealth.

‘1 will do that,” replicd Grand-Louis, “at least if he will
not prescribe for youn for the sake of humanity. It shull never
he said that a poor fellow perished in my house for the want
of the same assistance that would have been given to a rich
Kemon. Johnny, mount Sophia, go very quickly, and fetch

{. Lavergne.”

‘“Mount Sophia!” said Cadoche, snceringly. * You say
thait fr?m habit, nephew. You forget that Sophia has been
stolen.’

“ Sophia stolen ?”’ said the Miller’s mother turning round.

“ Nonsense!” replied the Miller, ** mother, do not pay any
attention to what he says. Tell me, then, father Cadoche,”
added he, lowering his veice, and addressing the mendicant,
‘* you know ahout that! Perhaps yon can give me ncws of my
hotse, and, of the thief ?”

“Who can know anything about such things?’ replied
Cadoche, with a manner which baffled observation, ** who is
there to discover the thieves ? Not the gendarmes, they are too
stupid. They were never able to say who it was that burnt
Father Bricolin’s legs, and carried his iron pot away.”

‘ Ah, that again, do tell us all about it, uncle,” replied the
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Miller; “you are always talking about those legs, you ithink
50 very much about them.  For this long while past, every time
I reet you, you go back to that aifain.  And {o night there is
an iron pot added to the history. You have never told me
about that.”

“ Do not make him {ulk,” said the Miller's mother, *y ou will
only redoubla his fever.”

And in reality the mendicant was in o fever. Every time
his hosts turned their heads, he swallowed quantities of the
DLrandy by stealth, adroitly 1eplacing the bottle under his bolster
at the ride of his bed.  Each mowment he appeared to improve
in strength, and it was wondertful to scc how his iron frame-
work supported, at such an age, the consequernces of an nccident
which would have ¢rushed another.

“7The iron pot!” said he, looking fixedly at Grand-Louis, with
eyes full of so strange an expression, as to. excite in him a sort
of inexplicable alarm. “The iron pot! That is the best part
of the tale, and T will tell you the whole of it.”

“rPell it, tell it, Father Cadoche, that interests me ! said the
lawyer, who was cxamining him attentively.

CHAITER XXXIIL
TIIE WILL.

“TERE was an iron pot,” said the mendicant, “an old and
very ugly iron pot, which looked as if it were worth nothing
at all, but we ought not to judge from lovks. In this pot so
well sealed up, and ro heavy—oh! but it was heavy!—there
were fifty thousand francs, belonging to the old lord of Blanche-
1ont, whose gand-daughter is now at Bricolin's farm. And
furthermore, old Father Bricolin, who was a youg man in
those days—it is forty ycars since, cxactly—had thrust into
this pot fifty thousand francs of his own, arising from soma
good business which be had been doing with his wools. Those
were the times, on account of supplying the army! The de-
posit of the nobleman, and the profits of the farmer, were all
in good Louis d’ors, worth twenty-four francs a pieoe, bearing
the likeness of the good King Louis X VI. of that sort which we
call toad-eyed, on nccount of the escutcheon, which is round. I
always did like that money the best. People say that you lose
Dy it in change, but Isay that you gain by it. Twenty three
francs and cleven sous, must always be worth more than a
villanous Napolcon of twenty francs. All these were mixed up
together. Only JE the farmer loved his own lowisd’ors for
their own sakes, (that is the way, boys, in which people ought
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to love their money,) he had marked all his own with a cross
to distinguish them from those of his lord, when he should
have to restorc them. In doing this, he had followed the
example of his master, who had marked his own with a simple
stroke, for the sake of amuscment, as they say, and to scc that
they were not changed. The mark was there then—is there
yct—:lot one is missing, on the contrary, there axe others with
them }——"

“What is he raving about now?’ said the Miller, looking
at the lawyer.

“Peace!” replied the latter, “let him go on, I begin to un-
derstand. o then—"" said he to the mendicant.

“So then,” resumed Cadoche, “he had put the iron pot in
a hole in the wall at the Chiteau of Beaufort, and had hiicked
up the wall over it.  When the chayfleurs came to him—it is
not to be believed that these people were all of the lower
sort, there were some poor among them, but there were also
some rich—T know them very well—some of them are still
living, and people bow low cnough to them; there were among
U

“ Among you ?”’ exclaimed the Miller.

“ Keep quiet!” said the lawyer, with a strong pressure of the
arm,

“ 1 would say that they had among them, resumecd the men-

dicant, “an advocate, a mayor, a curé, a miller: therc was,

perhaps, also a notary. Eh! eh! M. Tailland, I do not say

that for you. You had scarccly come into the world; no, nor

Xgllz nephew, you would have been too simple for such an
air—"

‘“In short, the chauffeurs took the moncy ?”’ said the notary.

“They did not take it, and that was the most singular part
of the business. They so burned and frizzled the legs of that
poor turkey, Bricolin, that it was frightful, but it was also grand
to see it.”

“You did sce it, then ?” said the Miller, unable to control
himsclf.

*Qh, no!” replicd Cadoche, “I did not sece it; it was one
of my friends—that is to say, a man who found himself there,
and related the whole thing to me.”
tis; S(;) much the better,” said the Miller, his mind more sa-

ed.

“Take your cup of tca, now, Father Cadoche,” said the
lJiflil]er's mother, ‘and don’t chatter so much: it will do you

arm.”

“To the deucc with your hot water,” replied the mendicant,
re}mlsing the cup; “I have a horror of such slops. Let me
relate my history. Thave had it long cnough by heart; T wish
to tell it once cntirely through before I die, and yet I meet with
nothing but interruptions.”

‘That is true,” said the lawyer; “this morning you wished
to tell it under the trecs, and everybody turned his back



TIIE MILLER OF Angmwn’r.. 229

supon you, saying, ‘Al! here is Father Cadoche beginuing his
old tale about the chauffeurs: let us go! but, for my part, it
amuses me, and I would willingly hear the rest: so, pray
goon.”

* Figure to yoursclf,” said Cadoche, “ that this man of whom
T speak—and who found himsclf thore by accident, almost in
spite of himself—was a poor peasant whom they had entrapped ;
and when he was scized with fright, and they saw that he
wished to get away, they threatened to knock out his brains
if he did not remount the lorsc which they had brought,
and which was shod the reverse way, the same as the rest, in
order that in retiring they might leave traces on the ground
that might bewilder their pursuers. And when the man I
speak of got there, and saw that he must do as the others did,
he set himself to search and rammage everywhere to find the
moncy. He liked that better than helping to roast that poor
Bricolin; for this comrade that T am telling you of was not a
wicked man. Truly, that business did not please him ; and it
horrified him to see—that was dreadful—the poor fellow shriek-
ing loud enough to split people’s ears, his wifc in a swoon, his
wretched legs struggling in the fire, and which I think T am
always seeing : there has not been & night since that 1 have
not dreamed of them. Bricolin was a very strong man in those
days, and he struggled so much that he bent a bar of iron,
which was in the midst of the fire, with his feet. Ah! I was
not mixed up with that—TI swear it before my Maker! When
they compelled me to hold a napkin over his mouth, the sweat
rolled down from off my forchead like ice-drops.”

“From yours?”’ raid the Miller, astonished.

* “From the forechead of the man who related this to mc:
Then the man that I am speaking of found an opportunity of
steuling away, and set himself to search—search, high and low
in the house, striking against all the walls with a pickaxe to.
sec if they sounded hollow, and demolishing everything, right
and left, just as the others were doing. DBut no one saw him
slipping into a little pig-styc, saving your presence! and in that
he found himself all alone. Ever sinco then, I have mlways
liked pigs, and T have brought up one every year. He struck
the wall, and he listened ; and he heard that the sound was
hollow. He looked around him : I was quite alone. He worked
at pulling down the wall ; he rummaged, and he found—guess
what? tho iron pot! We know very well that that was the
real money-box of Father Bricolin. The smith whp had made it
liad boasted so much about it at the time, that I was very quickly
assured that this was the pot of roses. And it was so heavy!
But that was of no consequence ; my fricnd found he had got
the strength of abull in hisarms and in his heart, He cscaped
excellently well with his iron pot, and left the place without
saying ‘good-night’ to the others. No one has ever seen him
in that part of the countrysince. That was a great game which
he was playing. The chauffeurs would have killed him withous
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ceremony if they had discovered him. e walked day and
night without cating or drinking, until he found himsclf in a
wood, where he buried his pot in the ground, and then slept,
T know not how many hours. 1 wus so fatigued with carrying
such a burden! When T was scized with hunger [ was very
much embarrassed. I had not the value of & sou; and T knew
that among my hundred thousand francs there was not a single
louis that was not marked. I had looked at them all: I had
not been able to keep myself from doiug so. I saw very clearly
that cursed mark would be known, and the money that would
be pointed owt by it Lo the police. T'o try to efface it by scratch-
ing it out would be worse; and then for a poor fcllow like that
I am talking about to change a louis d'or for a mosel of bread
at a baker's shop would certainly have awakened suspicions.
There was only one thing left for him to do, and that was to
turn beggar. The police were not so alert in thosc days as they
are now; in proof of which there was not a single chawffeur
punished, or even obliged to leave the country. The business
of a beggar is good when people know how to conduct it. I
have saved something without depriving myself of anything.
My friend was not so stupid us to call in a blacksmith to close
hig iron pot. He buried it exactly in the middle of a wretched
hut of mud and straw, which served him for a house, and which
he built for himself in the depths of the wood. IFor the period
of forty years nobody has tormented him, becausc nobody hag
envied his condition, and he has enjoyed the pleasure of being
richer and prouder than all those who were despising him.”

‘“ And of what use has his gold becn to him ?” said Henry.

‘e looks at it every weck when he returns to his cabin,
and deposits] with it the money he has collected as alms.
He does not keep more by him than will pay for his tobacco
and his brandy. From time to time he has a mass said to dis-
charge his debt to the good God for the rervice he has reccived,
and he goes through the business with a great deal of order and
propriety. He is not so stupid as to take a single picco out of
his treasure. That might not cxcitc suspicion, now that the
historp is forgotten and the search given up; but it might
make people think that he is rich, and they would no longer
bestow their charity. Come, my children; this is the history
of.ithe iron pot. How do you like it ?”

‘It is excellent,” observed the lawyer, “and it is well 1o
know it !”

A profound silence succecded to this recital. The actors in
this scene lovked at each other, divided between surprise, fear,
contempt, and & sort of desire o laugh strangely mingled with
all thesc emotions. Cadoche, exhansted Ly his long history.
fell back #pon his pillow, his face pallid and overspread with a
greenish hue. His long beard, stubborn, and still black enough
to throw a deep shade of gloom over his ashy visage, completed
the frightfulness of his appearance. His hollow eyes, which had
80 lately darted fire during the intoxication and the raving
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delirium of his language, secemed now to full back into their
orbits, losing their light in the glazing films of death. His
large, thin, aqguiline nose, his retreating lips, his strongly-
marked featurcs, which might have been agrecable in his
youth, not proclaiming a natural ferocity, but a strange mix-
ture of avarice, cunning, suspicion, sensuality, and even of good-
humour.

“And this,” said the Miller at last—‘“is it o drcam which
has come over him, or a confession that we have been hearing ?
1s it the doctor or the curé that ought to be called in ?”

‘It is the mercy of God,” said Lemor, who was observing
more attentively than the others the alteration in the face of
the mendicant, and the difficulty of his respiration. ¢ Either
}iam greatly deceived, or this man has but a few moments to

ve. «

“T have.but a few moments to live!”” said the mendicant,
making an cffort to raisc himself up; ‘‘ who is it that says that ?
Is it the doctor? I have no faith in doctors. Let them all go
to the deunce!”

He leaned over the bedside, and finished his bottle of brandy,
then, turning round, he was seized with a fearful pang, and
suffered a cry to escape him.

“ My heart is racked,” said Cadoche, struggling resolutely
against his sufferings. * Perhaps I may never recover. And
snpposing that I should not be able to return to my cottage,
what will become of cverything there? And my poor pig!—
who will take care of him ? Hoe is used to feed himsclf on tle
bread which people give me, which I take to him every weck.
There is & little neighbour very ncar who leads him into the
ficlds. The little coyuette!—she gives me such sweet looks, in
hopes that she may inherit my property; but she will get no-
thing from me: here is my heir.”

And Cadoche extended his hand towards Grand-Louis with
a solemn air.

“ Fle has always been kinder to me than anybedy else. He
is the only one who has treated me as I ought to be trecated—
who has made mec sleep in a bed—who has given.me wine, to-
bacco, brandy, and meat, instead of crusts of bread, which I
never touch. I myself have always practised ona virtue—gra-
titude. 1 have always loved Grand-Louis and the good God,
beeause they have been kind to me. 8o, then, I will make
my will in his favour, as I have always promised. Grand’-
Marie, do you think I-am ill enough for it to be ¢ime to make
my will ?

“No, no, my poor man !” said the Miller's mother, who in
her angelic simplicity had only tal:em the recital of the beggar
for a sort of drcam; ‘“‘don’t make your will: they say that it
brings bad fortune, and makes people die.”

“On the contrary,” said M. Tailland, * il does them good;
it is comforting : it restores the dead.”

“In that case, lawyer, I will try the remedy,” said the men-
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dicant. “ I love that which I possess, and I must know that it
will pass into good hands, and not into those of the queer little
creatures who pay their court to me, and who shall have no-
thing of mine but the ribbon and the bouquet in my hat to
make themselves fine with on Sundays. Lawyer, take your
pen, and seribble this in proper terms, and without leaving
anything out.

“+T give and bequeath to my friend Grand-Louis, of Angi-
hault, all that I possess—my house situated at Jeu-lez-Boig,
my little square plot of potatoes, my pig, mny horse — "

“ Have you a horse #’ gaid the Miller; ‘ and pray how long
have you had one ?” .

“Since last night. It is a liorse that I found in my walks.”

“ May it not by chance be mine ?”

“You have said it. It is your old Sophia, who is not worth
the iron she wears.”

* Excuse me, uncle!” said the Miller, half-pleased, half-vexed.
“I like Sophia; she is worth more than—a great many
people.  What! could you not refrain from stealing Sophia,
and from me ? I would have trusted you with the key of my
mill.—Do you see the old hypocrite!”

“Hold your tungue, nephew! you talk foolishly,” gravely
replicd Cadoche. ‘It would be strange for an uncle not to
have a right to use his nephew’s mare. What is yours is
mine, since by my will and testament what is mine is yoms.”

“Fortunately,” replied the Miller’; “leave me Sophia—Ileave
her to me ; leave her to me, uncle; I accept that. It is lucky
for me that you have not had time to scll her; you old roguc!”
he muttercd between his teeth.

“What is that which you say !’ inquired the mendicant.

“ Nothing, uncle,” said the Miller, perceiving that the old
man had a sort of convulsive rattle in his throat. *1suaythat
you would have done quite right if it had been your pleasurc
to ask charity on horscback.”

“Have you finished, lawyer?”’ asked Cadoche in a faint
voice. ‘ You write very slowly. I feel myself suffocating.
Make haste, you idle law scribbler!”

“It is donme,” said the lawyer. “Do you know how to
sign it ?”

“ Better than you,” replied Cadoche: ‘“but I cannot sce. I
must have my spectacles and a pinch of snuff.”

‘* Here,” said the Miller's mother.

*That is well,” replied he, after having taken his pinch of
snuff with great relish; “that revives me. Come, 1 am not .
dead yet, though T sufier like one possessed !”

He cast-his eyes over the will and said, “ Ah! you have not
torgot the iron pot and its contents

“Certainly not,” replied M. Tailland.

“You have done right,” replicd Cadoche, with an air of
deep irony; “though all that 1told you about that was only
a tale to mock you.”
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* 1 was sure of that!” said the Miller-with a joyful air; “if
you had had that money, you would have restored it to those
who had a right to it. You have always been an honest man,
uncle, though you did stcal my mare; but that was only one
of your jests—you would have hrought her back to me. Come,
don’t sign that stupid thing. T have no need of your riggings
out, and perhaps they would do some poor creature good. Be-
rides, perhaps you may have some relations, that I would nos
injure by taking your last sou.”

“I have no reldions; I have buried them all, I am thankful
to say,” replied the mendicant: “ and as to the poor—I despise
them! Give me the pen, or T will curse you!”

“Come, come; you shall please yoursclf,”” said the Miller,
passing the pen to him.

The mendicant signed; and then pushing it from before
hix eyes with a look of horror—

“Take it away! take it away!” he exclaimed; ‘it scewns as
if it wonld kill me!”

*“Shall T tear it to picces ?”’ said Grand-Louis.

“No, no!” replicd the mendicant, with a last effort of his
mind; “put it in your pocket, my boy; and perhaps yon wil}
not he sorry for it.  Ah! this pain! Where is the doctor? I
must have him to finish me more quickly, if I am to suffer a
long time in this way.”

‘He is coming,” said the Miller’s mother, “and M. le Curé
with him; I sent for both.” °

“The cnré!” said Cadoche; “and for what ?’

“To speak a word of consolation to you, old man. You
have always had gome religion, and your soul is as precious an
that of another. T am very sure that M. le Curé will not re-
fuse to bring you the sacrainents.”

“Am [ come to that, then?” replied the dying man, with a
deep sizh,  “In that case, no nonsense for me! and let the
curé go to all the five hundred furies, though he is a good
man, after all, and likes his glass; but I have no faith in
curs. I love the good God, and not the priest. The good
God has given me money—the priest would take it away from
me. Leave me to dic in peace!—Nephew, promise me to beat
that wretched pafachon to death.”

*No; but T will beat him soundly.”

“¥nough!” said the mendicant, stretching out his livid
hand. “I could have wished to die talking, but T can no
more —— Al! I am not 8o ill as they belicve; I am going
to sleep; and, perhaps, you may not come into your inheri-
tance quite so soon, nephew.”

The mendicant fell back, and at the end of a moment &
gurgling, gushing sound rose from his breast. Iirst he be-
came red, then pale, groaned for some minutes, opcned his
eyes with an air of fear, as if Death had appeared to him in
some seusible shape;”and then suddenly, half smiling, as if he
had resumed the hope of life, yiclded up his spirit.



254 THE MILLER OF ANGIBAULT.

The death of even the worst of men has always in it somd-
thing solemn and mysterious, impressing religious minds with
respect, and imposing silence in jts presonce. There was a
moment of consternation and even of sorrow at the null, when
the medicant Cadoche expired. Notwithstanding his vices and
eccentricities—notwithstanding the strange confession which
they had heard, and in which the lawyer was the only onc
who firmly believed, Grand Marie and her son had a sort of
friendship for the old man, on account of the good which they
had been accustomed to do him; for if it be truly said that
we detest people on account of the injuries we have inflicted
on them, the reverse of the saine maxim ought also to bhe
admitted.

The Miller's mother threw hevself on her kuees by the bed-
side and prayed. Lemor and the Miller prayed also in their
hearts to the Dispenser of all. justice and all mercy, not to
abandon the divine and immortal soul which had just de-
parted from this earth, under the abject form of that miscrable
old man.

The lawyer alone calmly turned round and swallowed his
cup of tea, after having said with coolness, *“Jte, missa cst;
Dominus vobiscum.”

‘“Grand-Louis,” said he immediately after, calling him out
of the chamber, ‘it is nccessary that you should go dircctly
to Jeu-lez-Bois before thc mews of this death can reach the
place. Some beggar of this man's own sort may go and ran-
sack his hut and steal this egg out of its nest.”

‘“What egg ?”” said the Miller. “ His pig, or his smock-frock,
that he kceps to wear in change?”’

“Noj; but the iron pot ?”

‘“A dream, M. Tailland!”’

‘““Go at once and see. And, besides, your mare —"’

‘“ Ah, my old servant! I had forgotten; but you are quite
right. She is worth the journcy, on account of her good
bheart and our old friendship. She and I are almost of the
same age: I will go thero. I hope he has not been bantering
me abouat that too. He was an old jester.”

‘“Go at once, I tell you; and don’t he idle. I believe in
tha’.f. iron pot. My belief is as hard as iron, as they say with

“But tell me, M. Tailland; is that rag of paper worth any-
thing, that you have been scribbling aver for your amuse-
ment ?’ 3

“It is in ‘godd form, I can answer for that; and I may
perhaps make you the owner of a hundred thousand francs.”

‘“ Me!* But you forget that, if this tale be true, there is onc-
half belonging to Madame dc Blanchemont, and the other to
Bricolin.”

“That is an additional reason for you to go quickly. You
have accepted this bequest, having determined in your heart
to charge yourself with its restitution. Qo, then, and search
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%or it.  When you have done M. Dricolin such a service, it
will be a strange thing, indeed, if he will not give you his
daughter.”

“His daughter! Am I dveaming of his daughicr? Is his
danghter dicaming of me ?” said the Miller with n blush.

“Good! good! prudence is a virtue; but I happened to see
you dancing together a little while ago, and I perfectly under-
stand why her father separated you so roughly.”

M. Tailland, leave all that out of your thoughts, If there
should be a board in good carnest, what shall I do? Will it
not be necessury to make some declaration of it 1o the proper
authorities 7’

“To what purpose? The forms of justicc were invented
for those who have no justice in their own hearts. What good
would it do to dishonour the memory of this old simpleton,
who has succeeded for fourscore ycurs in passing for an honest
man? Necither is there the least occasion to prove that you
arc not a thief: pcople know that already. You will restore
the money, and everything will be right.”

“ Bat if this old man should have any relations ?”

‘““He has not: and cven if he had, do you wish them to
inherit that which does not belong to them ?”?

“That is true. 1 am qunite bewildered with what has hap-
pened. I will go and mount my horse.”

“That will not be convenient for carrying this famous iron
pot, which is so heavy, so very heavy! Ave the roads passable
down theie ¥

“Certainly. From this we go to Trunsault, and tbhen to
Lis-Saint-George, and then to Jeu. 'The roads are all freshly
repaired and good.”

“In that casc, take my carriage, Grand-Louis, and make
haste.”

“Ah! well, but what will you do?"”

“Slecp here while I am waiting.”

“You are a kind man; but if the beds should be bad—you,
wlio are a little dainty —”

“That would be all the worse; but a single night is soon
passed. Besides, we could not leave your mother alone with
ihis dead man: that would be too melancholy ; for it is neces-
sary that you should take your man of the mill with you.
There ought to be two to carry the moucy that is to be carried.
You will find loaded pistols in the pockets of my cabriolet.
I never travel without them, often having valuable things to
carry. Come, set off at once. Tell your mother to make ten
agnin. We shall chat as long as we can, and make it as late
as possible; for the sight of this dead body is rather disngree-
able to me.” .

Five minutes after, Lemor and the Miller were,in a dark
night, taking their way towards Jeu-lez-Bois. We will give

_them time to arrive there, and rcturn to see what is passing
at the farm during their journey.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE DISASTER.

TaE grandmother Bricolin grew very impatient at not secing
the Miller arrive. She was far from thinking that her emis-
sary would never return to reecive the puyment which she
liad promised him; and the reader will casily understand,
that at the moment ho was expiring, the mendicant had for-
gotten to deliver the message with which he had been charged.
At last, discouraged and tircd of waiting, Madame Dricolin
returncd to her old husband, after having assured herself that
the maniac was still wandering in the warren, absoibed
according to custom in her own meditations, and no longer
making the tranquil valley resound with the echoes of hex
lamentations. It was now about midnight. The sound of
some few discordant voices might still be heard as the lasi
revellers issued from the cabarets, while the dogs belonging to
the farm, as if they knew the voices of their friends, did not
even deign to bark.

Monsieur Bricolin, urged by his wife, who earnestly desired
that this species of underhand engngement with Marcelle
sbould be carried into instant exccution, had, but not with.
out grief and terror, transferrcd to the dame venderesse, the
pocket-book which contained two hundred and fifty thousand
francs. Marcelle received this venerable pocket-book with
very little cmotion. It was so greasy, that in receiving it
she only touched it with the tips of her fingers, and, wearied
with bLeing engaged in a business in which the avarice of
others had filled her with disgust, she threw it into a corner of
Rose’s writing-desk. She had accepted this prompt payment
for the same reagon that had decided the purchaser on making
it, in order to confirm the cngagement, and so to secure the
good fortune of the young girl, by making it impossible for M.
Bricolin to retract.

She had desired Fanchon, at whatever hour Grand-Louis
might present himself, to take him into the kitchen, and to
come and call her. Then she threw herself, dressed as she was,
upon her bed, to rest herself without slecping; for Rose was
still very much excited, and could not cease from blessing her,
and talking of her own happiness. Still the Miller did not
come; and, the emotions of the day having exhausted the
strength of all, towards two o'clock in the morning all the
people at the farm were buried in profound slecp. It is’
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mccessary, however, to except one person in the family: this
was the lunatic, whose brain was heated under an intolerable
paroxysm of fever.

M. Bricolin and his wife had been talking a long time to-
gether in the kitchen.  The farmer, having nothing more to
fear, and fecling himself almost frozen by the water which
he had drunk, had again taken his tankard, which he refilled
hour after hour, with an unsteady hand, fromn an enormous jug
placed at his side, and filled with fonming violet-coloured winc.
This was unfermented wine, yet the most heady produce of the
crop—a dotestable beverage, but onc which the Berrichon pre-
fers to all other wines in the world.

Many times his wife, sceing that the exultation of being the
owner of Blanchemont, and the cheering prospect of his opu-
lence, could no longer brighten his dull eye nor support his
drooping head, had urged him to go to bed; but his constant
reply was, ‘““ Presently—TI am going—I am gone—" but with-
out quitting his chair. At last, having ascertained that Rose
and Marcelle were both asleep, Madame Bricolin, incapable of
{urther excertion, went to bed herself, and fell asleep, even while
wainly calling upon her husband, who had not power to move,
and no longer heard her.  Completely intoxicated and pros-
trated, like a man who has madce an effort suddenly to sober
himself, but has thoroughly indemnitfied himself for it after-
wards, the farmer, his hand upon his pitcher, and his head
leaning on the table, kept pace in his sonorous snoring with
the heavy sleep of his wife, who was in bed in the adjoining
chamber.

An hour had scarcely passed when M. Bricolin felt himself
suffocating, and almost falling into a statc of inscnsibility.
‘With o great deal of trouble he raised himself from his seat.
It appeared to him that the air was failing in his lungs, that
his usually sharp eyes could no longer discern any object, and
that he was struck with apoplexy. The fear of death gave
him strength to drag himself, groping, to the door, which
opened into the court-yard: his candle had burned out in its
tin socket.

Having succceded in opening the door, and in descending
the rough stonc steps of the new chitcaun, the farmer gazed
around him with a stupeficd air, but without comprehending
what he saw. An extraordinary light, which filled the court-
yard, compclled him to put his hands before his eyes, and the
sudden change from intense darkness to this dazeling light
made his brain whirl afresh. At last, the fresh air having in
some degree dissipated the fumes ¢ the wine, the species of
lethargy which he had experienced gave place to a convulsive
shuddering, physical and mechanical at first, but very soon
produced by an inexpressible terror.  Two great jets of flame,
making their way through clouds of smoke, werc breaking
through the roof of the barn.

Bricolin believed himself in a frightful dream: he rubbed
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his c¢yes, he shook his limbs—still those bursts of flame
mounted towards the sky, increasing with fiightful 1apidity.
He would have cricd *“ Fire!” but his tongue was paralysed
and his throat incapable of articulating a syllable. e at-
tempted to return towards the house, trom which he was
but a few steps distant, but without knowing where he was
going. e saw on his right hand torrents of flame pouring
from the stables; on his left, another mass of fire ciowning
the towers of the old chiteau; and before him, his owu house,
illuminated in the interior with a fantastic light, and from the
doorway which he had left open behind him, came vomiting
forth black whirlwinds of smoke, as if from the mouth of a
forge. Kvery part of the Blanchemont buildings was the prey
of a tremendous conflagration.  The flames had been kindled
in more than a dozen different places, and that which was
most threatening at first in this strange scene was the death-
like silence that hovered over all.  Bricolin, berett of all
bodily power and presence of mind, stood contemplating in
fearful loncliness a disaster which no other person had yet per-
ceived. All the inmates of the new chatcau and the farin had
pussed from a sleep caused by fatigue or intoxication into a
state of lethargy produced by the sufiocating fumes. The
crackling of the fire alone now began to make itsclt heard, and
the tiles to fall with a loud rattling noise upon the pavement.
Not a cry, not a complaint, answered these foreboding warnings.
It appeared as if that raging fire had nothing more to consume
than dead bodies and ruined buildings. M. Bricolin wrung
his hands and remained mute and motionless, as if, weighed
down Dby the nightmare, he could only make vain efforts to
awaken.

At last a piercing cry arose—a woman's single cry! and
Bricolin, as if delivered from the dream which oppressed
him answcred by a savage howl to this appeal of the human
voice. Marcelle had first perceived the danger, and she came
rushing from the house, carrying her boy in her arms.  Without
perceiving DBricolin, or the cxtent of the flames that were
raging around, she laid her child on a heap of hay in the
middle of the conrt-yurd, saying to him in an impressive voice :
¢ Stay here, and do not be afraid,” and then precipitately re-
entering the house, notwithstanding the suflocating smoke which
filled it, she ran to the bed of Rose, who had remained as if
paralysed and ineapable of following her.

Then, with the strength of a man, this fair, slender, and
delicate woman, inspired by cowage, took her young friend
in her urms, and hevoically carried to the side of her son a body
much heavier and larger than her own.

At the sight of Lis daughter, Biicolin, who had first thought
only of his crops and his cattle, and had run towards his barns,
recollected that he had a family, and, sobered for the second
time, more thoroughly than at first. he flew to the assistance
of his mother and his wife.
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Happily the fire had vet seized only on the timbers of the
oof; and the groind-floor, inhabited by the Bricolins, was
still.wutouched, with the exception of the apartinent of Rose,
whidh, being very low, and in the vicinity of a pile of dry
laggots, buned very rapidly.

Madame Bricolin, rising suddenly, startled out of her sleep,
recovered in a moment her strength and her presence of 1ind.
Assisted Dy her husband and Mareelle, she carried old Bricolin
out ot the house, who, believing himself to be in the midst of
the chafenrs, cried out with all his might—

“ I have nothing more! Do not kill me! Do not burn me!
T will give you all!”

Little Fanchon most resolutely assisted the grandmother
Bricolin, who was herself soon able to help the others. They
succeeded in rousing the farmer's men and the boys, not one
of whom was lost. But all this took a considerable time, and
when they conld receive assistance from the village, and were
able to organise & chain of persons to supply water, it was too
late. The water appeared to aggravate the fire in its intensity,
by rousing the hurning masses, and making the sparks fly in
showers around. 'The cnormous heaps of corn and forage, with
which the agricultural buildings were actually averflowing,
were consumed with the rapidity of thought.” The timber-
work of the buildings, of a century’s age, secmed to court de-
struction. Almost all the fat cattle, obstinately resisting to be
driven out, were cither stifled or burnt to death. They were
only ahle to preserve the walls of the now chateau, of which
the roof had fallen in, leaving the fresh timbers uncovered and
reduced to charcoal 1esting its black carcase on the still white
walls of the building.

The fire-cngines came—in the country a useless and tardy
resource—instruments of assistance generally ill-managed and
badly constructed, and of which, in the present case, the pipes
burst at the first moment of application from want of use and
from not heing kept with proper attention. However, the
fircmen and the townspeople succeeded in some degre in sub-
duing the violence of the conflagration, and in preserving the
habitation and moveable furniture of the Bricolins. But the
fire had cifected the most complete and ruinous devastation.
The apartment of Rose, which had been occupied Ly herself and
Marcclle, ull the agricultural buildings, all the cattle, all the
farming implements, were gone. No one paid any attention
to the old chiteau, the roof of which was bmnt while the
strongly built, bare walls were enabled to support themselves
in the general ruin.  One only of the towers, unable to resist
the overpowering clement, cracked from the top to the bottom.
The immense quantity of ivy which had interwoven itself
around the rest, had assisted in saving them from utter ruin.

The grey light of morning was beginning to dawn when the
Miller aud Lemor left the miserable cabin of the mendicant.

' Lemor was carrying the iron pot in his hands, and Grand-Louis
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was leading by the bridle his beloved Sophia, who had saluted
him on his approach with & friendly neighing.

“I have read Don Quixote,” said he, “and I find myself now
very much like Sancho recovering his ass. It would only be
nccessary, to complete the likeness, that I should embrace my
l(;ld Sophia, and that I should hold a grand conversation with

er.”

“Grand-Louis,” said Lemor, ‘““if you have resisted that
temptation you have also resisted another—thiat of looking to
see whether the contents of this iron pot may turn out to be
gold or flint-stones.”

“T have lifted up the cover,” said the Miller.  “That which
was within ghone brightly enough; but 1 am very anxious to
hurry away before day, that the inhabitants of this desert,
if there be any, may not observe my movements and take me
for a thicf. I tremble with agitation and pleasure, like o man
who is conducting the affairs of another to a successful end;
bLut 1 also possess the coolness of a man who is receiving no
inheritance for himself. Get on, get on, Master Henry! Have
you replaced the pickaxe in the carringe? Wait, while I
give another glance round within. The whole is well covered
in; it does not attract attention in the least: so let us go.
We must fest in some wood if our hLorses are not able to
go on.”

The horse of the notary having gone over three mortal
leagues of country at full trot, and often at a gallop, thiough
mountainous and painful roads, was in reality so much jaded
in returning, that our travellers, on arriving at the height of
Lis-Saint-George, were compelled to give him breathing-time.
Sophia, whom they had fastened behind the cabriolet, and who
was not accustomed to run so madly, was covered with sweat,
and the Miller's heart was moved at secing her in such a state.

“We must have some mercy on our animalg,” said he; “and
besides I should not wish that, for his honesty and sagacity in
this business, our good notary should losc his horse. 1'hen, as
for Sophia, I would not take any irou pot for her. She is an
old servant, and ought not to do the officc of an earthen ves-
sel.  Here is a pretty, shady pasture, where ncither beast nor
man will disturb us. Let us turn into it. 1 am surc we shall
find a bag of oats in the box of the cabriolet, for M. Tailland
thinks of everything, and he is not a man ever to embark
without hLis bLiscuits. We will take a quarter of an hour’s
Lreathing-time, and then we shall be a little fresh to set off
again. Unfortunately, when I let loose my uncle’s pig (let who
will inherit it), I forgot to steal from him some of his crusts of
bread; and I feel my stomach so cinpty, that I wonld willingly
share Sophia’s oats with her if I did not fear doing her wrong.
It appcars to me that I have made but a poor beginning of
my part of a miser's heir, for I am dying of hunger with my
treasure close by my side.”

While thus chatting in his usual mannecr, the Miller loosed
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he horses and gave them their breakfast. The lawyer’s he.

supplied from the bag of oats, and Sophia from his own long
blue cotton cap, which he attached to her nose very ludi-
corously.

‘It is singular how light I fecl my heart just now,’” said he,
as he threw himsclf down under the bushes and uncovered the
iron pot. Do you know, M. Lemor, that my happiness is in the
inside of this, provided that the gold pieces are not merely on
the surface, and that the bottom is only filled with great sous.
I am afraid it is too heavy to be nothing but gold. Come, now,
help me to count it all.””

The reckoning was soon done. The gold pieces of the old
moncy were rolled up in sums of a thousand francs in dirty
rags of paper. On opening them, Lemor and the Miller saw
the marks which the beggar had mentioned. The fortune
of old Bricolin bore a cross on cach louis; the deposit of the
lord of Blanchemont a single line. At the bottom there were
about three thousand fraucs in silver, in pieces of every kind;
and cven a handful of great sous, the last savings of the men-
dicant.

“The remainder,” said the Miller, throwing it back into the
bottom of the iron pot, ““is the fortune of my upcle, and the
inheritance of your servant; and it is the widow’® mite, which
the grasping old man thought he was dving no sin to collect,
and which, I promisc you, shall return to the widow and the
orphan. Who knows if it be not also the product of theft ?
Sceing how my uncle, peace to his soul! juggled Sophia away
from me, I cannot have too much confidence in the purity of
his legacy. Yet, stay! it will give me the pleasure of being
charitable—I who am g0 often deprived of that sweet satisfac-
tion—I shall take the pleasure of a prince. Do you know that
with three thousand francs here in the country, we can save
three families from misery and provide for their existence ?”

* But you do not think about the remainder of this deposit,
Grand-Louis. Recollect, then, that with this large sum, of
which Madame dc Blanchemont has in truth no personal ne-
cessity, you are going to put it in her power to make many
others happy also.” ‘

“Oh, I shall carry them to her and lay them very quickly
on her table. But, on my side, there is something which
flatters me—that is, the little hoard which M. Bricolin will
receive at my hands with so much pleasure. That part of
the contents of the iron pot will not be employed in a very
Christian way by him, but it will help to bring about an ac-
commodation of my affairs with him, which were in a very dis-
couraging statc last night.”

“That is to say, my dear Louis, that you may now make
some pretensions to the hand of Rose ?”’

“ Oh, no, you must not think that. If the fifty thousand
francs really belonged to me, that might be arranged without
difficulty; but M. Bricolin knows better how to reckon than
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ou. He will say, ¢ Here arc five thousand pistoles which b
i)ng to me, which Grand-l.ouis has brought me: he¢ has done,
no more than his duty. What belongs to me does not belong
to him; therefore 1 have fifty thousand fiancs more in my

ocket, and he remains with his mill, a clown, just as he was

fore.”

* And will he not be touched and surprised at an honcsty of
which, without doubt, he would not himself be capablc ?”’

‘¢ Surprised! yes; tcuched! no. But he will say to himself,
¢This young man may be useful to me. Honest people arc very
neccssary to those who are not so.” And he will forgive me my
sing, and give me his busincss back again, which I very much
value, because it enables me to see Rose, and to speak to her
every day. You sec, then, that, without deceiving myself, 1 have
somc cause for satisfaction. Iast night, when I danced with
Rose, when she seemed to love me, 1 felt so proud, so happy!
Ah! well. I find once more my last night’s happiness, without
disturbing myself about to morrow. That is a great thing.
Brave Uncle Cadoche, you little imagined what consolation
there would be for me in your iron pot! You intended to make
me rich, and you have made me happy.”

‘ But, mgdear Louis, since you take to Marcelle a sum equal
to that which she desires to sacrifice for you, you may surely
now accept the concessions which she oftered to make to M.
Bricolin.”

“I! Never! Do not mention it: it wounds me. T shall be
no longer banished from the farm—that is all I must look for.
See how pretty this treasure is; how dazzling is this Lright-
ness! and truly therc lies in it many troubles consoled, many
anxietics appcased. It is, however, a very fine thing, this
moncy, M. Lemor: you must confess that. Here now, in the
hollow of my hand, is the life of five or six poor children.”

“TFriend, I see there only what rcally is: the tears, the
shrieks, the tortures of old Bricolin, the avarice of the mendi-
cant, his life of shame and stupidity, wasted in the trembling
contemplation of his own deed of theft.”

“Oh, you arc right,” said the Miller, throwing hack with
aversion the handtul of gold into the iron pot; “there is no-
thing but crimes, but sloth, but anxiety, but deceit, but fear
and suffering within. You are right: moncy is a base thing.
‘We ourselves, whoare here looking at it and counting it in this
concealment, we look like two robbers armed with pistols,
dreading to be surprised by other bandits, or apprchended by
the gendarmes by a grasp of the collar. Be you shut up, ac-
cursed I’ he exclaimed, replacing the cover; “and, for our-
selve|s, let us go, friend. Joy be with us! This is none of
ours!”
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CHAPTER XXXV.
A RUPTURE.

In approaching the valley of the Vauvre, our travellers re-
marked in the direction of Blanchemont an immense cloud of
heavy smoke which the rising sun began to whiten and illumine,

‘ Look there,” said the Miller, ““ what a dense mist there is
rising over the Vauvre this morning, over tho side where
you and I are always wishing to look. That annoys me, be-
cause it prevents me from seeing the pointed roofs of my good
old littlo chitcau, which on every side, when 1 am making
my rounds in the neighbourhood, serves as the point of attrac-
tion to my thoughts.”

At the end of about ten .minutes, the smoke, whicli the
damp vapours of the morning had borne down peneath their
weight, covered the surface of the valley; and Grand-Louis,
suddenly arresting the steps of the lawyer's horse, said to his
companion—

“This is strange, M. Temor. I don’t know whether my
sight may be dim this morning, but I sce nothing or the ved
voof of the new chateau beneath the towers of the old. I am,
however, very sure that it may be seen from here, for I have
stopped here above a hundred times to look at it; and even
now 1 can distinguish the surrounding trecs. Ak, but look
there! The old chateau is quite different. The towers seem
as if they were lowered.  Where is the roof! Thunder strike
me! there is nothing but the gable-ends! Stay, stay! What
can that red light be on the side of the farm? 1t is fire! yes;
it is firc! And all those black objects———M. Letnor, I was
right when I told you, just when we reached Jeu-leg-Rois, that
the sky was red, and that I wag sure therc was @& groat fire
gsomewhere. You maintained that it was some heath burning ;
but I knew very woll that there were no heaths on hat side of
the country. TLook there; I am not dreaming! The chateau,
the farm, everything is destroyed! But, Rose! and can Rose
be——O heaven! And Madame Marcelle! and my little Ed-
ward ! and that old man Bricolin! O heaven! Good heaven!”

And the Miller whipping his horss furiously, put it into &
gallop in the dircetion of Planchemont, without distvessing
Limself whether his old Sophia was able to follow or not.

In proportion ag they approached, the indications of the
calamity became more convinecing. They were soon apprised
of it from thc mouths of the passer-by, and although they
were agsnred that no one had perished, yet both of them, pale
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and fearfully oppressed, quickened the pacc of the horsg
which carried them, whose speed was far too slow for their
anxiety.

On arriving at the bottom of the hill, as the poor animal,
breathless and covered with foam could only creep up the
ascent step by step, they stopped him in front of Piaulette's
cottage, and leaped from the cabriolet that they might hurry
on more quickly. At the same moment, Marcclle coming out
of the cottage appearcd before them. She was pale but calm,
and her dress bore no trace of injury from the fire. Occu-
picd the whole night in her cares for others, she had not de-
voted herself to useless attempts to quench the fire. On seeing
her Lemor almost fainted for joy, and he took her hand
without having the power to utter a syllable.

“ My son is here, and Rose is at the house of the cure!” said
Marcelle, ““she has not cxperienced any injury, she is much
better in health, notwithstanding the alarm of her rclatives.
There is no greater evil in all than the loss of moncy, and that
is but a trifling thing compared with the happiness which
awaits her.”

“What are you speaking of ?” said the Miller; “I do not
understand.youn.”

“Go and sce, my friend, there is nothing to prevent you,
and learn from her own lips that which I do not wish to be the
first to tell you.”

Grand-T.ouis hastened away in a state of extreme bewilder-
ment, while TLemor cntered the cottage with Marcelle, and
while Piaulette and her husband were engaged in attending to
the horses, he ran towards the bed in which Edward was
sleeping. The last of the race of the Blanchemonts was tran-
quilly reposing on the truckle bed of the poorest peasant of
their domaing. He no longer possessed the shelter of ¢ven a
night's lodging as his own right, and the hospitality of indi-
gi:x}cc was the only resource which he could at that moment
claim.

“He has not then encountercd any danger?” said Lemor,
Lissing his little hands, moist with a gentle heat.

“This little creature is of a happy temper,” said Marcclle,
with a certain degree of pride; ‘“he had not sutfered any in-
jury, and though he was awakened in the midst of suffocating
smoke, he was not frightened. He hns passed the night en-
deavouring with me to support and console the suffercrs; find-
ing, notwithstanding his woakness and his inability to compre-
liend their misfortune, attentions, caresses, and expressions of
angelic sithplicity, both for me and the sinking beings trem-
bling and weeping around us. And T who feargd the effect of
alarm and cmotion on his health! This feeble body encloses
a heroic soul. T.emor, this is a blessed child whom God has
marked at his birth to show how a poor man may also be a
noble one!”

The caresses of Lemor awoke the child, and he recognised

«
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im rather by the manifestation of his affection than from his
fcatures.

“Oh! Henry,” said he, “and why would not you speak to
me when you were pretending to be Antoine P’ '

Marcelle had begun to explain with stoicism to her lover,
the new disaster by which this conflagration Lad happened to
the remainder of her fortune, when M. Bricolin, his counte-
nance in the wildest agitation, his clothes torn into shreds, and
his hands covered with burns, entered the cottage.

The first cinotions of his terror having subsided, the farmer
had laboured with energy and all the cowrage of desperation
to save his cattle and the produce of his harvest. A hundred
times he had been within a hair’s breadth of falling a victim
to his own furious 1ecklessness, and he had not renounced his
fruitless hopes of saving his property, until he saw himself in
the midst of a heap of ruins. Then it was that discourage.
ment, despair, and a sort of fury seized upon his luckless
brain. It seemed as if he had become insaue, and he came
rushing towards Marcelle with & strange and bewildered air,
his ideas confused, and his words incoherent and cmbarrassed.

‘“ Ah, I find you at last, madam!” said he, in a choking and
ahnost inarticulate voice, “ I have been looking for you all
over the village, and I did not know what could have become
of you. Listen, listen! Madame Marcclle! What 1 have to
say to you is of the greatest consequence. 1t is very fine for
you to be so composed, but all this misfortunc falls upon you,
and the entire loss on your part!”

“I know it, M. Bricolin,” replied Marcelle, not without a
little impatience.

The sight of this avaricious man was not consolatory to her
feelings at that moment.

“You know it!” rcplied Bricolin, with a sort of passion,
“and 1 know it also! You will have to rebuild the premises,
and replace the cattle of Blanchemont.” :

“ And with what if you please, M. Bricolin ?” .

“With your own money. Ilave you not got the money ?
Have I not given you enough ?"’

“I have it no longer, M. Bricolin. The pocket-book was
burnt.”

“You havo left my pocket-book to be burnt! 'The pocket-
book which 1 entrusted to you!” exclaimed Bricolin highly
exasperated, and striking his forehcad with his hand. ‘‘ What!
have you been mad enough, stupid enough, not to save the
pocket-book when you had plenty of time to save your son!”

“T saved Rosc also, M. Bricolin. It was I who carried her
out of the housc in my arms. During that time the pocket-
book ‘was burnt, and I do not regret it.”

“That is not true, you have it still!” .

“] gwear that I have not. Not only the desk in which it
was placed, but ull the furniturc of the room was burnt while
the family were being saved. You are already acquainted with
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thig, 1 told you of it before, for you questioned me upou it, but
cither you did not hear me or you do not remember.”

“ Al it was o, I recollect,” said the farmer in consteanation,
“but I thauglit you were deceiving me.”

“And why should I deceive you? Was not that money
nrine "’

“Yours! You do not then deny that I bought your cstate
last night, that T paid you for it, and that it now belongs to
me?”’

““ How could the thought arise, that I should be capable of
denying it?”

“ Oh, forgive me! forgive me, madam! I am not in posscs.
sion of my senacs!” said the farmer, calmed and subdued.

“T see that plainly,” said Marcclle, in a tone of contempt
which he did not even perceive.

“ That makes no difference; the repairs of the buildings and
the replacing of the cattle are your affair,” replied De after a
ghort silence, during which his idcas had again fallen into
fresh confusion.

“One of two things is certain, M. Bricolin,” said Marcclle,
shrugging her shoulders; “either you have not bought the
estate and I must repair the injury, or T have sold it to you
and it is no longer any concern of mine, Make your own
choice.”

“That is true !” said Bricolin, again fulling into a stupor.

Afterwards he hastily resumed—

“Oh, 1 bought it of you thoroughly, and paid for it fincly
too, you cannot deny that! I have your own deed which tes-
tifies to the receipt of the money. 1 did not leave that to be
burnt. My wife has it in her pocket.”

“Tn that case you may rest in peace, and T can do the same,
for T alko have the duplicate of tho deed in my own pocket.”

“Put you ought to bear the loss!” exclaimed Bricolin, in a
spocics of moody passion, ““I did not buy an cstate of you
without buildings and without cattle. Here is a loss of fifty
thousand francs at the very least.”

“#1 know nothing about that, buf it is certaiu that this m's-
fortunc took place after the sale.”

“1t was you who sct the place on fire!”

“Thaf is very probable!” said Marcelle with cool contempt,
“and I have thrown the price of my cstate into it by way of
amusement.”’ ’

“Yorgbve me! forgive me! I am illl” said the farmer, “to
lose so much moncy in one night! But it is all the same,
Madame Maroelle, you must indemnify me for this calamity.
J have always had some misfortunc or another with your
family. My father was put to the torture by the chaufeurs, for
a deposit which was placed in his hands by your grundfather,
and in addition to that, suffered the loss of fifty thousand
franes which were his own.”

“The consoquences of that misfortune are irreparsble, since
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J’uur father lost health both of mind and body. But my

amily are wholly innocent of the crime of those robbers; aud
as lp the loss of your money, that was cntirely compensated
for by my grandfather.”

“That is true, he was a worthy master; so, then, you ought
to do as he did, you ought 1o indemnify me for this loss.”

“ You are so much attuched to money, and I care for it so
little, that I would satisfy you if 1 had it in my power to do so.
But yon forgot that I have lost my all cven to the miserable
sum of two thousand francs, which 1 had raised from the sale
of my carriage—nay, cven to my very clothes and linen, My
son cannot even say that he owns so much in the world, even
as the clothes which cover him, for I carricd him naked out
of your house, and if this woman had not welcomed him with
a sublime charity, and covered him with the humble clothing
of onc of her own children, I should have becu forced to ask of
you the alms of a blousp and a pair of salots for him. Leave
me, then, in peace, I bescech you. I have strer:fth to support
my misfortune, but your rapacity excites my indignation, and
fatigues me.”

“T'his is sufficient, sir,” said Lemor, who could no longer
contain himsclf. ‘ Retire, and leave this lady in peace.”

Bricolin did not hear this apostrophe. He had dropped into
a chair, convinced of the total destitution of Marcclle, and of
her perfect inability to comply with the exactions that he had
dared to hope to extort.

“And so,’ he cxclaimed in despair, striking his clenched
fist upon the table, “I believed that I had made a good bargain
last night; I had bought Blanchemont for two hundred and
fifty thousand francs, and this morning, I find myself with a
loss of fifty thousand francs in building and cattle. And
that,” said he, with a decp groan, “brings the price of the
estate up to three hundred thousand francs, which was what
vou first demanded.” '

“It does not appcar to me that this ought to be gonsidered
any fault of mine any more than it is any profit to me,” said
Marcelle, coldly, her indignation subsiding as she saw that of
Lemor arise, who at the same time was trying to syppress it,
anxiously endeavouring to keep himself within the¥ounds of
moderation. N

“ Are you the only person that is unfortunate, thep, M. Bri-
colin?’ saill Piaulette, with simplicity, wondering at all she
heard. “Truly, I cannot comprchend all this. This poor lady
has lost her all; you are still rich, as rich ag-you were last
night, and yet you are coming upon her with fresh demands.
That is droll enough. If in spite of this misfortune, you get
Blanchemout for as little as thrce hundred thousand francs, it
is still a very pretty bargain. I know very well that there are
other people who would have given more.”

“What is that you say?” replied Bricolin, qud your
tongue; you are nothing better than a fool and a gossip.” |
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“Thanks, sir,” said Piaulette.

And turning round with encrgy towards Marcelle—

It is all the same, madam,” said sghe; *“since you have lost
everything, you are welcome to stop here with me as long as
you please, and take your share of our black bread. I shall
never reproach you with it or look for any return.”

‘‘ Listen to her, sir,” said Lemor, ‘ and blush!”

¢ Ag for you, I don’t know who you are!” replied Bricolin,
furiously, “nobody here knows you. You have as much the
look of a miller as I have of a bishop. But you shall not go
very far, my boy; I shall point you out to the gendarmes, that
they may demand your papers, and if you have not got them
we shall see. My house has been set on fire through malice,
that is plain euough, all the world can prove that, and the
procureur du roi is ready to conmence the procese. You are
very often with a man who bears me ill-will, and that is
quite sufficicnt.” .

“1t is too much!” said Lemor, with indignation; “you arc
one of the basest of wretches, and if you do not leave this
place I know very well how to compel you.”

“Stay!” said- Marcelle, seizing Lemor's arm.  “Iave pity
on this man, he has lost his rcason. Be merciful to his mis-
fortune, however base he may show himself to be. Follow my
example, Lemor; my patience is equal to the necessities of my
sitnation.”

Bricolin heard not. Hec held his head between his hands
and groaued like a mother who has lost her child.

“ And T who would never insure because it was so expeusive!
he exclaimed in a lamentable tone, “and my cattle, my poor
cattle, that were 8o beautiful and so fat! Therc was onc lot
of gheep worth two thousand francs, and which I would not
gell at the fair of Saint Christophe!”

Marcelle could not keep herself from smiling, and her high-
mindedness taught Lemor to control his own indignation.

‘It is all the same,” said the farmer, rising suddenly; * your
miller shall not have my daughter!”

“1n that cage, neither shall you have my estate; the deed is
plain, and that condition a formal stipulation.”

“We will try that at law.”

“'Whenever you please.”

‘“Oh, yoa know you cannot go to law on your side. It is
necessary to have money for that, and you have nonc. And
then you must make restitution of the payment, and how can
you do that? Besides, the pretty condition which you cxacted
is good for nothing; and then as for your miller, I am going
to begin. ving him arrested and led to prison, for it is he,
1 am sui,; %ho has set my house on fire, out of rcvenge for my
having'driven him out of it last night. The whole village can
serve as witnesses of the threats he made. And as for this
gnthman here—enough! Here! here, you gendarme!” and

rushed out of the cottage a prey to real deliriumn.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.
THL CHAPEL.

Anxxrous for the Miller and Lemor, whom the blind vengeance
of the farmer might draw into a business, if not serious at least
disagreeable, Marcelle required from her lover that he should
conceal himsclf, and Piaulctte was on the point of leaving the
cottage to warn Grand-Louis and induce him to follow the
same course, when she observed the crowd of people scattered
over the little hill, collect together and hurry towards the
farm.

“T am sure it is already done!” exclaimed Piaulette, in tears.
“They have alrcady laid hands upon Grand-Lonls.”

Lemor, influenced only by his courage and his friendship,
left the cottage and darted towards the little hill. Marcelle
followed him in alarm, lcaving Edward under the care of the
cldest child of her hostess.

On entering the court-yard of the farm, Marcelle and Lemor
saw with affright the black and scattercd rmins, the ground
covered with streams of water, and resembling a lake of ink;
the crowd of exhausted workmen, wet, burnt, and looking like
spectres, and who were preparing themsclves for new toile.
The flames had just shown themselves in a little isolated chapcl
which was situated between the farm and the old chiteau.

This new accident appeared incomprehensible, as that erec-
tion had remained untouched and in safety until thep, and if a
spark of fire had fallen within it while the conflagration was
raging, it could not have remained latent for so long' a time in
the midst of a quantity of the dried stalks of peas of which
that place had been made the receptacle. The fire, however,
cel;{a.inly rosc from the interior as if some implacable hand
had pushed its audacity so far, as to determine undey the eyes
of the whole assemblage, and in broad day, utterly fo destroy
the very last building left on the estate. K

“Leave the chapel to burn!” exclaimed M. Bricalin, foam.
ing with rage; “run after the incendiary! he must be very
near, he cannot have got far! I am certain it is Grand-Louis!
I po'usess the proofs! Scarch the warren! Here, in the war-
ren!”

M. Bricolin was perfectly ignorant that while he was thus
dirccting public feeling against the Miller, the latter, forget-
ful of everything, and knowing as little of what was passing
without, was then at the parsonage, on his knees before the
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arm-chair on which Rose had been laid, and receiving from |
her own lips the confession of her love and the news of the
contract into which her father had entered.

In the general disorder, the curt and even his servanuts were
mixed up with the cager workmen. The grandmother Brico-
lin was the only person who remained near Lose, and the young
lovers, plunged in an intoxication of the purest nature, thought
no more of the events which were being transacted around
them,

A circle had formed itsclf around the chapel, and the pipes
of the engine had been arranged to send its streams of water
over it, when M. Bricolin, who had advanced up to the arched
entrance of the door, recoiled with horror, and fell upon one
of his farming-men, who was scarcely able to support his
weight. 'This chapel, which in olden times had been attached
to tho chiteau, still displayed to the cycs of the antiquary
numberless beautiful details of Gothic sculpture. The very
antiquity of the building made it soon give way to the inten-
sity of the heat. The flame was bursting through the win-
dows, and the delicatc architectural ornaments of carved roses
began to detach themselves with a cracking noise, when the
half-open door was suddenly opened from the inside. Then
it was that they saw the lunatic emerge from within, a little
lantern in one hand and a wisp of burning straw in the other.
She withdrew slowly after having given the finishing stroke
to her work of destruction, walking with an air of gravity,
her eyes fixed upon the ground, seeing no one, and wholly
engrossed with the pleasure of her long meditated and coolly
cxecuted vengeance.

A gendarme, too undiscriminating in the discharge of his
duty, marched directly up to her and arrested her steps, seiz-
ing her by the arm. The idiot then perceived that she was
encircled by the crowd, and ruddenly brandishing her firebrand
in the face of the gendarme, in the surprise of that unforescen
specics of defence, he was compelled to relinquish his hold.
Then it was that Bricoline, recovering all her impctuous agility,
and assuming an expression of hatred and fury, darted info
the chapel as if to shut herself up within it, pouring out upon
them a confusion of imprecations.

An attempt was made to follow her, but was abandoncd for
want of courage. She ran through the burning flames with
the nimbleness of a salamander, and asoended the little spiral
staircase which conducted to the roof Then, showing herself
at one of the windows, they saw her rousing the fire,
which rose too slowly to gratify her desire, and which very
soon surrounded her on cvery side. A vain attempt was made
to wet the roof by directing the play of the engines over it,
but it had been recently repaired and covered with zinc, and
the water rolled off without penctrating into it. The fire soon
filled the interior of the building, and the unfortunate Brico-
line, slowly consuming, must have cndured the most fearful
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tortures.  But she did not appear cven to feel them, and they
L.card her sing the air of a dance which she loved in her youth,
and to which she had doubtless often dunced with her lover,
and which returned to her memory at the moment of death.
Not a single complaint dropped from her lips. Deaf to the
crics and supplications of her mother, who wrung her hands
and whom they held by force 1o hinder her from rushing to
join her, she continued singing for a long space of time; after-
wards appearing once again at the window, she recognised her
father.

“ Ah! M. Bricolin,” she cried, addressing herself to him,
- this is a fine time for you Lhis jour d aujourd hui.”

These were her lust words. When they had, mastered the
conflagration, they found her calcined bones upon the pave-
ment of the chapel.

This frightful dcath completed Bricolin’s bewilderment of
wind, and broke down the courage of his wife. They no longer
thought ol arresting any one, and during the remainder of the
day Rose and her grandmother were completely forgotten by
them.  Shut up together at the house of tho curé, M. and Ma.-
dame Dricolin would see no one, and they did not leave the
place until they had exhausted together the first Litterness of
theit rorrow.
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CHAPTER XXXVIL
CONCLUSION.

MARCELLE'S presence of mind had enabled her to foresee that
Rose, ill and spirit-broken with so much emotion, could not be
made acquainted with the deplorable end of her sister without
danger. She had suggested to the Miller to hurry her into the
lawyer’s cabriolet and take her to the mill, together with her
grandmother and the infirm old man, from whom the good
woman would ncver separate herself. Marcelle herself, lean-
ing on the arm of Lemor, who carried Edward in his arms, fol-
lowed immediately behind.

During some of the following days Rose was visited every
night with severe attacks of fever. Her friends never left
her for an instant, and having succeeded in concealing from
her the spectacle of the mendicant Cadoche’s funeral, whom
they carricd to his grave with all the state and ceremony he
had cxacted, they kept her in ignorance of the lunatic’'s death
until she was in a state to support such intelligence better, but
for a long time after she knew nothing of the frightful circum-
stances, through the agency of which it had becn accom-
plished.

Marcelle consulted M. Taillard on the value of the deed she
had executed with Bricolin. The opinion of the lawyer was
unfavourable. Marriage being d’ordre publie, could not be in-
serted as o clause in a sale of property. In cases where illegal
clauses are introduced the sale remains valid, but the clauses
are nullified and considered as not to exist. Such are the regu-
lations of the law, and M. Bricolin was perfectly acquainted
with them before the signing of the agrecment.

At the cnd of three days the farmer was scen to arrive at the
mill, pale, worn down, thinner by one-half than before, having
lost almost the very desire of drinking to cheer his heart. Hec
appeared even too depressed for passion, yet,-a8 thcy were
ignorant with what intentions he came to Angibault, Marcelle,
knowing that Rose was still much enfeebled, trembled lest he
should have come to reclaim her with angry words and out-
rageousness of manner. Lvery one felt anxious, and they went
out in a body to meet him, to prevent him from entering unless
he avowed that his intentions were peaceful.

He began by coldly intimating to his mother his command,
that she should bring back his daughter to him as quickly as
possible. He had engaged a house in the town of Blanche-
mont, and had commenced the work of rebuilding.



THE MILLER OF ANGISAULT. 253

“But if I am badly lodged,” said he, ‘“that i8 no reason why
I should be deprived of the society of my daughter, or that
~he should refuse the attention due from her to her mother,
as that would be the conduct of an unnatural child.”

While speaking thus, Bricolin darted a ferocious look at the
Miller. They saw clearly that he wished to take his daughter
away with him, without provoking any disagreeable incident,
reserving the power of giving loose to his rancour at some
alter period, when he might accuse Grand-Louis with having
wished to carry off’ his daughter.

 That is right! that is right!” said his mother, who charged
herself with the duty of replying; * Rose has been asking to re-
turn to her father and mother for a long time, but as she is
siill so ill we have been obliged to prevent her. I think that
to-day she may be in a state to follow you, and I am ready to
accompany you with my old man, if you have accommodation
to lodge us.  Only allow Madame Marcelle the time to prepare
the little one for the pleasure and the agitation of secing you
again. For my own part, I have something particular to say
to you, Bricolin; go come into my chamber.”

The old woman conducted him. into the apartment which
she shared with the Miller's mother. Marcelle and Rose Lad
heen installed in that of the Miller. TLemor, and Grand-Louis
slept in the Layloft.

‘ Bricolin,” said the old woman, *you are going to great
cexpense in this rebuilding, where will you get the money ?”’

“ What is that to you, mother? You have none to give me,”
replied Bricolin, in a surly tone, “1 am straitcned, it is true, at
this moment, but I must borrow. I shall not be embarrassed
how to find credit.”

“Yes, but with the great interest which is always exacted,
and then when you will be obliged to pay it back, you will
have launched into fresh and incvitable expenses, and you
will find this debt such a trouble, such an encumbrance, that I
scarcely see how you will get out of it.”

“ Ah, well! and what would you wish me to de? Do you
suppose that I can shut up my crops in my woaoden shocs
next year, and put my cattle under the shelter of a broom ?”’

“ But what will all this cost, then ?”

* Heaven only knows!”

‘‘ Say somoething near.”

“From forty five to.fifty thousand francs at the least.
Tifteen to eighteen thousand francs for the buildings, as much
for the cattle, and as much for the loss of my crops, and the
profits of the year.”

“Yes, that makes fifty thousand francs. That is. cxactly
what I calculated. Ah, well! tell me, then, Bricolin, if I were
to give you them, what would you do for me ?”

“You!” exclaimed Bricolin, whose eyes rekindled with their
accustomed fire. “Have you then some savings which you
have kept-hidden from me, or are you doting ?”
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“JTam not doting. I have fifty thousand francs in gold, which
I will give you, if you will leave me to marry Rose according’
to my own will.” .

‘ Ah! there again! everlastingly the Miller! All the wo-
men are mad about that Lear, even the old ones of cighty
years of age.”

‘“That's right! that’s right; jnst as much as you like, only
accept my offer.”

‘ And where i8 this money ¢’

“I have given it to Grand-Louis to tuke care of,” said the
old woman, who knew that her son was capable of tearing it
from her by force in some moment of intoxication, if he should
happen to see it in her possession.

‘“ And why to Grand-Louis, and not to me or to my wife ?
You wish then to make him a present of it, if 1 do not act
according to your will

“The money of another is safc in his hands,” said the old
woman, ‘ for he had this of mine in his power all unknown
to me, and he brought it to me when I supposed that it was
lost for cver. It is my husband’s, you must understand, but
since you havo interdicted him from acting by a commission
of lunacy, and as we have, according to the ageicnt law, fully
endowed cach other with our goods, for the bencfit of the
longer liver, it is at my disporal.”

‘But is this then a sum which you have recovered? It is
impossible! You arc only amusing yourself at my expense, and
it is very kind of me to listen to you.” -

‘“Listen !’ said the Mother Bricolin : “it is altogether a strange
history.”

And she recounted to her son the whole history of Cadoche,
and his bequest.

‘“ And the Miller brought that money to you when he had
no occasion to say anything about it!” exclaimed the farner,
in amazement; ‘' that was very honcst, and very handsome,
too, on his part. 'We must make him gome recompense.”

*‘There is but one recompense that we can make him, and
that is the hand of Rose, since she has alrcady made him a
present of her heart.”

*But I will not give him any dowry!” exclaimed Bricolin.

“You need not say a word about that; who mentioned
such a thing?”’

* Let me see this money, then.”

The grandmother Bricolin conducted her son to the Miller,
who showed him the iron pot and its contents.

‘“ And in this way,”” said the farmer, dazzled, and as if resus-
citated by the sight of so much golden treasure, ** Madame de
Blanchemont is not reduced to absolute poverty 7"’

“No, thanks to God!”’

** And to you, Grand-Louis.”

‘‘Thanks to the whim of Futher Cadoche."”

‘ And you—what do you inherit
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“Three thousand francs; of which one thitd is destined for
Piaulette, and the remainder for the establishment of two
other families near me. We shall work all together, and be
associated in the profits.” )

“That is a stupid arrangement.”

* No, it is just and useful.”

“But why not keep these three thousand crowns for wed-
ding presents for your wife ?’

“They would smell of theft. And then—supposing that they
were only the produce of charity, would you, who arc so
proud, wish that Rose should have upon her person dresses
paid for with the small coin of the country, given in charity
to a beggar ?’

““We should not be obliged to tell how they Lhad been pro-
vided. Ah! well—and when is the wedding to be, Grand-
Louis #’

‘“’I'o-morrow, if you will.”

““ Publish the banns to-morrow; and place the money in my
hands to-day, for T am in want of it.”

“No, no!” exclaimed the old woman; “you shall have it
on the wedding-day. You shall have it! You shall have it,
my boy!”

The sight of the gold had reanimated M. Bricolin. He
placed himself at the table, touched glasses with the Miller,
embraced his daughter, and remounted his pony, just midway
between sobiiety and intoxication.

‘ Managing matters thus,” he said to himself with a smile,
“T shall still have Blanchemont for two hundred and fifty
thousand francs; ay, even for two hundred thousand francs,
since I give no portion to my youngest daughter.”

‘“ And we, t00, Lemor—we must begin to build,” said Mar-
celle to her lover, when Bricolin had departed.  “ We are still
rich. We have suflicient to erect a pretty rustic cottage,
where our child shall receive a good education, for you will be
his preceptor, and the Miller will teach him his own occupa-
tion. For what rcason may he not, at the same time, be a
iaborious workman and an educated man ?” .

“I intend rather to begin with mysclf,” said Temor; “I am
but an ignorant man, and I must instruct mysclf dming. our
evening meetings. 1 am now a miller's man; the conditién
pleases me, and I shall keep to it as my daily occupation.
What excellent health such a mode of life as this will bring
our Edward!”

“Ah! well, Madame Maicclle,” said Grand-Louis, taking
the hand of Lemor; *you, who told me the first time that you
came here—it is just eight days since, and ncither more nor
less, that your happincss would be to have a ncat little cottage
with a thatched roof, covered all over with the green branches
of the vine, just in the same way as mine; in leading a life,
simple, and not too much restrained, like mine; in having a
son, with sufficient occupation, and not too stupid, like me—
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all this you have here, on the margin of our river of Vauvre,}
which has the honour of pleasmg you, and by the side of suchr
exoellent neighbours as ourselves.”’

‘“ And with all things in coxmnon,” said Marcelle; for T
will not haar of it otherwise.” -

‘“Oh, thut is impossible! yom portion now is much greater
than mine.’

“You calculate badly, Miller,” said Lemor. “‘Thine’ and
‘mine’ hetween friends is as much an cnormity as reckoning
that two and two make five.”

“Bchold me then rich and learned!” replicd the Miller;
“for 1 have got Rosc's heart, and I shall have you to talk to
every day. Did I not tell you, M. Lemor, that a miracle
would be,worked for me, and that all would turn out well? T
did not reckon, however upon Uncle Cadoche.” M

“Why are you dnncuw about in that way, alochon 2" said-
Edward.

“The rcason is, my chxld " rcphcd the Miller, lifting him
up in his arms, * that, in tluowmg my ncets, I have fished up,
in the clearest water, a little angel who has brought me hap-
piness, and in the most troubled, an old wretch of an uncle,
whom I may perhaps succeed in getting out of purgatory!”

THE END.
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