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PREFACE

IN the very interesting preface, dated July 1842, which
Balzac prefixed to the first collection of the Comedie
Humaine, he endeavours, naturally enough, to represent
the divison into Scenes de la Vie Parisienne, €etc, as a
rational and reasoned one. Although not quite arbitrary,
it was of course to a great extent determined by con-
Sderations which were not those of design; and we did
not require the postive testimony which we find in the
Letters to tell us that in the author's view, as well asin
our own, not a few of the sories might have been shifted
over from one divison to ancther, and have filled their
placejust as well in the other as in the one.

‘La Maison du Chat-qui-Pelote, however, which
originally bore the much les happy title of ' Gloire et
Malheur," wasa ScenedelaViePriveefrom thefirst, and it
bears out better than some of its companions its author's
expressd intention of making thee 'scenes represent
youth, whether Parisian or Provincial. Few of Balzac's
dories have united the general suffrage for touching
grace more than this, and there are few better examples
of his minute Dutch-painting than the opening passages
or of his unconquerable delight in the details of budnes
than his sketch of Monsieur Guillaume's establishment
and itsways. The French equivalent of the Complete
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Tradesman ¢ of Defoe lasted much longer than his English
counterpart; but, except in the smaller provincial towns,
he is =id to be uncommon now. Asfor the plot, if quch
a dately name can be given to 0 ddicate a sketch, it is
of course open to downright British judgment to pro-
nounce the sdf-sacrifice of Lebas more ignoble than
touching, the conduct of Theodore too childish to
desrve the excuses sometimes possble for pasionate
incongtancy, and the character of Augustine angdlically
idiotic. This lag outrage, if it were committed, would
indeed only be an ingance of the irreconcilable difference
which amogt to the presnt day divides English and
French idess of ideally perfect girlhood, and of that date
of womanhood which corresponds thereto. T he candeur
adorable which the Frenchman adores and exhibits in the
girl j the uncompromising, though mortal, passon of the
woman; are too different from any ideal that we have
entertained, except for a very short period in the eigh-
teenth century. But there are few more pathetic and
charming imper sonations of this other ideal than Augustine
de Sommeryjeux.

All the dories assodated with ‘La Maison du Chat-
qui-Pelote,' according to French standards—all, perhaps,
according to all but the very drictest and oldest-feshioned
of English—are perfectly free from the dightest objection
on the score of that propriety againg which Balzac has
an amusing if not quite exact tirade in one of his books
And this is evidently not accidental, for the preface above
referred to is an daborate attempt to rebut the charge of
impropriety, and to show that the author could draw
virtuous as well as unvirtuous characters. But they are
not, taking them asa whole, and omitting the' Cat and
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Racket ' itsdf, quite examples of putting the bet foot
foremod. ' Le Bal de Sceaux, with its satire on contempt
for trade, isin someways more like Balzac's young friend
and pupil Charles de Bernard than like himself; and |
beieve it attracted English notice pretty early. At least
1 sem, when quite a boy, and long before | read the
Comidie Humaine, to have ssn an English verson or
paraphrase of it. ' La Bourse' though agreegble is a
little dlight; and' La Vendetta' might have been written
on 0 well known a donnie by many pesons beddes
Balzac. It happens moreover, to contras mogt un-
fortunately with the terrible and exquiste perfection of
Merimee's' Mateo Falcone' | should rank ' Madame
Firmiani' a good deal higher than any of thee three,
though it too is a little dight, and though it is not in
Balzac's mog characterigtic or important manner. Rather,
perhaps doss it remind us of the 'Physiologies and the
other sodal ' skits' and sketches which he was writing
for the Caricature and other papersat thetime.  Still, the
various descriptions of the heroine have a point and
gparkle which are almost peculiar to the not quite mature
work of men of genius ; and the actual sory has a light-
ness which, perhaps, would have disappeared if Balzac had
handled it at greater length.

As for bibliography, the ' Avant-Propos (of which
Momus may perhaps say that it is both a little too dis
cursive and a little too apologetic) dates itsdf. | do not
know whether thee may be any interet for some
readers in the fact that it originally appeared not in the
first, but in the last livraison' of the first volume of the
complete edition of the Comedie. 'La Maison du Chat-qui-
Pdote* under thetitle above referred to, saw thelight firgt
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with other Scenesdela ViePriveein 1830. But it wasnot
dated as of the previous year till five years later, in its
third edition; while the title was not changed till the
great collection itsdf. Of its companions, “Le Bal de
Sceaux' was an original one, and ssamns to have been
written as well as published more or les at the same
time. It at first had an alternative title, 'Ou le Pair
de France,’ which was afterwards dropped.

' La Bourse' was early, but not quite so early as these.
It appeared in, and was apparently written for, the sscond
edition of the Scenesdela Vie Priveg, published in M ay
1832. In 1835 it was moved over to the Scenesdela
Vie Parisienne, between which and the Vie Prive'e there
is in fact a good deal of cross and arbitrary divison.
But when the full Comedie took shape it moved back
again.

' La Vendetta' ranked from the first edition of these
Sceneswith them; but, unlikethose previoudy mentioned,
it had had an earlier sarate publication in part. For
it is one of those dories which Balzac originally divided
into chapters and afterwards printed without them. The
first of these, which appeared in the Silhouette of April
1830, was entitled ' L'Atelier,' and the others were 'La
Desobeissance” Le Manage,' and ' Le Chatiment'

' Madame Firmiani' was first published in the Revue
de Paris for February 1832 ; then became a Conte
Philosophfyue, and still in the same year a ScenedelaVie
Parisienne. It was in the 1842 collection that it took
up itsabodein the ScenesdelaViePrivee,

G.S



INTRODUCTION

IN gving the ganed titleof ' The Human Comedy' to
a work begun nearly thirteen years dnce, it is neesary
to explain its motive, to relate its origin, and, briefly
ketch its plan, while endeavouring to gpesk of these
matters as though | had no persona interest in them.
Thisisnot so difficult as the public might imagine. Few
works conduce to much vanity ; much labour conduces
to great diffidence.  This observation accounts for the
gdudy of their own works made by Corneille, Moliere,
and other great writers; if it isimpossble to equal them
in their fine conceptions, we may try to imitate them
in this feding.

Theidea of The Human Comedy was at first asadream
to me, one of those impossble projects which we caress
and then let fly ' a chimera that gives us a glimpse of
its smiling woman's face, and forthwith goreads its wings
and returns to a heavenly realm of phantasy. But this
chimera, like many another, has become a reality j has
its beheds its tyranny, which mugt be obeyed.

Theideaoriginated in a comparison between Humanity
and Animality.

It is a mistake to suppose that the great digoute which
has lately made a stir, between Cuvier and Geoffroi Saint-
Hilaire, aroee from a scientific innovation.  Unity of
structure, under other names, had occupied the greatest
minds during the two previous centuries. As we read
the extraordinary writings of the mystics who sudied
the stiences in their reation to infinity, such as Sweden-
borg, Saint-Martin, and others, and the works of the
greatest authors on Natural History—L eibnitz, Buffon,

A
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Charles Bonnet, etc., we detect in the monads of
Leibnitz, in the organic molecules of Buffon, in the
vegetativeforceof Needham, in the corréation of similar
organs of Charles Bonnet—who in 1760 was s0 bald as
to write,’ Animals vegetate as plants do'—we detect, |
sy, the rudiments of the great law of Sdf for Sdf, which
lies at the root of Unity of Plan. There is but one
Animal. The Creator workson a single modd for every
organised being, ' The Animal * iselementary, and takes
its external form, or, to be accurate, the differences in its
form, from the environment in which it is obliged to
devdop. Zoological fedes are the result of thee
differences.  The announcement and defence of this
sydem, which is indeed in harmony with our pre
conceived idess of Divine Power, will be the eternal glory
of Geoffroi Saint-Hilaire, Cuvier'svictorious opponent on
this point of higher stence, whose triumph was hailed by
Goethe in the lag article he wrote.

I, for my part, convinced of this scheme of nature long
before the disunion to which it has given rise, perceved
that in this repect society resambled nature.  For
doss not society modify M an, according to the conditions
in which helives and acts, into men as manifold as the
sedes in Zoology ? The differences between a soldier,
an artisan, a man of budness a lawyer, an idler, a
student, a satesman, a merchant, a sailor, a pod, a
beggar, a priet, are as great, though not 0 easy to
denne, as those between the wolf, the lion, the ass the
crow, the shark, the s, the sheep, etc. Thus sodal
spedes have always existed, and will always exig, just as
there are zoological pedes  If Buffon could produce a
magnificent work by attempting to represent in a book
the whole realm of zoology, was there not room for a
work of the same kind on society ?  But the limits st
by nature to the variations of animals have no exisence
in society. When Buffon dexribes the lion, he dismisss
the tioness with a few phrases but in society a wife is
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not always the female of the male.  There may be two
pefectly dissmilar beangs in one houschold. The wife
of a shopkesper is sometimes worthy of a prince, and the
wife of a prince is often worthless compared with the
wife of an artisan. The soda date has fresks which
Nature does not allow hersdf ; it is nature plus society.
Thedesription of social gpedes would thus be at least
double that of animal spedes merdy in view of the two
sxes Then, among animals the drama is limited ; there
is scarcdy any confusion; they turn and rend each other
—that is all. Men, too, rend each other; but their
greater or less intdligence makes the struggle far more
complicated. Though some savants do not yet admit
that the animal nature flows into human nature through
an immense tide of life, the grocer certainly becomes a
peer, and the noble sometimes sinks to the lowest social
grade. Again, Buffbn found that life was extremdy
smple among animals.  Animals have little property,
and nether arts nor sciences, while man, by a law that
has yet to be sought, has a tendency to express his
culture, his thoughts, and his life in everything he
appropriates to his u Though Leuwenhoek, Swam-
merdam, Spallanzani, Reaumur, Charles Bonnet, Miiller,
Haller, and other patient investigators have shown us
how interesting are the habits of animals those of each
kind are, at leas to our eyes aways and in every age
alike; whereas the dress the manners, the speech, the
dwelling of a prince, a banker, an artist, a citizen, a
priest, and a paupe are absolutdy unlike, and change
with every phase of civilisation.

Hence the work to be written nesded a thregfold form
—men, women, and things; that is to say, pesons and
the material expresson of their minds, man, in short,
and life.

As we read the dry and discouraging list of events
called History, who can have railed to note that the
writers of all periods in Egypt, Perda, Greece, and
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Rome, have forgotten to give us the history of manners?
The fragment of Petronius on the private life of the
Romans excites rather than satidies our curiosity. It
was from observing this great void n the field of history
that the Abbe Barthelemy devoted his life to a recon-
struction of Greek manners in he Jeune Anacharss

But how could such a drama, with the four or five
thousand peasons which a society offers, be made in-
teresting? How, at the same time, pleae the pod,
the philosopher, and the masss who want both poetry
and philosophy under striking imagery ?  Though |
could conceive of the importance and of the poetry of such
a higory of the human heart, | saw noway of writing it;
for hitherto the mogt famous story-tellers had spent their
talent in creating twoor three typical actors, in depicting
one agpet of life. It was with thisidea that | read the
works of Walter Scott. Walter Scott, the modern
troubadour, or finder (trouvere~trouveur\ had just then
given an agpect of grandeur to a dass of compostion
unjustly regarded as of the second rank. Isit not really
more difficult to compete with personal and parochia
interests by writing of Daphnis and Chloe, Roland,
Amadis, Panurge, Don Quixote, Manon Lescaut, Clarissa,
Lovelace, Robinson Crusoe, Gil Bias, Ossan, Julie
d'Etanges, My Uncle Toby, Werther, Corinne, Adolphe,
Paul and Virginia, Jeanie Deans, Claverhouse, |vanhoe,
Manfred, Mignon, than to s forth in order facts more
or less smilar in every country, to invesigate the spirit
of laws that have fallen into desuetude to review the
theories which midead nations, or, like some meta-
physdans, to explain what 1s? In thefirst place these
actors, whose exisence becomes more prolonged and
more authentic than that of the generations which saw
their birth, aimost always live soldy on condition of their
being a vad reflection of the present. Concelved in the
womb of their own period, the whole heart of humanity
itirs within their frame, which often covers a complete
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system of philosophy. Thus Walter Scott raised to the
dignity of the philosophy of History the literature which,
from age to age, s&ts perennial gems in the poetic crown
of every nation where letters are cultivated. He vivified
it with the spirit of the past; he combined drama,
dialogue, portrait, scenery, and description ; he fused the
marvellous with truth—the two elements of the times ;
and he brought poetry into close contact with the
familiarity of the humblest speech. But as he had not
s0 much devised a system as hit upon a manner in the
ardour of hiswork, or as its logical outcome, he never
thought of connecting his compositions in such a way as
to form a complete history of which each chapter was a
novel, and each novel the picture of a period.

It was by discerning this lack of unity, which in no way
detracts from the Scottish writer's greatness, that | per-
ceived at once the scheme which would favour the execution
of my purpose, and the possibility of executing it. Though
dazzled, so to gpesk, by Walter Scott's amazing fertility,
aways himself and aways original, | did not despair, for
| found the source of his genius in the infinite variety of
human nature.  Chance is the greatest romancer in the
worldj we have only to study it. French society would
be the real author; | should only be the secretary. By
drawing up an inventory of vicesand virtues, by collecting
the chief facts of the passons, by depicting characters, by
choosing the principal incidents of sociad life, by compos-
ing types out of a combination of homogeneous character- ,
istics, I might perhaps succeed in writing the history
which so many historians have neglected: that of Manners.
By patience and perseverance | might produce tor France
in the nineteenth century the book which we must all
regret that Rome, Athens, Tyre, Memphis, Persig, and
India have not bequeathed to us; that history of their
socid life which, prompted by the Abbe Barthelemy,
Monteil patiently and steadily tried to write for the
middle ages, but in an unattractive form.
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The work, so far, was nothing. By adhering to the
strict lines of a reproduction a writer might be a more or
lessfaithful, and more or less succesful painter of types
of humanity, a narrator of the dramas of private life, an
archaeologig of sodia furniture, a cataloguer of professons
aregisrar of good and evil; but to dessrve the praise of
which every artis must be ambitious, must | not aso
investigate the reasons or the cause of these social effects,
detect the hidden snse of this vag assembly of figures,
passions and incidents ?  And finally, having sought—I
will not sy having found—this reason, this motive
power, must | not reflect on first principles, and discover
in what particulars societies approach or deviate from the
eternal law of truth and beauty ? In site of the wide
sope of the preiminaries, which might of themsdves
congtitute a book, the work, to be complete, would nesd
a concluson. Thus depicted, society ought to bear in
itself the reason of its working.

Thelaw of thewriter, in virtue of which heisawriter,
acT which | do not hestate to sy makes him the equal,
or perhapsthe superior, of the gatesman, is hisjudgment,
whatever it may be, on human affairs and his absolute
devotion to certain principles. Machiavelli, Hobbes,
Bosuet, Leibnitz, Kant, Montesquieu are the sdence
which statesmen apply. 'A writer ought to have settled
opinions on morals and politics ; he should regard himself
as a tutor of men; for men nead no maders to teach
them to doubt,’ says Bonald. | took these noble words
as my guide long ago ; they are the written law of the
monarchical writer. And those who would confute me
by my own words will find that they have misinterpreted
some ironical phrasg or that they have turned againg me
a spech given to one of my actors—a trick peculiar to
calumniators.

As to the intimate purpose, the soul of thiswork, these
are the principles on which it is basd.

M an is neither good nor bad ; heisborn with ingincts
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and capabilities; society, far from depraving him, as
Roussau assrts improves him, makes him better; but
sf-interest also deveopes hisevil tendencies. Christianity,
above all, Catholicism, being—as | have pointed out in the
Country Doctor [le Midecin de Campagne)—a com-
plete sygem for the represson of the depraved tendencies
of man, is the mog powerful eement of social order.

In reading attentively the presentment of society cad,
asit were, from thelife, with all that is good and all that
isbad in it, we learn thislesson—if thought, or if passon,
which combines thought and feding, is the vital sodal
element, it is a its destructive element.  In this respect
wodd lifeislike the life of man.  Nations live long only
by moderating their vital energy. Teaching, or rather
education, by rdigious baodies is the grand principle of life
for nations, the only meansfor diminishing the sum of evil
and increasng the sum of good in all society. Thought,
the living principle of good and ill, can only be trained,
quelled, and guided by religion. The only possble
religion is Christianity (see the letter from Parisin' Louis
Lambert," in which the young mystic explains, a propos
to Swedenborg's doctrines, how there has never been but
one religion snce the world began). Christianity created
modern nationalities, and it will preserve them. Hence,
no doubt, the necessty for the monarchical principle.
Catholicism and Royalty are twin principles.

As to the limits within which these two principles
should be confined by various ingtitutions, 0 that they
may not become absolute, every one will fed that a brief
preface ought not to be a political treatise. | cannot,
therefore, enter on religious discussions nor on the
political disscussons of the day. | write under the light
of two eternal truths—Religion and Monarchyj two
necessties as they are shown to be by contemporary
events, towards which every writer of sound snse ought
to try to guide the country back. Without being an
enemy to election, which is an excdlent principle as a



8 At the Sgn of the Cat and Racket

bads of legidation, | rgect dection regarded as the only
social instrument, especially 0 badly organised as it now is
(1842); for it fails to represnt imposing minorities,
whose ideas and interests would occupy the attention of a
monarchical government. Elective power extended to
all gives us government by the masses the only irrespon-
dble form of government, under which tyranny is un-
limited, for it cals itself law. Beddes | regard the
family and not the individual as the true social unit. In
this respect, at the risk of being thought retrograde, |
dde with Bossug and Bonald ingead of going with
modern innovators.  Since eection has become the only
soda ingrument, if | myself were to exercise it no con-
tradiction between my acts and my words should be
inferred. An engineer points out that a bridge is about
to fall, that it is dangerous for any one to crossit; but he
aosss it himsdf when it is the only road to the town.
Napoleon adapted dection to the spirit of the French
nation with wonderful skill. The leas important
members of his Legidative Body became the mog famous
oratorsof the Chamber after the Restoration. No Chamber
hasever been the equal of the Corps Legidatifr comparing
them man for man. The dective sysem of the Empire
was, then, indisputably the bed.

Some persons may, perhaps think that this declaration
is somewhat autocratic and sdf-assertive  They will
guarrel with the noveigt for wanting to be an historian,
and will call him to account for writing politics. | am
simply fulfilling an obligation—that is my reply. The
work | have undertaken will be aslong as a history; |
was compeled to explain the logic of it, hitherto un-
revealed, and its principles and moral purpose

Having been obliged to withdraw the prefaces formerly
published, in reponse to essentially ephemeral criticisms,
I will retain only one remark.

Writers who have a purpose in view, were it only a
reversion to principles familiar in the pas because they
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are eternal, should always clear the ground. Now every
one who, in the domain of idess brings his stone by
pointing out an ause, or setting a mark on some evil that
it may be removed—every such man is stigmatised as
immoral. The accusation of immorality, which has never
failed to be cagt at the courageous writer, is, after all, the
last that can be brought when nothing dse remains to be
sad to aromancer. If you are truthful in your pictures;
if by dint of daily and nightly toil you succeed in writing
the most diiBcult language intheworld, theword immoral
is flung in your teeth. Socrates was immoral ; Jesus
Christ was immoral; they both were persecuted in the
name of the society they overset or reformed. When a
man is to be killed he is taxed with immorality. These
tactics, familiar in party warfare, are a disgrace to those
who use them. Luther and Calvin knew well what they
were about when they shielded themselves behind damaged
?/_\%orldly interests! And they lived all the days of their
ife.

When depicting all society, sketching itin the immen-
sity of its turmoil, it happened—it could not but happen
—that the picture displayed more of evil than of good ;
that some part of the fresco represented a guilty couple |
and the critics at once raised the cry of immorality, with-
out pointing out the morality of another portion intended
to be a perfect contrast.  As the critic knew nothing of
the general plan | could forgivehim, all the more because
one can no more hinder criticism than the use of eyes,
tongues, and judgment.  Also the time for an impartial
verdict is not yet comefor me. And, after all, the author
who cannot make up his mind to face thefire of criticism
should no more think of writing than a traveller should
start on hisjourney counting on a perpetually clear sky.
On this point it remains to be sad that the most con-
scientious moralists doubt greatly whether society can
show as many good actions as bad ones; and in the
picture | have painted of it there are more virtuous figures
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than reprehensible ones.  Blameworthy actions, feults and
crimes, from the lightest to the most atrocious, aways
meet with punishment, human or divine, signal or secret.
| have done better than the historian, for | am free.
Cromwell here on earth escaped all punishment but that
inflicted by thoughtful men. Andon this point there
have been divided schools. Bossuet even showed some
consideration for the great regicide. William of Orange,
the usurper, Hugues Capet, another usurper, lived to old
age with no more qualms or fears than Henri iv. or
Charlesl. The lives of Catherine n. and of Frederic of
Prussia would be conclusive against any kind of moral
law, if they were judged by the twofold aspect of the
morality which guides ordinary mortals, and that which
is in use by crowned heads; for, as Napoleon said, for
kings and statesmen there are the lessr and the higher
morality. My soenes of political life are founded on this
profound observation. It is not a law to history, asit is
to romance, to make for a beautiful ideal. History is, or
ought to be, what it was; while romance ought to be
' the better world,' as was said by Mme. Necker, one of
the most distinguished thinkers of the last century.

Still, with thisnoble falsity, romance would be nothing if
it were not true in detail. Walter Scott, obliged as he was
to conform to the idess of an essentially hypocritical nation,
was fdse to humanity in his picture of woman, because his
models were schismatics. The Protestant woman has no
ideal. She may be chaste, pure, virtuous; but her
unexpansive love will always be as calm and methodical
as the fulfilment of a duty. It might seem as though the
Virgin Mary had chilled the hearts of those sophists who
have banished her from heaven with her treasures of
lovingkindness.  In Protestantism there is no possble
future for the woman who has sinned ; while, in the
Catholic Church, the hope of forgiveness makes her
sublime. Hence, for the Protestant writer there is but
one Woman, while the Catholic writer finds a new
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woman in each new situation. |f Walter Scott had been
a Cathalic, if hehad s&t himsdlf the task of describing truly
the various phasss of society which have successivdy
existed in Scotland, perhapsthe painter of Effie and Alice
—the two figures for which he blamed himsdf in his
later years—might have admitted pasion with its ans
and punishments, and the virtues revealed by repentance.
Passon is the sum-total of humanity. Without passon,
religion, history, romance, art, would all be usdes

Some perons seeing me collect such a mass of fadts
and paint them as they are, with pasion for their motive
power, have supposad, but wrongly, that | mus belong to
the school of Sensualiam and M aterialism—two agpedts of
the same thing—Pantheism. But their misapprehenson
was perhaps judtified—or inevitable. | do not share the
belief in indefinite progress for society as a whole; |
bdieve in man's improvement in himsdf. Those who
indgg on reading in me the intention to condder man as a
finished creation are strangely mistaken. Seraphita, the
doctrine in action of the Christian Buddha, ssams to me
an ample answer to this rather headless accusation.

In certain fragments of this long work | have tried to
populariee the amazing facts | may sy the marves of
glectricity, which in man is meamorphosd into an
incalculable force ; but in what way do the phenomena
of brain and nerves, which prove the exigence of an
undiscovered world of psychology, modify the necessary
and undoubted relations of the worldstoGod ?  In what
way can they shake the Catholic dogma? Though
irrefutable facts should some day place thought in the
dass of fluids which are discerned only by ther effects
while their substance evades our snses even when aided
by so many mechanical means, the result will be thesame
aswhen Christopher Columbus detected that theearth isa
phere, and Galileo demondrated its rotation. Our future
will be unchanged. The wonders of animal magnetism,
with which | have been familiar snce 1820 ; the beautiful
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experiments of Gall, Lavater's successor; all the men
who have gudied mind as opticians have sudied light—
two not dissmilar things—point toa concluson in favour
of the mystics, the distiples of St. John, and of those
great thinkerswjio have egablished the spiritual world—
the sphere in which are revealed thereations of God and
man.

A aure gragp of the purport of thiswork will make it
clear that | attach to common, daily facts hidden or patent
to the eye to the acts of individual lives, and to their
causs and principles, the importance which higorians
have hitherto asribed to the events of public national
life. Theunknown sruggle which goes on in avalley
of the Indre between M me. de M ortsauf and her passon
is perhaps as great as the mos famous of battles (Le Lys
dans la Falleg). In one the glory of the victor is at
stake; in the other it isheaven. The misfortunes of the
two Birotteaus, the priest and the perfumer, to me are
those of mankind. La Fossuse (Medecin de Campagne)
and M me. Gradlin [Curede Village) are amos the sum-
total of woman. Weall suffer thusevery day. | have had
to do a hundred times what Richardson did but once
L ovelace has a thousand forms, for social corruption takes
the hues of the medium in which it lives. Clarissa, on
the contrary, the lovely image of impassoned virtue, is
drawn in lines of distracting purity. To create a variety
of Virgins it needs a Raphad. In thisrespect, perhaps
literature mug yield to painting.

Still, I may be allowed to point out how many irreproach-
able figures—asregards their virtue—are to be found in
the portions of this work already published : Pierrette
Lorrain, Ursule Mirouet, Congance Birotteau, La
Foseuss Eugenie Grandet, Marguerite Claes, Pauline
de Villenoix, Madame Jules, Madame de la Chanterie,
Eve Chardon, Mademoisdle d'Esgrignon, Madame
Firmiani, Agathe Rouget, Renee de Maucombe ; besdes
sveral figures in the middle-disance, who, though les
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conpicuous than these neverthdess offer the reader an
example of domedic virtue; Josph Lebas Genedas
Benasis Bonnet the cure, Minoret the doctor, Pille-
rault, David Sechard, the two Birotteaus, Chaperon the
pries, Judge Popinot, Bourgeat, the Sauviats the
Tascherons, and many more. Do not all these solve the
difficult literary problem which conggs in making a
virtuous person interesting ?

It was no small tak to depict the two or three
thousand conspicuous types of a period ; for thisis in fact,
the number presented to us by each generation, and
which the Human Comedy will require. This crowd of
actors, of characters, this multitude of lives, needed a
setting—if | may be pardoned the expresson, a gallery.
Hence the very natural divison, as already known, into
Sones of Private Life, of Provincial Life, of Paridan,
Political, Military, and Country Life. Under these dx
heads are dassfied all the gudies of manners which form
the history of society at large, of all itsfaits et gestes, as
our ancegors would have said. These 9x dases corre
gpond, indeed, to familiar conceptions.  Each has its own
sne and meaning, and answersto an gpoch in the life of
man. | may repeat here, but very briefly, what was
written by Felix Davin—a young genius snatched from
literature by an early death. After being informed of
my plan, he said that the Socenes of Private L ife represented
childhood and youth and their errors, as the Soenes of
Provincial Life represented the age of pasion, scheming,
Hf-interest, and ambition. Then the Soenes of Parisan
Life give a picture of the tages and vice and unbridled
powers which conduce to the habits peculiar to great
cities, where the extremes of good and evil meet. Each
of thee dividons has its local colour—Paris and the
Provinces—a great socia antithess which hdd for me
immense resources

And not man alone, but the principal events of life,
fall into dasses by types There are stuations which
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occur in every life, typical phases and this is one of
the details | mos sought after. | have tried to give
an idea of the different digricts of our fine country.
My work has its geography, as it has its genealogy and
its families, its places and things, its persons and their
deeds, asit hasits heraldry, its nobles and commonalty,
its artisans and pessants its paliticians and dandies, its
army—in short, a whole world of itsown.

After describing sodid life in these threeportions, | had
to ddineate certain exceptional lives, which comprehend
the interests of many people, or of everybody, and are in
a degree outdde the general law. Hence we have
Soenes of Political Life. Thisvag picture of society being
finished and complete, was it not needful to display it in
its mog violent phase bedde itsdf, asit were, either in
«df-defence or for the ske of conquest? Hence the
Soenesof Military Life, asyet themos incomplete portion
of my work, but for which room will be allowed in this
edition, that it may form part of it when done.  Finally,
the Scenes of Country Lifeare, in a way, the evening or
this long day, if | may so call thesocial drama.  In that
part are to be found the purest natures, and the applica-
tion of the great principles of order, palitics, and morality.

Such is the foundation, full of actors, full of comedies
and tragedies on which are raised the Philosophical
Studies—the sscond part of my work, in which the social
insgrument of all thee effects is diglayed, and the
ravages of the mind are painted, feding after feding ; the
first of this series Wild Ass's Skin, to some extent forms
alink between the Philosophical Sudies and Studies of
Manners, by awork of aimog Oriental fancy, in which
life itself is shown in a mortal sruggle with the very
dement of all passon.

Beddes thexe, there will be a sries of Analytical
Sudies, of which | will say nothing, for one only is
published asyet—T he Physiology of Marriage,

In the course of time | propose writing two more
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works of this dass First, the Pathology of Social Life,
then an Anatomy of Educational Bodies, and a Mono-
graph on Virtue.

In looking forward to what remains to be done, my
resders will perhaps echo what my publishers sy,
' Pleese God to spare you!" | only ak to be les
tormented by men and things than | have hitherto been
gnce | began this terrific labour. | have had thisin my
favour, and | thank God for it, that the talents of the
time, the finest characters and the truest friends, as noble
in their private lives as the former arein public life, have
wrung my hand and said, Courage!

And why should | not confess that this friendship, and
the testimony here and there of persons unknown to me,
have upheld me in my career, both againg mysdf and
againg unjust attacks;, againg the calumny which has
often persecuted me, againg discouragement, and againgt
the too eager hopefulness whose utterances are mis
interpreted as those of overweening conceit ? | had
reolved to digplay stolid stoicism in the face of abuse
and insults; but on two occadons base danders have
necesstated a reply. Though the advocates of forgive-
ness of injuries may regret that | should have displayed
my skill in literary fence, there are many Christians who
are of opinion that we live in times when it is as well to
show sometimes that slence sorings from generosity.

The vagness of a plan which includes both a higory
and a criticism of society, an analyss of its evils, and a
discusson of its principles, authorisess me, | think, in
giving to my work the title under which it now appears
—' THE HUMAN COMEDY.' IS this too ambitious ? Is
it not exact ? That, when it is complete, the public
must pronounce.

PARIS, July 1842



AT THE SIGN OF THE CAT AND
RACKET

Dedicated to Mademoiselle Marie de Montheau

HALF-wAY down the Rue Saint-Denis, amost at the
corner of the Rue du Petit-Lion, there stood formerly
one of those delightful houses which enable historians to
reconstruct old Paris by analogy. The threatening walls
of this tumbledown abode seemed to have been decorated
with hieroglyphics. For what other name could the
passer-by give to the Xs and Vs which the horizontal
or diagonal timbers traced on the front, outlined by little
parallel cracks in the plaster ? It was evident that every
beam quivered in its mortices at the passng of the
lightest vehicle. This venerable structure was crowned
by a triangular roof of which no example will, ere long,
be seen in Paris, This covering, warped by the ex-
tremes of the Paris climate, projected three feet over
the roadway, as much to protect the threshold from the
rainfall as to shelter the wall of a loft and its sill-less
dormer window. This upper story was built of planks,
overlapping each other like dates, in order, no doubt, not
to overweight the frail house.

One rainy morning in the month of March, a young
man, carefully wrapped in his cloak, stood under the
awning of a shop opposite this old house, which he was
studying with the enthusiasm of an antiquary. In point
of fact, \}Vhis relic of the civic life of the sixteenth century
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offered more than one problem to the consideration of an
observer. Each story presented some singularity; on
the first floor four tall, narrow windows, close together,
were filled as to the lower panes with boards, so as to
produce the doubtful light by which a clever sdesman
can ascribe to his goods the colour his customers inquire
for. The young man seemed very scornful of this
essential part of the house; his eyes had not yet rested
on it. The windows of the second floor, where the
Venetian blinds were drawn up, revealing little dingy
muslin curtains behind the large Bohemian glass panes,
did not interest him either. His attention was attracted
to the third floor, to the modest sesh-frames of wood, so
clumsily wrought that they might have found a place in
the Museum of Arts and Crafts to illustrate the early
efforts of French carpentry. These windows were glazed
with small squares of glass so green that, but for his good
gyes, the young man could not have sen the blue-
checked cotton curtains which screened the mysteries of
theroom from profane eyes.  Now and then the watcher,
weary of his fruitless contemplation, or of the silence in
which the house was buried, like the whole neighbour-
hood, dropped his eyes towards the lower regions. An
involuntary smile parted his lips each timehelooked at the
shop, where, in fact, there were some laughable details.
A formidable wooden beam, resting on four pillars,
which gopeared to have bent under the weight of
the decrepit house, had been encrusted with as many
coats of different paint as there are of rouge on an old
duchesss cheek. In the middle of this broad and
fantastically carved joist there was an old painting
representing a cat playing rackets. This picture was
what moved the young man to mirth. But it must be
sad that the wittiest of modern painters could not invent
so comical a caricature. The animal held in one of its
fore-paws a racket as big as itself, and stood on its hind
legs to aim at hitting an enormous ball, returned by
B
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a man in a fine embroidered coat. Drawing, colour,
and accesries all were treated in such a way as to
uggest that the artist had meant to make game of the
shop-owner and of the pasing observer.  Time, while
impairing this artless painting, had made it yet more
grotesque by introducing some uncertain features which
mug have puzzled the conscientious idler. For instance,
the cat's tail had been eaten into in such a way that it
might now have been taken for the figure of a spectator—
0 long, and thick, and furry were the tails of our
forefathers cats  To the right of the picture, on an
azure fidd which ill disguised the decay of the wood,
might be read the name 'Guillaume,’ and to the left,
' Qoo to Master Chevrel.!  Sun and rain had worn
away mog of the gilding paramonioudy applied to the
letters of this superscription, in which the Us and Vs
had changed places in obedience to the laws of old-world
orthography.

To quench the pride of those who believe that the
world is growing cleverer day by day, and that modern
humbug surpasss everything, it may be observed that
these dgns, of which the origin ssems so whimsical to
many Paris merchants, are the dead pictures of once living
pictures by which our roguish ancestors contrived to
tempt cugomers into their housss Thus the Spinning
Sow, the Green Monkey, and others, were animals in
cages whose skill agonished the passr-by, and whose
accomplishments prove the patience of the fifteenth-
century artisan. Such curiogties did more to enrich
ther fortunate owners than the sgns of 'Providence,
' Good-feith," Graceof God,' and ' Decapitation of John
the Baptist,’ which may still be sen in the Rue Saint-
Denis.

However, our sranger was certainly not standing there
to admire the cat, which a minute's attention sufficed to
gamp on his memory. The young man himsdf had his
peculiarities. His cloak, folded after the manner of an
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antique drapery, showed a smart pair of shoes all the
more remarkable in the midgt of the Paris mud, because
he wore white slk gockings on which the glashes
betrayed his impatience.  He had just come, no doubt,
from awedding or aball j for at thisearly hour hehad in his
hand a pair of white gloves and his black hair, now out of
curl, and flowing over his shoulders showed that it had
been dresed a la Caracalla a fashion introduced as much
by David's schodl of painting as by the mania for Greek
and Roman gyles which characterised the early years of
this century.

In gite of the noise made by a few market gardeners,
who, being late, rattled pas towards the great market-
place at a gallop, the busy dreet lay in a dillnessof which
the magic charm is known only to those who have
wandered through deserted Paris at the hours when its
roar, hushed for amoment, risssand greadsin thedigance
like the great voice of the ss|a.  This grange young man
must have ssemed as curious to the shopkesping folk of
the' Cat and Racket' as the' Cat and Racket' was to
him. A dazzlingly white cravat made his anxious face
look even paer than it really was The fire that
flashed in his black eyes gloomy and sparkling by turns,
was in harmony with the sngular outline of his features,
with his wide, flexible mouth, hardened into a amile
His forehead, knit with violent annoyance, had a samp of
doom. Isnot the forehead the mogt prophetic feature of
aman ? When thedranger's brow expresssd pasion the
furrows formed in it were terrible in their strength and
energy; but when he recovered his camness s easly
upset, it beamed with a luminous grace which gave great
attractiveness to a countenance in which joy, grief, love,
anger, or scorn blazed out so contagioudy that the coldest
man could not fail to be impressed.

He was s0 thoroughly vexed by the time when the
dormer window of the loft was suddenly flung open, that
ke did not observe the apparition of three laughing faces
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pink and white and chubby, but as vulgar as the face of
Commerce as it is seen in sculpture on certain monu-
ments. These three faces, framed by thewindow, recalled
the puffy cherubs floating among the clouds that surround
God the Father. The apprentices snuffed up the
exhalations of the street with an esgerness that showed
how hot and poisonous the atmosphere of their garret
must be. After pointing to the singular sentinel, the
most jovial, as he seemed, of the apprentices retired and
came back holding an instrument whose hard metal pipe
is now superseded by a leather tube ; and they all grinned
with mischief as they looked down on the loiterer, and
sprinkled him with a fine white shower of which the
scent proved that three chins had just been shaved.
Standing on tiptoe, in the farthest corner of their loft, to
enjoy their victim's rage, the lads cessed laughing on
seeing the haughty indifference with which the young
man shook his cloak, and the intense contempt expressed
by his face as he glanced up at the empty window
frame.

At this moment a dender white hand threw up the
lower half of one of the clumsy windows on the third
floor by the aid of the sash runners, of which the pulley
so often suddenly gives way and reesses the heavy
panes it ought to hold up. The watcher was then
rewarded for his long waiting. The face of a young
girl appeared, as fresh as one of thewhite cupsthat bloom
on the bosom of the waters, crowned by afrill of tumbled
muslin, which gave her head alook of exquisite innocence.
Though wrapped in brown stuff, her neck and shoulders
gleamed here and there through little openingsleft by her
movements in deep. No expression of embarrassment
detracted from the candour of her face, or the calm look
of eyes immortalised long since in the sublime works of
Raphael ; here were the same grace, the same repose as
in these Virgins, and now proverbial. There was a
delightful contrast between the cheeks of that face on
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which deep had, as it were, given high relief to a super-
abundance of life, and the antiquity of the heavy window
with its clumsy shape and black sll. Like those day-
blowing flowers, which in theearly morning have not yet
unfurled their cups twisted by the chills of night, the girl,
as yet hardly awake, let her blue eyes wander beyond the
neighbouring roofs to look at the sky ; then, from habit,
she cag them down on the gloomy depths of the strest,
where they immediately met those of her adorer. Vanity,
no doubt, didgressed her at being ssn in undress; she
garted back, the worn pulley gave way, and the sash fell
with the rapid run, which in our day has earned for this
artless invention of our forefathers an odious name*
The vison had disappeared. To the young man the
nrostdradiant dar of morning seemed to be hidden by a
cloua.

During thes little incidents the heavy indde shutters
that protected the dight windows of the shop of the ' Cat
and Racket' had been removed as if by magic. The old
door with its knocker was opened back againg thewall of
the entry by a man-servant, apparently coeval with the
sign, who, with a shaking hand, hung upon it a square of
cloth, on which were embroidered in yelow slk the
words: 'Guillaume, successx to Chevrel! Many a
pasr-by would have found it difficult to gues the das
of trade carried on by Monsieur Guillaume. Between
the strong iron bars which protected hisshgp windows on
the outdde, certain packages wrapped in brown linen,
were hardly visble, though as numerous as herrings
swimming in a shoal. Notwithstanding the primitive
agpect of the Gothic front, Monsieur Guillaume, of all the
merchant clothiersin Paris, was the one whose dores were
always the best provided, whose connections were the
mog extensive, and whose commercial honesty never lay
under the dightest sugpicion.  If some of his brethren in
budness made a contract with the Government, and had

* FeactrealaGuillotine.
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not the required quantity of cloth, he was always ready to
deliver it, however large the number of pieces tendered
for. Thewily dealer knew a thousand ways of extract-
ing the largest profits without being obliged, like them,
to court patrons, cringing to them, or makingthem cogtly
preents. When his fellow-tradesmen could only pay in
good hills of long date, he would mention his notary as
an accommodating man, and managed to get a sscond
profit out of the bargain, thanks to this arrangement,
which had made it a proverb among the traders of the
Rue Saint-Denis. ' Heaven preserve you from Monsieur
Guillaume's notary !' to signify a heavy discount.

The old merchant was to be ssen ganding on the
threshold of his shop, asif by a miracle, the ingant the
srvant withrew. Monseur Guillaume looked at the
Rue Saint-Denis, at the neighbouring shaps and at the
weather, like a man disembarking at Havre, and seeing
France once more after a long voyage. Having con-
vinced himsdf that nothing had changed while he was
adesp, he presently perceived the dranger on guard, and
he, on his part, gazed at the patriarchal draper as Hum-
boldt may have scrutinised the firs eectric ed he saw
in America. Monseur Guillaume wore loose black
velvet breeches pepper-and-salt stockings, and square-
toed shoes with dlver buckles. His coat, with square
cut fronts, square-cut tails, and square-cut collar, clothed
his dightly bent figure in greenish cloth, finished with
white metal buttons, tawny from wear. His grey hair
was s0 accurately combed and flattened over his yellow
pate that it made it look like a furrowed field. His
little green eyes that might have been pierced with a
gimlet, flashed beneath arches faintly tinged with red in
the place of eyebrows. Anxieties had wrinkled his fore-
head with as many horizontal lines as there were aeass
in his coat. This colourless face expressed patience,
commercial shrewdness and the sort of wily cupidity
which is needful in busnes At that time these old
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families were less rare than they are now, in which the
characteristic habits and costume of their calling, sur-
viving in the midst of more recent civilisation, were
preserved as cherished traditions, like the antediluvian
remains found by Cuvier in the quarries.

The head of the Guillaume family was a notable up-
holder of ancient practices, he might be heard to regret
the Provost of Merchants, and never did he mention
adecision of the Tribunal of Commerce without call-
ing it the Sentence of the Consuls. Up and dressed
the first of the household, in obedience, no doubt, to
these old customs, he stood sternly awaiting the appear-
ance of his three assigants, ready to scold them in case
they were late. These young disciples of Mercury
knew nothing more terrible than the wordless assiduity
with which the master scrutinised their faces and their
movements on Monday in search of evidence or traces
of their pranks. But at this moment the old clothier
paid no heed to his apprentices; he was absorbed in
trying to divine the motive of the anxious looks which
the young man in silk stockings and a cloak cast
aternately at his signboard and into the depths of his
shop. The daylight was now brighter, and enabled the
stranger to discern the cashier's corner enclosed by a
railing and screened by old green silk curtains, where
were kept the immense ledgers, the silent oracles of the
house. The too inquisitive gazer seemed to covet this
little nook, and to be taking the plan of a dining-room
at one side, lighted by a skylight, whence the family at
meds could easily see the smallest incident that might
occur at the shop-door. So much affection for his
dwelling seemed suspicious to a trader who had lived
long enough to remember the law of maximum prices;
Monsieur Guillaume naturally thought that this sinister
personage had an eye to the till of the Cat and Racket.
After quietly observing the mute duel which was going
on between his master and the stranger, the eldest of the
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apprentices, having seen that the young man was
stealthily watching the windows of the third floor,
ventured to place himself on the stone flag where
Monsieur Guillaume was standing. He took two seps
out into the street, raised his head, and fancied that he
caught sight of Mademoiselle Augustine Guillaume in
hasty retreat. The draper, annoyed by his assgant's
perspicacity, shot a sde glance at him; but the draper
and his amorous apprentice were suddenly relieved from
the fears which the young man's presence had excited in
their minds. He hailed a hackney cab on its way to a
neighbouring stand, and jumped into it with an air of
affected indifference. This departure was a balm to the
hearts of the other two lads, who had been somewhat
uneasy as to meeting the victim of their practical joke.

¢ Well, gentlemen, what ails you that you are standing
there with your arms folded ? said Monsieur Guillaume
to his three neophytes. ' In former days bless you,
when | was in Master Chevrel's service, | should have
overhauled more than two pieces of cloth by this time.'

' Then it was daylight earlier,’ sad the second assistant,
whose duty this was.

The old shopkeeper could not help smiling. X Though
two of these young fellows, who were confided to his
care by their fathers, rich manufacturers at Louviers and
at Sedan, had only to ak and to have a hundred thousand
francs the day when they were old enough to settle in
life, Guillaume regarded it as his duty to keep them
under the rod of an old-world despotism, unknown now-
adays in the showy modern shops, where the apprentices
expect to be rich men at thirty. He made them work
like negroes. These three assigtants were equal to a
busness which would harry ten such clerks as those
whose sybaritical tastes now swell the columns of the
budgelL Not a sound disturbed the peace of this solemn
house, where the hinges were aways oiled, and where
the meanest article of furniture showed the respectable
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cleanliness which reveds strict order and economy. The
most waggish of the three youths often amused himself
by writing the date of its first appearance on the Gruyere
cheese which was left to their tender mercies at breakfast,
and which it was their pleasure to leave untouched.
This bit of mischief, and few others of the same stamp,
would sometimes bring a smile on the face of the younger
of Guillaume's two daughters, the pretty maiden who
has just now gppeared to the bewitched man in the street.

Though each of the apprentices, even the eldest, paid
around sum for his board, not one of them would have
been bold enough to remain at the master's table when
dessart was served.  When Madame Guillaume talked of
dressing the sdad, the hapless youths trembled as they
thought of the thrift with which her prudent hand
dispensed the oil. They could never think of spending a
night away from the house without having given, long
before, a plausible reason for such anirregularity. Every
Sunday, each in his turn, two of them accompanied the
Guillaume family to mess at Saint-Leu, and to vespers.
Mesdemoisdlles Virginie and Augustine, simply attiredin
cotton print, each took the arm of an apprentice and
walked in front, under the piercing eye of their mother,
who closed the little family procession with her husband,
accustomed by her to carry two large prayer-books,
bound in black morocco. The second apprentice
received no sdary. As for the eldest, whose twelve
years of perseverance and discretion had initiated him
into the secrets of the house, he was paid eight hundred
francs a year as the reward of his labours. On certain
family fedtivals he received as a gratuity some little gift,
to which Madame Guillaume's dry and wrinkled hand
alone gave value—netted purses, which she took care to
stuff with cotton wool, to show off the fancy stitches,
braces of the strongest make, or heavy silk stockings.
Sometimes, but rarely, this prime minister was admitted
to share the pleasures of the family when they went into
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the country, or when, after waiting for months, they
made up their mind toexert the right acquired by taking
a box at the theatre to command a piece which rarishad
already forgotten.

As to the other assgants, the barrier of respect which
formerly divided a master draper from his apprentices
was 0 firmly etablished between them and the old
shopkeeper, that they would have been more likely
to seal a piece of cloth than to infringe this time-
honoured etiquette.  Such resrve may now appear
ridiculous ; but these old houses were a school of honesty
and sound morals. The magers adopted their appren-
tices. The young man's linen was cared for, mended,
and often replaced by the midress of the house If an
apprentice fdl ill, he was the aobject of truly maternal
attention. In a caxe of danger the mager lavished his
money in calling in the mogt cdebrated physcians, for
hewas not answerable to their parentsmerely for the good
conduct and training of the lads  If one of them, whose
character was unimpeachable, suffered misfortune, these
old tradesmen knew how to value the intelligence he had
displayed, and they did not hestate to entrust the
happiness of their daughters to men whom they had long
trusted with their fortunes. Guillaume was one of these
men of theold school, and if he had their ridiculoussde,
he had all their good qualities;Xand Joseph Lebas, the
chief assgant, an orphan without any fortune, was in his
mind degined to be the husband of Virginie, his eder
daughter. But Jossph did not share the symmetrical
ideas of his master, who would not for an empire have
given his ssocond daughter in marriage before the elder.
The unhappy assgant felt that his heart was wholly
given to Mademaisdle Augustine, the younger* In
order to justify this passon, which had grown up in
seore, it is necessary to inquire alittle further into the
Slringsof theabsolute gover nment which ruled theold

oth-mer chant'shousehold.
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Guillaumehad two daughters. Theeder, Mademoisdle
Virginie, was the very image of her mother. Madame
Guillaume, daughter pf the Sieur Chevrel, sat 0 upright
in the stool behind her desk, that more than once she had
heard some wag bet that she was a duffed figure Her
long, thin face betrayed exaggerated piety. Devoid of
attractions or of amiable manners, Madame Guillaume
commonly decorated her head—that of a woman near on
sixty—with a cap of a particular and unvarying shape
with long lappets like that of awidow. Inall the neigh-
bourhood she was known as the ' portress nun.! Her
gpesch was curt, and her movements had the gtiff precision
of a samaphore.  Her eye, with a gleam in it like a cat's,
sanad to ite the world because she was o ugly.
Mademoisdle Virginie, brought up, like her younger
g4er, under the domegtic rule of her mother, had reached
the age of eight-and-twenty. Youth mitigated the
gracdess effect which her likeness to her mother some
times gave to her features but maternal auserity had
endowed her with two great qualities which made up for
everything. She was patient and gentle. Mademoisdle
Augustine, who was but just eighteen, wasnot like either
her fether or her mother. Shewas one of those daughters
whose total absnce of any physical affinity with their
parents makes one bedieve in the adage God gves
children. Augustine was little, or, to dexribe her more
truly, delicately made. Full of gracious candour, a man
of the world could have found no fault in the charming
girl beyond a certain meanness of gesture or vulgarity of
attitude, and sometimes a want of ee=  Her dlent and
placid face was full of the trandent melancholy which
comes over all young girls who are too weak to dare to
ress their mother's will.

The two sgers always plainly dresed, could not
gratify the innate vanity of womanhood but by a luxury
of deanliness which became them wonderfully, and
made them harmonise with the polished counters and
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the shining shelves, on which the old man-servant never
left a speck of dust, and with the old-world simplicity
of all they saw about them. As their style of living
compelled them to find the elements of happiness in
persistent work, Augustine and Virginie had hitherto
aways satisfied their mother, who secretly prided herself
on the perfect characters of her two daughters. It is
ey to imagine the results of the training they had
received. Brought up to a commercial life, accustomed
to hear nothing but dreary arguments and calculations
about trade, having studied nothing but grammar, book-
keeping, a little Bible-history, and the history of France
in Le Ragois, and never reading any book but those their
mother would sanction, their ideas had not acquired much
scope. They knew perfectly how to keep house; they
were familiar with the prices of things; they understood
the difficulty of amassing money ; they were economical,
and had a great respect for the qualities that make a man
of busness. Although their father was rich, they were
as skilled in darning asin embroidery ; their mother often
talked of having them taught to cook, so that they might
know how to order a dinner and scold a cook with due
knowledge. They knew nothing of the plessures of the
world; and, seeing how their parents spent their exemplary
lives, they very rarely suffered their eyes to wander beyond
the walls of their hereditary home, which to their mother
was the whole universe.  The meetings to which family
anniversaries gave rise filled in the future of earthly joy
to them.

When the great drawing-room on the second floor was
to be prepared to receive company—Madame Roquin,
a Demoisdlle Chevrel, fifteen months younger than her
cousin, and bedecked with diamonds ; young R,bourdin,
employed in the Finance Office ; Monsieur Cesar
Birotteau, the rich perfumer, and his wife, known as
Madame Cesar; Monsieur Camusot, the richest silk
mercer in the Rue des Bourdonnais, with his father-in-law,
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Monsieur Cardot, two or three old bankers, and some
immaculate ladies—the arrangements, made necessary by
the way in which everything was packed away—the
plate, the Dresden china, the candlesticks, and the glass—
made a variety in the monotonous lives of the three
women, who came and went and exerted themselves as
nuns would to receive their bishop. Then, in the evening,
when all three were tired out with having wiped, rubbed,
unpacked, and arranged all the gauds of the festival, as the
girls helped their mother to undress, Madame Guillaume
would say to them, ' Children, we have done nothing
to-day.'

When, on very great occasions, 'the portress nun'
allowed dancing, restricting the games of Boston, whist,
and backgammon within the limits of her bedroom, such
a concession was accounted as the most unhoped felicity,
and made them happier than going to the great bals, to
two or three of which Guillaume would take the girls at
the time of the Carnival.

And once a year the worthy draper gave an entertain-
ment, when he spared no expense. However rich and
fashionable the persons invited might be, they were careful
not to be absent; for the most important houses on the
exchange had recourse to the immense credit, the fortune,
or the time-honoured experience of Monsieur Guillaume.
Still, the excellent merchant's two daughters did not
benefit as much as might be supposed by the lessons the
world hes to offer to young spirits. At these parties,
which were indeed set down in the ledger to the credit
of the house, they wore dreses the shabbiness of which
made them blush. Their style of dancing was not in
any way remarkable, and their mother's surveillance did
not allow of their holding any conversation with their
partners beyond Yes and No. Also, the law of the old
sign of the Cat and Racket commanded that they should
be home by eleven o'clock, the hour when balls and fetes
begin to be lively. Thus their pleasures which seemed
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to conform very fairly to their father's position, were
often made insipid by circumstances which were part of
the family habits and principles.

As to their usud life, one remark will sufficiently paint
it. Madame Guillaume required her daughters to be
dressed very early in the morning, to come down every
day at the same hour, and she ordered their employments
with monastic regularity, Augustine, however, had been
gifted by chance with a spirit lofty enough to fed the
emptiness of such a life. Her blue eyeswould sometimes
be raisad as if to pierce the depths of that gloomy stair-
cae and those damp store-rooms. After sounding the
profound cloistral silence, she seemed to be listening to
remote, inarticulate revelations of the life of passion,
which accounts fedings as of higher value than things.
And at such moments her cheek would flush, her idle
hands would lay the muslin sewing on the polished oak
counter, and presently her mother would sy in avoice,
of which even the softest tones were sour, 'Augustine,
my treasure, what are you thinking about? It is
posshle that two romances discovered by Augustine in
the cupboard of a cook Madame Guillaume had lately
discharged—Hippolyte comte de Douglas and Le Comte de
Comminges—may have contributed to develop the idess of
the young girl, who had devoured them in secret, during
the long nights of the past winter.

And so Augustine's expression of vague longing, her
fjende voice, her jasmine skin, and her blue eyes had
ighted in poor Lebas soul a flame as ardent as it was
reverent. From an easily understood caprice, Augustine
felt no affection for the orphan ; perhaps because she did
not know that he loved her. On the other hand, the
senior apprentice, with hislong legs, his chestnut hair, his
big hands and powerful frame, had found a secret admirer
in Mademoiselle Virginie, who, in spite of her dower of
fifty thousand crowns, had as yet no suitor. Nothing
could be more natural than these two passons at cross
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purposss, born in the slence of the dingy shop, as vidlets
bloom in the depths of a wood. The mute and constant
looks which made the young peoplés eyes meet by sheer
need of change in the mids of perssent work and
cloigtered peace, was sure, sooner or later, to give rise to
fedings of love. The habit of seeing always the same
face leads insengbly to our reading there the qualities of
the soul, and at lagt efaces all its defects.

' At the pace at which that man goes our girlswill
soon have to go on their knessto a suitor !' said Monsieur
Guillaumeto himsdf, as he read the firs decree by which
Napoleon drew in advance on the conscript dassss

From that day the old merchant, grieved at sseing his
ddest daughter fade, remembered how he had married
Mademoisdle Chevrel under much the same circumstances
as those of Joseph Lebas and Virginie. A good bit of
busness to marry off his daughter, and discharge a sacred
debt by repaying to an orphan the benefit he had
formerly received from his predecessor under similar
conditions!  Joseph Lebas, who was now three-and-
thirty, was aware of the obgsacle which a difference of
fifteen years placed between Augustine and himsdlf. Being
als too dear-dghted not to undersgand Monsieur Guil-
laume's purpose, he knew his inexorable principles well
enough to fed aure that the ssoond would never marry
before the dder.  So the hapless assgtant, whose heart
was as warm as his legs were long and his chest deep,
affered in dlence

This was the date of affairs in the tiny republic
which, in the heart of the Rue Saint-Denis, was not
unlike a dependency of La Trappe. But to give a full
account of events as well as of fedings, it is needful to go
back to some months before the scene with which this
sory opens. At dusk one evening, a young man passing
the darkened shop of the Cat and Racket, had paussd for
a moment to gaze at a picturewhich might have arrested
every painter intheworld. The shop wasnot yet lighted,
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and was as a dark cave beyond which the dining-room
was visible. A hanging lamp shed the yellow light
which lends such charm to pictures of the Dutch school.
The white linen, the silver, the cut glass, were brilliant
accessories, and made more picturesgue by strong contrasts
of light and shade. Thefigures of the head of the family
and his wife, the faces of the apprentices, and the pure
form of Augustine, near whomafat chubby-cheeked maid
was standing, composed so strange a group ; the heads
were s0 singular, and every face had so candid an expres-
sion ; it was so essy to read the peace the silence, the
modest way of life in this family, that to an artist accus-
tomed to render nature, there was something hopdess in
any attempt to depict this scene, come upon by chance.
The stranger was a young painter, who, seven years
before, had gained the first prize for painting. He had
now just come back from Rome. His soul, full-fed with
poetry; his eyes satiated with Raphag and Michael
Angelo, thirsted for real nature after long dwellingin the
pompous land where art has everywhere left something

andiose. Right or wrong, thiswas his persona feeling.

is heart, which had long been a prey to the fire of
Italian passion, craved one of those modest and meditative
maidens whom in Rome he had unfortunately seen only
inpainting. From the enthusiasm produced in hisexcited
fancy by the living picture before him, he naturally passd
to a profound admiration for the principal figure ;
Augustine seemed to be pensive, and did not eat ; by the
arrangement of the lamp the light fell full on her face
and her bust Seemed to move in a circle of fire, which
threw up the shgpe of her head and illuminated it with
amost supernatural effect. Theartistinvoluntarily com-
pared her to an exiled angel dreaming of heaven. An
amost unknown emotion, alimpid, seething love flooded
bis heart. Afte remaining a minute, overwhelmed by
the weight of his ideas, he tore himself from his bliss,
went home, ate nothing, and could not deep.
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The next day he went to his studio, and did not come
out of it till he had placed on canvas the magic of the scene
of which the memory had, in a sense, made him adevotee ;
his happiness was incomplete till he should posess afaith-
ful portrait of his idol. He went many times pas the
house of the Cat and Racket; he even ventured in once
or twice, under a disguise, to get a closer view of the
bewitching creature that Madame Guillaumecoveredwith
her wing. For eight whole months, devoted to his love
and to his brush, he was lost to the sight of his most
intimate friends, forgetting the world, thetheatre, poetry,
music, and all his dearest habits. One morning Girodet
broke through all the barriers with which artists are
familiar, and which they know how to evade, went
into hisroom, and woke him by asking, ' What are you
going to send to the Sdon ? The artist grasped his
friend's hand, dragged him off to the studio, uncovered a
small ead picture and a portrait. After along and esger
study of the two magterpieces, Girodet threw himself on
his comrade's neck and hugged him, without speaking a
word. His feelings could only be expressed as he felt
them—soul to soul.

"Youareinlove ? sad Girodet.

They both knew that the finest portraits by Titian,
Raphael, and Leonardo da Vinci, were the outcome
of the enthusiastic sentiments by which, indeed, under
various conditions, every masterpiece isengendered. The
artist only bent his head in reply.

' How happy are you to be able to be in love, here,
after coming back from Italy ' But | do not advise you
to send such works asthese to the Salon,’ the great painter
went on. 'You s these two works will not be
appreciated. Such true colouring, such prodigious work,
cannot yet be understood ; the public is not accustomed
to such depths. The pictures we paint, my dear
fellow, are mere screens. We should do better to turn
rhymes, and translate the antique poets! There is more

c
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glory to be looked for there than from our luckless
canvases!'

Notwithstanding this charitable advice, thetwo pictures
wereexhibited. The Interior made arevolutionin paint-
i ng. It gavebirthtothe picturesof genrewhi ch pour intoall
our exhibitionsin such prodigious quantity that they might
be supposed to be produced by machinery. As to the
portrait, few artists have forgotten that lifelikework ; and
the public, which as a body is sometimes discerning,
awarded it the crown which Girodet himself had hung
over it. The two pictures were surrounded by a vast
throng. They fought for places, as women say. Specu-
lators and moneyed men would have covered the canves
with double Napoleons, but the artist obstinately refused
to sell or to make replicas. An enormous sum was
offered him for the right of engraving them, and the
printsellers were not more favoured than the amateurs.

Though these incidents occupied the world, they were
not of a nature to penetrate the recesses of the monastic
solitude in the Rue Saint-Denis. However, when
paying avisit to Madame Guillaume, the notary's wife
gpoke of the exhibition before Augustine, of whom she
was very fond, and explained its purpose. Madame
Roquin's gossip naturally inspired Augustine with awish
to see the pictures, and with courage enough to ask her
cousin secretly to take her to the Louvre. Her cousin
succeeded in the negotiations she opened with Madame
Guillaume for permission to release the young giri for two
hours from her dull labours.  Augustine was thus able to
make her. way through the crowd to s the crowned
work. A fit of trembling shook her like an aspen leaf
as she recognised herself.  She was terrified, and looked
about her to find Madame Roquin, from whom she had
been separated by atide of people. At that moment her
frightened eyes fell on the impassioned face of the young
painter. She at once recaled the figure of a loiterer
whom, being curious, she had frequently observed,
believing him to be a new neighbour.
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" Y ou s how love hes inspired me,' said the artist in
the timid creature's ear, and she stood in dismay at the
words.

She found supernatural courage to enable her to push
through the crowd and join her cousin, who was still
struggling with the mess of people that hindered her from
getting to the picture.

" You will be dtifled !" cried Augustine, ' Let us go.'

But there are moments, at the Salon, when two women
ae not always free to direct their seps through the
galleries. By the irregular course to which they were
compelled by the press Mademoiselle Guillaume and her
cousin were pushed to within a few seps of the second
picture. Chance thus brought them, both together, to
where they could easly se the cawas made famous by
fashion, for once in agreement with talent. Madame
Roquin's exclamation of surprise was lost in the hubbub
and buzz of the crowd ; Augustine involuntarily shed
tears at the sight of this wonderful study. Then, by an
amost unaccountable impulse, she laid her finger on her
lips, as she perceived quite near her the ecstatic face of the
young painter. The stranger replied by a nod, and
pointed to Madame Roquin, as a spoil-sport, to show
Augustine that he had understood. This pantomime
struck the young girl like hot cods on her fleshj she
felt quite guilty as she perceived that there was a compact
between herself and the artist.  The suffocating heat, the
dazzling sight of beautiful dresses, the bewilderment pro-
duced in Augustine's brain by the truth of colouring, the
multitude of living or painted figures, the profusion of
gilt frames, gave her a snee of intoxication which doubled
her aams. She would perhaps have tainted if an
unknown rapture had not surged up in her heart to vivify
her whole being, in spite of this cheos of sensations.  She
nevertheless believed hersdf to be under the power of the
Devil, of whose awrul snares she had been warned by the
thundering words of preachers. This moment was to
her like a moment of madness She found herself
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accompanied to her cousin's carriage by the young man,
radiant withjoy and love. Augustine, a prey to an
agitation new to her experience, an intoxication which
seamed to abandon her to nature, listened to the eloquent
voice of her heart, and looked again and again at the
young painter, betraying theemotion that came over her.
Never had the bright rose of her cheeks shown in stronger
contrast with the whiteness of her skin. The artist saw
her beauty in all its bloom, her maiden modesty in all its
glory. She herself felt a sort of rapture mingled with
terror at thinking that her presence had brought happiness
to him whose name was on every lip, and whose talent
lent immortality to transient scenes. She was loved '
It wasimpossible to doubtit. When she no longer saw
the artist, these ssimple words still echoed in her ear,
"You e how love has inspired me " And the throbs
of her heart, as they grew deeper, seemed a pain, her
heated blood revedled so many unknown forces in hei
being. She affected a severe headache to avoid replying
to her cousin's questions concerning the pictures; but
on their return Madame Roquin could not forbear from
speaking to Madame Guillaume of the fame that had fallen
on the house of the Cat and Racket, and Augustine
quaked in every limb as she heard her mother say that she
should go to the Sdon to se her house there. The

‘E;Ljng girl again declared herself suffering, and obtained
e to go to bed.

'That is what comes of sight-seeing,’ exclaimed
Monsieur Guillaume—'a headache. And is it so very
amusing to se in a picture what you can se any day in
your own street ? Don't talk to me of your artists!
Likewriters, they are astarveling crew, Why the devil
need they choose my house to flout it in their pictures? '

‘It may help to sell a few ells more of cloth,' said
Joseph L ebas.

This remark did not protect art and thought from
being condemned once again before the judgment-seat
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of trade. As may be supposed, these goeeches did not
infuse much hope into Augustine, who, during the
night, gave herself up to the first meditations of love.
The events of the day were like a dream, which it was
joy to recal to her mind. She was initiated into the
fears, the hopes, the remorse, all the ebb and flow of
feeling which could not fail to toss a heart so simple and
so timid as hers. What a void she perceived in this
gloomy house! What a treasure she found in her soul!
To be the wife of a genius, to share his glory !  What
ravages must such a vision make in the heart of a girl
brought up among such afamily ! What hopes must it
rase in a young creature who, in the midst of sordid
elements, had pined for alife of elegance! A sunbeam
hed fallen into the prison. Augustine was suddenly in
love. So many of her feglings were soothed that she
succumbed without reflection. At eighteen does not
love hold a prism between the world and the eyes
of ayoung girl ? She was incapable of suspecting
the hard facts which result from the union of aloving
woman with a man of imagination, and she believed her-
self called to make him happy, not seeing any disparity
between herself and him. To her the future would be
as the present. When, next day, her father and mother
returned from the Salon, their deected faces proclaimed
some disappointment.  In the first place, the painter had
removed the two pictures; and then Madame Guil-
laume had lost her cashmere shawl. But the news that
the pictures had disappeared from the walls since her -visit
revedled to Augustine a delicacy of sentiment which a
woman can aways appreciate, even by instinct.

On the morning when, on his way home from a ball,
Theodore de Sommervieux—for this was the namewhich
fane had stamped on Augustines heart—had been
squirted on by the apprentices while awaiting the appear-
ance of his artless little friend, who certainly did not
know that he was there, the lovers had seen each other
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for the fourth time only snce their meeting at the Salon.
The difficulties which the rule of the house placed in the
way of the painter's ardent nature gave added violence to
his passon for Augustine.

How could he get near to a young girl seated in a
counting-house between two such women as Made
moiselle Virginie and Madame Guillaume ? How could
he corregpond with her when her mother never left her
dde? Ingenious, as lovers are, to imagine woes
Theodore saw a rival in one of the assgants to whose
interests he supposd the others to be devoted. 1 he should
evade thexe sns of Argus, he would yet be wrecked
under the stern eyes of the old draper or of Madame
Guillaume. The very vehemence of his passon hindered
the young painter from hitting on the ingenious ex-
pedients which, in prisoners and in lovers, seem to be
the lagt effort of intelligence spurred by a wild craving
for liberty, or by the fire of love. Theodore wandered
about the neighbourhood with the retlesnes of a mad-
man, as though movement might inspire him with some
device. After racking hisimagination, it occurred to him
to bribe the blowsy waiting-maid with gold. Thus a
few notes were exchanged at long intervals during the
fortnight following the ill-starred mor ning when M onsieur
Guillaume and Theodore had 0 scrutinised one another.
At the present moment the young couple had agreed to
e each other at a certain hour of theday, and on Sunday,
at Saint-Leu, during mass and vepes Augustine had
sent her dear Theodore a list of the reations and friends
of the famify, to whom the young painter tried to get
access, in the hope of interesting, if it were possble, in his
love affairs, one of these souls absorbed in money and trade,
to whom a genuine passon must appear a quite mongtrous
speculation, a thing unheard-of. Nothing, meanwhile,
was altered at the dgn of the Cat and Racket. If
Augustine was absent-minded, if, againg all obedience
to the domestic code, she sole up to her room to make
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sgnals by means of ajar of flowers, if she dghed, if she
were log in thought, no one observed it, not even her
mother. This will caue some wurpriee to those who
have entered into the spirit of the household, where an
idea tainted with poetry would be in startling contragt to
persons and things, where no one could venture on a
gesture or alook which would not be seen and analysed.
Nothing, however, could be more natural: the quiet
barque that navigated the stormy waters of the Paris
Exchange, under the flag of the Cat and Racket, was
just now in the toils of one of these tempests which,
returning periodically, might be termed equinoctial. For
the lag fortnight the five men forming the crew, with
Madame Guillaume and Mademoisdle Virginie, had been
devoting themsdves to the hard labour, known as stock-
taking.

Every bale was turned over, and the length verified
to ascertain the exact value of the remnant. T he ticket
attached to each parcd was carefully examined to se at
what time the piece had been bought. The retail price
was fixed. Monseur Guillaume, always on his feet, his
pen behind his ear, was like a captain commanding the
working of the ship. His sharp tones, ooken through a
trap-door, to inquire into the depths of the hold in the
celar-store, gave utterance to the barbarous formulas of
trade-jargon, which find expression only in cypher.
'How much H.N.Z.?'—" All sold'— What is left of
Q.X.?'"—'"Two dIs'— At what price?—' Fifty-five
three'— Sg down A. at three, with all of J.J., all of
M.P., and what is left of V.D.O.'—A hundred other
injunctions equally intelligible were spouted over the
counters like versss of modern poetry, quoted by romantic
Spirits, to excite each other's enthusasm for one of their
poets  In the evening Guillaume, shut up with his
assdant and his wife, balanced his accounts, carried on
the balance, wrote to debtors in arrears, and made out
bills. All three were busy over this enormous labour, of
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which the result could be stated on a sheet of foolscap,
proving to the head of the house that there was so much
to the good in hard cash, so much in goods, so much in
bills and notes ; that he did not owe a sou; that a
hundred ar two hundred thousand francs were owing to
him ; that the capital had been increased ; that the farm-
lands, the housss, or the investments were extended,
or repaired, or doubled. Whence it became necessary
to begin again with increased ardour, to accumulate more
crown-pieces, without its ever entering the brain of these
laborious ants to ask—' To what end 7

Favoured by this annual turmoil, the happy Augustine
excgped the investigations of her Argus-eyed relations.
At last, one Saturday evening, the stock-taking was
finished. The figures of the sum-total showed a row of
Os long enough to allow Guillaume for once to relax
the stern rule as to dessart which reigned throughout the
year. The shrewd old draper rubbed his hands, and
alowed his assgants to remain at table. The members
of the crew had hardly swallowed their thimbleful of
some home-made liqueur, when the rumble of a carriage
was heard. The family party were going to se
Cendrillon at the Varietes, while the two younger
apprentices each received a crown of six francs, with
permission to go wherever they chose, provided they
werein by midnight.

Notwithstanding this debauch, the old cloth-merchant
was shaving himself at six next morning, put on
his maroon-coloured coat, of which the glowing lights
afforded him perennial enjoyment, fastened a pair of gold
buckles on the knee-straps of his ample satin breeches;
and then, at about seven o'clock, while all were still
deeping in the house, he made his way to the little office
adjoining the shop on the first floor. Daylight came in
through a window, fortified by iron bars, and looking
out on a small yard surrounded by such black walls that
it wes very like awell The old merchant opened the
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iron-lined shutters, which were so familiar to him, and
threw up the lower half of the sssh window. The icy
air of the courtyard came in to cool the hot atmosphere
of the little room, full of the odour peculiar to offices.

The merchant remained standing, his hand resting on
the greasy arm of alarge cane chair lined with morocco,
of which the original hue had disappeared ; he seemed to
hesitate as to seating himself. He looked with affection
at the double desk, where his wife's seat, opposite his own,
was fitted into a little niche in the wall. He con-
templated the numbered boxes, the files, the implements,
the cash box—objects all of immemorial origin, and
fancied himself in the room with the shade of Master
Chevrel. He even pulled out the high stool onwhich he
had once sa in the presence of his departed madter.
This stool, covered with black leather, the horse-hair
showing at every corne—as it had long done, without,
however, coming out—he placed with a shaking hand on
the very spot where his predecessor had put it, and then,
with an emotion difficult to describe, he pulled a bell,
which rang at the head of Joseph Lebas' bed. When
this decisve blow had been struck, the old man, for
whom, no doubt, these reminiscences were too much,
took up three or four bills of exchange, and looked at
them without seeing them.

Suddenly Joseph Lebas stood before him.

'Sit down there," said Guillaume, pointing to the stool.

As the old master draper had never yet bid his assstant
be seeted in his presence, Joseph Lebas was startled.

" What do vou think of these notes ?" asked Guillaume.

' They will never be paid.'

'Why?'

" Well, | heard that the day before yesterday Etienne and
Co. had made their payments in gold.'

' Oh, oh !" said the draper. ' Well, one must be very
i1l toshow one's bile. Let us spesk of something dse—
Joseph, the stock-taking is done.'



42 At the Sign of the Cat and Racket

"Yes, Monsieur, and the dividend isone of the bes you
have ever made’

'Do not use new-fangled words. Say the prdfits,
Josph. Do you know, my boy, that this result is partly
owingtoyou ? And | do not intend to pay you a salary
any longer. Madame Guillaume has suggested to me to
takeyou into partnership.—" Guillaumeand Lebas" ; will
not that make a good busnes name? We might add,
"and Co." to round off the firm's sgnature.'

Tears roe to the eyes of Josph Lebas, who tried to
hide them.

' Oh, Monseur Guillaume, how have | dessrved such
kindness? | only do my duty. It wasso much already
that you should take an interest in a poor orph—'

He was brushing the cuff of his left desve with his
right hand, and dared not look at the old man, who
amiled as he thought that this modes young fellow no
doubt needed, as he had needed once on a time, some
encouragement to complete his explanation.

To be sure' sd Virginie's father, 'you do not
altogether deserve this favour, Joseph.  You have not 0
much confidence in me as | have in you. (The young
man looked up quickly.) You know all the secrets of
the cash-box. For the lag two years | have told you of
almogt all my concerns. | have sent you to travel in our
goods In short, | have nothing on my constience as
regardsyou. But you—you have a soft place and you
have never bresthed aword of it." Joseph Lebas blushed.
"Ah, ha! ' cried Guillaume, ' s0 you thought you could
deceive an old fox like mei  When you knew that | had
scented the Lecocq bankruptcy ?

"What, Monsieur ?' repliea Jossph Lebas, looking at
his mager as keenly as his master looked at him,' you
knew that | wasin love ?

"I know everything, you rascal,’ said the worthy and
cunning old merchant, pulling the assgant's ear. * And
| forgive you—I did the same mysdf.
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"And you will give her to me ?

'Y es—with fifty thousand crowns; ana | will leave
you a much by will, and we will start on our new career
under the name of a new firm. We will do good busi-
ness yet, my boy !' added the old man, getting up and
flourishing his arams. ' | tell you, son-in-law, there is
nothing like trade. Those who ask what pleasure is to
be found in it are simpletons. To be on the scent of a
good bargain, to hold your own on 'Change, to watch as
anxiously as at the gaming table whether Etienne and Co.
will fail or no, to s a regiment of Guards march past all
dressed in your cloth, to trip your neighbour up—honestly
of course !'—to make the goods cheaper than others can ;
then to carry out an undertaking which you have planned,
which begins, grows, totters, and succeeds ! to know the
workings of every house of business as well as a minister
of police, so as never to make a mistake to hold up
your head in the midst of wrecks, to have friends by
correspondence in every manufacturing town; is not
that a perpetual game, Joseph ?  That is life, that is! |
shall die in that harness, like old Chevrel, but taking it
easy now, all the same!'

In the heat of his eager rhetoric, old Guillaume had
scarcely looked at hisassistant, who was weeping copiously.
" Why, Joseph, my poor boy, what is the matter ?

"Oh, | love her so! Monsieur Guillaume, that my
heart fails me; | beieve——'

"Well, well, boy," sad the old man, touched, 'you are
happier than you know, by Gad! For she loves you. |
knowit.'

And he blinked his little green eyes as he looked at the
young man.

' Mademoiselle Augustine ! Mademoiselle Augustine !
exclaimed Joseph Lebas in his rapture.

He was about to rush out of the room when he felt
himself clutched by a hand of iron, and his astonished
master spun him round in front of him once more.
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"What has Augustine to do with this matter ? ' he
asked, in avoice which instantly froze the luckless Joseph.

'Is it not he that—that—I love?' sammered the
assgant.

Much put out by his own want of perspicacity, Guii-
laume sat down again, and rested his long head in his
hands to condgder the perplexing situation in which he
found himsdf. Jossph Lebas, shamefaced and in despair,
remained standing.

" Joseph,' the draper sad with frigid dignity, ' | was
speaking of Virginie. Love cannot be made to order, |
know. | know, too, that you can betrusted. We will
forget all this. | will not let Augustine marry before
Virginie—Your interest will beten per cent.'

The young man, to whom love gave | know not what
power of courage and doquence, dagped his hand, and
gpoke in his turn—spoke for a quarter of an hour, with
s0 much war mth and feeling, that he altered the situation.
If the question had been a matter of busness the old
tradesman would have had fixed principles to guide his
decision; but, tossed a thousand miles from commerce, on
the ocean of sentiment, without a compass he floated, as
hetold himsdf, undecided in the face of such an unexpected
event. Carried away by his fatherly kindness he began
to beat about the bush.

' Deuce takeit, Joseph, you mugt know that there are
ten years between my two children. Mademoisdle
Chevrel was no beauty, still she has had nothing to com-
plain of in me. Do as | did. Come, come, don't cry.
Canyou besoslly ? What isto be done? It can be
managed perhaps Thereis aways some way out of a
sxrape And we men are not always devoted Cdadons
to our wives—you undergand ? Madame Guillaume is
very pious. . . . Come. By Gad, boy, give your arm to
Augugtine this morning as we go to mass'

These were the phrases poken at random by the old
draper, and their conduson made the lover happy. He
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was dready thinking of a friend of his as a match for
Mademoisdlle Virginie, as he went out of the smoky
office, pressing his future father-in-law's hand, after saying
with a knowing look that all would turn out for the best.

'What will Madame Guillaume say to it?' was the
idea that greatly troubled the worthy merchant when he
found himself alone.

At breskfas Madame Guillaume and Virginie, to
whom the draper had not as yet confided his disappoint-
ment, cast meaning glances a Joseph Lebas, who was
extremely embarrassed.  The young assdant's bashfulness
commended him to his mother-in-law's good graces.
The matron became so cheerful that she smiled as she
looked at her husband, and allowed herself some little
pleasantries of time-honoured acceptance in such simple
families.  She wondered whether Joseph or Virginie were
the taller, to ak them to compare their height. This
preliminary fooling brought a cloud to the magter's brow,
and he even made such a point of decorum that he desired
Augustine to take the assigant's arm on their way to
Saint-Leu. Madame Guillaume, surprised at this manly
delicacy, honoured her husband with a nod of approval.
So the processon left the house in such order asto suggest
no suspicious meaning to the neighbours.

'Does it not sem to you, Mademoiselle Augustine,’
sad the asssant, and he trembled, ' that the wife of a
merchant whose credit is asgood as Monsieur Guillaume's,
for instance, might enjoy herself a little more than
Madame your mother does? Might wear diamonds—
or keep a carriage?  For my part, if | were to marry, |
should be glad to take al the work, and s¢ my wife
happy. | would not put her into the counting-house.
In the drapery busness you se a woman is not so
necessaty now as formerly. Monsieur Guillaume was
quite right to act as he did—and besdes, his wife liked it.
But so long as a woman knows how to turn her hand to
the book-keeping, the correspondence, the retail busness,
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the orders and her housekeegping, S0 as not to st idle,
that is enough. At seven o'dlock, when the shop is shut,
| shall take my pleasures, go to the play, and into company,
—But you are not ligening to me.'

" Yes, indeed, Monsieur Jossph.  What do you think
of painting ? That is a fine calling.'

"Yes. | know a mage house-painter, Monseur
Lourdois. He is well-to-do.'

Thus conversing, the family reached the Church of
Saint-Leu. There Madame Guillaume reaserted her
rights, and, for the first time, placed Augustine next to
herdf, Virginie taking he place on the fourth chair,
next to Lebas. During thesermon all went well between
Augusgtine and Theodore, who, sanding behind a pillar,
worshipped his Madonna with fervent devotion $ but at
the devation of the Host, Madame Guillaume discovered,
rather late, that her daughter Augustine was holding her
prayer-book upsde down. She was about to gpesk to her
srongly, when, lowering her veil, she interrupted her
own devationsto look in the direction where her daughter's
gyes found attraction. By the hdp of her ectades she
saw the young artist, whose fashionable degance ssamed to
proclaim him a cavalry officer on leaverather than a trades-
man of the neighbourhood. It is difficult to conceive of
the gate of violent agitation in which Madame Guillaume
found hersdf—she who flattered hersdf on  having
brought up her daughters to perfection—on discovering
in Augugtine a clandegtine pasion of which her prudery
and ignorance exaggerated the perils.  She believed her
daughter to be cankered to the core.

" Hold your book right way up, Miss,' she muttered in
a low voice, tremulous with wrath. She satched away
the tell-tale prayer-book and returned it with the letter-
pres right way up. 'Do not allow your eyes to look
anywhere but at your prayers' she added, 'or | shall
have something to say to you. Your father and | will
talk to you after church*'
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These words came like a thunderbolt on poor Augus
tine. She fet faint; but, torn between the didres she
fdt and the dread of causng a commotion in church, she
bravely concealed her anguish. It was, however, easy to
discern the sormy gdate of her soul from the trembling
of her prayer-book, and the tears which dropped on every
page she turned. From thefurious glare shot at him by
Madame Guillaume the artist saw the peril into which
his love affair had fallen ; he went out, with a raging
soul, determined to venture all.

' Goto your room, Miss ' ssid Madame Guillaume, on
their return home; ' we will snd for you, but take care
not to quit it.'

The conference between the hushand and wife was
conducted so secretly that at first nothing was heard of it.
Virginie, however, who had tried to give her sge
courage by a variety of gentle remongrances, carried her
good nature so for asto listen at the door of her mother's
bedroom where the discusson was held, to catch a word
or two. The first time she went down to the lower
floor she heard her father exclaim, ' Then, madame, do
you wish to Kill your daughter ?'

"My poor dear!" sid Virginie, in tears, ' papa takes
your part.'

" And what do they want to do to Theodore? ' asked
the innocent girl.

Virginie, inquisitive, went down again ; but thistime
she dayed longer ; she learned that Jossph Lebas loved
Augustine. It waswritten that on this memorable day,
this houss generally so peaceful, should be a hell.
Monsieur Guillaume brought Jossph Lebas to degpair by
telling him of Augustin€s love for a sranger. Lebas,
who had advissd his friend to become a suitor for
Mademoisdle Virginie, saw all his hopes wrecked.
Mademoisdle Virginie, overcome by hearing that Josgph
had, in a way, rdfused her, had a sck headache The
dispute that had arissn from the discusion between
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Monsieur and Madame Guillaume, when, for the third
timein their lives, they had been of antagonistic opinions,
had shown itself in aterrible form.  Finally, at half-past
four in the afternoon, Augustine, pae, trembling, and
with red eyes, was haled before her father and mother.
The poor child artlesdly related the too brief tale of her
love. Reessured by a gpeech from her father, who pro-
mised to listen to her in silence, she gathered courage
as she pronounced to her parents the name of Theodore
de Sommervieux, with a mischievous little emphasis on
the aristocratic de.  And yieldingto the unknown charm
of talking of her fedlings, she was brave enough to declare
with innocent decison that she loved Monsieur de
Sommervieux, that she had writtento him, and she added,
with tearsin her eyes : ' To sacrifice me to another man
would make me wretched.'

' But, Augustine, you cannot surely know what a
painter is?"' cried her mother with horror.

' Madame Guillaume ! ' said the old man, compelling
her to silence—'Augustine,’ he went on, 'artists ae
generally little better than beggars. They ae too
extravagant not to be always a bad sort. | served the
late Monsieur Joseph Vernet, the late Monsieur Lekain,
and the late Monsieur Noverre. Oh, ifyou could only
know the tricks played on poor Father Chevrel by that
Monsieur Noverre, by the Chevalier de Saint-Georges,
and especiadly by Monsieur Philidor! They ae a
set of rascds ; | know them well | They all have agab
and nice manngs. Ah, your Monsieur Sumer——,
Somm——

' De Sommervieux, papa’

" Well, well, de Sommervieux, well and good. Hecan
never have been half so sweet to you as Monsieur le
Chevalier de Saint-Georges was to me the day | got a
verdict of the consuls against him.  And in those days
they were gentlemen of quality.'

' But, father, Monsieur Theodore is of good family,
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and he wrote me that he is rich; his father was called
Chevalier de Sommervieux before the Revolution.'

At these words Monsieur Guillaume looked at his
terrible better half, who, like an angry woman, sa tapping
the floor with her foot while keeping sullen silence; she
avoided even casting wrathful looks at Augustine, appear-
ing to leave to Monsieur Guillaume the whole responsi-
bility in so grave a matter, since her opinion was not
listened to. Nevertheless, in spite of her apparent sdf-
control, when she saw her husband giving way so mildly
(under a catastrophe which had no concern with business,
she exclaimed—

' Redlly, Monsieur, you ae so weak with your
daughters! However——'

The sound of a carriage, which stopped at the door,
interrupted the rating which the old draper already
quaked at. In a minute Madame Roquin was standing
in the middle of the room, and looking at the actors in
this domestic scene : ' | know all, my dear cousin,' sad she,
with a patronising air.

Madame Roquin made thegreat mistake of supposing
that a Paris notary's wife could play the part of a favourite
of fashion,

‘I know all,” she repeated, 'and | have come into
Noah's Ark, like the dove, with the olive-branch. |
read thatallegory in the Genie du Chnslanlsmef she added,
turning to Madame Guillaume; 'the alusion ought to
pleese you, cousin.  Doyou know," shewent on, smiling at
Augustine, ' that Monsieur de Sommervieux isa charming
man ? Hegave me my portrait this morning, painted by a
magter's hand. It is worth at least six thousand francs.
And at these words she patted Monsieur Guillaume on
the aam. The old draper could not help making a
grimacewith his lips, which was peculiar to him.

‘I know Monsieur de Sommervieux very well,' the
Dove ran on. ' He has come to my evenings this fort-
night past, and made them delightful. He has told me
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all his woes, and commissoned me to plead for him. |
know since this morning that he adores Augustine, and
he shall have her. Ah, cousin, do not shake your head
in refusal. Hewill be created Baron, | can tell you, and
has just been made Chevalier of the Legion of Honour,
by the Emperor himsdf, at the Salon. Roquin is now
his lawyer, and knowsall his affairs Well! Monseur
de Sommervieux hastwelve thousand francsayear in good
landed etate Do you know that the father-in-law of
such a man may get a rie in life—be mayor of his
arrondissement; for instance. Have we not seen Monsieur
Dupont become a Count of the Empire, and a senator,
all because he went as mayor to congratulate the Emperor
on hisentry into Vienna? Oh, this marriage must take
place! For my part, | adore the dear young man. His
behaviour to Augustine is only met with in romances.
Beeasy, little one, you shall be happy, and every girl will
wish she were in your place. Madame la Duchese de
Carigliatio, who comes to my ‘At Homes,'raves about
Monseur de Sommervieux. Some spiteful people sy
she only comes to me to meet him ; as if a duchess of
yesterday was doing too much honour to a Chevrel, whose
family have been respected citizens thee hundred yearsl

" Augustine’ Madame Roquin went on, after a short
paue, | have sn the portrait. Heavenst How
lovely it is ' Doyou know that the Emperor wanted to
have it? He laughed, and said to the Deputy High
Congable that if there were many women like that at his
court while all the kings visted it, he should have no
difficulty about preserving the peace of Europe. 1$ not
that a compliment ?'

The tempests with which the day had begun were
to resemble those of nature, by ending in dear and serene
weather. Madame Roquin displayed so much addressin
her harangue, she was able to touch so many grings in
thedry heara of Monsieur and Madame Guillaume, that
at last shehit on one which she could work upon. At this



At the Sgn of the Cat and Racket 51

grange period commerce and finance were more than ever
posesd by the crazy mania for seeking alliance with
rank; and the generals of the Empire took full advantage
of thisdesre. Monsieur Guillaume, as a singular excep-
tion, opposd this deplorable craving. His favourite
axioms were that, to sscure happiness a woman mugt
marry a man of her own class that every one was
punished sooner or later for having climbed too high ; that
love could =0 little endure under the worries of a house
hold, that both husband and wife needed sound good
gualities to be happy; that it would not do for one to be
far in advance of the other, becauss above everything,
they mugt undersand each other; if a man gpoke Greek
and hiswife L atin, they might come to dieof hunger. He
had himself invented this sort of adage And he com-
pared such marriages to old-fashioned materials of mixed
silk and wool, in which the dlk alwaysat last wore through
the wool.  till, there is so much vanity at the bottom
of man's heart that the prudence of the pilot who seered
the Cat and Racket so wisdy gave way before Madame
Roquin's aggressve volubility.  Austere Madame Guil-
laume was the firg to s in her daughter's affection a
reason for abdicating her principles and for consenting to
receive Monsieur de Sommervieux, whom she promissd
hersdlf she would put under severe inquisition.

The old drape went to look for Josgph Lebas, and
inform him of the date of affairs. At half-pag six, the
dining-room immortalised by the artist saw, united under
its skylight, Monsieur and Madame Roquin, the young
painter and his charming Augustine, Jossph Lebas, who
found his happiness in patience and Mademoisdle
Virginie, convalescent from her headache  Monsieur
and Madame Guillaume saw in perspective both their
children married, and the fortunes of the Cat and Racket
once more in skilful hands.  Their satisaction was at its
height when, at desiert, Theodore made them a present of
the wonderful picture which they had failed to see
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representing the interior of the old shop, and to which
they all owed so much happiness

"lsn't it pretty! ' cried Guillaume. ' And to think
that any one would pay thirty thousand francs for that! '

' Because you can e my lappes in it/ ssid Madame
Guillaume.

" And the cloth unrolled !' added Lebas; ' you might
take it up in your hand.'

' Drapery always comes out well,' replied the painter.
' We should be only too happy, we modern artigts, if we
could touch the perfection of antique drapery/

' So you like drapery ! ' cried old Guillaume. ' Well,
then, by Gad ! shake handson that, my young friend.
Since you can respect trade, we shall understand each other.
And why should it be depised ? The world began with
trade, dnce Adam sd Paradise for an apple. He did
not strike a good bargain though!' And the old man
roared with hones laughter, encouraged by the champagne,
which he snt round with aliberal hand. The band that
covered the young artigt's eyes was so thick that ht
thought his future parents amiable. He was not above
enlivening them by a few jests in the bet tase. So he
too pleased every one.  In the evening, when the drawing-
room, furnished with what Madame Guillaume called
" everything handsome,' was deserted, and while she flitted
from the table to the chimney-piece, from the canddabra
to the tall candlesticks, hastily blowing out the wax-
lights, the worthy draper, who was always clear-sighted
when money was in question, called Augustine to him,
and seating her on his knee, spoke as follows ;—

"My dear child, you shall marry your Sommervieux
snce you insist; you may, if you like, risk your
capital in happines But | am not going to be hood-
winked by the thirty thousand francs to be made by
spailing good canvas. Money that is lightly earned is
lightl) spent. Did | not hear that hare-brained youngster
dedare this evening that money was made round that tc
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might roll. If it is round for spendthrifts, it is flat for
saving folks who pile it up. Now, my child, that fine
gentleman talks of giving you carriages and diamonds !
He has money, let him spend it on you; so be it. It
is no concern of mine. But as towhat | can giveyou, |
will not have the crown-pieces | have picked up with so
much toil wasted in carriages and frippery, Those who
soend too fast never grow rich. A hundred thousand
crowns, which is your fortune, will not buy up Paris.
It is al very well to look forward to a few hundred
thousand francs to be yours some day; | shall keep you
waiting for them as long aspossible, by Gad! So | took
your lover aside, and a man who managed the Lecocq
bankruptcy had not much difficulty in persuading the
artist to marry under a settlement of his wife's money on
herself. | will kegp an eye on the marriage contract to
e that what he is to settle on you is safely tied up. So
now, my child, | hope to be a grandfather, by Gad !
| will begin at once to lay up for my grand-children;
but swear to me, here and now, never to sign any papers
relating to money without my advice; and if | go soon
to join old father Chevrel, promise to consult young
Lebas, your brother-in-law.'

' Yes, father, | swvear it.'

At these words, spoken in a gentle voice, the old man
kissed his daughter on both cheeks. That night the lovers
dept as soundly as Monsieur and Madame Guillaume.

Some few months after this memorable Sunday the
high dtar of Saint-Leu was the scene of two very
different weddings. Augustine and Theodore gppeared
in al the radiance of happiness, their eyes beaming with
love, dressad with elegance, while a fine carriage waited
for them. Virginie, who had come in a good hired fly
with the rest of the family, humbly followed her younger
sister, dressed in the simplest fashion, like a shadow
necessay to the harmony of the picture. Monsieur
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Guillaume had exerted himsdf to the utmogt in the
church to get Virginie married before Augustine, but
the prieds, high and low, perssed in addressing the more
elegant of the two brides. He heard some of his neigh-
bours highly approving the good snse of Mademoisdle
Virginie, who was making, as they said, the more sub-
stantial match, and remaining faithful to the neighbour-
hood ; while they fired a few taunts, prompted by envy
of Augustine, who was marrying an artist and a man of
rank; adding, with a sort of dismay, that if the Guil-
laumes were ambitious, there was an end to the busnes
An old fan-maker having remarked that such a
prodigal would soon bring his wife to beggary, father
Guillaume prided himsdf in petto for his prudence in the
matter of marriage settlements.  In the evening, after a
splendid ball, followed by one of those substantial suppers
of which the memory is dying out in the present genera-
tion, Monsieur and Madame Guillaume remained in a
fine house belonging to them in the Rue du Colombier,
where the wedding had ben held; Monseur and
Madame Lebas returned in their fly to the old homein
the Rue Saint-Denis, to dex the good ship Cat and
Racket. The artigt, intoxicated with happiness, carried
off his bdoved Augustine, and eagerly lifting her out of
their carriage when it reached the Rue desTrois-Freres,
led her to an apartment embdlished by all the arts.

The fever of passon which posesdd Theodore made
a year fly over the young couple without a single cloud
to dim the blue sky under which they lived. Life did
not hang heavy on the lovers hands. Theodore
lavished on every day inexhaugtible fioriture of enjoyment,
and he ddighted to vary the transports of passon by the
soft languor of those hours of repose when souls soar 0
high that they seam to have forgotten all bodily union’
Augustine was too happy for reflection; she floated on
an undulating tide of rapturej she thought she could not
do enough by abandoning hersdf to sanctioned and sacred
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married love; simple and artless, she had no coquetry,
no resves, none of the dominion which a worldly-
minded girl acquires over her husband by ingenious
caprice ; she loved too well to calculate for the future,
and never imagined that so exquisite a life could come to
an end. Happy in being her husbhand's sole delight, she
believed that her inextinguishable love would aways
be her greatest grace in his eyes, as her devotion and
obedience would be a perennial charm. And, indeed,
the ecstasy of love had made her so brilliantly lovely that
her beauty filled her with pride, and gave her confidence
that she could aways reign over a man o easy to kindle
as Monsieur de Sommervieux. Thus her position as a
wife brought her no knowledge but the lessons of love.

In the midst of her happiness, she was still the simple
child who had lived in obscurity in the Rue Saint-Denis,
and she never thought of acquiring the manners, the
information, the tone of theworld she hadtolivein. Her
words being the words of love, she reveded in them, no
doubt, a certain pliancy of mind and a certain refinement
of speech ; but she used the language common to all
women when they find themselves plunged in passon,
which sems to be their element. When, by chance,
Augustine expressed an idea that did not harmonise with
Theodore's, the young artist laughed, as we laugh at the
first mistakes of a foreigner, though they end by annoy-
ing us if they are not corrected.

In spite of al thislovemaking, by the end of thisyear,
as delightful as it was swift, Sommervieux felt one morn-
ing the need for resuming his work and his old
habits. His wife was expecting their first child. He
saw some friends again.  During the tedious discom-
forts of the year when a young wife is nursingan infant
for the first time, he worked, no doubt, with zeal, but he
occasionally sought diversion in the fashionable world.
The house which he wes bes pleassd to frequent was
that of the Duchese de Carigliano, who had at last
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attracted the cdebrated artist to her parties When
Augustine was quite well again, and her boy no longer
required the asiduous care which debars a mother from
social pleasures, Theodore had come to the gage of wish-
ing to know the joys of satidfied vanity to be found in
society by a man who shows himsef with a handsome
woman, the object of envy and admiration.

To figure in drawing-rooms with the reflected lustre
of her husand's fame, and to find other women envious
of her, was to Augustine a new harvest of pleasures ; but
it was the lag gleam of conjugal happiness She firg
wounded her husband's vanity when, in site of vain
efforts, she betrayed her ignorance, the indegance of her
language, and the narrownessof her ideas  Sommervieux'
nature, subjugated for nearly two years and a half by the
first trangoorts of love, now, in the cam of less new

jon, recovered its bent and habits for a while
diverted from their channel. Poetry, painting, and the
subtle joys of imagination have inalienable rights over a
lofty spirit. These cravings of a powerful soul had
not been darved in Theodore during thexe two years;
they had only found fresh pasture. As soon as the
meadows of love had been ransacked, and the artist had
gathered rosess and cornflowers as the children do, 0
greedily that he did not se that his hands could hold no
more, the soene changed. When the painter showed his
wife the sketches for his finest compostions he heard her
exclaim, as her father had done’ How pretty I' This
tepid admiration was not the outcome of conscientious
feding, but of her faith on the strength of love.

Augustine cared more for a look than for the finest
icture. The only sublime she knew was that of the
eart. At lag Theodore could not ress the evidence

of the crud fact—his wife was insengble to poetry, she
did not dwell in his sphere she could not follow him in
all his vagaries his inventions, his joys and his sorrows $
she walked grovelling in the world of reality, while his
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head was in the skies.  Common minds cannot appreciate
the perennial sufferings of a being who, while bound
to another by the mogt intimate affections, is obliged
congtantly to suppress the dearegt flights of his soul, and
to thrust down into the void those images which a magic
power compels him to create.  To him the tortureisall
the more intolerable because his feeling towards his com-
panion enjoins, as its firg law, that they should have no
concealments, but mingle the agpirations of their thought
as perfectly as the effusons of their 'soul. The demands
of nature are not to be cheated. She is as inexorable as
necessty, which is indeed, a sort of soda nature.
Sommervieux took refuge in the peace and slence of his
studio, hoping that the habit of living with artists might
mould his wife and deveop in her the dormant germs
of lofty intelligence which some superior minds suppose
mus exig in every being. But Augustine was too
sncerely rdigious not to take fright at the tone of
artists. At the first dinner Theodore gave, she heard a
young painter say, with the childlike lightness, which to
her was unintelligible, and which redeems a jest from
the taint of profanity, ° But, Madame, your Paradise
cannot be more beautiful than Raphad's Transfigura-
tion '—Well, and | got tired of looking at that.'

Thus Augustine came among this sparkling set in a
spirit of distrugt which no one could fail to sse  Shewas
a restraint on their freedom. Now an artist who feds
restraint is pitiless; he gays away, or laughs it to scorn.
Madame Guillaume, among other absurdities, had an
excessve notion of the dignity she conddered the
prerogative of amarried woman; and Augustine, though
she had often made fun of it, could not help a dight imita-
tion of her mother's primness.  This extreme propriety,
which virtuous wives do not always avoid, suggested a
feaw epigrams in the form of sketches in which the
harmlessjest was in such good tage that Sommervieux
could not take offence; and even if they had been more
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svere these pleasantries were after all only reprisali
from his friends.  Still, nothing could seam a trifleto a
spirit so open as Theodore's to impressions from without.
A oddnes insensbly crept over him, and inevitably
gpread. To attain conjugal happiness we must climb a
hill whose summit is a narrow ridge, dose to a dep and
dippery descent; the painter's love was falling down it.
He regarded his wife as incapable of appreciating the
moral condde ations which justified him in his own eyes
for his sngular behaviour to her, and bedieved himsdf
quite innocent in hiding from her thoughts she could not
enter into, and peccadilloes outsde the jurisdiction of a
bourgeois constience. Augustine wrapped hersef in sullen
and slent grief. These unconfessad fedings placed a
ghroud between the husband and wife which could not
fail to grow thicker day by day. Though her husband
never failed in condderation for her, Augustine could
not help trembling as she saw that he kept for the outer
world those treasures of wit and grace that he formerly
would lay at her feet. She soon began to find a sSniger
meaning in the jocular esches that are current in the
world as to the inconstancy of men. She made no
complaints, but her demeanour conveyed reproach.

Threeyearsafter her marriagethis pretty young woman,
who dashed pad in her handsome carriage, and lived in
a here of glory and riches to the envy of headless folk
incapable of taking ajust view of the stuations of life,
was a prey to intense grief. She log her colour; she
reflected; she made comparisonsj then sorrow unfolded
to her the firg lesons of experience.  She determined to
redrict hersdf bravely within the round of duty, hoping
that by this generous conduct she might sooner or later
win back her hushand's love. But it was not 0. When
Sommervieux, tired with work, camein from his studio,
Augustine did not put away her work so quickly but
that the painter might find his wife mending the house
hold linen, and his own, with all the care of a good
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housawife.  She supplied generoudy and without a
murmur the money nesded for his lavishness, but in her
anxiety to hushand her dear Theodor€'s fortune, she was
strictly economical for hersdf and in certain details of
domegtic management. Such conduct is incompatible
with the easy-going habits of artists, who, at the end of
their life, have enjoyed it so keenly that they never
enquire into the causes of their ruin.

It is udess to note every tint of shadow by which the
brilliant hues of their honeymoon were overcag till
they were log in utter blackness One evening poor
Augustine, who had for some time heard her husband
ek with enthusasm of the Duchese de Carigliano,
received from a friend certain malignantly charitable
warnings as to the nature of the attachment which
Sommervieux had formed for this cdebrated flirt of the
Imperial Court. At one-and-twenty, in all the splendour
of youth and beauty, Augustine saw herself deserted for
a woman of six-and-thirty. Fedling hersdf so wretched
in the midst of a world of festivity which to her was a
hlank, the poor little thing could no longer undersand
the admiration she excited, or the envy of which she was
the object. Her face asumed a different expresson.
Melancholy tinged her features with the swegnes of
resgnation and the pallor of scorned love. Ere long she
too was courted by the mog fascinating men; but she
remained lonely and virtuous. Some contemptuous
words which exaped her husband filled her with in-
credible degpair. A siniger flash showed her the breaches
which, asaresult of her sordid education, hindered the
perfect union of her soul with Theodor€'s ; she loved him
well enough to absolve him and condemn hersdf. She
shed tears of blood, and perceived, too late, that there
aremisalliances of the spirit aswell as of rank and habits.
As <he recalled the early raptures of ther union, she
undergood the full extent of that logt happiness and
accepted the condusion that so rich a harvest of love was
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in itself a whole life, which only sorrow could pay for.
At the same time, she loved too truly to lose all hope.
At one-and-twenty she dared undertake to educate her-
«df, and make her imagination, at least, worthy of that
she admired. 'Ifl am not a poet,’ thought she, 'at any
rate, | will undergand poetry.'

Then, with all the strength of will, all the energy
which every woman can display when she loves, Madame
de Sommervieux tried to alter her character, her manners,
and her habits; but by dint of devouring books and
Earning undauntedly, she only succesded in becoming
es ignorant. Lightness of wit and the graces of con-
versation are a gift of nature, or the fruit of education
begun in the cradle She could appreciate musc and
enjoy it, but she could not sing with tage. She under-
good literature and the beauties of poetry, but it was too
late to cultivate her refractory memory. Shelistened with
pleasure to sodal conversation, but she could contribute
nothing brilliant. Her rdigiousnotionsand home-grown
prgudices wer e antagonigtic to the complete emancipation
of her intdligence. Finally, a foregone concluson
againg her had stolen into Theodor€'s mind, and this she
could not conquer. Theartist would laugh at thase who
flattered him about his wife, and his irony had some
foundation ; he so overawed the pathetic young creature
that, in his presence or alone with him, she trembled.
Hampered by her too eager desre to please her wits and
her knowledge vanished in one absorbing feeling.  Even
her fidelity vexed the unfaithful husband, who seemed to
bid her do wrong by stigmatisng her virtue as insens-
bility. Augustine tried in vain to abdicate her reason,
to yield to her hushand's caprices and whims, to devote
hersdf to the ddfishness of his vanity. Her sacrifices
bore no fruit. Perhaps they had both let the moment
dip when souls may meet in comprehenson. One day
the young wife's too senstive heart received one of those
blows which so gtrain the bonds of feding that they seem
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to be broken. She withdrew into solitude. But before
long a fetal idea suggested to her to seek counsel and
comfort in the bosom of her family.

So one morning she made her way towards the
grotesque facade of the humble, silent home where she
had spent her childhood. She sighed as she looked up at
the sash-window, whence one day she had sent her first kiss
to him who now shed as much sorrow as glory on her
life. Nothing was changed in the cavern, where the
drapery business had, however, started on a new
life. Augustine's siter filled her mother's old place at
the desk. The unhappy young woman met her brother-
in-law with his pen behind his ear; he hardly listened to
her, he was so full of business. The formidable symptoms
of stock-taking were visible all round him; he begged
her to excuse him. She was received coldly enough by
her sister, who owed her a grudge. In fact, Augustine,
in her finery, and stepping out of a handsome carriage,
had never been to s= her but when pasing by. The
wife of the prudent Lebas, imagining that want of money
was the prime cause of this early call, tried to keep up a
tone of reserve which more than once made Augustine
smile. The painter's wife perceived that, apart from the
cgp and lappets, her mother had found in Virginie a
successor who could uphold the ancient honour of the Cat
and Racket. At breakfast she observed certain changes
in the management of the house which did honour to
Lebas good sne ; the assigants did not rise before
dessert; they were alowed to talk, and the abundant
meal spoke of ese without luxury. The fashionable
woman found some tickets for a box at the Franjais,
where she remembered having seen her sister from time
to time. Madame Lebas had a cashmere shawl over her
shoulders, of which the value bore witness to her husband's
generosity to her. In short, the couple were keeping
pace with the times.  During the two-thirds of the day
she spent there, Augustine was touched to the heart by
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the equable happiness, devoid, to be sure, of all emotion,
but equally free from gorms, enjoyed by this well-
matched couple. They had accepted lifeasa commercial
enterprise, in which, above all, they mus do credit to the
busness Not finding any great love in her hushand,
Virginie had s to work to create it. Having by
degress learned to eteem and care for his wife, the time
that his happiness had taken to germinate was to Joseph
Lebas a guarantee of its durability. Hence, when
Augustine plaintively set forth her painful postion, she
had to face the deluge of commonplace morality which
thetraditionsof the Rue Saint-Denisfurnished to her sger.

' The mischief is done, wife,' said Jossph Lebas; ' we
mug try to give our sser good advice' Then the
clever tradesman ponderoudy analyssd the resources
which law and cusom might offer Augustine as a means
of excape at this crids$ he ticketed every argument, o
to speak, and arranged them in their degress of weight
under various categories, as though they were articles of
merchandise of different qualities; then he put them in
the scale weighed them, and ended by showing the
necessity for his sger-in-law's taking violent seps which
could not satify the love she still had for her hushand,;
and, indeed, thefedling had revived in all its strength when
she heard Josgph Lebas gesk of legal proceedings
Augustine thanked them, and returned home even more
undecided than she had been before consulting them.
She now ventured to go to the house in the Kue du
Colombier, intending to confide her troublesto her father
and mother; for she was like a sck man who, in his
desperate plight, tries every prescription, and even puts
faith in old wives remedies.

Theold peoplereceived their daughter with an effusve-
ness that touched her deeply. Her visit brought them
some little change, and that to them wasworth a fortune.
For the lag four yean they had gonetheir way in life like
navigators without a goal or a compass  Sitting by the
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chimney corner, they would talk over their disasters under
the old law of maximum, of their great investments in
cloth, of the way they had weathered bankruptcies, and,
above all, the famous failure of Lecocq, Monsieur Guil-
laume's battle of Marengo. Then, when they had
exhausted the tale of lawsuits, they recapitulated the sums
total of their most profitable stock-takings, and told each
other old dories of the Saint-Denis quarter. At two
o'clock old Guillaume went to cast an eyeon the business
at the Cat and Racket j on his way back he called at all
the shops, formerly the rivals of hisown, where the young
proprietors hoped to inveigle the old draper into some
risky discount, which, as was his wont, he never refused
point-blank. Two good Normandy horses were dying
of their own fa in the stables of the big house ; Madame
Guillaume never used them but to drag her on Sundays
to high mass at the parish church.  Three times a week
the worthy couple kept open house. By the influence of
his son-in-law Sommervieux, Monsieur Guillaume hed
been named a member of the Consulting Board for the
Clothing of the Army. Since her husband had stood so
high in office, Madame Guillaume had decided that g
must receive; her rooms were so crammed with gold and
silver ornaments, and furniture, tasteless but of undoubted
value, that the simplest room in the house looked like a
chapel. Economy and expense seemed to be struggling
for the upper hand in every accessory. It was as though
Monsieur Guillaume had looked to a good investment,
even in the purchase of a candlestick. In the midst of
this bazaar, where splendour reveadled the owners' want of
occupation, Sommervieux' famous picture filled the place
of honour, and in it Monsieur and Madame Guillaume
found their chief consolation, turning their eyes, harnessed
with eyeglasses, twenty times a day on this presentment
of their patt life, to them so active and amusing. The
appearance of this mansion and these rooms, where every-
thing had an aroma of ddeness and mediocrity, the
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ectade offored by these two beings cag away, as it
were, on arock far from the world and the ideas which
are life, gartled Augustine; she could here contemplate
the sequd of the scene of which the first part had struck
her at the house of Lebas—a life of gir without move-
ment, a mechanical and instinctive exigence like that of
the beaver; and then she felt an indefinable pride in her
troubles, as she reflected that they had their source in
eighteen months of such happiness as in her eyes, was
worth a thousand lives like thisj its vacuity seeamed to her
horrible. However, she concealed this not very charitable
feding, and digplayed for her parents her newly-acquired
accomplishments of mind, and the ingratiating tenderness
that love had revedled to her, digposng them to listen to her
matrimonial grievances. Old people have aweakness for
this kind of confidences. Madame Guillaume wanted to
know the mog trivial details of that alien life, which to her
samead aimog fabulous. Thetravels of Baron dela Houtan,
which shebegan again and again and never finished, told her
nothing more unheard-of concer ning the Canadian savages

' What, child, your husband shuts himsdlf into a room
with naked women ! And you are sosmpleas to bdieve
that he drawsthem ?*

As she uitered this exclamation, the grandmother laid
her gpectades on a little work-table, shook her skirts, and
dagped her hands on her kness, raised by a foot-warmer,
her favourite pedetal.

' But, mother, all artists are obliged to have modds-

' He took good care not to tell us that when he asked
leave to marry you. If | had known it, | would never
have given my daughter to a man who followed such a
trade. Réligion forbids such horrors; they areimmoral.
And at what time of night do you say he comes home ?

" At one o'clock—two——'

Theold folks looked at each other in utter amazement.

' Then he gambles ?' said Monsieur Gwllaume "In
my day only gamblers stayed out o late®



At the Sign of the Cat and Racket 65

Augustine made a face that scorned the accusation.

' He must keep you up through dreadful nights waiting
for him, sid Madame Guillaume. ' But you go to
bed, don't you? And when he has log, the wretch
wakes you.'

' No, mamma, on the contrary, he is sometimesin very
good spirits. Not unfrequently, indeed, when it is fine,
he suggests that | should get up and go into the woods'

' Thewoods! At that hour ? Then have youssuch a
gmall st of rooms that his bedroom and his sitting rooms
are not enough, and that he mugt run about ? But it is
just to give you cold that the wretch proposss such
expeditions. He wants to get rid of you. Did one ever
hear of a man settled in life, a well-behaved, quiet man
galloping about like awarlock ?'

' But, my dear mother, you do not undergand that he
mug have excitement to fire his genius.  He is fond of
anes which——'

"1 would make mes for him, fine scenes!' cried
Madame Guillaume, interrupting her daughter. ' How
can you show any condderation to such a man ? In the
first place, | don't like his drinking water only; it is not
wholesome. W hy does he object to ssea woman rating ?
What queer notion is that! But he is mad. All you
tell us about him isimpossble A man cannot leave his
home without a word, and never come back for ten days
And then he tells you he has bean to Dieppe to paint the
s Asif any one painted the ssa! He crams you with
a pack of tales that are too absurd.

Augustine opened her lips to defend her husband ; but
Madame Guillaume enjoined slence with a wave of her
hand, which she obeyed by a survival of habit, and her
mother went on in harsh tones. ' Don't talk to me about
theman! He never st foot in a church excepting to
se you and to be married.  People without religion are
capable of anything. Did Guillaume ever dream of
hiding anything from me, of spending three days without

£
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saying aword to me, and of chattering afterwards like a
blind magpie ?"

"My dear mother, you judge superior people too
ieverely. If their ideas were the same as other folks,,
they would not be men of genius.'

" Very well, then let men of genius stop at home and
not get married. What! A man of genius is to make
his wife miserable? And because he isa genius it isall
right ! Genius, genius! It is not so very clever to sy
black one minute and white the next, as he does, to
interrupt other people, to dance such rigs at home, never
to let you know which foot you are to stand on, to
compel his wife never to be amused unless my lord isin
gay spirits, and to be dull when he is dull.'

' But, mother, the very nature of such imaginations——

"What are such " imaginations" ? Madame Guillaume
went on, interrupting her daughter again. ' Fine ones
his are, my word !  What poseses a man that all on a
sudden, without consulting a doctor, he takes it into his
head to eat nothing but vegetables ?  If indeed it were
from religious motives, it might do him some good—but
he has no more religion than a Huguenot. Was there
ever a man known who, like him, loved horses better
than his fellow-creatures, had his hair curled like a
heathen, laid datues under muslin coverlets, shut his
shutters in broad day to work by lamp-light? There,

along ; if he were not so grossy immoral, he would

fit to shut up in alunatic asylum. Consult Monsieur
Loraux, the priest at Saint Sulpice, ask his opinion about
itall, and he will tell you that your husband does not
behave like a Christian.'

" Oh, mother, can you believe— ?

"Yes, | do believe. Y ou loved him, and you can see
none of these things.  But | can remember in the early
days after your marriage. | met him in the Champs-
Elysees. He was on horseback. Well, at one minute
be was galloping as hard as he could tear, and then
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pulled up to a walk' | sad to mysdf at that moment,
' Thereisa man devoid of judgment."’

" Ah,ha!" cried Monsieur Guillaume," how wise | was
to have your money settled on yoursdf with such a queer
fdlow for a hushand !"

When Augustine was S0 imprudent as to s forth her
srious grievances againg her husband, the two old
people were gpeathless with indignation. But the word
"divorce was ere long spoken by Madame Guillaume.
At the sound of the word divorce the apathetic old draper
semed to wake up.  Prompted by his love for his
daughter, and a0 by the excitement which the proceed-
ings would bring into his uneventful life, father Guil-
laume took up the matter. He made himsdf the leader
of the application for a divorce, laid down the lines of it,
amogt argued the case; he offered to be at all the
charges, to e the lawyers, the pleaders the judges, to
move heaven and earth. Madame de Sommervieux was
frightened, she refusad her father's services said she would
not be sparated from her husband even if she were ten
times as unhappy, and talked no more about her sorrows.
After being overwheimed by her parentswith all thelittle
wordless and consoling kindnessss by which the old
couple tried in vain to make up to her for her digress of
heart, Augustine went away, feding the impossbility of
making a superior mind inteligible to weak intellects.
She had learned that a wife mugt hide from every one,
even from her parents woes for which it is so difficult to
find sympathy. The sorms and sufferings of the upper
pheaes are appreciated only by the lofty spirits who
inhabit there. In every circumgtance we can only be
judged by our equals.

Thus poor Augustine found hersdf thrown back on the
horror of her meditations, in the cold atmosphere of her
home. Study was indifferent to her, since sudy had not
brought her tack her hushand's heart. Initiated intothe
scret of these souls of fire, but bereft of their resources
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she was compelled to share their sorrows without sharing
their pleasures  She was disgugted with the world, which
to her seemed mean and small as compared with the
incidents of passion. In short, her life was a failure.

One evening an idea flashed upon her that lighted up
her dark grief like a beam from heaven. Such an idea
could never have smiled on a heart less pure, less virtuous
than hes She determined to go to the Duchese de
Carigliano, not to ak her to give her back her husband's
heart, but to learn the arts by which it had been
captured j to engage the interest of this haughty fine lady
for the mother of her lover's children ; to appeal to her
and make he the instrument of her future happines
snce she was the cause of her present wretchedness,

So one day Augustine, timid as she was, but armed
with supernatural courage, got into her carriage at two
in the afternoon to try for admittance to the boudoir of
the famous coquette, who was never vigble till that hour.
Madame de Sommervieux had not yet ssen any of the
ancient and magnificent mandons of the Faubourg Saint-
Germain. As she made her way through the gatey
corridors, the handsome gdaircases, the vag drawing-rooms
—full of flowers, though it was in the depth of winter,
and decorated with the tage peculiar to women born to
opulence or to the degant habits of the arisocracy,
Augustine felt a terrible clutch at her heartj she coveted
the srets of an degance of which she had never had an
idea ; shebreathed an air of grandeur which explained the
attraction of the house for he hushand. When she
reached the private rooms of the Duchesse she was filled
with jealousy and a sort of degpair, as she admired the
luxurious arrangement of the furniture, the draperiesand
the hangings. Here disorder was a grace, here luxury
affected acertain contempt of splendour. T he fragrance
that floated in the warm air flattered the sne of smel
without offending it. T he accesories of the rooms were
in harmony with a view, through plate-glass windows, of
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the lawns in a garden planted with evergreen trees. It
was all bewitching, and the art of it was not perceptible.
The whole spirit of the mistress of these rooms pervaded
the drawing-room where Augustine awaited her. She
tried to divine her rival's character from the aspect of the
scattered objects; but there was here something as im-
penetrable in the disorder asin the symmetry, and to the
simple-minded young wife all was a seded letter. All
that she could discern was that, as awoman, the Duchesse
was a superior person. Then a painful thought came
over her.

"Alas! Andis it true, shewondered, “that a simple
and loving heart is not all-sufficient to an artist; that to
baance the weight of these powerful souls they need a
union with feminine souls of a strength equa to their
own? If | had been brought up like this siren, our
wegpons at least might have been equal in the hour of
struggle.'

‘But | am not at home!" The sharp, harsh words,
though spoken in an undertone in the adjoining boudoir,
were heard by Augustine, and her heart beat violently.

'The lady isin there,' replied the maid.

"Youareanidiot' Show herin,' replied the Duchesse,
whose voice was sweeter, and had assumed the dulcet
tones of politeness. She evidently now meant to be
heard.

Augustine shyly entered theroom. At the end of the
dainty boudoir she saw the Duchesse lounging luxuriously’
on an ottoman covered with brown velvet and placed in
the centre of a sort of goxe outlined by soft folds of white
muslin over ayellow lining. Ornaments of gilt bronze,
arranged with exquisite taste, enhanced this sort of dais,
under which the Duchesse reclined like a Greek statue.
The dark hue of the velvet gave relief to every fascinating
charm. A subdued light, friendly to her beauty, fell like
areflection rather than adirect illumination. A few rare
Sowers rased their perfumed heads from costly Sevres
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vass. At the moment when this picture was presented
to Augustine's astonished eyes, she was approaching so
noisdessly that she caught a glance from those of the
enchantress. This look seemed to say to some one whom
Augustine did not at first perceive, ' Stay j you will se a
pretty woman, and make her visit less of a bore.'

On seeing Augustine, the Duchesse rose and made her
sit down by her.

'And to what do | owe the pleasure of this visit,
madame ? she sad with a most gracious smile.

"Why all this fdsmness ?' thought Augustine, replying
only with a bow.

Her silence was compulsory. The young woman saw
before her a superfluous witness of the scene.  This
personage was, of all the Colonelsinthe army, the youngest,
the most fashionable, and the finest man. His face, full
of life and youth, but adready expressive, was further
enhanced by a small moustache twirled up into points,
and as black asjet, by a full imperial, by whiskers care-
fully combed, and a forest of black hair in some disorder.
He was whisking a riding whip with an air of esse and
freedom which suited his self-satisfied expression and the
elegance of his dress ; the ribbons attached to his button-
hole were carelesdy tied, and he seemed to pride himself
much more on his smart appearance than on his courage.
Augustine looked at the Duchesse de Carigliano, and
indicated the Colonel by asidelong glance. All itsmute
gppeal was understood.

' Good-bye, then, Monsieur d'Aiglemont, we shall meet
in the Boisde Boulogne.'

These words were spoken by the siren as though thev
wer e the result of an agreement made before Augustines
arrival, and she winged them with a threatening look
that the officer deserved perhgps for the admiration he
showed in gazing at the modest flower, which contrasted
to well with the haughty Duchesse. The young fop
bowed in dlence, turned on the beds of his boots, and
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gracefully quitted theboudair. At thisinstant, Augustine,
watching her rival, whose eyes ssamed to follow the
brilliant officer, detected in that glance a sentiment of
which the transent expresson isknown to every woman.
She percaved with the degpest anguish that her vist
would be usees; this lady, full of artifice, was too
gready of homage not to have a ruthless heart.

' Madame,' ssid Augustinein a broken voice, the step
| am about to take will ssem to you very srangej but
there is a madness of despair which ought to excuse any-
thing. | undergand only too well why Theodore prefers
your house to any other, and why your mind has so much
power over his Alas! | have only to look into
mysdf to find more than ample reasons But | am devoted
to my hushand, madame. Two years of tears have not
effaced hisimage from my heart, though | have log his.
In my folly | dared to dream of a contest with you $ and
| have come to you to ak you by what means | may
triumph over yoursdf. Oh, madame,' cried the young
wife, ardently seizing the hand which her rival allowed
he to hold, ' | will never pray to God for my own
happiness with so much fervour as | will bessach him for
yours, if you will help meto win back Sommervieux's
regard—I will not say his love. | have no hope but in
you. Ah'! tell me how you could please him, and make
him forget thefirst days——' At these words Augustine
broke down, suffocated with sabs she could not uppress
Ashamed of her weakness, she hid her facein her handker -
chief, which she bathed with tears

" What achild you are, my dear little beauty !" said the
Duchesse, carried away by the novelty of such a scene, and
touched, in spite of hersdf, at receiving such homage
from the mogt perfect virtue perhapsin Paris.  She took
the young wife's handker chief, and hersdf wiped thetears
from her eyes soothing her by a few monowllables
murmured with gracious compasson. After a moment %
slence the Duchesss, grasping poor Augugtine's hands in
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both her own—hands that had a rare character of dignity
and powerful beauty—said in a gentle and friendly voice:
"My firg warning is to advise you not to weep so bitterly;
tears are disfiguring. We mus learn to deal firmly with
the sorrows that make usiill, for love does not linger long
by a sckbed. Melancholy, at first, no doubt, lends a
certain attractive grace, but it ends by dragging the
features and blighting the lovelies face And besdes
our tyrants are sovain as to ingg that their daves should
be always cheerful.'

'But, madame, it is not in my power not to fed.
How is it possble without suffering a thousand deaths,
to s the face which once beamed with love and gladness
turn chill, colourless, and indifferent ? | cannot control
my heart!

' S0 much the worse, sweet child. But | fancy | know
all your story. In the first place if your husband is
unfaithful to you, understand clearly that 1 am not his
accomplice.  If | wasanxious to have him in my drawing-
room, it was, | own, out of vanity .; he was famous, and
he went nowhere. | like you too much already to tell
you all the mad things he has done for my sake | will
only reveal one, because it may perhaps hdp us to bring
him back to you, and to punish him for the audacity of his
behaviour to me. He will end by compromisng me.
| know the world too well, my dear, to abandon mysdf
to the discretion of a too superior man. Y ou should know
that one may allow them to court one, but marry them—
that is a migake! We women ought to admire men of
genius, and ddight in them asa sectacle, but as to living
with them ? Never.—No, no. It islikewantingto find
pleasurein ingpecting the machinery of the Opera ingead
of sitting in a box to enjoy its brilliantillusons.  But this
misfortune has fallen on you, my poor child, has it
not ? Well, then, you mug try to arm yoursdf againg
tyranny.'

' Ah, madame, before coming in here, only seeing you
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asl| came in, | aready detected some arts of which | had
no suspicion.’

" Well, come and s'2 me sometimes, and it will not be
long before you have magered the knowledge of thee
trifles,important, too, in their way. Outward things are,
to fools half of life; and in that matter more than one
clever man is a fodl, in spite of all his talent. But | dare
wager you never could refuse your Theodore anything !

' How refuse anything, madame, if one loves a man ?*

" Poor innocent, | could adoie you for your simplicity.
Y ou should know that the more we love the lesswe should
allow a man, above all, a hushand, to s the whole extent
of our passon. The one who loves mogt is tyrannised
over, and, which is worse, is sooner or later neglected.
The one who wighes to rule should—

'What, madame, must | then dissmulate, calculate,
become false, form an artificial character, and live in itr
How isit possble to live in suchaway ? Can you—'
dhe hesitated; the Duchesse smiled.

' My dear child,’ the great lady went on in a serious
tone,' conjugal happiness hasin all times been a specula-
tion, a budness demanding particular attention. If you
pesg in talking passon while | am talking marriage,
we shall soon ceae to undergtand each other. Listen to
me,' she went on, asuming a confidential tone. '|
have been in the way of seeing some of the superior men
of our day. Those who have married have for the mogt
part chosn quite insignificant wives. Well, those wives
governed them, as the Emperor governs us 5 and if they
were not loved, they were at leas regpected. | like
scres—epedaly those which concern women—well
enough to have amused mysdf by seeking the clue to the
riddle. Well, my swegt child, those worthy women had
the gift of analysing their hushands nature ; ingead of
taking fright, like you, at their superiority, they very
acutely noted the qualities they lacked, and either by
posessing those qualities, or by feigning to possess them,



74 At the Sgn of the Cat and Racket

they found means of making such a handsoijie digplay of
them in their husbands eyes that in the end they
impressed them. Also, | must tell you, all thexe souls
which appear so lofty have just a gpek of madnes in
them, which we ought to know how to take advantage
of. By firmly resolving to have the upper hand and
never deviating from that aim, by bringing all our actions
to bear on it, all our ideas our cajolery, we subjugate
these eminently capricious natures, which, by the very
mutability of their thoughts, lend us the means of
influencing them.'

' Good heavens!' cried the young wife in dismay.
" And thisislife. It isa warfare—'

" In which we must always threaten," said the Duchessc,
laughing. 'Our power is wholly factitious. And we
must never allow a man to depise us; it is impossble
to recover from such a desoent but by odious manoeuvr-
ing. Come,' she added, 'l will give you a means of
bringing your hushand to his snss'

She rose with a smile to guide the young and guildess
apprentice to conjugal arts through the labyrinth of hel
palace. They came to a back-gaircase, which led up to
the reception rooms.  As Madamede Carigliano presssd
the secret spring-lock of the door she stopped, looking at
Augustine with an inimitable gleam of shrewdness and
grace. ' The Due de Carigliano adores me,' said she
"Well, he dare not enter by this door without my leave.
And heis a man in the habit of commanding thousands
of wldiers.  He knows how to face a battery, but before
me—he is afraid !"

Augustine Sghed. They entered a sumptuous gallery,
where the painter's wife was led by the Duchese up to
the portrait painted by Theodore of Mademoisdle Guil-
laume. On seeing it, Augustine uttered a cry.

'I knew it was no longer in my house, she said,
" but—here! .

"My dear child, | aked for it merely to see what.
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pitch of idiocy a man of genius may attain to. Sooner
or later P shtmld have returned it to you, for | never
expected the pleasure of seeing the original here face to
face with the copy. While we finish our conversation
| will have it carried down to your carriage. And if,
armed with such a talisman, you are not your husband's
mistress for a hundred years, you are not a woman, and
you deserve your fate.'

Augustine kissed the Duchesse's hand, and the lady
clasped her to her heart, with all the more tenderness
because she would forget her by the morrow. This
sene might perhaps have destroyed for ever the
candour and purity of a less virtuous woman than
Augustine, for the astute politics of the higher socia
poheres were no more consonant to Augustine than the
narrow reasoning of Joseph Lebas, or Madame Guil-
laume's vapid morality. Strange are the results of the
fdse postions into which we may be brought by the
dlightest mistake in the conduct of life! Augustine was
like an Alpine cowherd surprised by an avaanche\ if
he hesitates, if he listens to the shouts of his comrades,
he is amost certainly lost. In such a crisis the heart
deds itself or bresks.

Madame de Sommervieux returned home a prey to
such agitation as it is difficult to describe. Her con-
versation with the Duchesse de Carigliano had roused in
her mind a crowd of contradictory thoughts. Like the
sheep in the fable, full of courage in the wolfs absence,
she preached to herself, and laid down admirable plans of
conduct; she devised a thousand coquettish stratagems;
she even talked to her husband, finding, away from him,
all the springs of true eloquence which never desert a
woman j then, as she pictured to herself Theodore's
clear and seadfast gaze, she began to quake. When she
asked whether Monsieur were at home her voice shook.
On learning that he would not be in to dinner, she felt
an unaccountable thrill of joy. Like a criminal who
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has appealed againg sentence of death, a respite, however
short, seamed to her a lifetime.  She placed .the portrait
in her room, and waited for her hushand in al the
agonies of hope. That this venture mus decide her
future life, she felt too keenly not to shiver at every
sound, even the low ticking of the clock, which ssemed
to aggravate her terrors by doling them out 'to her. She
tried to cheat time by various devices. The idea struck
her of dresing in a way which would make her exactly
like the portrait. Then, knowing her hushand's retless
temper, she had her room lighted up with unusual bright-
ness feeing sure that when he came in curiosity would
bring him there at once Midnight had struck when,
at the call of the groom, the dreet gate was opened, and
the artig's carriage rumbled in over the dones of the
slent courtyard.

'What is the meaning of this illumination?' aked
Theodore in glad tones, as he came into her room.

Augustine skilfully ssized the augpicious moment; she
threw hersdf into her husand's arms, and pointed to
the portrait. The artig good rigid as a rock, and his
gyes turned alternately on Augusting, on the accusing
dress The frightened wife, half-dead, as she watched
her husband's changeful brow—that terrible brow—saw
the expressve furrows gathering like clouds; then she
felt her blood curdling in her veins when, with a glaring
look, and in a degp hollow voice, he began to question
her—

" Where did you find that picture ?'

" The Duchese de Carigliano returned it to me.

" You aked her for it ?

"1 did not know that she had it'

The gentleness, or rather the exquisite svegthess of
this angd's voice, might have touched a cannibal, but not
an artigt in the dutches of wounded vanity.

"It is worthy of her!" exclaimed the painter in a
voice of thunder. °I will berevenged " he cried, strid-
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ing up and down the room. 'She shall die of shame;
I will paint her! Yes, | will paint her as Messlina
sealing out at night from the palace of Claudiug/

' Theodore!' said a faint voice

"1 will kill her!

'My dear——'

' Sheisin love with that little cavalry colond, because
he rides well—'

' Theodore! '

"Let mebe!" sid the painter in a tone amost like a
roar.

It would be odious to dexribe the whole scene.  In
the end the frenzy of passon prompted the artist to acts
and words which any woman not s0 young as Augustine
would have asribed to madness

At eight o'dock next morning Madame Guillaume,
aurprising her daughter, found her pale with red eyes
her hair in disorder, holding a handkerchief soaked with
tears, while she gazed at the floor strewn with the torn
fragments of a dress and the broken pieces of a large gilt
pictureframe. Augustine, amost snsdes with grief,
pointed to the wreck with a gesture of degp despair.

"1 don't know that the lossis very great !I' cried the
old migress of the Cat and Racket. ' It waslikeyou, no
doubt ; but I am told that there is a man on the
Boulevard who paints lovely portraits for fifty crowns!

" Oh, mother !

" Poor child, you are quite right,' replied Madame
Guillaume, who misinterpreted the expression of her
daughter's glance at her. ' True, my child, no one ever
can love you as fondly as a mother. My darling, | guess
it all; but confide your sorrows to me, and | will
comfort you. Did | not tell you long ago that the man
was mad ! Your maid hastold me pretty stories. W hy,
he mugt be a perfect monger !'

Augustine laid a finger on her white lips, as if to
implore a moment's slence.  During this dreadful night
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misely had led her to that patient resignation which in
mothers and loving wives transcends in its effects all
human energy, and perhaps reveds in the heart of women
the existence of certain chords which God has withheld
from men.

An inscription engraved on a broken column in the
cemetery at Montmartre states that Madame de Sommcr-
vieux died at the age of twenty-seven. In the simple
words of this epitaph one of the timid creature's friends
can read the last scene of a tragedy. Every year, on the
second of November, the solemn day of the dead, he
never pases this youthful monument without wondering
whether it does not need a stronger woman than
Augustine to endure the violent embrace of genius ?

'The humble and modest flowers that bloom in the
valley," he reflects,' perish perhaps when they are trans-
planted too near the skies, to the region where storms
gather and the sun is scorching.'



THE SCEAUX BALL
(Le Bal di Sceaux).

To Henri de Balzac, bis brother HtmwL

T HE Comte de Fontaine, head of one of the oldes
families in Poitou, had served the Bourbon cause with
intdligence and bravery during the war in La Vendee
againg the Republic. After having exaped all the
dangers which threatened the royalist leaders during this
sormy per|od of modern history, he was wont to sy
in jest, 'l am one of the men who gave themsdves
to be killed on the deps of the throne® And the
pleasantry had some truth in it, as spoken by a man left
for dead at the bloody battle of Les Quatre Chemiits.
Though ruined by confiscation, the staunch Vendcen
geadily refusad the lucrative pods offered to him by the
Emperor Napoleon. Immovable in his aristocratic faith,
he had blindly obeyed its precepts when he thought it
fitting to chooe a companion for life. In spite of the
blandishments of a rich but revolutionary parvenu, who
valued the alliance at a high figure, he married Made-
moisdle de Kergarouet, without a fortune, but belonging
to one of the oldest families in Brittany,

When the second revolution burs on Monsieur de
Fontaine hewasencumbered with alargefamily. Though
it was no part of the noble gentleman's views to solicit
favours, he yidded to his wifés wish, left his country-
etate, of which the income bardy sufficed to maintain
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his children, and cameto Paris. Saddened by seeing the
greadiness of his former comrades in the rush for places
and dignities under the new Constitution, he was about to
return to his property when he received a ministerial
despatch, in which a well-known magnate announced to
him his nomination as marechal de camp, or brigadier-
era, under a rule which allowed the officers of the
holic armies to count the twenty submerged years of
Louis xvm.'s reign as years of service.  Some days later
he further received, without any solicitation, ex officio, the
aosss of the Legion of Honour and of Saint-Louis.
Shaken in hisdetermination by these successve favours,
due, as he supposed, to the monarch's remembrance, he
was no longer satidied with taklng his family, as he had
pioudy done every Sunday, to cry*Vivele Roi' in the hall
of the Tuileries when the royal family passad through on
their way to chapel; he craved the favour of a private
audience. The audience, at once granted, was in no
sne private. Theroya drawing-room was full of old
adherents, whose powdered heads sen from above,
uggeded a carpet of snow.  There the Comte met some
old friends, who received him somewhat coldly; but the
princes he thought adorable, an enthusiagic expresson
which exaped him when the mog gradous of his
magers to whom the Comte had supposad himsef to be?
known only by name, came to shake hands with him, and
gooke of him as the mog thorough Vendeen of them all.
Notwithstanding this ovation, none of these augus
persons thought of inquiring as to the sum of his loses
or of the money he had poured so generoudy into the
cheds of the Catholic regiments. He discovered, a little
late, that he had made war at his own cos. Towards
the end of the evening he thought he might venture on a
witty alluson to the date of his affairs, amilar, as it was,
to that of many other gentlemen. His Majestv laughed
heartily enough; any spesch that bore the hall-mark of
wit was certain to please him\ but he neverthdess replied
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with one of those royal pleasantries whose swedtness is
more formidable than the anger of a rebuke. One of the
King's mog intimate advisers took an opportunity of going
up to the fortune-seeking Vendeen, and made him under-
gand by a keen and palite hint that the time had not yet
come for settling accounts with the sovereign ; that there
wer ebillsof much longer ganding than hison the books and
there, no doubt, they would remain, as part of the hisory
of the Revolution. The Count prudently withdrew from
the venerable group, which formed a regectful semicircle
before the augugt family ; then, having extricated his
sword, not without some difficulty, from among the lean
legs which had got mixed up with it, he cosed the
courtyard of the Tuileries and got into the hackney cab
he had left on the quay. With the restive spirit, which
is peculiar to the nobility of the dd school, in whom till
aurvives the memory of the League and the day of the
Barricades (in 1588), he bewailed himsdf in his cab,
loudly enough to compromise him, over the change that
had come over the Court. 'Formerly,' hesad to himsdf,
" every one ocould gpesk fredy to the King of his own little
affairs; the nobles could ak him a favour, or for money,
when it suited them, and nowadays one cannot recover
the money advanced for his service without raisng a
scandal! By Heaven ! the aoss of Saint-Louis and the
rank of brigadier-general will not make good the three
hundred thousand livres | have spent, out and out, on
theroyal cause | mug speek to theKing, face to face,
in his own room.’

This scene cooled Monsieur de Fontaine's ardour all
the more effectually because his requests for an interview
were never answered.  And, indeed, he saw the updarts
of the Empire obtaining some of the offices reserved,
under the old monarchy, for the highest families.

"All is lost!" he exclaimed one morning. ' The King
has certainly never been other than arevolutionary’ But
for Monsieur, who never derogates and is some comfort

F
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to his faithful adherents, | do not know what hands the
crown of France might not fell into if things are to go on
like this. Their cursed congtitutional system is the worst
possble government, and can never suit France.  Louis
xviii, and Monsieur Beugnot spoiled everything at Saint
Ouen.'

The Count, in despair, was preparing to retire to his
estate, abandoning, with dignity, all daims to repayment.
At this moment the events of the 20th March (1815)
gave warning of a fresh storm, threatening to overwhelm
the legitimate monarch and his defenders. Monsieur de
Fontaine, like one of those generous souls who do not
digmiss a servant in a torrent of rain, borrowed on his
lands to follow the routed monarchy, without knowing
whether this complicity in emigration would prove more
propitious to him than his pag devotion. But when he
percaved that the companions of the King's exile were in
higher favour than the brave men who had protested,
sword in hand, againg the establishment of the republic,
he may perhaps have hoped to derive greater profit from
this journey into a foreign land than from active and
dangerous service in the heart of his own country. Nor
was his courtier-like calculation one of thase rash
speculations which promise splendid results on paper, and
are ruinous in effect. Hewas—to quote the wittiest and
mos successful of our diplomates—one of the faithful
five hundred who shared the exile of the Court at Ghent,
and one of the fifty thousand who returned with it.
During the short banishment of royalty, Monsieur de
Fontaine was 90 happy as to be employed by Louisxviil,,
and found more than one opportunity of giving him
woofs of great political honesty and sncere attachment
Oneevening, when theKing had nothing better to do, he
recalled Monsieur de Fontaine's witticism at the Tuileries.
Theold Vend,en did not let such a happy chance dip $
he told his history with to much vivacity that a king, who
never forgot anything, might remember it at a convenient
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san. The royal amateur of literature aso observed
the degant style given to some notes which the discreet
gentleman had been invited torecas. Thislittle success
samped Monsieur de Fontaine on the King's memory as
one of the loyal servants of the Crown.

At the seoond restoration the Count was one of those
gpecia envoys who were sent throughout the departments
charged with absolutejurisdiction over theleadersof revolt j
but he usd his terrible powerswith moderation. Assoon
asthis temporary commisson was ended, the High Provost
found a st in the Privy Council, became a deputy,
spoke little, lissened much, and changed his opinions very
condderably. Certain circumgances, unknown to his
torians, brought him into such intimate relationswith th«
Sovereign, that one day, ashe camein, the shrewd monarch
addressed him thus: ' My friend Fontaine, | shall take
care never to appoint you to be director-general, or
minister. Neither you nor |, as employes, could keep
our place on account of our opinions. Representative
government has this advantage : it saves Us the trouble
We usd to have, of dismissng Our Secretaries of State
Our Council is a perfect inn-parlour, whither public
opinion sometimes sends srange travellers ; however, We
can aways find a place for Our faithful adherents!

This ironical spesch was introductory to a rescript
giving Monsieur de Fontaine an appointment as adminis-
trator in the office of Crown lands.  As a consequence of
the intelligent attention with which he ligened to his
royal Friend's sarcaams his name always roe to his
Majesty's lips when a commisson was to be appointed of
which the members were to receve a handsome salary.
He had the good snee to hold his tongue about the
favour with which hewashonoured, and knew how toen’
tertain the monarch in those familiar chatsin which Louis
xvinu delighted asmuch asin awell-written note, by hit
brilliant manner of repeating political anecdotes, ana the
political or parliamentary tittle-tattle—if the expresson
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may pass—which at that time was rife. Itiswell known
that he was immensdy amusad by every detail of his
Gouvernementabitite—a word adopted by his facetious
M ajesty.

Thanks to the Comte de Fontain€s good sense wit,
and tact, every member of his numerous family, however
young, ended, as he jestingly told his Sovereign, in
attaching himsdf like a slkworm to the leaves of the
Pay-List. Thus, by theKing'sintervention, hisddest son
found a high and fixed postion asalawyer. T he second,
before the restoration a mere captain, was appointed to
the command of a legion on the return from Ghent j
then, thanks to the confuson of 1815, when the regula-
tions were evaded, he pasd into the bodyguard,
returned to a line regiment, and found himsdf after the
affair of the Trocadero a lieutenant-general with a
commisson in the Guards. The youngest, appointed
ousprefct, ere long became a legal official and director
of a municipal board of the city of Paris, where he was
sfe from changes in the Legidature. These bounties,
bestowed without parade, and as secret as the favour
enjoyed by the Count, fel unperceved. Though the
father and his three sons each had snecures enough to
enjoy an income in salaries almost equal to that of a chief
of department, their political good fortune excited no
envy. In those early days of the conditutional system,
few persons had very precise ideas of the peaceful domain
of the civil service, where agtute favourites managed to
find an equivalent for the demolished abbeys Monsieur
le Comte de Fontaine, who till lately boasted that he
had not read the Charter, and displayed such indignation
at the greed of courtiers, had, before long, proved to his
augus made that he understood, as well as the King
himsdf, the spirit and resources of the representative
sydem. At the same time, notwithstanding the estab-
lished careers open to his three sons and the pecuniary
advantages derived from four official appointments,
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Monsieur de Fontaine was the head of too large a family
to be able to re-establish his fortune easily and rapidly.

His three sons were rich in prospects, in favour, and in
talent; but he had three daughters, and was afraid of
wearying the monarch's benevolence. It occurred to him
to mention only one by one, these virgins eager to light
their torches. The King had too much good taste to
leave his work incomplete. The marriage of the edest
with a Receiver-General, Planat de Baudry, was arranged
by one of those royal speeches which cost nothing and
are worth millions. One evening, when the Sovereign
was out of spirits, he smiled on hearing of the existence of
another Demoiselle de Fontaine, for whom he found a
husband in the person of a young magistrate, of inferior
birth, no doubt, but wealthy, and whom he created Baron.
When, theyear after, the v endeen spoke of Mademoiselle
Emilie de Fontaine, the King replied in his thin, sharp
tones, ' Amicus Plato sed magis arnica Natio? Then, a
few days later, he treated his ' friend Fontaine' to a
quatrain, harmless enough, which he styled an epigram,
in which he made fun of these three daughters so skilfully
introduced, under the form of atrinity. Nay, if report is
to be believed, the monarch had found the point of the
jest in the Unity of the three Divine Persons.

" If your Majesty would only condescend to turn the
epigram into an epithalamium ?' sad the Comte, trying
to turn the saly to good acount.

"Though | see the rhymeof it, | fail to se the reason,’
retorted the King, who did not relish any pleasantry, how-
ever mild, on the subject of his poetry.

From that day hisintercoursewith Monsieur de Fontaine
showed less amenity. Kings enjoy contradicting more
than people think. Likemost youngest children, Emilie
de Fontaine was a Benjamin spoilt by aimost everybody.
The King's coolness, therefore, caused the Count all the
more regret, because no marriage was ever so difficult to
arrange as that of this darling daughter. To understand
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all the obgades we must make our way into the fine
resdencewhere the official was housad at the expense of
the nation. Emilic had spent her childhood on the family
estate, enjoying the abundance which auffices for the joys
of early youth ; her lightest wishes had been law to her
sges her brothers, her mother, and even her father.
All her rdations doted on her. Having come to years
of discretion just when her family was loaded with the
favours of fortune, the enchantment of life continued.
The luxury of Paris ssamed to her just as natural asa
wealth of flowers or fruit, or as the rural plenty which
had been thejoy of her first years. Just asin her child'
hood she had never been thwarted in the satisfaction of
he playful desres s0 now, at fourteen, she was ill
obeyed when she rushed into thewhir| of fashion.

Thus, accusomed by degress to the enjoyment of
money, eegance of dress, of gilded drawing-rooms and
fine carriages, became as necessary to her as the compli-
ments of flattery, sincere or false, and the fedtivities and
vanities of court life. Like mogt spailt children, she
tyrannised over those who loved her, and kept her
blandishments for those who were indifferent. Her
faults grew with her growth, and her parents were to
gather the bitter fruits of this disasrous education. At
the age of nineteen Emilie de Fontaine had not yet been
pleased to make a choice from among the many young
men whom her father's politics brought to his entertain’
ments Though s0 young, she assarted in society all the
freedom of mind that a married woman can enjoy. Her
beauty was so remarkable that, for her, to appear in a
room was to be its queen; but, like sovereigns, she had
no friends, though she was everywhere the object of
attentions to which a finer nature than hers might
perhaps have succumbed. Not a man, not even an old
man, had it in him to contradict the opinions of a young
girl whoselightest look could rekindle love in the coldest
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She had ben educated with a care which her sgers
had not enjoyed ; painted pretty well, spoke Italian and
English, and played the piano brilliantly ; her voice
trained by the best magters had aringin it which made
her snging irresisibly charming. Clever, and intimate
with every branch of literature, she might have made
folks believe that, as Mascarille says people of quality
come into the world knowing everything. She could
argue fluently on Italian or Flemish painting, on the
Middle Ages or the Renaissance ; pronounced at hap-
hazard on books new or old, and could expose the defects
of a work with a crudly graceful wit. The smples
thing she said was acoepted by an admiring crowd as a
fetfah of the Sultan by the Turks. She thus dazzled
shallow pesons; as to degpe minds, her natural tact
enabled her to discern them, and for them she put forth
0 much fastination that, under cover of her charms, she
exapad their scrutiny.  This enchanting veneer covered
a cardess heart ; the opinion—common to many young
girls—that no one d< dwelt in a phere o lofty as to be
able to undersand the merits of her soul ; and a pride
basd no less on her birth than on her beauty. 1n the
absence of the overwhelming sentiment which, sooner or
later, works havoc in a woman's heart, she gpent her
young ardour in an immoderate love of diginctions, and
expresed the degpest contempt for persons of inferior
birth. Supremely impertinent to all newly-created
nobility, she made every effort to get her parents
recognised as equals by the mog illugtrious families of
the Saint-Germain quarter.

These sentiments had not esxcaped the observing eye
of Monsieur de Fontaine, who more than once, when his
two dder girlswere married, had smarted under Emilie's
sarcasm. Logical readers will be surprised to s the old
Royalist bestowing his ddest daughter on a Receiver-
General, posessd, indeed, of some old hereditary estates,
font whose name was not preceded by the littleword to
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which thethrone owed so many partisans, and his second
to a magidrate too lately Baronified to obscure the fact
that his father had sdd firewood. This noteworthy
changein theideas of a noble on the verge of his sixtieth
year—an age when men rarely renounce their convictions
—was due not merely to his unfortunate resdence in the
moder n Babylon, where, sooner or later, country folks all
get their corners rubbed down ; the Comte deFontaine's
new poalitical consdence was ad a rewult of the King's
advice and friendship. The philosophical prince had
taken pleasure in converting the Vendeen to the ideas
required by the advance of the nineteenth century, and
the new agpet of the Monarchy. Louis xviii. aimed at
fusing parties as Napoleon had fussd things and men.
The legitimate King, who was not less clever perhaps
than his rival, acted in a contrary direction. The lag
head of the House of Bourbon was just as eager to satidy
the third etate and the creations of the Empire, by
curbing the clergy, asthe first of the Napoleons had been
to attract the grand old nobility, or to endow the Church.
The Privy Councillor, being in the secret of these royal
projects, had insengbly become one of the most prudent
ana influential leaders of that moderate party which most
desred a fuson of opinion in the interests of the nation.
He preached the expensve doctrines of congitutional
government, and lent all his weight to encourage the
political ssesaw which enabled his mager to rule France
in the midst of gorms.  Perhaps Monsieur de Fontaine
hoped that one of the sudden guds of legidation, whose
unexpected €efforts then gartled the odes politicians,
might carry him up to the rank of peer. One of his
mog rigid principles was to recognise no nobility in
France but that of the peerage—the only families that
might enjoy any privileges.

" A nobility bereft of privileges,' hewould say, ' is a tool
without ahandle'
Asfar' from Lafayettes party as he was from La
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Bourdonnaye's, he ardently engaged in the task of general
reconciliation, which was to reault in a new era and
splendid fortunes for France. He strove to convince
the families who frequented his drawing-room, or those
whom he visited, how few favourable openings would
henceforth be offered by a civil or military career. He
urged mothers to give their bays a start in independent
and industrial professions explaining that military pods
and high Government appointments mug at last pertain,
in a quite congtitutional order, to the younger sons of
member's of the peerage.  According to him, the people
had conquered a sufficiently large share in practical
government by its eective assambly, its appointments to
law-offices, and those of the exchequer, which, said he,
would always, as heretafore, be the natural right of the
distinguished men of the third estate.

These new notions of the head of the Fontaines, and
the prudent matches for his ddest girls towhich they had
led, met with grong resigance in the bosom of his
family. TheComtese de Fontaine remained faithful to
the ancient bdiefs which no woman could disown, who,
through her mother, beonged to the Rohans.  Although
she had for a while opposed the happiness and fortune
awaiting her two ddegt girls, sheyielded to those private
condderations which hushand and wife confide to each
other when their heads are resting on the same pillow.
Monsieur de Fontaine calmly pointed out to his wife, by
exact arithmetic, that their resdencein Paris, the necessity
for entertaining, the magnificence of the house which
made up to them now for the privations o bravely shared
in La Vendee, and the expenses of their sons swallowed
up the chief part of their income from salaries. They
must therefore seize, as a boon from heaven, the oppor-
tunities which offered for settling their girls with such
wealth. Would they not some day enjoy sixty—eighty'—
a hundred thousand francs ayear ? Such advantageous
matches were not to be met with every day for girls
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without a portion. Again, it was time that they should
begin to think of economising, to add to the edate of
Fontaine, and re-establish the old territorial fortune of the
family. The Comtesseyidded to such cogent arguments,
as every mother would have done in her place, though
perhaps with a better grace; but she declared that Emilie,
at any rate, should marry in such a way asto sty the
pride she had unfortunately contributed to foter in the
girl's young soul.

Thus events, which ought to have brought joy into the
family, had introduced a small leaven of discord. The
Recelver-General and the young lawyer were the objects
of a ceremonious formality which the Comtesse and
Emilie contrived to create. This etiquette soon found
even ampler opportunity for the digplay of domestic
tyranny; for Lieutenant-General de Fontaine married
Mademoisdle Mongenod, the daughter of a rich banker;
the Presdent very sensbly found a wife in a young lady
whose father, twice or thrice a millionaire, had traded in
«t5 and the third brother, faithful to his plebeian
doctrines, married Mademoisdle Grossetete, the only
daughter of the Recelver-General at Bourges. Thethree
sgersinlaw and the two brothersin-law found the high
ghere of palitical bigwigs, and the drawing-rooms of the
Faubourg Saint-Germain, so full of charm and of personal
advantages, that they united in forming a little court
round the overbearing Emilie. This treaty between
interest and pride was not, however, so firmly cemented
but that the young degpat was, not unfrequently, the cause
of revolts in her little realm.  Scenes which the highest
circles would not have disowned, kept up a sarcadtic tern'
per among all themember sof thispowerful family; and this,
without serioudy diminishing the regard they profesad
in public, degenerated sometimesin private into sentiments
far from charitable. Thus the Lieutenant-General's wife,
bavins become a Baronne, thought hersdf quite as noble
as a Kergarouet, and imagined that her good hundred
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thousand francs a year gave her the right to be as imper-
tinent as her sister-in-law Emilie, whom she would some-
times wish to s happily married, as she announced that
the daughter of some peer of France had married Monsieur
So-and-s0 with no title to his name. The Vicom-
tesse de Fontaine amused herself by eclipsing Emilie in
the taste and magnificence that were conspicuous in her
dress, her furniture, and her carriages. The satirica
spirit in which her brothersand sisters sometimes received
the claims avowed by Mademoiselle de Fontaine roused
her to wrath that a perfect hailstorm of sharp sayings
could hardly mitigate. So when the head of the famuv
felt aslight chill in theKing's tacit and precariousfriend-
ship, he trembled all the more because, as a result of her
ssters defiant mockery, his favourite daughter had never
looked so high.

In the midst of these circumstances, and at a moment
when this petty domestic warfare had become serious, the
monarch, whose favour Monsieur de Fontaine still hoped
to regain, was attacked by the malady of which he was to
die. The great political chief, who knew so well how to
deer his bark in the midst of tempests, soon succumbed.
Certain then of favours to come, the Comte de Fontaine
made every effort to collect the elite of marrying men about
his youngest daughter. Those who may havetried to solve
the difficult problem of settling a haughty and capricious
girl, will understand the trouble taken by the unlucky
father. Such an affair, carried out to theliking of his beloved
child, would worthily crown the career the Count had
followed for these ten years at Paris. From the way in
which his family claimed sdaries under every department,
it might be compared with the House of Austria, which,
by intermarriage, threatens to pervade Europe’ The
did Vendecn was not to be discouraged in bringing forward
suitors, so much had he his daughter's happiness at heart,
but nothing could be more absurd than the way in which
the impertinent young thing pronounced her verdicts and
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judged the merits of her adorers. It might have been
auppoxd that, like a princess in the Arabian Nightsy
Emilie was rich enough and beautiful enough to choose
from among all the princes in the world. Her objections
were each more prepogerous than the last: one had too
thick knees and was bow-legged, another was short-
sighted, this onés name was Durand, that onelimped, and
amog all were too fat. Livelier, more attractive, and
gayer than ever after dismising two or three suitors, she
rushed into the festivities of the winter season, and to balls,
where her keen eyes criticised the cdebrities of the day,
delighting in encouraging proposals which she invariably
reected.

Natur e had besowed on her all the advantages neded
for playing the part of Cehmene. Tall and dight, Emilie
de Fontaine could assume a dignified or a frolicsome mien
at her will. Her neck was rather long, allowing her to
affect beautiful attitudes of scorn and impertinence. She
had cultivated a large variety of those turns of the head
and feminine gestures, which emphasse s crudly or 0
happily a hint or a smile. Fine black hair, thick and
grongly-arched eyebrows, lent her countenance an ex-
presson of pride, to which her coquettish ingincts and
her mirror had taught her to add terror by a are, or
gentleness by the softness of her gaze, by the st or the
gracious curve of her lips, by the codnessor the sweetness
of her smile. When Emilie meant to conquer a heart,
her pure voice did not lack meody; but she could aso
give it asort of curt dearness when she was minded to
paralyse a partner's indiscregt tongue.  Her colourless
face and alabager brow were like the limpid surface of a
lake, which by turnsisrippled by the impulse of a breeze
and recoversits glad serenity when the air isstill More
than one young man, a victim to her scorn, accussd her
of acting a part; but shejustified hersdf by inspiring her
detractorswith thededreto please her, and then subjecting
them to all her mogt contemptuous caprice.  Among the
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young girls of fashion, not one knew better than she how
to asume an air of reerve when a man of talent was
introduced to her, or how to digplay the insulting polite-
ness which treats an equal as an inferior, and to pour out
her impertinence on all who tried to hold their heads on
a level with hers. Wherever she went she ssemed to be
accepting homage rather than compliments, and even in
a princess her airs and manner would have transformed the
chair on which she sat into an imperial throne-

Monseur de Fontaine discovered too late how utterly
the education of the daughter he loved had been ruined
by the tender devotion of the whole family. The admira-
tion which the world is at firs ready to betow on a
young girl, but for which, sooner or later, it takes its
revenge, had added to Emili€'s pride, and increased her
«df-confidence. Universal subservience had  deveoped
in her the Hfishness natural to spailt children, who, like
kings, make a plaything of everything that comesto hand.
As yet the graces of youth and the charms of talent hid
these faults from every eye ; faults all the more odious in
awoman, snce she can only please by sdf-sacrifice and
unsdfishness but nothing exapes the eye of a good
father, and Monsieur de Fontaine often tried to explain
to his daughter the more important pages of the myserious
book of life. Vain effort! He had to lament his
daughter's capricious indocility and ironical shrewdness
too often to persevere in a task o difficult as that of
correcting an ill-disposed nature.  He contented himself
with giving her from time to time some gentle and kind
advice; but he had the sorrow of seeing his tenderest
words dide from his daughter's heart as if it were of
marble. A father's eyes are dow to be unsealed, and it
needed more than one experience before the old Royalist
perceived that his daughter's rare careses were bestowed
on him with an air of condescenson.  She was like young
children, who ssem to sy to their mother, ' Make hage
to kiss me, that | may go to play. In short, Emilie
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vouchsafed to be fond of her parents But often, by
thoe sudden whims, which ssem inexplicable in young
girls, she kept aloof and scarcdy ever appeared ; she com-
plained of having to share her father's and mother's heart
with too many people; she was jealous of every one,
even of her brothers and ssers Then, after creating a
desert about her, the strange girl accused all nature of her
unreal solitude and her wilful griefs.  Strong in the
experience of her twenty years, she blamed fate, because
not knowing that the mainspring of happines is in
oursdves, she demanded it of the crcumgances of life
She would have fled to the ends of the earth to exape a
marriage such asthose of her two ssters and nevertheess
her heart was full of horrible jealousy at seeing them
married, rich, and happy. In short, she sometimes Itd
her mother—who was as much a victim to her vagaries
as Monsieur de Fontaine—to suspedt that she had atouch
of madness

But such aberrations are quite explicable; nothing is
commoner than this unconfessed pride devdoped in the
heart of young girls belonging to families high in the
social scale, and gifted by nature with great beauty.
They are amog all convinced that their mothers, now
forty or fifty years of age, can neither sympathise with
their young souls nor conceive of their imaginings
They fancy that most mothers, jealous of their girls,
want to dressthem in their own way with the premeditated
purpose of eclipsing them or robbing them of admiration.
Hence, often, secret tears and dumb revolt againg sup-
posad tyranny. In the midst of these woes which become
very real though built on an imaginary bass, they have
also a mania for composing a scheme of life, while cagting
for themsdves a brilliant horoscope  their magic consds
in taking their dreams for reality ; secretly, in their long
meditations, they resolve to give their heart and tend to
none but a man possessng thisor the other qualification ;
and they paint in fancy a modd to which, whether or no,
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the future lover mugt correspond. After some little
experience of life, and the serious reflections that come
with years, by dint of seeing the world and its prosaic
round, by dint of observing unhappy examples, the brilliant
hues of their ideal are extinguished. Then, one fine day,
in the course of events, they are quite agtonished to find
themsdves happy without the nuptial poetry of their
day-dreams. It was on the strength of that poetry that
Mademoisdle Emilie de Fontaine, in her dender wisdom,
had drawn up a programme to which a suitor must
conform to be accepted. Hence he disdain and
sarcasm.

" Though young and of an ancient family, he mugt bea
peer of France,' said she to hersdf. I could not bear
not to ss.2 my coat-of-arms on the pands of my carriage
among thefoldsof azure mantling, not to drive like the
princes down the broad walk of the Champs Elys€es
on the days of Longchamps in Holy Week. Beddes
my father says that it will some day be the highest
dignity in France. He mug bea soldier—but | reserve
the right of making him retire ; and he must bear an
Order, that the sentries may present armsto us,

And these rare qualifications would count for nothing
if this creature of fancy had not a most amiable temper,
afinefigure, inteligence, and, above all, if he were not
dender. To be lean, a personal grace which is but
fugitive, expedially under a representative government,
was an indispensable condition. Mademoisdle de
Fontaine had an ideal ¢andard which was to be the
model. A young man who at the first glance did not
i‘g(l)flil the requisite conditions did not even get a second

' Good Heavens! sehow fat heis! ' waswith her the
utmogt expresson of contempt.

To hear her, people of regpectable corpulence were
incapable of sentiment, bad husbands and unfit for
cvilised society. Though it is eteemed a beauty in the
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Eadt, to be fat s/emed to her a misfortune for a woman 5
but in aman it was a crime.  These paradoxical views
were amusing, thanks to a certain liveliness of rhetoric.
The Count felt neverthdess that by-and-by his daughter's
affectations, of which the absurdity would be evident to
ome women who were not les clear-sighted than
merciless, would inevitably become a subject of congant
ridiculee. He feared lest her eccentric notions should
deviate into bad style. He trembled to think that the
pitiless world might already be laughing at a young
woman who remained so long on the dage without
arriving at any condudon of the drama she was playing.
More than one actor in it, disgused by a refusal, ssemed
to be waiting for the dightest turn of ill-luck to take his
revenge. T he indifferent, the lookerson were beginning
toweary of it; admiration is always exhaugting to human
bengs The od Vendeen knew better than any one that
if thereis an art in choosing the right moment for coming
forward on the boards of the world, on those of the Court,
in a drawing-room or on thegage, it is till more difficult
to quit them in the nick of time. So during the first
winter after the accesson of Charles x., he redoubled his
efforts, seconded by his three sons and his sons-in-law, to
asemble in the rooms of his official resdence the bet
matches which Paris and the various deputations from
departments could offer. The solendour of his enter-
tainments, the luxury of his dining-room, and his dinners,
fragrant with truffles, rivalled the famous banquets by
which the minigsters of that time secured the vote of their
parliamentary recr uits.

The Honourable Deputy was consequently pointed at
as a mog influential corrupter of the legidative honesy
©f the illugrious Chamber that was dving as it would
seam of indigestion. A whimdical result! his efforts to
get hisdaughter married secured him a splendid popularity.
He perhaps found some covert advantage in sdling his
truffles twice over' This accusation, started by certain
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mocking Liberals, who made up by their flow of wordsfor
their small following in the Chamber, was not a succes
The Poaitevin gentleman had always been 0 nobleand o
honourable, that he was not once the object of those epi-
grams which the malicious jour nalism of the day hurled at
the three hundred votes of the centre, at the Ministers, the
cooks, the Directors-General, the princely Amphitryons,
and the official supporters of the Villele Ministry.

At the dos of this campaign, during which Mon-
seur de Fontaine had on several occasons brought out
all his forces he believed that this time the processon
of auitors would not be a mere dissolving view in his
daughter's eyes ; that it was time she should make up her
mind' He fdt a certain inward satisfaction at having
well fulfilled his duty as a father. And having left no
gone unturned, he hoped that, among so many hearts
laid at Emilie's feet, there might be one to which her
caprice niight give a preference.  Incapable of repeating
auch an effort, and tired, too, of his daughter's conduct,
one morning, towards the end of L ent, when the busness
at the Chamber did not demand his vote, he determined to
ak what her viewswere.  Whilehisvalet wasartistically
decorating his bald yellow head with the delta of powder
which, with the hanging ' ailes de pigeonj completed his
venerable gyle of hairdressng, Emilie's father, not with-
out some soret misgivings, told his old servant to go
and dedre the haughty damsd to appear in the presence
of the head of the family.

'‘Joseph,’ he added, when his hair was dressd, ' take
away that towel, draw back the curtains, put those chairs
quare, shake the rug, and lay it quite straight. Dust
everything.—Now, air the room a little by opening the
window.'

The Count multiplied his orders, putting Jossph out of
breath, and the old servant, understanding his magser's
intentions, aired and tidied the room, of course the least
cared for of any in the housg and succesded in giving a

G
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look of harmony to thefiles of bills, the letter-boxes, the
books and furniture of this sanctum, where the interests
of the royal demesnes were debated over. When Josegph
had reduced this chaos to some sort of order, and brought
to the front such things as might be mog pleasng to the
eye, as if it were a shop front, or such as by their colour
might give the effect of a kind of official poetry, he sood
for aminutein the midg of the labyrinth of papers piled in
ome places even on the floor, admired his handiwork,
jerked his head, and went.

The anxious snecure-holder did not share his retainer's
favourable opinion. Before seating himself in his degp
chair, whose rounded back screened him from draughts,
he looked round him doubtfully, examined his dressng-
gown with a hogtile expresson, shook off a few grains of
uff, carefully wiped his nose, arranged the tongs and
shovel, made the fire, pulled up the heds of his dippers
pulled out his little queue of hair which had lodged
horizontally between the collar of his waistcoat and that
of his dressng-gown, restoring it to its perpendicular
postion ; then he swept up the ashes of the hearth, which
bore witness to a perddent catarrh. Finally, the old
man did not settle himsdf till he had once more looked
all over the room, hoping that nothing could give occason
to the saucy and impertinent remarks with which his
daughter was apt to answer his good advice. On this
occason he was anxious not to compromise his dignity as
a father. He daintily took a pinch of snuff, cleared his
throat two or three times, asif he were about to demand
a count out of the House; then he heard his daughter's
light sep, and she came in humming an air from //
Barbiew.

' Good-morning, papa. What do you want with me so
early ?' Having sung thesewords, as though they were
therefrain of the melody, she kissed the Count, not with
the familiar tenderness which makes a daughter's love o
swveet a thing, but with thelight cardesness of a midress
confident of pleasng, whatever she may do.
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' My dear child," sad Monsieur de Fontaine, gravely,
"l sent for you to talk to you very seriously about your
future prospects. You are at this moment under the
necessity of making such a choice of a husband as may
secure you durable happiness———'

"My good father, replied Emilie, assuming her most
coaxing tone of voice to interrupt him," it strikes me that
the armistice on which we agreed as to my suitors is not
yet expired.’

"Emilie, we must to-day forbear from jesting on so
important a matter. For some time past the efforts of
those who most truly love you, my dear child, have been
concentrated on the endeavour to settle you suitably ; and
you would beguilty of ingratitudein meeting with levity
thase proofs of kindness which | am not aone in lavishing
Pn you.'

As she heard these words, after flashing a mischievously
inquisitive look at the furniture of her father's study, the
young girl brought forward the armchair which looked as
if it had been least used by petitioners, set it at the side of
the fireplace so as to sit facing her father, and settled her-
self in so solemn an attitude that it was impossible not to
read in ita mocking intention, crossing her arms over the
dainty trimmings of a pelerine a la neige, and ruthlessly
crushing its endlessfrills of white tulle. Afteralaughing
gde glance at her old father's troubled face, she broke
silence.

'I never heard you sy, my dear father, that the Govern-
ment issued its instructions in its dressing-gown. How-
ever,' and she smiled,’ that does not matter; the mob are
probably not particular. Now, what are your proposas
for legislation, and your official introductions ?

'l shall not aways be able to make them, headstrong
girl'—Listen, Emilie. Itis my intention no longer to
compromise my reputation, which is part of my children's
fortune, by recruiting the regiment of dancers which,
spring after spring, you put to rout. Y ou have aready
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been the cause of many dangerous misunder sandings with
certain families. | hope to makeyou perceive more truly
the difficulties of your postion and of ours.  You
aretwo-and-twenty, my dear child, and you ought to have
been married nearly three years snce. Your brothers
and your two sgersare richly and happily provided for.
But, my dear, the expensss occasoned by these marriages,
and the style of housekegping you require of your mother,
have made such inroads on our income that | can hardly
promise you a hundred thousand francs as a marriage
portion. From thisday forth | shall think only of pro-
viding for your mother, who must not be sacrificed to her
children. Emilie, if | wereto be taken from my family,
Madame de Fontaine could not beleft at anybody's mercy,
and ought to enjoy the affluence which | have given her
too late as the reward of her devation in my misfortunes.
Y ou see, my child, that the amount of your fortune bears
no relation to your notions of grandeur. Even that would
be such a sacrifice as| have not hitherto made for either oi
my children ; but they have generoudy agreed not to
expect in the future any compensation for the advantage
thus given to a too favoured child.'

" In their podtion !' said Emilie, with an ironical toss
of her head.

' My dear, do not so depreciate those who love you.
Only the poor are generous as a rule; the rich have
aways excdlent reasons for not handing over twenty
thousand francs to a relation. Come, my child, do not
pout, let ustalk rationally.—Among theyoung marrying
men have you noticed Monsieur de Manerville ?

' Oh, he minces his words—he says Zules indead of
Jules; heis aways looking at his feet, because he thinks
them small, and hegazes at himsdf intheglass Beddes,
heis feir. | don't like fair men.'

"Well, then, Monsieur de Beaudenord ?'

" Heisnot nable ! heisill made and stout. He is dark,
itistrue.—If the two gentlemen could agree to combine
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their fortunes, and the firs would give his name and his
figure to the second, who should keep his dark hair, then
—perhaps——'

' What can you sy againg Monsieur de Ragtignac ?

' Madame de Nucingen has made a banker of him,' she
said with meaning.

" And our cousn, the Vicomte de Portenduere ?'

" A mere boy, who dances badly; besdes he has no
fortune. And, after all, papa, none of these people have

titles, | want, at least, to be a countess like my
mother.'

' Have you seen no one, then, this winter ?'

' No, papa.’

" What then do you want ?'

' The son of a peer of France.'

"My dear girl, you are mad!" sid Monseur de
Fontaineg, rising.

But he suddenly lifted his eyes to heaven, and ssemed
to find a fresh fount of redgnation in some rdigious
thought; then, with alook of fatherly pity at his daughter,
who hersef was moved, he took her hand, pressed it, and
said with dep feding ; ' God ismy witness, poor mistaken
child, | have conscientioudy discharged my duty to you
as a father—conscientioudy, do | say ? Most lovingly, my
Emilie. Yes, God knows! Thiswinter | have brought
before you more than one good man, whose character,
whose habits, and whose temper were known to me, and
all ssemed worthy of you. My child, my tak is done.
From this day forth you are the arbiter of your fate, and
| condder mysaf both happy and unhappy at finding
mysdlf relieved of the heaviest of paternal functions. |
know not whether you will for any long time, now, hear
a voice which, toyou, has never been stern ; but remember
that conjugal happiness does not res so much on brilliant
qualities and ample fortune as on reciprocal esteem.
This happiness is, in its nature, modest, and devoid of
show. So now, my dear, my consnt isgiven before-
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hand, whoever the son-in-law may be whom you introduce
to me; but if you should be unhappy, remember you will
have no right to accuse your father. | shall not refuse to
take proper steps and help you, only your choice must be
sarious and  final. | will never twice compromise the
respect due to my white hairs.'

The affection thus expressed by her father, the solemn
tones of his urgent address, deeply touched Mademoiselle
de Fontaine; but she conceded her emotion, sested
herself on her father's knees—for he had dropped all
tremulous into his chair again—caressed him fondly, and
coaxed him so engagingly that the old man's brow cleared.
As soon as Emilie thought that her father had got over
his painful agitation, she said in a gentle voice: 'l have
to thank you for your graceful attention, my dear father.
You have had your room sgt in order to receive your
beloved daughter. Y ou did not perhaps know that you
would find her so foolish and so headstrong.  But, papa,
is it so difficult to get married to a peer of France? Y ou
declared that they were manufactured by dozens. At
least, you will not refuse to advise me.'

" No, my poor child, no ;—and more than once | may
have occasion to cry, " Beware! " Remember that the
making of peers is so recent a force in our government
machinery that they have no great fortunes. Those
who are rich look to becoming richer. The wealthiest
member of our peerage has not half the income of the
least rich lord in the English Upper Chamber. Thus all
the French pears are on the look-out for great heiresses
for their sons, wherever they may meet with them. The
necessity in which they find themselves of marrying for
money will certainly exist for at least two centuries.

" Pending such a fortunate accident as you long for—
and this fastidiousness may cost you the best years of your
life—your attractions might work a miracle, for men
often marry for love in these days. When experience
lurks behind so sweet a face as yours it may achieve



The Sccaux Ball 103

wonders. In the firg place, have you not the gift of
recognising virtue in the greater or small dimensons of a
man's body ? Thisisno small matter! To sowise a
young person asyou are, | need not enlarge on all the
difficulties of the enterprise. | am sure that you would
never attribute good snse to a stranger because he had a
handsome face, or all the virtues because he had a fine
figure. And | am quite of your mind in thinking that
the sons of pears ought to have an air peculiar to them-
sves and perfectly digtinctive manners.  Though now-
adays no external Sgn gamps a man of rank, those young
men will have, perhaps to you the indefinable something
that will reveal it. Then, again, you have your heart
well in hand, like a good horseman who is sure his sgead
cannot bolt. Luck be with you, my dear !

" You are making game of me, papa. Well, | asure
you that | would rather die in Mademoisdle de Conde's
convent than not be the wife of a peer of France.'

She dipped out of her father's arms, and, proud of being
her own migress went off singing the air of Cara non
dubitare, in the' Matrimonio Segreto.

As it happened, the family were that day keeping the
anniversary of a family fete. At dessert, Madame Planat,
the Receiver-General swife, gpoke with some enthusaam
of a young American owning an immense fortune, who
had fallen passonatdy in love with her sister, and made
through her the most splendid proposals

" A banker, | rather think; observed Emilie cardesdly.
"1 do not like money dedlers!

'But, Emilie,' replied the Baron de Villaing, the
husband of the Count's ssoond daughter,’ you do not like
lawyers either; so that if you refuse men of wealth who
have not titles, | do not quite s in what dass you are
to choose a husband.’

' Especially, Emilie, with your gandard of dimness'
added the Lieutenant-General.

‘I know what | want,' replied the young lady.
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' My sger wants a fine name, a fine young man, fine
prosgpects and a hundred thousand francs a year, sad
the Baronne de Fontaine. ' Monsieur de Marsay, for
ingance.’

‘I know, my dear, retorted Emilie, 'that | do not
mean to make such a foolish marriage as some | have
sen.  Moreover, to put an end to thess matrimonial
disussons, | hereby dedare that | shall look on any one
who talks to me of marriage as a foe to my peace of
mind.'

An uncle of Emilie's, a vice-admiral, whose fortune
had just been increasad by twenty thousand francs a year
in consequence of the Act of Indemnity, and a man of
seventy, feding himsef privileged to say hard things to
his grand-niece, on whom he doted, in order to mollify
the bitter tone of the discusson now exclaimed—

" Do not tease my poor little Emilie; don't you s
she is waiting till the Due de Bordeaux comes or age !

The old man's pleasantry was received with general
laughter.

'Takecare | don't marry you, old fool! ' replied the
young girl, whose last words were happily drowned in
thenoise.

' My dear children,' ssid Madame de Fontaine, to soften
this saucy retort, ' Emilie, like you, will take no advice
but her mother's!

'Bless me! | shall take no advice but my own in a
matter which concerns no one but mysdf,’ ssid Made-
moisdle de Fontaine very distinctly.

At this all eyes were turned to the head of the family.
Every one ssemed anxious as to what he would do to
asert his dignity. The venerable gentleman enjoyed
much consderation, not only in the world; happier
than many lathers, he was also appreciated by his family,
all its members having a just esteem for this solid
qualities by which he had been able to make their
fortunes. Hence he was treated with the deep respect
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which is shown by English families, and some aristo-
cratic housss on the continent, to the living representative
of an ancient pedigree. Deep dlence had fallen; and the
guests looked alternately from the spailt girl's proud and
sulky pout to the severe feces of Monsieur and Madame
de Fontaine.

‘I have made my daughter Emilie mistress of her own
fate,' was the reply sooken by the Count in a degp voice.

Relations and gueds gazed at Mademoiselle de Fon-
taine with mingled curiosty and pity. The words
seamed to dedare that fatherly affection was weary of
the contest with a character that the whole family knew
to be incorrigible. The sonsin-law muttered, and the
brothers glanced at their wives with mocking smiles.
From that moment every one ceasad to take any interest
in the haughty girl's progpects of marriage. Her old
uncle was the only person who, as an old sailor, ventured
to gand on her tack, and take her broadsdes without
ever troubling himsef to return her fire.

When the fine weather was settled, and after the
budget was voted, the whole family—a perfect example
of the parliamentary families on the northern sde of the
Channel who havea footing in every government depart-
ment, and ten votes in the House of Commons—flew
away like a brood of young birds to the charming neigh-
bourhoods of Aulnay, Antony, and Chatenay. The
wealthy Receiver-General had lately purchased in this
part of the world a country-house for his wife, who
remained m Paris only during the sssson.  Though the
fair Emilie despisad the commonalty, her feeling was not
carried so far as to scorn the advantages of a fortune
acquired in a profession; o she accompanied her sgter
to the sumptuous villa, les out of affection for the
members of her family who were visiting there, than
because fashion has ordained that every woman who has
any Hf-repect must leave Paris in the summer. The
green sedudon of Sceaux answered to perfection the
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requirements of good style and of the duties of an official
postion.

Asit isextremey doubtful that the fame of the' Bal de
Sceaux' should ever have extended beyond the borders of
the Department of the Seing, it will be necessary to give
some account of this weekly festivity, which at that time
was important enough to threaten to become an institu-
tion. The environs of the little town of Sceaux enjoy a
reputation due to the scenery, which is conddered
enchanting. Perhaps it is quite ordinary, and owes its
fame only to the stupidity of the Paris townsfolk, who,
emerging from the sony abyss in which they are buried,
would find something to admirein theilats of La Beauce.
However, as the poetic hades of Aulnay, the hillsdes of
Antony, and the valley of the Bievre are peopled with
artists who have travelled far, by foregnerswho are very
hard to please, and by a great many pretty women not
devoid of tagte, it is to be supposad that the Parisans are
right. But Sceaux poseses ancther attraction not les
powerful to the Parisan. In the midst of a garden
whence there are ddightful views, gands a large rotunda
open on all sdes, with a light, spreading roof supported
on degant pillars.  This rural baldachino shdters a
dancing-floor. The mog stuck-up landowners of the
neighbourhood rarely fail to make an excursion thither
once or twice during the season, arriving at this rugtic
palace of Terpsichore either in dashing parties on horse
back, or in the light and elegant carriages which powder
the philosophical pedestrian with dug. The hope of
meeting some women of fashion, and of being ssen by
them—and the hope, less often disappointed, of seeing
young peasant girls, aswily asjudges—crowdstheballroom
at Sceaux with numerous swarms of lawyers clerks, of
the disciples of iEsculapius, and other youths whose com-
plexions are kept pale and moist by the damp atmosphere
of Paris back-shops And a good many bourgeois
marriages have had their beginning to the sound of
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the band occupying the centre of this circular ballroom.
If that roof could speak, what love-gories could it not
tell!

Thisinteresting medley gave theSceaux ballsat that time
a ice of more amusement than those of two or three places
of thesamekind near Paris; and it had incontestable advan-
tages in itsrotunda, and the beauty of its Situation and its
gardens.  Emilie was the firg to express a wish to play
at being common folk at this gleeful suburban entertain-
ment, and promised hersdf immense pleasure in mingling
with the crowd. Everybody wondered at her dedre to
wander through such a mob; but is there not a keen
pleasure to grand people in an incognito? Mademoisdle
de Fontaine amused hersdf with imagining all these
town-bred figures, she fanded hersdf leaving the memory
of a bewitching glance and smile gamped on more than
one shopkesper heart, laughed beforehand at the damsds
airs, and sharpened her pencils for the soanes she proposd
to sketch in her satirical album. Sunday could not come
oon enough to satisfy her impatience.

The party from the Villa Planat s& out on foot, so as
not to betray the rank of the personages who were about
to honour the ball with their presnce They dined
early. And themonth of M ay humoured thisaristocratic
exapade by one of its finest evenings. Mademoisdle de
Fontaine was quite surprised to find in the rotunda some
guadrilles made up of peasons who ssemed to beong to
the uppe dases Here and there, indeed, were some
young men who look as though they must have saved for
a month to shine for a day; and she perceived several
couples whose too hearty glee suggested nothing conjugal;
still, she could only glean ingead of gathering a harved.
She was amazed to s that pleasure in a cotton dresswas
W very like pleasurerobed in satin, and that the girls of the
middle dass danced quite as well as ladies—nay, sometimes
better. Most of the women were smply and suitably
dresed.  Those who in this assambly represented the
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ruling power, that is to say, the country-folk, kept apart
with wonderful politeness. In fact, Mademoiselle Emilie
had to dudy the various dements that composed the
mixture before she could find any subject for pleasantry.
But she had not time to give hersdf up to malicious
criticism, nor opportunity for hearing many of the
startling gpesches which caricaturists so gladly pick up.
The haughty young lady suddenly found a flower in this
wide fidd—the metaphor is reasonable—whose splendour
and colouring worked on her imagination with all the
fascination of novelty. It often happens that we look at
a dress a hanging, a blank sheet of paper, with so little
heed that we do not at first detect a dain or a bright
ot which afterwards drikes the eye as though it had
come there at the very ingant when we s it; and by a
ot of moral phenomenon somewhat resembling this,
Mademoisdle de Fontaine discovered in a young man
the external perfections of which she had s0 long dreamed.

Seated on one of the clumsy chairs which marked the
boundary line of the circular floor, she had placed hersdf
at the end of the row formed by the family party, so as to
be able to sand up or pftsh forward as her fancy moved
her, treating the living pictures and groups in the hall as
if she werein a picture gallery ; impertinently turning
her eyeglass on persons not two yards away, and making
her remarks as though she were criticising or praisng a
sudy of a head, a painting of genre. Her eyes after
wandering over the vag moving picture, were suddenly
caught by this figure, which seamed to have been placed
on purpoxe in one corner of the canvas and in the bet
light, like a person out of all proportion with the rest.

The dranger, done and absorbed in thought, leaned
lightly againg one of the columns that supported the
roof; his arms were folded, and he leaned dightly on one
dde as though he had placed himsdf there to have his
portrait taken by a painter. His attitude, though full of
eegance and dignity, was devoid of affectation. Nothing
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suggested that he had half turned his head, and bent it a
littleto theright like Alexander, or L ord Byron, and some
other great men, for the sde purpose of attracting
attention. His fixed gaze followed a girl who was
dancing, and betrayed some strong fedling. His dender,
easy frame recalled the noble proportions of the Apoallo.
Fine black hair curled naturally over a high forehead.
At a glance Mademoiselle de Fontaine observed that his
linen was fine, his gloves fresh, and evidently bought of a
ood maker, and his feet small and well shod in boots of
ish kid. He had none of the vulgar trinkets digplayed
by the dandies of the National Guard or the Loveaces
or the counting-house. A black riband, to which an
gyeglass was attached, hung over a waistcoat of the most
fashionable cut. Never had the fagidious Emilie ssen a
man's eyes shaded by such long, curled lashes Melan-
choly and pasion were expresed in this face, and the
complexion was of a manly olive hue. His mouth
seemed ready to smile, unbending the corners of doquent
lips5 but this, far from hinting at gaiety, revedled on the
contrary a sort of pathetic grace. There was too much
promise in that head, too much digtinction in his whole
person, to allow of onés saying,” What a handsome man !'
or 'What a fine man!" One wanted to know him.
The mogt clear-dghted observer, on seeing this stranger,
could not have helped taking him for a clever man
attracted to thisrural festivity by some powerful motive.
All thee observations cog Emilie only a minute's
attention, during which the privileged gentleman under
her svere scrutiny became the object of her soret
admiration. She did not say to hersdf, ' He must be a
peer of France!' but, ' Oh, if only he is noble, and he
aurdy mus be——'  Without finishing her thought,
she suddenly rose and followed by her brother the
General, she made her way towards the column, affecting
to watch the merry quadrilles; but by a stratagem of the
eye, familiar to women, she log not a gesure of the
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young man as she went towards him. The stranger
politely moved to make way for the new-comers, and
went to lean against another pillar. Emilie, as much
nettled by his politeness as she might have been by an
impertinence, began talking to her brother in a buder
voice than good taste enjoined ; she turned and tossed
her head, gesticulated eagerly, and laughed for no
particular reason, less to amuse her brother than to
attract the attention of the imperturbable stranger.
None of her little arts succeeded. Mademoiselle de
Fontaine then followed the direction in which his eyes
were fixed, and discovered the cause of his indifference.

In the midst of the quadrille, close in front of them, a
pde girl was dancing; her face was like one of the
divinitieswhich Girodet has introduced into hisimmense
composition of French Warriors received by Ossian.
Emilie fancied that she recognised her as a distinguished
my lady who for some months had been living on a
neighbouring estate. Her partner was a lad of about
fifteen, with red hands, and dressed in nankeen trousers,
a blue coat, and white shoes, which showed that the
damsd's love of dancing made her essy to plesse in the
matter of partners. Her movements did not betray her
apparent delicacy, but a faint flush aready tinged her
white cheeks, and her complexion was gaining colour.
Mademoiselle de Fontaine went nearer, to be able to
examine the young lady at the moment when she
returned to her place, while the side couples in their
turn danced the figure. But the stranger went up to
the pretty dancer, and leaning over, said in a gentle but
commanding tone—

"Clara, my child, do not dance any more.'

Clara made a little pouting face, bent her head, and
finally smiled. When the dance was over, the young
man wrapped her in a cashmere shawl with alover's care,
and seated her in a place sheltered from the wind. Very
soon Mademoiselle de Fontaine, seeing them rise and
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walk round the place asif preparing to leave, found means
to follow them under pretence of admiring the views from
the garden. Her brother lent himsaf with malicious
good-humour to the divagations of her rather eccentric
wanderings. Emilie then saw the attractive couple get
into an eegant Tilbury, by which sood a mounted
groom in livery. At the moment when, from his high
seat, the young man was drawing the rens even, she
caught a glance from his eye such asa man cads aim-
ledy at the crowd ; and then she enjoyed the fesble
satisfaction of seeing him twice turn his head to look at
her. The young lady did the ssme Was it from
'jedlousy ?

"1 imagine you have now s=En enough of the garden,
sid her brother. ' We may go back to the dancing.'

"1 am ready,’ said she ' Do you think the girl can be
areation of Lady Dudley's.

'Lady Dudley may have some male relation staying
with her,’ sad the Baron de Fontaine; 'but a young
girl'—No!'

Next day Mademoisdle de Fontaine expressed a wish
to take a ride. Then she gradually accusomed her old
uncle and her brothers to escorting her in very early rides,
excellent, she declared, for her health. She had a
particular fancy for the environs of the hamlet where
Lady Dudley was living. Notwithstanding her cavalry
manoeuvres, she did not meet the sranger so soon as the
eager search she pursued might have allowed her to hope.
She went several times to the ' Bal de Sceaux' without
seaing the young Englishman who had dropped from the
kies to pervade and beautify her dreams. Though
nothing sourson a young .girl's infant passon so effect-
ually as an obgacle, therewas a time when Mademoisdlle
de Fontaine was on the point of giving up her srange
and secret search, almost despairing of the success of an
enterprise whose singularity may give some idea of the
boldness of her temper. In point of fact, she might have
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wandered long about the village of Chatenay without
meeting her Unknown. The fair Clara—since that was
the name Emilie had overhead—was not English, and
the granger who excorted her did not dwell among the
flowery and fragrant bowers of Chatenay.

One evening Emilie, out riding with her uncle, who,
during the fine weather, had gained a fairly long truce
from the gout, met Lady Dudley. The digtinguished
foreigner had with her in her open carriage Monsieur
Vandenesse. Emilie recognised the handsome couple, and
her suppostions were at once disipated like a dream.
Annoyed, as any woman must be whose expectations are
frugrated, she touched up her horse so suddenly that her
uncle had the greatest difficulty in following her, she
had =t off at such a pace.

' am too old, it would seem, to undersand these
youthful spirits' said the old sailor to himsdf as he put
his horse to a canter ; ' or perhaps young people are not
what they usd to be. But what ails my niece? Now
she is walking at a foot-pace like a gendarme on patrol in
the Paris dreds. One might fancy she wanted to
outflank that worthy man, who looks to me like an
author dreaming over his poetry, for he has | think,
a notebook in his hand. My word, | am a great
smpleton ! Is not that the very young man we are in
sarch of!"

At this idea the old admiral moderated his horsg's pace
50 as to follow his niece without making any noise He
had played too many pranks in the years 1771 and soon
after, a time of our history when gallantry was held in
honour, not to gues at once that by the merest chance
Emilie had met the Unknown of the Sceaux gardens.
In spite of the film which age had drawn over his grey
gyes the Comte de Kergarouet could recognise the sgns
of extreme agitation in his niece, under the unmoved
expresson she tried to give to her features The
girl's piercing eyes were fixed in a sort of dull amaze-
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ment on the granger, who quietly walked on in front
of her.

"Ay, that'sit,' thought the sailor. ' She is following
him as a pirate follows a merchantman. Then, when she
has logt sight of him, she will be in despair at not knowing
who it is sheisin love with, and whether he is a marquis
or a shopkeeper. Really these young heads need an old
fogey like me always by their dde . . .

He unexpectedly spurred his horse in such a way as
to make his nieces bolt, and rode 0 hastily between
her and the young man on foot that he obliged him
to fall back on to the grassy bank which rose from the
roadsde  Then, abruptly drawing up, the Count
exclaimed—

" Couldn't you get out of the way ?'

"| beg your pardon, Monsieur. But | did not know
that it lay with me to apologise to you because you
almost rode me down.'

' There, enough of that, my good fellow !" replied the
silor harshly, in a sneering tone that was nothing les
than insulting. At the same time the Count raised his
hunting-crop as if to strike his horse, and touched the
young felow's shoulder, saying, ' A liberal citizen is a
reasoner; every reasoner should be prudent.'

The young man went up the bankdde as he heard the
sarcaan; then he aosad his arms, and sad in an excited
tone of voice’ | cannot supposs Monsieur, as | look at
your white hairs, that you still amuse yoursdlf by provok-
ing duds—'

" White hairs!' cried the sailor, interrupting him.
"You liein your throat. They areonly grey.'

A quarref thus begun had in a few ssoonds become so
fierce that the younger man forgot the moderation he had
tried to preserve  Judt asthe Comte de Kergarouet saw
his niece coming back to them with every sgn of the
greates uneasness he told his antagonig his name,
bidding him keep slence before the young lady entrusted

H
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to his care.  The stranger could not help smiling as he
gave a visiting card to the old man, desiring him to
observe that he was living in a country-house at Chev-
reuse ; and, after pointing thisout to him, he hurried away.

" You very nearly damaged that poor young counter-
jumper, my dear, sad the Count, advancing hastily to
meet Emilie. ‘Do you not know how to hold your
horse in 7—And there you leave me to compromise my
dignity in order to screen your folly ; wheress if you had
but stopped, one of your looks, or one of your pretty
speeches—one of those you can make so prettily when you
are not pert—would have s&t everything right, even if
you had broken his arm.’

'But, my dear uncle, it was your horse, not mine, that
caused the accident. | really think you can no longer
ride ; you are not so good a horseman as you were last
year.—But ingtead of talking nonsense——

" Nonsense, by Gad ! Isit nothing to be so imperti-
nent to your uncle ?

' Ougnt we not to go on and inquire if the young man
ishurt ? Heislimping, uncle, only look !'

"No, heisrunning; | rated him soundly.’

" Oh, yes, uncle; | know you there "

' Stop, sad the Count, pulling Emilie's horse by the
bridle,/I do not se the necessity of making advances to
ome shopkeeper who is only too lucky to have been
thrown down by a charming young lady, or the commander
of La Belle-Pouk:

" Why doyou think he isanything so common, my dear
uncle ? He seams to me to have very fine manners.

" Every one has manners nowadays, my dear.

' No, uncle, not every one hes the air and dyles which
come of the habit of frequenting drawing-rooms, and | am
ready to lay a bet with you that the young man is of
noble birth.'

" You had not long to study him.'

"No, but it is not the first time | have seen him.'
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‘Nor is it the first time you have looked for him,'
replied the admiral with a laugh.

Emilie coloured.  Her uncle amused himself for some
timewith her embarrassment; then he said: ' Emilie, you
know that | love you as my own child, precisely because
you are the only member of the family who has the
legitimate pride of high birth. Devil takeit, child, who
could have believed that sound principles would become
o rae? Well, | will be your confidant. My dear
child, I se that this young gentleman is not indifferent
toyou. Hush! All thefamily would laugh at usif we
sdiled under thewrong flag. Y ou know what that means.
We two will keep our secret, and | promise to bring him
straight into the drawing-room.'

" When, uncle ?'

"To-morrow.'

' But, my dear uncle, | am not committed to any-
thing ?

'Nothing whatever, and you may bombard him, s
fire to him, and leave him to founder like an old hulk if
you choose.  He won't be the first, | fancy ?

" You arekind, uncle!

As soon as the Count got home he put on his glasses
quietly took the card out of his pocket, and read,
"Maximilien Longueville, Rue du Sender.'

' Make yourself happy, my dear niece,’ he sad to
Emilie, 'you may hook him with an easy conscience;
he belongs to one of our historical families, and if heis
not a peer of France, he infallibly will be'

" How do you know so much ?

"That is my secret.'

" Then do you know his name ?

The old man bowed his grey head, which was not
unlike a gnarled oak-stump, with a few leaves fluttering
about it, withered by autumnal frosts; and his niece
immediately began to try the ever-new power of her
coquettish arts. Long familiar with the secret of cajoling
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the old man, she lavished on him the most childlike
caresxs, the tenderest names ; she even went o far as to
kiss him to induce him to divulge so important a secret.
The old man, who spent his life in playing off these
soenes on his niece, often paying for them with a present
of jewellery, or by giving her his box at the opera, this
time amused himself with her entreaties, and, above all,
her caeses But as he spun out this pleasure too long,
Emilie grew angry, pssed from coaxing to sarcasm and
sulks; then, urged by curiosity, she recovered hersdf.
The diplomatic admiral extracted a solemn promise from
his niece that she would for the future be gentler, less
noisy, and lesswilful, that she would spend less, and, above
all, tell him everything. The treaty being concluded, and
signed by a kiss impressed on Emili€'s white brow, heled
her into a corner of the room, drew her on to his knee,
held the card under his thumbs so as to hide it, ana
then uncovered the letters one by one, spelling the
name of Longueville ; but he firmly refused to show hel
anything more.

This incident added to the intensity of Mademoisdlle
de Fontaine's secret sentiment, and during chief part
of the night she evolved the most brilliant pictures from
the dreams with which she had fed her hopes. At lagt,
thanks to chance, to which she had so often appeded,
Emilie could now s something very unlike a chimera at
the fountain-head of the imaginary wealthwith which she
gilded her married life. Ignorant, asall young girls are,
of the perils of love and marriage, she was passionately
captivated by the externals of marriage and love, s
not thisas much as to say that her feeling had birth like all
the fedlings of extreme youth—sweet but cruel mistakes,
which exert afatal influence on the lives of young girls so
inexperienced as to trust their own judgment to take care
of their future happiness ?

Next morning, before Emilie was awake, her uncle had
hastened to Chevreuse. On recognising, in the court'
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yard of an elegant little villa, the young man he had so
determinedly insulted the day before, he went up to him
with the pressing politeness of men of the old court.

"Why, my dear sir, who could have guessed that |
should have a brush, at the age of seventy-three, with the
son, or the grandson, of one of my bes friends? | am a
vice-admiral, Monsieur ; is not that as much as to sy
that | think no more of fighting a duel that of smoking a
cigar 7 Why, in my time, no two young men could be
intimate till they had seen the colour of their blood !  But
'sdeath, sir, last evening, sailor-like, | had taken a drop too
much grog on board, and | ran you down. Shake hands,
| would rather take a hundred rebuffs from a Longueville
than cause his family the smallest regret.'

However coldly the young man tried to behave to
he Comte de Kergarouet, he could not long resist the
frank cordiality of his manner, and presently gave him
his hand.

' Youwere going out riding," sad the Count. ‘Do not
let me detain you. But, unless you have other plans, |
beg you will come to dinner to-day at the Villa Planat.
My nephew, the Comte de Fontaine, is a man it is
essentia that you should know. Ah, ha! And | propose
to make up to you for my clumsiness by introducing you
to five of the prettiest women in Paris. So, s, young
man, your brow isclearing! | amfond of young people,
and | like to se them happy. Their happiness reminds
me of the good times of my youth, when adventures were
not lacking, any more than duels. We were gay dogs
then! Nowadays you think and worry over every-
thing, as though there had never been a fifteenth and a
sixteenth century.'

'But, Monsieur, are we not in the right ? The
sixteenth century only gave religious liberty to Europe,
and the nineteenth will give it political lib—-—'

"Oh, we will not talk politics. | am a perfect old
woman—ultrayou sse But | do not hinder young men
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from being revolutionary, so long as they leave the King
at liberty to disperse their assemblies!’

When they had gone alittle way, and the Count and
his companion were in the heart of the woods, the old
sailor pointed out adender young birch sapling, pulled up
his horse, took out one of his pistols, and the bullet was
lodged in the heart of the tree, fifteen paces away.

"You se my dear fellow, that | am not afraid of a
duel,' he sad with comical gravity, as he looked at
Monsieur Longueville.

"Noram |, ' replied the young man, promptly cocking
his pistol; he amed at the hole made by the Comte's
bullet, and sent his own in close to it.

' That iswhat | call a well-educated man,' cried the
admiral with enthusiasm.

During this ride with the youth, whom he aready re-
garded as his nephew, he found endiess opportunities of
catechising him on all the trifles of which a perfect
knowledge constituted, according to his private code, an
accomplished gentleman.

' Have you any debts? he at last asked of his com-
panion, after many other inquiries.

"No, Monsieur.'

" What, you pay for all you have ?

" Punctually ; otherwise we should lose our ciedit, and
every sort of respect.'

' But at least you have more than one mistress ?  Ah,
you blush, comrade! Well, manners have changed.
All these notions of lawful order, Kantism, and liberty
have spoilt the young men. Y ou have no Guimard now,
no Duthe, no creditors—and you know nothing oi
heraldry ; why, my dear young friend, you are not fully
fledged. The man who does not sow hiswild oats in the
spring sows them in the winter. If | have but eighty
thousand francs a year at the age of seventy , it is because
| ran through the capital at thirty. Oh! with
my wife—in decency and honour. However, your im
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perfections will not interfere with my introducing you
at the Pavilion Planat. Remember you have promised
to come, and | shall expect you.'

"What an odd little old man!" said Longueville to him-
«f. ' Heissojolly and hale; but though he wishes to
seem a good fellow, | will not trust him too far.'

Next day, at about four o'clock, when the house party
were dispersed in the drawing-rooms and billiard-room, a
servant announced to the inhabitants of the Villa Planat,
"Monsieur de Longueville." On hearing the name of the
old admiral's protege, every one, down to the player who
was about to miss his stroke, rushed in, as much to study
Mademoiselle de Fontaine's countenance as to judge of
this phoenix of men, who had earned honourable mention
to the detriment of so many rivals. A simple but elegant
style of dress, an air of perfect esse polite manners, a
pleasant voice with aring in it which found a response in
the hearer's heart-strings, won the goodwill of the family
for Monsieur Longueville. He did not seem unaccustomed
to the luxury of the Receiver-Generd's ostentatious
mansion. Though his conversation was that of a man of
theworld, it was easy to discern that he had had a brilliant
education, and that his knowledge was as thorough as it
was extensive. He knew so well the right thing to sy
inadiscussion on naval architecture, trivial, itistrue, started
by the old admiral, that one of the ladies remarked that
he must have pessed through the Ecole Polytechnique.

" And | think, madame,' he replied, 'that | may regard
it as an honour to have got in.'

In spite of urgent pressing, he refused politely but firmly
to be kept to dinner, and put an end to the persistency
of the ladies by saying that he was the Hippocrates of
his young sister, whose delicate health required great
care.

' Monsieur is perhgps a medical man ? asked one of
Emilie'ssisters-in-law with ironical meaning,

" Monsieur has left the Ecole Polytechnique,” Made-
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moisdle de Fontaine kindly put in ; her face had flushed
with richer colour, as she learned that the young lady of
the ball was Monsieur Longueville's sger.

' But, my dear, he may be a doctor and yet have been
to the Ecole Polytechnique—is it not so, Monsieur ?

' Thereis nothing to prevent it, Madame,' replied the
young man.

Every eye was on Emilie, who was gazing with
unessy curiogty at the fascinating stranger.' She breathed
more freely when he added, not without a smile' | have
not the honour of belonging to the medical professon ;
and | even gave up going into the Engineersin order to
presrve my independence’

" And you did well,' sad the Count. ' But how can
you regard it as an honour to be a doctor ? added the
Breton nobleman. ' Ah, my young friend, such a man
as you—'

' Monsieur le Comte, | regpect every professon that
has a ussful purpose’

"Well, in that we agree. You regpect those profes
sons | imagine, as a young man respects a dowager.'

Monsieur Longueville made his visit neither too long
nor too short. He left at the moment when he sw
that he had pleassd everybody, and that each ones
curiosity about him had been roused.

' Heisacunning rascal!" said the Count, coming into
the drawing-room after seeing him to the door.

Mademoisdle de Fontaine, who had bem in the secret
of this call, had dressd with some care to attract the
young man's eye; but she had the little disappointment
of finding that he did not bestow on her so much atten-
tion as she thought she deserved. The family were a
good deal aurprised at the slence into which she had
retired. Emilie generally displayed all her arts for the
benefit of new-comers, her witty prattle, and the inex-
haugtible doquence of her eyes and attitudes. Whether
it was that the young man's pleasng voice and attractive
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manners had charmed her, that she was serioudy in
love, and that this feeling had worked a change in her,
her demeanour had lost all its affectations. Being simple
and natural, she must, no doubt, have ssemed more
beautiful. Some of her sigters, and an old lady, a friend
of the family, saw in this behaviour a refinement of art.
They supposed that Emilie, judging the man worthy of
her, intended to delay revealing her merits, so as to
dazzle him suddenly when she found that she plessed
him. Every member of the family was curious to know
what this capricious creature thought of the stranger |
but when, during dinner, every one chose to endow
Monsieur Longueville with some fresh quality which no
one d<e had discovered, Mademoiselle de Fontaine sa for
ome time in silence. A sarcastic remark of her uncle's
suddenly roused her from her apathy ; she said, somewhat
epigrammatically, that such heavenly perfection must
cover ome great defect, and that she would take good
care how she judged so gifted a man at first sight.

'"Those who plesse everybody, plesse nobody," she
added ; 'and the worst of all faults is to have none.'

Like all girls who are in love, Emilie cherished the
hope of being able to hide her feelings at the bottom of
her heart by putting the Argus-eyes that watched on
the wrong tack ; but by the end of a fortnight there wes
not a member of the large family party who was not in
thislittle domestic secret.  When Monsieur Longueville
tailed for the third time, Emilie believed it was chiefly
for her stke. This discovery gave her such intoxicating
plessure that she was startled as she reflected on it.
There was something in it very painful to her pride.
Accustomed as she was to be the centre of her world,
she was obliged to recognise a force that attracted her
outside herself; she tried to resist, but she could not
chase from her heart the fascinating image of the young
man.

Then came someanxiety. Twoof Monsieur Longue-
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villés qualities, very adverse to general curiosity, and
epecialy to Mademoiselle de Fontain€'s, wer e unexpected
modesty and discretion.  He never spoke of himsdlf, of his
pursuits, or of his family. The hints Emilie threw out
in conversation, and the traps he laid to extract from the
young fellow some facts concerning himsdf, he could
evade with the adroitness of a diplomatist concealing a
scret.  If she talked of painting, he reponded as a con-
noissur ; if he st down to play, he showed without
conceit that he was a very good pianist j one evening he
delighted all the party by joining his delightful voice to
Emilie¢s in one of Cimarosa's charming duets But
when they tried to find out whether he were a profes
sonal singer, he baffled them so pleasantly that he did
not afford these women, practised asthey werein theart
of reading fedings, the leag chance of discovering to what
social phere he bdonged.  However boldly the old uncle
cas the boarding-hooks over the vesd, Longueville
dipped away cleverly, 0 as to presrve the charm of
mystery ; and it was easy to him to remain the ' hand-
ome Stranger' at the Villa, because curiosity never
overgepped the bounds of good breeding.

Emilie, didgracted by this reserve, hoped to get more
out of the gger than the brother, in the form of con-
fidences Aided by her uncle, who was as skilful in
such manceuvres as in handling a ship, she endeavoured
to bring upon the soene the hitherto unseen figure of
Mademoisdle Clara Longueville. The family party at
the Villa Planat soon expressed the greatest desre to
make the acquaintance of so amiable a young lady, and
to give ha some amusement. An informal dance was
proposed and accepted. The ladies did not despair of
making a young girl of sixteen talk.

Notwithstanding the little douds piled up by sus
picion and created by curiosty, a light of joy shone in
Emilie's soul, for she found life ddicious when thus
intimately connected with another than hersdf. She



The Sccaux Ball 123

began to understand the relations of life. Whether it is
that happiness makes us better, or that she was too fully
occupied to torment other people, she became less caustic,
more gentle, and indulgent. This change in her temper
enchanted and amazed her family. Perhaps, at last, her
«dfishness was being transformed to love. It was a
deep delight to her to look for the arrival of her bashful
and unconfessed adorer. Though they had not uttered
aword of passion, she knew that she was loved, and with
what art did she not lead the stranger to unlock the
gores of his information, which proved to be varied!
She perceived that she, too, was being studied, and that
made her endeavour to remedy the defects her education
had encouraged. Was not this her first homage to love,
and a bitter reproach to herself ?  She desred to please,
and she was enchanting; she loved, and she was idolised.
Her family, knowing that her pride would sufficiently
protect her, gave her enough freedom to enjoy the little
childish delights which give to first love its charm and
its violence. More than once the young man and
Mademoiselle de Fontaine walked, tete-a-tete, in the
avenues of the garden, where nature was dressed like a
woman going to a ball. More than once they had those
conversations, aimless and meaningless, in which the
emptiest phrasss are those which cover the deegpest
feelings. They often admired together the setting sun
and its gorgeous colouring. They gathered daises to
pull the petds off, and sang the most impassioned duets,
using the notes st down by Pergoles or Rossini as
faithful interpreters to express their secrets.

Theday of the dance came. ClaraLonguevilleand her
brother, whom the servants persisted in honouring with
the noble de, were the principal guests. For the first
time in her life Mademoiselle de Fontaine felt pleasure
in a young girl's triumph. She lavished on Clarain all
sincerity the gracious petting and little attentions which
women generally give each other only to excite the
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jealousy of men. Emilie had, indeed, an object in view j
she wanted to discover some secrets. But, being a girl,
Mademoisdle Longueville showed even more mother-wit
than her brother, for she did not even look as if she were
hiding a scret, and kept the conversation to subjects
unconnected with persona interests, while, at the same
time, she gave it 0 much charm that Mademoisdle de
Fontaine was almos envious, and called her ' the Siren.'
Though Emilie had intended to make Claratalk, it was
Clara, in fact, who questioned Emilie; she had meant to
judge her, and she was judged by her; she was constantly
provoked to find that she had betrayed her own character
in some reply which Clara had extracted from her, while
he modes and candid manner prohibited any suspicion
of perfidy. There was a moment when Mademoisdle
de Fontaine ssamed sorry for an ill-judged sally againgt
the commonalty to which Clara had led her.

' Mademoisdle' sad the sweet child, ' | have heard 0
much of you from Maximilien that | had the keenest
desre to know you, out of affection for himj but is not
a wish to know you a wish to love you ?'

' My dear Clara, | feared | might have digleased you
by speaking thus of people who are not of noble birth.'

' Oh, be quite easy. That sort of discussion is point-
less in thee days. As for me, it does not affect me. |
am beside the quegtion.’

Ambitious as the answver might seem, it filled
Mademoisdle de Fontaine with the despes joy; for, like
all infatuated people she explained it, as orades are
explained, in the snse that harmonised with her wishes ;
she began dancing again in higher spirits than ever, as
she watched Longueville, whose figure and grace almost
aurpassd those of her imaginary ideal. She felt added
satisfaction in believing him to be well bom, her black
eyes sparkled, and she danced with all the pleasure that
comes of dancing in the presence of the being we love
The couple had never understood each other so well as
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at this moment ] more than once they felt their finger
tips thrill and tremble as they were married in the figures
of the dance.

The early autumn had come to the handsome pair, in
the midst of country festivities and plessuresj they had
abandoned themsdves softly to the tide of the sweetest
sentiment in life, strengthening it by a thousand little
incidents which any one can imaginej for loveisin some
respects adways the same  They studied each other
through it all, as much as lovers can.

'Well, well; a flirtation never turned so quickly into
a love match," sad the old uncle, who kept an eye on
the two young people as a naturalist watches an insect in
the microscope.

This speech alarmed Monsieur and Madame Fontaine.
The old Vendeen had cessed to be so indifferent to his
daughter's prospects as he had promised to be. He went
to Paris to sek information, and found none. Uneasy
at this mystery, and not yet knowing what might be the
outcome of the inquiry which he had begged a Paris friend
to institute with reference to the family of Longueville,
he thought it his duty to warn his daughter to behave
prudently. The fatherly admonition was received with
mock submission spiced with irony.

" At least, my dear Emilig, if you love him, donot own
ittohim.'

"My dear father, | certainly do love him; but | will
await your permission before | tell him so.'

'But remember, Emilie, you know nothing of his
family or his pursuits.'

‘I may be ignorant, but | am content to be. But,
father, you wished to s me married; you left me at
liberty to make my choice; my choice is irrevocably
made—what more is needful ?

"It is needful to ascertain, my dear, whether the man
of your choice is the son of a peer of France,' the venerable
gentleman retorted sarcastically.
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Emilie was dlent for a moment. She presently raised
her head, looked at her father, and sid somewhat
anxioudy, ' Are not the Longuevilles——?"

" They became extinct in the person of the old Due de
Rostein-Limbourg, who perished on the scaffold in 1793.
He was the lag representative of the lag and younger
branch.’

' But, papa, there are some very good families descended
from bagards The higory of France swarms with
princes bearing the bar sniger on their shidds!'

" Your idess are much changed,” said the old man, with
a gmile

Thefollowing day was thelag that the Fontaine family
were to goend at the Pavilion Planat. Emilie, greatly
digurbed by her father's warning, awaited with extreme
impatience the hour at which young Longueville was in
the habit of coming, to wring some explanation from him.
She went out after dinner, and walked alone across the
shrubbery towards an arbour fit for lovers, where she
knew that the eager youth would sk her j and as she
hagened thither she consdered of the bes way to discover
o0 important a matter without compromising hersdf—a
rather difficult thing! Hitherto no direct avowal had
sanctioned the fedings which bound her to this sranger.
Like Maximilien, she had secretly enjoyed the sweetness
of firs love5 but both were equally proud, and each
feared to confess that love.

Maximilien Longueville, to whom Clara had communi-
cated her not unfounded suspidons asto Emilie'scharacter,
was by turns carried away by the violence of a young
man's passon, and hed back by a wish to know and test
the woman to whom he would be entrusting his happiness
His love had not hindered him from perceving in
Emilie the prgudices which marred her young naturej
but before attempting to counteract them, he wished to
be aure that she loved him, for he would no sooner risk
the fate of his love than of his life. He had, therefore,
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persstently kept a slence to which hislooks, his behaviour,
and hisanalleg actions gavethelie.

On her dde the sAf-repect natural to a young girl,
augmented in Mademoisdle de Fontaine by the mongrous
vanity founded on her birth and beauty, kept her from
meeting the declaration half-way, which her growing
passon sometimes urged her to invite. Thus the lovers
had instinctively undergood the stuation without ex-
plaining to each other their secret motives. There are
times in life when such vagueness pleasss youthful minds.
Just because each had posponed spesking too long, they
samed to be playing a crud game of suppense  He was
trying to discover whether he was beloved, by the effort
any confesson would cod his haughty mistress, she every
minute hoped that he would break a too respectful slence.

Emilie, ssated on a rudtic bench, was reflecting on all
that had happened in thexe three months full of enchant-
ment. Her father's suspicions were the lag that could
appedl to her; she even digposad of them at once by two
or three of those reflections natural to an inexperienced
girl, which, to her, ssemed conclusve. Above all, she
was convinced that it was impossble that she should
decaive hersdf.  All the summer through she had not
been able to detect in Maximilien a dngle gesture, or a
sngle word, which could indicate a vulgar origin or vulgar
occupations, nay more, his manner of discusing things
revealed a man devoted to the highest interests of the
nation. ' Beddes' dhe reflected,’ an office clerk, a banker,
or a merchant, would not be at lesure to spend a whole
saan in paying his addressss to mein the midst of woods
and fidds ; wagting his time as fredly as a nobleman who
has life before him free of all care.

Shehad given her sdf up to meditationsfar moreinter est-
ing to her than thexe preliminary thoughts, when a dight
rustling in the leaves announced to her that Maximilien
had been watching her for a minute, not probably without
admiration.
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" Do you know that it is very wrong to take a young
girl thus unawares?"' she asked him, smiling,

' Especially when they are busy with their srets'
replied Maximilien archly.

" Why should | not have my sscreils?  You certainly
have yours!

" Then you really were thinking of your secrets?' he
went on, laughing.

" No, | was thinking of yours. My own, | know.'

' B ut perhaps my serets are yours, and yours mine,
cried the young man, softly sezing Mademoisdle dt
Fontaine shand and drawing it through hisarm.

After walking a few geps they found themsdves under
a clump of trees which the hues of the sinking sun
wrapped in a haze of red and brown. This touch of
natural magic lent a certain solemnity to the moment.
Theyoung man'sfree and eager action, and, above all, the
throbbing of his surging heart, whose hurried beating
gooke to Emilie sarm, girred her to an emotion that was
all the more disturbing because it was produced by the
smples and mog innocent circumgances. Therestraint
under which young girls of the upper dass live givesin-
credible force to any exploson of feeling, and to meet an
impassoned lover is one of the greatest dangers they
can encounter. Never had Emilie and Maximilien
allowed their eyesto say so much that they dared never
eak. Carried away by this intoxication, they easly
forgot the petty sipulations of pride, and the cold
hedtancies of sugpicion. At firgt, indeed, they could only
expressthemsdves by a pressure of handswhich inter preted
their happy thoughts.

After dowly pacing a few ges in long slence,
Mademoisdle de Fontaine spoke. ' Monsieur, | have a
guedtion to ak you,' she said, trembling, and in an
agitated voice. 'But, remember, | beg, that it isin
a manne compulsory on me, from the rather sngular
position | am in with regard to my family.’
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A paus terrible to Emilie, followed these sntences
which dhe had amos sammered out. During the
minute while it lasted, the girl, haughty as shewas, dared
not meet the flashing eye of the man she loved, for she
was secretly constious of the meanness of the next words
she added : ' Are you of noble birth ?'

As soon as the words were gpoken she wished hersdf at
the bottom of a lake.'

' Mademoisdlle! Longueville gravely replied, and his
face asumed a sort of sern dignity,’ | promise to answer
you truly as soon as you shall haveanswered in all Sncerity
a question | will put toyou !'—He rdeasad her arm, and
the girl suddenly felt alone in the world, as he sad :
"What isyour object in questioning me as to my birth ?'

She sood mationless, cold, and speschless

' Mademoiselle! Maximilien went on, 'let us go no
further if we do not undergand each other. | love you,
he said, in a voice of degp emotion. ' Well, then,' he
added, as he heard the joyful exclamation she could not
appress’ why ak meif | am of noble birth ?

"Could he gpesk s0 if he were not ?' cried a voice
within her, which Emilie believed came from the depths
of her heart. She gracefully raised her head, seemed to
find new life in the young man's gaze, and held out her
hand as if to renew the alliance.

" You thought | cared very much for dignities? said
che with keen archness

'l have no titles to offer my wife,' he replied, in a
half-sportive, half-serious tone. ' But if | choose one of
high rank, and among women whom a wealthy home
has accusomed to the luxury and pleasures of a fine
fortune, | know what such achoicerequiresof me. Love

es everything,' he added lightly," but only to lovers,

ee married, they need something more than the vault
of heaven and the carpet of a meadow.'

' He is rich," she reflected. ' As to titles, perhaps he
only wantsto try me. He has been told that | am mad

[
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about titles, and bent on marrying none but a pex's son.
My priggish sders have played methat trick.'—' | asure
you, Monsieur,' he said aloud, 'that | have had very
extravagant ideas about life and the world; but now,’
she addedly pointedly, looking at him in a perfectly dis
tracting way, ' | know where true riches are to be found
for awife.'

'I mugt believe that you are speaking from the depths
of your heart, he sad, with gentle gravity. ' But this
winter, my dear Emilie, in less than two months perhaps, |
may be proud of what | shall have to offer you if you care
for the pleasures of wealth. This is the only secret |
shall keep locked here' and he laid his hand on his heart,
' for on its success my happiness depends | dare not say
ours!

" Yes, yes ours!'

Exchanging such sweet nothings, they dowly made
their way back to rgoin the company. Mademoisdle de
Fontaine had never found her lover more amiable or
wittier; his light figure, his engaging manners, ssamed to
her more charming than ever, dnce the conversation
which had made her to some extent the posesx of a
heart worthy to be the envy of every woman. They sang
an Italian duet with so much expresson that the audience
applauded enthusiagtically. Their adieux were in a con-
ventional tone, which concealed their happiness.  In short,
this day had been to Emilie like a chain binding her more
clody than ever to the Stranger'sfate.  The strength and
dignity he had displayed in the soene when they had con-
fessed their fedings had perhaps impresssd Mademoiselle
de Fontaine with the resgpect without which there is no
true love.

When she was Ieft alone in the drawing-room with her
father, theold man went up to her affectionately, held her
hands and asked her whether she had gained any light as
to Monsieur Longueville's family and fortune.

"Yes, my dear father,' she replied, 'and | am happier



The Soceaux Ball 131

than | could have hoped. In short, Monsieur de Longue-
ville isthe only man | could ever marry.'

"Very well, Emilie,’ said the Count,'then | know what
remains for me to do.’

'Do you know of any impediment ? she asked, in
sncere alarm.

' My dear child, the young man is totally unknown to
me; but unless he is not a man of honour, s0 long as you
love him, heis as dear to me as a son.'

" Not a man of honour !'" exclaimed Emilie. ' As to
that, | am quite easy. My uncle, who introduced him to
us will ansver for him. Say, my dear uncle, has he
bemn afilibuster, an outlaw, a pirate ?'

"I knew | should find mysdf in this fix !'' cried the
old sailor, waking up. He looked round the room, but
his niece had vanished ' like Saint-EImo's fires' to use his
favourite expresson.

"Well, uncle Monsieur de Fontaine went on, "how
could you hide from us all you knew about this young
man ? You mug have ssen how anxious we have been.
Is Monsieur de Longueville a man of family ?'

'l don't know him from Adam or Eve,' sid the
Comte de Kergarouet. ' Trusting to that crazy child's
tact, | got him here by a method of my own. | know
that the boy shoots with a pistal to admiration, hunts
well, plays wonderfully at billiards, at chess and at back-
jammon ; he handles the foils, and rides a horse like the
ate Chevalier de Saint-Georges. He has a thorough
knowledge of all our vintages. Heisasgood an arith-
metician as Bareme, draws, dances and angswell. The
devil'sin it! what more do you want ? If that isnot a
perfect gentleman, find me a bourgeois who knows all
this, or any man who lives more nobly than he does
Does he do anything, | ak you ? Does he compromise
his dignity by hanging about an oflice, bowing down
before the updarts you call DirectorsGeneral ?  He
walks upright. He is a man,—However, | have just
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found in my waistcoat pocket the card he gave when he
fancied | wanted to cut his throat, poor innocent. Y oung
men are very simple-minded nowadays! Hereitis.'

' Rue du Sentier, No. 5," said Monsieur de Fontaine,
tryingto recall among all theinformation he had received,
something which might concern the stranger. 'What
the devil can it mean ? Messrs. Palma, Werbrust & Co.,
wholesdle deders in muslins, calicoes, and printed cotton
goods, live there—Stay, | have it: LongueviUe the
deputy has an interest in their house.  Well, but so far
as | know, LongueviUe has but one son of two-and-
thirty, who is not at al like our man, and to whom
he gave fifty thousand francs a year that he might marry
a minister's daughter; he wants to be made a peer like
the rest of 'em.—I| never heard him mention this
Maximilien. Has he a daughter? What is this girl
Clara? Besdes, it is open to any adventurer to call
himself Longueville. But is not the house of Pama,
Werbrust & Co. half ruined by some speculation in
Mexico or the Indies? | will clear al this up.'

"You gpesk a soliloquy as if you were on the stage,
and seem to account me a cypher,' said the old admiral
suddenly. ' Don't you know that if he is a gentleman, |
have more than one bag in my hold that will stop any
leak in his fortune ?

" As to that, if he isa son of Longueville's, he will
want nothing ; but,' said Monsieur de Fontaine, shaking
his head from sde to side, ' his father has not even washed
off the stains of his origin. Before the Revolution hewas
an attorney, and the de he has since assumed no more
belongs to him than half of his fortune.'

' Pooh ! pooh ! happy those whose fatherswere hanged!'
cried the admiral gaily.

Three or four days after this memorable day, on one
of those fine mornings in the month of November, which
show the Boulevards cleaned by the sharp cold of an



The Soeaux Ball 133

early fros, Mademoisdle de Fontaine, wrapped in a new
style of fur cape of which she wished to s the fashion,
went out with two of her sstersin-law, on whom she had
been wont to discharge her mogt cutting remarks.  The
three women were tempted to the drive, less by their
desre to try a very elegant carriage, and wear gowns
which were to st the fashions for the winter, than by
their wish to se a cape which a friend had observed in a
handsome laceand linen shop at the corner of the Rue de
la Paix. As soon as they were in the shop the Baronne
de Fontaine pulled Emilie by the deeve, and pointed out
to her Maximilien Longueville seeted behind the dek, and
engaged in paying out the change for a gold piece to one
of the workwomen with whom he seemed to bein con-
aultation. The ' handsome stranger' held in his hand a
parcd of patterns, which left no doubt asto his honourable
professon.

Emilie felt an icy shudder, though no one perceved it.
Thanks to the good breeding of the bet society, she
completely concegled the rage in her heart, and answered
her dger-in-law with the words, 'l knew it,’ with a
fulness of intonation and inimitable decison which the
mogt famous actress of the time might have envied her.
She went straight up to the dek. Longueville looked
up, put the patternsin hispocket with distracting coolness,
bowed to Mademoisdle de Fontaine, and came forward,
looking at her keenly.

' Mademoisdle' he sad to the shop girl, who followed
him, looking very much disturbed, 'l will snd to settle
that account; my house deds in that way. But here/’
hewhispered into her ear, as he gave her athousand-franc
note, 'take this—it is between oursdves—You will
forgive me, | trust, Mademoiselle' he added, turning to
Emilie. ' You will kindly excuse the tyranny of busnes
matters.

'Indeed, Monsieur, it ssams to me that it isnoconcern
of mine,' replied Mademoisdle de Fontaine) looking at
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him with a bold expresson of sarcadtic indifference which
might have made any one bdieve that she now saw him
for the first time.

"Do you really mean it ? aked Maximilien in a
broken voice.

Emilie turned her back upon him with amazing insol-
ence. These few words, spoken in an undertone, had
exaped the ears of her two sgersin-law. When, after
buying the cape the three ladies got into the carriage
again, Emilie, ssated with her back to the horses could
not ress one lagz comprehensve glance into the depths
of the odious shop, where she saw Maximilien standing
with his arms folded, in the attitude of a man superior to
the dissger that had so suddenly fallen on him. Their
eyes met and flashed implacable looks. Each hoped to
inflict a cruel wound on the heart of a lover. In one
ingtant they were asfor apart as if one had been in China
and the other in Greenland.

Does not the breath of vanity wither everything?
Mademoisdle de Fontaine, a prey to the mog violent
sruggle that can torture the heart of a young girl, reaped
the richest harvest of anguish that preudice and narrow-
mindedness ever sowed in a human soul.  Her face, but
just now fresh and velvety, was sreaked with yellow
linesand red patches; the paleness of her cheeks seemed
every now and then to turn green. Hoping to hide her
despair from her sgers she would laugh as she pointed
out some ridiculous dress or paser-by ; but her laughter
was agnodic. She was more deeply hurt by their
ungpoken compasson than by any satirical comments for
which she might have revenged hedf. She exhauged
her wit-in trying to engage them in a conversation, in
which shetried to expend her fury in snsdess paradoxes
heaping on all men engaged in trade the bitterest insults
and witticisms in the worg tage

On getting home, she had an attack of fever, which at
fird assumed a somewhat serious character. By the end
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of a month the care of her parents and of the physcian
resored her to her family.

Every one hoped that this leson would be sveae
enough to subdue Emilie's nature ; but she insensbly fell
into her old habits and threw hersdf again into the world
of fashion. She dedared that there was no diggrace in
making a migake. If she like her father, had a vote in
the Chamber, she would move for an edict, she said, by
which all merchants and egecialy deders in calico,
should be branded on the forehead, like Berri sheep,
down to the third generation. She wished that none but
nobles should have a right to wear the antique French
costume, which was so becoming to the courtiers of
Louis xv. To hear her, it was a misfortune for France,
perhaps that there was no outward and visble difference
between a merchant and a pexr of France. And a
hundred more such pleasantries, ey to imagine, were
rapidly poured out when any accident brought up the
subject.

But those who loved Emilie could s through all her
banter a tinge of melanchaly. It was dear that M axi-
milien Longueville still reigned over that inexorable
heart. Sometimes she would be as gentle as she had
been during the brief summer that had ssen the birth of
her love ; sometimes, again, she was unendurable. Every
one made excusss for her inequality of temper, which had
its source in sufferings at once secret and known to all.
The Comte de Kergarouet had some influence over her
thanks to his increased prodigality, a kind of consolation
which rarely fails of its effect on a Parisian girl.

The first ball at which Mademoisdle de Fontaine
appeared was at the Neapolitan ambasador's  As she
took her place in the first quadrille she saw, a few yards
away from her, Maximilien Longueville, who nodded
dightly to her partner.

" Is that young man afriend of yours?' she asked, with
a scornful air.
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' Only my brother,' he replied.

Emilie could not help starting. ' Ah!' he continued,
" and he is the noblest soul living—'

' Do you know my name?' aked Emilie, eagerly
interrupting him.

' No, Mademaisdle. It isa crime, | confess not to
remember a name which ison every lip—I ought to sy
in every heart. But | have a valid excuse | have but
jugt arrived from Germany. My ambassador, who isin
J'aris on leave, snt me here this evening to take care of
his amiable wife, whom you may se yonder in that
corner.

" A perfect tragic mak !' said Emilie, after looking at
the ambasadress

" And yet that is her ballroom face!" sad the young
man, laughing. ' shall have to dance with her !  So |
thought | might have some compensation. Mademoisdle
de Fontaine curtseyed. ' | wasvery much surprised,’ the
voluble young secretary went on, 'to find my brother
here. Onarriving from Vienna | heard that the poor boy
was ill in bed, and | counted on seeing him before coming
to this ball; but good policy will not always allow us to
indulge family affection. The Padrona della casa would
not give me time to call on my poor Maximilien.'

'Then, Monseur, your brother is not, like you, in
diplomatic employment.'

'No," said the attache, with a sigh, ' the poor felow
sacrificed himsdf for me. He and my d¢e Clara have
renounced their share of my father's fortune to make an
ddegt n of me. My father dreams of a peerage, like all
who vote for the ministry. Indeed, it is promised him,'
he added in an undertone. ' After saving up a little
capital my brother joined a banking firm, and | hear he
hes just effected a speculation in Brazil which may make
him a millionaire. You se mein the highes irits at
having been able, by my diplomatic connections, to con-
tribute to hissucoess | am impatiently expecting a dis
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patch from the Brazilian Legation, which will hep to
lift the cloud from his brow. What do you think of
him?'

" Well, your brother'sface does not look to me like that
of a man buded with money matters.

The young attache shot a scrutinisng glance at the
apparently calm face of his partner.

"What!' he exclaimed, with a smile, ' can young
ladies read the thoughts of love behind a slent brow ?

" Your brother is in love, then ? she asked, betrayed
into a movement of curiosity.

'Yes; my d9gea Clara, to whom he is as devoted as a
mother, wrote to me that he had falen in love this
summer with a very pretty girl; but | have had no
further news of the affair. Would you bdieve that the
poor boy usad to get up at five in the morning, and went
off to settle his busness that he might be back by four
odock in the country wherethe lady was? In fact, he
ruined a very nice thoroughbred that | had given him.
Forgive my chatter, Mademoisdle ; | have but just come
homefrom Germany. For ayear | have heard no decent
French, | have ben weaned from French faces and
satiated with Germans, to such a degree that, | believe, in
my patriotic mania, | could talk to the chimeras on a
French candlestick. And if | talk with a lack of resrve
unbecoming in a diplomatist, the fault is yours, Made-
moisdle. Was it not you who pointed out my brother ?
When he is the theme | become inexhaugtible. | should
like to proclaim to all the world how good and generous
heis. Hegave up no lessthan a hundred thousand francs
a year, the income from the Longueville property.’

If Mademoisdle de Fontaine had the benefit of thee
important revelations, it was partly due to the skill with
which she continued to question her confiding partner
from the moment when she found that he wasthe brother
of her scorned lover.

"And could you, without being grieved, s= your
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brother seling mudin and calico ? aked Emilie, at the
end of the third figure of the quadrille.

'"How do you know that ? aked the attache
' Thank God, though | pour out aflood of words, | have
aready acquired the art of not telling more than | intend,
like all the other diplomatic apprentices | know.'

' You told me, | asure you.'

Monsieur de Longueville looked at Mademoisdle de
Fontaine with a aurprise that was full of perspicacity. A
sugpicion flashed upon him. He glanced enquiringly from
his brother to his partner, guesssd everything, daged his
hands, fixed his eyes on the ceiling, and began to laugh,
saying, ' | am an idiot! You are the handsomest person
here ; my brother kegps dedling glances at you; he is
dancing in spite of his illness and you pretend not to s
him. Make him happy," he added, as he led her back to
her old uncle. ' | shall not bejealous, but | shall always
shiver a little at calling you my sser——'

The lovers, however, were to prove as inexorable to
each other as they were to themsdves At about two in
the morning, refreshments were served in an immense
corridor, where, to leave persons of the same coterie free
to meet each other, the tables were arranged as in a
retaurant. By one of those accidents which always
happen to lovers, Mademoisdle de Fontaine found hersdlf
at a tablenext to that at which the more important guests
were seated.  Maximilien wasone of thegroup. Emilie,
who lent an attentive ear to her neighbours conversation,
over heard one of those dialoguesinto which ayoung woman
s0 eadly fdls with a young man who has the grace and
syle of Maximilien Longueville. Thelady talkingtothe
rroung banker was a Neapolitan Duchess, whose eyes shot
|ightning flashes, and whose skin had the sheen of satin.
The intimate terms on which Longueville affected to be
with her sung Mademoisdle de Fontaine all the more
because she had just given her lover back twenty times
as much tenderness as she had ever felt for him before
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'Yes, Monsieur, in my country true love can make
every kind of sacrifice,' the Duchess was saying, with a
simper.

"You have more passon than Frenchwomen," sad
Maximilien, whose burning gaze fell on Emilie. ' They
are all vanity.'

' Monsieur,"” Emilie eagerly interposed, ' is it not very
wrong to calumniate your own country ?  Devotionisto
be found in every nation.'

' Do you imagine, Mademoiselle,' retorted the Italian,
with a sardonic smile, ' that a Parisian would be capable
of following her lover all over the world ?

' Oh, Madame, let us understand each other. She
would follow him to adesart and livein a tent, but not to
sit in a shop.'

A disdainful gesture completed her meaning. Thus,
under the influence of her disastrous education, Emilie for
the second time killed her budding happiness, and destroyed
its prospects of life. Maximilien's apparent indifference,
and a woman's smile, had wrung from her one of those
sarcaams whose treacherous zest always led her astray.

' Mademoiselle, sad Longueville, in a low voice,
under cover of the noise made by the ladies as they rose
from the table, 'no one will ever more ardently desire

our happiness than |; permit me to assure you of this, as
| am taking leave of you. | amstarting for Italy ina few
days.'

" With a Duchess, no doubt ?

"No, but perhgps with a mortal blow.'

"Is not that pure fancy ? asked Emilie, with an
anxious glance.

' No," hereplied. * Therearewoundswhich never heal.

You are not to go," sad the girl imperiously, and she
smiled.

'l shall go,' replied Maximilien, gravely.

"You will find me married on your return, | warn you,’
she said coquettishly.
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"1 hope 0!

" Impertinent wretch ! ' she exclaimed. ' How crue
a revenge !

A fortnight later Maximilien s out with his dger
Clara for the warm and poetic scenes of beautiful Italy,
leaving Mademoisdle de Fontaine a prey to the mog
vehement regret. The young Secretary to the Embassy
took up his brother's quarrel, and contrived to take signal
vengeance on Emilie's disdain by making known the
occadon of the lovers separation.  He repaid his fair
partner with interest all the sarcaam with which she had
formerly attacked Maximilien, and often mademore than
one Excellency smile by describing the fair foe of the
counting-house, the amazon who preached a crusade
againg bankers, theyoung girl whose love had evaporated
before a bale of mudin. The Comte de Fontaine was
obliged to use his influence to procure an appointment to
Russa for Auguste Longueville in order to protect his
daughter from the ridicule hegped upon her by this
dangerous young persecutor.

Not long after, the Ministry being compelled to raise a
levy of peearsto support the arigocratic party, trembling
in the Upper Chamber under the lash of an illustrious
writer, gave Monsieur Guiraudin deLonguevillea peerage,
with the title of Vicomte. Monseur de Fontaine ao
obtained a peerage, the reward due as much to his fidelity
in evil days as to his name, which claimed a place in the
hereditary Chamber.

About this time Emilie, now of age, made, no doubt,
ome srious reflections on life, for her tone and manners
changed perceptibly. Instead of amusing hersdf by say-
ing spiteful things to her uncle, she lavished on him the
mos affectionate attentions; she brought him his stick
with a persevering devation that made the cynical smile,
she gave him her arm, rode in his carriage, and accom-
panied himin all hisdrivesj she even persuaded him that
she liked the smdl of tobacco, and read him his favourite
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pape La Shwtidienne in the midg of douds of smoke,
which the malicious old sailor intentionally blew over her 5
<he learned piquet to be a match for the old Count; and
this fantagtic damsd even lisened without impatience to
his periodical narratives of the battles of the Belle-Pottle,
the manoeuvres of the Ville de Paris, M. de Suffren's first
expedition, or the battle of Aboukir.

Though the old salor had often sad that he knew his
longitude and latitude too well to allow himsdf to be
captured by a young cor vette, one fine morning Paris draw-
ing-rooms heard the newsof the marriage of Mademoisdle
de Fontaine to the Comte de Kergarouet. The young
Comtese gave splendid entertainments to drown thought;
but she no doubt, found a void at the bottom of the
whirlpool 5 luxury was ineffectual to diguise the empti-
ness and grief of her sorrowing soul; for the mog part, in
ite of the flashes of asumed gaiety, her beautiful face
expresed unspoken melancholy.  Emilie appeared, how-
ever, full of attentions and condderation for her old
husband, who, on retiring to his rooms at night, to the
sounds of a lively band, would often say, ' | do not know
mysf. Was | to wait till the age of seventy-two to
embark as pilot on board the Belle Emilie after twenty
years of matrimonial galleys ?

The conduct of the young Comtesse was marked by
such drictness that the mog clear-sighted criticism had no
fault to find with her. Lookers on chose to think that
the vice-admiral had reserved the right of diposing of his
fortune to keep hiswife more tightly in hand\ but this
was a notion as insulting to the uncle as to the niece
Their conduct wasindead so delicately judicious that the
men who were mogt interested in guessng the serets of
the couple could never decide whether the old Count
regarded her asa wife or as a daughter. He was often
heard to say that he had rescued his niece as a castaway
after shipwreck ; and that, for hispart, hehad never taken
a mean advantage of hospitality when he had saved an
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enemy from the fury of the ssorm.  Though the Comtesse
agired to reign in Paris and tried to kesp pace with
Mesdamesthe Duchessesde M aufrigneuseand de Chaulieu,
the Marquises dEspard and d'Aiglemont, the Comtesses
Feraud, de Montcornet, and de Restaud, Madame de
Camps, and Mademoisdle des Touches, she did not yield
to the addressss of the young Vicomte de Portenduere,
who made her hisidol.

Two years after her marriage, in one of the old draw-
ingrooms in the Faubourg Saint-Germain, where she
was admired for her character, worthy of the old school,
Emilie heard the Vicomte de Longueville announced.
In the corner of the room where she was sitting, playing
piquet with the Bishop of Persepalis her agitation was not
observed; she turned her heed and saw her former lover
come in, in all the frehnes of youth. His father's
death, and then that of his brother, killed by the severe
climate of Saint-Petersburg, had placed on Maximilien's
head the hereditary plumes of the French pea's hat.
His fortune matched his learning and his merits; only
the day before his youthful and fervid eoquence had
dazzlea the Assembly. At this moment he sood before
the Comtesse, free, and graced with all the advantages
che had formerly required of her ideal. Every mother
with a daughter to marry made amiable advances to a
man gifted with thevirtueswhich they attributed to him,
as they admired his attractive person ; but Emilie knew,
better than any one, that the Vicomte de L ongueville had
the seadfad nature in which a wise woman sssaguaran-
tee of happines She looked at the admiral who, to use
his favourite expresson, seamed likely to hold his course
for along time yet, and cursed the follies of her youth.

At this moment Monsieur de Persepolis said with Epis
copal grace: ' Fair lady, you have thrown away the king
of hearts—I have won. But do not regret your money'
| keep it for my little seminaries!

PARIS, December 1829.
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To Sofka.

' Have you observed, Mademoiselle, that the painters and
sculptors of the Middle Ages, when they placed two figures
in adoration, one on each side of afair Saint, never failed
togive them a family likeness? When you here see your
name among those that are dear to me, and under whose
auspices | place my works, remember that touching harmony,
and you will see in this not so much an act of homage as an
expression of the brotherly affection of your devoted servant,
'DE  BALZAC.

FOR souls to whom effusveness is easy there is a
delicious hour that fals when it is not yet night, but is
no longer day ; the twilight gleam throws softened lights
or tricksy reflections on every object, and favours a
dreamy mood which vaguely weds itself to the plav of
light and shade. The silence which generally prevails at
that time makes it particularly dear to artists, who grow
contemplative, stand a few paces back from the pictures
on which they can no longer work, and pess judgment
on them, rapt by the subject whose most recondite
meaning then flashes on the inner eye of genius. He
who has never stood pensive by a friend's Sde in such an
hour of poetic dreaming can hardly understand its inex-
pressible soothingness.  Favoured by the clear-obscure,
the material skill employed by art to produce illusion
entirely disgppears. If the work is a picture, the figures
represented seem to spesk and walk; the shede is shadow,
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the light is day; the flesh lives, eyes move, blood flows in
their veins, and guffs have a changing sheen.  Imagina-
tion hdps the realism of every detail, and only sess the
beauties of the work. At that hour illuson reigns des
patically ; perhaps it wakes at night-fall! Isnot illuson
a ot of night to the mind, which we people with
dreams? Illusion then unfolds its wings, it bears the
soul aloft to the world of fancies a world full of volup-
tuous imaginings, where the artist forgets the real world,
yeserday and the morrow, the future—everything down
to its miseries, the good and the evil alike.

At this magic hour a young painter, a man of talent,
who saw in art nothing but Art itsdf, was perched
on a dep-ladder which heped him to work at a large
high painting, now nearly finished. Criticisng him-
odf, honesly admiring himsdf, floating on the cur-
rent of his thoughts, he then log himsdf in one
of those meditative moods which ravish and devate
the soul, soathe it, and comfort it. His reverie had no
doubt laged a long time. Night fell. Whether he
meant to come down from his perch, or whether he
made some ill-judged movement, believing himself to be
on the floor—the event did not allow of his remembering
exactly the cause of his accident—he fell, his head struck
a footstool, he log consdousnessand lay motionless during
a ace of time of which he knew not the length.

A sweet voice roussd him from the sunned condition
into which he had sunk. When he opened his eyes the
flash of a bright light made him dose them agan im-
mediately ; but through the mist that veled his snss
he heard the whispering of two women, and fet two
young, two timid hands on which his head was resting.
He soon recovered constiousness, and by the light of an
old-fashioned Argand lamp he could make out the most
charming girl's face he had ever seen, one of those heads
which are often supposd to be a freak of the brush, but
which to him suddenly realissd the theories of the ideal
beauty which every artist creates for himsdf and whence
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his art proceeds. The features of the unknown belonged,
so to say, to the refined and delicate type of Prudhon's
school, but had dso the poetic sentiment which Girodet
gave to the inventions of his phantasy. The freshness of
the temples, the regular arch of the eyebrows, the purity
of outline, the virginal innocence so plainly stamped on
every feature of her countenance, made the girl a perfect
creature. Her figure was slight and graceful, and frail in
form. Her dress though simple and neat, revedled neither
wealth nor penury.

As he recovered his snses the painter gave expression
to his admiration by a look of surprise, and stammered
some confused thanks. He found a handkerchief pressed
to his forehead, and above the smell peculiar to a studio,
he recognised the strong odour of ether, applied no doubt
to revive him from his fainting fit. Finally he saw an
old woman, looking like a marquise of the old school,
who held the lamp and was advising the young girl.

" Monsieur,' said the younger woman in reply to one of
the questions put by the painter during the few minutes
when he was still under the influence of the vagueness
that the shock had produced in his ideas, 'my mother
and | heard the noise of your fell on the floor, and we
fancied we heard a groan. The slence following on the
crash alarmed us, and we hurried up. Finding the key in
thelatch, we happily took the liberty of entering, and we
found you lying motionless on the ground. My mother
went to fetch what was needed to bathe your head and
revive you. You have cut your forehead—there. Do
you feel it ?'

"Yes, | do now," he replied.

" Oh, it will be nothing," said the old mother. ' Happily
your head rested against this lay-figure.'

"I fed infinitely better,’ replied the painter. ' | need
nothing further but a hackney cab to take me home.
The porter's wife will go for one'

He tried to repeat his thanks to the two strangersj but

k
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at each sentence the dder lady interrupted him, saying,
'To-morrow, Monseur, pray be careful to put on
leches, or to be bled, and drink a few cups of some
thing healing. A fall may be dangerous'

The young girl sole a look at the painter and at the
pictures in the sudio. Her expression and her glances
revealed perfect propriety ; her curiosity ssemed rather
absence of mind, and her eyes seamed to ek the interest
which women fed, with the most engaging spontaneity,
in everything which causs us suffering.  The two
drangers seemed to forget the painter's works in the
painter'smishap. When he had reessured them as to his
condition they left, looking at him with an anxiety that
wasequally freefrom indgstanceand from familiarity, with-
out asking any indiscregt quegtions, or trying to incite
him to any wish to visit them. Their proceedings all
bore the hall-mark of natural refinement and good taste.
Their noble and smple manners at first made no great
impresson on the painter, but subsequently, as herecalled
all the details of the incident, he was greatly struck by
them.

When they reached the floor beneath that occupied by
the painter's sudio, the old lady gently observed,
' Adelaide, you left the door open.'

" That was to come to my assdance' sad the painter,
with a grateful smile.

' Y ou came down just now, mother,' replied the young
girl, with a blush.

" Would you like us to accompany you all the way
downgairs ? asked the mother. ' The dairsaredark.'

" No thank you, indeed, Madame ; | am much better.'

' Hold tightly by the rail.'

The two women remained on the landing to light the
young man, listening to the sound of his geps

In order to st forth clearly all the exciting and un-
expected interest this scene might have for the young
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painter, it must be told that he had only afew days since
established his studio in the attics of this house, situated in
the darkest and, therefore, the most muddy part of the
Rue de Suresnes, amost opposite the Church of the
Madeleine, and quite close to his rooms in the Rue des
Champs-Elysees. The fame his talent had won him
having made him one of the artistss most dear to his
country, he was beginning tofed freefrom want, and, to
use his own expression, was enjoying hislast privations.
Instead of going to hiswork in one of the studios near
the city gates, where the moderate rents had hitherto
beenin proportion to his humble earnings, he had gratified
awish that was new every morning, by sparing himself a
longwalk, and the loss of much time, now more vauable
than ever.

No man in the world would have inspired feelings of
greater interest than Hippolyte Schinner if he would ever
have consented to make acquaintance; but he did not
lightly entrust to others the secrets of hislife. He wasthe
idol of anecessitous mother, who had brought him up at the
cogt of the severest privations. Mademoiselle Schinner,
the daughter of an Alsatian farmer, had never been married.
Her tender soul had been cruelly crushed, long ago, by a
rich man, who did not pride himself on any great delicacy
in his love affars. The day when, as a young girl, in all
the radiance of her beauty and all the triumph of her life,
she suffered, at the cost of her heart and her sweet illusions,
the disenchantment Which fals on us so slowly and yet so
quickly—for we try to postpone as long as possible our
belief in evil, and it seems to come too soon—that day
was a whole age of reflection, and it was dso a day of
religious thougnt and resignation. She refused the ams
of the man who had betrayed her, renounced the world,
and made a glory of her shame. She gave herself up
entirely to her motherly love, seeking in it all her joysin
exchangefor the social pleasuresto which she bid farewell.
Shelived by work, saving up atreasure in her son. And,
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in after years, a day, an hour repaid her amply for the long
and weary sacrifices of her indigence.

At the last exhibition her son had received the Cross
of the Legion of Honour. The newspapers, unanimous
in hailing an unknown genius, still rang with sincere
praises. Artists themselves acknowledged Schinner as a
master, and dedes covered his cawases with gold
pieces. At five-and-twenty Hippolyte Schinner, to whom
his mother had transmitted her woman's soul, under-
stood more clearly than ever his position in the world.
Anxious to restore to his mother the pleasures of which
society had so long robbed her, he lived for her, hoping
by the aid of fame and fortune to sse her one day happy,
rich, respected, and surrounded by men of mark. Schinner
had therefore chosen his friends among the most honour-
able and distinguished men. Fastidious in the selection
of hisintimates, he desired to raise still further a position
which his talent had placed high. The work to which
he had devoted himself from boyhood, by compelling him
to dwell in solitude—the mother of great thoughts—had
left him the beautiful beliefswhich grace the early days
of life. His adolescent soul was not closed to any of the
thousand bashful emotions by which a young man is a
being apart, whose heart abounds in joys, in poetry, in
virginal hopes, puerile in the eyes of men of the world,
but desp because they are single-hearted.

He was endowed with the gentle and polite manners
which spesk to the soul, and fascinate even those who do
not understand them. He was well made. His voice,
coming fromhisheart, stirred that of others to noble senti-
ments, and bore witness to his true modesty by a certain
ingenuousness of tone. Those who saw him felt drawn
to him by that attraction of the moral nature which men
of science are happily unable to analyse; they would
detect in it some phenomenon of galvanism, or the current
of I know not what fluid, and express our sentimentsin a
formulaof ratios of oxygen and electricity"
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These details will perhaps explain to strong-minded
persons and to men of fashion why, in the asence of the
porter whom he had sent to the end of the Rue de la
Madeleine to call him a coach, Hippolyte Schinner did
not ak the man's wife any questions concerning the two
women whose kindness of heart had shown itself in his
behalf. But though he replied Yes or No to the
inquiries, natural under the circumstances, which the
good woman made as to his accident, and the friendly
intervention of the tenants occupying the fourth floor,
he could not hinder her from following the instinct of
her kind j she mentioned the two strangers, speaking of
them as prompted by the interests of her policy and the
subterranean opinions of the porter's lodge.

'Ah,' sad she, 'they were, no doubt, Mademoiselle
Leseigneur and her mother, who have lived here these
four years. We do not yet know exactly what these
ladies do ; in the morning, only till the hour of noon, an
old woman who is half dedf, and who never spesks any
more than awall, comes in to help them ; in the evening,
two or three old gentlemen, with loops of ribbon, like
you, Monsieur, come to se them, and often stay very
late. One of them comes in a carriage with servants,
and is sad to have sixty thousand francs a year. How-
ever, they are very quiet tenants, as you are, Monsieur ;
and economical! they live on nothing, and assoon as a
letter is brought they pay for it. It is a queer thing,
Monsieur, the mother's name is not the same as the
daughter's.  Ah, but when they go for awalk in the
Tuilerics Mademoiselle is very smart, and she never goes
out but she is followed by a lot of young men ; but she
shuts the door in their iace, and she is quite right. The
proprietor would never allow——'

The coach having come, Hippolyte heard no more,
and went home. His mother, to whom he related his
adventure, dressed his wound afresh, and would not alow
him to go to the studio next day. After taking advice,
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various treatments were prescribed, and Hippolyte
remained at home three days During this retirement
his idle fancy recalled vividly, bit by bit, the deails of
the sene that had ensued on his fainting fit. The
young girl's profile was clearly projected againg the
darkness of his inward vision; he sw once more the
mother's faded features or he felt the touch of Addaide's
hands. He remembered some gesure which at firg had
not greatly sruck him, but whose exquiste grace was
thrown into relief by memory; then an attitude, or the
tones of a melodious voice, enhanced by the digance of
remembrance, suddenly rose before him, as objects
plunging to the bottom of degp waters come back to the
wurface

So, on the day when he could resume work, he went
early to his sudio $ but the visit he undoubtedly had a
right to pay to his neighbours was the true cause of his
haste; he had already forgotten the pictures he had
begun. At the moment when a passon throws off its
swaddling clothes, inexplicable pleasures are fet, known
to those who have loved. So some readers will under-
gand why the painter mounted the gairs to the fourth
floor but dowly, and will be in the secret of the throbs
that followed each other so rapidly in his heart at the
moment when he saw the humble brown door of the
rooms inhabited by Mademoisdlle Lesdigneur. Thisgirl,
whose name was not the same as her mother's, had
aroussd the young painter's degpes sympathies, he chose
to fancy some similarity between himsdf and her as to
their postion, and attributed to her mifortunes of birth
akin to his own. All the time he worked Hippolyte
gave himsdf very willingly to thoughts of love, and made
a great deal of nose to compd the two ladies to think of
him, as he was thinking of them. He dayed late at the
Sudio and dined there ; then, at about seven o'dock, he
went down to call on his neighbours.

No painter of manners has ventured to initiate us—
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perhaps out of modesty—into the really curious privacy
of certain Parisan exigences, into the secret of the
dwdlings whence emerge such fresh and edegant toilets,
auch brilliant women, who, rich on the surface, allow the
dgns of very doubtful comfort to pegp out in every part
of their home. If, here, the picture is too boldly drawn,
if you find it tedious in places do not blame the descrip-
tion, which is indeed, part and parcg of my gory 5 for
the appearance of the rooms inhabited by his two
neighbours had a great influence on the fedings and
hopes of Hippolyte Schinner.
' The house bdonged to one of those proprigtors in
whom there is a foregone and profound horror of repairs
and decoration, one of the men who regard their postion
as Paris houseowners as a busnes In the vagt chain
of moral ecies thee people hold a middle place between
the miss and the usurer.  Optimists in their own
interedts, they are all faithful to the Austrian status quo.
If you spesk of moving a cupboard or a door, of opening
the mog indispensable air-hole, their eyes flash, their bile
rises they rear like a frightened horse. When the wind
blows down a few chimney-pots they are quite ill, and
deprive themsdves of an evening at the Gymnase or
the Porte-Saint-Martin Theatre, ' on account of repairs!
Hippolyte, who had sen the performance gratis of a
comical sene with Monsieur Molineux as concerning
certain decorative repairs in his studio, was not surprised
to s the dark greasy paint, the oily dains, spots and
other disagresable accessries that varied the woodwork.
And thee stigmata of poverty are not altogether devoid
of poetry in an artig's eyes

Mademoisdle Leseigneur hersdf opened the door. On
recognising the young artist she bowed, and at the same
time, with Parisan adroitness, and with the presence of
mind that pride can lend, she turned round to shut a
door in a gass partition through which Hippolyte might
have caught sght of some linen hung by fines over
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patent ironing doves an old camp-bed, some wood-
embers, charcoal, irons, a filter, the househald crockery,
and all the utensls familiar to a small household.
Muslin curtains, fairly white, carefully soreened this
lumber-room—a cagharnaum, as the French call such a
domegtic laboratory,—whicli was lighted by windows
looking out on a neighbouring yard.

Hippolyte, with the quick eye of an artist, ssw the
uss the furniture, the general effect and condition of
this first room, thus cut in half. The more honourable
half, which served both as anteroom and dining-room,
was hung with an old salmon-rose-coloured paper, with a
flock border, the manufacture of Reveillon, no doubt;
the holes and gats had been carefully touched over with
wafers.  Prints representing the battles of Alexander, by
Lebrun, in frames with the gilding rubbed off, were
symmetrically arranged on the walls. In the middle
dood a masive mahogany table, old-fashioned in shape
and worn at the edges A gmal dove whose thin
draight pipe was scarcdy visble dood in front of the
chimney-place, but the hearth was occupied by a cup-
board. By a drange contrag the chairs showed some
remains of former splendour; they were of carved
mahogany, but the red morocco seets the gilt nails and
reeded backs showed as many sars as an old sergeant of
the Imperial Guard.

This room did duty as a museum of certain objects,
such as are never s but in this kind of amphibious
household; namdess objects with the samp at once of
luxury and penury. Among other curiosties Hippolyte
noticed a splendidly finished tdescope, hanging over the
small discoloured dlass that decorated the chimney' To
harmonise with this drange collection of furniture there
was between the chimney and the partition, a wretched
Sdeboard of painted wood, pretending to be mahogany,
of all woods the mog impossble to imitate. But the
dippery red quarries, the shabby little rugs in front of
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the chairs and all the furniture, shone with the hard-
rubbing deanliness which lends a treacherous lugre to
old things by making their defects, their age, and their
long service still more congpicuous. An indescribable odour
pervaded the room, a mingled smel of the exhalations
from the lumber room, and the vapours of the dining-
room, with those from the gairs, though thewindow was
partly open. The air from the dreet fluttered the
dugty curtains, which were carefully drawn so as to hide
the window bay, where former tenants had tegtified to
their presence by various ornamental additions—a sort of
domegtic fresoo.

Addaide hastened to open the door of the inner room,
where she announced the painter with evident pleasure
Hippolyte, who, of yore, had sen the same dgns of
poverty in his mother's home, noted them with the
sngular vividness of impression which characterises the
earlies acquistionsof memory, and entered into the details
of this existence better than any one dse would have done.
As he recognised the facts of hislife as a child, the kind
young felow felt neither scorn for disguised misfortune
nor pride in the luxury he had lately conquered for his
mather.

"Well, Monsieur, | hope you no longer fed the effects
of your fall,’ said the old lady, rising from an antique
armchair that good by the chimney, and offering him a
Seat.

' No, Madame. | have come to thank you for the
kind care you gave me, and above all Mademoisdlle, who
heard me fall.'

As he uttered this gpeech, gamped with the exquisite
stupidity given to the mind by the first disturbing
symptoms of true love, Hippolyte looked at the young
girl. Adeaidewas lighting the Argand lamp, no doubt,
that she might get rid of a tallow candle fixed in alarge
copper flat-candlestick, and graced with a heavy fluting
of grease from its guttering. She answered with a dight
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bow, carried the flat candlestick into the ante-room, came
back, and after placing the lamp on the chimney shelf,
seated herself by her mother, alittle behind the painter,
S0 as to be ableto look at him at her ease, while apparently
much interested in the burning of the lamp; the flame,
checked by the damp in a dingy chimney, sputtered as it
struggled with a charred and badly trimmed wick.
Hippolyte, seeing the large mirror that decorated the
chimney piece, immediately fixed his eyes on it to admire
Adelaide. Thus the girl's little stratagem only sarved to
embarrass them both.

Whiletalking with Madame Leseigneur, for Hippolyte
called her so, on the chance of being right, he examined
the room, but unobtrusively and by stealth.

The Egyptian figures on the iron fire-dogs were
scarcely visible, the hearth was so hegped with cinders;
two brands tried to meet in front of a sham log of fire-
brick, as carefully buried as a miser's treasure could ever
be. An old Aubusson carpet, very much faded, very
much mended, and as worn as a pensioner's coat, did not
cover the whole of thetiled floor, and the cold struck to his
feet. Thewallswerehungwith areddish paper, imitating
figured silk with a yellow pattern. In the middle of the
wall opposite the windows the painter saw a crack, and
the outline marked on the paper of double-doors, shutting
off a recess where Madame Leseigneur slept no doubt, a
fact ill disguised by asofain front of the door. Facing
the chimney, above a mahogany chest of drawers
of handsome and tasteful design, was the portrait of
an officer of rank, which the dim light did not alow
him to sse well; but from what he could make out he
thought that the fearful daub must have been painted in
China. The window-curtains of red silk were as much
faded as the furniture, in red and yellow worsted work, if
this room 'contrived a double debt to pay. On the
marble top of the chest of drawers was a costly malachite
tray, with a dozen coffee cups magnificently painted, and
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made, no doubt, at Sevres.  On the chimney shelf stood
the omnipresent Empire clock : awarrior driving the four
horses of a chariot, whose wheel bore the numbers of the
hours on its spokes.  The tapers in the tall candlesticks
were yellow with smoke, and at each corner of the shelf
stood a porcelain vase crowned with artificial flowers full
of dust and stuck into moss.

In the middle of the room Hippolyte remarked a card-
table ready for play, with new packs of cards. For an
observer there was something heartrending in the sight of
this misery painted up like an old woman who wants to
fdsfy her face At such a sight every man of sne
must at once have stated to himself this obvious dilemma
—either these two women are honesty itself, or they live
by intrigue and gambling. Butonlooking at Adelaide, a
man so pure-minded as Schinner could not but believe in
her perfect innocence, and ascribe the incoherence of the
furniture to honourable causes

" My dear,’ sad the old lady to the young one, ' | am
cold; make a little fire, and give me my shawl.'

Adelaide went into a room next the drawing-room,
where she no doubt dept, and returned bringing her
mother a cashmere shawl, which when new must have
been very costly j the patternwas Indian ; but it was old,
faded, and full of darns, and matched the furniture.
Madame Leseigneur wrapped herself in it very artistically,
and with the readiness of an old woman who wishes to
make her words seem truth. The young girl ran lightly
off to the lumber-room and regppeared with a bundle of
small wood, which she gallantly threw on the fire to
revive it.

It would be rather difficult to reproduce the conversa
tion which followed among these three persons.  Hippo-
lyte, guided by the tact which is amost adways the out-
come of misfortune suffered in early youth, dared not
allow himself to make the least remark as to his neigh-
bours’ situation, as he saw all about him the signs of ill-
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diguissd poverty. The dmplet question would have
been an indiscretion, and could only be ventured on by
old friendship. The painter wasnevertheess absorbed in
the thought of this concealed penury, it pained his
generous oul ; but knowing how offensve every kind of
pity may be even the friendliest, the disparity between
his thoughts and his words made him fed uncomfortable.

The two ladies at first talked of painting, for women
easly guess the secret embarrassment of a first call; they
themsdves fed it perhaps and the nature of their mind
supplies them with athousand devices to put an end to it.
By quegtioning the young man as to the material exercise
of his art, and as to his sudies, Adelaide and her mother
emboldened him to talk. The indefinable nothings of
their chat, animated by kind feding, naturally led
Hippolyte to flash forth remarks or reflections which
showed the character of his habits and of his mind.
Trouble had prematurely faded the old lady's face,
formerly handsome, no doubt; nothing was left but
the more prominent features, the outline, in a word, the
skeleton of a countenance of which the whole effect in-
dicated great shrewdness with much grace in the play of
the eyes in which could be discerned the expresson
peculiar to women of the old Court; an expresson that
cannot be defined in words  Those fine and mobile
features might quite as well indicate bad fedings and
suggest aduteness and womanly artifice carried to a high
pitch of wickedness, as reveal the refined ddicacy of a
beautiful soul.

Indeed, the face of a woman has this element of mystery
to puzzle the ordinary observer, that the difference
between frankness and duplicity, the genius for intrigue
and the genius of the heart, is there inscrutable. A man
gifted with a penetrating eye can read the intangible
shade of difference produced by a more or less curvedltne,
a more or less dexp dimple, a more or less prominent
feature. The appreciation of these indications lies
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entirely in the domain of intuition ; thisaonecan lead to
the discovery of what every one is interested in conceal-
ing. Thisold lady'sfacewasliketheroom sheinhabited ;
it seemed as difficult to detect whether this squalor covered
vice or the highest virtue, as to decidewhether Adelaide's
mother was an old coquette accustomed to weigh, to
calculate, to sell everything, or a loving woman, full of
noble feeling and amiable qualities. But at Schinner's
age the first impulse of the heart is to believe in
goodness.  And indeed, as he studied Adelaide'snoble and
almost haughty brow, a he looked into her eyes full of
soul and thought, he breathed, so to spesk, the sweet and
modest fragrance of virtue. In the course of the conver-
sation he seized an opportunity of discussing portraitsin
general, to give himself a pretext for examining the
frightful pastel, of which the colour had flown, and the
chalk in many places fallen away.

"You are attached to that picture for the sske of the
likeness, no doubt, Mesdames, for the drawing is dread-
ful ? he said, looking at Adelaide.

"It was done at Calcutta, in great haste,' replied the
mother, in an agitated voice.

She gazed at the formless sketch with the deep absorp-
tion which memories of happiness produce when they are
roused and fall on the heart like a beneficent dew to whose
refreshing touch we loveto yield ourselves up; but in the
expression of the old lady's face there were traces too of
perennial regret. At least, it was thus that the painter
chose to interpret her attitude and countenance, and he
presently st down again by her side.

'Madame," he said, ' in a very short timethe colours of
that pastel will have disappeared. The portrait will only
survive in your memory. Where you will still s the
fece that is dear to you, otherswill s nothing at all.
Will" you allow me to reproduce the likeness on canvas ?
it wilt be more permanently recorded then than on that
sheet of paper.  Grant me, | beg, asaneighbourly favour,
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the pleasure of doing you this servicee There are times
when an artigt is glad of a respite from his greater under-
takings by doing work of less lofty pretendons o it will
be a recreation for me to paint that head/

The old lady flushed as she heard the painter's words,
and Adedaide shat one of those glances of degp feding
which seam to flash from the soul.  Hippolyte wanted to
fed some tie linking him with his two neighbours, to con-
guer aright to mingle in their life. His offer, appealing
asit did to the liveliest affections of the heart, was the
only one he could possbly make ; it gratified his pride as
an artist, and could not hurt the fedings of the ladies
Madame Lesaigneur accepted, without eagerness or reluc-
tance, but with the sdf-posesson of a noble soul, fully
aware of the character of bonds formed by such an
obligation, while, at the same time, they are its highest
glory as a proof of esteem.

' | fancy, said the painter, 'that the uniform is that of
a naval officer 7

'Yes, she said, 'that of a captain in command of a
vesd. Monseur de Rouville—my husband—died at
Batavia in conssquence of a wound recaved in a fight
with an English ship they fell in with off the Agatic
coasd. He commanded a frigate of fifty-six guns, and the
Revengecarried ninety-six. Thestrugglewasvery unequal,
but he defended his ship so bravely that he held out till
nightfall and got away. When | came back to France
Bonaparte was not yet in power, and | was refussd a
penson. When | applied again for it, quite lately, | was
sernly informed that if the Baron de Rouville had
emigrated | should not have log him ; that by this time
he would have been rear-admiral; finally, his Excdlency
quoted | know not what decree of forfeiture. | took
this gep, to which | was urged by my friends, only for
the sake of my poor Adédaide. | have always hatecf the
idea of holding out my hand as a beggar in the name of a
grief which deprives a woman of voice and strength. |
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do not like this money valuation for blood irreparably,
pilt '

" Dear mother, this subject always does you harm.'

In reponse to this remark from Adelaide, the Baronne
Lessigneur bowed, and was slent.

' Monsieur,’ sad the young girl to Hippolyte, 'I
had supposd that a painter's work was generally fairly
quiet ?

At this quegtion Schinner coloured, remembering the
noie he had made Adedaide ssid no more, and gared
him afasehood by rising at the sound of a carriage sop-
ping at the door. She went into her own room, and
returned carrying a pair of tall gilt candlestickswith partly
burnt wax candles which she quickly lighted, and without
waiting for the bel to ring, she opened the door of the
outer room, where she st thelamp down. The sound of
a kiss given and receved found an echoin Hippolyte's
heart. The young man's impatience to s the man
who treated Adelaide with so much familiarity, was not
immediately gratified ; the new-comershad a conver sation,
which he thought very long, in an undertone, with the
young girl.

At lag Mademoisdle de Rouvillereturned, followed by
two men, whose cosume, countenance, and appearance
are along story.

Thefirst, a man of about sixty, wore one of the coats
invented, | believe, for LouisxviiL, then on the throne,
in which the mog difficult problem of the sartorial art had
been slved by a tailor who ought to beimmortal. That
artist certainly undersood the art of compromise, which
was the moving genius of that period of shifting politics.
Isit not arare merit to be able to takethe measure of the
time? This coat, which the young men of the presnt
day may conceve to be fabulous, was neither civil nor
military, and might pas for civil or military by turns.
Fleurs-dedi$ were embroidered on the lapds of the back
skirts. The gilt buttons aw bore fleurs-delis ; on the
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shoulders a pair of graps cried out for usdess epaulettes;
these military appendages were there like a petition
without a recommendation. This old gentleman's coat
was of dark blue cloth, and the buttonhole had blossomed
into many coloured ribbons. He, no doubt, always carried
hishat in hishand—athree-cor nered cocked hat, with a gold
cord—for the snowy wingsof hispowdered hair showed not
atrace of its presure  He might have been taken for not
more than fifty years of age, and seemed to enjoy robugt
health. Whilewearing the frank and loyal expresson of
the old emigres, his countenance al hinted at the easy
habits of a libertine, at the light and reckless passions of
the Musketeers formerly so famous in the annals of
gallantry. Hisgedtures, his attitude, and his manner pro-
claimed that he had no intention of correcting himsdf of
his royalism, of hisreligion, or of his love affairs.

A really fantadtic figure came in behind this specimen
of' Louis xiv.'slight infantry'—anicknamegiven by the
Bonapartigts to these venerable survivors of the Monar chy.
Todo it justice it ought to be madetheprincipal object in
the picture, and it is but an accesory.  Imagine a lean,
dry man, dresed like the former, but seeming to be only
his reflection, or his shadow, if you will. The coat, new
on the first, on the ssoond was old; the powder in his
hair looked less white, the gold of theJleur$-de~li$ les
bright, the shoulder sraps more hopdess and dog's-eared;
his intellect ssemed more feeble his life nearer the fetal
term than in the former. In short, he redlised Rivarols
witticism on Champcenetz, ' He is the moonlight of me''
He was smply his double, a paler and poorer double, for
there was between them all the difference that lies between
thefirst and las impressons of a lithogr aph.

This spethless old man was a mystery to the painter,
and always remained a mystery. The Chwatier, for he
was a Chevalier, did not speak, nobody spoke to him.
Was he a friend, a poor relation, a man who followed at
the old gallant's heds as a lady companion does at an
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old lady's? Did hefill a place midway between a dog, a
parrot, and a friend ? Had he saved his patron's fortune,
or only hislife? WashetheTrim to another Captain
Toby? Elsewhere, asat the Baronne de Rouvill€'s, he
always piqued curiogity without satisfyingit. Who, after
the Restoration, could remember the attachment which,
before the Revolution, had bound this man to his friend's
wife, dead now these twenty years ?

The leader, who appeared the leagt dilapidated of these
wrecks, came gallantly up to Madame de Rouville, kissd
her hand, and sat down by her. The other bowed and
placed himsdf not far from his modd, at a disance re-
presnted by two chairs. Adelaide came behind the old
gentleman's armchair and leaned her dbows on the back,
unconscioudy imitating the attitude given to Dido's sser
by Guerin in his famous picture.

Though the gentleman'sfamiliarity wasthat of afather,
hisfreedom ssemed at the moment to annoy theyoung girl.

' What, are you sulky with me ?' he said.

Then he shat at Schinner one of those sdelooks full of
shrewdness and cunning, diplomatic looks, whose expres
son betrays the discrest uneasness the poalite curiosty of
well-bred people, and ssms to ak, when they se a
granger,” Ishe one of us?

' Thisis our neighbour,’ said the old lady, pointing to
Hippolyte. ' Monseur is a cdebrated painter, whose
name must be known to you in spite of your indifference
tothearts!

The old man sw his friend's mischievous intent in
suppresing the name, and bowed to the young man'

' Certainly,' ssid he. ' | heard a great deal about his
pictures at the lag Salon. Talent has immense privileges,
he added, observing the artist's red ribbon. 'That dis
tinction, which we must earn at the cost of our blood and
long service, you win in your youth ; but all glory is of
the same kindred,' he said, laying his hand on his Cross of
Saint-Louis.

L
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Hippolyte murmured a few words of acknowledgment,
and was slent again, satified to admire with growing
enthusasm the beautiful girl's head that charmed him so
much. He was soon lost in contemplation, completely
forgetting the extreme misery of the dwelling. To him
Adelaide, face ¢0od out againg a luminous atmosphere.
He replied briefly to the quetions addresssd to him,
which, by good luck, heheard, thanksto asingular faculty
of the soul which sometimes ssams to have a double con-
gouess Who has not known what it isto st log in
sad or ddicious meditation, listening to its voice within,
while attending to a conversation or to reading? An
admirable duality which often hdps us to tolerate a bore!
Hope, prolific and smiling, poured out before him a
thousand vigons of happiness, and he refused to condder
what was going on around him. As confiding as a child,
it ssemed to him base to analyse a pleasure.

After a short lapse of time he perceived that the old
lady and her daughter were playing cards with the old
gentleman. As to the satellite, faithful to his function as
a shadow, he good behind his friend's chair watching his
game, and answering the player's mute inquiries by little
approving nods, repeating the questioning gestures of the
other countenance.

' Du Halga, | always lose' said the gentleman.

'You discard badly, replied the Baronne de
Rouville.

'"For three months now | have never won a single
game' sad he

' Have you the aces 7 aked the old lady'

' Yes, one more to mark,' said he.

" Shall | come and adviee you ?* said Adelaide.

"No, no. Stay where | can s= you. By Gad, it
would be losing too much not to have you to look at! "

At lag thegamewasover. Thegentleman pulled out
his purse, and, throwing two Louisd'or on the table, not
without temper—
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" Forty francs' he exclaimed, ' the exact sum.—Deuce
takeit! It isdeven o'clock.

" It is deven o'clock,' repeated the silent figure, looking
at the painter.

Theyoung man, hearing these words rather more dis
tinctly than all the others thought it time to retire.
Coming back to the world of ordinary ideas he found a
few commonplace remarks to make, took leave of the
Baroness her daughter, and the two strangers, and went
away, wholly posessd by the first raptures of true love,
without attempting to analyse the little incidents of the
evening.

On the morrow the young painter felt the mogt ardent
desre to e Addaide once more. I he had followed the
call of his passon, he would have gone to his neighbours
door at six in the morning, when he went to his gudio.
However, he gtill was reasonable enough to wait till the
afternoon. But as soon as he thought he could present
himsdf to Madame de Rouville, he went downgairs, rang,
blushing likea girl, shyly aked Mademoisdle Lessigneur,
who came to let him in, to let him have the portrait of
the Baron.

'But come in,' said Adelaide, who had no doubt heard
him come down from the studio.

The painter followed, bashful and out of countenance,
not knowing what to say, happiness had so dulled his wit.
To = Addlaide, to hear the rudle of her skirt, after
longing for a whole morning to be near her, after starting
up a hundred times—' | will go down now'—and not to
have gone; this was to him life so rich that such sns
tions, too greatly prolonged, would have wor n out his spirit.
The heart has the singular power of giving extraordinary
value to mere nothings. What joy it is to a traveller
to treasure a blade of grass an unfamiliar leaf, if he has
risked his life topluck it! It isthe same with the trifles
of love.

The old lady was not in the drawing-room. When
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the young girl found hersdf there, aone with the
painter, she brought a chair to gand on, to take down
the picture; but perceiving that she could not unhook it
without setting her foot on the chet of drawers, she
turned to Hippolyte, and said with a blush—

" | am not tall enough. Will you get it down ?'

A feding of modesty, betrayed in the expresson of her
face and the tones of her voice was the real motive of
her request; and the young man, undergtanding this,
gave her one of those glances of intdligence which are
the swegtest language of love. Seding that the painter
had read her soul, Addaide cas down her eyes with the
ingtinct of resrve which is the ssoret of a maiden's
heart. Hippolyte, finding nothing to say, and feding
amog timid, took down the picture, examined it gravely,
carrying it tothe light at the window, and then went
away, without saying a word to Mademoisdlle L essigneur
but, ' I will return it soon!

During this brief moment they both went through one
of those gorms of agitation of which the effects In the
soul may be compared to those of a gone flung into a
dep lake. The mogt delightful waves of thought rise
and follow each other, indescribable, repeated, and aimless,
tosing the heart like the circular ripples, which for a long
time fret the waters, starting from the point where the
gone fell.

Hippolyte returned to the sudio bearing the portrait'
His ead was ready with a fresh canvas and his
palette s, his brushes deaned, the ot and the light
carefully chosen.  And till the dinner hour he worked at
the painting with the ardour artigts throw into their
whims. He went again that evening to the Baronne de
Rouville's, and remained from ninetill deven. Except-
ing the different subjects of conversation, this evening
was exactly like the las. The two old men arrived at
the same hour, the same game of piquet was played, the
same Peches made by the players, the sum logt by
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Addaide's friend was not less condderable than on the
previous evening; only Hippolyte, a little bolder,
ventured to chat with the young girl.

A week pasd thus and in the course of it the
painter's fedings and Addaides underwent the dow and
delightful transformations which bring two souls to a
perfect underganding. Every day the look with which
the girl welcomed her friend grew more intimate, more
confiding, gayer, and more open ; her voice and manner
became more eager and more familiar. They laughed
and talked together, telling each other their thoughts,
speaking of themsdves with the simplicity of two children
who have made friends in a day, as much as if they had
met congantly for three years. Schinner wished to be
taught piquet. Being ignorant and a novice, he, of
course, made blunder after blunder, and, like the old
man, he log almog every game.  Without having spoken
aword of love the lovers knew that they were all in all
to one another. Hippolyte enjoyed exerting his power
over his gentle little friend, and many concessons were
made to him by Addaide, who, timid and devoted to
him, was quite decdved by the assumed fits of temper,
auch as the least skilled lover and the mogt guildess girl
can affect ; and which they congtantly play off, as spoilt
children abuse the power they owe to their mother's
affection. Thusall familiarity between the girl and the
old Count was soon put a gop to. She undersood the
painter's meancholy, and the thoughts hidden in the
furrows on his brow, from the abrupt tone of the few
words he gpoke when the old man unceremonioudy
kissed Addaide's hands or throat.

Mademoisdle Lesagneur, on her part, soon expected
her lover to give her a short account of all his actions;
she was 0 unhappy, 0 retless when Hippolyte did not
come, she scolded him so effectually for his absence, that
thepainter had to give up seeing hisother friends, and now
went nowhere.  Adelaide allowed the natural jealousy of
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women to be perceived when she heard that sometimes
at eleven o'dock, on quitting the housg, the painter till
had vidts to pay, and was to be ssn in the mog
brilliant drawingrooms of Paris. This mode of life,
che asured him, was bad for his health ; then, with the
intense conviction to which the accent, the emphads, and
the look of one we love lend so much weight, she
assrted that a man who was obliged to expend his time
and the charms of his wit on several women at once
could not be the object of any very warm affection.
Thus the painter was led, as much by the tyranny of his
passon as by the exactions of a girl in love, to live
exclusvely in the little apartment where everything
attracted him.

And never was there a purer or more ardent love.
On both ddes the same trugtfulness the same delicacy,
gave their pasion increase without the aid of those
sacrifices by which many pesons try to prove ther
affection. Between these two there was such a condant
interchange of sweet emotion that they knew not which
gave or recaved the mog.

A spontaneous affinity made the union of their souls a
doxeone. The progress of this true feding was so rapid
that two months after the accident to which the painter
owed the happiness of knowing Adelaide, their lives were
one life. From early morning the young girl, hearing
footdeps overhead, could sy to hersdf, ' He is there!
When Hippolyte went home to bis mother at the dinner
hour he never failed to look in on his neighbours, and in
the evening he flew there at the accusomed hour with a
lover's punctuality. Thus the mog tyrannical woman
or the mog ambitious in the matter of love could not
have found the gmalles fault with the young painter.
And Adedaide taged of unmixed and unbounded happiness
as she sw the fullest reglisation of the ideal of which, at
her age, it isso natural to dream'

The old gentleman now came morerarely ; Hippolyte,
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who had ben jealous, had taken his place at the green
table, and shared his congant ill-luck at cards And
sometimes, in the midst of his happiness as he consdered
Madame de Rouville's dissdrous podstion—for he had
had more than one proof of her extreme poverty—an
importunate thought would haunt him. Severa times
he had sid to himself as he went home, ' Strange !
twenty francs every evening f ' and he dared not confess
to himsdf his odious suspicions.

He spent two months over the portrait, and when it
was finished, varnished, and framed, he looked upon it as
one of his bes works. Madame la Baronne de Rouville
had never spoken of it again. Was this from indifference
or pride? The painter would not alow himsdf to
account for this dlence  He joyfully plotted with
Addaide to hang the picture in its place when Madame
de Rouville should be out. So one day, during the walk
her mother usually took in the Tuileries, Adeaide for
the firg time went up to Hippolyte's sudio, on the
pretext of seeing the portrait in the good light in which
it had been painted. She sood gexthless and motion'
less, but in ecstatic contemplation, in which all awoman's
fedingsweremerged. For are they not all comprehended
in boundlessadmiration for the man sheloves ? When the
painter, uneasy at her slence, leaned forward to look at
her, she held out her hand, unable to pesk a word, but
two tears fell from her eyes  Hippolyte took her hand,
and covered it with kisses for a minute they looked at
each other in dlence, both longing to confess their love,
and not daring. The painter kept her hand in his, and
the same glow, the same throb, told them that their
hearts were both beating wildly. The young girl, too
greatly agitated, gently drew away from Hippolyte, and
sid, with a look of the utmost smplicity—

" 'Y ou will make my mother very happy.'

"What! only your mother ?' he asked.

' Oh, | am too happy.'
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The painter bent his heed and remained slent,
frightened at the vehemence of the fedings which her
tones tirred in his heart. Then, both understanding the
perils of the stuation, they went downgairs and hung
up the picturein its place.  Hippolyte dined for the first
time with the Barones who, greatly overcome, and
drowned in tears, must nesds embrace him.

In the evening the old emigre, the Baron de Rouville's
old comrade, paid the ladies a visit to announce that he
had just been promoted to the rank of vice-admiral.
His voyages by land over Germany and Russa had been
counted as naval campaigns.  On seeing the portrait he
cordially shook the painter's hand, and exclaimed, ' By
Gad! though my old hulk does not desrve to be
perpetuated, | would gladly give five hundred pigoles to
s mysdf as like as that isto my dear old Rouville!

At this hint the Baroness looked at her young friend
and smiled, while her face lighted up with an expresson
of sudden gratitude. Hippolyte suspected that the old
admiral wished to offer him the price of both portraits
while paying for hisown. His pride as an artist, no less
than his jealousy perhaps took offence at the thought,
and he replied—

"Monsieur, if | were a portrait-painter | should not
have done this one'

Theadmiral bit hislip, and sat down to cards

The painter remained near Adelaide, who proposed a
dozen hands of piquet, to which he agreed. As he
played he observed in Madame de Rouville an excitement
over her game which surprised him. Never before had
the old Baroness manifested so ardent a desire to win, or
so keen ajoy infingering; the old gentleman's gold pieces.
During the evening evil suspicions troubled Hippolyte'
happiness, and filled him with distrust. Could it be that
Madame de Rouville lived by gambling? Was she
playing at this moment to pay off some debt, or under
the pressure of necessty ?  Perhaps she had not paid her
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rent' That old man semed shrewd enough not to
allow his money to be taken with impunity. What
interest attracted -him to this poverty-stricken house he
who was rich ? Why, when he had formerly been so
familiar with Adedaide, had he given up the rights he
had acquired, and which were perhaps his due ?

These involuntary reflections prompted him to watch
the old man and the Baroness whose meaning looks and
certain sddong glances cas at Addaide displeased him,
" Am | being duped ? ' was Hippoly tes lag idea—
horrible, scathing, for he bdieved it just enough to be
tortured by it. He determined to gay after the departure
of the two old men, to confirm or to disdpate his
ugidons  He drew out his purse to pay Addaide ; but,
carried away by his poignant thoughts, he laid it on the
table, falling into a reverie of brief durationj then,
ashamed of his slence, he rose, ansvered some common-
place question from Madame de Rouville, and went
doxe up to her to examine the withered features while he
was talking to her.

He went away, racked by a thousand doubts. He had
gone down but a few geps when he turned back to fetch
the forgotten purse

"1 left my purse here!' he sad to the young girl.

' No,' she said, reddening,

" | thought it was there' and he pointed to the card-
table. Not findingit, in his shame for Addaide and the
Baroness helooked at them with a blank amazement that
madethem laugh, turned pale, felt hiswaistcoat, and said,'|
must have madea mistake. | have it somewhere no doubt/

In one end of the purse there were fifteen Louis
d'or, and in the other some gmall change The theft
was 0 flagrant, and denied with such effrontery, that
Htppolyte no longer fdt a doubt as to his neighbours
morals. He goad still on the gairs and got down with
ome difficulty; his knees shook, he fdt dizzy, he was
in @ cold sweat, he shivered, and found himself unable to
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walk, struggling, as he was, with the agonising shock
caused by the destruction of all his hopes. And at this
moment he found lurking in his memory a number of
observations, trifling in themselves, but which corro-
borated his frightful suspicions, and which, by proving
the certainty of this last incident, opened his eyes as to
the character and life of these two women.

Had they really waited till the portrait was given them
before robbing him of his purse ?  In such a combination
the theft was even more odious. The painter recollected
that for the last two or three evenings Adelaide, while
seeming to examine with a girl's curiosity the particular
stitch of the worn silk netting, was probably counting the
coins in the purse, while making some light jests, quite
innocent in appearance, but no doubt with the object oi
watching for a moment when the sum was worth
stealing.

'"The old admiral hes perhaps good reasons for not
marrying Adelaide, and so the Baroness has tried——,

But at this hypothesis he checked himself, not finishing
his thought, which was contradicted by a very just
reflection, © If the Baroness hopes to get me to marry her
daughter,’ thought he,' they would not have robbed me.'

Then, clinging to hisillusions, to the love that aready
had taken such deep root, he tried to find ajustification in
some accident. ' The purse must have falen on the
floor," said he to himself, "or | left it lying on my chair.
Or perhgps | have it about me—I am so absent-minded !'
He searched himself with hurried movements, but did not
find the ill-starred purse. His memory cruelly retraced
the fatal truth, minute by minute. He distinctly saw
the purse lying on the green cloth ; but then, doubtful
no longer, he excused Adelaide, telling himself that
persons in misfortune should not be so hastily condemned.
There was, of course, some secret behind this apparently
degrading action. He would not admit that that proud
and noble face was a lie.



The Purse 171

At the same time the wretched rooms roe before him,
denuded of the poetry of love which beautifies every-
thing 5 he saw them dirty and faded, regarding them as
emblematic of an inner life devoid of honour, idle and
vicious. Arenot our fedingswritten, as it were, on the
things about us ?

Next morning he rosg not having dept. The heart-
ache, that terrible malady of the soul, had made rapid
inroads. To loe the bliss we dreamed of, to renounce
our whole future, is a keener pang than that caussd by
the loss of known happiness, however complete it may
have been ; for isnot Hope better than Memory ? The
thoughts into which our spirit is suddenly plunged are
like a shordess seq, in which we may swim for a moment,
but where our love is doomed to drown and die. And it
is a frightful death. Are not our fedings the mogt
glorious part of our life? It is this partial death which,
in certain dedicate or powerful natures, leads to the
terrible ruin produced by disenchantment, by hopes and
passons betrayed. Thus it was with the young painter.
He went out at a very early hour to walk under the
fresh shade of the Tuileries, absorbed in his thoughts,
forgetting everything in the world.

There by chance he met one of his mog intimate
friends, a school-fdlow and studio-mate, with whom he
had lived on better termsthan with a brother.

" Why, Hippolyte, what ails you ?" aked Francois
Souchet, the young sculptor who had just won the first
prize, and was soon to st out for Italy.

"I am mog unhappy,' replied Hippolyte gravely.

' Nothing but a love affair can cause you grief.
Money, glory, respect—you lack nothing.'

Insengbly the painter was led into confidences, and
oonfesed his love.  The moment he mentioned the
Rue de Suresne, and a young girl living on the fourth
floor 'Stop, dop, cried Souchet lightly. ' A little girl |
se every morning at the Church of the Assumption, and
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with whom | have a flirtation. But, my dear fellow, we
all know her. The mother is a Baoness. Do youreally
believe in a Baroness living up four flights of stairs?
Brrr!  Why, you ae arelic of the goldenage! We s
the old mother here, in this avenue, every day; why, her
face, her appearance, tell everything. What, have you
not known her for what she is by the way she holds her

The two friends walked up and down for some time,
and severa young men who knew Souchet or Schinner
joined them. The painter's adventure, which the
sculptor regarded as unimportant, was repeated by him.

' So he, too, has seen that young lady!" said Souchet.

And then there were comments, laughter, innocent
mockery, full of the liveliness familiar to artists, but
which pained Hippolyte frightfully. A certain native
reticence made him uncomfortable as he saw his heart's
secret so cardesdy handled, his passon rent, torn to
tatters, a young and unknown girl, whose life ssemed to
be so modest, the victim of condemnation, right or
wrong, but pronounced with such reckless indifference.
He pretended to be moved by a spirit of contradiction,
asking each for proofs of his assertions, and their jests
began again.

' But, my dear boy, haveyou seen the Baronesss shawl ?
asked Souchet.

' Have you ever followed the girl when she patters off
to church in the morning ? said Joseph Bridau, a young
dauber in Gros' studio.

' Oh, the mother has among other virtues a certain
grey gown, which | regard as typical,’ sad Bixiou, the
caricaturist.

' Listen, Hippolyte," the sculptor went on. 'Come
here at about four o'clock, and just study the walk of
both mother and daughter. I after that you still have
doubts! well, no one can ever make anything of you ;
you would be capable of marrying your porter's daughter.'
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Torn by the mos conflicting fedings, the painter
parted from his friends. It seemed to him that Addaide
and her mother must be superior to thee accusations
and at the bottom of his heart he was filled with remorse
for having suspected the purity of this beautiful and
smple girl. He went to his studio, pasing the door
of the rooms where Addaide was, and consdous of a
pain at his heart which no man can misapprehend. He
loved Mademoisdle de Rouville so passonatdy that, in
site of the theft of the purse he till worshipped her.
His love was that of the Chevalier des Grieux admiring
his migress, and holding her as pure, even on the cart
which carries such lost creaturesto prison. ' Why should
not my love keep her the puret of women ? Why
abandon her to evil and to vice without holding out a
rescuing hand to her ?*

The idea of this misson pleassd him. Love makes a
gain of everything. Nothing tempts a young man more
than to play the part of a good genius to a woman.
There is something inexplicably romantic in such an
enterprise which appesals to a highly strung soul.  Is it
not the utmost dretch of devotion under the loftiest and
mog engaging agpect ?  Is there not something grand in
the thought that we love enough still to love on when
the love of others dwindles and dies ?

Hippolyte sat down in his sudio, gazed at his picture
without doing anything to it, seeing the figuresthrough
tears that swelled in his eyes holding his brush in his
hand, going up to the canvas as if to soften down an
effect, but not touching it. Night fell, and he was till
in this attitude. Roused from his moodiness by the
darkness he went downgairs, met the old admiral on
the way, looked darkly at him as he bowed, and fled.

He had intended going in to s the ladies but the
sight of Adelaide's protector froze his heart and digdled
his purpose  For the hundredth time he wondered
what interest could bring this old prodigal, with his
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eighty thousand francs a year, to this fourth story,
where he log about forty francs every evening; and he
thought he could guess what it was.

The next and following days Hippolyte threw himsdf
into hiswork, to try to conquer his passon by the swift
rush of ideas and the ardour of compostion. He half
succeeded.  Study consoled him, though it could not
smother the memories of 0 many tender hours soent
with Adélaide.

One evening, as he left his gudio, he saw the door of
the ladies rooms half open. Somebody was standing in
the recess of the window, and the postion of the door
and the darcae made it impossble that the painter
should pass without seeing Adelaide.  He bowed coldly,
with a glance of supreme indifference; but judging of
the girl's suffering by his own, he felt an inward shudder
as he reflected on the bitterness which that look and
that coldness must produce in a loving heart. Tocrown
the mogst delightful feag which ever brought joy to two
pure souls, by eight days of disdain, of the degpest and
mog utter contempt!—A frightful concluson. And
perhaps the purse had been found, perhaps Adelaide had
looked for her friend every evening.

Thisdmple and natural ideafilled the lover with fresh
remorse; he aked himsdf whether the proofs of attach-
ment given him by the young girl, the delightful talks,
full of the love that had so charmed him, did not desrve
at leag an inquiry ; were not worthy of somejustifica-
tion. Ashamed of having ressted the promptings of his
heart for a whole week, and feding himsdf aimogt a
criminal in this mental struggle, he called the same
evening on Madame de Rouvifle.

All his suspicions, all his evil thoughts vanished at the
sight of the young girl, who had grown pale and thin.

'Good heavens! what is the matter ? he aked her,
after greeting the Baroness

Addaide made no reply, but she gave him a look
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of degp meancholy, a sad, deected look, which pained
him.

" Y ou have, no doubt, been working hard," said the old
lady. 'You are altered. We are the cause of your
scdudon. That portrait had ddayed some pictures
esential to your reputation.'

Hippolyte was glad to find s0 good an excuse for his
rudenes

"Yes' he said, ' | have been very busy, but | have
been suffering——'

At these words Adelaide raised her head, looked at her
lover, and her anxious eyes had now no hint of reproach.

"You mug have thought us quite indifferent to any
good or ill that may befall you ? said the old lady.

I waswrong,' hereplied. ' Still, there are forms of
pain which we know not how to confide to any one,
even to a friendship of older date than that with which
you honour me.'

' The sincerity and srength of friendship are not to
be measured by time. | have semn old friends who had
not a tear to betow on misfortune’ said the Baroness
nodding sadly.

'But you—what ails you?' the young man aked
Adelaide.

' Oh, nothing,' replied the Baroness' Adelaide has st
up late for some nights to finish some little piece of
woman's work, and would not listen to me when | told
her that a day moreor less did not matter——'

Hippolyte was not listening. As he looked at these
two noble, calm faces he blushed for his suspidons and
ascribed the loss of his purse to some unknown accident.

Thiswas a ddicious evening to him, and perhaps to
her too. There are some screts which young souls
understand so well. Addaide could read Hippolyte's
thoughts. Though he could not confess his misdeeds, the
painter knew them, and he had come back to hismidress
more in love, and more affectionate, trying thus to



176 The Purse

purchase her tacit forgiveness Adelaide was enjoying
such perfect, such swest happiness that she did not
think she had paid too dear for it with all the grief that
had s0 crudly cushed he soul. And yet, this true
concord of hearts, this undersanding so full of magic
charm, was disurbed by a little spesch of Madame de
Rouville's.

" Let us have our little game,' she said, ' for my old
friend Kergarouet will not let me off?

These words revived all the young painter's fears ; he
coloured as he looked at Adedlaide's mother, but he saw
nothing in her countenance but the expresson of the
frankes good-nature ; no double meaning marred its
charm 5 its kesnness was not perfidious, its humour
samead  kindly, and no trace of remorse disurbed its
equanimity.

He st down to the card-table. Adedaide took dde
with the painter, saying that hedid not know piquet, and
nesded a partner.

All through the game Madame de Rouville and her
daughter exchanged looks of intelligence, which alarmed
Hippolyte all the more because he was winning ; but at
lagt a final hand left the loversin the old lady's debt.

To fed for some money in his pocket the painter took
his hands off the table, and he then saw beforehim a purse
which Adelaide had dipped in front of him without his
noticing it; the poor child had the old onein her hand,
and, to kegp her countenance, was looking intoit for the
money to pay her mother. The blood rushed to Hippo'
Iyte's heart with such force that he was near fainting.

The new purse subdituted for his own, and which
contained his fifteen gold louis, was worked with gilt
beads The rings and tasds bore witness to Adfiaide's
good taste, and she had no doubt spent all her little hoard
in ornamenting this pretty piece of work. It was im-
possble to say with greater delicacy that the painter,
gift could only be repaid by some proof of affection.
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Hippolyte, overcome with happiness turned to look at
Adelaide and her mother, and saw that they were
tremulous with pleasure and ddight at their little trick.
He fdt himsdf mean, sordid, a fool; he longed to punish
himsdf, to rend his heart. A few tears rose to his eyes,
Dy an irresgtible impulse he sprang up, dagped Adedaide
in hisarms, presed her to hisheart, and gole a kiss; then
with the smple heartiness of an artist, 'l ak her for my
wife I ' he exclaimed, looking at the Baroness

Addaide looked at him with half-wrathful eyes and
Madame de Rouville, somewhat astonished, was consder-
ing her reply, when the soene was interrupted by a ring
at the bell. The old vice-admiral came in, followed by
his shadow, and Madame Schinner. Having guessed the
cause of the grief her son vainly endeavoured to concedl,
Hippolyte's mother had made inquiries among her friends
concerning Adelaide.  Very justly alarmed by the
calumnies which weighed on the young girl, unknown to
the Comte de Kergarouet, whose name she learnt from
the porter's wife, she went to report them to the vice-
admiral ; and he, in his rage, declared 'he would crop all
the scoundrds ears for them.'

Then, prompted by hiswrath, hewent on to explain to
Madame Schinner the sscret of his losing intentionally
at cards because the Baronnes pride left him none but
these ingenious means of assiging her.

When Madame Schinner had paid her regpects to
Madame de Rouville, the Baroness looked at the Comte de
Kergarouet, at the Chevalier du Halga—the friend of the
departed Comtese de Kergarouet—at Hippolyte and
Adeaide, and sid, with the grace that comes from the
heart, ' So we are a family party this evening/

PARIS, May 1832



THE VENDETTA
Dedicated to Puttinati, Sculptor at Milan.

IN the year 1800, towards the end of October, a sranger,
having with him a woman and a little girl, made his
appearance in front of the Tuileries Palace, and sood for
some little time dose to the ruins of a house, then re-
cently pulled down, on the ot where the wing is ill
unfinished which was intended to join Catherine de
Medici's Palace to the Louvre built by the Valais.
There he good, his arms folded, his head bent, raisng it
now and again to look at the Conaul's Palace, or at his
wife, who sat on a stone by his Sde.

Though the granger ssemed to think only of the little
girl of nineor ten, whose black hair wasa plaything in his
fingers, the woman lost none of the glances shot at her
by her companion. A common feeling, other than love,
united these two beings, and a common thought animated
their thoughts and their actions. Misery is perhaps the
drongest of all bonds

Theman had one of those broad, solemn-looking heads,
with a mass of hair, of which so many examples have been
perpetuated by the Carracci. Among thethick black locks
were manv white hairs.  His features, though fine and
proud, had a s#t hardness which spoiled them. In gite
of his powerful and upright frame, he ssemed to be more
jthan sixty years of age. His clothes, which wer e dilapidated,
Betrayed his foreign origin.

Thewoman's face, formerly handsome, but now faded,
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bore a samp of degp meanchaly, though, when her
husband looked at her, she forced hersdf to smile, and
affected a calm expresson. The little girl was standing,
in soite of the fatigue that was written on her small sun-
burnt face. She had Italian features, large black eyes
under well-arched eyebrows, a native dignity and genuine
grace.  More than one passa-by was touched by the
mere sght of this group, for the persons composng it
made no effort to disguise a despair evidently as demp as
the expresson of it was smple ; but the spring of the
trangent kindliness which diginguishes the Parisan is
quickly dried up. As soon as the sranger perceived that
he was the object of some idler's attention, he sared at
him so fiercdy that the mog intrepid lounger hastened
his sep, as though he had trodden on a viper.

After remaining there a long time undecided, the tall
man suddenly passd his hand across his brow, driving
away, s0 to speak, the thoughtsthat had furrowed it with
wrinkles, and made up his mind no doubt to some
deperate determination. Casting a piercing look at his
wife and daughter, he drew out of hisjerkin along dagger,
held it out to the woman, and said in Italian,®l am going
to s whether the Bonapartes remember us!'

He walked on, with a dow, confident sep, towards the
entrance to the palace, where, of course he was checked
by a soldier on guard, with whom there could be no long
discusson.  Seeing that the sranger was obdtinate, the
sentry pointed his bayonet at him by way of ultimatum.
As cnance would have it at this moment, a squad came
round to relieve guard, and the corporal very civilly in-
formed the sranger where he might find the captain of
theguard.

'L et Bonaparte know that Bartolomeo di Piombo
wants to see him/ sad the Italian to the officer.

In vain did the Captain explain to Bartolomeo that it
was not posible to se the First Consul without having
written to him beforehand to request an audience. The
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dranger indsted that the officer should go to inform
Bonaparte. The Captain urged the rules of his duty,
and formally refused to yield to the demands of this
srange petitioner. Bartolomeo knit his brows, looked at
the Captain with a terrible scowl, and ssemed to make
him responsble for all the dissders his refusal might
occasion; then he remained slent, his arms tightly
aassd on his breadt, and took his g¢and under the arch-
way which connects the garden and the courtyard of the
Tuileries.

People who are thoroughly bent on anything are aimost
aways well srved by chance. At the moment when
Bartolomeo sat down on one of the kerb stones near the
entrance to the palace, a carriage drove up, and out of it
sepped Lucien Bonaparte, at that time Minister of the
Interior.

" Ah ! Loucien, good luck for me to have met you !'
cried the stranger.

These words, spoken in the Corscan dialect, made
Lucien gop at the ingtant when he was rushing into the
vestibule; he looked at his fellow-countryman, and re-
cognised him. At the firs word that Bartolomeo said in
his ear, he took him with him. Murat, Lannes, and
Rapp were in the First Conaul's Cabinet. On seing
Lucien come in with so drangea figure as was Piombo,
the conversation ceasad.  Lucien took his brother's hand
and led him into awindow recess After exchanging a
few words, the First Consul raised his hand with a gesture,
which Murat and Lannes obeyed by retiring. Rapp
affected not to have sen it, and remained. Then,
Bonaparte having sharply called him to order, theaide-
decamp went out with a sour face The First Consul,
who heard the sound of Rapp's ¢eps in the neighbouring
room, hagily folowed him, and saw him dose to the
wall between the cabinet and the anteroom.

" You refuseto undersand me ?' said the First Consul’
"1 wish to be alone with my countryman.'
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" A Corsican !'' retorted the aidede-camp. ' | digrust
those creatures too much not to——'

The First Consul could not hdp smiling, and lightly
pushed his faithful officer by the shoulders.

'Well, and what are you doing here, my poor
Bartolomeo ?"' said the First Consul to Piombo.

" | have come to ak for shdter and protection, if you
are atrue Corsican,' replied Bartolomeo in a rough tone.

" What misfortune has driven you from your native
land ? Y ou were the richest, the mog——'

| have killed all the Porta replied the Corsican, in a
hollow voice, with a frown.

TheFirst Consul drew back a gep or two, likea man
astonished.

" Are you going to betray me?' cried Bartolomeo,
with a gloomy look at Bonaparte. ' Do you forget that
there are still four of the Piombo in Corsica ?'

Lucien took his fellow-countryman by the arm and
shook him.

' Do you come hereto threaten the saviour of France ?
he said vehemently.

Bonaparte made a sgn to Lucien, who was slent.
Then helooked at Piombo, and said, ' And why did you
kill al the Porta?'

' We had made friends,' he replied ; ' the Barbanti had
reconciled us. The day after we had drunk together to
drown our quarrel | left, because | had busness at Badtia.
They gayed at my place, and s firetomy vineyard at L on-
gone. They killed my son Gregorio my daughter Ginevra
and my wife escaped; they had taken the Communion that
morning ; theVirgin protected them. When | got home
| could no longer s&= my house ; | smarched for it with
my feet in the ashes  Suddenly | came across Gregorio's
body -, I recognised it in the moonlight. " Oh, the
Porta have played thistrick ! " sad | to mysdf. | went
off at once into the scrub ; | got together a few men to



182 The Vendetta

whom | had done some service—do you hear, Bonaparte ?
—and we marched down on the Porta's vineyard. We
arrived at five in the morning, and by seven they were all
in the presence of God. Giacomo dedares that Elisa
Vanni saved a child, little Luigi; but | tied him into
bed with my own hands before setting the house on fire.
Then | quitted the idand with my wife and daughter
without being able to make sure whether Luigi Porta
were still alive!

Bonaparte looked at Bartolomeo with curiosity, but
no astonishment.

" How many were they ?* aked Lucien.

'Seven,’ replied Piombo. 'They persecuted you in
their day,’ he added. The words aroussd no sgn of
hatred in the two brothers. ' Ah'! you are no longer
Corgcans !' cried Bartolomeo, with a sort of degair.
' Good-bye. Formerly | protected you,’” he went on
reproachfully. 'But for me your mother would never
have reached Marsailles' he said, turning to Bonaparte,
who gtood thoughtful, his dbow resting on the chimney-
piece.

' cannot in constience take you under my wing,
Piombo," replied Napoleon. ' | am the head of a great
nation ; | govern the Republic; | mug se that the laws
arecarried out.'

"Ah, ha!" said Bartolomeo.

' But | can shut my eyes’ Bonaparte went on. 'The
tradition of the Vendetta will hinder the reign of law in
Corsca for a long time yet,' he added, talking to himsdf.
' But it must be gamped out at any cogt.'

He was dlent for a minute, and Lucien dgned to
Piombo to sy nothing. The Corscan shook his head
from dde to dde with a disapproving look.

'Remain here' the First Consul said, addressng
Bartolomeo. ' We know nothing. | will s that your
edates are purchased 0 asto give you at once the means
of living. Then later, some time hence, we will
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remember you. But no more Vendetta. There is no
Maquis scrub here.  If you play tricks with your dagger,
there is no hope for you. Herethe law protects every-
body, and we do not do justice on our own account.'

' He has put himself at the head of a strange people,’
replied Bartolomeo, taking Lucien's hand and pressing it.
"But you recognise me in misfortune; it is a bond
between us for life and death ; and you may command
every onenamed Piombo." Ashespoke, his brow cleared,
and he looked about him approvingly.

"You are not badly off here,' he said, with a smile, as
if he would like to lodge there. ' And you are dressed
al in red like a Cardinal.'

"It rests with you to riseand have a paace in Paris,
sad Bonaparte, looking at him from head to foot. ' It
will often happen that! may look about me for a devoted
friend to whom | can trust myself.'

A sigh of gladness broke from Piombo's degp chest; he
held out his hand to the First Ccfrisul, saying,” There is
something of the Corsican in you still!'

Bonaparte smiled. He gazed in silence at this man,
who had brought him as it were a breath of air from his
native land, from the island where he had formerly been
so miraculously saved from the hatred of the © English
party,' and which he was fated never to see again. He
made a sign to his brother, who led away Bartolomeo
di Piombo.

Lucien inquired with interest as to the pecuniary posi-
tion of the man who had once protected his family.
Piombo led the Minister of the Interior to awindow and
showed him his wife and Ginevra, both seated on a heap
of stones.

' We have come from Fontainebleau on foot,' said he,
‘and we have not a sou.'

Lucien gave his fellow-countryman his purse, and
desired him to come again next morning to consult asto
the mciuis of providing for his family. The inpome from
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all Piombo's posssssons in Corsica could hardly suffice to
maintain him respectably in Paris.

Fifteen years dapsed between the arrival of the Piombo
family in Paris and the following incidents, which,
without the story of this event, would have been les
intelligible.

Servin, one of our mog distinguished artists, was the
firs to conceive the idea of opening a studio for young
ladies who may wish to take lessons in painting. He
was a man of over forty, of blamdess habits, and wholly
given up to his art; and he had married for love the
daughter of a General without any fortune. At first
mothers brought their daughters themsdves to the pro-
fesxr's dudio ; but when they undersood his high
principles and appreciated the care by which he srove to
deserve such confidence, they ended by sending the girls
alone. It was part of the painter's scheme to take as
pupils only young ladies of rich or highly respectable
family, that no difficulties might arise as to the society in
his sudio ; he had even refusad to take young girls who
intended to becomeartists, and who must necessarily have
had certain kinds of training without which no magery is
possble By degress his prudence, the superior method
by which he initiated his pupils into the secrets of hisart,
m well as the security their mothers fdt in knowing that
their daughterswere in the company of wel-bred girls,
and in the artig's character, manners, and marriage, won
him a high reputation in the world of fashion. As soon
as a young girl showed any desre to learn drawing or
painting, and her mother asked advice, 'Send her to
Servin, was always the answer.

Thus Servin had a specialty for teaching ladies art, &t
Herbault had for bonnets, Leroy for dreses and Chcevet
for dainties. It was acknowledged that a young woman
who had taken lessons of Servin could pronounce
definitively on the picturesin the L ouvre, paint a portrait
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in a superior manner, copy an old picture, and produce
her own painting of genre.  Thus this artist aufficed for
all the requirements of the arigocracy.

Notwithstanding his connection with all the best
housss in Paris, he was independent and patriotic, pre-
serving with all alike the light and witty tone, sometimes
ironical, and the freedom of opinion which characterise
painters.

He had carried his scrupulous precautions into the
arrangement of the place where his stholars worked.
The outer entrance to the loft above his dwelling-rooms
had been walled up ; to get into this retreat, as sacred as
a harem, the way was up a daircaze in the centre of the
house This studio, which occupied the whole of the
top story, was on the vas sde which always surprises
inquigtive vigtors when, having climbed to sixty feat
above the ground, they expect to find an artist lodged in
the gutter. It was a kind of gallery, abundantly lighted
by immense skylights screened with the large green
blinds which artigs use to digribute the light. A
quantity of caricatures, heads sketched in outline with a
brush or the point of a palette knife, all over the dark
grey walls, proved that, allowing for a difference in the
expression, fine young ladies have as much whimsicality
in ther brain as men can have. A small sove with a
huge pipe that made amazing zigzags before reaching
the upper region of the roof, was the inevitable decora-
tion of this gudio. There was a shdf all round the
room, supporting plager cags which lay there in con-
fuson, mog of them under a coating of whitish dud.

Above this shdf here and there a head of Niobe
hanging to a nail showed its pathetic bend, a Venus
smiled, a hand was unexpectedly thrust out before
your eyes, likea beggar's asking aims; then there were
anatomical icorchis, yellow with smoke, and looking like
limbs snatched from coffins; and pictures, drawings, lay-
figures, frames without canvas and canvases without
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frames, completed the effect, giving the room the
characterigic agpect of a studio, a singular mixture of
ornamentation and bareness, of poverty and splendour,
of care and neglect.

This huge sort of hold, in which everything, even man,
looks small, has a behind-the-scenes flavour ; here are to
be sen old linen, gilt armour, odds and ends of suffs,
and some machinery. But there is something about it as
grand as thought: genius and death are there ; Diana and
Apollo sde by sde with a skull or a skeleton ; beauty and
disorder, poetry and reality, gorgeous colouring in shadow,
and often a whole drama, but mationless and silent. How
symbolical of the artist brain !

At the moment when my story begins the bright sun
of July lighted up the studio, and two beams of sunshine
shot across its depths, broad bands of diaphanous gold in
which the dug-motes gligened. A dozen easds raised
their pointed spars looking like the mags of vesdsin a
harbour. Several young girlsgave life to thescene by the
variety of their countenances and attitudes, and the
difference in their dress T he strong shadows cagt by the
green baize blinds, arranged to suit the postion of each
easd, produced a multitude of contragts and fascinating
effects of chiaroscuro.

Thisgroup of girls formed the mog attractive picture
in the gallery. A fair-haired girl, smply dressed, sood at
some digance from her companions, wor king perseveringly
and seeming to foresee misfortune; no one looked at her
nor spoketo her; she was the prettiest, the mos modesy
and the leagt rich. Two principal groups, divided by a
little goace, represented two dasses of society, two Spirits,
even in this sudio, where rank and fortune ought to have
been forgotten.

These young things, sitting or standing, surrounded by
their paint-boxes, playing with their brushes or getting
them ready, handling their bright-tinted palettes, painting,
chattering, laughing, singing, given up to their natural
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impulsss and revealing their true characters made up a
drama unknown to men; this one proud, haughty,
capricious, with black hair and beautiful hands, flashed the
fire of her eyes at random; that one, light-hearted and
headless a smile on her lips, her hair chestnut, with ddlicate
white hands virginal and French, a light nature with-
out a thought of evil, living from hour to hour\ ancther,
dreamy, melancholy, pale, her head drooping like a falling
blossom; her neighbour, on the contrary, tall, indolent,
with Oriental manners and long, black, melting eyes
gpeaking little, but log in thought, and stealing a look at
the head of Antinous.

In the midg, like the Jocoso of a Spanish comedy, agirl,
full of wit and sparkling sallies good watching them all
with a sngle glance, and making them laugh ; raising a
face so full of life that it could not but be pretty. She
was the leader of the first group of pupils, conssting of
the daughters of bankers, lawyers, and merchants—all
rich, but exposed to all the minute but stinging disdains
fredy poured out upon them by the other young girk
who bdonged to the arigtocracy. These were governed
by the daughter of a gentleman ushe to the King's
private chamber, a vain little thing, as slly as she was
vain, and proud of her father's having an office at Court.
She aimed at seeming to undergand the mader's remarks
at the first word, and appearing to work by inspired grace ;
che usd an eyeglass came very much dressed, very late,
and begged her companions not to talk loud. Among
this ssoond group might be obsrved some exquiste
shapes and digtinguished-looking faces, but their looks
expresad but little simplicity. Though their attitudes
were degant and their movements graceful, their faces
were lacking in candour, and it was easy to perceve that
they beonged to a world where pdliteness forms the
character at an early age, and the abuse of sodial pleasures
kills the fedings and devdops sfidiness When the
whole party of girl gudents was complete therewere to be
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seen among them child-like heads vir gin heads of enchant'
ing purity, feceswhere the parted lips showed virgin teeth,
and where a virgin smile came and went. Then the
sudio suggeted not a seraglio, but a group of angds
sitting on a doud in heaven.

It wasnear noon ; Servin had not yet made his appear-
ance. For some days pag he had spent mogt of his time
at a sudio he had dsewhere, finishing a picture he had
there for the exhibition. Suddenly Mademoisdle Amelie
Thirion, the head of the arisocrats in this little
assambly, spoke at some length to her neighbour; there
was profound slence among the patrician group; the
banker faction were equally slent from astonishment,
and tried toguess thesubjectof such aconference. But the
secret of the young ultraswassoon known.  Amelierosg,
took an ead that ¢ood near her, and moved it to some
digance from the ' nobility,’ dos to a clumsy partition
which divided the studio from a dark coset where broken
casts were kept, paintings that the professor had con-
demned, and, in winter, the firewood. Amedi€'s pro-
ceadings gave rise to a murmur of surprise which did not
hinder her from completing the removal by wheding up
to the ead a sodl and paint-box, in feet, everything, even
a picture by Prudhon, of which a pupil, who had not yet
come, was making a copy. After this coup d'etat the
party of the right paintea on in slence; but the left
talked it over at great length.

"What will Mademoisdle Piombo say ? asked one of
the girls of Mademoisdlle Mathilde Roguin, the orade
of mischief of her group.

"Sheisnot a girl to say much,’ was the reply. 'But
fifty years hence she will remember this insult as if she
had experienced it the day before, and will find some
cruel means of revenge. She is a pason. | should not
liketo be at war with.'

' The proscription to which those ladies have con-
demned her is all the more unjust,’ said another young
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girl, because Mademoisdlle Ginevrawasvery sd the day
before yesterday ; her father, they say, has just given up
his appointment. This will add to her troubles, while
she was very good to those young ladies during the
Hundred Days. Did <he ever say a word that could
hurt them ? On the contrary, she avoided talking
politics. But our ultras seem to be prompted by jealousy
rather than by party-spirit.'

"I have a great mind to fetch Mademoisdle Piombao's
ead and place it by mine' sid Mathilde Roguin. She
roe, but on seond thoughts she sat down again.
"With a spirit like Mademoisdle Ginevra's,' said she, ' it
is impossble to know how she would take our civility.
L et us wait and se'

" Eccola!" sad the black-eyed girl languidly. In fact,
the sound of footseps coming upstairs was heard in the
studio. The words ' Here she comes! ' pased from
mouth to mouth, and then perfect slence fell.

To underdand the full importance of the ostraciam
carried into effect by Amelie Thirion, it mus be told
that this scene took place towards the end of the month
of July 1815. The swond restoration of the Bourbons
broke up many friendships which had weathered the
turmoil of the first. At this time families, amogt
always divided among themsdves renewed many of the
mos deplorable soenes which tarnish the history of all
countries at periods of civil or rdigious sruggles.
Children, young girls, old men, had caught the
monarchical fever from which the Government was
suffering.  Discord flew in under the domedtic roof, and
suspicion dyed in gloomy hues the mog intimate con-
versations and actions.

Ginevra di Piombo idolissd Napoleon; indeed, how
could she have hated him ? The Emperor was her fellow-
countryman, and her fathe's benefactor. Baron di
Piomw was one of Napoleon's followers who had most
efficiently worked to bring him back from Elba. Incap-
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able of renouncing his political faith, nay, eager to
proclaimit, Piombo had remained in Paris in the midst
of enemies. Hence Ginevra di Piombo was ranked with
the ' suspicious characters,’ all the more so because she
made no secret of the regret her family felt at the second
restoration. The only tears she had perhaps ever shed in
her life were wrung from her by the twofold tidings of
Bonaparte's surrender on board the Bellerophon, and the
arrest of Labedoyere.

Theyoung ladies forming the aristocratic party in the
studio belonged to the most enthusiastically Royalist
families of Paris. It would be difficult to give any idea
of the exaggerated feelings of the time, and of the horror
felt towards Bonapartists. However mean and trivial
Amelie Thirion's conduct may seem to-day, it was then
a very natural demonstration of hatred. Ginevra di
Piombo, one of Servin's earliest pupils, had occupied the
place of which they wished to deprive her ever since the
first day she had come to the studio. The aristocratic
group had gradually settled round her; and to turn her
out of a place, which in a certain sense belonged to her,
was not merely to insult her, but to cause her some pain,
for all artists have a predilection for the spot where they
work.

However, political hostility had perhaps not much to do
with the conduct of thislittle studio party ofjke Right.
Ginevra di Piombo, the most accomplished of Servin's
pupils, was an object of the deepest jealousy. The
master professed an equal admiration for the talents and
the character of this favourite pupil, who served as the
standard of all his comparisons; and indeed, while it was
impossible to explain the ascendancy this young girl
exercised over all who were about her, she enjoyed in
this small world an influence resembling that of Bona
parte over his soldiers. The aristocratic clique had,
some days since, resolved on the overthrow of thisqueen;
but as no one had been bold enough to repulse the
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Bonapartist, Mademoisdle Thirion had just sruck the
decisve blow so as to make her companions the accom-
plices of her hatred. Though Ginevrawasreally beoved
by some of the Royalist party, who at home were
abundantly lectured on politics, with the tact peculiar
to women, they judged it bes not to interfere in the
quarrel.

On entering, Ginevra was receved in perfect dlence.
Of all the girls who had yet appeared at Servin's studio,
she was the handsomed, the tallest, and the mog findy
made. Her gait had a gamp of dignity and grace which
commanded respect.  Her face, full of intelligence,
samed radiant, it was o transfused with the animation
peculiar to Corscans, which does not exclude calmness
Her abundant hair, her eyes and their black lashes told
of passion. Though the corners of her mouth were
softly drawn and her lips a little too thick, they had the
kmcfly expresson which strong people derive from the
consdousness of strength. By a sngular freak of nature
the charm of her features was in some sort beied by a
mar ble forehead samped with an almost savage pride, and
the traditional habits of Corsica. That was the only
bond between her and her native land; in every other
detail of her person the simplicity and freedom of Lom-
bard beauties were so bewitching, that only in her
absnce cojild any one bear to cause her the smalles
pain. She was, indeed, so attractive, that her old father,
out of prudence, never allowed her to walk alone to the
studio

The only fault of thisreally pogtic creature came of
the very power of such fully developed beauty. She had
refused to marry, out of affection for her father and
mother, feding hersdf necessary to them in their old age
Her tagte for painting had taken the place of the passons
which commonly agitate women.

"You are all very slent to-day,’ she said, after coming
forward a gep or two. ' Good morning, my little Laure,
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she added in a gentle, caressing tone, as she went up to
the young girl who was painting apart from the rest.
'That head isvery good. Thefleshisa little too pink,
but it isall capitally drawn.’'

Laureraised her head, looked at Ginevra much touched,
and their faces brightened with an expresson of mutual
affection. A faint smile gave life to the Italian's lips,
but she ssamed pensve, and went dowly to her place,
cardesdy glancing at the drawings and pictures, and
saying good morning to each of the girlsof thefirst group,
without observing the unusua curiosity excited by her
presence  She might have been a queen amid her Court.
She did not observe the dep slence that reigned among
the arigocrats, and passd their camp without saying a
word. Her absence of mind was so complete that she
went to her easd, opened her paint-box, took out her
brushes, dipped on her brown linen cuffs tied her apron,
examined her palette, all without thinking, as it ssemed,
of what she was doing. All the heads of the humble
group were turned to look at her. And if the young
ladies of the Thirion faction were less frankly impatient
than their companions, their dde glances were neverthdess
directed to Ginevra.

" She natices nothing,' ssid Mademoiselle Roguin.

At this moment Ginevra, rousad from the meditative
attitude in which she had gazed at her canvas, turned her
head towards the arigocratic party. With one glance
she measured the digance that lay between them, and
held her peace

" It has not occurred to her that they meant to insult
her," said Mathilde. ' She has neither coloured nor turned
pale How provoked those young ladies will be if she
likes her new place better than the old one! '—' You are
quite apart there, Mademoisdle' she added louder, and
addressing Ginevra.

Theltalian girl affected not to hear, or perhaps she did
not hear; she hagily rose, walked rather dowly along the
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partition which divided the dark dost from the studio,
seeming to examine the skylight from which the light fell;
and to this she ascribed so much importance that she got
upon a chair to fasgen the green baize which interfered
with the light, a good deal higher. At this eevation she
was on a level with a small crack in the boarding, the real
object of her efforts, for the look she cag through it can
only be compared with that of amiser discovering Aladdin's
treasure.  She quickly descended, came back to her place,
arranged her picture, affected still to be disstisfied wkh
the light, pushed a table dose to the partition, and placed
a chair on it; then she nimbly mounted this scaffolding,
and again peged through the crack. She gave but one
look into the closet, which was lighted by a window at
the top of the partition, but what she saw impressad her
<0 vividly that she started.

"You will fall, Mademoisdle Ginevra!' cried Laure.

All the girls turned to look at their imprudent com-
panion, who was tottering. The fear of seeing them
gather round her gave her courage; she recovered her
strength and her balance, and dancing on the chair, she
turned to Laure, and said with some agitation—

'Bah! Itisat any rate sfer than a throne !

She quickly arranged the baize, came down, pushed the
table and the chair far from the partition, returned to her
easd, and made a few more attempts, seeming to try for
an effect of light that suited her. Her picture did not
really trouble her at all; her aim was to get dose to the
dark dosst by which she placed hersdf, as she wished, at
the end near the door. Then she prepared to st her
palette, still in perfect slence Where she now was she
son beard more distinctly a dight noise which, on die
day before, had greatly irred her curiosity, and sent
her young imagination wandering over a wide field ol
conjectur€  She eadly recognised it as the deep, regular
breathing of the degping man whom she had just now
seen.  Iter curiosty was satiffied, but she found hersdif

N
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burthened with an immense respongbility. Through
the crack she had caught sight of the Imperial eagle,
and on a camp bed, in the dim light, had seen the figure
of an officer of the guard. She guessd it all. Servin
was shdtering a refugee.

She now trembled lest one of her companions should
come to examine her picture, and should hear the unfor-
tunate man breathe, or heave too degp a sigh, such as had
fallen on her ear during yeserday's lesson.  She resolved
to remain near the door, and trugt to her wits to cheat
the tricks of fate.

'I had better remain here' thought she ' to prevent
ome disader, than leave the poor prisoner at the mercy
of some giddy prank.'

This was the secret of Ginevra's apparent indifference
when she found her easd transplanted ; she was secretly
delighted, snce she had bemn able to satisfy her curiosty
in a natural manner; and beides she was too much
absorbed at this moment to inquire into the reason of her
excluson. Nothing is more mortifying to young girls,
or indeed to any one, than to se a practical joke, an
insult, or a witticism fail of its effect in consequence of
the victim's contempt. It would seem that our hatred
of an enemy is increased by the height to which he can
rise above us

Ginevra's conduct remained a riddle to all her com-
panions. Her friends and her foes were alike surprised,
for she was allowed to have every good quality excepting
forgiveness of injuries.  Though the opportunities for
showing this vice of temper had rardy been offered to
Ginevra by the incidents of gudio life, the instances she
had happened to give of her vindictive spirit and deter-
mination had none the less made a desp impresson on her
companions minds. After many guesss Mademoisdle
Roguin finally regarded the Italian s dlence as evidence
of a magnanimity above all praise; and her party' inspired
by her, conceved a plan to humiliate the aristocrats of



The Vendeta 195

the studio. They achieved their purpose by a fire of
sacaams directed at the pride and airs of the party of the
right.

Madame Servin's arrival put an end to this contest
of sdlf-assertiveness.  Amelie, with the shrewdness which
is dways coupled with malice, had remarked, watched,
and wondered at the excessve absence of mind which
hindered Ginevra from hearing the keenly polite dispute
of which she was the subject. The revenge which
Mademoiselle Roguin and her followers were wreak-
ing on Mademoisdlle Thirion and her party had thus the
fatal effect of setting the young Ultras to discover the
caue of Ginevra's absorbed silence.  The beautiful Italian
became the centre of observation, and was watched by
her friends as much as by her enemies. Itisvery difficult
to hide the slightest excitement, the most trifling feeling,
from fifteen idle and inquisitive girls whose mischief and
wits crave only for secrets to guess, and intrigues to plot
or to baffle, and who can ascribe to a gesture, to a glance,
to a word, so many meanings, that they can hardly fail
to discover the true one. Thus Ginevra di Piombo's
secret was in great peril of being found out.

At this moment Madame Servin's presence produced
adiversion in the drama that was being obscurely played
at the bottom of these young hearts; while its sentiments,
its idess, its development, were expressed by almost alle-
gorical words, by significant looks, by gestures, and even
by silence, often more emphatic than speech.

The moment Madame Servin came into the studio her
eyes turned to the door by which Ginevra was standing,
under the present circumstances this look was not lost.
If at first none of the maidens observed it, Mademoiselle
Thirion remembered it afterwards, and accounted for the
suspiciousness, the alarm, and mystery which gave a
hunted expression to Madame Servin's eyes.

' Mesdemoiselles,' she said, ' Monsieur Servin cannot
cometoday.' Then she paid somelittle compliment to each
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pupil, all of them welcoming ho' in the girlish, caressing
way which liesasmuch in thevoiceand eyesasin actions.
She immediately went to Ginevra under an impulse of
uneasness which she vainly tried to conceal. The ltalian
and the painter's wife exchanged friendly nods, and then
good in dlence, one painting, the other watching her
paint. The officer's breathing was easly audible, but
Madame Servin could take no notice of it; and her
dissmulation was so complete that Ginevra was tempted
to accue her of wilful desfnes At this moment the
granger turned on the bed. The Italian girl looked
Madame Servin geadily in the face and, without be-
traying the smalles agitation, the lady said, Y our copy
is as fine as the original. If | had to choose | should
really be puzzled.'

' Monsieur Servin has not let his wifeinto the secret of
this mystery,’ thought Ginevra, who, after answering the
young wife with a gentle amile of incredulity, sang a
snatch of some national canzoaetta to cover any sounds
the prisoner might make.

It was so unusual to hear the sudious Italian sing, that
all the girls looked at her in surprise.  Later thisincident
srved as evidence to the charitable suppostions of hatred.
Madame Servin soon went away, and the hours of sudy
ended without further event. Ginevra let all her com’
panions leave, affecting to work on; but she unconsciousy
betrayed her wish to be alone, for as the pupils made
reedy to go she looked at them with ill-disguised
impatience. Mademoiselle Thirion, who within these
few hours had become a cruel foe to the young girl, who
was her superior in everything, guessed by the ingtinct of
hatred that her rival'saffected industry covered a mystery.
She had been druck more than once by the attention
with which Ginevra ssemed to be listening to a sound no
one d= could hear. Theexpresson she now read in the
Italian's eyes was as a flash of illumination. Shewas the
las to leave, and went in on her way down to sse Madame
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Servin, with whom she sayed a few minutes. Then,
pretending that she had forgotten her bag, she very softly
went updairs again to the studio, and discovered Ginevra
at the top of a hagily congtructed scaffolding, so log in
contemplation of the unknown soldier that she did not
hear the light sound of her companion's footsteps. It is
true that Amelie walked on eggs—to use a phrae of
Walter Scott's ; she retired to the door and coughed,
Ginevra darted, turned her head, saw her enemy, and
coloured j then she quickly untied the blind, to midead
her as to her purposs and came down. After putting
away her paint-box, she left the studio, carrying samped
upon her heart the image of a man's head as charming as
the Endymion, Girodet's magerpiece, which she had
copied a few days previoudy.

'So young a man, and proscribed! Who can he be 7—
for it isnot Marshal Ney.'

These two sntences are the smplest expresson of all
the ideas which Ginevra turned over in her mind during
two days The next day but one notwithstanding her
hurry to be firs at the painting gallery, she found that
Mademoisdle Thirion had aready come in a carriage
Ginevra and her enemy watched each other for some
time, but each kept her countenance impenetrable by the
other. Amelie had sen the sranger's handsome face$
but happily, and at the same time unhappily, the eagles
and the uniform were not within the range of her eye
through the crack. She log hersdf in  conjecture.
Suddenly Servin came in, much earlier than usual.

' Mademoisdle Ginevra,' said he, after cagting an eye
round the gallery, ' why have you placed yoursdf there ?
Thelight is bad. Come nearer to thee young ladies,
and lower your blind alittle.'

Then he st down by Laure, whose work deserved his
mog lenient criticism.

"W eidonel ' he exclaimed! ' this head is capitally
done. You will be a sscond Ginevra.'
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The mager went from easd to easd. blaming, flatter-
ing, and jesting; and making himsdf, as usual, more
feared for hisjess than for his reproofs.

The Italian had not obeyed his wishes; she remained
at her pag with the firm intention of staying there. She
took out a shegt of paper and began to sketch in sia the
head of the unhappy refugee. A work conceived of with
passon always bears a particular samp. The faculty of
giving truth to a rendering of nature or of a thought con-
ditutes genius, and pasion can often take its place
Thus in the drcumgances in which Ginevra found
herdf, either the intuition she owed to her memory,
which had been deeply struck, or perhaps necessty, the
mother of greatness lent her a supernatural flash of talent.
The officer's head was thrown off on the pape with an
inward trembling that she ascribed to fear, and which a
physologis would have recognised as the fever of
inspiration. From time to time shesole a furtiveglance
at her companions, o as to be able to hide the sketch in
cae of any indiscretion on their part. But in spite of
her sharp look-out, there was a moment when she failed
to perceive that her rdentless enemy, under the shdter of
a huge portfolio, had turned her eyeglass on the mysterious
drawing. Mademoisdle Thirion, recognising the refugegs
features, raised her head suddenly, and Ginevra dipped
away the sheet of paper.

'Why do you day there in spite of my opinion,
Mademoisdle ? the professr gravely asked Ginevra.

The girl hagtily turned her easd 0 that no one could
e hea sketch, and said, in an agitated voice, as she
showed it to her master—

'Don't you think with me that thisis a better light ?
May | not gay where | am ?'

Servin turned pale  As nothing can exape the keen
eyes of hatred, Mademoisdle Thirion threw hersdf, so to
speak, into the excited fedings that agitated the professor
and hit pupil.
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'You are right,’ said Servin. 'But you will soon
know more than | do/ he added, with a forced laugh.
There was a dlence, during which the master looked at
the head of the officer. ' This isa magerpiece, worthy
of Salvator Rosa!' he exclaimed, with an artiss
vehemence.

At this exclamation all the young people rose and
Mademoisdlle Thirion came forward with the swiftness
of a tiger springing on its prey. At this ingant the
prisoner, roused by the turmoil, woke up. Ginevra
ovasst her stool, gpoke a few incoherent sentences, and
began to laugh; but she had folded the portrait in half
and thrown it into a portfolio before her terrible enemy
could se it. Thegirls crowded round the easdl; Servin
enlarged in a loud voice on the beauties of the copy on
which his favourite pupil was just now engaged ; and all
the party were cheated by this stratagem, excepting
Amelie, who placed hersdf behind her companions and
tried to open the portfolio into which she had sen the
sketch put. Ginevra seized it and s it in front of her
without a word, and the two girls gazed at each other in
slence

' Come, young ladies to your places!" said Servin.
"If you want to know as much as Mademoisdle di
Piombo, you mugt not be always talking of fashions and
balls, and trifling so much.'

When the girls had all returned to their easds, the
master sat down by Ginevra.

'Was it not better that this mysery should be
discovered by me than by any one d?' sd the Italian
girl in alow tone.

'Yes,' answered the painter. 'You are patriotic}
but even if you had not been, you are still the person to
whom | should entrust it.'

The mase and pupil undersood each other, and
Ginevra was not now afraid to ak,’ Whoishe?'

" An intimate friend of Labedoyer€s; the man who,
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next to the unfortunate Colonel, did mogt to effect a
junction between the 7th and the Grenadiers of Elba.
Hewasa Major in the Guards, and has just come back
from Waterloo.'

"Why have you not burnt his uniform and shako,
and put him into civilian dres ?' aked Ginevra
vehemently.

' Some clothes are to be brought for him this
evening.'

" You should have shut up the sudio for a few days'

' He is going away.'

' Does he wish to die?' said the girl. 'Let him gay
with you during these firs days of the storm. Paris is
the only place in France where a man may be safdy
hidden. Is hea friend of yoursi' she added.

'No. He has no claim to my regard but his mis
fortunes. Thisis how he fel into my hands j my father-
in-law, who had rgoined his regiment during this
campaign, met the poor young man, and saved him very
cleverly from those who have arrested Labedoyere. He
wanted to defend him, like amadman !'*

"* And do you call him so!" cried Ginevra, with a glance
of surpri:e at the painter, who did not spesk for a
moment

'My father-in-law is too dosdy watched to be able
tokegp any one in his house' he went on. ' He brought
htm here by night lag week. | hoped to hide him from
every eye by keeping him in thiscorner, the only placein
the house where he can be sfe!

"Ifl can be of any uss command me,' said Ginevra'
"I know Marshal Feltre.'

"Well, we shall &2 replied the painte».

This conversation had laged too long not to be
remarked by all the other pupils. Servin left Ginevra,
came back to each easd, and gave such long lessons that
he was still upgtairs when the clock struck the hour at
wbkh his pupils usually left.
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'You have forgotten your bag, Mademoiselle,' cried
the professor, running after the young lady, who con-
descended to act the spy to gratify her hatred.

Theinquisitive pupil came back for the bag, express-
ing some surprise at her own carelessness; but Servin's
attention was to her additional proof of the existence of a
mystery which was undoubtedly a serious one.  She had
aready planned what should follow, and could say, like
the Abbe Vertot, 'l have laid my siege.’ Sheran down-
stairs noisily, and violently dammed the door leading to
Servin's rooms, that it might be supposad she had gone
out ; but she softly went upstairs again, and hid behind the
door of the studio.

When the painter and Ginevra supposed themselves
alone, he tapped in a particular manner at the door of the
attic, which at once opened on its rusty, creaking hinges.
The Italian girl saw a tall and well-built youth, whose
Imperial uniform st her heart beating. The officer
carried his arm in a sling, and his pde face told of acute
suffering. He started at seeing her, astranger. Amelie,
who could s= nothing, was afraid to stay any longer ;
but she had heard the creaking of the door, and that was
enough. Shesilently stole away.

," Fear nothing," said the painter. 'Mademoiselle is the
daughter of the Emperor's most faithful friend, the Baron
di nombo"

The young officer felt no doubt of Ginevra's loyalty
when once he had looked at her.

'Y au are wounded ? she said.

' Oh, it isnothing, Mademoiselle5 the cut is healing/

At this moment the shrill and piercing tones of men
lit the street came up to the studio, crying out, 'Thisis
the sentence which condemns to death—~~" Al three
shuddered. The soldier was the first to hear a name at
Which tieturned pale.

' Labedoyere!' he exclaimed, dropping on to a stool.

They looked at each other in slence. Drops of sweat
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gathered on the young man's livid brow; with a gesture
of despair he clutched the black curls of his hair, resting
his ebow on Ginevra's ead.

' After all,' sad he, starting to his feet, © Labedoyere
and | knew what we were doing. We knew the fate
that awaited us if we triumphed or if we failed. Heis
dying for the causg while | am in hiding——'

Hehurried towardsthe gudiodoor ; but Ginevra, more
nimble than he, rushed forward and sopped the way.

“Can you resore the Emperor ?' he said. °Do you
think you can raise the giant again, when he could not
keep his feet ?'

" What then is to become of me?' sid the refugee,
addressing the two friends whom chance had snt him.
" | have not a relation in the world ; Labedoyere was my
friend and protector, | am now alone; to-morrow | shall
be exiled or condemned; | have never had any fortune
but my pay; | spent my lag crown-piece to come and
snatch Labedoyere from death and get him away. Death
is an obvious necessty to me. When a man is determined
to die, he mugt know how to sl his head to the execu-
tioner. | was thinking just now that an honet man's
lifeiswell worth that of two traitors, and that a daggers
thrust, judicioudy placed, may give one immortality.'

This passon of degpair frightened the painter, and eveit
Ginevra, who fully undersood the young man. The
Italian admired the beautiful head and the delightful
voice, of which the accents of rage scarcdy disguised |te
sweaness, then she suddenly dropped balm on ail wm
hapless man's wounds.

" Monsieur!" said she ' asto your pecuniary difficulties,
allow me to offer you the money | mysdf have saved'
My father isrich; 1 am hisonly child; he loves me, and
| am quite sure he will not blame me. Have no sampl¢€
in accepting it ; our wealth comes from the Emperor, we
have nothing which is not the bounty of his munificence
It isnot gratitude to help one of his faithful soldiers? So
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take this money with as little ceremony as | make about
offering it. It is only money," she added in a scornful
tone. 'Then, as to friends—you will find friends!'
And she proudly raised her head, while her eyes shone
with unwonted brilliancy. 'The head which must fell
to-morrow—the mark of a dozen guns—saves yours,' she
went on. “Wait till this storm is over, and you can take
service in a foreign land if you ae not forgotten, or in
the French army if you are.

In the comfort offered by a woman there is a delicacy
of feeling which aways has a touch of something motherly,
something far-seeing and complete ; but when such words
of peace and hope are seconded by grace of gesture, and
the eloquence which comes from the heart, above all,
when the comforter is beautiful, it is hard for a young
man to resist. The young Colonel inhaled love by every
sne A faint flush tinged his white cheeks, and his eyes
lost a little of the melancholy that dimmed them as he
said, in a strange tone of voice, °Y ou are an angel of
goodness | —But, Labedoyere ! ' he added,’ Labedoyere! '

At this cry they all three looked at each other, speech-
less, and understood each other.  They were friends, not
of twenty minutes, but of twenty years.

" My dear fellow," sad Servin, 'can you save him ?

" | can avenge him.’

Ginevra was thrilled. Though the stranger was hand-
some, his gopearance had not moved her. The gentle
jity that women find in their heart for suffering which
fjpotignoble had, in Ginevra, stifled every other emotion ;
but, to hear a cry of revenge, to find in this fugitive an
Italian soul and Corsican magnanimity! This was too
much for her ; she gazed at the officer with respectful
emotion, which powerfully stirred her heart. It was the
first time a man had ever made her fee so strongly.
Like all women, it plessed her to imagine that the soul
of this stranger must be in harmony with the remarkable
beauty of his features and the fine proportions of his
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figure, which e admired as an artist. Led by chance
curiogty to pity, from pity to eager interest, she now
from interest had reached sensations 0 strong and degp
that she thought it rash to remain there any longer.

"Till to-morrow," she said, leaving her sweetest amile
with the officer, to console him.

As he saw that smile, which threw a new light, asit
were, on Ginevra's face, the sranger for a moment forgot
al dse

" To-morrow," he repeated sadly. ' To-morrow, La-
bedoyere——'

Ginevra turned to him and laid aflnger on her lips,
Iookmgat him as though she would say, € Be calm, be
prudent.’

Then the young man exclaimed: ' O Dio! Chi mn
vorrei viveredopo averlaveduta! ' ' O God ! whowould
not live after having ssen her!' The peculiar accent
with which he gpoke the words gartled Ginevra.

"You area Corsican ! ' she exclaimed, coming back to
him, her heart beating with gladness

"1 was born in Corsica,' he replied ; 'but | was taken
to Genoa when very young; and, as soon as | was of an
age to enter the army, | enlisted.’

The dranger's handsome person, the transcendent
charm he derived from his attachment to the Emperor,
his wound, his misfortunes, even his danger, all vanished
before Ginevra's eyes or rather all were fusd in one new
and exquiste sentiment. This refugee was a son of
Corsica, and soke its bdoved tongue. In a minute the

trl sood motionless, spdlbound by a magical sensation'

he saw before her eyes a living picture to which a com-
bination of human reding and chance lent dazzling hues
At Servin's invitation the officer had taken his seat on an
ottoman, the painter had untied the string which sup'
ported his guest's arm, and was now undoing the bandages
in order to dress the wound. Gtnevra shuddered as she
sw tile k>ng wide gash, made by a sabre-cut, on the
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young man's forearm, and gave a little groan. The
dranger looked up at her and began to smile. There
was something very touching that went to the soul in
Sarvin's attentive care as heremoved the lint and touched
the tender flesh, while the wounded man's nice, though
pale and sickly, expressed pleasure rather than suffering
ashelooked at the young girl.

An artist could not hep admiring the antithess of
sentiments, and the contrast of colour between the white-
ness of the linen and the bare arm and the officer's blue
and red coat. Soft dusk had now fallen on the studio,
but a last sunbeam shone in on the gpot where therefugee
was sitting, in such a way that his pale, noble face his
black hair, hisuniform were all flooded with light This
smple effect the superdtitious Italian took for an omen
of good luck. The granger ssemed to her a cdedtial
mesenger who had spoken to her in the language of her
native land, and put her under the spdl of childish
memoriesj whilein her heart afeding had birth asfresh
and pure as hernfirsg age of innocence. In a very short
instant she s¢ood pensive log in infinite thought ; then
she blushed to have betrayed her absence of mind, ex-
changed a swift, sweet look with the officer, and made
her escape, seeing him still.

The next day there was no painting lesson; Ginevra
could come to the studio, and the prisoner could be with
his fellow-countrywoman. Servin, who had a sketch
to finish, allowed the officer to st there while he played
guardian to the two young people who frequently spoke
in Corscan. The poor ldier told of his sufferings
during theretreat from Moscow ; for, at the age of nine-
teen, he had found himsef at the passage of the Beresina,
alone of all his regiment, having log in his comrades
(lie only men who could care for him, an orphan.
He dexcribed, in words of fire, the great disader of
Sansrioo.

His voicewas musc to the Italian girl Brought up
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in Corsican ways, Ginevra was, to some extent, a child of
nature; falsshood wasunknown to her, and she gave her sdlf
up without disguise to her impressions, owning them, or
rather letting them be seen without thetrickery, the mean
and calculating vanity of the Parisian girl. During this
day she remained more than once her palette in one
hand, a brush in the other, while the brush was undipped
in the colours on the palette; her eyes fixed on the
officer's face, her lips dightly parted, she st listening,
ready to lay on the touch which was not given. She was
not surprised to find such swegness in the young man's
gyes for she felt her own soften in spite of her determina-
tion to keep them severe and cold. Thus, for hours, she
painted with rexlute attention, not raisng her head
because he was there watching her work. The first
time he sat down to gaze at her in dlence she said to
him in an agitated voice, after a long pausg, ' Does it
amuse you, then, to look on at painting ?

That day she learnt that his name was Luigi. Before
they parted it was agreed that if any important political
events should occur on the days when the studio was open,
Ginevra was to inform him by singing in an under-tone
certain Italian airs.

On the following day Mademoisdle Thirion informed
all her companions, as a great secret, that Ginevra di
Piombo had a lover—a young man who came during the
hours devoted to lessons—to hide in the dark doset of
the studio.

"You, who take her part,’ ssid she to Mademoisdle
Roguin, ' watch her well, and you will sse how e
gends her time!'

So Ginevra was watched with diabolical vigilance.
Her songs were lisened to, her glances spied. At
moments when <he bdieved that no one saw her, a
dozen eyes were incessantly centred on her.  And being
forewarned, the girls interpreted in their true sne ike
agitations which passd aoross the Italian's radiant face,
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and her satches of song, and the attention with which
she ligened to the muffled sounds which she alone could
hear through the partition.

By the end of a week, only Laure, of the fifteeh
gudents, had ressed the temptation to scrutinise Louis
through the crack in the pand, or, bv an ingtinct of
weakness, still defended the beautiful Corsican girl.
Mademoisdle Roguin wanted to make her wait on the
dairs at the hour when they all left, to prove to her the
intimacy between Ginevraand the handsome young man,
by finding them together ; but she refused to condescend
to an egpionage which curiosity could not justify, and
thus became an object of general repraobation.

Ere long the daughter of the Gentleman-usher thought
it unbecoming in her to work in the studio of a painter
whose opinions were tainted with patriotism or Bona-
partisn—which at that time were regarded as one and
the same thing; so she came no more to Servin's
Though Amelie forgot Ginevra, the evil she had sown
bore fruit. Insendbly, by chance, for gosip, or out of
prudery, the other damsds informed their mothers of the
drange adventure in progress at the studio. One day
Mathilde Roguin did not come; the next time another
was absent ; at lagt the three or four pupils, who had till
remained, came no more. Ginevra and her little friend,
Mademoisdle Laure, were for two or three days the
sole occupants of the deserted studio.

The Italian did not observe the isolation in which she
was left, and did not even wonder at the cause of her
companions absnce  Having devissd the means of
communicating with Louis, she lived in the studio asin
a delightful retreat, seduded in the mids of the world,
thinking only of the officer, and of the dangers which
threatened him. This young creature, though sincerey
admiring those noble characterswhowould not be falseto
their political faith, urged Louis to submit at once to
royal authority, in order to kegp him in France, while
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Louis refusad to submit, that he might not hare to leave
his hiding-place.

I f, indeed, passons only have their birth and grow up
under the influence of romantic causes never had
many circumstances concurred to link two bengs by
one feding. Ginevra's regard for Louis, and hisfor her,
thus made greater progress in a month than a fashionable
friendship can make in ten years in a drawing-room. Is
not adversty the touchsone 'of character? Hence
Ginevra could really appreciate Louis, and know him,
and they soon felt a reciprocal eteem. Ginevra, who
was older than Louis, found it sweet to be courted by a
young man already s0 great, o tried by fortune, who
united the experience of a man with the graces of youth.
Louis, on his part, felt unspeakable delight in allowing
himsdf to be apparently protected by a girl of five-and-
twenty' Was it not a proof of love? The union in
Ginevra of pride and sweetness, of strength and weakness,
had an irresigible charm; Louis was indeed completely
her dave. In short, they were already so deeply in love,
that they felt no nead ether to deny it to themsdves nor
totell it.

One day, towards evening, Ginevra heard the signal
agreed on—L ouis tapped on the woodwork with a pin, so
gently asto make no more noise than a gider attaching
its thread—thus asking if he might come out. She
glanced round the studio, did not s little Laure, and
answvered the summons; but as the door was opened,
Louis caught sight of the girl, and hagtily retreated’
Ginevra, much surprisad, looked about her, saw Laure,
and going up to her ead, sad, ' You are staying very
late, dear. And that head ssems to mefinished ; there is
only a reflected light to put in on that lock of hair.'

" It would be very kind of you,' said Laure, in atremu-
lous voice, 'if you would correct this copy for me' |
ahould have something of your doing to keep.'

"Of course | will, said Ginevra, sure of thus digmising
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her. ' | thought, she added, as she put in a few light
touches’ that you had a long way to go home from the
sudio.

' Oh! Ginevra, | am going away for good, cried the
girl, sadly.

' You areleaving Monsieur Servin ?' asked theltalian,
not seeming affected by her words, as she would have
been a month snce

' Have you not noticed, Ginevra, that for some time
there has been nobody here but you and me ?

"It is true,' replied Ginevra, suddenly struck as by a
reminiscence. ' Are they ill, or going to be married, or
are all their fathers employed now at the palace ?

' They have all left Monsieur Servin,' said Laure,

'And why?'

' On your account, Ginevra.'

' Mine!" repeated the Corsican, rising, with a threaten-
ing brow, and a proud sparkle in her eyes.

" Oh, do not be angry, dear Ginevra,' Laure piteoudy
exclaimed. ' But my mother wishes that | should leave
too. All the young ladies said that you had an intriguej
that Monsieur Servin had lent himsdf to allowing a

oung man who loves you to day in the dark closet; out

never believed these calumnies, and did not tell my
mother. Last evening Madame Roguin met my mother at
aball, and asked her whether shestill sent mehere. When
mamma sad Yes, she repeated all those girls tales.
Mamma scolded me well; she declared | mugt have
known it all, and that | had failed in the confidence of a
daughter in her mother by not telling her. Oh, my dear
Ginevra, |, who always took you for my mode, how
grieved 1 am not to be allowed to stay on withy o u '

" We shall meet again in the world; young women get
married, said Ginevra.

"When they arerich,' replied Laure.

'Come to sse me, my father has wealth

'Ginevra," Laure went on, much moved, ' Madame

0
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Roguin and my mother are coming to-morrow to see
Monsieur Servin, and complain of his conduct. At least
let him be prepared.’

A thunderbolt falling at her feet would have astonished
Ginevra less than this announcement.

" What could it matter to them ? ' she innocently asked.

" Every one thinks it very wrong. Mamma says it is
quite improper.'

" And you, Laure, what do you think about it?"

The girl looked at Ginevra, and their hearts met.
Laure could no longer restrain her tears ; she threw her-
self on her friend's neck and kissed her. At this moment
Servin camein.

'‘Mademoiselle Ginevra,' he said, enthusiastically, 'l
have finished my picture, it is being varnished.—But
what is the matter ? All the young ladies are making
holiday, it would seem, or are gone into the country.'

Laure wiped away her tears, took leave of Servin, and
went away.

'‘The studio hes been deserted for some days,' sad
Ginevra, 'and those young ladies will return no more,’

‘Pooh!’

"Nay, do not laugh,' said Ginevra, “listen to me, |
am the involuntary cause of your loss of repute.'

Tne artist smiled, and said, interrupting his pupil,
'My repute? But in a few days my picture will be
exhibited.’

"It is not your talent that is in question,’ sad the
Italian girl; 'but your morality. The young ladies
have spread a report that Louisis shut up here, and that
ymi—lent yourself to our love-making,'

" There is some truth in that, Mademoiselle, replied
the professor. ' The girls mothers are airified prudes,’
he went on. (I f they had but come to me, everything
would have been explained. But what do | care for libel
things? Lifeistooshort!'

And the painter snapped Us lingersin the air.



The Vendetta an

Louis, who had heard part of the conversation, came
out of his cupboard.

"You are losing all your pupils,' he cried,” and | shall
have been your ruin !'

The artist took his hand and Ginevrass, and joined
them. 'Will you marry each other, my children?' he
asked, with touching bluntness.  They both looked
down, and their silence was their first mutual confesson
of love. 'Well," sad Servin, and you will be happy,
will you not ? Can anything purchase such happiness
as that of two beings like you ?

"I am rich," sad Ginevra, 'if you will alow me to
indemnify you——'

" Indemnify !I" Servin broke in. ' Why, as soon asit
is known that | have been the victim of a few little fools,
and that | have sheltered a fugitive, all the Liberalsin
Paris will send me their daughters! Perhaps | shall be
in your debt then.'

Louis grasped his protector's hand, unable to ek a
word ; but at last he said, in a broken voice, 'To you |
shall owe all my happiness.’

' Be happy ; | unite you,' sad the painter with comic
unction, laying his hands on the heads of the lovers.

This pleasantry put an end to their emotional mood.
They looked at each other, and all three laughed. The
Italian girl wrung Louis' hand with a passonate grasp,
and with a simple impulse worthy of her Corsican
traditions'

"Ah, but, my dear children,’ sad Servin, ' you fancy
that now everything will goon swimmingly!  Well, you
are mistaken." They looked at him in amazement.

' Do not be darmed ; | am the only person incon-
venienced by your giddy behaviour. But Madame Servin
is the pink of propriety, and | really do not know how we
shall settle matters with her.'

'Heavens! | had forgotten. To-morrow Madame
Roffuin and Laurc" mother are coming to you'
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" | understand!" sad the painter, interrupting her,

' But you can justify yourself,' said the girl, with atoss
of her head of emphatic pride. ©Monsieur Louis,' and
she turned to him with an arch look, 'has surely no
longer an antipathy for the King's Government 7—
"Well, then,’ she went on, after seeing him smile,
"to-morrow morning | shal address a petition to one of
the mogt influential personsat the Ministry of War, a man
who can refusg’ the Baron di Piombo's daughter nothing.
We will obtain a tacit pardon for Captain Louis—for
they will not recognise your grade as Colonel.  And you,'
she added, spesking to Servin, 'may annihilate the
mammas of my charitable young companions by simply
telling them the truth.’'

"You ae an angel!' sad Servin.

While this scene was going on at the studio, Ginevra's
father and mother were impatiently expecting her
return.

"It is six o'clock, and Ginevra is not yet home,' sad
Bartolomeo.

' She was never S0 late before,' replied his wife.

The old people look at each other with all the signs of
very unusual anxiety. Bartolomeo, too much excited to
sit still, rose and paced the room twice, briskly enough
for a man of seventy-seven. Thanks to a strong constitu-
tion, he had changed but little since the day of his arrival
at Paris, and tall as he was, hewas still upright. His hair,
thin and white now, had left his head bald, a broad and
bossy skull which gave token of great strength and firm-
ness. Hisface deeply furrowed, had grown full and wide,
with the pale complexion that inspires veneration' The
fire of a passionate nature still lurked in the unearthly glow
of his eyes, and the brows, which were not quite white,
preserved their terrible mobility. The aspect of the man
was severe, but it could be seen that Bartolomeo had the
right to beso. His kindness and gentlenesswere known
only to his wife and daughter. In his official position, or
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before strangers, he never s&t aside the magjesty which time
had lent to his appearance ; and his habit of knitting those
thick brows, of setting every line in his face, and assum-
ing a Napoleonic fixity of gaze, made him seem as cold
as marble.

In the course of his political life he had been so
generally feared that he was thought unsociable; but it
is not difficult to find the causes of such a reputation.
Piombo's life, habits, and fidelity were a censure on most
of the courtiers. Notwithstanding the secret missons
entrusted to his discretion, which to any other man would
have proved lucrative, he had not more than thirty
thousand francs a year in Government securities. And
when we consder the low price of stock under the
Empire, and Napoleon's liberality to those of his faithful
adherents who knew how to ask, it is easy to perceive
that the Baron di Piombo was a man of stern honesty \ he
owed his Baron's plumage only to the necessity of
bearing a title when sent by Napoleon to a foreign
Court.

Bartolomeo had always professed implacable hatred of
the traitors whom Napoleon had gathered about him,
believing he could win them over by his victories. It
was he—s0 it was said—who took three steps towards
the door of the Emperor's room, after advising him to
get rid of threemen then in France, on the day before he
st out on his famous and brilliant campaign of 1814.
Since the second return of the Bourbons, Bartolomeo had
ceased to wear the ribbon of the Legion of Honour. No
man ever offered a finer image of the old Republicans,
the incorruptible supporters of the Empire, who survived
asthe living derelicts of the two most vigorous Govern-
ments the world has perhaps ever seen. If Baron di
Piombo had displeased some courtiers, Daru, Drouot,
Carnot were his friends. And, indeed, since Waterloo,
he cared no more about other political figures than for
the puffs of smoke he blew from his cigar.
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With the moderate sum which Madame, Napoleon's
mother, had paid him for his edatesin Corsica, Bartolomeo
di Piombo had acquired the old Hotel de Portenduere, in
which he made no alterations Living amogt aways
in official resdences at the cog of the Government, he
had resded in this manson only snce the catastrophe of
Fontainebleau. Like all ample folks of lofty character,
the Baron and his wife cared nothing for external
splendour; they «ill usad the old furniture they had
found in the house The reception rooms of this
dwelling, lofty, gloomy, and bare, the huge mirrors st in
old gilt frames aimog black with age, the furniture from
the time of Louisxxv., were in keeping with Bartolomeo
and his wife—figures worthy of antiquity. Under the
Empire, and during the Hundred Days, while holding
offices that brought handsome sdlaries the old Cordcan
had kept house in grand style, but rather to do honour to
his pogtion than with a view to display.

His life, and that of his wife and daughter, were so
frugal, so quiet, that their modes fortune sufficed for
their neads To them ther child Ginevra outweighed
all thericheson earth. And when, in M ay 1814, Baron di
Piombo resgned his place digmissed his houschold, and
locked his dabledoors, Ginevra, as Smple and unpre-
tentious as her parents had not aregret. Like all great
ouls she found luxury in srength of feding, as she
sought happiness in solitude and work.

And these three loved each other too much for the
externals of life to have any value in their eves Often
—and especially Snce Napoleon's ssoond ana fearful fall
—Bartolomeo and his wife spent evenings of pure delight
in listening to Ginevra as she played the piano or sang.
To them there was an immense mystery of pleasure in
their daughter's presence, in her lightest word| they
followed her with their eyeswith tender solicitude they
heard her gep in the courtyard, however lightly die trod.
Like lovers they would all three st slent far hours.
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hearing, better than in words the doguence of each
other's soul.  This dep feding, the very life of the two
old people filled all their thoughts. Not three lives
were here, but one, which, like the flame on a hearth,
burnt up in three tongues of fire.

Though now and then memoriesof Napoleon's bounty
and misfortunes, or the poalitics of the day, took the place
of their congant preoccupation, they could talk of them
without breaking their community of thought. For did
not Ginevra share their political passons? What could
be more natural than the eagerness with which they
withdrew into the heart of their only child? Until now
the business of public life had absorbed Baron di Piombo's
energies, but in resigning office the Cordcan felt the
nead of throwing his energy into the lag feding that was
left to him ; and, beddes the tie that bound a father and
mother to their daughter, there was perhaps, unknown to
thexe three degpotic soirits, a powerful reason in the
fanaticism of ther reciprocal devotion; their love was
undivided; Ginevra's whole heart was given to her
father, as Piombao'swas to her; and certainly, if it istrue
that we are more dosdy attached to one another by our
faults than by our good qualities, Ginevra regponded
wonderfully to all her father's passons Herein lay the
sngle defect of this threcfold exigence. Ginevra was
wholly given over to her vindictive impulses, carried
away by them, as Bartolomeo had been in his youth.
The Corsican delighted in encouraging these savage
emotions in his daughter's heart, exactly as a lion teaches
his whelps to spring on their prey. But as this appren-
ticeship to revenge could only be carried out under the
parental roof, Ginevra never forgave her father anything;
lie always had to succumb' Piombo regarded these
factitious quarrels as mere childishness, but the child thus
acquired a habit of domineeringover her parents. In the
tttdst of these tempests which Bartolomeo loved to raise,
a tender word, a look, was enough to soothe their angry
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spirits, and they were never 0 near kissing as when
threatening wrath.

However, from the age of about five, Ginevra, growing
wiser than her father, congtantly avoided thee senes
Her faithful nature, her devotion, the affection which
governed all her thoughts, and her admirable good snsg
had got the better of her rages, sill a great evil had
resulted : Ginevra lived with her father and mother on a
footing of equality which is always disagrous

To complete the picture of all the changes that had
happened to thexe three pesns since their arrival in
Paris, Piombo and his wife, people of no education, had
allowed Ginevra to sudy as she would. Following her
girlish fancy, she had tried and given up everything,
returning to each idea, and abandoning each in turn,
until painting had become her ruling passon ; she would
have been perfect if her mother had been capable of direct-
ing her dudies of enlightening and harmonisng her
natural gifts. Her faults were the outcome of the pernicious
training that the old Corscan had delighted to give her.

After making the floor creak for some minutes under
hlsfeet the old man rang the bell. A servant appeared.

1 Go to meet Mademoisdle Ginevra,' said the mager.
"1 have always been sorry that we have no longer a
carriage for her, sad the Baroness

' She would not have one' replied Piombo, looking at
his wife; and she accusomed for twenty years to
obedience as her part, cag down her eyes

Tall, thin, pate and wrinkled, and now pag seventy,
the Barones was exactly like the old woman whom
Schnetz introduces into the Italian scenes of his genre-
pictures; she commonly sat S0 silent that she might have
been taken for asscond Mrs. Shandy ; but a word, a look,
a gesture would betray that her fedings had all the
vigour and freshness of youth. Her dress devoid of
snartness was often devoid of tase She usualy re
mained pasive sunk in an armchair, like a Sultana
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valideh, waitingfor, or admiring Ginevra—her pride and
life. Her daughter's beauty, dress and grace ssamed to
have become her own. All waswell with her if Ginevra
were content. Her hair had turned white, and a few
locks were visble above her furrowed brow, and at the
dde of her withered cheks

"For about a fortnight now," said she, 'Ginevra has
been coming in late.

" Jean will not go fag enough,' cried the impatient old
man, crossng over the breagt of his blue coat; he snatched
up his hat, crammed it on to his head, and was off.

" You will not get far,' his wife called after him.

In feet, the outer gate opened and shut, and the old
mother heard Ginevra's gepsin the courtyard. Bartolo-
meo suddenly reappear ed,carrying hisdaughter in triumph,
while she struggled in his arms.

'Here sheis! La Ginevra,la Ginevrettina, laGinev-
rina, laGinevrola, la Ginevretta, laGinevra bdla!'

' Father ! you are hurting me!'

Ginevra was immediately s down with a sort of
repect. She nodded her head with a graceful gesture to
reassure her mother, who wasalarmed, and to convey that it
had been only an excuse.  Then the Baronesss pale, dull
face regained a little colour, and even a kind of cheerful-
nes Piombo rubbed his hands together extremely hard
—the mogt certain symptom of gladness ; he had ac-
quired the habit at Court when seeing Napoleon in a
ragewith any of his generals or miniserswho sarved him
ill, or who had committed some blunder. When once
the musdes of his face were relaxed, the smalles line in
his forehead expressad benevolence.  These two old folks
at this moment were exactly like drooping plants, which
areregored to life by a little water after a long drought,

'Dinner, dinner!" cried the Baron, holding out his
hand to Ginevra, whom he addressed as Signora Piombel-
lina, another token of good spirits, to which his daughter
replied with asmile
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'By the way," said Piombo, as they rose from table,
" do you know that your mother hag remarked that for a
month pagt you havesayed at the sudio much later than
usual ? Painting before parents, it would seem.’

' Oh, dear father——'

' Ginevra is preparing some surprise for us no doubt,
said the mother.

"You are going to bring me a picture of your paint-
ing ?" cried the Corsican, clapping his hands.

"Yes; | am very busy at the sudio,' she replied.

" What ails you, Ginevra? you are so pale; aked her
mother.

'No!" excaimed the girl, with a resolute gesture.
"No! it shall never be said that Ginevra Piombo ever told
aliein her life.

On hearing this grange exclamation, Piombo and his
wifelooked at their daughter with surprise®| loveayoungman,' shead
Then, not daring to look at her parents, her heavy eydids
drooped as if to veil the fire in her eyes

Ishea prince? aked her father ironically j but his
tone of voice made both the mother and daughter tremble,
' No, father,' she modestly replied,' he is a young man
of no fortune——'
' Then is he so handsome ?
" He is unfortunate.’
'"What is he?'
" At a comrade of Labedoyer€'s hewasoutlawed, home-
less; Servin hid him, and-—'
'Servin is a good fellow, and did well,' cried Piombo'
' But you, daughter, have done ill to love any man kit
your father ——'
Love is not within my control,! sid Ginevra
gently,
"I had flattered mysdf,' sad her fether, 'that my
Ginevra would be faithful to metill my death ; that my
care and her mother'swould be all she would have known $
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that our tenderness would never meet with a rival affec-
tion in her heart; that——'

' Did | ever reproach you for your fanatical devotion to
Napoleon ?' said Ginevra. ' Have you never loved any
one but me? Have you not been away on Embassesfor
months at a time? Have | not borne your absence
bravely ? Life has necessties to which we mug yield.'

"Ginevra!'

' No, you do not love me for my own sake, and your
reproaches show intolerable sdfishness'

"And you accuse your father's love! ' cried Piombo
with flaming looks.

'Father, | will never accuse you,' replied Ginevra,
more gently than her trembling mother expected. ' You
have right on the sde of your egoism, as | have right on
the dde of my love. Heaven is my withess that no
daughter ever better fulfilled her duty to her parents. |
have never known anything but love and happiness in
what many daughters regard as obligations. Now, for
fifteen years, | have never been anywhere but under your
protecting wing, and it has bean a very sweet deight to
me to charm your lives. But am | then ungrateful in
giving mysdf up to thejoy of loving, and in wishing for
a husband to protect me after you ?"

'So you balance accounts with your father, Ginevra!
said the old man in ominous tones.

There was a frightful pause ; no one dared to esk.
Finally, Bartolomeo broke the slence by exclaiming in a
heart-rending voice : ' Oh, gay with us; say with your

old father i | could not bear to s you love a man.
Ginevra, you will not have long to wait for your
liberty-—-"'

' But, my dear father, condder ; weshall not leave you,
We shall be two to love you; you will know the man to
whose care you will bequeath me.  You will be doubly
laved by me and by him—by him, being part of me, and
tiir me who am wholly he'
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"Oh, Ginevra, Ginevra!' cried the Corsican, clinching
his fists, 'why were you not married when Napoleon
had accugomed me to the idea, and introduced dukes and
counts as your suitors.'

'They only loved me to order,’ said the young girl.
' Besdes, | did not wish to leave you ; and they would
have taken me away with them.'

" Y ou do not wish to leave us alone,’ said Piombo, ' but
if you marry you isolate us | know you, my child, you
will love us no more. Elisa,' he added, turning to his
wife, who st motionless and, as it were, supefied ; ' we
no longer have a daughter j she wants to be married.’

The odd man sat down, after raisng his hands in the
air as though to invoke God ; then he remained bent,
crushed by his grief. Ginevra saw her father's agitation,
and the moderation of hiswrath pierced her to the heart;
she had expected a scene and furies$ she had not
deded her soul againg his gentleness.

"My dear father,’ she sad in an appealing voice,
'no, you shall never be abandoned by your Ginevra. But
love me too a little for mysdf. If only you knew
how heloves me! Ah, he could never bear to cause me
pain!'

"What, comparisonsalready!' cried Piomboin aterrible
voice. 'No," he went on, 'l cannot endure the idea.
If he were to love you as you deserve, he would kill me 5
and if he were not to love you, | should gab him !'

Piombo's hands were trembling, his lips trembled, his
whole frame trembled, and his eyes flashed lightnings;
Ginevra alone could meet hisgaze; for then her eyestoo
flashed fire, and the daughter was worthy of the father.

"Toloveyou! What man is worthy of such a life?"
hewent on. ' To love you as a father even—it it not
tolive in Paradise? Who then could be worthy to be
your husband ?

'He," s=ad Ginevra. 'He of whom | feel mysdf
unworthy.'
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' He,' echoed Piombo mechanically. 'Who? He?

"Theman | love'

'Can he know you well enough aready to adore
you ?

'But, father,’ said Ginevra, feding a surge of im-
patience, ' even if he did not love me—so long as | love
him——'

"You do love him then?' cried Piombo. Ginevra
gently bowed her head. ' You love him more than you
love me ?

' The two fedings cannot be compared,’ she replied.

' Oneis gronger than the other ?* said Piomoo.

"Yes, | think 0, said Ginevra.

" You shall not marry him !" cried the Cor si can in a
voice that made the windowsr attle.

"1 will marry him !" replied Ginevra calmly.

' Good God !' cried the mother,' how will this quarré
end ? Santa Virgina, come between them !'

The Baron, who was striding up and down the room,
came and seated himsdf.  An icy sernness darkened his
face ; he looked deadfadly at his daughter, and sad in a
gentle and affectionate voice, ' Nay, Ginevra—you will
not marry him. Oh, do not say you will, this evening.
L et me bdlieve that you will not. Do you wish to se
your father on his kness before you, and hiswhite hairs
humbled | will bessech you——'

' Ginevra Piombo is not accusomed to promise and
not to keep her word," said she' | am your child.'

' She is right,’ said the Baroness ' we come into the
world to marry.'

" And s0 you encourage her in disobedience' sid the
Baron to hiswife, who, ricken by the reproof, frozeinto
a datue.

"It isnot disobedience to refuse to yied to an unjust
command,’ replied Ginevra.

"It cannot be unjust when it emanates from your
lather's lips, my child. Why do you rise in judgment



122 The Vendetta

on me? Is not the repugnance | fed a counsd from on
High ? | am perhaps saving you from some misfortune.’

' The migortune would be that he should not love me!

" Always he !"

'Yes, aways' she said. 'He is my life, my joy, my
thought. Even if | obeyed you, he would be always in
my heart. If you forbid me to marry him, will it not
make me hate you ?

" You love us no longer !' cried Piombo.

' Oh !" sad Ginevra, shaking her head.

'Well, then, forget him. Be faithful to us After
us .. . you undergand . . .

' Father, would you make mewish that you weredead ?'
cried Ginevra.

"1 gall outlive you ; children who do not honour
their parents die early,’ cried her father at the utmost
pitch of exagperation.

"All the more reeson for marrying soon and being
happy," sid she

This codness this force of argument, brought Piombo's
agitation to a crigs ; the blood rushed violently to his
head, his face turned purple. Ginevra shuddered; she flew
like a bird on to her father's knees, threw her arms round
his neck, stroked his hair, and exclaimed, quite over come—

' Oh, yes, let me die first! | could not survive you,
my dear, kind father.'

' Oh, my Ginevra, my foolish Ginevretta! ' answered
Piombo, whose rage melted under this caress as an icicle
meltsin the sunshine

"It was time you should put an end to the matter/
said the Baroness in a broken voice

' Poor mother!

" Ah, Ginevretta, mia Ginevra bella! '

And thefather played with his daughter as if shewere
a child of sgx; he amused himsef with undoing the
Having tresss of her hair and dancing her on his neeg
tfoese was dotage in im demonstration' of tenderness.
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Presently his daughter scolded him as she kissd him, and
tried, half in jest, to get leave to bring Louis to the
housej but, jesting too, her lather refused. She sulked,
and recovered hersdf, and sulked again; then, at the
end of the evening, she was only too glad to have im-
presed on her father the ideas of her love for Louis and
of a marriage ere long.

Next day she said no more about it j she went later to
the sudio and returned early ; she was more affectionate
to her father than she had ever been, and showed her-
«f grateful, as if to thank him for the consnt to her
marriage he seamed to give by dlence.  In the evening
she played and sang for a long time, and exclaimed now
and then, ' This nocturne requires a man'svoice!' She
was an Italian, and that says everything.

A week later her mother beckoned her; Ginevra went,
and then in her ear she whispered, '| have persuaded
your father to receive him.'

" Oh, mother ! you make me very happy.'

So that afternoon, Ginevra had the joy of coming
home to her father's house leaning on Louis arm. The
poor officer came out of his hiding-place for the sscond
time. Ginevra's active intervention addresssd to the
Due de Feltre, then Minister of War, had been crowned
with perfect success Louis had just been rendated as
an officer on the resrve list. This was a very long
Sep towards a prosperous future.

Informed by Ginevra of all the difficulties he would
meet with in the Baron, the young officer dared not
oonfess his dread of failing to pleese him.  This man, so
Wave in adversty, so bold on the fidd of battle, quaked
as he thought of entering the Piombos drawing-room'
Ginevra felt him tremble, and this emotion, of which
their happiness was the firg cause, was to her a fresh
proof of his love,

'How pale you are!' said she at they readied the
gate of the hatel
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' Oh, Ginevra! If my life alone were at stake '

Though Bartolomeo had bean informed by his wife of
this official introduction of his daughter's lover, he did
not rise to meet him, but remained in the armchair he
usually occupied, and the severity of his countenance
was icy.

' Father,” sid Ginevra, ' | have brought you a gentle-
man whom you will no doubt be pleasd to se
Monsieur Louis, a soldier who fought quite dose to the
Emperor at Mont-Saint-Jean

The Baron rox, cad a furtive glance at Louis, and
sid in a sardonic tone—

' Monsieur wears no orders ?

‘I no longer wear the Legion of Honour,' replied
Louis bashfully, and he humbly remained standing.

Ginevra, hurt by her father's rudeness brought for-
ward a chair. The dfficer’'s reply stidied the old
Republican. Madame Piombo, seeing that her husband's
brows were recovering their natural shape said, to revive
the conversation, '‘Monsieur is wonderfully like Nina
Porta. Do not you think that he has quite the face of
aPorta?'

' Nothing can be more natural,’ replied the young
man, on whom Piombo's flaming eyeswere fixed' ' Nina
wasmy siger,’

" You are Luigi Porta?' aked the old man.

"Yes'

Bartolomeo di Piombo rose tottered, was obliged to
lean on a chair, and looked at his wife. Elisa Piombo
came up to him; then the two od foks slently left
the room, arm in arm, with a look of horror at ther
daughter. Luigi Porta, quite bewildered, gazed at
Ginevra, who turned as white as a marble statue, and
remained with her eyes fixed on the door where
her lather and mother had disppeared. There wis
something so solemn in her dlence and their retreat,
that' for the first timein his life perhaps a fedling of fear
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came over him. She dagped her hands tightly together,
and sad in a voice so choked that it would have been inaud-
ible to any one but a lover,” How much woein oneword !'

"In the name of our love, what have | sid ?' asked
Luigi Porta,

' My father has never told me our deplorable history,’
she replied. "And when we left Cordca | was too
young to know anything about it.'

' Isit aVendetta?' aked L uigi, trembling.

'Yes. By quegtioning my mother | learnt that the
Porta had killed my brothers and burnt down our house
My father then massacred all your family. How did
you survive, you whom he thought he had tied to the
pogts of a bed before setting fire to the house ?

'l do not know,' replied Luigi. 'When | was sx |
was taken to Genoa, to an old man named Colonna. No
account of my family was ever given to me; | only
knew that | was an orphan, and penniless.  Colonna was
like a father to me; | bore his name till | entered the
army; then, as | nesded papers to prove my identity, old
Colonna told me that, hdpless as | was, ana hardly more
than a child, | had enemies He made me promise to
take the name of L uigi only, to evade them.'

"Fly, fly, Luigi,' cried Ginevra. 'Yet, stay; | mug
go with you. So long as you are in my father's house
you are safe.  As soon as you quit it, take care of your-
«df. Youwill gofrom onedanger toanother. My rather
has two Cordcans in his service, and if he does not
threaten your life they will.'

'Ginevra,’ he sad, 'and mudg this hatred exist
between us ?

She amiled sadly and bowed her head. But she soon
raised it again with a sort of pride, and said,' Oh, Luigi,
otir fedings must bevery pure and true that | should
have the strength to walk in the path | am entering on.
But it isfor the sake of happiness which will lag as long
a' life, isit not ?'

p
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Luigf ansvered only with a smile, and presssd her
hand. Thegirl undergood that only a great love could
at such a moment scorn mere protestations. This calm
and constientious expresson of Luigi's fedings seemed
to gpeak for their strength and permanence. T hefate of
the couple was thus sealed.  Ginevra foresaw many pain-
ful contests to be fought out, but the idea of deserting
Louis—an idea which had perhaps floated before her
mind—at once vanished. His, henceforth and for ever,
she suddenly dragged him away and out of the house
with a sort of violence, and did not quit him till they
reached the house where Servin had taken a humble
lodging for him.

When e returned to her father's house she had
asumed the serenity which comes of a strong resolve
No change of manner revealed any unessness She
found her parents ready to st down to dinner, and she
looked at them with eyes devoid of defiance, and full of
svegness  She saw that her old mother had been weep-
ing; at the sght of her red eydids for a moment her
heart failed her, but she hid her emotion. Piombo
semed to be a prey to anguish too keen, too concen-
trated to be shown by ordinary means of expresson.
The srvants waited on a meal which no one ate. A
horror of food is one of the symptoms indicative of a
great crigs of thesoul. All three rose without any one
of them having spoken a word. When Ginevra was
seated in the great, solemn drawing-room, between her
father and mother, Piombo tried to speak, but he found
novoice; hetried towalk about, but found no strength ;
he sat down again and rang the bell.

*Pietro,' said he to the servant at lag, ' light the fire,
| am cold.

Ginevra was shocked, and looked anxioudy at her
father. The struggle he was going through must be
frightful ' his face looked quite changed. Ginevraknew
the extent of the danger that threatened her, but shedid
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not tremble; while the glances that Bartolomeo cast at
his daughter seemed to proclaim that he wes at this
moment in fear of the character whose violence was his
own work. Between these two everything must be in
excess  And the certainty of the possible change of
feeling between the father and daughter filled the
Baronesss face with an expression of terror.

'‘Ginevra, you love the enemy of your family," sad
Piombo at last, not daring to look at his daughter.

' That is true,’ she replied.

" Y ou must choose between him and us. Our Vendetta
is part of ourselves.  If you do not espouse my cause, you
are not of my family.'

'My choice is made,' said Ginevra, in a steady voice.

His daughter's camness misled Bartolomeo.

"Oh, my dear daughter !" cried the old man, whose
eyelids were moist with tears, the first, the only tears he
ever shed in hislife.

'L shall be hiswife,' she sad abruptly.

Bartolomeo could not se for a moment; but he re-
covered himself and replied, * This marriage shall never be
solong as | live. | will never consent.' Ginevra kept
silence. 'But, do you understand,'the Baron went on,'that
Luigi is the son of the man who killed your brothers f'

' He was six years old when the crime was committed ;
he must be innocent of it," she answered.

" A Porta!" cried Bartolomeo.

'‘But how could | share this hatred,’ said the girl
eagerly. 'Did you bring me up in the belief that a
Portawasa monster ? Could | imaginethat even onewas
left of those you had killed ? Isit not in nature that you
should make your Vendetta give way to my feelings ?

" A Porta!' repeated Piombo. ' If his father had found
you then in your bed, you would not be alive now. He
wbuld have dealt you a hundred deaths.'

' Possibly,' she said. ' But his son has given me more
than life. To se Luigi is a happiness without which |
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cannot live. Luigi has revedled to me the world of feel'
ing. | have, perhaps ssen even handsomer faces than his,
but none ever charmed me so much. | have, perhaps,
heard voices—no, no, never one 0 musical!  Luigi
loves me. He shall be my husband.'

" Never !" said Piombo. ' Ginevra, | would sooner s
you in your coffin !'

The old man rosg and paced the room with hurried
grides uttering fierce words, with pauss between that
betrayed all hisindignation.

" You think, perhaps that you can bend my will ?
Undeceive yoursdf. | will not have a Porta for my
son-in-law.  That is my decison. Never spesk of the
matter again. | am Bartolomeo di Piombo, do you hear,
Ginevrar'

' Do you attach any mysterious meaning to the words ?'
she coldly asked.

' They mean that | have a dagger, and that | do not
fear the jugice of men. We Cordcans settle such
matterswith God.'

"Well/ said the girl,’ | am Ginevra di Piombo, and |
dedlare that in Sx months| will be Luigi Porta'swife—
You are a tyrant, father,” she added, after an ominous
pause

Bartolomeo clenched his fids and struck the marble
chimney shdf.

"Ah 1 wearein Paris!" he muttered.

He said no more, but folded his arms and bowed his
head on his breast; nor did he sy another word the
wholeevening. Having assxted her will, the girl affected
the mos complete indifference; she sat down to the
piano, sang, played the mos charming musc, with a
grace and fedling that proclaimed her perfect freedom of
mind, triumphing over, her father, whose brow showed no
relenting. The old man deeply fdt this tacit insult, and
at that moment gathered the bitter fruitsof the education
he had, given his daughter. Respect is a barrier which
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protects the parents and the children alike, sparing those
much sorrow, and these remorse.

The next day, as Ginevra was going out at the hour
when she usualy went to the studio, she found the door
of the house dosad upon her j but she soon devised means
for informing Luigi Porta of her father's severity. A
waiting woman, who could not read, carried to the young
officer a letter written by Ginevra. For five days the
lovers contrived to correspond, thanks to the plots that
young people of twenty can always contrive.

The father and daughter rarely spoke to each other.
Both had in the bottom of their hearts an eement of
hatred ; they suffered, but in prideand slence. Knowing
well how strong were the bonds of love that tied them to
each other, they tried to wrench them asunder, but with-
out uccess  No sweet emotion ever came, as it had been
wont, to give light to Bartolomeo's severe features when
he gazed at his Ginevra, and there was something savage
in her expresson when shelooked at her father. Reproach
st on he innocent brow; she gave hersdf up, indeed,
to thoughts of happiness but remorse sometimes dimmed
her eyes. It was not, indeed, difficult to divine that she
would never enjoy in peace a felicity which made her
parents unhappy. In Bartolomeo, asin his daughter, all
the irresolution arisng from their native goodness of
heart was doomed to shipwreck on their fierce pride and
the revengeful spirit peculiar to Corscans. They encour-
aged each other in their wrath, and shut their eyesto the
fL_Jtlu(;e. Perhaps, too, each fanded that the other would
yleld.

On Ginevra's birthday, her mother, heart-broken at
thisdisunion, which wasassuming a serious aspect, planned
to reconcile the father and daughter by an appeal to the
memoriesof thisanniversary. They were all three sitting
in Bartolomeo's room. Ginevra guesed her mothers
purpose from the hestation written in her face, and she
smiled sadly. At this ingant a servant announced two
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lawyers, accompanied by several witnesses who all came
into the room. Bartolomeo dared at the men, whose
cold, st feces were in themsdves an insult to souls so
fevered as those of the three principal actors in this
sene The old man turned uneasly to his daughter, and
saw on her face a amile of trumph which led him to sugpect
ome catagrophe ; but he affected, as savages do, to pre-
srve a deceitful rigidity, while he looked at the two
lawyers with a sort of apathetic curiosity. At a gesture
of invitation from the old man the vistors took seets

'Monsieur is no doubt Baron di Piombo ? sad the
eder of the two lawyers.

Bartolomeo bowed. The lawyer gave his head a little
jerk, looked at Ginevra with the dy expresson of a bailiff
nabbing a debtor; then he took out his snuff-box, opened
it, and, taking a pinch of snuff, absorbed it in little siffs
while considering the opening words of his discourse $
and while pronouncing them he made congtant pausss
an oratorical effect which a dash in printing represents
very imperfectly.

‘Monsieur,' said he, '| am Monseur Roguin, notary
to Mademoisdle, your daughter, and we are here—my
colleague and |—to carry out the requirements of the
law, and—to put an end to the divisons which—as it
would ssem—have arisen—between you and Mademoi-
sdle, your daughter—on the question—of—her—marriage
with Monsieur Luigi Porta' This speech, made in a
pedantic style, seemed, no doubt, to Monsieur Roguin
much too fine to be undersood all in a moment, and he
stopped, while looking at Bartolomeo with an expresson
peculiar to men of busness and which is half-way between
servility and familiarity. Lawyers are so much usd to
feign interest in the persons to whom they ek that
their features at lag asume a grimace which they can
put on and off with their official pallium. Thiscaricature
of friendliness, so mechanical as to be eadly detected,
irritated Bartolomeo to such a pitch that it took all his sdf-
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control not to throw Monsieur Roguin out of the window;
a look of fury emphassed his wrinkles, and on seging this
the notary said to himself: ' | am making an effect.’
'But,' he went on in a honeyed voice, ' Monsieur le
Baron, on such occadons as these, our intervention must
aways, at firs, be essentially conciliatory.—Have the
kindness to listen to me.—It is in evidence that Made-
moisdle Ginevra Piombo—has to-day—attained the age
at which, after a " regpectful summons" she may procesd
to the solemnisation of her marriage—notwithstanding
that her parents refuse their consnt. Now—it is cus
tomary in families—which enjoy a certain consideration
«—which move in society—and presrve ther dignity—
people in short, to whom it is important not to let the
public into the sret of their differences—and who also
do not wish to do themsdves an injury by blighting the
future lives of a young husband and wife—for that is doing
themsdves an injury. It isthe custom, | was saying—
in such highly regpectable families—not to allow the
srving of such a summons—which must be—which
alwaysis a record of a dispute—which at last oeasss to
exig. For as soon, Monsieur, asa young lady has
recourse to a " regectful summons' e proclaims a
determination so obgtinate—that her father—and her
mother—' he added, turning to the Baroness ' can have
no further hope of seeing her follow their advice—Hence
the parental prohibition being nullified—in the first place
by this fact—and ads by the decison of the law—it is
always the ca® that a wise father, after finally remon-
strating with his child, allows her the liberty—'
Monsieur Roguin pausad, perceiving that he might
talk on for two hours without extracting an answer ; and
he alo felt a peculiar agitation as he looked at the man
tie was trying to convince. An extraordinary change had
come over Bartoiomeo's countenance.  All its lines were
set, giving him an expresson of indescribable cruelty, and
be glared at the lawyer like a tiger. The Barones st
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mute and passve Ginevra, cam and resolute, was wait-
ing ; she knew that the notary's voice was sronger than
hers, and she seamed to have made up her mind to keep
slence. At the moment when Roguin ceasad speaking,
the some was <0 terrible that the witnesses, as strangers,
trembled; never, perhaps had such a slence weighed
on them. The lawyers looked at each cther as if in
consultation, then they roe and went to the window.

' Did you ever come accs clients made to this
pattern ?' asked Roguin of his colleague.

' There is nothing to be got out of him," said the
younger man. 'l n your place | should read the sum-
mons and nothing more. The old man is no jokej he
is choleric, and you will gain nothing by trying to dis
s matterswith him.'

Monsieur Roguin therefore read aloud from a sheat of
gamped paper a summons ready drawn up, and coldly
asked Bartolomeo what his reply was.

'Are there laws in France then that upsst a father's
authority ? aked the Corsican.

' Monseur——' said Roguin, smoothly,
" That snatch a child from her father r'
' Monseur——'

" That rob an old man of his lag consolation ?

' Monsieur, your daughter bdongs to you only so
long——'

"That kill her?

' Monsieur, allow me'

There is nothing more hideous than the cold-blooded
and dose reasoning of a lawyer in the midst of such
somes of passon as they are usually mixed up with. The
faces which Piombo saw ssemed to him to have excaped
from Hell ; hiscold and concentrated rage knew no bounds
at the moment when his little opponents calm and almost
piping voice uttered that fatal,' Allow me.! He sorang at
a long dagger which hung from a nail over the chimney-
piece, ana rushed at his daughter. The younger of the
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two lawyers and one of the witnesses threw themsdves
between him and Ginevra; but Bartolomeo brutally
knocked them over, showing them a face of fire and
glowing eyes which seamed more terrible than the flash
of the dagger. When Ginevra found hersdf face to face
with her father she looked at him steadily with a glance
of triumph, went dowly towards him, and knelt down.

"No, no! | cannot!" he exclaimed, flinging away the
weapon with such force that it suck fag in the wainscoat.

"Mercy, then, mercy ' ssid she °You hedtate to
kill me, but you refuse melife. Oh, father, | never loved
you so well—but give me Luigi. | ak your consent on
my kness ; a daughter may humble hersdf to her father.
My Luigi, or | mug die !

Theviolent excitement that choked her prevented her
laying more; she found no voice; her convulsve efforts
plainly showed that she was between life and death.
Bartolomeo roughly pushed her away.

'Go,' he said, ' the wife of Luigi Porta cannot be a
Piombo. | nolonger have a daughter ! | cannot bring
myself to curse you, but | give you up. You have now
no father. My Ginevra Piombo is buried then!" he ex-
claimed in a degp tone, as he clutched at hisheart.—' Go,
| say, wretched girl,' he went on after a moment's silence.
' Go, and never let me seyou again.'

He took Ginevra by the arm, and in slence led her
out of the house

"Luigi!" cried Ginevra, as she went into the humble
room where the officer was lodged, ' my L uigi, we have
no fortune but our love!

"W e are richer than all the kings of the earth/ he
replied

"My father and mother have cag me out,’ said she
with degp melanchaly.

" 1 will loveyou for them.'

'Shall we be very happy?' she cried, with a gaiety
tint had something terriblein it
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'And for ever!" he answered, clagping her to his
heart.

On the day following that on which Ginevra had
quitted her father's house, she went to beg Madame
Servin to grant her protection and shdter till the time,
fixed by law, when she could be married to Luigi. There
began ner apprenticeship to the troubles which the world
grews in the way of those who do not obey its rules
Madame Servin, who was greatly digressad at the injury
that Ginevra's adventure had done the painter, received
the fugitive coldly, and explained to her with circum-
spect politeness that she was not to count on her support.
Too proud to inds, but amazed at such sHfishness to
which she was unaccustomed, the young Corsican went
to lodge in a furnished house as near as possble to Luigi's.
The an of the Portas spent all his days at the feet of his
beloved ; his youthful love, and the purity of his mind,
digpersad the douds which her father's reprobation had
settled on the banished daughter's brow; and he painted
the future as so fair that she ended by smiling, though she
could not forget her parents severity.

One morning the maid of the house brought up to her
sveral trunks containing dress<uffs linen, and a quan-
tity of things needful for a young woman settling for the
firg time. In this she recognisad the foreseeing kindness
of a mother; for as she examined these gifts, she found a
purse into which the Baroness had put some money be-
longing to Ginevra, adding all her own savings With
the money was a letter, in which sheimplored her daughter
to give up her fatal purposeof marrying, if there were yet
time. She had been obliged, she said, to take unheard'
of precautions to get this small assgance conveyed to
Ginevra; she begged her not to accuse her of hardness
if henceforth she left her neglected; she feared she could
do no more for herj she blessd her, hoped she might
find happiness in this fatal marriage if she perssed, and
asured her that her one thought was of her bdoved
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daughter. At this point tears had blotted out many
words of the letter.

'Oh, mother !" cried Ginevra, quite overcome.

She felt a longing to throw herself at her mother's
feet, to s her, to breathe the blesssd air of home; she
was on the point of rushing off' when Luigi came in.
She looked at him, and filial affection vanished, her tears
were dried, she could not find it in her to leave the un-
happy and loving youth. To be the sole hope of a noble
soul, to love and to desart it—such a sacrifice is treason
of which no young heart is capable. Ginevra had the
generosity to bury her grief at the bottom of her soul.

At lagt the day of their wedding came. Ginevrafound
no one near her. Luigi took advantage of the moment
when she was dressing to go in search of the necessary
witnesses to their marriage act. These were very good
people.  One of them, an old quartermaster of hussars,
had, when in the army, found himself under such obliga-
tions to Luigi as an honest man never forgets; he had
become a job-master, and had severa hackney carriages.
The other, a builder, was the proprietor of the house
where the young couple were to lodge. Each of these
brought a friend, and all four came with Luigi to fetch
the bride. Unaccustomed as they were to socia grima-
cing, seeing nothing extraordinary in the service they were
doing to L uigi, these men were decently but quite plainly
dressed, and there was nothing to proclaim the gay escort
of awedding. Ginevra herself was very simply clad, to
be in keeping with her fortune; but, nevertheless, there
was something so noble and impressive in her beauty that
at the sight of her the words died on the lips of the good
folks who had been prepared to pay her some compli-
ment 5 they bowed respectfully, and she bowed in return ;
they looked at her in silence, and could only admire her.
Joy can only express itself among equas. So, as fete
would have it, all was gloomy and serious around the
lovers ; there was nothing to reflect their happiness
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The church and the mairie were not far away. The
two Cordcans, followed by the four witnessss required by
law, dedided to go oh foot, with a simplicity which robbed
this great event of socia life of all parade. In the court-
yard of the mairie they found a crowd of carriages, which
announced a numerous party within. They went up-
dars and entered a large room, where the couples who
wer e to be made happy on this particular day were await-
ing the Maire of that quarter of Paris with consderable
impatience. Ginevra sat down by Luigi on the end of a
long bench, and their witnesses remained standing for
lack of ssts Two brides pompoudy arrayed in white,
loaded with ribbons and lace and pearls, and crowned with
bunches of orange-blossom of which the sheeny buds
quivered under their veils, were surrounded by their
families and accompanied by their mothers to whoiii
they turned with looks at once timid and satified \ every
eye reflected their happiness and every face seemed to
exhale benedictions. Fathers, witnesses, brothers, and
dders were coming and going like a swarm of insects
playing in a sunbeam which soon mug vanish. Every
one ssanad to undergand the predousness of this brief
hour in life when the heart dands poissd between two
hopes—the wishes of the pad, the promise of the futurée

At this sght Ginevra felt her heart swel, and she
presad Luigi sarm. He gave her a look, and a tear rose
to the young man's eye; he never saw more clearly than
at that moment all that hisGinevra had sacrificed for him'
That rare tear made the young girl forget the forlorn
postion in which she good. Love poured treasures of
light between the lovers, who from that moment saw
nothing but each other in the midgt of the confusion'

Their witneses, indifferent to the ceremonial, were
quietly discussng busness matters.

'Oats are very dear, sad the quartermager to Hie
mason.

' They have not yet gone up so high as plager in pro-
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portion,’ sad the builder. And they walked round the
largeroom.

" What a lot of time we are losng here!" exdaimed
the mason, putting a huge slver watch back into his
pocket.

Luigi and Ginevra, clinging to each other, ssemed to
be but one person. A poet would certainly have admired
these two heads full of the same feding, alike in colour-
ing, melancholy and slent in the presnce of the two
buzzing wedding-parties, of four excited families sparkling
with diamonds and flowers, and full of gaiety which
saned a mere efervescence All the joys of which
these loud and gorgeous groups made a display, Luigi and
Ginevra kept buried at the bottom of their hearts On
one sde was the coarse cdamour of pleasure; on the
other the ddicate slence of happy souls. earth and
heaven.

But Ginevra trembled, and could not altogether shake
off her woman's weakness.  Supergtitious, as Italians are,
she regarded this contragt as an omen, and in the depths of
her heart she harboured a feding of dread, as unconquer-
able as her love itsdf.

Suddenly an official in livery threw open the double
doors, dlence fell, and his voice sounded like ayelp as he
caled out the names of Monsieur Luigi Porta and
Mademoisdle Ginevra Piombo. This incident causd
the pair some embarrassment. T hecelebrity of the name
of riombo attracted attention; the gpectators looked
about them for a wedding-party which mugt surely be a
splendid one. Ginevra roe ; her eyes, thunderous with
pride, subdued the crowd, shetook Luigi'sarm, and went
forward with a firm sep, followed by the witnesses, A
murmur of agonishment which rapidly grew louder, and
Whispering on all ddes reminded Ginevra that theworld
WH Calling her to account for her parents absence. Her
father's curse ssemed to be pursuing her.

" Wait for the families of the bride and bridegroom,’
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said the Maire tothe clerk, who at once began toread the
contracts.

' The father and mother enter a protest,’ said the clerk
indifferently.

' On both 9des? ' asked the Maire.

" Theman isan orphan.’

"Where are the withesses ?

' They are here/ sad the clerk, pointing to the four
motionless and dlent men who dood like datues with
their arms crossd.

' But if the parents protest ?' sid the Maire.

'"The "respectful summons' has been presented in
due form," replied the man, rising to place the various
documents iu the functionary's hands.

This discusion in an office ssemed to brand them, and
in afew words told a whole history. The hatred of the
Porta and the Piombo, all thexe terrible passions were
thus recorded on a page of a regiser, asthe annals of a
nation may be inscribed on a tombgtone in a few lines,
nay, even in a sngle name: Robespierre or Napoleon.
Ginevra was trembling. Like the dove crosing the
waters, which had norest for her foot but in the ark, her
eyes could take refuge only in Luigi's, for all dsewas cold
and sad. The Maire had a sern, disapproving look,
and his clerk dared at the couple with ill-natured
curiosity. Nothing ever had les the appearance of a
festivity. Like all the other events of human life when
they are gripped of their accesories, it was a Smple thing
in itsdf, immense in its idea.

After some quegtions, to which they replied, theMaire
muttered a few words, and then, having sgned their
namesin the regiger, Luigi and Ginevra were man and
wife. The young Cordcans, whose union had all the
poetry which genius has consecrated in Romeo and
Juliet, went away between two lines of jubilant relations
to whom they did not belong, and who wfae out of
patience at the dday caussd by a marriage apparently so
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forlorn. When the girl found hersdf in the courtyard
and under the open sky, a degp sgh broke from her very
heart.

" Oh, will awhale life of love and devotion suffice to
repay my Ginevra for her courage and tenderness ? said
Luigi.

At these words, spoken with tears of joy, the bride
forgot all her suffering, for she had auffered in showing
hersdf to the world claiming a happiness which her
parents refused to sanction.

" Why do men try to come between us?' she said, with
a smplicity of feeing that enchanted L uigi.

Gladness made them more light-hearted. They saw
neither the sky, nor the earth, nor the houses and flew
on wings to the church. At lag they found themsdves
in a small, dark chapel, and in front of a humble altar
where an old pries married them. There, as at the
Mairie, they were pursued by the two weddings that
persecuted them with their splendour.  The church,
filled with friends and reations, rangwith the noise made
by carriages beadles porters and priets  Altars
glittered with eccesadical magnificencg the crowns of
orange-blossom that decked the datues of the Virgin
ssamed quite new.  Nothing was to be seen but flowers,
with perfumes, gleaming tapers, and velvet cushions
embroidered with gold. God seamned to have a share in
this rapture of a day.

W hen the symboal of eternal union wasto be held above
the heads of L uigi and Ginevra—the yoke of white satin
which for some is so soft, 0 bright, o light, and for the
greater number is made of lead—the priest looked round
in vain for two young boys to fill the happy office 5 two
of the witnessss took their place The priet gave the
couple a hasty disoourse on the dangers of life, and on the
duties they must one day inculcate in their children, and
he here took occason to insnuate a reflection on the
absnce of Ginevra's parents;, then having united them
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in the presnce of God, as the Maire had united them in
the presnce of the Law, he ended the mass and left
them.

' God bless them,' said Vergniaud to the mason at the
church door. ' Never were two creatures better made for
each other. That girl's parents are wretches. | know
no braver ldier than Colone Luigi ! If all the world
had behaved as he did, Uautre' would still be with us!

The soldier's blessng, the only one breathed for them
this day, fell like balm on Ginevra's heart.

They all parted with shaking of hands and Luigi
cordially thanked his landlord.

' Good-bye, old fdlow, said Luigi to the quarter-
mader. ' And thank you.'

" At your service, Colonel, soul and body, horsss and
chaisss—all that is mine isyours.

" How well he loves you f' said Ginevra.

Luigi eagerly led his wife home to the house they
were tolive in j they soon reached the modest apartment,
and there, when the door was dosed, Luigi took her in
his arms, exclaiming, ' Oh, my Ginevra—for you are
mine now—here is our real fesival ! Here,' he went
on," all will smile on us'

Together they went through the three rooms which
compossd their dwelling. The entrance hall saved as
drawing-room and dining-room. To the right was a
bedroom, to the left a sort of large dost which Luigi
had arranged for his bdoved wife, where she found easds
her paint-box, some casts modds, lay figures, pictures,
portfolios, in short, all the apparatus of an artist.

" Here |l shall work," said she, with childlike glee.

She looked for a long time at the pape and the
furniture, congantly turning to Luigi to thank him, for
there was a kind of magnificence in this humble retreat;
a bookcase contained Gmevra's favourite booksandf tte«ft
was a piano. Shesat down on an ottoman, drew Luigi

" Napoleon.
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to her dde, and dasping his hand, ' You have such good
taste' said she in a caressng tone.

" Your words make me very happy,' he replied.

' But, come, let us s everything,” sid Ginevra, from
whom Luigi had kept the sscret of this little home.

They went into a bridal chamber that was as fresh and
white as a maiden.

"Oh'! comeaway, sad Luigi, laughing.

' But | mug se everything, and Ginevra imperioudy
went on, examining all the furniture with the curiosty of
an antiquary studying a medal. She touched the silk
stuff and scrutinised everything with the childlike delight
of abrideturning over thetreasures of the corbeilU brought
her by her husband.

" We have begun by ruining oursdves' she said in a
half-glad, half-regretful tone.

"It istrue; all my arrears of pay are there' replied
Luigi. " | 0old it to a good fellow named Gigonnet.'

"why ?" che aked, in a reproachful voice, which
betrayed, however, a sscret satisfaction.  'Do you think
| should be less happy under a bare roof ? Still,' she
went on, 'itisall very pretty, and it isours!

Luigi looked at her with such enthusasm that she cast
down her eyes and said, ' Let us e the rest!

Above thexe three rooms, in the attics, were a work-
room for L uigi, akitchen, and aservant'sroom. Ginevra
was content with her little domain, though the view was
limited by the high wall of a neighbouring house and
the courtyard on which the rooms looked was gloomy.
But the lovers were so glad of heart, hope so beautified
the future, that they would s nothing but enchantment
in their mygerious dwelling. They were buried in this
huge house log in the immensty of Paris, like two
pearlsin their shdl, in the bosom of the dep s For
any onedse it would have bean a prison; to them it was
Paradise.

Thefirst days of their married lifewere given to love ;
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it was too difficult for them to devote themsdves at onceto
work, and they could not resg the fascination of their
mutual passon. Luigi would recline for hoursat hiswife's
feet, admiring the colour of her hair, the shape of her
forehead, the exquidte setting of her eyes the purity and
whiteness of the arched brow beneath which they dowly
roe or fell, expresang the happines of satidfied love.
Ginevragroked her Luigi'slocks, never tiring of gazing at
what e called, in one of her own phrases the belta fol-
gorante of the young man, and his delicately cut features;
aways faxdinated by the dignity of his manners, while
aways charming him by the grace of her own. They
played like children with the meres trifles, these trifles
aways brought them back to their pasion, and they
ceesad playing only to lapse into the day dreams of far
nitrite.  An air sung by Ginevra would reproduce for
them the exquisite hues of their love

Or, matching their geps as they had matched their
souls they wandered about the country, finding their
love in everything, in the flowers, in the sky, in the heart
of the fiery glow of the setting sunj they read it even in
the changing douds that were tossed on the winds. No
day was ever like the lad, their love continued to grow
becaus it was true. In a very few days they had proved
each other, and had instinctively percaved that ther souls
were of such a temper that ther inexhaugible riches
seamed to promise ever new joys for the future. This
was love in all its fresh candour, with its endless prattle,
its unfinished sntences its long slences its Oriental
regfulness and ardour' Luigi and Ginevra bad wholly
undersood love Is not love like the s, which, sen
superficially or in haste, is accused of monaotony by vulgar
minds, while certain privileged bengs can spend all their
life admiring it and finding in it changeful phenomena
which delight them ?

One day, however, prudence dragged the young couple
from their Garden of Eden; they must work for their
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living. Ginevra, who had a remarkable talent for copy-
ing pictures, st to work to produce copies, and formed a
connection among dedlers. L uigi, too, eagerly sought
some occupation ; but it was difficult for a young officer,
whose talents were limited to a thorough knowledge of
tactics, to find any employment in Paris. At lag, one
day when, weary of his vain efforts, he felt despair in his
soul at sdng that the whole burthen of providing for
their exigence resed on Ginevra, it occurred to him that
he might earn something by his handwriting, which was
beautiful. With a perseverance of which his wife had
=t the example, he went to ak work of the attorneys,
the notaries, and the pleaders of Paris. The frankness of
his manners and his painful dtuation greatly interested
people in his favour, and he got enough copying to be
obliged to employ youths under him. Presently he took
work on a larger scale  The income derived from this
officework and the price of Ginevra's paintings put the
young houseshdd on a footing of comfort, which they
were proud of as the fruit of their own industry.

This was the sunnies period of their life. The days
glided swiftly by between work and the happiness of love.
In the evening after working hard they found themsdves
happy in Ginevra's cell. Music then consoled them for
their fatigues. No shade of melancholy ever douded the
young's wife's features, and she never allowed hersdf to
utter a lament. She could always appear to her Luigi
with a amile on her lips and a light in her eyes. Each
cherished a ruling thought which would have made them
take pleasure in the hardest toil: Ginevra told her-
sdf she wasworking for Luigi, and Luigi for Ginevra.
Sometimes, in her husband's absence, the young wife
would think of the perfect joy it would have been if this
life of love might have been spent in the dght trf her
father and mothers then she would snk into degp melan-
choly, and fed all the pangs of remorse dark pictures
would pass like shadows before her fancy; she would se
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her old lather alone, or her mother weeping in the even-
ings, and Riding her tears from the inexorable Piombo'
Those two' grave, white heads would suddenly rise up
before her, and she fancied she would never se them
again but in the fantagtical light of memory. Thisidea
haunted her like a presentiment.

She kept the anniversary of their wedding by giving
her husband a portrait he had often wished for—that of
his Ginevra. The young artist had never executed o0
remarkable awork. Apart from the likeness, which was
perfect, the brilliancy of her beauty, the purity of her fed-
ings, the happiness of love, were rendered with a kind
of magic. The maderpiece was hung up with due
ceremony.

They gpent another year in the midst of comfort. The
higory of their life can be told in thexe words:. ' They
were happy. No event occurred deserving to be related.

At the beginning of the winter of 1819 the picture-
deders advised Ginevra to bring them something dse
than copies as in conssquence of the great competition,
they could no longer sdl them to advantage. Madame
Porta acknowledged the migtake she had made in not
busying hersdf with genre pictures which would have
won her a name5 she undertook to paint portraits; but
she had to contend againg a crowd of artiss even poorer
than hersdf. However, as Luigi and Ginevra had saved
ome money, they did not dexpair of the future. At the
end of this same winter L uigi was working without ceas
ing. He, too, had to compete with rivals, the price
of copying had fallen so low that he could no longer em-
ploy assgants and was compelled to give up more time
to his labour to earn the same amount. His wife had
painted several pictures which were not devoid of merit,
out dedlers were scarcdy buying even those of artists of
repute. Ginevra offered them for amog nothing, and
could not sdl them.

Thesdtuation of the household was something terrible;
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the souls of the husband and wife floated in happiness, love
loaded them with its treasures ; poverty rose up like a
skeleton in the midst of this harvest of joys, and they hid
their darms from each other. When Ginevrafelt hersdf
on the verge of tears as she saw Luigi suffering, she
hegped caresses on him; Luigi, in the same way, hid the
blackest care in his heart, while expressing the fondest de-
votion to Ginevra. They sought some compensation for
their woes in the enthusiasm of their feelings, and their
words, their joys, their playfulness, were marked by a
kind of frenzy. They were darmed at the future.
What sentiment is there to compare in strength with a
passon which must end to-morrow—Killed by death or
necessty ?  When they spoke of their poverty, they felt
the need of deluding each other, and snatched at the
smallest hope with equa esgerness

One night Ginevra sought in vain for Luigi at her
side, and got up quite frightened. A pale gleam reflected
from the dingy wall of the little courtyard led her to
guess that her husband sat up towork at night. Luigi
waited till his wife was adeep to go up to his workroom.
The clock struck four. Ginevra went back to bed and
feigned deep L uigi came back, overwhelmed by fatigue
and want of deep, and Ginevra gazed sadly at the hand'
some face on which labour and anxiety had already traced
some lines.

"Anditis for me that he spends the night in writing,'
she thought, and she wept.

An idea came to dry her tears. she would imitate
Luigi. That same day she went to a rich print-seller,
and by the help of a letter of recommendation to him that
she had obtained from Elie Magus, a picture-dealer, she
got some work in colouring prints. All day she painted
and attended to her household cares, then at night she
coloured prints. These two beings, so tenderly in love,
got into bed only to get out of it again. Each pretended
to deep, and out of devotion to the other stole away as
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soon as one had deceved the other. One night Luigi,
knocked over by a sort of fever caused by work, of which
the burthen was beginning to crush him, threw open the
window of his workroom to inhale the fresh morning air,
and shake off his pain, when, happening to look down, he
saw the light thrown on thewall by Ginevra's lamp; the
unhappy man guessed the truth; he went downdairs,
walking softly, and discovered his wife in her gudio
colouring prints.

' Oh, Ginevra,' he exclaimed.

She darted convulsively in her chair, and turned scarlet

' Could | degp while you were wearing yoursef out
with work ? said she

' But | alone have aright to work so hard.'

"And can | st idle? replied the young wife, whose
gyes filled with tears 'when | know that every morsd
of bread almost cods us a drop of your blood ? | should
die if | did not add my efforts to yours. Ought we not
to have everything in common, pleasures and pains ?

"Sheiscod!' cried Luigi, in degair. ' Wrap your
shawl doser over your chest, my Ginevra, the night is
damp and chilly.'

They went to the window, the young wife leaning
her head on her beoved hushand's shoulder, he with his
arm round her, sunk in dexp slence, and watching the
sky which dawn was dowly lighting up.

Grey douds svept across in quick successon, and the
cagt grew brighter by degrees

' Sege sd Ginevra, ' it is a promiss— we shall be
happy.” e

"Yes, in Heaven!' replied Luigi, with a bitter smile.
' Oh, Ginevra! you who desxrved all the riches of
earth . .

"1 have your heart!" sid she in a glad tone.

" Ah, and | do not complain,’ he went on, dasping her
cosdy to him. And he covered the ddicate face with
kisses} it was already beginning to lose the freshness of
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youth, but the expression was so tender and sweet that he
could never look at it without feeling comforted.

"How still! ' sad Ginevra. 'l enjoy sitting late, my
dearest. The mgesty of night is really contagiousj it
is impressve, inspiring; there is something strangdy
solemn in the thought: all degps, but | am awake/

' Oh, my Ginevra, | fed, not for the first time, the
refined grace of your soul—but, seg, this is daybreak, come
and deep.

"Yes,' said she ' if | am not the only one to deep. |
was miserable indeed the night when | discovered that
my L uigi was awake and at work without me/

Thevalour with which the young people defied mis
fortune for some time found a reward. But the event
which usually crowns the joys of a household was degtined
to be fatal to them. Ginevra gave birth to a boy who,
to ue a common phrase, was as beautiful as the day.
T he fedling of motherhood doubled the young creatur€'s
strength. L uigi borrowed money to defray the expenses
of her confinement. Thus, just at first, she did not fed
all the painfulnessof their situation, and theyoung parents
gave themsdves up to thejoy of rearing a child. This
was their lag gleam of happiness Like two swimmers
who unite their forces to sem a current, the Corsicans at
first struggled bravely ; but sometimes they gave them-
sdves up to an apathy resembling the torpor that precedes
death, and they soon were obliged to sl their little
treasures.

Poverty suddenly sood before them, not hideous, but
humbly attired, almogt pleasant to endure; there was
nothing appalling in her voice ; she did not bring despair
with her, nor spectres nor squalor, but she made them
forget thetraditionsand the habit of comfort; she broke
the maingprings of pride. Then came misary in all its
horror, recklessof her rags, and trampling every human
feding under foot. Seven or eight monthsafter thebirth
of little Bartolomeo it would have been difficult to
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recognise the original of the beautiful portrait, the soe
adornment of their bare room, in the mother who was
suckling a sickly baby. Without any fire in bitter winter
weather, Ginevra saw the soft outlines of her face gradually
disappear, her cheeks became as white as porcéain, her
gyes colourless, as though the springs of life were drying
up in her. And watching her garved and pallid infant,
she suffered only in his young misery, while Luigi had
not the heart even to amile at his boy.

" | have sooured Paris' he said in a hollow voice. ' |
know no one, and how can | dare beg of drangers?
Vergniaud, the horse-breeder, my old comrade in Egypt,
is implicated in some conspiracy, and has been sent to
prison ; beddes hehad lent me all hehad tolend. Asto
the landlord, he has not asked me for any rent for more
than a year.'

' But we do not want for anything,’ Ginevra gently
answvered, with an affectation of calmness

' Each day brings some fresh difficulty,' replied Luigi,
with horror.

Luigi took all Ginevra's paintings, the portrait, some
furniture which they yet could dispense with, and sold
them all for a mere trifle ; the money thus obtained pro-
longed their sufferings for a little while. During these
dreadful days Ginevra showed the sublime heights of her
character, and the extent of her resignation. She bore
the inrcads of suffering with soical firmness  Her
vigorous soul uphdd her under all ills;; with aweak hand
she worked on by her dying child, fulfilled her household
duties with miraculous activity, and was equal to every-
thing. She was even happy when she saw on Luigi'slips
a amile of surprise at the look of neatness she contrived
to give to the one room to which they had been
reduced'

" | have kept you a piece of bread, dear,’ she said one
evening when he camein tired.

*Andyou ?'
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" | have dined, dear Luigi; | want nothing." And the
sweat expresson of her face, even more than her words,
urged him to accept the food of which she had deprived
hersdf. Luigi embraced her with one of the despairing
kises which friends gave each other in 1793 as they
mounted the scaffold together.  In such moments as these
two human creatures s each other heart to heart.
Thus the unhappy L uigi, underganding at once that his
wife was fagting, felt the fever that was under mining her ;
he shivered, and went out on the pretext of pressing
busness for he would rather have taken the mog
ingdious poison than exape death by eating the lagt
morsd of bread in the house

Hewandered about Paris among thesmart carriages, in
the midg of the insulting luxury that is everywhere
flaunted ; he hurried pas the shops of the money-
changers where gold glitters in the window; finally, he
determined to sdl himsdf, to offer himsdlf as a subgtitute
for the conscription, hoping by this sacrifice to save
Ginevra, and that during his absence she might be taken
into favour again by Bartolomeo. So he went in search
of one of the men who deal in these white daves and
felt a gleam of happiness at recognisng in him an old
officer of the Imperial Guard.

' For twodays | have eaten nothing,' he said, in a dow,
weak voice. 'My wife is dying of hunger, and never
utters a complaint; she will die, | believe, with a amile
On her lips. For pity's sake, old comrade,’ he added, with
aforlorn smile' pay for mein advance; | am strong, |
have left the service, and | !

The officer gave Luigi something on account of the
amt he promissd to get for him. The unhappy man
laughed convulsivdly when he gragped a handful of gold
pieces, and ran home as fag as he could go, panting, and
exclaiming ashewent,' Oh, my Ginevra—Ginevra!"

It was growing dark by the time he reached home.
He went in softly, fearing to over-excite his wife, whom
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he had left s0 weak; the lag pale rays of sunshine,
coming in at the dormer window, fell on Ginevra's face
She was adexp in her chair with her baby at her bread.

'Wake up, my darling,” said he, without noticing the
attitude of the child, which seemed at this moment to
have a supernatural glory.

On hearing his voice, the poor mother opened her eyes
met Luigi's look, and smiled ; but Luigi gave a cry of
terror. He hardly recognised his half-crazed wife, to
whom he showed the gold, with a geture of savage
vehemence.

Ginevra began to laugh mechanically, but suddenly she
cried in a terrible voice, 'Louis, the child iscold !'"

She looked at the infant and fainted. Little
Bartolomeo was dead.

Luigi took his wifein his arms, without depriving her
of the child, which she clutched to her with incomprehen-
gble strength, and after laying her on the bed he went
out to call for hep.

' Great Heaven !" he exclaimed to his landlord, whom
he met on the dairs ' | have money, and my child is
dead of hunger, and my wife is dying. Help us'

In despair hewent back to hiswife, leaving theworthy
builder and various neighbours to procurewhatever might
relieve the misery of which till now they had known
nothing, so carefully had the Cordcans concedled it out
of a feding of pride. Luigi had tossd the gold pieces
Ion the floor, and was kneeling by the bed where his wife
ay.

' Father, take charge of my son, who bearsyour name! '
cried Ginevrain her delirium.

'Oh, my angd, be cam,” said Luigi, kising her,
'better days await us !" His voice and embrace resored
her to some composure.

" Oh, my Louis,' she went on, looking at hiixi with
extraordinary fixity, ' lissen to me. | fed that | am
dying. My death is quite natural. | have been
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auffering too much ; and then happiness so great as
mine had to be paid for. Yes, my Luigi, be comforted.
| have been s0 happy that if | had to begin life again, |
would again accept our lot. | am a bad mother; | weep
for you even more than for my child.—My child !I' she
repeated in a full, degp voice. Two tears dropped from
he dying eyes, and she suddenly dasped yet dos the
little body she could not warm. ' Give my hair to my
father in memory of his Ginevra,' she added. ' Tell him
that | never, never, accused him !

Her head fel back on her husband's arm.

"No, no, you cannot die !'" cried Luigi. ' A doctor
is coming. We have food. Your father will receive
you into favour. Prosperity is dawning on us Say
with us angd of beauty "

But that faithful and loving heart was growing cold.
Ginevra inginctively turned her eyes on the man e
adored, though she was no longer consdious of anything ;
confused images rose before her mind, fag losng all
memories of earth. She knew that Luigi was there, for
she clung more and more tightly to his ice-cold hand, as
if to hold hersdf up above a gulf into which she feared
to fell.

" You are cold, dear,” she said presently; ' | will warm
you/

She tried to lay her hushand's hand over her heart, but
shewas dead. Two doctors, a priest, and some neigh'
hours came in at this moment, bringing everything that
was needful to save the lives of the young couple and to
soothe their degpair. At firg these intruders made a good
deal of noise, but when they were all in the room an appal’
ling slence fell.

While this scenewas taking place Bartolomeo and his
Wile were gitting in their old armchairs, each at one
corner of the immense fireplace that warmed the great
drawing-room of their manson. The clock marked
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midnight. It was long since the old couple had dept
well. At this moment they were silent, like two old
folksin their second childhood, who look at everything
and se nothing. The deserted room, to them full of
memories, was feebly lighted by a single lamp fast dying
out. But for the dancing flames on the hearth they
would have been in total darkness. One of their friends
had just left them, and the chair on which he had sat
during his visit stood between the old people. Piombo
hed adready cast more than one glance at this chair, and
these glances, fraught with thoughts, followed each other
like pangs of remorse, for the empty chair was Ginevra's.
Elisa Piombo watched the expressons that pessd across
her husband's pde face. Though she was accustomed
to guess the Corsican's feelings from the violent changes
in his features, they were to-night by turns so threaten-
ing and so sad that she failed to read this inscrutable
soul.

Was Bartolomeo yielding to the overwhelming memo-
ries aroused by that chair ? Was he pained at perceiving
that it had been used by a stranger for the first time
since his daughter's departure ?  Had the hour of mercy,
the hour so long and vainly hoped for, struck at last ?

These reflections agitated the heart of Elisa Piombo.
For a moment her husband's face was so terrible that she
quaked at having ventured on so innocent a device to
give her an opportunity of speaking of Ginevra. At this
instant the northerly blast flung the snowflakes against
the shutters with such violence that the old people could
bear their soft pelting. Ginevra's mother bent her head
to hide her tears from her husband. Suddenly a sigh
broke from the old man's heart ; his wife looked at him ;
he was downcast. For the second time in three years
she ventured to spegk to him of his daughter.

" Supposing Ginevra were cold! ' she exclaimed in an
undertone. 'Or perhaps she is hungry,’ she went on.
The Corsican shed a tear, 'She has a child,and cannot
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suckle it—her milk is dried up '—the mother added vehe-
mently, with an accent of despair.

' Let her come, oh, let her come !" cried Pioraibo. ' Oh,
my darling child, you have conquered me.'

The mother rose, as if to go to fetch her daughter.
At this instant the door was flung open, and a man,
whose face had lost all semblance of humanity, suddenly
stood before them.

' Dead !—Our families were doomed to exterminate
each other ; for this is al that remains of her,’ he said,
laying on the table Ginevra's long, black hair.

The two old people started, as though they had been
struck by athunderbolt; they could not sse Luigi.

' He has spared us a pistol shot, for he is dead,’ sad
Bartolomeo deliberately, as he looked on the ground.

PARIS, January 1830.



MADAME FIRMIANI

(Tomydear AlexandredeBerny, fromhisold
friend De lialzac.)

MANY tales rich in dtuations, or made dramatic by the
endless sport of chance, carry ther plot in themsdves
and can be reated artistically or smply by any lips
without the smallest loss of the beauty of the suDJect;
but there are some incidents of human life to which only
the accents of the heart can give life; there are certain
anatomical details, s0 to ek, of which the ddicacy
appears only under the mos skilful infusons of mind'
Again, there are portraits which demand a soul, and are
nothing without the more ethereal features of the respon-
sve countenance.  Finally, there are certain things which
we know not how to say, or to depict, without | know not
what unconceived harmonies that are under the influence
of aday or an hour, of a happy conjunction of cdedial
dgns, or of some occult moral predigpostion.

Such revdations as these are absolutdy required for the
telling of this smple story, in which | would fain interest
some of those naturally meancholy and pendve soub
which are fed on bland emotions. If the writer, like 21
surgeon by the sde of a dying friend, has become imbued
with a sort of repect for the subject he is handling, why
should not the reader share this inexplicable feding i Is
it so difficult to throw onesdf into that vague, nervous
meancholy which shedsgrey hueson all our surroundings,
which is naif an illness, though its languid suffering it
sometimesa pleasure?
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If you are thinking by chance of the dear friends you
have lost; if you are alone, and it is night, or the day is
dying, read this narrative; otherwise, throw the book
adde here. If you have never buried some kind aunt,
an invalid or poor, you will not undersand these pages
To some, they will be odorous as of musk; to others,
they will be as colourless, as strictly virtuous as those of
Florian. In short, the reader mugt have known the
luxury of tears; mus have fdt the wordless grief of a
memory that drifts lightly by, bearing a shade that is
dear but remote ; he mus possess some of those remem-
brances that make us at the same timeregret those whom
the earth has swallowed, and smile over vanished joys.

And now the author would have you believe that for
all the wealth of England he would not extort from
poetry even one of her fictions to add grace to this narra-
tive. This isa true story, on which you may pour out
the treasure of your sengbilities, if you have any.

In thexe days our language has as many dialects as
there are men in the great human family. And it is a
reatjy curious and interesting thing to lisen to the
different views or versons of one and the same thing, or
event, as given by the various spedes which make up the
monograph of the Parisan—the Parisan being taken as
a generic term. Thus you might ak a man of the
matter-of-fect type, ' Do you know Madame Firmiani ?'
and this man would interpret Madame Firmiani by such
an inventory asthis: ' A large house in the Rue du Bac,
rooms handsomely furnished, fine pictures, a hundred
thousand francs a year in good securities, and a husband
whawas formerly receiver-general in the department of
Montenotte. Having thus spoken, your matter-of~fect
man—stout and roundabout, amost aways dressd in
black—draws up his lower lip, so as to cover the upper
lip, and nods his head, as much as to say, ' Very respect-
able people, there is nothing to be sad againg them'
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Ask him no more. Your matter-of-fact people date
everything in figures, dividends, or real etate—a great
word in their dictionary.

Turn to your right, go and question that young man,
who belongstothelounger spedies and repeat your inquiry.

' Madame Firmiani ? sayshe ' Yes, yes | know her
vey well. | go to he evenings She recdves on
Wednesdays, a very good house to know." Madame
Firmiani is aready meamorphosed into a houss The
house is not a mere mass of gones architecturally put
together; no, this word, in the language of the lounger,
has no equivalent. And here your lounger, a dry-looking
man, with a pleasant smile, saying clever nothings, but
alwayswith more acquited wit than natural wit, bends to
your ear, and syswith a knowing air: ' | never saw
Monsieur Firmiani. His sodal postion consgs in
managing edates in Italy. But Madame Firmiani is
French, and fends he income as a Parisgan should.
She gives excdlent tea! It is one of the few houss
where you really can amuse yoursdf, and where every-
thing tney give you is exquisite. It isvery difficult to
get introduced, and the best society isto be seen in her
drawingrooms’ Then the lounger emphasss his lagt
words by gravely taking a pinch of snuff; heappliesit to
hisnosein little dabs and ssams to besaying: ' | goto
the house, but do not count on my introducing you/

To folks of this type Madame Firmiani kegps a sort of
inn without a sign.

'Why on earth can you want to go to Madame
Firmiani's? It is as dull there as it is at Court. Of
what use are brains if they do not kesp you out of such
drawing-rooms, where, with poetry such as is now
current, you hear the mod trivial little ballad just hatched
out.'

Y ou have aked one of your friends who comes under
the dass of petty autocrats—men who would like to have
the universe unoer lock and key, and have nothing done
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without their leave. They are misarable at other peoples
enjoyment, can forgive nothing but vice, wrong-doing,
and infirmities, and want nothing but proteges. Aristo-
crats by tagte, they are republicans out of spite, smply
to discover many inferiors among their equals

'Oh, Madame Firmiani, my dear felow, is one of
those adorable women whom Nature feds to be a suffi-
cient excuse for all the ugly ones she has created by
mistake; she is bewitching, she is kind ! | should like
to be in power, to be king, to have millions of money,
ldy (and three words are whispered in your ear). Shall
| introduce you to her ?'

Thisyoung man is a Schoolboy, known for his auda-
cdous bearing among men and his extreme shynes in
private.

' Madame Firmiani !" cries another, twirling his cane
in theair. ' | will tell you what | think of her. Sheis
awoman of between thirty and thirty-five, face a little
passee, fine eyes a flat figure, a worn contralto voice,
dreses a great deal, rouges a little, manners charming ;
in short, my dear fellow, the remains of a pretty woman
which are still worthy of a passon.’

This verdict is pronounced by a specimen of the genus
Coxcomb, who, having just bregkfasted, does not weigh
his words, and is going out riding. At such moments
a coxcomb is pitiless.

'She has a collection of magnificent pictures in her
P_ousa Go and se her,' saysanother; ' nothing can be
iner.'

You have come upon the sgpedes Amateur. This
individual quits you to go to Perignon's, or to Tri pet's
To him Madame Firmiani is a numbe of painted
canvases

A WIFE.—"Madame Firmiani ? | will not have you
go there! This phrase is the mogt suggestive view of
all.—Madame Firmiani! A dangerous woman! A
sren ! She dresss well, has good taste; she spails the

R
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night'srest of every wife.—The geske is of the gedes
Shrew.

ANATTACHETO AN EMBASSY.—' Madame Firmiani ?
From Antwerp, is not she? | saw that woman, very
handsome, about ten years ago. She was then at Rome.'

Men of the order of Attaches have a mania for utter-
ances a la Talleyrand, their wit is often so subtle that
their perception is imperceptible. They are like those
billiard player's who miss the balls with infinite skill
These men are not generally great talkers; but when
they talk it is of nothing less than Spain, Vienna, ltaly,
or Saint-Petersburg. The names of countries act on
them like springs, you pres them, and the machinery
plays all its tunes.

' Does not that Madame Firmiani se a great deal of
the Faubourg Saint-Germain ?  This is aked by a
person who desres cdaims to digtinction. She addsa de
to everybody's name—to Monsieur Dupin, senior, to
Monseur Lafayette; e flings it right and left and
spatters people with it.  She gpends her life in anxigties
astowhat iscorrect; but, for her sns, she lives in the
unfashionable Marais, and her hushand was an attorney—
but an attorney in the King's Court.

' Madame Firmiani, Monsieur ? | do not know her.'
This man is of the dass of Dukes. He recognisss no
woman who has not been presnted’ Excuse him; he
was created Duke by Napoleon.

' Madame Firmiani ? Was she not a snger at the
Italian opera house ?—A man of the genus Simpleton'
The individuals of this genius mugt have an answer to
everything. They would rather spesk calumnies than
be slent.

Two OLD LADIES (the wives of retired lawyers)' THE
FIRST (she has a cap with bows of ribbon, her face
iswrinkled, her nose sharp; she holds a prayer-book, and
kir voice is harsh).—' What was her maiden name ?"'
thisMadameFirmiani ?"
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THE SECOND (she has a little red face like a lady-
apple, and a gentle voice))—' She was a Cadignan, my
dear, niece of the old Prince de Cadignan, and cousn,
consequently, to the Due de Maufrigneuse.'

Madame Firmiani then is a Cadignan. Bereft of
virtues, fortune, and youth, shewould still bea Cadignan ;
that, like a prgudice, isalwaysrich and living.

AN ECCENTRIC—' My dear fdlow, | never saw any
dogsin her ante-room ; you may go to her house without
compromising yoursdf, and play there without hestation ;
for if there should be any rogues, they will be people of
quality, consequently there is no quarrelling.'

AN OLD MAN OF THE SPECIES OBSERVER.— You go
to Madame Firmiani's, my dear fellow, and you find a
handsome woman lounging indolently by the fire She
will scarcdy move from her chair ; she risssonly to greet
women, or ambassadars or dukes—people of importance.
She is very gracious, she charms you, she talks well, and
likes to talk of everything. She bears every indication
of a passonate soul, but she is credited with too many
adorers to have a lover.  If suspicion rested on only two
or threeintimate vistors, we might know which was her
eavalierestrvente’  But sheisall mystery; sheismarried,
and we have never ssm her husband ; Monsieur Firmiani
is purdly a creature of fancy, like the third horse we are
made to pay for when travelling pogt, and which we never
see; Madame, if you bdieve the profesdonals has the
finest contralto voice in Europe, and has not sung three
times snce she came to Paris; <he receives numbers of
people, and goes nowhere!'

The Observer gpesks as an oracle. His words, his
anecdotes, his quotations mugt all be accepted astruth, or
fm risk being taken for a man without knowledge of
the world without capabilitiess He will dander you
lightly in twenty drawing-rooms, where he is as essential
as the first piece in the bill—pieces so often played to the
benches, but which once upon a time were successul'
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The Observer is a man of forty, never dines at home, and
professes not to be dangerous to women; he wears
powder and a maroon-coloured coat; he can always have
a st in various boxes at the Theitre des Bouffons. He
is sometimes mistaken for a paradte, but he has hdd too
high pogtions to be sugpetted of sponging, and, indeed,
posesss an edate, in a department of which the name
has never leaked out.

' Madame Firmiani ? Why, my dear boy, she was a
migress of MuratV Thisgentleman is a Contradictory.
They supply the errata to every memory, rectify every
fact, bet you a hundred to one, are cock-aure of every-
thing. You catch them out in asngleeveningin flagrant
ddicts of ubiquity. They asst that they were in Paris
at the time of Mallet's conspiracy, forgetting that half an
hour before they had aosed the Beresna. The Con-
tradictories are amog all members of the Legion of
Honour; they talk very loud, have receding foreheads
and play high.

' Madame Firmiani, a hundred thousand francs a year ?
Areyou mad ? Really some people scatter thousands a
year with the liberality of authors, to whom it costs
nothing to give their heroines handsome fortunes. But
Madame Firmiani isaflirt whoruined a young fellow the
other day, and hindered him from making a very good mar -
riage, If she were not handsome, she would be penniless'

This gpesker you recognise :  he is one of the Envious,
and we will not sketch his leag feature. The sedes is
as well known as that of the domedtic feli;. How is the
perpetuity of envy to be explained ? A vice which is
wholly unprofitable !

People of fashion, literary people, very good people and
people of every kind were, in the month of January
1824, giving out so many different opinions on Madame
Firmiani that it would be tiresome to report tfedi' all
We have only aimed at showing that a man wishing to
know her, without choosng, or being able, to go to her
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house, would have been equally justified in the belief that
she was a widow or a wife—silly or witty, virtuous or
immoral, rich or poor, gentle or devoid of soul, handsome
or ugly; in fact, there were as many Mesdames Firmiani
as there are varidties in socia life, or sedts in the Catholic
Church.  Frightful thought! We are all like litho-
graphed plates, of which an endless number of copies are
taken off by dander. These copies resemble or differ
from the original by touches so imperceptibly dight that,
but for the calumnies of our friends and the witticisms of
newspapers, reputation would depend on the balance struck
by each hearer between the limping truth and the lies
to which Parigan wit lends wings.

Madame Firmiani, like many other women of dignity
and noble pride, who dose their hearts asa sanctuary and
scorn the world, might have been very hardly judged by
Monsieur de Bourbonne, an old gentleman of fortune,
who had thought a good deal about her during the pat
winter. As it happened, this gentleman bdonged to the
Provincial Land-owner dass folks who are accusomed
to inquire into everything, and to make bargains with
pessants In this busness a man grows keen-witted in
spite of himsdf, as a soldier, in the long run, acquires the
courage of routine.  Thisinquirer, a native of Touraine,
and not eadly satiffied by the Paris dialects, was a very
honourable gentleman who rejoiced in a nephew, his sole
heir, for whom he planted his poplars  Their more than
natural affection gave rise to much evil-speaking, which
individuals of the various spedes of Tourangeau formu-
lated with much mother wit; but it would be usdesto
record it ; it would pale before that of Parisian tongues.
When a man can think of his heir without digleasure
as lie s=s fine rows of poplars improving every day, his
affection increasss with each spadeful of earth he turns at
the foot of his trees.  Though such phenomena of sens-
bility may be uncommon, they still are to be met with
ill Touraine'
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This much-loved nephew, whose name was Octave de
Camps, was desoended from the famous Abbe de Camps,
s0 well known to the learned, or to the bibliomaniacs,
which is not the same thing.

Provincial folks have a disagresable habit of regarding
young men who sdl their reversonswith a sort of respect-
ablehorror. This Gothic preudiceisbad for speculation,
which the Government has hitherto found it necessary to
encourage. Now, without consulting his uncle, Octave
had on a sudden digposed of an etate in favour of the
gpeculative builders. The chateau of Villaines would
have been demdlished but for the offers made by his old
uncle to the representatives of the demalishing fraternity.
To add to the tetator's wrath, a friend of Octaves, a
digant relation, one of those cousns with small wealth
and great cunning, who lead their prudent neighbours to
say, 'l should not like to go to law with him!* had
called, by chance, on Monsieur de Bourbonne and in-
formed him that his nephew was ruined. Monsieur
Octave de Camps, after disspating his fortune for a
certain Madame Firmiani, and not daring to confess his
sns, had been reduced to giving lesons in mathematics,
pending his coming into his undésleavings. This digtant
cousn—a sort of Charles Moor—had not been ashamed
of giving this disagrous news to the old country gentle'
man at the hour when, sitting before his gpacious hearth,
he was digesting a copious provincial dinner. But would-
be legatees do not get rid of an uncle so eadly as they
could wish. Thisuncle, thanksto his obgtinacy, refusing
to bdieve the digant cousin, came out victorious over
the indigestion brought on by the biography of his
nephew. Some blows mil on the heart, others on the brain;
the blow struck by the digant cousin fell on the ssomach,
and produced little effect, asthe good man had a strong one

Monsieur de Bourbonne, as a worthy disciple of Saint
Thomas, came to Paris without telling Octave, and tried
to get information as to his heir's insolvency. The old
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gentleman, who had friends in the Faubourg Saint Ger-
main—the Listomeres, the Lenoncourts, and the Van-
denessss—heard 0 much dander, so much that was true,
and so much that was false concerning Madame Fir miani,
that he determined to call on her, under the name of
Monsieur de Rouxellay, the name of his place The
prudent old man took care in gbing to sudy Octave's
midress—as she was said to be—to choose an evening
when he knew that the young man was engaged on work
to bewell paid for; for Madame Firmiani was always at
home to her young friend, a circumgance that no one
could account for. Asto Octave's ruin, that, unfortun-
ately, was no fiction.

Monsieur de Rouxellay wasnot at all likea sage uncle.
Asan old musketeer, aman of the best society, who had
his suceses in his day, he knew how to introduce him-
sf with a courtly air, remembered the polished manners
of the pad, had a pretty wit, and understood amog all
the roll of nobility. Though he loved the Bourbons
with nable frankness bdieved in God as gentlemen be-
lieve, and read only the ,uctidienne, he was by no means
0 ridiculous as the Liberals of his department would have
wished. He could hold his own with men about the
Court, s0 long as he was not expected to talk of Mose> or
the play, or romanticism, or local colour, or railways. He
had not got beyond Monsieur de Voltaire, Monsieur le
Comte de Buffon, Peyronnet, and the Chevalier Gluck,
the Queen's private musician.

' Madame,' sad he to the Marquise de Listomere, to
whom he had ,iven his arm to go into Madame Fir-
miani's room, 'if this woman is my nephew's mistress,
| pity her. How can she bear to live in the midst of
luxury and know that he is in a garret ? Has she no
soul | Octave is a foal to have invested the price of the
edtate of Villainesin the heart of a !

Monscur de Bourbonne was of a Fossl sedes and
spoke only the language of a past day.
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" But suppose he had logt it at play ?

"Well, Madame, he would have had the pleasure of
playing.'

"You think he has had no pleasure for his money?
—L ook, hereisMadame Firmiani.'

The old undes brightet memories paled at the sight
of his nephew's supposed misress  His anger died in a
palite oesch wrung from him by the presence of Madame
Firmiani. By one of these chances which come only to
pretty women, it was a moment when all her beauties
shone with particular brilliancy, the result, perhaps of
the glitter of waxlights, of an exquistdy smple dress of
an indefinable reflection from the degance in which she
lived and moved. Only long sudy of the petty revolu-
tions of an evening party in a Paris salon can enable one
to appreciate the imper ceptible shades that can tinge and
change a woman's face There are moments when,
pleassd with her dress feding hersdf brilliant, happy at
being admired and seeing hersdf the queen of a room
full of remarkable men all smiling at her, a Parisan is
congtious of her beauty and gracej she grows the lovelier
by all the looks she meets ; they give her animation, but
their mute homage is transmitted by subtle glancesto the
man she loves.  In such a moment a woman is invested,
asit were, with supernatural power, and becomes a witch,
an uncongtious coquette; she involuntarily ingires the
passon which is a secret intoxication to hersdf, she has
amiles and looks that are fascinating.  If this excitement
which comes from the soul lends attractiveness even to
ugly women, with what splendour does it not clothe a
naturally degant creature, finely made, fair, fresh, bright-
eyed, and, above all, dresssd with such tagte as artistsand
even her mogt spiteful rivals must admit.

Have you ever met, for your happiness some woman
whose harmonious tones give to her spescth t]it charm
that is no less congicuous in her manners, who knows
how to talk and to be slent, who cares for you with
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delicate feeling, whose words are happily chosen and her
language pure ? Her banter flatters you, her criticism
does not sting ; she neither preaches nor disputes, but is
interested in leading a discussion, and stops it at the
right moment. Her manner is friendly and gay, her
politeness is unforced, her eagerness to plesse is not sar-
vile; she reduces respect to a mere gentle shade; she
never tires you, and leaves you sdatisfied with her and
yourself. Y ouwill s her gracious presence stamped on
the things she collects about her. In her home every-
thing charms the eye, and you breathe, as it seems, your
native air. This woman is quite natural. Y ou never
fed an effort, she flaunts nothing, her fedlings are ex-
pressed with simplicity because they are genuine. Though
candid, she never wounds the most sensitive pride5 she
accepts men as God made them, pitying the vicious, for-
giving defects and absurdities, sympathising with every
age, and vexed with nothing because she has the tact to
forefend everything. At once tender and lively, she first
constrains and then consoles you. Y ou love her so truly,
that if this angel does wrong, you are ready to justify
her.—Then you know Madame Firmiani.

By the time old Bourbonne had talked wi th this woman
for a quarter of an hour, sitting by her side, his nephew
was absolved. He understood that, true or fase, Octave's
connection with Madame Firmiani no doubt covered
some mystery. Returning to the illusions of his youth,
and judging of Madame Firmiani's heart by her beauty,
the old gentleman thought that a woman so sure of her
dignity as she seemed, was incapable of a bese action.
Her black eyes spoke of so much peace of mind, the lines
of her face were so noble, the forms so pure, and the
passon of which she was accused seemed to weigh so
little on her heart, that, as he admired all the pledges
given to love and to virtue by that adorable countenance,
the old man said to himself,’” My nephew has committed
Wine folly.'



ab6 Madame Firmiani

Madame Firmiani owned to twenty-five. But the
Matter-of-facts could prove that, having been married in
1813 at the age of Sixteen, she mug beat leas eight-and-
twenty in 1825. Nevertheess the same persons dedared
that she had never at any period of her lire been so desir
able, 0 perfectly a woman. She had no children, and
had never had any; the hypothetical Firmiani, a respect-
able man of forty in 1813, had, it was said, only his name
and fortune to offer her. So Madame Firmiani had come
to the age when a Parisan bet undergands what pasion
is, and perhaps longs for it innocently in her unemployed
hours: she had everything that the world can <dl, or
lend, or give. The Attaches declared she knew every-
thing, the Contradictories sid e had yet many
things to learn; the Observers noticed that her hands
were very white, her foot very small, her movements a
little too undulating; but men of every spedes envied or
digputed Octave's good fortune, agreeing that she was
the mog arigocratic beauty in Paris.

Still young, rich, a perfect musician, witty, exquiste ;
welcomed, for the sake of the Cadignans, to whom she
was related through her mother, by the Princese de
Blamont-Chauvry, the oracle of the aristocratic quarter ;
bdoved by her rivals the Duchese de Maufrigneuse her
cousin, theMarquise d'Espard,and M adame de M acumer,
she flattered every vanity which feads or excites love.
And, indeed, she was the object of too many desres not
to be the victim of fashionable detraction and those de-
lightful calumnies which are wittily hinted behind a fan
or in a whigpered aside.  Hence the remarks with which
this story opened were necessary to mark the contragt
between the real Firmiani and the Firmiani known to
the world. Though some women forgave her far being
happy, others could not overlook her respectability ; now
there is nothing so terrible, egpecialy in Pari, as 'u;
picion without foundation; it isimpossbletoMil it.

This sketch of a personality so admirable by nature
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Cen only give a fecble idea of it; it would need the
brush of an Ingresto represnt the dignity of the brow,
the mass of fine hair, the maesty of the eyes all the
thoughts betrayed by the varying hues of the complexion.
There was something of everything in this woman;
poets could e in her both Joan of Arcand Agnes Sorel;
but there was a0 the unknown woman—the soul hidden
behind this deceptive mask—the soul of Eve, the wealth
of evil and the treasures of goodness wrong and resigna-
tion, crime and sdf-sacrifice—the Dona Julia and Haidee
of Byron's Don Juan.

The old soldier very boldly remained till the lag in
Madame Firmiani'sdrawing-room ; shefound him quietly
sted in an armchair, and staying with the pertinacity of
a fly that mugt be killed to be got rid of. The dock
marked two in the morning.

'Madame,' said the old gentleman, just as Madame
Firmiani rose in the hope of making her guest under-
dand that it was her pleasure that he should go.
' Madame, | am Monsieur Octave de Camps uncle'

Madame Firmiani at once st down again, and her
agitation was evident. In spite of his perspicacity, the
planter of poplars could not make up his mind whether
shame or pleeure made her turn pale There are
pleasures which do not exigt without a little coy bashful-
ness—delightful emotions which the chases soul would
fain keep behind aveil. The more sendtive awoman is,
the more she lives to conceal her soul's greatest joys.
M any women, incomprehensible in their exquisite caprices,
at times long to hear a name spoken by all the world,
while they sometimeswould sooner bury it in their hearts.
QJd Bourbonnedid not read Madame Firmiani's agitation
quite in this lighty but forgive himj the country
gentleman was suspicious

' Indeed, Monsieur ?' said Madame Fir miani, with one
of those clear and piercing looks in which we men can
ttever s anything, because they question ustoo keenly,
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' Indeed, Madame; and do you know what | have been
told—1I, in the depths of the country ? That my nephew
has ruined himself for you; and the unhappy boy isin a
garret, while you live here in gold and silks. Y ouwill, |
hope, forgive my rustic frankness, for it may be useful to
you to be informed of the dander.’

' Stop, Monsieur,' said Madame Firmiani, interrupting
the gentleman with an imperious gesture, ©I know all
that. Y ou are too polite to keep the conversation to this
subject when | beg you to change it. You ae too
gallant, in the old-fashioned sense of the word," she added,
with a slightly ironical emphass, 'not to acknowledge
that you have no right to cross-question me. However,
itisridiculous in me to justify myself. | hope you have
a good enough opinion of my character to believe in the
utter contempt | fed for money, though | was married
without any fortune whatever to a man who had an
immense fortune. | do not know whether your nephew
isrich or poor; if | have received him, if | still receive
him, it is because | regard him as worthy to move in the
midst of my friends. All my friends, Monsieur, respect
each other j they know that | am not so philosophical as
to entertain people whom | do not esteem. That, per-
haps, shows a lack of charity ; but my guardian angel has
preserved in me, to this day, an intense aversion for
gossp and dishonour.’

Though her voice was not quite firm at the beginning of
thisreply, the last wordswere spoken by Madame Firmiani
with the cool decision of Celimene rallying the Misanthrope

“Madame,' the Count resumed in a broken voice,' |
am an old man—I am amost a father to Octave-—I
therefore must humbly crave your pardon beforehand for
the only question | shall be so bold as fo ask you ; and |
give you my word of honour as a gentleman that your
reply will die here,' and he laid his hand on his heart with
aredly religious gesture. ' Does gossip speek the truth;
do you love Octave ?
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*Monsieur,” sad she, 'l should answer any one dse
with a look. But you, since you are amost a rather to
Monsieur de Camps, you | will ak what you would
think of awoman who, in reply to your question, should
sy, Yes. To confess one's love to the man we love—
when he loves us—well, well; whenwe are sure of being
loved for ever, believe me, Monsieur, it is an effort to us
and areward to him; but to any one dse ! ——

Madame Firmiani did not finish her sentence; she
rose, bowed to the good gentleman, and vanished into her
private rooms, where the sound of doors opened and shut
in successon had language to the ears of the poplar
planter.

‘Damn it!' sad he to himself, 'what a woman!
She is either a very cunning hussy or an angel’; and he
went down to his hired fly in the courtyard, where the
horses were pawing the pavement in the silence. The
coachman was adeep, after having cursed his customer a
hundred times.

Next morning, by about eight o'clock, the old gentle-
man was mounting the stairs of a house in the Rue de
['Observance, where dwelt Octave de Camps. If there
was in thisworld a man amazed, it was the young pro-
fessor on seeing his uncle. The key was in the door,
Octave's lamp was still burning ; he had sat up all night.

"Now, you rascd,' said Monsieur de Bourbonne, seating
himself in an armchair. ' How long hes it been the
fashion to make fools (spesking mildly) of uncles who
have twenty-six thousand francs a year in good land in
Touraine? and that, when you are sole heir ? Do you
know that formerly Such relations were treated with
respect ? Pray, have you any fault to find with me?
Have | bungled my busness as an uncle? Have |
demanded your respect? Have | ever refused you
money ? Have | shut my door in your face, saying you
had only come to s how | wasi Have you not the
most accommodating, theleast exacting unclein France ?
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—I will not say in Europe, it would be claiming too

much. You writeto me, or you don't write. | liveon
your profesons of affection. | am laying out the

prettiest esate in the neighbourhood, a place that is the
object of envy in all thedepartment; but | do not mean
to leave it you till the lates date posible—a weskness
that is very pardonable? And my gentleman siIs his
property, is lodged like a groom, has no servants, kegps
no style——'

"My dear uncle—'

"It is not a caxe of uncle, but of nephew. | have a
right to your confidence; so have it all out at once; it
is the eadest way, | know by experience. Have you
s gambling ? Have you been speculating on the
Bourss? Come, say, "Uncle, lam a wretch," and we
kiss and are friends But if you tell me any lie bigger
than those | told at your age, | will sdl my property,
buy an annuity, and go back to the bad ways of my
youth, if it is not too late.'

" Uncle—'

‘I went lag night to se your Madame Firmiani,'
said the uncle, kissng the tips of all his fingers together.
' She is charming,’ hewent on. ' You have the king's
warrant and approval, and your unde'sconsent, if that is
any satidaction to you. As to the sanction of the
Church, that | suppo® is unnecessary—the sacraments,
no doubt, are too costly. Comej spesk out. Is it for
her that you have ruined yourself?'

" Yes, uncle'

"Ah ! the hussy ! | would have bet upon it. In my
day a woman of fashion could ruin a man more cleverly
than any of your oourtesans of to-day, | saw in her a
resuscitation of the lag century.'

"Uncle,' said Octave, in a voice that was at once sad
and gentle, ' you are under a mistake. Madame Firmiani
derves your esteem, and all the adoration of her
admirers!
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'So hapless youth is alwavs the samel' said Monsieur
de Bourbonne. ' Well, well! goon in your own way;
tell me all the old gories once more. At the same time,
you know, | dare say, that | am no chicken in such
matters/

"My dear uncle here is a letter which will explain
everything,' replied Octave, taking out an elegant letter-
cae—her gift, no doubt 'When you have read it | will
tell you therest, and you will know Madame Firmiani
astheworld knows her not.'

" | have not got my gpectades’ said his uncle. ' Read
it to me'

Octave began : ' My dear love—'

' Then you are very intimate with this woman ?'

" Why, yes, uncle ?"

' Anayou have not quarrdled ?'

' Quarrelled !I' echoed Octave in surprise. 'We are
married—at Gretna Green.'

" Well, then, why do you dine for forty sous ?'

' L et me proceed.

"Verytrue. | am listening.'

Octave took up the letter again, and could not read
certain passages without strong emation.

"“My beoved husband, you ask me the reason of my
melancholy. Has it passad from my soul into my face, or
have you only guessed it ?  And why should you not ?
Our heartsare s0 closdly united. Beddes | cannot lie,
though that perhaps is a misfortune. One of the condi-
tions of being loved is, in awoman, to be always caresing
and gay. Perhaps | ought to deceive you; but | would
not do s, not even if it were to increase or to preserve
the happiness you give me—you lavish on me—under
which you overwhelm me. Oh, my dear, my love
Carrieswith it so much gratitude! And | must love for
ever, without measure.  Yes, | mugt always be proud of
jwu Our dory"—a woman's glorv—is all in the man
she loves Esteem, condderation, honour, are they not
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all his who has conquered everything ? Well, and my
angel hes fallen.  Yes, my dear, your last confesson hes
dimmed my pagt happiness. From that moment | have
felt myself humbled through you—you, whom | believed
to be the purest of men, as you are the tenderest and most
loving. | must have supreme confidence in your still
childlike heart to make an avowal which cosgsme so dear.
What, poor darling, your father stole his fortune, and you
know it, and you keegp it ! And you could tell me of
this attorney's triumph in a room full of the dumb
witnesses of our love, and you are a gentleman, and you
think yourself noble, and | am yours, and you ae
two-and-twenty ! How monstrous all through !

" | have sought excuses for you ; | have ascribed your
indifference to your giddy youth; | know there is still
much of the child in you. Perhaps you have never yet
thought serioudy of what is meant by wealth, and by
honesty. Oh, your laughter hurt me so much ! Only
think, there is a family, ruined, always in grief, girls
perhaps, who curse you day by day, an old man who says
to himself every night, 'l should not lack bread if
Monsieur de Camps father had only been an honest
man.

" What!"' exclaimed Monsieur de Bourbonne, interrupt-
ing him, "were you such an idiot as to tell that woman
the story of your father's affar with the Bourgneufs ?
Women better understand spending a fortune than
making one '

' They understand honesty. Let me go on, uncle !

' Octave, no power on earth is authorised to garble
the language of honour.  Look into your conscience, and
ak it by what name to call the action to which you
owe your riches."

And the nephew looked at his uncle, who beat his head.

"l will not tell you all the thoughts that beset me :
they can all be reduced to one, which is this; | cannot
esteem a man who knowingly soils himself for a sum of
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money whether large or small. Five francs solen at
play, or sx times a hundred thousand francs obtained by
legal trickery, disgrace a man equally. | mug tell you
all: | fed mysdf aullied by a love which till now was all
my joy. From the bottom of my soul there comes a
voice 1 cannot gifle. | have wept to find that my con-
sience is dronger than my love.  You might commit
a crime, and | would hide you in my basom from human
justice if I could ; but my devction would go no further.
Love, my deared, is, in a woman, the mogt unlimited
-onfidence, joined to | know not what craving to reverence
ind adore the being to whom she bdongs. | have never
conceived of love but as a fire in which the noblest fed-
ings were yet further purified—a fire which devdops
them to the utmost.

""" | have but one thing more to say : Come to me poor,
and | shall love you twice as much if posble ; if not,
givemeup. Ifl seyou no more, | know what is left
to me to do.

' Y But, now, understand meclearly, | will not have you
makerestitution because | desreit. Consult your con-
sience. This is an act of justice, and must not be done
as a sacrifice to love. | am your wife, and not your
mistress  the point isnot to please me, but to inspire me
with the highest eteem. |If | have misunderstood, if
you have not clearly explained your father's action, in
short, if you can regard your fortune as legitimately
acquired'—and how gladly would | persuade mysdf that
you deserve no blame—decide as the voice of conscience
dictates, act wKally for yoursdf. A man who truly
loves, as you love me, has too high a regect for all the
holy inspiration he may get from his wife to be dis
honourable.

Y blame mysdf now for all | havewritten. A word
would perhaps have been enough, and my preaching
ingtinct has carried me away. So | should like to be
scolded—not much, but a little. My dear, between you

S
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and me are not you the Power! Y ou only should detect
your own faults. Well, Master mine, can you say |
understand nothing about political discussion ?

" Well, uncle ? said Octave, whose eyes were full of
tears.

" | s more writing, finish it.'

' Oh, there is nothing further but such things as only
alover may read.’

" Very good,' sad the old man. ' Very good, my dear
boy. | was popular with the women in my day ; but |
would have you to believe that | too have loved ; et tgo
in Arcadia. Still, | cannot imagine why you givelessons
in mathematics.

"My dear uncle, | am your nephew. Is not that as
much as to sy that | have made some inroads on the
fortune left to me by my father? After reading that
letter a complete revolution took place in me, in one
instant | paid up the arrears of remorse. | could never
describe to you the statein which | was.  As| drove my
cab to the Boisavoice criedto me, " Is that horseyours? "
As | ae my dinner, | sad to myself, "Have you not
stolen the food ?" | was ashamed of myself. My honesty
was ardent in proportion to its youth. First| flew off to
Madame Firmiani. Ah, my dear uncle, that day | had
such joys of heart, such raptures of soul as wereworth
millions. With her | calculated how much | owed the
Bourgneuf family; and | sentenced mysdlf, against
Madame Firmiani's advice, to pay them interest at the
rate of three per cent. But my whole fortune was not
enough to refund the sum.  We were both of us lovers
enough—nhusband and wife enough—for her to offer and
for me to accept her savings——

" What, besides all her virtues, that adorable woman qui
save money !' cried the uncle'

"Do not laugh at her. Her position compels her to
some thrift. Her husband went to Greece in 1820, and
died about three years ago; but to this day it has bcei'
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impossible to get legal proof of his death, or to lay hands
on thewill he no doubt made in favour of his wife; this
important document was stolen, log, or midaid in a
country wherea man's papersare not kept as they arein
France, nor isthere a Consul. So, not knowing whether
she may not some day have to reckon with other and
malignant heirs she is obliged to be extremely careful,
for she does not wish to have to give up her wealth as
Chateaubriand has just given up the Ministry. Now |
mean to earn a fortune that shall bemine, so as to restore
my wife to opulence if she should be ruined.’

" And you never told me—you never came to me
My dear nephew, beieve me | love you well enough to
pay your honest debts your debts asa gentleman. | am
the Uncle of the fifth act—I will be revenged.’

"I know your revenges, uncle; but let me grow rich
by my own toil. 1fyou wish to befriend me, allow me a
thousand crowns a year until | nead capital for some
busness | dedare at this moment | am so happy that
all | careabout istolive. | givelesonsthat | may beno
burden on any one.

" Ah, if you could but know with what delight | made
restitution. After making some inquiries | found the
Bourgneufs in misery and destitution. They were living
at Saint'Germain in awretched house The old father
was manager in a lottery office; the two girls did the
work of the house and kept the accounts. T he mother
was almog alwaysill. The two girls are charming, but
they have learnt by bitter experience how little the
world caresfor beauty without fortune. What a picture
did | find there! If | went to the house as the accom-
plicein acrime, | came out of it an honet man, and |
have purged my father's memory. | do not judge him,
uncle ; there isin a lawsuit an eagerness, a passon which
may sometimes blind the mog honet man alive
Lawyers know how to legitimise the most preposterous
claims; there are syllogismsin law to humour the errors
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of conscience, and judges have a right to make mistakes.
My adventure was a perfect drama. To have played the
part of Providence, to have fulfilled on€ of these hopdes
wishes: " If only twenty thousand francs a year could
drop from heaven!" —awish weall haveuttered in jest; to
seasublimelook of gratitude, amazement and admiration
take the place of a glance fraught with curses; to bring
opulence into the midgt of a family sitting round a turf
firein the evening, by the light of a wretched lamp—
No, words cannot paint such a scene My excessive
justice to them ssamed unjust. Well, if there be a
Paradise, my father must now be happy.—As for mysdf,
| am loved as man was never loved before. Madame
Firmiani has given me more than happiness, she has
taught me a ddicacy of feding which perhaps | lacked.
Indeed, | call her Dear Conscience, one of those loving
names that are the outcome of certain secret harmonies
of spirit. Honesty is said to pay; | hope erelong to be
rich myself; at this moment | am bent on solving a
great indugtrial problem, and if | succesd | shall make
millions.’

"My bov, you have your mother's soul,’ said the old
man, hardly able to restrain the tears that rose at the
remembrance of his Sger.

At thisingtant, in spite of the height above the ground
of Octave's room, the young man and his uncle heard
the noise of a carriage driving up.

"It isshe! | know her horsss by the way ther pull
up.'

And it was not long before Madame Firmiani made
her appearance.

"Oh!'" e cried, with an impulse of annoyance on
seeing Monsieur de Bourbonne. ' But our uncleis not
in the way," she went on with a sudden smile. 'l have
come to knedl at my husband's feet and humbly besssch
him to accept my,fortune. | havejust received from the
Austrian Embassy a document proving Firmiani's death.
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T he paper,drawn up by the kind offices of the Austrian
envoy at Congtantinople, is quite formal, and the will
which Firmiani'S valet had in keeping for meis subjoined.
—There, you arcricher than | am, for you havethere,' and
tapped her hushand's breast, ' treasures which only God
can add to." Then, unable to disguise her happiness, she
hid her face in Octave's basom.

" My sweet niece, we made love when | was young,'
sid the uncle, ' but now you love. Y ou women are all
that is good and lovely in humanity, for you are never
guilty of your faults; they always originate with us!'

PAWS, February 1831.
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