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PREFACE

IN its original form the Histoire des Treize consists—
or rather, it was originally built up—of three stories:
Ferragus or the Rue iy, La Duchesse de Langeais or
Ne touchez-pas a la hache, and La Fille aux Teux d'Or.
The last, in some respects one of Balzac's most brilliant
effects, does not appear here, as it contains things that
are inconvenient. It may be noted that he had at one
time the audacity to think of calling it La Eemme aux
Teux Rouges.

To tell the truth, there is more power than taste
throughout the Histoire des Treize, and perhaps not very
much less unreality than power. Bazac is very much
better than Eugene Sue, though Eugene Sue adso is better
than it is the fashion to think himjust now. But heis
here, to a certain extent, competing with Sue on the
latter's own ground. The notion of the' Devorants'—of
a secret society of men devoted to each other's interests,
entirely free from any moral or legal scruple, possessd
of considerable meansin wealth, ability, and position, all
working together, by fair means or foul, for good ends or
bad—is, no doubt, rather seducing to the imagination at
all times; and it so happened that it was particularly
seducing to the imagination of that time. And its
example has been powerful since; it gave us Mr.
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Sevenson's New Arabian Nights only, as it were, the
other day.

But thereis something a little schoolboyish in it; and
| do not know that Balzac has succesded entirely in elimi-
nating this something. The pathos of the death, under
persecution, of the innocent Clemence does not entirely
make up for the unreasonableness of the whole situation.
Nobody can sy that the abominable misconduct of
Maulincour—who is a hopdess 'cad'—is too much
punished, though an Englishman may think that Dr.
Johnson's receipt of three or four footmen with cudgds,
applied repeatedly and unsparingly, would have been
better than eaborately prepared accidents and duds,
which were too honourable for a Pegping Tom of this
kind; and poisonings, which reduced the avengers to
the level of their victim. But the imbroglio is of itsdf
stupidj thee fathers who cannot be made known to
husbands are mere dage properties, and should never
be fetched out of the theatrical lumber-room by
literature.

La Duchesse de Langeais is, | think, a better story,
with more romantic attraction, free from the objections
just made to Ferragus® and furnished with a powerful,
if dightly theatrical catastrophe. It is as good as any-
thing that its author has done of the kind, subject to
those general condderations of probability and otherwise
which have been already hinted at. For those who are
not troubled by any such critical reflections, both, no
doubt, will be highly satisfactory. And, indeed, | mug
oconfess that | should not think much of any boy who,
beginning Balzac with the Histoire des Treize, failed to
go rather mad over it. | know there was a time when
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| ussd to like it bes of all, and thought not merely
Eugenie Grandet, but Le Pere Goriot (though not the
Peau de Chagrin), dull in comparison. Some attention,
however, must be paid to two remarkable characters, on
whom it is quite clear that Balzac expended a great
deal of pains, and one of whom he ssms to have
“caressed,' as the French say, with a curious admixture
of didikeand admiration.

The firgt, Bourignard or Ferragus, is, of course
another, though a somewhat minor example—Caollin or
Vautrin being the chief—of that drange tendency to
take intense interest in criminals, which ssams to be a
pretty congtant eccentricity of many human minds, and
which laid an extraordinary gragp on the great French
writers of Balzac'stime. | mus confess though it may
snk me very low in some eyes, that | have never been
able fully to appreciate the attractions of crime and
criminals, fictitiousor real. Certain pleasant and pr ofit-
able things, no doubt, retain their pleasure and their
profit, to some extent, when they are done in the
manner which is technically called criminal; but they
ssam to me to acquire no additional interest by being
0. As the criminal of fact is in the vag majority of
cass an exceedingly commonplace and dull person, the
criminal of fiction ssams to me only, or usually, to exape
these curses by being absolutely improbable and unreal.
But | know thisisaterrible heresy.

Henri de Marsay is a much more ambitious and a
much more interesting figure. In him are combined
the attractions of criminality, beauty, brains, success
and, lag of all, dandyism. It is a well-known and
ddlightful fact that the most Anglophobe Frenchmen—
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and Balzac might fairly be dasssd amongst them—have
always regarded the English dandy with half-jealous,
half-awful admiration. Indeed, our novelist, it will be
seen, found it necessary to give Marsay English blood.
But there isa tradition that this young Don Juan—not
such a good fellow as Byron's, nor such a grand seigneur
as Molieres—was partly intended to represent Charles
de Remusat, who is bes known to this generation by
very sobe and serious philosophical works, and by his
part in his mother's correspondence. | do not know
that there ever were any imputationson M. de Remusat's
morals, but in memoairs of the time, he is | think,
accused of a certain sdfisness and hauteur, and he cer-
tainly made his way, partly by journalism, partly by
society, to power very much as Marsay did. But Marsay
would certainly not have written Abelard and the red,
or havereturned to Ministerial rank in our own time.
Marsay, in fact, more fortunate than Rubempre, and of
a higher gamp and flight than Rastignac, makes with
them Balzac's trinity of sketchesof the kind of personage
whose part, in his day and snce, every young French-
man hasagpired to play, and some have played. |t cannot
be said that' a moral man isMarsay'; it cannot be sad
that he has the dement of good-nature which redeems
Ragtignac. But he bears a blame and a burden for
which we Britons are respongble in part—the Byronic
ideal of the guilty hero coming to cross and blacken the
old French modd of unscrupulous good humour. It is
not a very pretty mixture or a very worthy ideal; but
| am not so sure that it is not still a pretty common
one.

The asodation of the three dories forming the
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Histoire des Treize is, in book form, original, inasmuch
as they filled three out of the four volumes of Etudes des
Mceurs published in 1834-35, and themsdves forming
part of the first collection of Scenes dela Vie Parisienne.
But Ferragus had appeared in parts (with titlesto each)
in the Revue de Paris for March and April 1833, and
part of La Duchessede Langeais in the EchodelaJeune
France aimog contemporaneoudy. Ther e were divisons
in this also. Ferragus and La Duchesse aso appeared
without La Fille aux Teux d?Or in 1839, published in
one volume by Char pentier, before their absorption at

the usual time in the Comidit.
G.S.






THE THIRTEEN
AUTHOR'S PREFACE

IN the Paris of the Empire there were found Thirteen
men equally impresssd with the same idea, equally
endowed with energy enough to kegp them true to it,
while among themsdves they were loyal enough to keep
faith even when their interests chanced to clash. They
were strong enough to st themsdves above all laws ;
bod enough to shrink from no enterprise; and lucky
enough to succead in nearly everything that they under-
took. So profoundly politic were they, that they could
dissamble the tie which bound them together. They
ran the greatest risks, and kept ther failuresto them-
sdves Fear never entered into ther calculationsj not
one of them had trembled before princes, before the
executioner's axe, before innocence. They had taken
each other as they were, regardless of social prgudices.
Criminals they doubtless were, yet none the les were
they all remarkable for some one of the virtues which
go to the making of great men, and their numbers were
filled up only from among picked recruits. Finally, that
nothing should be lacking to complete the dark, mys-
terious romance of their history, nobody to this day
knows who they were. The Thirteen once realised
all the wildest ideas conjured up by tales of the occult
powers of a Manfred, a Faust, or aMelmothjj and to-
day the band is broken up or, at any rate, dispersed. Its

A



2 The Thirteen

members have quietly returned beneath the yoke of
the Civil Code; much as Morgan, the Achilles of
piracy, gave up buccaneering to be a peaceable planter ;
and, untroubled by qualms of conscience, sat himsdf
down by the firesde to digpose of blood-sained booty
acquired by the red light of blazing towns.

After Napoleon's death, the band was disolved by a
chance event which the author is bound for the present
to pass over in dlence, and its mysterious exisence, as
curious, it may be as the darkes novel by Mrs. Rad-
clifFe, came to an end.

It was only lately that the present writer, detecting,
as he fancied, a faint dedre for celebrity in one of the
anonymous heroes to whom the whole band once owed
an occult allegiance, received the somewhat sngular
permisson to make public certain of the adventureswhich
befel that band, provided that, while telling the story in
his own fashion, he observed certain limits.

The aforexaid leader was still an apparently young
man with fair hair and blue eyes, and a soft, thin voice
which might ssem to indicate a feminine temperament.
His face was pale, his ways myserious. He chatted
pleasantly, and told me that he was only just turned of
forty. He might have belonged to any one of the
upper dassss  The name which he gave was probably
assumed, and no one answering to his description was
known in society. Who is he, doyou ak ? No one
knows.

Perhaps when he made his extraordinary disdosures to
the present writer, he wished to sse them in some sort
reproduced; to enjoy the effect of the sensation on the
multitude; to fed as Macpherson might have felt when
the name of Ossan, his creation, passd into all
languages. And, in truth, that Scottish advocate knew
one of the keenedt, or, at any rate, one of the rarest
snstions in human experience. What was this but
the incognito of genius? To write an Itinirmrt de
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Peris a Jerusalem is to take onés share in the glory of a
century, but to give a Homer to onés country—this
aurely is a usurpation of the rights of God.

Thewriter is too well acquainted with the laws of
narration to be unaware of the nature of the pledge
given by this brief preface; but, at the same time, he
knows enough of the history of the Thirteen to fed
confident that he shall not disappoint any expectations
rassd by the programme. Tragedies dripping with
gore, comedies piled up with horrors, tales of heads
taken off in secret have been confided to him. If any
reader has not had enough of the ghagly tales served up
to the public for some time pad, he has only to express
his wish; the author is irra podtion to reveal cold-
blooded atrocities and family secrets of a gloomy and
agonishing nature. But in preference he has chosn
thoe pleasanter dories in which stormy passons are
succeeded by purer soenes where the beauty and good-
ness of woman shine out the brighter for the darkness
And, to the honour of the Thirteen, such episodes as
thexe are not wanting. Some day perhaps it may be
thought worth while to give their whole history to the
world ; in which case it might form a pendant to the
hisory of the buccaneers—that race apart so curioudy
energetic, so attractive in spite of their crimes.

When a writer has a true sory to tell, he should
soorn to turn it into a sort of puzzle toy, after the
manner of those noveliss who take their reader for a
walk through one cavern after another to show him a
dried-up corpe at the end of the fourth volume, and
inform him, by way of concluson, that he has been
frightened all along by a door hidden somewhere or
other behind some tapestry; or a dead body, left by
inadvertence, under the floor. So the present chronicler,
in gpite of his objection to prefaces, felt bound to intro-
duce his fragment by a few remarks.

Ferragus, the first episode, is connected by invisble
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links with the history of the Thirteen, for the power
which they acquired in a natural manner provides the
apparently supernatural machinery.

Again, although a certain literary coquetry may be
permissible to retailers of the marvellous, the sober
chronicler is bound to forgo such advantage as he may
reap from an odd-sounding name, on which many
ephemeral succeses are founded in these days. Where-
fore the present writer gives the following succinct state-
ment of the reasons which induced him to adopt the
unlikely sounding title and sub-title.

In accordance with old-established custom, Ferragus
IS a name taken by the head of a guild of Devorants, id
est Devoir ants or journeymen. Every chief on the day
of his election chooses a pseudonym and continues a
dynasty of Devorants precisely as a pope changes his
name on his accesson to the triple tiara; and as the
Church has its Clement xiv., Gregory xn., Julius Il or
Alexander vi., so the workmen have their Trempe-la-
Soupe I X., Ferragus XXlIh, Tutanus XIIL, or Masche-Fer |V.
W ho are the Devorants, do you ak ?

The Devorants are one among many tribes of com-
pagnons whose origin can be traced to a great mystical
association formed among the workmen of Christendom
for the rebuilding of the Temple at Jerusalem. Com-
pagnonnage is still a popular institution in France. Its
traditions still exert a power over little-enlightened
minds, over men so uneducated that they have not
learned to break their oaths; and the various organisa-
tions might be turned to formidable account even
yet if any rough-hewn man of genius aroe to make
use of them, for his instruments would be, for the
most part, aimost blind.

Wherever journeymen travel, they find a hostel for
compagnons.which has been in existence in the town
from timeimmemorial. The obade- as they call it, isa
kind of lodge with a “Mother' in charge, an old, half-
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gipsy wife who has nothing to lose  She hears all that
goes on in the countrysde ; and, either from fear or
from long habit, is devoted to the interests of the tribe
boarded and lodged by her. And as a reault, this
shifting population, subject as it is to an unalterable
law of custom, has eyes in every place, and will
carry out an order anywhere without asking questions;
for the odest journeyman is still at an age when
a man has some bdiefs left. What is more, the whole
fraternity professss doctrines which, if unfolded never so
little, are both true enough and mysterious enough to
electrify all the adepts with patriotism; and the com-
pagnons are so attached to their rules, that there have
bean bloody battles between different fraternities on a
guestion of principle. Fortunately, however, for peace
and public order, if a Devorant is ambitious, he takes
to building houses makes a fortune, and leaves the
guild.

A great many curious things might be told of their
rivals, the Compagnons du Devoir, of all the different
sxts of workmen, their manners and cusoms and
brotherhoods, and of the resemblances between them
and the Freemasons, but here, thee particulars would
be out of place. The author will merely add, that
before the Revolution a Trempe-la-Soupe had been
known in the King's service, which is to say, that he
had the tenure of a place in His Majesty's galleys for
one hundred and one years, but even thence he ruled
his guild, and was religioudy consulted on all matters,
and if he exaped from the hulks he met with help,
succour, and respect wherever he went. To have a
chief in the hulks is one of those misfortunes for which
Providence is respongblej but a faithful lodge of devo-
rants is bound, as before, to obey a power created by
and sat above themsdves. Their lawful sovereign is
in exile for the time being, but none the les is he their
king. And now any romantic mystery hanging about
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the words Ferragus and the devorants is completey
dispdled.

As for the Thirteen, the author feds that, on the
srength of the details of this almos fantagtic story, he
can afford to give away yet another prerogative, though
it is one of the greatest on record, and would possbly
fetch a high price if brought into a literary auction
mart; for the owner might |an|ct as many volumes on
the publlc as La Contemporaine*

The Thirteen were all of them men tempered like
Bvron's friend Trelawney, the original (0 it issaid) of
The Corsair. All of them were fatalists, men of spirit
and poetic temperament; all of them weretired of the
commonplace life which they led; all felt attracted
towards Agatic pleasures by all the vehement strength
of newly awakened and long dormant forces One of
these, chancingtotakeup Venice Preserved for the sscond
time, admired the sublime friendship between Pier and
Jaffir, and fell to musing on the virtues of outlaws, the
loyalty of the hulks, the honour of thieves, and the
immense power that a few men can wield if they bring
their whole minds to bear upon the carrying out of a
gnglewill. It sruck him that the individual man rose
higher than men. Then he began to think that if a
few picked men should band themsdves together j and
if, to natural wit, and education, and money, they could
join a fanaticism hot enough to fusg as it were, all
these separate forces into a single one, then the whole
world would be at their feet. From that time forth,
with a tremendous power of concentration, they could
wield an occult power against which the organisation
of society would be hepless;, a power which would
push obgtades adde and defeat the will of others; and
the diabolical power of all would be at the service of
each. A hostile world apart within the world, admit-
ting none of the ideas, recognisng none of the laws of

A long agriea of so-called Memoair's, which appeared about 1830.
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the world j submitting only to the snse of necessty,
obedient only from devotion; acting all as one man in
the interests of the comrade who should claim the aid of
the rest; a band of buccanearswith carriages and yellow
kid gloves, a dose confederacy of men of extraordinary
power, of amused and cool spectators of an artificial and
petty world which they cursed with smiling lips,
constious as they were that they could make all things
bend to their caprice, weave ingenious schemes of
revenge, and live with thelifein thirteen hearts, to sy
nothing of the unfailing pleasure of facing the world of
men with a hidden misanthropy, a sns that they were
armed againg their kind, and could retire into them-
sHves with one idea which the mogt remarkable men
had not,—all this congtituted a religion of pleasure and
egoism which made fanatics of the Thirteen. The
hisgory of the Society of Jesus was repeated for the
Devil's benefit. 1t was hideous and sublime.

The pact was made; and it lasted, precisdy because
it ssamed impossble. And so0 it came to pass that in
Paris there was a fraternity of thirteen men, each one
bound, body and soul, to the rest, and all of them
drangers to each other in the sght of the world. But
evening found them gathered together like conspirators,
and then they had no thoughts apartj riches, like the
wealth of the Old M an of the Mountain, they possesd
in common; they had their feet in every salon, their hands
in every strong box, their ebowsin the streets, their heads
upon all pillows, they did not scruple to hdp themsdves
at their pleasure.  No chief commanded them, nobody
was srong enough. The liveiet passon, the mog
urgent need took precedence—that was all. They
were thirteen unknown kings; unknown, but with all
the power and more than the power of kingsj for they
were both judges and executioners, they had taken
wings that they might traverse the heights and depths of
society, scorning to take any place in it, snce all was
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theirs. If the author learns the reason of their abdica-
tion, he will communicate it.

And now the author isfreeto give those episodes in
the History of the Thirteen which, by reason of the
Parisan flavour of the details or the drangeness of the
contrasts, posssssed a peculiar attraction for him.

PARIS, 1831



THE THIRTEEN

FERRAGUS
CHEF DES DEVORANTS.
To Hector Berlioz

THERE are dreats in Paris which have lost their char-
acter as hopdedy as a man guilty of some shameful
action ; there are likewise noble greets, dreets that are
amply honet and nothing more, young dreets as to
whose morality the public as yet has formed no opinion,
and dreets older than the oldest dowager. Then thereare
deadly dSreets, regpectable sreets, dreets that are always
clean, and dreets that are invariably filthy; artisan,
industrial, and commercial streets. The reets of Paris,
In short, posess human qualities, so that you cannot
help forming certain ideas of them on a first impresson.
There are low dreets where you would not care to
linger, and greets in which you would like to live.
Some, like the Rue Montmartre, for ingance, turn a fair
front on you at the first and end in a fish's tail. The
Rue dela Paix is a wide and imposng street, but it
arousss none of the nobly gracous thoughts which take
a susoeptible nature at unawares in the Rue Royale,
while it certainly lacks the majesty which pervades the
Place Venddme.

If you take your walks abroad through the He Saint-
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Louis, the londiness of the spat, the dreary look of the
housss and great empty mansons is enough to account
for the mdancholy which stles on your nerves. The
He Saint-Louis, a corpse no longer tenanted by farmers
general, isthe Venice of Paris. The Place de la Bourse
is garrulous, bustling, common j it is only beautiful by
moonlight; an epitomised Paris in broad day, by night
a dreamlike vison of ancient Greece.

Is not the Rue Traversiere Saint-Honore plainly a
shamdess street, with its villainous little houses a couple
of windows in width, and vice, and crime, and misery
on every floor? And there are thoroughfares with a
north aspect, visted by the sun only three or four times
in the year | deadly dredts are they, where life is taken
with impunity, and the law looks on and never inter-
feres In olden days the Parliament would probably
have summoned the lieutenant of police to hear a little
plain speaking, or at leas they would have passd avote
of censure on the stredt, just as on another occason they
recorded their dissatidaction with the perukes worn
by the Chapter of Beauvais Yet, M. Benoigon de
Chateauneuf has shown conclusively that the mortality
In certain dreetsis twice as high as the normal death-
rate! And to sum up the matter in a sngle example,
what is the Rue Fromenteau but a haunt of vice and
murder ?

These obsarvations may be dark sayings for those
who live beyond the bounds of Paris; but they will be
apprehended at once by those sudents, thinkers, poes,
and men of pleasure, who know the art. of walking the
dreets of Paris, and reap a harvest of ddights bornein
on the tidesof life that ebb and flow within her walls
with every hour. For these, Parisis the mog fascinat-
ing of monsters;, here she is a pretty woman, there a
decrepit pauper; some quarters are spick and span as
the coins of a new reign, and a nook here and thereis
elegant as a woman of fashion.
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A monder, indeed, is the great city, in every sns of
theword! In thegarretsyou find, asit were, its brain
full of knowledge and genius j thefirg floor isa digestive
apparatus, and the shops below are unmigsakable fet,
whence all the busy foot-traffic isues

Oh ! what a life of incessant activity the monger
leads ! The lagt vibration of the las carriage returning
from the ball has scarcdy died away before Its arms be-
gin to sir alittle at the barriers, and the City gives itsdlf
a gradual shake. All the gates begin to yawn, turning
on their hinges like the membranes of some gigantic
lobgter invisibly controlled by some thirty thousand men
and women. Each one of these thirty thousand must
live in the allotted sx square feet of oace which srves
as kitchen, workshop, nursery, bedroom, and garden;
each one is bound to se everything, while there is
scarce light enough to sse anything. I mperceptibly the
monger'sjoints creak, the sir of life goreads the street
finds a tongue, and by noon it is alive everywhere, the
chimneys smoke, the monger feeds and with aroar It
dretches out its myriad paws. 'Tis a wonderful sight!
And yet, oh Paris! who has not marvelled at thy dark
passages thy fitful gleams of light, thy desp, soundless
blind alleys? They who have not heard thy murmurs
between midnight and two o'dock in the morning,
know nothing as yet of thy real poetry, of thy bizarre,
broad contradts.

There are a veay few amateurs, amateurs are
they that can keep a deady head and take ther
Paris with gugo; and thee know the physognomy
of the city so well, that they know °even her oats
her blemishes and her warts' Others may think of
Paris as the mondrous marvel, as an astounding
assEmblage of brains and machinery in motion, as the
City of a Hundred Thousand Romances, the head of
the world. But for these who know her, Paris wears
a dull or agay face, dhe is ugly or fair, alive or dead}
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for them ghe is a living creature. Every room in a
house is a lobe of the cellular tissue of the great
courtesan, whose heart, and brain, and fantastic life they
know to the uttermost. Therefore they are her lovers.
They look up at astreet corner, knowing that they
shall e a clock-face; they tell afriend with an empty
snuff-box to 'take such and such a turning, and you
will find a tobacconist's shop to the left, next door to a
pastry-cook that hes a pretty wife/

For poets of this order, a walk through Paris is an
expensive luxury. How refuse to spend a few minutes
in watching the dramas, the accidents, the faces the
picturesque chance effects which importune you in the
streets of the restless Queen of Cities that goes clad in
placards, yet can boast not one clean corner, so com-
placent is she to the vices of the French nation. Who
has not left home in the morning for the uttermost ends
of Paris, and recognised by dinner-time the futility of
his efforts to get away from the centre ? Such as these
will pardon these vagrant beginnings, which, after all, may
be summed up by one eminently profitable and novel
observation (s0 far as any observation can be novel in
Paris where there is nothing new, not even the statue
set up yesterday, on which the street urchin has left his
mark already).

Well, then—there are certain streets, unknown for the
most part by fashionable people, there are certain dis-
tricts and certain houses to which a woman of fashion
cannot go, unless she wishes that the most cruelly
injurious constructions shall be put upon her errand.
If she is a wealthy woman with a carriage of her own,
and if she chooses to go on foot, or disguised, through
one of these slums, her reputation asan honest woman is
compromised. |f, furthermore, it should so happen that
she is seen about nine o'clock in the evening, the con-
jectures which an observer may permit himself are like
to have appalling consequences. And, finally, if the
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woman is young and pretty; if she is seen to enter a
house in one of these neighbourhoods; if the house has
along, dark, damp, and reeking passage entry ; if, at the
end of the passage a feeble, flickering lamp lights up
the features of a hideous crone with bony fingers—then,
to tell the truth in the interests of young and pretty
women, that woman is log. Sheisat the mercy of the
firsg man of her acquaintance who chances to meet her
in these foul ways.

And there is a street in Paris where such an encounter
may end in a mod dreadful and ghasly tragedy, a
tragedy of blood, a tragedy in the modern vein. Un-
luckily, the convincingness of the situation and the
dramatic dement in it will be log, like the modern
drama, upon all save the very few; and a sad pity it is
that the tale must be told to a public that cannot fully
appreciate the truth of the local colour. Still, who can
flatter himsdf that he will ever be undersood ? We all
die unappreciated. It isthe lot of women and of men of
letters.

At half-past eight one February evening, thirteen
years ago, a young man chanced to turn the corner of
the Rue Pagevin into the Rue des Vieux-Augustins
precisely at the point where the Rue Soly enters it.
Now, at that time there was not a wall in the Rue
Pagevin btit echoed a foul word j the Rue Soly was one
of the narrowest and least practicable thoroughfares in
Paris, not excepting the mog frequented nooks in the
mos deserted dreets of the city ; and the young man
came there by one of those chances that do not come
twicein alifetime. Arrived at this point, he was walk-
ing cardesdy along when he saw a woman a few paces
ahead of him, and fancied that he saw in her a vague
resemblance to one of the prettiet women in' Paris, a
beautiful and modes woman whom hr, secretly and
passonately loved | loved, too, without hope. She was
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married. In a moment his heart gave a bound. An
intolerable heat, kindled in his diaphragm, soread
through every vein. He fdt a cold chill along his
spine, a tingling sensation on the surface of his face.

He was young, he was in love, he knew Paris. His
per spicacity would not allow him to shut his eyes to all
the vile posshbilities of the situation—a young, fair, and
wealthy woman of fashion stealing along the street with
a guilty, furtive step! That She should be in that
filthy neighbourhood at that hour of night!

His love ssems romantic, no doubt, and the more 0
because he was an officer in the Guards. Of a man in
an infantry regiment the thing is not inconceivable;
but as a cavalry officer high in the service, he belonged
to a divison of the army that mos desres rapid con-
quests. The cavalry are vain of their uniform, but
they are vainer still of their success with women.
Nevertheless, the officer's love was a genuine passon
that will ssem great to many a young heart. He
loved the woman because she was virtuous. Her
virtues, her reserved grace, the saintliness that awed
him,—these were the mod precious treasures of his
hidden passon. And she in truth, was worthy of a
Platonic love such as you sometimes find like a rare
flower on the chronicler's page among the ruin and
bloodshed of the Middle Ages. She was worthy to be
the secret spring of all a young man's actions; the
source of a love as high and pure as the blue heavens, a
love without hope, to which a man clings because it
never disappoints him, a love prodigal of uncontrolled
delight, especially at an age when hearts are hot and
Imaginations poignant, and a man's eyes s very
clearly.

There are drange, grotesque, inconceivable night
effects to be seen in Pans; you cannot think, unless you
have amusd yoursdf with watching these, how fan-
tastic a woman's shape can grow in the dusk. Some
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times the creature whom you follow by accident or
desgn ssams graceful and dender; sometimesa glimpse
of a stocking, if it is very white, leads you to think
that the outlines beneath are dainty and fine; a figure,
muffled up, it may be, in a shawl or a pdisse devedops
young luxuriant curves in the shadows, and as a last
touch, the uncertain light from a shop-window or a
sreet lamp lends the sranger a fleeting halo, an illu-
gon which dirs and kindles imagination to go beyond
thetruth. And then, the ssnses are stirred, colour and
life is put into everything, the woman is transfigured ;
her outward form grows fairer; there are moments
when she is a woman no longer, she is an evil spirit, a
will-of-the-wisp, drawing you further and further by
a glowing magnetisn until you reach—some decent
dwelling, and the poor housewife, terrified by your
menacing approach, and quaking at the sound of a man's
boots, promptly shuts the door in your face without
giving you so much as a glance.

Suddenly the flickering light from a shoemaker's
window fell across the woman in front; it struck ;ust
aooss the hollow of the back. Ah ! surely those curves
beonged to Her only amongwomen !  Who ds knew
that secret of chaste movement which all innocently
brings the beauty of the mog attractive shape into
relief.

It was the same shawl and velvet bonnet that she
wore in the morning. Not a speck on her grey stock-
Ings ; not a trace of mud on her shoes The shawl
cdung; tightly about the outlines of her bug, vaguey
moulding its exquidte contours; but the young man
had sen those white shoulders in the ballroom, and he
knew what a wealth of beauty was hidden beneath the
shawl.

An intelligent observer can gues by the way in
which a Parisenne wraps her shawl about her shoulders,
by her manner of lifting her foot, on what myserious
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erand she is bent. There is an indescribable tremor
and lightness about her and her movements; she ssams
to weigh less she walks on and on, or rather she threads
her way like a spinning sar, flitting, borne along by a
thought, which the fdds of her dress the flutter of
her skirts, betray.

Theyoung man quickened his pace, passd, and turned
his head tolook at her Presto! She had disappeared
down an entry, a wicket with a bell attached dammed
and tinkled after her. He turned back and caught sight
of her as she climbed the daircase at the end of the
passage, not without obsequious greetings on the part of
an old portress below. It was a crooked daircase the
lamplight fell full on the lowest geps up which the
lady sorang lightly and briskly, asan impatient woman
might do.

"Why impatient ? he aked himsdlf, as he went back
to plant himself againg the opposte wall. He gazed
up, luckless wight, watching every sory asnarrowly asif
he were a detective on the track of a conspirator.

It was a house like thousands of others in Paris,
mean, commonplace, narrow, dingy, with three win-
dons on each of the four floors. The shop and the
entre-sol bdonged to the shoemaker. T he first-floor
shutters were dosed. Whither had the lady gone?
He fancied that he heard thejingling of a door bell on
the seoond floor. And, in fact, a light began to move
in aroom above, with two brightly illuminated windows,
and presently appeared in a third window, hitherto in
darkness, which seemed to beong to the parlour or
dining-room. In a moment the vague shadow of a
woman's bonnet appeared on the ceiling, the door was
closed, the first room relegated to darkness, and the two
further windows shone red as before.  Just then a voice
cried, ' Look out! ' and something struck againg the
young man's shoulder.

" You don't ssem to mind in the feast what you arc
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about/ said the gruff voice. It was a workman, carry-
ing a long plank on his shoulder. He went by. The
man might have been sent as a warning by Providence
to ak the prying inquirer, '"What are you meddling
for 7 Mind your own budness and leave Parisennes
to their own little affairs/

The officer folded hisarms ; and being out of sight of
every one, he allowed two angry tears to roll down his
cheeks. Thesght of these hadows moving across the
windows was painful to him; he looked away up the
Rue des Vieux-Augustins, and saw a hackney cab
drawn up under a blind wall, at a digance from any
house door or shop window.

Isithe? Orisitnot? Lifeor death for a lover.
And the lover waited in ugpene for an age of twenty
minutes. Then dhe came downgairs, and he knew
pag mistake that this was the woman whom he loved
in his secret soul.  Yet even now he tried to doubt.
Thefalr stranger went to the cab and sepped |nto it.

*The houze is always there/ thought he; ' | can
search it at any time; ' s0 he ran after the cab to make
quite certain of the lady. Any remaining doubt was
00N removed.

The vehicle gopped before a flower shap in the Rue
de Richelieu, dose to the Rue de Menars. The lady
alighted, entered the shop, sent out the fare to the cab-
man, and chosee some marabouts. Feather plumes for
that black hair of hers, with her dark beauty! She
brought the feathers dose to her face to ;udge of the
effect. The officer fancied he could hear the shop-
woman speaking.

' Nothing more becoming, madam, to a dark com-
plexion; there is someting rather too hard about the
contours of a brunette ; the marabouts impart ;ust the
fluffy touch which iswanting. Her Gracethe Duchesse
de Langeats says that the feathers lend something vague
and Ossanic, and a great distinction to a face/

B
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" Well, send them to me at once!

With that the lady tripped away round the corné
into the Rue de Menars and entered her own house
The door dossd upon her, and the young lover, his
hopes lost, and double misfortune, his cherished bdiefs
log too, went through Paris like a drunken man, till
before long he found himsdf at his own door, with no
very cdear knowledge how he came there. He flung
himsdf into an easy-chair, rested his feet on the fire-
dogs, and sat, with his head in his hands while his
aked boats firg dried and then scorched on the bars
It was a dreadful hour for him ; he had come to one of
those crises in a man's life when character is modified ;
and the course of action of the bex of men depends
upon the firg lucky or unlucky sep that he chances to
take ; upon Providence or Fate, whichever you choose

He came of a good family, not that their nobility was
of very ancient date; but there are so few old houses
left in these days, that any young man comes of an old
family. One of his ancestors had purchased the pod of
Councillor to the Parliament of Paris, and in course of
time became Presdent. His sons with a fine fortune
apiece, had entered the King's sarvice made good
marriages, and arrived at Court. Then came the
Revolution and swept them all away. One of them,
however, an old and stubborn dowager, who had no
mind to emigrate, remained in Paris, was put in prison,
and lay there in danger of her life till the 9th Ther-
midor saved her, and finally she recovered her property.
Afterwards, at an auspidous moment in 1804, she sent
for her grandson Auguste de Maulincour, sdle surviving
sion of the Carbonnons de Maulincourt, and in the
characters of mother, noble, and sdf-willed dowager
brought him up with treble care.

At a later day, after the Restoration, Auguste de
Maulincour, aged eighteen, entered the Maison rouge
followed the Princes to Ghent, receved a commisson in
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the Guards, and at three-and-twenty was a maor in a
cavalry regiment—a superb position which he owed to
his grandmother. And indeed, in spite of her age, the
old lady knew her way at Court remarkably well.

This twofold biography, with some variations, is
substantially the history of every family of emigres,
when blessed with debts and possessons, dowagers and
tact.

Mme. la Baronne de Maulincourt had a friend, the
elderly Vidame de Pamiers, a sometime Commander of
the Order of Malta. It was an eternal friendship of
the kind that grows out of other ties formed sixty years
ago, a friendship which nothing can destroy, because
down in the depths of it lie secrets of the hearts of man
and woman. These, if one had the time, would be well
worth guessing; but such secrets, condensed into a score
of lines, lose their savour; they should furnish forth
instead some four volumes that might prove as inter-
esting as Le Doyen de Killerine—a work which young
men are wont to discuss and criticise and leave unread.

Auguste de Maulincour was connected, therefore,
with the Faubourg Saint-Germain through his grand-
mother and the Vidame; and with a name that dated
two centuries back, he could assume the airs and
opinions of others who traced their descent from Clovis.
Tall, pale, dender, and delicate-looking, a man of
honour whose courage, moreover, was undoubted (for
he had fought duels without hesitation for the least
thing in life)—he had never yet been on a field of
battle, and wore the Cross of the Legion of Honour at
his buttonhole. He represented, as you see, one of the
mistakes of the Restoration, perhaps one of its more
pardonable mistakes.

The young manhood of the Restoration period was
unlike the youth of any other epoch, in that it was
placed between memories of the Empire on the one
hand) and of exile on the other; between theold tradi-
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tions of the Court and the constentious bourgeois
sysem of training for appointments ; between bigotry
and fancy dress balls ; between a Louis xvm., who saw
nothing but the present moment, and a Charles x., who
looked too far ahead. The young generation was
always halting between two political creed* ; blind and
yet clairvoyant, bound to respect the will of the King,
knowing the while that the Crown was entering on a
mistaken policy. The older men counted the younger
as naught, and ;ealously kept the reins of govern-
ment in their enfecbled hands at a time when the
Monarchy might have been saved by their withdrawal
and the accesson of that young France at whom the
old-fashioned doctrinaires and emigres of the Restora-
tion are still pleased to laugh.

Auguste de Maulincour was one victim of the ideas
that weighed upon the youth of those days It wasin
thiswise. The Vidame de Pamiers, even at the age of
gxty-seven, was till a very lively personage, who had
both seen and lived a great deal. Hetold a story well,
he was a man of honour and gallantry, but so far as
women were concerned he hed the mod detestable
opinions. Hefell in love, but he did not respect women.
Women's honour, women's sentiments ?  Fiddle-de-dee!
folly and make-bdieve. In the company of women
he bdieved in them, did this ci-devant 'monster'}
he brought out their merits, he never contradicted a
lady. But among friends, when women were in ques
tion, the Vidame laid it down as an axiom that the
whole duty of a young man was to deceive women and
to carry on several intrigues at once; and that when a
young man attempted to meddle with affairs of State, he
made a gross mistake.

It is vexatious to be obliged to sketch such a hack-
neyed character. Where has he not appeared? Is
he not literally aimost as worn out as the Imperial
Grenadier | But over M. de Maulincour the Vidame
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exercised an influence which must be recorded ; he was
a moralist after his own fashion, and he usd to try to
convert the young man to the doctrinesof the great age
of gallantry.

As for the dowager, she was a tender, pious woman,
placed between her Vidame and God ; a pattern of grace
and sweetness but none the less endowed with a
persgence which never went beyond the bounds of
good taste, and always triumphed in theend. She had
tried to presrve her grandson in all the fair illusons of
life; she had brought him up on the bes principles;, she
had given him all her own ddicacy of feeling, and had
made a diffident man of him, and to all appearance an
absolute fool. His boy's senshbility, untouched by con-
tact with the world, had met with no rubs without ; so
modest, s0 keenly sengtive was it, that actions and
maxims to which the world attaches no importance
grieved him sordy. He felt ashamed of his sengtive-
ness hid it beneath a show of assurance, and suffered in
dlence, laughing in company at things which he alone
in his secret heart admired. And therefore he was
mistaken in hischoice; for by a common freak of Fate he,
the man of mild melancholy, who saw lovein itsspiritual
agoects, mugt neads fall in love with a woman who de-
tested German sensiblerie. He began todistrust himsdf.
He grew moody, hugged himsdf on his troubles, and
made moan becaus he was not undersood. And
then—sance we always dedre a thing more vehemently
because it is hard to win—he continued to worship
women with the ingenious tenderness and feline ddicacy
of which they poses the secret; perhaps, too, they
prefer to keep the monopaly of it. And, indeed, though
women complain that men love amiss, they have very
little taste for the semi-feminine naturein man. Their
whole superiority conggs in making the man bdieve
that heis their inferior in love; for which reason they
are quite ready to discard a lover when he is experienced



3 The Thirteen

enough to rob them of the fears in which they chooseto
deck themsdves to reieve them of the ddicious tor-
ments of feigned ;ealousy, the troubles of disappointed
hopes and vain sugpense, and the whole train of dear
feminine miseries, in short.  Women hold Grandisons
in abhorrence. What is more contrary to their nature
than a peaceful and perfect love? They mug have
emotions. Bliss without gorms for them is not bliss at
all. A soul great enough to bring the Infinite into
love is as uncommon among women as genius among
men. A great passon is as rare as a maderpiece
Outside this love there lies nothing but arrangements
and pasang excitations, contemptible, like all petty
things.

In the midst of the seore dissgers of his heart,
while he was seeking some one who should undergtand
him (that quest, by the way, is the lover's folly of our
time), Auguste found a perfect woman—a woman with
that indescribable touch of sacredness and haliness which
Ingpires such reverence that love neads all the support of
a long intimacy to declare itsdf, He found her in a
circle as far as possble from his own, in the sscond
Pphere of that financial world in which great capitalists
take thefirst place

Then Auguste gave himsaf up wholly to the bliss of
the mog moving and profound of passons a purey
contemplative love—a love made up of uncounted
represssd longings, of shades of passon 0 vague, 0
deep, s0 fugitive, so vivid, that it is hard to find a
comparison for them; they are like sweat scents or
sunlight, or cloud shadows like all things that shine
forth for a moment in the outer world to vanisn, revive,
and die, and leave a long wake of emotion in the heart.
When a man is young enough to concave melancholy
and far-off hopes, to s in woman something more than
a woman, can any greater happiness befall him than
this—of loving so well that the mere contact of a white
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glove, thelight touch of a woman's hair, the sound of a
voice, the chance of one ook, fills him with a ;oy out-
passing a fortunate lover's ecstasy of possesson ? And
for this reason, none but slighted, shy, unattractive,
unhappy men and women, unknown lovers, know all
that there is in the sound of the voice of the one whom
they love. It is because those fire-laden vibrations of
the air have their source and origin in the soul itself
that they bring hearts into communication with such
violence, such lucid thought transference. So little
misleading are they, that a single modulation is often a
revelation in itself. What enchantment is poured forth
upon a poet's heart by the musical resonance of a low
voice! What freshness it spreads through his sou),
what visions it summons up! Love is in the voice
before the eyes make confession.

Auguste, a poet after the manner of lovers—for there
are poets who fed and poets who express, and the former
are the happier—Auguste had known the sweetness of
ail these early ;oys, so far-reaching, so abundant. She
was the possessor of such an entrancing voice as the
most guileful of women might covet, that she might
decelve others at her pleasure; hers were those silver
notes, low only to the ear, that ped aoud through the
heart, soothing the tumult and unrest that they stir.

And this was the woman who had gone at night to
the Rue Soiy in the neighbourhood of the Rue Pagevin!
He had seen her stealing into a house of ill-fame; and
that most magnificent of passons had been brought [ow.
The Vidame's reasoning triumphed.

* | f she is fdse to her husband, we will both avenge
ourselves,' said Auguste. And there was still love left
in that if. The suspended ;udgment of Cartesian philo-
sophy is a homage aways due to virtue. The clocks
struck ten; and Auguste de Maulincour bethought
himself that the woman he loved must surely be going
to a dance at a house that he knew. He dressed, went
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thither, and made a furtive survey of the rooms. Mme.
ﬂ_e Nucingen, seeing him thus intent, came to spesk to
m.

"You are looking for Mme. Jules; she has not come
yet.'

' Good evening, dear/ sad a voice.

Mme. de Nucingen and Auguste both turned.
There stood Mme. Jules dressed in white, simple and
noble, wearing those very feathers which the Baron had
watched her choose in the shop. That voice of Love
went to his heart. If he had only known how to assat
the slightest claim to be ;ealous of the woman before
him, he would have turned her to stone then and there
with the exclamation, * Rue Soly !I" But he, a stranger,
might have repeated those words a hundred times in
Mme. Juless ear, and she in astonishment would merely
ak him what he meant. He stared at her with dazed
eyes.

I1l-natured men who scoff at everything may, perhaps,
find it highly amusing to discover a woman's secret, to
know that her chastity is a lie, that there are strange
thoughts in the depths beneath the quiet surface, and an
ugly tragedy behind the pure forehead. But there are
others, no doubt, who ae saddened at heart by it;
and many of the scoffers, when at home and alone
with themselves, curse the world, and despise such a
woman. This was how Auguste de Maulincour felt
as he confronted Mme. Jules. It was a strange position.
He and this woman exchanged a few words seven or
eight times in a season—that was all; yet he was
charging her with stolen pleasure of which she knew
nothing, and pronouncing ;udgment without telling her
of the accusation.

Many a young man has done the same and gone
home broken-hearted because all is over between him
and some woman whom he once worshipped in his heart,
and now scorns in his inmost soul. Then follow solilo
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quies heard of none, sooken to the walls of some lonely
refuge dorms raised and quieted in the heart's depths,
wonderful somes of man's inner life which still await
their painter.

M. Jules Desmarets made the round of the rooms,
while his wife took a seat. But she ssamed embarrassd
in some way; and as she chatted with her neighbour,
dhe dole a glance now and again at her husband. M.
Jules Desmarets was the Baron de Nucingen's stock-
broker. And now for the history of the hushand and
wife.

M. Desmarets, five years before his marriage, was a
clerk in a sockbroker's office; he had nothing in the
world but his dender salary. But he was one of those
men whom misfortune teaches to know life in a very
few lessons men who strike out their line and keep to
it persgtently as an insect; like other obstinate creatures
he could sham death if anything sopped him, and
weary out the patience of opponents by the patience of
the woodlouse. Young as he was, he posesed all the
republican virtues of the poor; he was sober, he never
waded his time, he st his face againg pleasure. He
was waiting. Nature, beddes had given him the
iImmense advantage of a preposesing exterior. His
calm, pur€e forehead, the outlines of his placid yet
expressve features, the simplicity of his manners, and
everything about him, told of a hard-working, uncom-
plaining exigence, of the high personal dignity which
ingoires awe in others, and of that quiet nobleness of
spirit which is equal to all dtuations. His modesy
impressed those who knew him with a certain respect.

It was a solitary life, however, that he led in the
midst of Paris. Society he saw only by glimpsesduring
the few minutes spent on holidays in his employer's
drawing-room. And in him, asin mos men who lead
auch a life, there were agsonishing depths of passon,
inward forces too great to be brought into play by small
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occagons.  His narrow means compelled him to live like
an ascetic, and he subdued his fancies with hard work.
After growing pale over figures, he sought relaxation in
a dogged effort to acquire the wider knowledge so
necessary to any man that would make his mark in
these days* whether in busness at the bar, in palitics
or letters. The one reef in the carears of these finer
natures is their very honesty. They come across some
penniless girl, fall in love, and marry her, and after-
wards wear out their lives in the struggle for existence,
with want on the one hand, love on the other. House-
keeping billswill extinguish the loftiest ambition. Jules
Desmar ets went straight ahead upon that ref.

One evening, at his employer's house, he met a young
lady of therarest beauty. L ove rapidly made such havoc
asa passion can makein alonely and dighted heart, when
an unhappy creature's affections have been starved, and
the fair hours of youth consumed by continual work.
SO0 certain are they to love in earnest, s0 swiftly does
their whole being centre itsdf upon the woman to
whom they are attracted, that when dhe is present they
are constious of exquidite sensations, in none of which she
shares Thisis the mog flattering form of egoism for the
woman who can e beneath the apparent immobility
of passon, the feding girred in depths so remote that
it is long before it reappears at the human surface
Such unfortunates as these are anchorites in the heart of
Paris ; they know all the ;oys of anchorites; sometimes,
too, they may yield to their temptations;, but it still
mor e frequently happens that they arethwarteu, betrayed,
and misnterpreted ; and only very sddom are they per-
mitted to gather the sweet fruits of the love that ssems
to them like a power dropped down from heaven.

A smilefrom hiswife, a mere modulation of her voice,
was enough to give Jules Desmarets a conception of
the infinite of love. Happily the concentrated fire of
passon within revealed itsdf artlesdy to the woman for
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whom it burned. And these two human creatures
loved each other devoutly. To sum up all in a few
words, they took each other by the hand without a
blush, and went through the world together as two
children, brother and sgter, might pass through a crowd
that makes way admiringly for them.

The young lady was in the odious postion in which
Hfighness places some children at their birth. She had
no recognised status, her name, Clemence, and her age
were attested, not by a certificate of birth, but by a
declaration made before a notary. Asto her fortune, it
wastrifling. JulesDesmarets, hearing these bad tidings,
was the happiest of men. |If Clemence had belonged to
ome wealthy family, he would have degpaired ; but she
was a poor love-child, the offspring of a dark, illicit
passon. They were married. This was the beginning
of a series of pieces of good fortune for Jules. Every-
body envied him his luck ; ;ealous tongues alleged that
he succesded by shexr good fortune, and left his merits
and ability out of account.

Clemenceés mother, nominally her godmother, bade
Jules purchase a stockbroker's connection a few days
after the wedding, promising to sscure all the necessary
capital. Such connections were still to be bought at
moderate prices. On the great lady's recommendation,
a wealthy capitalist made proposals on the mos favour-
able terms to Jules Desmarets that evening in the
gockbroker's own drawing-room, lent him money
enough to exploit his budness and by the next day
the fortunate clerk had bought his employer's connec-
tion.

In four years Jules Desmarets was one of the
wealthiest members of his fraternity. Important clients
had been added to the number of those left him by his
predecessor. He inspired unbounded confidence; and
from the manner in which busness came to him, it was
impossble but that he should recognise some occult
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influence due to his wifeé's mother, or, as he bdieved, to
the myserious protection of Providence.

Three years after the marriage Clemence log her
godmother. By that time M. Jules, so called to dis
tinguish him from his dder brother, whom he had
esablished in Paris as a notary, was in receipt of an
income of two hundred thousand livres. There was
not such another happy couple in Paris. A five years
course of such unwonted love had been troubled but
once by a dander, for which M. Jules took a signal
vengeance. One of his old asodates sad that M.
Jules owed his suocess to his wife, and that influence in
high places had been dearly bought. The inventor of
the dander was killed in the dud. A passonate love 0
deeply rooted that it good the tet of marriage was
much admired in society, though some women were
digoleased by it. It was pretty to see them together;
they wer e respected, and made much of on all 9des M.
and Mme. Jules were really popular, perhaps because
there is no pleasanter sight than happy love; but they
never sayed long in crowded rooms, and ecaped to
their nes as soon as they could, like two strayed doves.

The nest, however, was a fine large house in the Rue
de Menars, in which artistic feding tempered the
luxury which the city man is always upposad to digplay.
Here, a0, M. and M me. Jules entertained splendidly.
Social duties were somewhat irksome to them; bur,
neverthdess, Jules Desmarets submitted to such exac-
tions, knowing that sooner or later a family will ned
acquaintances. He and his wife lived like plants in a
hothouse in a sormy world. With very natural
delicacy, Jules carefully kept the dander from his wife's
knowledge as well as the death of the man that had
amogt troubled their felicity.

M me. Jules, with her artistic temper and refinement,
had inclinations towards luxury. In spite of the terrible
lesson of the duedl, there were incautious women to hint
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in whigoersthat M me. Jules must often be pinched for
money. Her husband allowed her twenty thousand
francs for her dress and pocket-money, but this could
not possbly be enough, they said, for her expenses
And, indeed, she was often more daintily dressed in her
own home than in other peopleés housss. She only
cared to adorn hersdf for her hushand's eyes, trying in
this way to prove to him that for her he was all the
world. Thiswaslove indeed, pure love, and more than
this, it was happy as clandestine love sanctioned by the
world can be. M. Jules was still his wifé's lover, and
more in love every day. Everything in his wife, even
her caprices, made him happy. When she had no new
fancy to gratify, he felt as much disurbed as if this had
been a symptom of bad health.

It was againg this passon that Auguste de Maulin-
cour, for his misfortune, had dashed himsdf. He loved
Clemence de Maulincourt to distraction. And yet even
with a supreme passon in hisheart he was not ridiculous,
and he lived the regular garrison life, yet even with
a gass of champagne in his hand he wore an abstracted
air. His was the quiet scorn of existence, the douded
countenance worn alike on various pretexts by ;aded
spirits, by men but little satisfied with the hollowness of
their lives, and by the victims of pulmonary dissase or
heart troubles. A hopdesslove or a digage for exist-
ence congtitutes a sort of social position nowadays.

To take a quean's heart by storm were perhapsa more
hopeful enterprise than a madly-conceived passon for a
woman happily married. Auguste de Maulincour had
aufficient excuse for his gravity and dgection. A queen
has always the vanity of her power; her height above
her lover places her at a disadvantage, but a well-
principled bourgeoise, like a hedgehog or an oyder, is
encompassed about with awkward defences.

At this particular moment Auguste sood near his
undeclared lady. She, certainly, was incapable of carry-
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ing on a double intrigue. There s& Mme. Jules in
childlike composure, the least guileful of women, gentle,
full of queenly serenity. What depths can there be in
human nature ? The Baron, before addressing her, kept
his eyeson husband and wife in turn.  What reflections
did he not make ! In a minute's space he recomposed
a second version of Young's Night Thoughts. And yet
—the rooms were filled with dance music, and the light
of hundreds of wax tapers streamed down upon them.
It was a banker's ball, one of those insolent fetes by
which the world of dull gold attempted to rival that
other world of gilded rank and ormolu, the world
where the high-born Faubourg Saint-Germain was
laughing yet, all -unconscious that a day was approach-
ing when capitalists would invade the Luxembourg and
sat a king on the throne.  Conspiracy usad to dance in
those days, giving as little thought to future bankruptcies
of Power as to failures ahead in thefinancial world. M.
le Baron de Nucingen's gilded sdons wore that look of
animation which a fete in Paris is wont to wear ; there
IS gaiety, at any rate, on the surface. The wit of the
cleverer men infects the fools, while the beaming
expression characteristic of the latter soreads over the
countenances of their superiors in intellect $ and the
whole room is brightened by the exchange. But
gaiety in Paris is aways a little like a display of fire-
works; pleasure, coquetry, and wit all coruscate, and
then die out like spent rockets. To-morrow morning,
wit, coquetry, and pleasure are put off and forgotten.

‘Heigho ! * thought Auguste, as he came to a conclu-
sion, 'are women really after all as the Vidame ss
them? Certain it is that of all the women dancing
here to-night, not one ssems so irreproachable as Mme.
Jules. And Mme. Jules goes to the Rue Soly!"

The Rue Soly was like a disease, the mere word made
his heart contract.

“ Do you never dance, madame ?* he began.



The Thirteen 31

'This is the third time that you have asked me that
question this winter," she answered, smiling.

' But perhaps you have never given me an answer.'

"That is true.'

' knew quite well that you were fdse like all
women——'

Mme. Jules laughed again.

‘Listen to me, monsieur. If | told you my real
reason for not dancing, it would seem ridiculous to you.
There is no insincerity, | think, in declining to give
private reasons at which people usually laugh.'

" Any confidence, madame, implies a degree of friend-
ship of which I, no doubt, am unworthy. But it is
impossible that you should have any but noble secrets,
and can you think me capable of irreverent ;esting ?

'Yes,' shesaid. * You, like the rest of men, laugh at
our purest feelings and misconstrue them. Besdes, |
have no secrets. | have a right to love my husband
before all the world; | am proud of it, | tell you; and if
you laugh at me when | say that | never dance with any
one else, | shall have the worst opinion of your heart.'

' Have you never danced with any one but your hus-
band since your marriage ?

"No, monsieur. | have leant on no other arm, no
one dse has come very close to me.'

' Has not your doctor so much as felt your pulse?

‘Ah, well, now you are laughing.'

'No, madame, | admire you because | can under-
stand.—But you suffer others to hear your voice, to sse
you, to . . . In short, you permit our eyes to rest
admiringly on you——'

'Ah, these things trouble me," she broke in. 'If it
were possible for husband and wife to live like lover and
mistress, | would have it so; for in that case——

‘In that case, how came you to be out, on foot and
disguised, a few hours ago, in the Rue Soly ?

‘What is the Rue holy?' asked she, not a trace of
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emotion in her clear voice, not the faintest quiver in her
features. She did not redden, she was quite composed.

"*What! You did not go up the stairs to the second
floor in a house at the corner of the Rue des Vieux-
Augustins and the Rue Soly ? Y ou had not a cab wait-
ing for you ten paces away ? and you did not return toa
ghop in the Rue de Richelieu, where you chose the
marabouts in your hair at this moment ?

'L did not leave my house this evening." Shetold the
lie with an imperturbable laughing face; she fanned
herself as she spoke; but any one who could have laid a
hand on her girdle at the back, might perhaps have felt
that it was damp. Auguste bethought himself of the
Vidame's teaching.

' Then it was some one extraordinarily like you,' he
rejoined with an air of belief.

'Sir,' sad she, 'if you are capable of following a
woman about to detect her secrets, you will permit me
totell you that such athing iswrong, very wrong, and
| do you the honour of declining to believe it of you.'

The Baron turned away, took up his position before
the hearth, and seemed thoughtful. He bent his head,
but his eyes were fixed stealthily upon Mme. Jules. She
had forgotten the mirrors on the walls, and glanced
towards him two or three timeswith an evident dread
in her eyes. Then she beckoned to her husband, laid a
hand upon his arm, and rose to go through the rooms.
As ghe passed M. de Maulincour, who wastalking with
afriend, he sad aloud as if in answer to a question—

‘A woman that ; vinly will not deep quietly
to-night

Mme. Jules stopped, flung him acrushing, disdainful
glance, and walked away, all unaware that one more
such glance, if her husband chanced to s= it, would
imperil her happiness and the lives of two men.

Auguste, consumed with rage smouldering in the
depths of his soul, soon afterwards left the room, vowing
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to get to the bottom of thisintrigue. He looked round
for Mme. Jules before he went, but she had disappeared.
Here were the elements of a tragedy suddenly put into
ayoung head, an eminently romantic head, asis generally
the case with those who have not realised their dreamed-
of love to the full. He adored Mme. Jules in a new
aspect; he loved her with the fury of ;ealousy, with the
agonised frenzy of despair. The woman was fdse to
her husband; she had come down to the ordinary level.
Auguste might give himself up to all the felicity of
success, imagination opened out for him the vast field of
the transports of possession. In short, if he had lost an
angel, he had found the most tantalising of devils. He
lay down to build castlesin the air, and to ;ustify Mme.
Jules. Some errand of charity had brought her there,
he told himself, but he did not believe it. He made
up his mind to devote himself entirely to the in-
vestigation of the causes and motives involved in this
mysteriously hidden knot. It was a romance to read ;
or rather it was a play to act, and he was cast for a part
INnIt.

It is a very fine thing to play the detective for one's
own ends and for passion's sake. Is it not an honest
man's chance of enjoying the amusements of the thief?
Still, you must be prepared to boil with helpless rage, to
growl with impatience, to stand in mud till your feet are
frozen, to shiver and burn and choke down false hopes.
Y ou must follow up any indication to an end unknown ;
and miss your chance, storm, improvise lamentations and
dithyrambs for your own beneft\and utter insensate ex-
clamations before some harmu”s passer-by, who stares
back at you in amazement. Y ou taketo your heels and
overturn good souls with their apple-baskets, you wait
and hang about under a window, you make guesses hy
the running hundred. Still it is sport, and Parisian
sport; sport with all its accessories save dogs, and guns,
and tally-ho. Nothing, except some moments in the

o
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gambler's life, can compare with it. A man's heart
mug nexds be swelling with love and revenge before he
will lie in ambush ready to spring like a tiger on his
prey; before he can find enjoyment in watching all that
goes on in the quarter; for interest of many kinds
abounds in Paris without the added pleasure of stalking
game. How should one soul suffice a man for all this?
What isit but a life made up of a thousand passons a
thousand fedings, and thoughts ?

Auguste de Maulincour flung himsaf heart and soul
into this feverish life, because he felt all its troubles and
every corner of the Rue Pagevin and the Rue des Vieux-
Augustins. Heran likealamplighter from the Rue de
Menars to the Rue Soly, and back again from the Rue
Soly to the Rue de Menars, all unconscious of the
punishment or the reward in sore for so many pains,
such measures such shiftss  And even 0, he had not
yet reached the degree of impatience which gnaws the
vitals and brings the sweat to a man's brow; he hung
about in hope. It occurred to him that Mme. Jules
would scarcdy risk another vigt for some few days after
detection. So he devoted those fird few days to an
initiation into the myderies of the street. Being but a
novice in the craft, he did not dare to go to the house
itself and question the porter and the shoemaker; but
he had hopes of securing a pod of observation in
rooms exactly oppodte that inscrutable sscond floor.
He made a careful survey of the ground ; he was trying
to reconcile caution with impatience, his love, and the
Secr .

By the beginning of March he was in the midst of
his preparations for making a great decisve move, when
official duties summoned him from his chessboard one
afternoon about four o'clock, after an assduous cour s of
sentry-duty, for which he was not a whit the wiser.
In the Rue Coquilliere he was caught by one of the
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heavy showers which swell the stream in the kennds in
a moment, while every drop falling into the roaddde
puddles, raises a bdl-shaped splash. A foot-passenger in
uch a predicament is driven to take refuge in a shop or
cafe if he can afford to pay for shdter ; or, at urgent
need, to hurry into some entry, the asylum of the poor
and shabbily dressed. How is it that as yet no French
painter has tried to give us that characterigtic group, a
crowd of Parigans weatherbound under an archway ?
Where will you find better material for a picture?

To begin with, is there not the pensve or philo-
sophical pedegtrian who finds a pleasure in watching the
dantwise dreaksof rain in the air againg the grey back-
ground of sky—a fine chassd work something like the
whimsical shapestaken by spun glass? Or he looksup
at the whirlpoolsof white water, blown by the wind like
a luminous dug over the houseroofs or at the fitful
discharges of the wet, foaming stack-pipes. There are,
in fact, a thousand nothings to wonder at, and the idlers
are studying them with keen rdisn although the owner
of the premises treats them to occasonal thumps from
the broom-handle.

There is the chatty person who grumbles and talks
with the porter's wife, while she ress on her broom as a
grenadier leanson hisgun ; thereis the poverty-stricken
individual glued fantagtically to the wall—he has nothing
todread from such contact; for his rags, they are already
s0 well acquainted with the street ; there is the man of
education who sudies, sodls out, or even reads the
advertisements, and never gets to the end of them;
there is the humorous peson who laughs at mud-
bedraggled women, and makes eyes at the people in the
windows opposite; there is the mute refugee that scans
every casement on every floor, and the working man or
woman with a mallet or a bundle, as the case may be,
trandating the shower into probable lossss or pains
Then there is the amiable man, who bouncesin like a
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bombshdl with an * Oh ! what weather, gentlemen!'
and raises his hat to the company ; and, finally, thereis
your true Parigan bourgeois, a weatherwise citizen who
never comes out without his umbreélla ; he knew before-
hand that it was going to rain, but he came out in site
of his wife's advice, and now he issitting in the porter's
chair.

Each member of this chance assambled group watches
thesky in his own characteristic fashion, and then <ips
away for fear of gplashing his boots, or goes because he
Isin a hurry and sses other citizenswalking pad in spite
of wind and weather, or becaue the courtyard is damp
and fit to give you your death of cold—the sdvedge, as
the saying goes being worse than the cloth. Every one
has his own reasons for going, until no oneis left but
the prudent pedestrian, who waits to s= afew blue chinks
among the clouds before he goes on hisway.

M. de Maulincour, therefore, took refuge with atribe
of foot-pasengers under the porch of an old-fashioned
house with a courtyard not unlike a gigantic chimney
shaft. Therewere so many dories rising to a height
on all 9des and the four plagered walls, covered with
greenish gains and saltpetre ooze, were traversed by
such a multitude of gutters and spouts, that they would
have put you in mind of the casxades of St. Cloud.
From every direction came the sound of falling water,
it foamed, lashed, and gurgled; it gushed forth in
sreams, or black, or whi te, or blue, or green ; it hissed and
gathered volume under the broom wielded by the porter's
wife, a toothless crone of great experience in sorms, who
s=med to bless the waters as she swept down a hogt of
odds and ends into the street. A curious inventory of the
rubbish would have told vou a good deal about the lives
and habits of the lodgers on every floor. There were
tea-leaves, cuttings of chintz, discoloured and spailt petals
of artificial flowers, vegetable refuse, paper and sraps of
metal. Every groke of the old woman's broom laid
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bare the heart of the gutter, that black channel paved
with chessboard sguares, on which every porter wages
desperate war. The luckless lover gazed intently at
this picture, one of the many thousands which bust-
ling Paris composes every day ; but he saw it all with
unseeing eyes, until he looked up and found himself face
to face with aman that had ;ust comein.

This man was, at any rate to all appearance, a beggar.
Not a Parisian beggar, that human creature for which
human speech has found no name as yet; but a novel
type, a beggar cast in some different mould, and apart
from all the associations called up by that word* The
stranger was not by any means remarkable for that
peculiarly Parisian character, which frequently startles
us in those unfortunates whom Charlet drew, and often
enough with a rare felicity ; the Paris beggar with the
coarse face plastered with mud, the red bulbous nose, the
toothless but menacing mouth, the eyes lighted up by
a profound intelligence which seems out of place—a
servile, terrific figure. Some of the impudent vagabonds
have mottled, chapped, and veined countenances, rugged
foreheads, and thin, dirty locks that put you in mind
of aworn-out wig lying in the gutter. Jolly in their
degradation and degraded amid their ;ollity, debauchery
hes set its unmistakable mark on them, they hurl their
silence at you like a reproach, their attitude expresses
appalling thoughts. They are ruthless, are these dwellers
between beggary and crime; they circle a a safe dis-
tance round the gallows, steering clear of the law in
the midst of vice, and vicious within the bounds of
law. While they often provoke asmile, they set you
thinking.

One, for instance, represents stunted civilisation ; he
comprehends it all, thieves' honour, patriotism, and
manhood, with the perverse ingenuity of the common
criminal and the subtlety of kid-gloved rascality.
Another is resigned to his lot; he is past master in
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mimicry, but adull creature. None of them are exempt
from passing fandes for work and thrift; but the socal
machinery thrugs them down into ther filth, with-
out caring to discover whether there may not be poets,
or great men, or brave men, or a whole wonderful
organisation among the beggars in the dreets those
gipses of Paris. Like all mases of men who have
auffered, the beggar tribes are supremdy good and
superlatively wicked; they are accusomed to endure
namdess ills, and a fatal power kegps them on a level
with the mud of the streets. And every one of them
has a dream, a hope, a happiness of his own, which takes
the shape of gambling, or the lottery, or drink.

There wasnothing of this grange life about the man
who was propping himsdf, very much at his eass, againg
the wall oppodte M. de Maulincour ; he looked like a
fancy portrait sketched by an ingenious artist on the
back of some canvas returned to the sudio.

He waslank and lean ; his leaden-hued visage revealed
glacial depths of thought; his ironical bearing, and a
dark look, which plainly conveyed hisclaim to treat every
man as his equal, dried up any feeling of compasson in
the hearts of the curious. His complexion was a dingy
whitej his wrinkled, hairless head bore a vague resem-
blance to a block of granite. A few grizzled, lank locks
on ether dde of his face graggled over the collar of a
filthy greatcoat buttoned up to the chin. There was
something of a Voltaire about him, something too of a
Don Quixote; melancholy, scornful, sarcagtic, full of
philosophical ideas, but half insane.  Apparently he
wore no shirt. His beard waslong. His shabby black
cravat was s0 dit and worn, that it left his neck on
exhibition, and a protuberant, deeply furrowed throat,
on which the thick veins good out like cords. There
were wide, dark bruised circles about hiseyes He mug
have been at lead sixty years old. His hands were
white and clean. His dhoes were full of holes and
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trodden down at the heds. A pair of much mended
blue trousers, covered with a kind of pale fluff, added to
the squalor of his appearance*

Perhaps the man's wet clothes exhaled a nauseous
smell; perhapsat any time he had about him that odour
of poverty peculiar to Parisdums—for dums, like offices,
vedries, and hospitals, have a special smell, and a stale,
fetid, unimaginable reek it is. At any rate, the man's
neighbours edged away and left him alone. He glanced
round at them, and then at the officer; it was an
unmoved, expressonless look, the look for which M.
de Talleyrand was so famous, a urvey made by lack-
lustre eyes with no warmth in them. Such alook isan
inscrutable veil beneath which a srong mind can hide
dep feding, and the mos accurate calculations as to
men, affairs, and events. Not a wrinkle degened in
his countenance. Mouth and forehead were alike im-
passve but his eyes fell, and there was something naoble,
amog tragic, in their dow movement. A wholedrama
lay in that droop of the withered eydids.

The dght of this soical face started M. deMaulincour
upon those musngs that begin with some common-
place quegtion and wander off into a wholeworld of ideas
before they end. Thestorm wasover and gone, M. de
Maulincour saw no more of the man than the skirts of his
greatcoat trailing on the kerb-sone ; but as heturned to
go, he saw that a letter had ;ust dropped at his feet, and
guesd that it beonged to the stranger, for he had
noticed that he put a bandana handker chief back into his
pocket. M. de Maulincour picked up the letter to
return it to its owner, and unthinkingly read the
address—

A MOSIEUR.,
MOSIEUR FERRAGUSSE,

Rue des Grands-Augustins, au coing de la

Rue Saly.
PARIS.
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There was no ssamp on the letter, and at sight of the
direction M. de Maulincour hesitated to return it ; for
there are few passons which will not turn base in the
long length. Some presentiment of the opportuneness
of the treasure trove aosed the Baron's mind. He
would keep the letter, and so acquirearight to enter the
mysterious house, never doubting but that the man lived
therein. Even now a suspicion, vague as the beginnings
of daylight, connected the stranger with M me. Jules.
Jealous lovers will suppose anything; and it is by this
very process of supposing everything and selecting the
more probable conjectures that examining magistrates,
spies, lovers, and observers get at the truth which they
have an interest in discovering.

‘Does the letter belong to him ? Is it from Mme.
Julesi®

His uneasy imagination flung a hos of questions to
him at once, but at the first wordsof the letter he smiled.
Here it follows word for word in the glory of its artless
phrases ; it was impossble to add anything to it, and
short of omitting the letter itself, nothing could be
taken away. It has been necessary, however, to revise
the orthography and the punctuation; for in the ori-
ginal there are neither commas nor stops, nor so much as
a note of exclamation, a fact that strikes at the root of
the system by which modern authors endeavour to render
the effect of the great disasters of every kind of passon :—

“HENRY' (SO it ran)," of all the thingsthat | have had to
give up for your sake, this is the hardest, that | mayn't
give you news of myself.  There is a voice that | must
obey, which tells me | ought to let you know all the
wrong you've done me. | know beforehand that
you are that hardened by vice that you will not
soop to pity me.  Your heart must be deaf to
all feeling; is it not deaf to the cry of nature | Not that
it matters much. | am bound to let you know the
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degree to which you are to blame, and the horror of the
podtion in which you have put me. You knew how |
auffered for my firg fall, Henry, yet you could bring me
to the same pass again, and leave me in my pain and
despair. Yes, | own | usd to think you loved and
repected me, and that helped me to bear up. And now
what isleft tome? | have log all that | cared mogt
about, all that | lived for, friends, and reations, and
character, and all through you. | have given up every-
thing for you, and now | have nothing before me but
shame and disgrace and, | don't blush to sy it, want.
It only needed your scorn and hatred to make my
misery complete; and now | have that as well, | shall
have courage to carry out my plans. | have made up
my mind—it's for the credit of my family—I shall put
an end to my troubles. You mug not think hardly of
the thing that | am going to do, Henry. It is wicked,
| know, but | can hedp mysdf. No help, no money,
no sweetheart to comfort me—can | live ? No, | can't.
What mugt be, must. So intwodays Henry, two days
from now, your Ida will not be worthy of your respect ;
but take back the solemn promise | made you, o as |
may have an easy conscience, for | shall not be unworthy
of your friendship. Oh, Henry, my friend, for | shall
never change to you, promise to forgive me for thelife
| 'm going to lead. It is love that gives me courage,
and it is love that will keep meright. My heart will be
so full of your image, that | shall still be trueto you.
| pray Heaven on my bended knees not to punish you
for all the wrong you have done, for | fed that thereis
only one thing wanting among my troubles, and that is
the pain of knowing that you are unhappy. In spite of
my plight, I will not take any hep from you. If you
had cared about me, | might have taken anything as
coming from friendship ; but my soul rises up againg a
kindness as comes from pity, and | should demean my-
sf more by taking it than him that offered it. | have
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one favour to ak. | don't know how long | shall have
to gop with Mme. Meynardie, but be generous enough
to keep out of my sght there. Your lag two vigts
hurt me so that it was a long time before | got over it;
but | don't mean to go into any particulars of your be-
haviour in that repect. You hate me; the words are
written on my heart, and freeze it with cold. Alas ! ;
Henry dear, before | put this bar between us let me
know for the lagt time that you regpect me still; write
to me, &nd me an answer, sy that you respect me if
you don't love me any more. | shall always be able to
look you in the face, but | don't ak for a sight of you ;
| am so weak, and | love you 0, that | don't know what
| might do. But, for pity's sake, write me aline at once ;
it will give me courage to bear my misery. Farewell,
you have brought all my troubles upon me, but you are
the onefriend that my heart chose, and will never forget.

" IDA.

Thisqirl'slife, her disappointed love, her ill-starred

joys, her grief, her dreadful resgnation to her lot, the
sory summed up in so few words, produced a moment's
effect upon M. de Maulincour. Heasked himsdf, as he
read the obscure but essentially Parisan tragedy written
upon the soiled shedt, whether this Ida might not be
connected in some way with M me. Jules; whether the
assgnation that he chanced to witness that evening was
not some charitable effort on her part. Could that aged,
poverty-stricken man belda'sbetrayer ? ... The thing
bordered on the marvelous. Amusing himsef in a
maze of involved and incompatible ideas the Baron
reached the neighbourhood of the Rue Pagevin ;ust in
time to s a cab sop at the end of the Rue des Vicux-
Augustins nearest the Rue Montmartre. Every cabman
on the stand had something to say to the new arrival.

‘ Can shebein it ? hethought.
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His heart beat with hot, feverish throbs. He pushed
open the wicket with the tinkling bell, but he lowered
his head as he entered; he felt ashamed of himsdf, a
voice in his inmost soul cried, 'Why meddle in this
mysery ?'

At the top of a short flight of geps he confronted the
old woman.

‘M. Ferragus?

' Don't know the name——'

'What! Doesn't M. Ferraguslive here ?'

' No name of the sort in the house!

' But, my good woman—'

"I"'m not a" good woman," dr, | am a portress.’

' But, madame, | have a letter here for M. Ferragus.’

"Oh! if you have a letter, gr,' sad she with a
change of tone,' that is quite another thing. Will you

just let melook at your letter ?'

Auguste produced the folded sheet. The old woman
shook her head dubioudy over it, hestated, and ssemed
on the point of leaving her lodge to acquaint the mys
terious Ferragus with this unexpected incident. At
lagt she said,' Very well, go updairs, sir. You ought
to know your way up——'

Without staying to answer a remark which the cun-
ning crone possbly meant asatrap, M. de Maulincour
bounded up the dairs and rang loudly at the sscond-
floor door. Hislover'sinstinct told him,' Sheis here!

The dranger of the archway, the man who 'had
brought lda's troubles upon her,' answered the door
himsdf, and showed a clean countenance, a flowered
gown, a pair of whiteflannel trousers and a neat pair of
carpet dippers. M me. Juless face appeared behind him
in the doorway of the inner room ; she grew white, and
dropped into a chair.

* What isthe matter, madame ?' exclaimed Auguste,
as he gorang towards her .

But Ferragus stretched out an arm and sopped the
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young man short with such a well-delivered blow, that
Auguste reded asif an iron bar had struck him on the
ched.

" Sand back, sir! What do you want with us?
Y ou have been prowling about the quarter these five or
gx days. Perhapsyou are a detective? *

" Areyou M. Ferragus ?' retorted the Baron.

'No, sr.'

" At any rate, it is my duty to return this paper which
you dropped under an archway where we both took
shdter from therain.'

As he spoke and held out the letter, he glanced round
the room in spite of himsdf.  Ferraguss room was well
but plainly furnished. There was a fire in the grate.
A table was s, more sumptuoudy than the man's
apparent podtion and the low rent of the house seemed
towarrant. And lastly, he caught a glimpse of a heap
of gold coins on a settee just indde the next room, and
heard a sound from thence which could only be a
woman's sobbing.

'The letter is mine, thank you," sad the sranger,
turning round in a way intended to convey the hint
that the Baron had better go, and that at once.

Too inquidtive to notice that he himsdf was being
submitted to a thorough scrutiny, Auguste did not se
the semi-magnetic glances, the devouring gaze which
the dranger turned on him. If he had met those
badlik eyes, he would have seen his danger, but he was
too violently in love to think of himsdf. He raised his
hat, went downgtairs, and back to hisown home. What
could a meeting of three such pasons as |da, Ferragus,
and Mme. Julesmean ? He might aswell have taken
up a Chinese puzzle, and tried to fit the odd-shaped
bits of wood together without a clue.

But M me. Jules had seen him ; M me. Juleswent to
the house ; M me. Jules had lied to him. Next day he
would call upon her; she would not dare to refuse to
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g2 him ; he was now her accomplice; he was hand and
foot in this shady intrigue. Already he began to play
the sultan, and thought how he would summon M me.
Julesto ddiver up all her secrets.

Paris was afflicted in those days with a rage for build-
ing. If Parisisa monger, it isassuredly of all mongers
the mog subject to sudden rage. The city takes up
with a thousand whimses. Sometimes Paris begins to
build like some great lord with a passon for bricks and
mortar ; then the trowel is dropped in an attack of
military fever, every oneturnsout in aNational Guard's
uniform, and goes through the drill and smokes cigars,
but the fit does not last; martial exercises are suddenly
abandoned, and the cigar isthrown away. Then Paris
begins to fed low, becomes insolvent, Hls its efects in
the Place du Chatelet, and files its petition ; but in a
few days all is straight again, and the city puts on
fegtival array and dances One day the city fills hands
and mouth with barley sugar, yesterday it bought Papier
Weynen ; to-day the monster has the toothache, and
plagers every wall with advertissments of Alexiphar-
maquesy and to-morrow it will lay in a sore of cough
lozenges. Paris has the craze of the ssason or of the
month aswell astherageof theday; and at thisparticular
time everybody was building or pulling down something.
What they built or pulled down no one knows to this
day, but there was scarce a street in which you did not
se erections of scaffolding, poles, planks, and cross bars
lashed together at every story. The fragile structures,
covered with white plager dust, quivered under the
tread of the Limousin bricklayers and shook with the
vibrations of every passng carriage in spite of the pro-
tection of wooden hoardings, which people are bound to
erect round the monumental buildings that never rise
above their foundations. Thereisa nautical suggestion
about the magt-like poes and ladders and rigging and
the shouts of the bricklayers.
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One of thexe temporary erections ¢ood not a dozen
paces away from the Hotel Maulincour, in front of a
house that was being built of blocks of free-stone.
Next day, ;ust asthe Baron de Maulincour's cab passd
by the scaffolding on theway to M mc. Jules, a block
two feat sguare dipped from its rope cradle at the top
of the pole, turned a somersault, fell, and killed the man-
savant at the back of the vehicle A cry of terror
shook the scaffolding and the bricklayers. One of the
two, in peril of his neck, could scarcdy cling to the
pole; it s|amed that the block struck him in passng. A
crowd quickly gathered. The men came down in a
body, with shouts and oaths, declaring that M. de
Maulincour's cab had shaken their crane. T wo inches
more, and the gone would have fallen on the Baron's
head. It wasan event in the quarter. It got into the
newspapers.

M. de Maulincour, surethat he had touched nothing,
brought an action for damages The law sepped in.
It turned out upon inquiry that a boy with a wooden
bath had mounted guard to warn passngersto give the
building a wide berth, and with that the affair came to
an end. M. deMaulincour mugt even put up with the
loss of his manservant and the fright that he had had.
He kept his bed for several days, for he had been bruisd
by the breakage of the cab, and he was feverish after
the shock to hisnerves So there was no visit paid to
Mme. Jules X

Ten days later, when he went out of doors for the
first time, he drove to the Bois de Boulogne in the now
repaired cab. He turned down the Rue de Bourgogne,
and had reached the sawer ;ust opposte the Chamber
of Deputies, when the axle snapped in the middle.
The Baron was driving so fag that the two wheds
swerved and met with a shock that must have fractured
his skull if it had not been for the hood of the vehicle,
and, as it was, he sugained srious injury to the ribs.



The Thirteen 47

So for the second time in ten days he was brought home
more dead than alive to the weeping dowager .

This soond accident aroused his suspicdons  He
thought, vaguely however, of Mme. Jules and Fer-
ragus ; and by way of clearing up his suspicions, he had
the broken axle brought into his bedroom, and sent for
his coachbuilder. The man ingected the fracture,
and proved two things to M. Maulincour's mind.
First, that the axle never came from his establishment,
for he made a practice of cutting hisinitials roughly on
every one that he supplied. How this axle had bean
exchanged for the previous one he was at a loss to
explain. And secondly, he found that there wasa very
ingenioudy contrived flaw in the iron bar, a kind of
cavity made by a blowpipe while the metal was hot.

"Eh! M. le Baron, a man had nead to be pretty
clever to turn out an axle-bar on that pattern ; you
could swear it was natural—'

M. de Maulincour asked the man to kegp his own
counsd, and conddered that he had had a sufficient war n-
ing. Thetwo attemptson hislife had been plotted with a
skill which showed that his were no common enemies.

"It isawar of extermination,’ said he, turning res-
lesdy on his bed,' a warfare of savages ambushes and
treachery, awar dedared in the name of M me. Jules.
In whose hands is she? And what power can this
Ferraguswield ?'

M. de Maulincour, brave man and soldier though he
was, could not help shivering when all was done and
said. Among the thoughts that besst him, there was
one which found him defencdess and afraid. How if
these mygterious enemies of his should resort next to
poison ? Terror, exaggerated by fever and low diet,
got the better of him in hisweak condition. He sent
for an old attached servant of his grandmother's® a
woman who loved him with that almos motherly
affection through which an ordinary nature reachesthe
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sublime. Without telling her all that was in his mind,
he bade her buy all necessary articles of food for him,
secretly, and every day at a fresh place; and at the same
time, he warned her to keep everything under lock and
key, and to allow no one whatsoever to be present while
she prepared his meals. In short, he took the most
minute precautions againg this kind of death. He was
lyingill in bed ; he had therefore full leisure to consder
his besx way of defending himsdf, and love of life is the
only craving sufficiently clairvoyant to allow human
egoism to forget nothing. But the luckless patient had
himself poisoned his own life with dread. Every hour
was overshadowed by a gloomy suspicion that he could
not throw off. Still, the two lessons in murder had
taught him one qualification indigpensable to a politic
man ; he understood how greatly dissmulation is needed
in the complex action of the great interests of life. To
keep a secret is nothing ; but to be slent beforehand, to
forget, if necessary, for thirty years, like Ali Pasha, the
better to ensure a revenge pondered during those thirty
years—this is a fine sudy in a country where few men
can disssmblefor thirty days together.

By this time M me. Jules was Auguste de Maulin-
cour's whole life. His mind was always intently examin-
ing the means by which he might win a triumph in his
mysterious dud with unknown antagonists. His dedre
for this woman grew the greater by every obgacle
Amid all his thoughts M me. Jules was always present
in his heart of hearts; there she good more irresstible
now in her imputed gn than she usd to be with all the
undoubted virtues for which he once had worshipped
her.

The d9ck man, wishing to reconnoitre the enemy's
position, thought there could be no danger in letting
the old Vidame into the secret. The vidame loved
Auguste as a father loves his wife's children} he was
shrewd and adroit, he was of a diplomatic turn of mind.
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So the Vidame came, heard the Baron's story, and
shook his head, and the two held counsel. Auguste
maintained that in the days in which they lived, the
detective force and the powers that be were equal to
finding out any mysteries, and that if there was abso-
lutely no other way, the police would prove powerful
auxiliaries. The Vidame did not share his young
friend's confidence or his convictions.

" The police are the biggest bunglers on earth, dear
boy, and the powers that be are the feeblest of all
things where individuals are concerned. Neither the
authorities nor the police can get to the bottom of
peopleés minds. If they discover the causes of a fact,
that is all that can reasonably be expected of them.
Now the authorities and the police are eminently
unsuited to a busness of this kind ; the personal interest
which is not satisfied till everything is found out is
essentially lacking in them. No human power can pre-
vent a murderer or a poisoner from reaching a prince's
heart or an honest man's stomach. It is passon that
makes the complete detective/

W ith that theVidamestrongly advised hisyoungfriend
the Baron to travel. Let him go to Italy, and from Italy
to Greece, and from Greece to Syria and Asia, and
come back only when his mysterious enemies should be
convinced of his repentance. In his way he would
conclude a tacit peace with them. Or, if he stayed, he
had better keep to his house, and even to his room, since
there he could secure himself against the attacks of this
Ferragus, and never leave it except to crush the enemy
once for all.

<A man should never touch his enemy except to
smite off his head,' the Vidame said gravely.

Nevertheless, the old man promised his favourite that
he would bring all the astuteness with which Heaven
had gifted him to bear on the case and that, without
committing any one, he would send a reconnoitring

D
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party into the enemy's camp, know all that went on
there, and preparea victory.

The Vidame had in his service a retired Figaro, as
mischievous a monkey as ever took human shape In
former times the man had been diabolically clever, and
a convict's phydscal frame could not have regponded
better to all demands made upon it; he was agile as a
thief, and subtle as a woman, but he had fallen into the
decadence of genius for want of practice. New socal
conditions in Paris have reformed away the old valets of
comedy. This emeritus Scapin was attached to his
mader asto a being of superior order; but the crafty
Vidame usd to increase the annual wage of his some
time provost of gallantry by a tolerably subgtantial sum,
in such sort that the natural ties of goodwill were
drengthened by the bond of interet, and the old
Vidame recaved in return such watchful attention as
the tenderest of migresses could scarcdy devie in a
lover's illness.  In this relic of the eighteenth century,
this pear| of old world gage servants, this minister in-
corruptible (snce all his dedres were gratified)—
the Vidame and M. de Maulincour both put ther
trust.

' M. le Baron would spail it all,' said the great man in
livery, summoned to the council. * Let Monseur eat
and drink and dep in peace | will take it all upon
mysalf.

And indeed, a week afterwards, when M. de Maulin-
cour, now perfectly recovered, was breakfasting with
hrs grandmother and the Vidame, Justin appeared to
make hisreport. T he dowager went back to her rooms,
and he began with that false modesty which men of
genius affect—

' Ferragus is not thereal name of the enemy in pur-
ait of M. le Baron. The man, the devil rather, is
called Gratien Henri Victor Jean Josph Bourignard. The
sad Gratien Bourignard used to be a builder and con-
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tractorj he was a very rich man at one time ; and most
of all, he was one of the prettiest fellows in Paris, a
Lovelace that might have led Grandison himself astray.
My information goes no further. He once was a com-
mon workman; the ;ourneymen of the order of
Devorants elected him as their head, with the name of
Ferragus xxm. The police should know that, if they
are there to know anything. The man has moved,
and at present is lodging in the Rue Joquelet. Mme.
Jules Desmarets often goes to see him. Her husband
pretty often sts her down in the Rue Vivienne on his
way to the Bourse ; or she leaves her husband at the
Bourse, and comes hack that way. M. le Vidame
knows 0 much in these matters, that he will not expect
me to tell him whether the husband rules the wife,
or the wife rules her husband, but Mme. Jules is so
pretty that | should bet on her. All this is absolutely
certain. My Bourignard often goes to gamble at
number 129. Heis a gay dog, withaliking for women,
saving your presence, and has his amours like a man of
condition. As for the rest, he is frequently in luck,
he makes up like an actor, and can make any grimace he
likes; he ;ust leads the queerest life you ever heard of.
He has several addresses, | have no doubt, for he nearly
aways exgpes what M. le Vidame calls " parliamentary
investigation." If monsieur wishes, however, the man
can be got rid of decently, leading such alife as he does.
It is always easy to get rid of a man with aweakness for
women. Still the capitalist is talking of moving again.
—Now, have M. le Vidame and M. |le Baron any
orders to give ?

" | am pleased with you, Justin.  Go no further in the
affair without instructions, but keep an eye on every-
thing here, so that M. le Baron shall have nothing to
fear.  He turned to Maulincour. ' Live as before, dear
boy," he said, ' and forget Mme. Jules.'

* No, no," sad Augustc, 'I will not give her up to
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Gratien Bourignard; | meant to have him bound hand
and foot and M me. Jules as well.'

That evening Auguste de Maulincour, recently pro-
moted to a higher rank in the Guards, went to a ball in
M me. la Duchesse de Berri's apartment at the Elysee-
Bourbon. There, surdy, there was no fear of the
dightes danger; and yet, the Baron de Maulincour
came away with an affair of honour on his hands, and
no hope of arranging it. His antagonist, the Marquis
de Ronqueralles, had the strongest reasons for complain-
ing of him; the quarre arose out of an old flirtation
with M. de Ronquerdless sder, the Comtese de
Serizy. This lady, who could not endure high-flown
German sentiment, was all the more particular with
regard to every detail of the prudés cosume in which
dhe appeared in public. Some fatal inexplicable prompt-
ing moved Auguste to make a harmless ;oke, Mme. de
Serizy took it in very bad part, and her brother took
offence.  Explanations took place in whispers in a
corner of the room. Both behaved like men of the
world, there was no fuss of any kind; and not till next
day did the Faubourg Saint-Honor e, the Faubour g Saint-
Germain, and the Chateau hear what had happened.
Mme. de Serizy was warmly defended ; all the blame
wasthrown on Maulincour. August personsintervened.
Seconds of the highest rank were imposed on M. de
Maulincour and M. de Ronquerolles ; every precaution
was taken on the ground to prevent a fatal termina-
tion.

Augusteé's antagonist was a man of pleasure, not
wanting, as every one admitted, in a ssne of honour; it
was impossble to think of the Marquisasa tool in the
hands of Ferragus, Chef des Devorants;, and yet as
Auguste de Maulincour good up before his man, in his
own mind he felt a wish to obey an unaccountable
instinct, and to put a question to him.

‘Gentlemen,’ he said, addressng his seconds, 'l
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emphatically do not refuse to sand M. de Ronqueralless
fire ; but, nrst, I own that | was in fault, I will make
the apology which he is sure to require, and even in
public if hewishes it; for when a lady is in the casg
there is nothing, | think, dishonouring to a gentleman
in such an apology. So | appeal to his common-sense
and generogty, isn't there something rather snsHess in
fighting a dud when the better cause may happen to
get the worst of it ?

But M. de Ronquerolles would not hear of such a
way out of the affair. The Baron's suspicions were
confirmed. He went across to his opponent.

'Well, M. leMarquis,’ hesaid," will you pledge me
your word as a noble, before these gentlemen, that you
bear me no grudge save the one for which ogengbly we
are to fight ?

' Monsieur, that is a question which ought not to be
put to me.’

M. de Ronquerallesreturned to hisplace. It was agreed
beforenand that only one shot should befired on either
dde. The antagonitswere so far apart, that a fatal end
for M. de Maulincour ssemed problematical, not to say
impossble\ but Auguste dropped. The bullet had
pased through hisribs, missng the heart by two finger-
breadths. Luckily, the extent of the injury was not
great.

" This was no question of revenge for a dead passon;
you aimed too well, mongeur, for that,' said a Guards
man.

M. de Ronqueralles, thinking that he had killed his
man, could not keep back a sardonic smile.

"Julius Ceesxr's dder, monseur, mus be above
suspicion.’

‘M me. Jules again!" exclaimed Auguste, and he
fainted away before he could finish the caudic sarcasm
that died on hislips. He had los a good deal of blood,
but his wound was not dangerous. For a fortnight his
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grandmother and the Vidame nurssd him with the
lavish care which none but the old, wise with the
experience of a lifetime, can give. Then one morning
he recaved a rude shock. It came from his grand-
mother. She told him that her old age, the last days
of her life, were filled with deadly anxiety. A letter
addressd to her and dgned * F.* gave her the history of
the egpionage to which her grandson had stooped; it was
given in full from point to point. M. de Maulincour
was accused of conduct unworthy of a man of honour.
He had posed an old woman (0 it was stated) near the
cabdand in the RuedeMenars. Nominally hiswrinkled
gy supplied water to the cabmen, but really she was
dationed there to watch Mme. Jules Desmarets. He
had deliberately set himsdlf to play the detective on one
of the mog harmless men in theworld, and tried to find
out all about him when secrets which concerned the
lives of three pesons were involved. Of his own
accord he had entered upon a pitiless struggle, in which
he had been wounded three times already, and mus
inevitably succumb at last; for his death had been
sworn ; every human power would be exerted to com-
pasit. It wastoo late for M. de Maulincour to excape
his doom by a promise to regpect the myserious life of
these three persons ; for it was impossble to bdieve the
word of a gentleman who could snk so low as to make
himself an agent of police. And for what reason ? To
disturb, without cause the exigence of an innocent
woman and a respectable old man.

The letter was as nothing to Auguste compared with
the Baronne de Maulincour s loving reproaches. How
could he fail to trust and respect a woman? How
could he play the oy on her when he had no right to
do 8?7 Had any man a right to oy on the woman
who loved him ? There followed a torrent of excellent
reasoning which never proves anything. It put the
young man for the first time of his life into one of
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those towering passons from
actions of life are apt to spring,

* |f thisisto beadud to the
"' | am ;ustified in using ever,
kill my enemy.

Forthwith the Vidame, on behalf of M. de Maulin-
cour, waited on the superintendent of the detective
force in Paris, and gave him a full account of the adven-
ture, without bringing Mme. Juless name into the
sory, although e was the secret knot of all the
threads. He told him, in confidence, of the fears of the
Maulincour family, thus threatened by some unknown
person, an enemy daring enough to vow such vengeance
on an officer in the Guards, in the teeth of the law and
the police. He of the police was so much surprised, that
he raised his green gectacles, blew his nose two or three
times, and offered his mull to the Vidame, who said, to
sve his dignity, that he never took snuff, though his
countenance was bedabbled with rappee. The head of
the department took his notes, and promisad that, with
the help of Vidocg and his deuth hounds, the enemy of
the Maulincour family should be accounted for in avery
short time ; there were no mysteries, so he was pleasd
to say, for the Paris police.

A few days afterwards, the superintendent came to
the H6tel Maulincour to s M. le Vidame, and found
the Baron perfectly recovered from his lagt injuries.
He thanked the family in formal style for the particulars
which they had been s0 good as to communicate, and
informed them that the man Bourignard was a convict
sentenced to twenty years penal servitude, and that in
some miraculous way he made his excape from the gang
on the way from Bicetre to Toulon. The police had
made fruitless efforts to catch him for the pag fifteen
years ; they learned that he had very recklesdy come
back tolivein Paris, and there, though he was constantly
implicated in all sorts of shady affairs, hitherto he had
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duded the mog active search. To cut it short, the
man, whose life presented a great many mogt curious
details, was certain to be saized at one of his numerous
addressss and given up to ;ustice. This red-tape per-
sonage concluded his official report with the remark
that if M. de Maulincour attached sufficient importance
to the affair to care to be presnt at Bourignard's
capture, he might repair to such and such a number in
the Rue Sainte-Foi at eight o'cdock next morning. M.
de Maulincour, however, felt that he could digense
with this method of making certain; he dhared the
feding of awe which the palice inspires in Paris ; he
felt every confidence in the diligence of the local
authorities,

Three days afterwards, as he saw nothing in the
newgpapers about an arret which surdy would have
supplied material for an interesting article, M. de M aulin-
cour was beginning to fed uncomfortable, when the
following letter relieved his mind :—

'MONSIEUR LE BARON,— | have the honour to
announce that you nesd no longer entertain any fears
whatsoever with regard to the matter in hand. The
man Gratien Bourignard, alias Ferragus, died yesterday
at his address number 7 Rue Joqueiet. The suspidons
which we were bound to raise as to his identity were
completely st at rest by facts The doctor of the
prefecture was pecially sent by us to act in concert
with the doctor of the mayor's office, and the super-
intendent of the preventice police made all the necessary
verifications, so that the identity of the body might be
edablished beyond question. The personal character,
moreover, of the withesses who dsgned the certificate of
death, and the confirmatory evidence of those who were
preent at the time of the said Bourignard's death—
including that of the cure of the Bonne-Nouvelle, to
whom he made alast confesson (for he made a Christian
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end)—all these things taken together do not permit usto
retain the dightest doubt.
‘Permit me, M. le Baron, to remain, etc.'

M. de Maulincour, the dowager, and the Vidame
drew a breath of unspeakable relief. She, good woman,
kised her grandson while a tear gole down her chesks,
and then crept away to give thanks to God. The dear
dowager had made a nine days prayer for August€'s
safety, and believed that she had been heard.

'Well," sad the Vidame, ' now you can go to that
ball that you were speaking about; | have no more
objections to make'.

M. de Maulincour was the more eager to go to this
ball snce Mme. Jules was sure to be there. It wasan
entertainment given by the Prefect of the Sane in
whose house the two worlds of Paris society met as on
a neutral ground. Auguste de Maulincour went quickly
through the rooms, but the woman who exerted so
great an influence on his life was not to be seen. He
went into a still empty card-room, where the tables
awaited players, st himsdf down on a sofa, and gave
himsdlf up to the mog contradictory thoughts of Mme.
Jules, when some one gragped him by the arm ; and, to
his utter amazement, he beheld the beggar of the Rue
Coquilliere, Ida's Ferragus, the man who lived in the
Rue Soly, Judtin's Bourignard, the convict that had died
the day before.

'Not a sound, not a word, gr !I' said Bourignard.
Auguste knew that voice, though to any other it would
surey have ssemed unrecognisable.

The man was very well dressed; he wore the insgnia
of the Golden Fleece and the gar of the Legion of
Honour.

* Sir,' he hissd out like a hyena,’ you warrant all my
attempts on your life by allying yoursdf with the police.
You shall die, sr. Thereisno help for it. Areyouin
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love with Mme. Jules? Did she onceloveyou ? What
right have you to trouble her peace and smirch her
reputation ?

Somebody dse came up. Ferragusrose to go.

' Do you know this man ?* aked M. de Maulincour,
seizing Ferragus by the collar.

But Ferragus dipped briskly out of his grasp, caught
M. de Maulincour by the hair, and shook him playfully
svera times.

* | s there absolutely nothing but a dose of lead that
WI|| bring you to your senses?' he replied.

(| am not personally acquainted with him* said de
Mar say, who had witnessed this scene * but | know that
this gentleman is M. de Funcal, avery rich Portuguese

M. de Funcal had vanished. The Baron went off in
pursuit, he could not overtake him, but he reached the
peristyle in time to s a lendid equipage and the
ex on Ferraguss face, before he was whirled away out
of sight.

' For pity's sake, tell me where M. de Funcal lives,/
sad Auguste, betaking himsdf to de Marsay, who
happened to be an acquaintance.

| do not know, but somebody here no doubt can tell
you.'

In answer to a question put to the Prefect, Auguste
learned that the Comte de Funcal's address was at the
Portuguese embassy. At that moment, while he
fancded that he could still fed those ice-cold fingers in
his hair, he ssw M me. Jules, in all the splendour of that
beauty, fresh, graceful, unaffected, radiant with the
sanctity of womanhood, which drew him to her at the
first. For him this creature was infernal; Auguste
felt nothing for her now but hate—hate that overflowed
in murderous terrible glances He watched for an
opportunity of speaking to her alone.

' Madame,' he said,’ three times already your bravoes
have misssd me——'
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‘What do you mean, sir?' dhe answered, reddening.
"I heard with much concern that several bad accidents
had befallen you; but how can | have had anything to
do with them ?

' Then you know that the man in the Rue Soly has
hired ruffians on my track ?

"Sirl»

‘Madame, henceforth | mus call you to account
not only for my happiness but aso for my life-
blood——'

Jules Desmarets came up at that moment.

" What are you saying to my wife, gr ?

‘Come to my house to inquire if you are curious to
know." And Maulincour went. Mme. Jules looked
white and ready to faint.

There are very few women who have not been called
upon, once in their lives, to face a definite, pointed,
trenchant quedtion with regard to some undeniable fact,
one of those questions which a husband puts in a pitiless
way. The bare thought of it snds a cold shiver
through a woman ; the first word pierces her heart like a
ded blade. Hence the axiom," All women are liars.
They tell lies to spare the fedings of others, white lies,
heroic lies, hideous lies; but fasehood is incumbent
upon them. Once admit this, does it not follow of
necessty that the lies ought to be well told ?  Women
tell liesto admiration in France. Our manners are an
excdlent school for dissmulation.  And, after all,
women are 0 artledy insolent, 0 charming, so grace-
ful, so true amid falschood, so perfectly well aware of
the value of insincerity as a means of avoiding the rude
shocks which put happiness in peril, that falsshood is
asindispensableto them ascotton wool for their ;ewdlery. Insince
talk, and truth isonly brought out occasonally. They
goeak truth, as they are virtuous, from caprice or pecu-
lation. The methods vary with the individual char-
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acter. Somewomen laugh and lie, others weep, or grow
grave, or put themsdves in a passon.

They begin life with a feigned indifference to the
homage which gratifies them mog ; they often end by
insncerity with themsdves. Who has not admired
their seeming loftiness when they are trembling the
while for the myserious treasure of love? Who has
not sudied the eaxe the ready wit, the mental dis
engagement with which they confront the greatest
embarrassments of life? Everything is quite natural;
decait flows out as showflakes fall from the sky.

And yet what skill women have to discover the truth
in another! How subtly they can use the hardest
logic, in answer to the passonatdy uttered question
that never fails to yield up some heart secret belonging
to their interlocutor, if a man is so guildess as to begin
with questioning a woman. If a man begins to ques
tion a woman, he ddivers himsdf into her hand. Will
she not find out anything that he means to hide, while
shetalksand saysnothing? And yet there are men that
have the audacity to enter upon a contest of wits with a
Parisenne—a woman who can put hersdf out of reach
of a thrust with ' You are very inquisitive '—* W hat
does it matter to you 7— Oh ! you arc ;ealous !'—
And how if | do not choose to answer you ? A
Parisenne, in short, has a hundred and thirty-seven
thousand ways of saying No, while her variations on the
word Y ES arpas computation. Surely one of the
fines diplomatic, philosophic, logographic, and moral
performances which remain to be made would be a
treatise on No and Yes. But who save an androgynous
being could accomplish the diabolical feat ? For which
reason it will never be attempted. Yet of all unpub-
lished works, is there one better known or more con-
stantly in usee among women ?

Have you ever sudied the conduct, the posg the
disinvoltura of a lie? Look at it now. Mme. Jules
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[Tyrants are passing, liberties are numbered,
Falling are the kingdoms, fallen are the gods;
Science aloneiswaking, Mindis marching—
Temples are towering where the Earth bows low!]

In Icaro, which leaps into movement from its first line, the
poet sang, as Romain Rolland hasremarked, "Je progres, Vilan vital,
danssaformeindividuelleet hiroique'. Interwovenwiththethemeisa
strange and Shelleyan strand of personal prophecy and we se
poetry within the poet, getting ever closer to action:

» .. Mail mio sogno—nel centro delamischia
trarrelovoglio, esiarealeearmatol

...equel cheoggi esogno

per virtu del poeta s fa viva
forza operante, unaterrena cosa.

[But, for my dream, it shall be real and armed,
Striding about the centre of the fray. . ..

And to-day's dreaming quickens in the poet,—
A life, adriving force, a Power of Earth.]

To Lauro de Bosis, as to many spirited young men, the early
days of Fascism seemed to be instinct with progress and elan
vital. But he was not long deceived. Where so many politicians
and shrewd business men were busily discovering enlightenment
the poet's vision discovered the darkness beyond. Until 1926 he
had never taken an active part in politics. Then, suddenly, he was
aware of the process of enslavement. It was no time to dream: the
dream must become a "driving force". The darkness was spread-
ing from the minds of the Italian people. He saw that tyranny
gathers weight as it goes, and starts from men's refusal in its early
stages, to takeit seriously. Founding with afew trusted friends an
organization known as the Allean®a Na“ionale he circulated
pamphlets wherein his countrymen were urged to look beyond
present illusions of Fascism to its fatal consequences, and its
inevitable fall.

Political adventure led to exile, but the poet continued his
61
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carriages alluded to, be it understood, are fitted with
transparent panes of glass and lanterns that not merely
light up the brougham itsdf, but the whole street as
well on ether side; they belong to law-sanctioned love,
and the law gives a man a right to sulk and fall out
with his wife, and kiss and make it up again, in a
brougham or anywhere ds= So married couples are
at liberty to quarrd without fear of being seen by
passyrsby. And how many secrets are revealed to foot-
pasengers in the dark dreets to the young bachdors
who drove to the ball and, for some reason or other,
are walking home afterwards! For the firg time in
their lives, Jules and Clemence leant back in ther
corners; usually Desmarets presssed dose to his wife's
dde,

;It isvery cold,’ ssid Mme. Jules. But her hushand
heard nothing; he was intent on reading all the dark
dgnsabove the hops

' Clemence,' he began at ladt, ' forgive me for this
question that | am about to ak ?

He came nearer, put his arm about her waist, and
drew her towardshim.

"Oh, dear ! here it comes!' thought poor Clemence.

"Well," she said aloud, anticipating the question, ' you
wish to know what M. de Maulincour was saying to me ?
| will tell you, Jules; but, | am afraid. Ah, God! can
we have screts from each other? A moment ago 1
knew that you were struggling between the constous
nes that we love each other and a vague dreadj but
that constioumess that we love each other is unclouded,
Isit not ? and do not your doubts seem very shadowy to
you? Why not gay in the light that you love?
When | have told you everything, you will wish to
know more; and, after all, | mysdaf do not know what
Is lurking under that man's srange words. And then,
perhaps there would be a duel, ending in a death, |
would far rather that we both put that unpleasant



SHELLEY EPI LOGUE: LAURO DE BOSI S

At eight o'clock in the evening of 3rd October, 1931, out of a
clear autumn sky, appeared the aeroplane, flying low over the
city, circling the de Bosis house asif in salutation, passing over the
Piazza di Spagna and after seeming, we are told, "to mount the
steps of the Scalinata turning across the Pincio Gardens and the
Villa Borghese. For half an hour the mad flight continued while
upon the streets and the gardens, the cafes and the squares there
fell from the sky a message of liberty to a people enchained. Then
the pilot turned west across the Tyrrhenian Sea and itwas not
long before the pursuing planes appeared. Over his Pegase, as
over the Don Juan of Shelley, there falls, thereafter, a haze which
will never lift.

NEVILLE'ROGERS.
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to be, and daring as Gerard's brush in his picture of
Daphnisand Chloe.

M me. Juless bedroom was a sacred place. No one
but her husband and her maid was allowed to enter it.
Wealth has great privileges, and the most enviable of
them all is the power of carrying out thoughts and
fedings to the uttermost; of quickening sensbility by
fulfilling its myriad caprices, of encompassing that
inner life with a glendour that exalts it, degance that
refines, and the subtle hades of expresson that enhance
the charm of love.

If you particularly detest picnic dinners and meals
badly served; if you fed a certain pleasure at the sght
of dazzling white damask, slver plate, exquisite porce-
lain, and richly carved and gilded tables lit up by
tranducent tapers; if you have a tage for miraclesof the
most refined culinary art beneath slver covers with
armorial bearings,—then, if you have a mind to be con-
sgent, you must come down from the heghts of your
garret, and you mus leave the grisgttes in the dredt.
Garrets and grisettes, like umbreélas and hinged dogs,
must be left to people who take tickets at the doors or
restaurantsto pay for their dinners; and you mug think
of love as something rudimentary, only to be deveoped
in all its charm by a gilded fireside, in a room made
deaf to all sound from without by drawn blinds and
dosad shutters and thick curtain folds, while the opal
light of a Parian lamp falls over soft carpets from the
Savonnerie and the slken hangings on the walls.  You
must have mirrorsto reflect each other, to give you an
infinite series of pictures of the woman in whom you
would fain find many women, of her towhom L ove gives
so many forms. There should be long, low sofas, and a
couch like a secret which you guess beforeit isrevealed;
and soft furs spread for bare feet on the floor of the
-dainty chamber, and wax tapers under glass shades and
white gauze draperies, 0 that you can sseto read at any
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hour of the night; and flowers without too heavy-
sweet a scent, and linen fine enough to satisfy Anne of
Austria.

This delicious scheme had been carried out by Mme.
Jules. But that is nothing; any woman of taste might
do as much; though nevertheless, thereis a certain touch
of personality in the arrangement of these things, a
something which stamps this ornament or that detail
with a character of itsown. The fanatical cult of in-
dividuality is more prevalent than ever in these days.
Rich people in France are beginning to grow more and
more exclusive in their tastes and belongings than they
have been for the past thirty years. Mme. Jules knew
that her programme must be carried out consistently;
that everything about her must be part of a harmonious
whole of luxury which made a fit setting for love.

* Fifteen hundred francs and my Sophie,' or ' Love in
a Cottage,' is the sort of talk to expect from famished
creatures, and brown bread does very well at first; but
if the pair are really in love, their paaes grow nicer,
and in theend they sigh for the riches of the kitchen.
Love holds toil and want in abhorrence, and would
rather die at once than live a miserable life of hand to
mouth.

Most women after a ball are impatient for deep.
Their rooms are strewn with limp flowers, scentless
bouquets, and ball gowns. Their littlethick shoesareleft
under an armchair, they totter across the floor in their
high-heeled dlippers, take the combs out of their hair,
and shake down their tresses without a thought of their
appearance. Little do they care if they disclose to their
husbands eyes the clasps and pins and cunning con-
trivances which maintained the dainty fabricin erection.
All mystery is laid aside, all pretence dropped for the
husband—there is no make-up for him. The corset,
fearfully and wonderfully made, isleft lying about if the
deepy waiting-woman forgets to put it away. Whale-

S
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bone Stiffening, deeves encasad in buckram, deusve
finery, hair supplied by the coiffeur, the whole factitious
woman, in fact, lies scattered about. Digecta membra
pdfta*the artificial poetry so much admired by those for
whose benefit the whole was conceived and elaborated,
the remains of the pretty woman of an hour ago,
encumber every corner, while the genuine woman in
datternly disorder, and the crumpled nightcap of yester-
day, to-day, and to-morrow, presents hersdf yawning to
the arms of a husband who yawns likewise.

' For, after all, monseur, if you want a pretty nightcap
to Crumple every night, you must increase my allow-
ance*

Such is life as it is A woman is always old and
unattractive to her husband ; always smart, dainty, and
dressd in her bes for that Other, every hushand's rival,
the world that danders women or picks them to pieces.

M me. Jules did quite otherwise. Love, like all other
beings, hasits Own instinct of saf-preservation. Inspired
by love, congantly rewarded by happiness she never
falled in the scrupulous performance of little dutiesin
Which no one can grow dack, for by such means love is
kept unimpaired by time; Are not thee pains, thee
taksimposed by a sdf-regpect which becomes her pass
ing well ? What are they but sweet flatteries, a way of
reverencing the beloved in onés own person ?

So Mme. Jules had dosad the door of her dressng-
room on her hushand ; there she changed her ball gown
and came out dressd for the night, mysteriousy adorned
for the myserious festival of her heart. The chamber
was always exquisite and dainty; Jules, when he entered
it, found a woman coquettishly wrapped in a graceful
loose gown, with her thick hair twisted smply about
her head. She had nothing tofear from dishevelment 5
She robbed Love's sight and touch of nothing* This
Woman was always smpler and more beautiful for htm
than Ibr the world- woman revived by her toilet, a
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woman whose whole art condgsed in being whiter than
the cambrics that she wore, fresher than the freshes
scent, more irresstible than the wiliest courtesan. In
a word, she was always loving, and therefore always
beloved. In thisadmirable skill in le metier de femmt—m.
the art and mystery of being a woman—Ilay the great
secret of Josgphings charm for Napoleon, of Cesonias
influence over Caligula in older times, of the ascendency
of Diane de Poitiersover Henri 11. And if thissecret is
S0 potent in the hands of women who have counted
sven or eight ludres, what a weapon is it for a young
wifel The presxribed happiness of fidelity becomes
rapture.

Mme. Jules had been particularly careful of her
toilet for the night. After that conversation which
froze the blood in her vanswith terror, and still caussd
her the livdiest anxiety, she meant to be exquistely
charming, and dhe succeeded. She fagened her cam-
bric dressing-gown, leaving it looe at the throat, and
let her dark hair fall loosgly over her shoulders. An
intoxicating fragrance clung about her after the scented
bath, her bare feet were thrust into velvet dippers. Jules
in his dressng-gown was standing meditatively by the
fire, with his ebow on the mantelpiece, and one foot on
the fender. Feeling strong on her vantage ground, she
tripped across to him and laid a hand over his eyes
Then she whispered, dose to his ear, 0 closdy that he
could fed her warm breath on him and the tipsof her
teeth, ' What are you thinking about, mongdeur ?'

With quick tact, she held him dosdy to her and put
her arms about him to snatch him away from his gloomy
thoughts A woman who loves knows well how to use
her power\ and the better the woman, the more irre-
gdible is her coquetry.

'‘Of you,'said he,

" Only of me,’

'Y es
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'‘Oh ! that was a very venturesome " Yes ! "

They went to bed. As Mme. Jules fell adeep dhe
thought,' Decidedly, M. de Maulincour will bring about
some misfortune. Jules is preoccupied and absent-
minded; he has thoughts which he does not tell
me.’

Towards three o'clock in the morning Mme. Jules
was awakened by a foreboding that knocked at her
heart while she slept.  She felt, physically and mentally,
chat her husband was not beside her. She missed Jules's
arm, on which her head had lain nightly for five years,
while she slept happily and peacefully, an arm that never
wearied of theweight. A voice cried, 'Julesisin pan'
Jules is weeping!" She lifted her head, sat upright,
felt that her husband's place was cold, and saw him
sitting by the fire, his feet on the fender, his head leant
back in the great armchair. There were tears on his
cheeks. Poor Clemence was out of bed in a moment,
and sprang to her husband's knee.

* Jules, what is it ? Are you not feeling well ? Spesak,
tell me; oh, spesk to me, if you love me.'

She poured out a hundred words of the deepest ten-
derness.  Jules, at his wife's feet, kissed her knees, her
hands. The tears flowed aresh as he answered—

' Clemence, dear, | am very wretched. It isnotlove
if you cannot trust your mistress, and you are my mis-
tress. | worship you, Clemence, even while | doubt
you. . . 4 The things that man said last night went to
my heart; and in spite of me, they stay there to trouble
me. There is some mystery underneath this. Indeed,
| blush to say it, but your explanation did not satisfy
me. Common-sense sheds a light on it which love bias
meregject. Itis a dreadful struggle. How could I lie
there with your head on my shoulder and think that
there were thoughtsin your mind that | did not know ?
—Oh, | believeyou, | believe you,' he exclaimed, as she
smiled sadly ana seemed about to speak. 'Say not a
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word, reproach me with nothing. The least little word
from you would break my heart. And besdes, could
you say asingle thing that | have not said to myself for
the last three hours? Yes, for three hours | lay, watch-
ing you as you dlept, so beautiful you were, your
forehead looked so quiet and pure.—Ah! yes, you have
alwaystold me all your thoughts, have you not ? | am
aone in your inmost heart. When | look into the
depths of your eyes, | read all that lies there. Y our
life is always as pure as those clear eyes. Ah'! no, there
IS no secret beneath their transparent gaze.'

He rose and kissed her eyelids.

' Let me confessit to you, beloved; all through these
five years one thing has made me happier day by day, |
have been glad that you should have none of the natural
affections which always encroach a little upon love.
Y ou had neither sister nor father nor mother nor friend ;
| was neither above nor below any other in thy heart;
| was there alone. Clemence, say over again for me all
the intimate sweet wordsthat you have spoken so often;
do not scold me ; comfort me, | am very wretched. |
have a hateful suspicion to reproach myself with, while
you have nothing burning in your heart. Tell me, my
darling, may | stay by your side? How should two
that are so truly onerest their heads on the same pillow,
when one is at peace and the other in pain? . . . What
pan you bethinking of ? he cried abruptly, as Clemence
looked meditative and confused, and could not keep
back the tears.

"1 am thinking of my mother,' shesaid gravely. 'Y ou
could not know, Jules, how it hurt your Clemence to
recall her mother's last farewells, while your voice, the
sweetest of all music, was sounding in her ears; to
remember the solemn pressure of the chill hand of a
dying woman, while | felt your caresses, and the over-
powering snse of the sweetness of your love.'

She made him rise, and held him tightly, with far
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more than man's strength, in her arms; she kissed his
hair, her tears fell over him.

"Oh! | could be hewed into piecesfor you! Tell
me, beyond doubt, that | make you happy, that for you
| am the fairest of women, that | am a thousand women
for you. But you are loved as no other man can ever be
loved. | do not know what the words " duty,” " virtue"
mean. Jules, | love you for your own sake; it makes
me happy to love you; | shall always love you; better
and better, till my lag sgh. | take a kind of pride in
my love. | am sure that | am fated to know but the
one great love in my life. Perhaps this that | am going
to sy iswicked, but | am glad to have no children, |
wish for none. | fed that | am more a wife than a
mother —Have you any fears? Listen to me, my love;
promise me to forget, not this hour of mingled love and
doubt, but that madman's words. | ak it, Jules.
Promise me not to s him again, to keep away from
hishousa | have a feding that if you go a single Sep
further in that labyrinth, we shall both sink into depths
where | shall die, with your namestill on my lips, your
heart in my heart. Why do you put meso high in your
inmost life, and so low in the outer? You can take
0 many men's fortunes on trust, and you cannot give
me the alms of one doubt ? And when, for the first
timein your life, you can prove that your faith in meis
unbounded, would you dethrone me in your heart?
Between a lunatic and your wife, you bdieve the
lunaticsword ? Oh'! Jules—'

She broke off, flung back the hair that fell over her
forehead and throat, and in heartrending tones she
added, 'l have sad too much. A word should be
enough. If there is still a shadow across your mind
and your forehead, however faint it may be, mind, it
will kill me.

She shivered in spite of hersdf, and her face grew
white.
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"Oh! I will kill that man/ said Jules to himsdf, as
he caught up his wifeand carried her tothe bed. 'Let
us deep in peace, dear angel, he said aloud; {I have
put it all out of my mind, I give you my word.'

The loving words were repeated more lovingly, and
Clemence dept. Jules, watching his deeping wife,
told himsdf—' She is right. When love is so pure, a
suspicion is like a blight. Yes, and a blight on s0
innocent a soul, so ddicate a flower, is certain
death.’

If between two human creatures, each full of love for
the other, with a common life at every moment, there
should arise a cloud, the cloud will vanish away, but not
without leaving some trace of its passge behind.
Perhaps their love grows degper, asearth isfairer after
therain; or perhaps the shock reverberates like distant
thunder in a blue sky; but, at any rate, they cannot
take up life where it was before, love must increase or
diminish. At breakfagt, M. and M me. Jules showed
each other an exaggerated attention. In ther glances
there was an almog forced gaiety which might have
been expected of people eager to be decaved. Jules
had involuntary suspicions, his wife, a definite dread.
And yet, feding sure of each other, they had dept.
Was the embarrassment due to want of trust ? to the
recollection of the scene in the night ? They them-
sves could not tell. But they loved each other, and
Were loved s0 sincerely, that the bitter-sweet impresson
could not fail to leave its traces, and each, besdes was
S0 anxious to be the first to efface them, to be the first
toreturn, that they could not but remember the original
cause of a first discord. For those who love, vexation
Isout of the question, and pain is still afar off, but the
feeling is a kind of mourning difficult to describe.  |f
therels a paralld between colours and the moods of the
mind; if, as Locke's blind man said, scarlet produces
the same effect on the eyes as the blagt of a trumpet on
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the ears, then this meancholy reaction may be com-
pared with ober grey tints. Yet saddened love, love
conscious of its real happiness beneath the momentary
trouble, knows a wholly new luxurious blending of pain
and pleasure. Jules dwelt on the tones of his wife's
voice, and watched for her glances with the young
passon that stirred him in the early days of their love;
and memories of five perfectly happy years, Clemence's
beauty, her artless love, soon effaced (for the time) the
last pangs of an intolerable ache.

It was Sunday. Therewas no Bourse and no bus-
nes Husband and wife could spend the whole day
together, and each made more progress in the others
heart than ever before, as two children in a moment's
terror cling cdosdy and tightly together, instinctively
united againg danger. Where two have but one life,
they know such hours of perfect happiness sent by
chance, flowers of a day, which have nothing to do
with yesterday or to-morrow.

To Jules and Clemence it was a day of exquidte
enjoyment. They might almog have felt a dim
foreboding that this was to be the lag day of their
life as lovers. What name can be given to the
mysterious impulse which hagens the travdler's geps
before the ssorm has given warning ?—it fills the dying
with a glow of life and beauty a few days before the
end, and s them making the mog ;oyous plans ; it
counsds the learned man to raise the flame of the mid-
night lamp when it burns mogt brightly; it wakens a
mother's fearswhen' some keen-sghted observer looks
too intently at her child. We all fed this influencein
great cnsssin our lives, yet we have neither studied it
nor found a namefor it. It is something more than a
presentiment, something less than vision.

All went well till the next day. It was Monday,
Jules Desmar ets was obliged to be at the Bourse at the
usual time; and, according to his custom, he asked his
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wife before he went if she would take the opportunity
of drivingwith him.

' No/ she said; ' the weather is too bad.

And, indeed, it was pouring with rain. It wasabout
half-pas two o'clock. M. Desmarets went on the
market, and thence to the Treasury. At four o'clock,
when he came out, he confronted M. de Maulincour,
who was waiting for him with the pertinacity bred of
hate and revenge.

{| have some important information to give you, s’
he said, taking Desmarets by thearm. ' Listen to me.
| am an honourable man ; | do not wish to sand anony-
mous letters which would trouble your peace of mind ;
| prefer to eak directly. In short, you may believe
that if my life were not at stake, | should never inter-
fere between husand and wife, even if | believed that
| bad aright to do s

"I'f you are going to say anything that concerns
Mme. Desmarets,' ansvered Jules, ' | beg you to be
glent, sr.'

"1f | keep dlence, Sr, you may s M me. Julesin the
dock bedde a convict before very long. Now, am | to
be slent ?

Juless handsome face grew white, but seemingly he
was calm again in a moment. He drew Maulincour
under one of the porches of the temporary building then
frequented by stockbrokers, and spoke, his voice unsteady
with degp emotion—

‘| am listening, sir, but there will be a dud to the
death between us if—'

"*Oh! | am quitewilling," exclaimed M. deMaulin-
cour. 'l have the greatest respect for you. Do you
seak, of death, sr ? You are not aware, | expect, that
your wife probably employed somebody to poison me
on Saturday evening? Yes, dr, snce the day before
yesterday, some extraordinary change has taken place in
me. All the hairsof my head distil a fever and mortal
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languor that pierces through the bone; and | know
perfectly well what man it was that touched my head at
the dance!

M. de Maulincour told the whole story of his Platonic
love for Mme. Jules and the details of the adventure
with which this Scene opens  Anybody would have
lisened to him as attentively as Desmarets, but M me.
Juless hushand might be expected to be more astonished
than anybody d<e in the world. And here his character
showed itself—he was more surprised than overwhelmed.
Thus congtituted a ;udge, and the ;udge of an adored
wife, in his inmost mind he assumed a ;udicial direct-
nesand inflexibility of mind. He was a lover still; he
thought less of his own broken life than of the woman ;
he heard, not his own grief, but a far-off voice crying to
him, ' Clemence could not lie! Why should she be
fasetoyour'

' | felt certain that in M. de Funcal | recognised this
Ferragus, whom the police believeto bedead/ concluded
M. de Maulincour, ' sol put an intelligent man on his
track at once. Asl went home, | fortunately chanced to
call to mind a Mme. Meynardie, mentioned in thislda's
letter, Ida being apparently my persecutor's midress.
With this one bit of information, my emissary speedily
cleared up this ghastly adventure, for heis moreskilled at
finding out the truth than the police themsdves!

* | am unable to thank you, sr, for your confidence,
said Desmarets. ' You spesk of proof and witnesses, |
am waiting for them. | shall not flinch from tracking
down the truth in this extraordinary business, but you
will permit me to sugpend my ;udgment until the cae
Is proved by circumstantial evidence. In any case you
shall have satisfaction, for you must understand that we
both requireit.’'

Jules went home.

'What isit V aked hiswife. 'Y ou look dreadfully
pale/
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"It isa cold day/ he said, as he walked dowly away
to the bedroom, where everything sooke of happiness
and love, the so quiet chamber where a deadly storm
Wasbrewmg

(Have you been out to-day ?* he asked, with seeming
cardesness The question, no doubt, was prompted
by the lag of a thousand thoughts, which had gathered
unconscioudy in his mind, till they took the shape of a
sgngle lucid reflection, which ;ealousy brought out on
the spur of the moment.

' No," he answered, and her voice sounded frank.

Even asshe gpoke, Jules, glancing through the dressng-
room door, noticed drops of rain on the bonnet which
his wife ussd to wear in the morning. Jules was a
violent tempered man, but he was likewise extremely
sendtive ; he shrank from confronting his wife with a
lie. And yet those drops of water shed, as it were, a
gleam of light which tortured his brain. He went
downgairs to the porter's room.

‘Fouquereau,’ he said, when he had made sure that
they were alone, three hundred francs per annum to
you if you tell me the truth ; if you decalve me, out you
go; and if you mention my question and , your answer
toany one dse, you will get nothing at all.’

He sopped, looked steadily at the man, and then
drawing him to the light of the window, he asked—

' Did your migress go out this morning ?'

(M adame went out at a quarter to three, and | think
| saw her come in again half-an-hour ago/

" Isthat true, upon your honour ?'

'Yes, gr.

" 'Y ou shall have theannual sum | promised you. But
if you mention it, remember what | said ; for if you do,
you lose it all/

Jules went back to his wife.

‘Cleémence’ he said, «I want to put my house
accounts a bit straight, so do not be vexed if | ask you
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something. | have let you have forty thousand francs
this year, have | not ?

' More than that/ she answered. ' Forty-seven.'

' Could you tell me exactly how it was spent ?"

"Why, yes First of all, there were several outstand-
ing bills from lagt year—'

| ghall find out nothing in this way,' thought Jules.
' | have gone the wrong way to work.'

Just at that moment the man brought in a note.
Jules opened it for the sake of appearances, but seeing
the sgnature at the foot, he read it eagerly:—

'"MONSIEUR,—To s your mind and our minds at rest,
| take the gep of writing to you, although | have not
the privilege of being known to you ; but my position,
my age, and the fear that some misfortune may befall,
compels me to besech your forbearance in the dis
tressng situation in which our afflicted family is placed.
For some days pads, M. Auguste de Maulincour has
shown unmistakable symptoms of mental derangement;
and we are afraid that he may disturb your happiness
with the wild fandes of which he spoke to M. le Com-
mandeur de Pamiersand to me, in the firs fit of fever.
We degre to give you warning of a malady which is
still curable, no doubt ; and as it might have very srious
conssquences for the honour of the family and my
grandson's future, | count upon your discretion. |fM.
le Commandeur or |, monseur, had been able to make
the ;ourney to your house, we should have digpensd
with awritten communication $ but you will comply, |
do not doubt, with therequest of a mother who besseches
you to burn this letter.

' Permit meto add that | am with the highest regard,

' BARONNE DE MAULINCOUR net DB RIEUX.'

(What tortures!" exclaimed Jules,
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‘What can be pasang in your thoughts ?* aked his
wife, with intense anxiety in her face.

‘| have come to this! ' cried Jules; ' | ak mysdr
whether you have had this note sent to me to dispd my
uspidons.  So judge what | am suffering, he added,
tossing the letter to her.

'The unhappy man,’ said Mme. Jules letting the
sheet fall ; | amsorry for him, though he has given me
a great deal of pain.'

"You know that he spoke to me ?'

*Oh! Did you goto s him when you had given
your word ?" was her terror-stricken answer.

' Clemence, our love isin danger; we are outsde all
the ordinary laws of life, s0 let usleave minor consdera-
tions in great perils. Now, tell me, why did you go
out this morning ? Women think they are privileged
to tell us fibs now and again. You often amuse your-
Hves with preparing pleasant surprises for us, do you
not ? Just now you said one thing and meant ancther
no doubt; you said a" No" for a" Yes."'

He brought her bonnet out of the dressng-room.

‘Look here! Without meaning to play the Bartholo
here, your bonnet has betrayed you. Are these not
rain-drops? Then you must have gone out and caught
the drops of rain as you looked about for a cab, or in
coming in or out of the house to which you drove
Still, a woman can go out even if she has told her
husband that she means to stay indoors; there ts no
harm in that. There are so many reasons for changing
onéds mind. A whim, a woman has a right to be
whimsical, is that not so? You are not bound to be
consdgent with yoursdves. Perhaps you forgot some
thing ; something to be done for somebody ese or a
call, or a charitable errand ? But therecan be nothing
to prevent a wife from telling her husband what she has
done. How should one ever blush on afriend'sbreas ?
And it is not a ;ealous husband who gpetits, my
Clemence; it isthe friend, the lover, the comrade;
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He Hung himsdf passonatdy at her feet.

" Speak, not to ;ustify yoursdf, but to soothe an intoler -
able pain. | know for certain that you left the house
Well, what did you do? Wheredid you go ?

' Yes, Jules, | left the house* shesaid, and though her
voice shook, her face was composad. ' But do not ak
me anything more. Wait and trust me, or you may
lay up lifdong regrets for yoursdf. Jules, my Jules,
trust is loves great virtue. | oconfessit, | am too much
troubled to answer you at this moment ; | am a woman
unapt at lying, and | love you, you know | love you.'

"With all that shakes a man's bdief and rousss his;
Clemence, it ssams; | am not your very sdf 2—wadll,
with it all, I would still rather trust you, Clemence,
trust your voice and those eyes of yours. |If you are
decalving me, you would dessrve——'

'Oh ! athousand deaths' she broke in.

‘And | have not one thought hidden from you,
while——'

' Hush,' she cried, our happiness depends upon silence
between us!'

“Ah ! | will know all!" he shouted, with a burs of
violent anger.

As he spoke a sound reached them, a shrill-tongued
woman's voice raised to a scream in the ante-chamber.

"1 will comein, | tell you! Yes, | will come in, |
want to se her, | will s her !I' somebody cried.

Julesand Clemence hurried into the drawing-room)
and in another moment the door was flung open* A
young woman suddenly appeared with two servants
behind her.

" Thiswoman would come in, gr, in spite of us We
told her once before that madame was not at home.
She said she knew quite well that madame had gone out,
but she had ;ust seen her come in. She threatens to
dop at the house door until she has poken to madame.'
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'You can go,’ said M. Desmarets addressng the
servants.

" What do you want, mademoisdle ? he added, turning
to the vistor.

The' young lady ' was a feminine type known only
in Paris atype as much a product of the city as the
mud or the kerbstones in the dreets, or the Sane water
which is filtered through half a score of great reservoirs
before it sparkles clear and pure in cut-glass decanters,
all its muddy sediment left behind. She is, moreover, a
truly characteristic product. Pencil and pen and char-
coal, painter and caricaturist and draughtsman, have
caught her likenessrepeatedly] yet she dudes analyss,
because you can no more grayp her in all her moods
than you can gragp Nature, or the fantastic city hersdf.
Her circle has but one point of contact with vice, from
which the rest of its circumference is far removed. Y et
the one flaw in he character is the only trait that
revedls her; all her fine qualities lie out of sight while
sheflauntsher ingenuous shamdessness. T he plays and
books that bring her before the public, with all the
illusion that clings about her, give but a very inadequate
idea of her ; she never is, and never will be, hersalf except
in her garret; esewhere she is ether worse or better
than dhe really is. Give he wealth, she degenerates,
in poverty she is misconstrued. How should it be
otherwise? She has 0 many faults and so many
virtues; shelivestoo dosetoa tragic end in the river on
the one hand, and a branding laugh upon the other; she
is too fair and too foul; too much like a personification
of that Paris which che provides with toothless old
portresses, washerwomen, stregt-sweeper's, and beggars;
sometimes too with insolent comtesscs and admired and
applauded actress and opera snger. Twice in former
times she even gave two queens, in all but name, to the
Monarchy. Who could seize such a Protean woman-
shape?
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She is a very woman, less than a woman, and more
than a woman. The painter of contemporary life can
only give a few details, the general effect of so vas a
subject, and some idea of its boundlessness.

Thiswas a Paris grisette—a grisette, however, in her
glory. She was the grisette that drives about in a cab;
a happy, handsome, and fresh young person, but still a
grisette, a grisette with claws and sctissors bold as a
Spaniard, quarrdsome as an English prude instituting a
suit for restitution of conjugal rights, coquettish as a
great Iad}/, and more outspoken ; equal to all occasons
a typical’lioness," issuing from her little apartment.

Many and many a time she had dreamed of that
establishment with its red cotton curtains and its furni-
ture covered with Utrecht velvet, of the tea-table and
the hand-painted china tea-service and the settee; the
small square of velvet pile carpet, the aabaser time-
piece and vasssunder glass shades, the yellow bedroom,
the soft eidderdown quilt,—of all the ;oys of a grisettée's
life, in short. Now she had a servant, a superannuated
member of her own professon, a veteran grisette with
mougtaches and good-conduct stripes. Now she went to
the theatresand had as many sweetmeats as she liked;
dhe had silk dresses and finery to soil and draggle, and all
the ;oys of life from the point of view of the milliner's
assgant, except a carriage of her own, a carriage being
to the milliner's assgant's dreams what the marshal's
baton is for the private soldier. Yes, all these things
this particular grisette posssssd in return for a real
affection, or perhaps in spite of a real affection on her
part; for othersof her dass will often exact as much for
one hour in the day, a sort of toll cardedy paid for by
a brief pace in some old man's clutches.

The young person now confronting M. and M me.
Jules wor e shoes, which displayed so much white stock-
ing that they looked like an almost invisble black
boundary line against the carpet. The kind of foot-
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gear, very neatly rendered by French comic drawings,
Is one of the Parisan grisettes peculiar charms of dress
but a still more unmistakable sign for observant eyes is
the precison with which her gown is moulded to her
figure, which is very clearly outlined. Moreover, the
vidgtor was 'turned out' in a green dress to use the
pictureque expresson coined by the French soldier, a
dress with a chemisette, which revealed a fine figure,
fully displayed, for her Ternaux shawl would have
dipped down to the floor if she had not hdd the two
loosely-knotted ends in her grap. She had a ddlicate
face, a white skin and colour in her chesks sparkling
grey eyes a very prominent rounded forehead, and care-
fully waved hair, which exaped from under a little
bonnet, and fell in large curls about her neck.

"My nameis Ida, 9r. And if that is Mme. Jules
whom | have the privilege of addressng, | have come to
tell her all that | have againg her on my mind. Itis a
shame, when she has made her bargain, and has such
furniture as you have here to try to take away the
man to whom a poor girl isasgood as married, and him
talking of making it all right by marrying me at the
registry office. There*s quite plenty nice young men in
the world—isn't there, ar 2o her to fancy without
her coming and taking a man well on in years away from
mewhen | am happy with him. | haven't a fine
housg, | haven't, | have my love! | digest your fine-
looking men and money; | am all heart and

M me. Jules turned to her husband—

"You will permit me, gr, to hear no more of this,
said she, and went back to her room.

" If the lady is living with you, | have made a hash of
it, as far as | can see; but so much the worser,'con-
tinued lda. 'What budness has she to come and s
M. Ferragusevery day '

" You are mistaken, mademoisdle' said Jules, in dull
amazement ; ' my wife could not possbly——'

F
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' Oh ! s0you are married, are you, the two of you ?
said the grisette, evidently rather surprised. ' Then it's
far worse, gr, is it not, when a woman has a lawful
husband of her own to have anything to do with a man
like Henri——'

'But what Henri ?' said Jules, taking Ida asde into
another room lest his wife should overhear anything
further,

‘Well, then, M. Ferragus.'

' But he is dead, protested Jules.

"What stuff! | went to Franconi's yederday even-
ing, and he brought me home again, as he ought to do.
Your lady too can give you news of him. Didn't she
go to sse him at three o'dock ?  That she did, | know,
for | was waiting for her in the street ; being as a very
nice man, M. Justin—perhaps you know him ? a little
old fogey that wears says and has seals on his watch-
chain—it was he that told me that | had a M me. Jules
for my rival. That name, dr, is well known among
fancy names ; asking your pardon, snce it's your own,
but M me. Jules might be a duchess at court, Henri is
sorich he can afford all hiswhims. It is my busness to
look after my own, as | have a right to do ; for | love
Henri, | do. Hewas my first fancy, and my love and
the res of my lifeisat stake. | am afraid of nothing,
gr ; | am honed, and | never told a lie yet, nor took a
thing belonging to anybody whatever. If | had an
empressfor my rival | should go right straight to her,
and if she took my hushand that is to be from me,
t fed that | could kill her, was she never so much
an empress, for one fine woman is as good as another,
Sir-—'

"*That will do, that will do\"' interrupted Jules.
‘Where do you live?'

‘Number 14 Rue de la Cordcrie du Temple, gr.
Ida Gruget, corset-maker at your service, sir; for tye
make a good many corsgs for gentlemen.’
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" And this man Ferragus, as you call him, where does
he live ?

"Why, sir' (tightening her lips), “in thefirst place,
heisnot ;ust" aman"—heisa gentleman, and better off
than you are, maybe. But what makes you ak me for
his address when your wife knows where he lives?
He told me | was not to give it to anybody. Am |
bound to give you an answer ? | am not in the police
court nor the confessonal, the Lord be thanked, and |
am not beholden to any one'

"And how if | offer you twenty, thirty, forty thou-
snd francs to tell me his address ?

' Oh, not quite, my little dear ; it 's no go,’ sad she,
with a gesture learned in the dreets, as accompaniment
to her gngular answer. ' No amount of money Would
get that out of me. | have the honour to wish you
good evening.—Which way do you get out of this ?

Jules allowed her to go. He was stricken to earth.
Thewhole world ssamed to be crumbling away under
him, the sky above had fallen with a crash.

' Dinner is ready, dr,' sad the footman.

For fifteen minutes the footman and Desmarets
manservant waited in the dining-room, but no one
appeared. The maid came in to sy that 'the midress
would not take dinner.'

'‘Why, what is the matter, Josephine? axed the.
footman.

"1 don't know. The midress is crying, and she is
going to bed. The mager has a fancy somewhere dsg, |
expect, and it has been found out at an awkward time}
do you undergand ? | would not answer for the mis-
tress life.  Men are all so clumsy, always making
oenes without thinking in the least.

"Not a bit of it,’ sad the man, lowering his voice;
‘on the contrary, it is the migress who—in short,
gadding about, when he has't spent a night out these
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five years, and goes down to his office at ten o'clock, and
only comes up to lunch at twelve? In fact, his life is
open and regular, while the mistress goes of f pretty nearly
every day at three o'clock, no one knows where.'

'So does the master,’ sad the maid, taking her mis-
tresss part.

'But he goes to the Bourse, the master does.—This
Is the third time | have told him that dinner is ready,’'
he added, after a pause; 'you might as well talk to a
statute.’

Julescamein.

" Where is your mistress 7 asked he.

' Madame has gone to bed, she has a sick headache,
said the maid, assuming an important air.

'You can take the dinner away," said Jules, with
much cool sef-possesson. ' | shall keep mad a me com-
pany." And he went to hiswife. She was crying, and
stifling her sobs with her handkerchief.

" Why do you cry ? sad Jules, using the formal vous.
'Y ou have no violence, no reproaches to expect from
me. Why should | avenge myself? If you have not
been faithful to my love, it is because you were not
worthy of it——'

*Not worthy !

The words repeated amid her sobs, and the tone in
which they were spoken, would have softened any man
but Jules.

"To kill you, a man must love more, perhaps, than |’
he resumed ; 'but | have not the heart to do it, | would
sooner make away with myself and leave you to your
—your happiness— and to—whom———7?

He broke off.

‘Make away with yourself!" cried Clemence. She
flung herself at Juless feet and clung about them; but
he tried to shake her off, and dragged her to the
bed.

' Leave me alone,' said he.
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'No, no, Jules! If you love me no longer, | shall
die. Do you wish to know all ?'

'Yes.' Hetook her, held her forcibly in his grasp,
sa down on the bedside, and held her between his
kneesj then he gazed dry-eyed at the fair face, now red
as fire, and seamed with tear-stains. 'Now, tell me,
he said for the second time.

Clemence began to sob afresh.

'| cannot. It is a secret of life and death. If | told
you, | . . . No, | cannot. Have pity, Jules!

'Y ou are deceiving me still," he said, but he replaced
the formal vous by tu.

"Ah!" she cried, at this sign of relenting. 'Yes,
Jules, you may believe that | am deceiving you, now
you shall know everything very soon.’

' But this Ferragus, this convict that you go to see
this man enriched by crime, if he is not your lover, if
you are not his——'

'Oh, Jules! '

" Well, is he your unknown benefactor, the man to
whom we owe our success, as people have said before
this ?

*Who sad so ?

A man whom | killed in a duel.’

'Oh, God! one man dead already.'

"1f he is not your protector, if he does not give you
money, and you take money to him, is he your
brother ?

'Well," she sad, 'and if he were ?'

M. Desmarets folded his arms.

'"Why should this have been kept from my know-
ledge ? returned he. 'Did you both deceive me—you
and your mother? And do people go to se their
brothers every day, or nearly every day, eh ?

But hiswife fell swooning at his feet.

He pulled the bell ropes, summoned Josephine, and
laid Clemence on the bed.
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' Sheisdead,’ he thought, ' and how if | am wrong ?

'This will kill me/ murmured Mme. Jules, as dhe
came to her<f.

‘Josephine/ exclaimed M. Desmarets, {go for M.
Desplein; and then go to my brother's house and ask
him to come as soon as possible/

"Why your brother ? aked Clemence. But Jules
had already left the room. For the firs time in five
years M me. Jules dept alone in her bed, and was obliged
to allow a doctor to enter the sanctuary, two troubles
that she felt keenly.

Desplein found Mme. Jules very ill; never had
violent emotion been worse timed. He pogponed his
decison on the case till the morrow, and left diverse
precriptions which were not carried out, all physcal
suffering was forgotten in heart didress Daylight was
at hand, and still Clemence lay awake. Her thoughts
were busy with the murmur of conversation, which
lased for saveral hours, between the brothers, but no
sngle word reached her through the thickness of the
walls to give a clue to the meaning of the prolonged
conference. M. Desmarets, the notary, went at length;
and then, in the Hillness of the night, with that strange
stimulation of the snss that comes with passon,
Clemence could hear the squeaking of a pen and the
unconsdious movements made by some one busly
writing. Those who are accusomed to st up through
the night, and have noticed the effect of degp slence on
the laws of acoustics, know that a faint sound at inter-
vals is eadly heard, when a continuous and even murmur
Is scarcdy distinguishable.

Clemence rose, anxious and trembling. She forgot
her condition, forgot that she was damp with perspira-
tion, and, barefooted and without a dressng-gown, went
aoxoss and opened the door. Luckily it turned noise
ledy on its hinges. She saw her husband, pen in hand,
sitting fad adesp in his easy-chair. The candles were
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burning low in the sockets.  She crept forward, and on
an envel_or)e that lay ssdled already, she saw the words,
'‘My Will.!

She knelt down, asif at a gravesde, and kissed her
husdband's hand. He woke at once.

" Jules, dear, even criminals condemned to death are
given a few days respite, dhe said, looking at htm with
eyes shining with love and fever. ' Your innocent Wife
aks for two days—only two days. Leave mefree for
two days, and——wait. After that | shall die happy}
at any rate, you will be sorry.'

" 'Y ou shall have the delay, Clemence.

And while e kisssd her husand's hands in a
pathetic outpouring of her heart, Jules, fascinated by that
cry of innocence, took her in hisarmsand kisssd her on
the forehead, utterly ashamed that he should still submit
to the power of that noble beauty.

Next morning, after a few hours of deep, Jules went
to his wifé's room, mechanically obedient to his cusom
of never leaving home without firg seeing her. G1&'
mence was adegp. A ray of light from a chink in the
highest window fell on the face of a woman worn out
with grief. Sorrow had left traces on her brow already,
and faded the fresh red of her lips. A lover'seyes could
not mistake the ggnificance of the dark marbled sreaks
and the pallor of illness, which took the place of the
even colour in her cheeks and the white velvet of her
skin, the transparent surface over which all the fedings
that stirred that fair soul so unconscioudy flitted.

" She is not well," thought Jules. ' rodr Cleindnce,
may God protect us!

He kisssd her very gently on the forehead; dhe
awoke, looked into her hushand's face, and understood.
She could not speak, but she took his hand, and her eyes
grew soft with tears.

" | am innocent,' she said, finishing her dream.
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'You will not go out to-day, will you?' sad
Jules.

'No ; | fed too weak to get up.'

" If you change your mind, wait till 1 come home,
said Jules, and he went down to the porter's lodge.

' Fouguereau, you must keep a strict watch to-day,” he
said. | wish to know every one who comes in or
out.’

W iththat, Julesspranginto acab, badetheman drive
tothe Hotel de Maulincour, and asked for the Baron.

'Monseur isill," wasthereply.

Jules ingsted, and sent in his name. |f he could not
e M. de Maulincour, he would s the Vidame or
the dowager. He waited for some time in the old
Baronesssdrawing-room; she came at last, however, to
sy that her grandson was far too ill to sse him.

"I know the nature of hisillness, madame,' said Jules,
'from the letter which you did me the honour to send,
and | entreat you to believe—'

" Aletter, monseur ? A letter that | sent to you ?'
broke in the Baroness. '| have not written a word.
And what am | supposd to say, monseur, in this
letter ?

' Madame, as| meant to call on M. de Maulincour
thisvery day, and to return the note to you, | thought
| nead not dedtroy it in spite of the request at the end.
Here it is'

The dowager rang for her double-strength spectades,
and glanced down the shet with every dgn of the
greatest astonishment.

' Thehandwriting is so exactly like mine, mongeur,
that if wewere not speaking of a quite recent event®
| should be decelved by it mysdf. My grandson cer-
tainly isill, mongeur, but his mind hasnot been affected
thelead bit in theworld. We are puppets in the hands
of wicked people ; still, I cannot guess the object of this,
piece of impertinence. . , , You ghall s my grand-
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son, mongeur, and you will admit that he is perfectly
sane!’

Serang the bell again to axk if it were possble for
the Baron to recdve avist from M. Desmarets. The
footman brought an answver in the affirmative. Jules
went up to Auguste de Maulincour's room, and found
that young officer ssated in an armchair by the firesde.
He was too weak to rise, and greeted his vigitor with a
melancholy inclination of the head. The Vidame de
Pamerswas keeplng him company

le Baron,' began Jules, {I have something to
say ofso private a nature that | should wish to geak
with you alone.!'

‘Monsieur,’ said Auguste, 'M. le Commandeur
knows all about thisaffair ; you nesd not fear to speak
before him.'

M .leBaron, you have disturbed and aimost destroyed
my happiness, and you had no right to do so. Until
we know which of us must ask, or give satisfaction to
the other, you are bound to give meyour assgancein the
dark ways to which you have suddenly brought me. So
| have come to inquire the present addres of this
mysterious being who exercises such an unlucky influ-
ence on our lives, and seams to have some supernatural
power at his orders. | recaved this letter yesterday,
f!

JuI&s handed the forged letter.

ThlsFerragusor Bourignard or M. de Funcal isa
fiend incarnate!’ shouted Maulincour. ‘I n what
hideous labyrinth have | sa foot? Whither am |
going ?—I waswrong, monseur,” he added, looking full
at Jules, ' but death surdy is the greatest expiation of
all, and | am dying. So you can ak me anything you
wish 11 am at your service!'

'Y ou should know where this strange man lives; |
absolutely mugt get to the bottom of this mystery, if it



90 The Thirteen

cods me all that | have; and with such a cruelly
ingenious enemy, every moment is precious.’

Justin will tell us all about it directly," replied the
Baron. The Vidame fidgeted upon hischair. Auguste
rang the bell.

‘Justin isnot in the house,' exclaimed the Vidame in
a hasty fashion, which said a good dea more than the
words.

‘Well," Auguste said quickly,"and if he is not, our
servants here know where he is. A man on horseback
shall go at once to find him. Your servant isin Paris,
iIshenot? They will find him somewhere.'

Theold Vidame de Pamiers was visibly troubled.

‘Justin will not come, dear fellow,” he said. ' |
wanted to keep the accident from your knowledge,
but——'

'Is he dead ?' exclaimed M. de Maulincour. 'And
when ? and how ?

"I't happened yesterday night. He went out to
supper with some old friends, and got drunk no doubt;
his friends, being aso the worse for wine, must have left
him to lie in the street ; a heavy carriage drove right
over him——'

'The convict did not fail that time; he killed his
man at the first attempt,’ said Auguste. 'He was not
so lucky with me; he had to try four times.'

Jules grew moody and thoughtful.

'So | shall find out nothing, it seems’ he exclaimed,
after a long pause. 'Perhaps your man was rightly
served ; he went beyond your orders when he dandered
Mme. Desmafetstoone" | da," tostir upthegirl's;ealousy and | et

"*Ah, monsieur, in my fury | gave over Mme. Jules to
him.'

'Sir!" exclaimed Mme. Jules's husband, stung to the
quick ; but Maulincour silenced himwith awave of tjie
hand.
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"Oh! now | am prepared for all that may happen.
What is done is done, and you will do no better; nor
can you say anything that my own conscience has hot
told me already. | am expecting the most famous
goecialig in toxicology to know my fate. Ifthe pain is
likely to be intolerable, | have made up my mind} |
ghall blow my brains out.'

"You are talking like a boy," cried the old Vidame,
aghad at the Baron's coodness 'Your grandmother
would die of grief!’

! And 0, monseur, there is no way of finding out in
what part of Paris this extraordinary man lives? asked
Jules.

"1 think, mongeur, that | heard this poor Justin say
that M. de Funcal was to befound at the Portuguese or
ds the Brazilian Embassy,’ sad the Vidame. ' M. de
Funcal is of a good family; he beongsto both countries.
As for the convict, he is dead and buried. Your pese
cutor, whoever he may be, is s0 powerful, it ssems to
me, that you had better accept him in his new meta-
morphogs until you are in a podtion to overwhelm
him with confuson and crush him;' but st about it
prudently, my dear sr. |f M. de Maulincour had taken
my advice, nothing of all this would have happened/

Jules withdrew, coolly but politely. He was at his
wits end to find Ferragus. As he came in, the porter
came out to inform him that Madame had gone out to
put a letter into the box oppodte the Rue de Menars.
Jules felt humiliated by the profound intelligence with
which the man aided and abetted his scheme, and by the
very skill with which he found meansto serve him. The
zeal and peculiar ingenuity which inferiors will show to
compromise their betters, when their betters compromise
themsalves, were well known to Jules, and he appreciated
the danger of having such accomplices in any affair
whatsoever; but he had forgotten his personal dignity
till he suddenly saw how far he had fallen. What a
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triumph for a serf, unable to rise to his magter, to bring
that mager down to his own level!

Juleswas sern and abrupt with the man. Another
blunder. But he was so wretched ! His life, till then
so straight and clean, had grown crooked; and now
there was nothing for it but to use craft and lies. And
Clemence, too, was using lies and craft with him. It
was a sckening moment. Lost in depths of bitter
thought, he sood forgetful of himsdf and mationless on
the door gep. Sometimes he gave way to despair which
coundled flight; he would leave France and carry with
him his love and all the illusons of unproved guilt; and
then again, never doubting but that Clemcncc's letter
was addresssd to Ferragus, he cas about for ways of
inter cepting the reply sent by that myserious being.
Again, examining into his singular success snce his
marriage, he aked himself whether that dander which
he had avenged was not after all a truth. At length,
returning to Ferragussanswer, he reasoned with himsalf
on this wise—

" But will this Ferragus, so profoundly astute as he s,
S0 conseguent in the least things that he does; this man
who sees and foresees, and calculates, and even guesses
our thoughts, will he snd an answer ? Is henot sure
to employ some means in keeping with his power ?
Can he not send a reply by some ingenious scoundrd,
or, more likely still, in a ;ewel caze brought by some
unsuspecting, honest creature, or in a parcd with
a par of shoes which some working-girl, in all
innocence, brings home for my wife? Suppose that
there should be an understanding between him and
Clemencer '

He could trust nothing and nobody. He made a hurried
survey of the boundless field, the shordess s of conjec-
ture; and after drifting hither and thither, and in every
possble direction, it occurred to him that he was stronger
in hisown house than anywhere d 5 s0 he resolved to
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gay at home and watch like an ant-lion at the bottom
of its funnd in the sand.

' Fouquereau,' he said, ' if any one aks for me, | am
not at home. But if any one wishes to gesk with
madame, or brings anything for her, ring twice. And
you must let me e every letter left here, no matter to
whom it is addressed—And so/ he thought within him-
«f, as he went into his office on the entresol, 'and so0
| shall outwit Master Ferragus. And if his mesenge
IS cunning enough to ak for me, so as to find out
whether madame is alone, at any rate | shall not be
gulled like a foal.'

His office windows looked into the street. As he
good with his face presssd againgt the panes ;ealousy
ingpired him with afinal stratagem. He determined to
snd his head-clerk to the Bourse in his carriage the
clerk should take a letter to a friend of his, another
stockbroker, to whom he would explain his busness
transactions—he would beg his friend to take his place.
His mog difficult busness he put off till the morrow,
regardless of the rise and fall of socks, and all the funds
of Europe. Fair prerogativeof love! Love edipsesall
thingsdse The rest of theworld fades away beforeit;
and altar, throne, and gover nment securitiesareasthough
they were not. At half-past three o'clock, ;ust when
the Bourseisall agog with rates and premiums, rises and
falls, current accounts, and the rest of it, Jules looked
up and saw Fouquereau with a beaming countenance.

* An old woman has ;ust been here, sir; sheisas sharp
as they make them. Oh ! she is an artful one, | can tell
you. She aked for you, and seemed put out to find you
were not at home; then she gave me this letter herefor
madame/

Jules broke the sal with fevered anguish, but he
dropped exhaused into his chair. The letter was a
string of meaningless words, and quite unintelligible
without a key. It waswritten in cipher.
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"You can go, Fouquereau.'

The man went.

'This mystery is degper than the unplumbed s
Oh, thisislove beyond a doubt. Love, and love only,
could be as sagadious, as ingenious as the writer of this
letter. Oh, God ! | will kill Clemence.

Even at that moment a bright idea burst upon his
brain, and struck him so forcibly, that it ssemed almogt
like the breaking out of light. In the old days of
poverty and hard work before his marriage, Jules had
made a real friend. The excessve ddlicacy with which
Jules pared the susceptibilitiesof a poor and shy comrade,
the reect that he paid his friend, the tactful ingenuity
with which he made that friend accept a share of his
good fortune without a blush,—all these things had
increasad their friendship since those days In spite of
Desmarets prosperity, Jacquet was faithful to him.

Jacquet, an honet man, and a toiler of audere life,
had dowly made his way in that Department which of
all others employs mog rascality and most honesty.
He was in the Foreign Office; the mos dedlicate part
of its archives was in his charge. He was a kind of
departmental glow-worm, shedding light during his
working hours on secret correspondence, deciphering
and classfying despatches. Rather above the rank and
file of the middle dases he held the highest (subaltern)
pods at the Foreign Office, and lived unrecognised ;
rgjoicing in an obscurity which put him beyond reverses
or fortune, and content to pay his debt to his fatherland
in small coin. A born assdant-regidgrar, he enjoyed
the respect that was due to him, in newspaper language.
And, asan unknown patriot in a Government Depart-
ment, he resigned himself to groan, by his firesde, over
the aberrations of the Government that he served, His
position, thanks to Jules, had been improved by a
suitable marriage. In his own home, Jacquet was a
debonair king, a' man with an umbrella ; hiswife had
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a ;obbed carriage which he never usad himself; and as
a final touch to this portrait of an unconscious philoso-
pher, it should be added that he had never yet suspected,
and never would suspect, how much he might make out
of his podtion, with a stockbroker for his intimate
friend, and a knowledge of State secrets, A hero after
the manner of that unknown private soldier who died
to save Napoleon with a cry of ' Who goes there?' he
was faithful to his Department.

In another ten minutes Jules sood in Jacquet's
private office. His friend brought forward a chair, laid
his green silk eyeshade down methodically upon the
table, rubbed his hands, took out his snuff-box, rose to
hisfeet, threw out hischest with a crack of the shoulder-
blades and saild—

" What chance brings you here, Mosieur Desmar ets\
What do you want with me ?'

" | want you to find out a secret for me, Jacquet i ft
isa matter of life and death.’

"It isnot about politics f*

" You are not the man | should come to if | wanted
to know anything of that kind,' said Jules. ' No, itisa
private affair, and | mus ak you to keep it as secret
aspossble’

' Claude Josph Jacquet, professonal mute. Why,
don't you know mer' laughed he. ' My line of bus-
nessisdiscretion.’

Jules put the letter before him.

" Thisisaddressd to my wife; | mus have it read to
me,' he said.

'The devil! thedevil! a bad busness' said Jacquet,
scrutinising the document as a money-lender examines
a negotiable bill. ' Aha! a stencil cipher' Waft/ ,

He left Jutes alone in the office, but came back pretty
soon.

" Tomfoolery, my friend' It iswritten with an old
gencil cipher which the Portuguese ambassador used it
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M. de ChasauPs time after the expulson of the Jesuits
Stay, look here/

Jacquet took up a shest of paper with holes cut in it
at regular intervals; it looked rather like the lace paper
which confectioners put over their sugar-plums. When
this was st over the dhest below, Jules could easly
make sne of the words left uncovered.

'MY DEAR CLEMENCE,—Do not trouble yoursdf any
more; no one shall trouble our happiness again, and
your hushand will put his suspicdons asde. | cannot go
to seyou. However ill you may be you must gather
up your courage to come to me; summon up Yyour
strength, love will give it you. | have been through a
mog cruel operation for your sake, and | cannot sir
out of bed. Moxas were applied yesterday evening to
the nape of the neck and across the shoulders, it was
necessary to cauterise pretty deeply. Do you under-
gand ? But | thought of you, and found the pain not
intolerable. | have left the sheltering roof of the
Embassy to baffle Maulincour, who shall not persecute
us much longer; and here | am safe from all search at
Number 12 Ruedes Enfants-Rouges, with an old woman,
one M me. Etienne Gruget, mother of that | da, whoshall
shortly pay dear for her dlly prank. Come to-morrow
at nine o'cock. My room can only be reached by an
innegr daircase Ask for M. Camuset. Good-bye till
to-morrow. A kisson thy forehead, my darling/

Jacquet gazed at Jules with a kind of shocked expres
gon with averyreal sympathyin it, and brought out his
favourite invocation, ' T he devil! the devil 1' in two
distinct intonations.

"It seams clear to you, doesn't it ?' said Jules. ' Well,
and yet, in the bottom of my heart a voice pleads for my
wife, and that voice rises above all the pangs of ;ealousy.
| shall endure the most horrid torture until to-morrow;
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but at last, to-morrow between nine and ten, | shall
know all. | shall either be wretched or happy for life.
Think of me, Jacquet.'

"1 will be at your house at eight o'clock. We will
go yonder together. | will wait outdde in the stret
for you, if you like. There may be risks to run ; you
ought to have some one you can trust within call, a sure
hand that can takea hint. Count upon me.'

! Even to hdp meto kill a man ?"

'Thedevil! thedevil!" Jacquet said quickly, repeat-
ing, 0 to Yeak, the same muscal note. '| have two
children and a wife—'

Jules queezed Claude Jacquet's hand and went out.
But he came back in hage

"1 am forgetting the letter,’ said he. ' And that is
not all; it mus be ssaled again.'

'The devil! the devil! you opened it without taking
an impression ; but, luckily, the edge of the fractureis
pretty clean. There, let me have it, | will giveit you
back again secundum scripturam.

‘When?'

' By half-pagt  five—'

“1f I am not in, amply give it to the porter, and tell
him to snd it up to madame.’

' Do you want me to-morrow ?'

'‘No. Good-bye!

Jules soon reached the Place de la Rotonde du
Temple, dismissd his cabriolet, and walked down to the

ue des En fan tsRouges, to take a look at Mme.

tienne Gruget's abode The mysery on which so
many lives hung was to be cleared up there. Ferragus
was there, and Ferragus held all the ends of the threads
in this obscure busnes—Was not the connection
between M me. Jules, her hushand, and this man the
Gordian knot of a tragedy sained even now with blood?
Nor should the sword be wanting to cut asunder the
tigntest of all bonds

G
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T he house bdonged to the dass commonly known as
cabajoutis—an expressve name given by wor king people
in Paristo patchwork buildings, as they may be called.
Several housss originally separate, have sometimes been
run into one, according to the fancy of the various pro-
prietors who successvey enlarged them; or they were
begun and left unfinished for a time, and afterwards
reumed and completed. Unlucky dwelings are they
that have pased, like sundry nations, under the rule
of several dynadies of capricious rulers.  The various
gories and the windows do not belong to each other,
to borrow one of the mos picturesque of painter's
words; every detail, even the decoration outsde, dashes
with the res of the building. The cabajoutis is to
Parisan street architecture what the capharnaum, or
lumber-room, is to the house—a regular rubbish-heap
where the most unlikely things are shot down together
pell-mell.

"M me. Etienne?' Jules aked of the portress.

That functionary was ingalled in the great centre
doorway in a sort of hencoop, a little wooden house on
wheds, not unlike the cabins which the police authorities
put up at every cabstand.

“Eh ? said the portress, laying down the stocking
which she was knitting. The living accesories which
contribute to the general effect of any portion of the
great monger Paris, fit in, as a rule, remarkably well
with the character of their surroundings. The porter,
concierge, Swiss, or whatever you may choose to call
this indispensable muscle in the monder's economy, is
always in keeping with the quarter of which he is an
integral part; very often he is the Quarter incarnate.
T he concierge of the Faubourg Saint-Germain, an idle
being embroidered at every seam, speculates in socks
and shares, in the Chausse d'Antin, the porter is a
comfortable personage; in the neighbourhood of the
Bour se he reads the newspaper; in the Faubourg M ont-



The Thirteen 99

martre, he carries on some industry or other. In low
neighbourhoods the portress is a worn-out prostitute;
in the Marais she kegps hersdf respectable, she is apt to
be peevish, she has her ' ways/

At dght of Jules, the portress of the Rue des Enfants
Rouges sirred up the dying embers of block fue in
her foot-warmer, taking a knife for the purpose.  Then
e sad, ' You want Mme. Etienne ; do you mean
M me. Etienne Gruget ?'

'Yes,' said Jules Desmarets, with a touch of vexation.

'She that works at trimmings ?

‘Yes.'

"Very well, dr,' and emerging from her cage, she laid
a hand on Juless arm and drew him to the further end
of a long narrow passage, vaulted like a cellar; ' you go
up the second daircase oppodte, ;ust across the yard.
Do you s thewindowswith the gillyflowers? That's
where M me. Etiennelives!

' Thank you, madame. |s she alone, do you think ?'

'Why shouldn't she be alone when she is a lone
woman ?'

Jules sorang noisdesdy up a very dark daircase
every dep incrusted with dried lumps of mud deposted
by the lodgers boots. He found three doors on the
soond floor, but no dgn of gillyflowers. Luckily for
him, some words were written in chalk on the grimiest
and greades of thethree—I dawill beback at nine o' clock
to-night.

'Hereit is' sad Jules to himsdlf.

He tugged at an old blackened bell-pull, with a fawn's
foot attached, and heard the smothered tinkle of a little
cracked bell, and the yapping of an asthmatic little dog.
He could tell by the sound that the bell made insde that
the room was 0 lumbered up with things that there
was no room for an echo—a characterigtic trait of work-
man's lodgings and little households generally, where
there is neither space nor air. Jules looked about
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involuntarily for the gillyflowers, and found them at lagt
on the window-sll, between two pediferous snks.
Here were flowers, a garden two feet long and sx inches
wide, and a sprouting grain of wheat—all life condensd
into that narrow space, and not one of lifés miseries
lacking! A ray of sunlight shone down, as if in pity
on the sickly blossoms and the superb green column
of wheat-stalk, bringing out the indescribable colour
peculiar to Paris dums ; dug, grease, and inconceiv-
able filth incrusted and corroded the rubbed, discoloured,
damp walls, the worm-eaten balusers, the gaping
window-sashes, the doors that once had been painted
red. In another moment he heard an old woman's
cough and the sound of heavy feet dragging painfully
aong in lig dippes This mug be lda Grugets
mother. She opened the door, came out upon the
landing, raised her face to his, and saild—

*Ah! it's M. Bocquillon!  Why, no it isn't. My
word! how likeyou areto M. Bocquillon! You area
brother of his perhaps? What can | do for you, sr ?
Just gep insde!

Jules followed her into the first room, and caught a
general impression of bird-cages, pots and pans, soves,
furniture, little earthenware dishes full of broken meat,
or milk for the dog and the cats; a wooden clock-case,
blankets, Eisen's engravings, and a heap of old iron-
mongery piled up with the mog curioudy grotesgque
effect. It was a genuine Parisian capharnaiim ; nothing
was lacking, not even a few odd numbers of the
Constitutionnel.

‘Just comein hereand warm yoursdf,' said thewidow
Gruget, but prudence prevailed. Jules was afraid that
Ferragus might overhear, and wondered whether the
bargain which he proposed to make had not better be
concluded in the outer room; ;ust then, however, a hen
came cackling down a gaircase and cut short hisinward
conference.  He made up his mind and followed Ida's
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mother into the next room, where a fire was burning.
A wheezy little pug-dog, a dumb spectator, followed
them, and scrambled up on an old stool. Mme.
Gruget's requet to come in and get warm was
prompted by the very coxcombry of poverty on the
brink of destitution. Her stock-pot completey hid a
cbuple of gsmouldering gicks which ogentatioudy
shunned each other. A skimmer lay on the floor,
with the handle among the ahes On the wooden
ledge above the fireplace, amid a litter of woals, cotton-
reds and odds and ends, nesded for the manufacture of
trimmings, good a little waxen crucifix under a shade
made of pieces of glass ;oined together with drips of
bluish paper. Juleslooked round at the furniture with
a curiogty in which sdf-interest was blended, and in
ite of himsalf he showed his secret satisfaction.

" Well, gr, do you think you can do with my furni-
ture? inquired the widow, sitting down in a yelow
cane-seated armchair, he headquarters apparently ;
for it contained her pocket-handkerchief, her suff-
box, some half-peded vegetables, her pectades an
almanack, a length of galoon on which dhe was at
work, a pack of greasy playing-cards, and a couple of
novels. All this sounded hollow. The piece of furni-
ture on which the widow was 'descending the river of
life' was something like the comprehensve bag which
women take on a ;ourney, a sort of house in miniature,
containing everything from the husband's portrait to the
drop of balm tea in caee dhe feds faint, from the sugar-
plums for the little ones to gicking-plaster for cut
fingers.

Jules made a careful survey of it all. He looked very
cosdly at Mme. Gruget hersdf, with her grey eyes
denuded of lashes and eyebrows, at her toothless mouth,
at the dark shadesin her wrinkles, at her rusty net cap,
wkh its yet more rugty frill, at her tattered cotton
petticoats, her worn dippers, and charred foot-war mer,
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and then at the table covered with crockery, slks, and
patterns of work in worsed and cotton, with the neck
of a wine-bottle risng out of the middle of the litter,
and sad within himsdf, 'This woman has some
passon, ome failing that she kesps quiet ; she is in my
power.'—Aloud he said with a sgnificant gesture, |
have come to order some galoon of you, madame;' then
lowered his voice to add, ' | know that you have a
lodger here, a man that goes by the name of Camuset.'

The old woman looked up at once, but there was not
a sgn of urprise in her countenance.

'L ook here, can he overhear us? Thereisafortune
involved for you, mind you.'

"You can speak, dr, there is nothing to be afraid of ;
there isnobody here.  There is somebody updairs, but
it is quite impossible that he should hear you/

"Ah! cunning old thing! She can give you a
Norman's answer, thought Jules. ' We may come to
terms—You nead not trouble yoursdf to tell a lie,
madame. To begin with, bear in mind that | mean
no harm whatever to you, nor your invalid lodger with
his bligers, nor to your daughter lda the stay-maker,
Ferraguss sweetheart. You see | know all about it.
Never mind, | have nothing to do with the palice, and
| want nothing that islikely to hurt your conscience,

" A young lady will come here to-morrow between
nine and ten to have some talk with your daughter's
swveetheart. | want to be somewhere near, o that | can
hear and se everything without being heard or seen.
Y ou mug arrange this for me, and | will give you two
thousand francs down, and an annuity of sx hundred
francs My notary shall draw up the agreement this
evening in your presence, and | will givethe money into
his hands to pay over to you to-morrow after this
meeting at which | wish to be present, when | shall
have proof of your good faith.' <,

(I't will not do any harm to my daughter, will it, my
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dear gentleman ? she returned, on the watch like a
uspicious cat.

' None whatever, madame. But, at the same time,
your daughter is behaving very badly to you, it ssams
tome. When a man as rich and powerful as Ferragus
is fond of her, it ought to be easy to make you more
comfortable than you appear to be/

*Ah, my dear gentleman, not so much as a miserable
ticket for the Ambigu or the Gaiete, where she can go
whenever dhe likes. It is shameful. And | that sod
my slver sooons and am eating now off German slver
in my old age, all to apprentice that girl, and give her a
busness where she could coin gold if she chose  For as
to that, she takes after her mother ; sheisasneat fingered
as a fairy, it mus be sad in ;ustice to her. At any rate,
she might as well hand over her old silk dresses to me,
s0 fond as | am of wearing slk ; but no, 9r. She goes
to the Cadran bleu, to dine at fifty francs a head, and
roilsin her carriage like a princess, and doen't care a rap
for her mother. God Almighty! we bring these
scatter-brained girls into the world, and it is not the
begt that could be sad for us A mother, gr, and a
good mother too, for | have hidden her giddiness, and
cosgted her to that degree that | took the bread out
of my mouth to stuff her with all that | had! Well,
and that is not enough, but she must come and coax you,
and then wish you " Good day, mother!" That is the
way they do their duty to them that brought them into
theworld ! Jud let them go their ways. But she will
have children some day or other, and then she will
know what it is for hersdf; bad bargainsthey are, but
one loves them, all the same'

" What, doesshe do nothing for you ?

' Nothing? Oh, no, gr, | don't sy that. If she did
nothing at all for me, it would be rather too bad. She
parsthe rent, and she gives me firewood and thirty-six
francsa month. But isit right, gr, that | should have
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to go on working at my age; | am fifty-two, and my
gyesare weak of an evening ? And what is more, why
won't she have me with her ? If she is ashamed of me,
shemay aswell say soat once. You had need to bury
yoursdf, and that is the truth, for these beastly children
that forget all about you before they have so much as
shut the door.

She drew her handkerchief from her pocket, and a
lottery ticket fell out, but she picked it up in a moment.

"Quien ! ' that isthe rate-collector's recept.’

Jules suddenly guessad the reason of the prudent
paramony of which the mother complained, and felt the
moresure that the Widow Gruget would agree to his
proposal.

"Very well, madame' he said,' in that cae you will
accept my offer.

"*Two thousand francs down, did you say, sr ? and
sx hundred francs a year ?'

"I have changed my mind, madame. | will promise
you only three hundred francs of annuity. The arrange-
ment suits me better. But | will pay you five thousand
francs down. You would rather have it s, would you
not?'

‘Lord, yes gr.

"You will be more comfortable, you can go to the
Ambigu Comique, or Franconi's, or anywhere dse, and
go comfortably in a cab.’

" Oh, | donot care about Franconi'sat all, being as
you don't hear talk of it. And if | agreeto take the
money, gr, it is because it will be a fine thing for my
child. And | shall not be living on her. Poor little
thing, after all, | don't grudge her such pleasure as she
gets.  Young things mug have amusement, r.  And
90, if you will assure me that | shall be doing nobody
any harm——'

* Nobody,' repeated Jules. <But s now, how are
you going to st about it ?
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' Ob, well, sir, if M. Ferragus has ;ust a little drink of
poppy water to-night, hewill deegp sound, the dear man !
And much he stands in need of sleep, in such pain as he
is, for he suffers so that it makes you sorry to se it.
And by the bye, ;ust tell me what sort of a notion it
is for a healthy man to have his back burnt to cure
the neuralgia that does not trouble him once in two
years?—But to go back to our busness, sir. My
neighbour that lives ;ust above has left her key with me;
her room is next door to M. Ferragus's bedroom. She
has gone to the country for ten days. So if you have a
hole made to-night in the partition wall, you can look
in and hear at your eese.  There is alocksmith, a great
friend of mine, a very niceman, that talks like an angel;
hewill do that for me, and nobody any the wiser.'

'Here are a hundred francs for him. You must
come this evening to M. Desmarets ; he is a notary ;
here is his address. The paper will be ready at nine
o'clock, but—mum !

' Right; mum, asyou say. Good-day, sir.'

Jules went home again, amost soothed by the cer-
tainty of knowing everything to-morrow. He found
the letter, sedled flawlessly again, in the porter's room.

"How are you ? he asked his wife, in spite of the
coolness between them, so difficult is it to break from
the old habits of affection.

' Rather better, Jules,’ she answered in winning tones;
"will you dine here with me ?

'Yes. Stay, here is something that Fouquereau gave
me for you,' and he handed her the letter. At the sight
of it Clemence's white face flushed a deep red; the
sudden crimson sent an intolerable pang through her
husband.

" Is that ;oy ? laughed he, or relief from sugpense ?

' Oh ! many things,' she said, as shelooked at thesedl.

'l will leave you, madame.'

He went down to his office and wrote to his brother
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about the annuity for the Widow Gruget. When he
came back again, dinner was ready on a little table by
Clemence's bedsde, and Josephine waited upon them.

"If | were not lying in bed, what a pleasure it would
be to me to serve you !" dhe said, when Josephine had
gone. 'Oh, and even on my knees' she went on,
passing her white fingers through Juless hair. 'Dear
noble heart! you were very merciful and good to me;
in me than all the doctors in the world could do with
their prescriptions. Your woman's delicacy—for you
can love as a woman can—shed balm in my soulj | fedl
amost well again. Thereisatruce. Jules, come closer,
let me kissyou.'

Jules could not forgo the ;oy of Clemence's kiss,
and yet it was not without something like remorse in
his heart. He felt small before this woman, in whose
innocence he was aways tempted to believe. There
was a sort of sorrowful gladness about Clemence. A
chastened hope shone through the troubled expression of
her face. They seemed both alike unhappy that the
deceit must be kept upj another kiss, and they must tell
each other all; they could endure their pain no longer.

'‘To-morrow evening, Clemence ?

'No, monsieur, to-morrow at noon you shall know
everything, and you will kneel before your wife. Ah!
no, you shall not humble yourself. No, all is forgiven
you.—No, you have done no wrong. Listen. Yester-
day you shattered me very ruthlessly, but life perhaps
might not have been complete if | had not known that
anguish ; it is a dark shadow to bring out the brightness
of days like heaven.’

'Y ou are bewitching me,'Jules exclaimed, 'and you
would give me remorse.’

' Poor love, fate overrules us, and | cannot help my
destiny. | am going out to-morrow.'

‘When?'
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" At hdf-past nine.'

‘Clemence, you must be very careful. You must
consult Dr. Desplein and old Haudry.'

"| shall consult my own heart and courage only.'

"1 will leave you free. | shall not come to se you
till noon.’

"Will you not stay with me alittle while to-night
| am notill now——'

Jules finished his work and came back to sit with her.
He could not keep away. Love was stronger in him
than all his griefs.

Next morning, at nine o'clock, Jules slipped out of
the house, hurried to the Rue des Enfants-Rouges,
climbed the stairs, and rang the bell at the Widow
Gruget's door.

"Ah! You are a man of your word, punctual as
sunrise,' was old Mme. Gruget s greeting. 'Come in,
sir.—| have a cup of coffee and cream ready for you in
ca2——' dhe added, when the door was closed. ' Oh'!
and genuine cream, a little ;ar that | saw them fill with
my own eyes at the cowkeeper's near by in the Marche
des Enfants-Rouges.'

'‘Thank you, no, madame, nothing. Show me
upstairs——'

‘Very good, my dear gentleman. Step this way.'

She showed Jules into a room ;ust above her own,
and pointed triumphantly to a hole about as large as a
two-franc piece, cut during the night so as to correspond
with a rose in the pattern of the paper in Ferraguss
room. The opening had been made above a cupboard
on either sde the wall; the locksmith had left no trace
of his handiwork ; and from below it was very difficult to
e this improvised loophole in a dark corner. If Jules
meant to se or hear anything, he was obliged to stay
there in a tolerably cramped position, perched on the
tqp of a step which the Widow Gruget had thought-
fully placed for him.



108 The Thirteen

'There's a gentleman with him," e said, as de
went. And, in fact, Jules ssaw that some one was busy
dressing a line of bligers raised on Ferraguss shoulders.
He recognised Ferragus from M. de Maulincour's
description of the man.

"*When shall | beall right, do you think ?* aked the
patient.

"1 do not know," said the other; ' but from what the
doctors say, sven or eight more dressings will be
needed at least.'

"Very well, s= you again this evening,' returned
Ferragus, holding out a hand to the man as he adjusted
the laz bandage.

' Thisevening,' returned the other, shaking Ferragus
cordially by the hand. 'l should be glad to s= you
out of your pain.'

" At lag M. de Funcal's pape's are to be handed over
to-morrow, and Henri Bourignard is really dead, con-
tinued Ferragus. Those two unlucky letters that cost
us 0 dear have been destroyed, s0 | shall be somebody,
socially speaking; a man among men again, and | am
quite as good as the sailor whom the fishes have eaten.
God knows whether it is for my own ske that | have
taken a count'stitle.’

" Poor Gratien! you are the bes head among us, our
beoved brother, the Benjamin of the band. Y ou know
that.'

' Good-bye; take good care of my Maulincour.'

"You can st your mind at rest on that score!

'Hey, Marquis!' cried the convict.

" What ?'

' Ida is capable of anything after the scene yesterday
evening. |If sheflings hersdf into the river, | certainly
dhal not fisn her out; <he will the better keep the
scret of my name, the only sscret he knows ; but look
after her, for, after all, sheisakind creature,

"Very well.'
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The dranger went. Ten minutes afterwards Jules
heard the unmistakable rustle of silk, and almost knew
the sound of his wife's footseps, not without a fevered
shiver.

'Well, father, poor father, how areyou ? How brave
you are!" It was Clemence who spoke.

'‘Come here, child,’ said Ferragus, holding out his
hand.

And Clemence bent her forehead for his kiss

' Let usseyou, what is it, poor little girl ? What
new troubles 7——'

'‘Troubles, father? It is killing me, killing the
daughter who loves you 0. As | wrote to tell you
yesterday, you absolutdy must use that fertile brain of
yours to find some way of seeing poor Jules this very
day. Ifyou only knew how good he has been to me in
ite of sugpicons that sesemed so well founded ! Love
iIs my life, father. Do you wish to ssemedie? Oh'! |
have been through so much as it is and my life is in

danger, | fed it.'
' To lose you, my child | to lose you for a miserable
Parigan's curiodty ! | would st raris on fire. Ah!

you know what a lover is, but what a father is you do
not know.'

'Y ou frighten me, father, when you look like that.
Do not put two such different sentiments in the balance.
| had my husband before | knew that my father was
living——

" If your husband was the first to st a kiss upon your
forehead, | was the firs to let tears fall there' sad
Ferragus. 'Reassure yoursdf, Clemence, open your
heart to me. | love you well enough to be happy in
the knowledge that you are happy; although your
father is amog nothing in your heart, while you fill
his.'

JAh, God ! such words make me too happy. You
make me love you more than ever, and it ssams to me



no The Thirteen

that 1 am robbing Jules. But ;ust think that he isin
despair, my good father. What shall | tell him in two
hours time ?'

' Child, do you think that | waited for your letter to
sve you from this threatened unhappiness? W hat
came to those who took it into their heads to meddle
with your happy life, or to come between us? Why,
have you never recognised a ssoond Providence
watching over you? And you do not know that
twelve men, full of vigour in mind and body, are like
an escort about your love and your life, always ready to
do any dead to save you ? And the father who usd to
risk his life to sse you as you took your walks ; or came
at night to == you in your little cot in your mother's
room; that father who, from the memory of your
childish kises and from these alone, drew strength to
live when a man of honour mug take his own life to
exape a shameful fate;—how should not he—how should
not 7, in short, that draw breath only through your
lips—see only with your eyes, fed through your heart,
how should not | defend you with a lion's claws and a
father's soul, when you are all that | have, my life, my
daughter? . . . Why, dnce the angel died, that was
your mother once, | have dreamed only one dream—of
the ; oy of calling you my daughter openly, of clagping
you in my arms before heaven and earth, of killing the
convict . . ." (he pausd for a moment) —of giving
you a father,’ he continued ; © | saw a time when |
could gragp your hushand's hand without a blush, and
live fearlesdy in both your hearts, and say to the world,
" Thisismy child " —in short, | had vidons of being a
father at my ease’

" Oh! father, father !"

" After many efforts, after searching the world over,
my friends have found me a man's shape to fill,' con-
tinued Ferragus. 'In a few days time | shall be M.
de Funcal, a Portuguese count. There, dear child,
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there are few men of my age that would have patience
to learn Portuguese and English, with which that con-
founded naval officer was perfectly acquainted.'

"My dear father!

' Every contingency is provided for. In a few days
His Majesty, John vi., King of Portugal, will be my
accomplice.  So you only need a little patience when
your father had much. But for me it was quite natural.
What would | not do to reward your devotion during
thexe three years? To come so dutifully to s your
old father, risking your happiness as you did.’

' Father!" Clemence took Ferraguss hands and
kisssd them.

* Come! alittle more courage, Clemence ; let us keep
the fatal secret to the end. Jules is not an ordinary
man ; and yet, do we know whether with his lofty
character and great love he will not fed something like
digespect for the daughter of——

" Ah! you have read your child's soul,' cried Clemence;
‘1 have no fear but that," she added, in a heartrending
tone. 'The thought freezes my blood. But remem-
ber, father, | have promised him the truth in two
hours.

* 'Well, my child, tell him to go to the Portuguese
Embassy to s the Comte de Funcal, your father ; |
will bethere!

'And how about M. de Maulincour who talked about
Ferragus? Ah, dear ! to tell lie upon lie, what torture,
father!

' To whom are you speaking? Yet a few days, and
no man alive can give me thelie. And beades M. de
Maulincour isin no condition to remember anything by
this time——There, there, slly child, dry your tears,
and bear in mind that——'

A dreadful cry rang through the next room, where
Jules Desmarets was hiding.

" My qgirl, my poor girl!" The wail came through
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the loophole above the cupboard; Ferragus and M me.
Juleswereterror-stricken by it.

' Go and s what it is, Clemence!’

Clemence fled down the narrow daircase, found the
door of Mme. Gruget's room sanding wide open, and
heard her voice ring out overhead. The sound of
sobbing attracted her to the fatal room, and these words
reached her earsas she entered—

"1t isyou, 9r, with your notions, that have been the
death of her !

" Hush, wretched woman!" exclaimed Jules, trying to
dop her cries with his pocket-handker chief.

"Murder ! Help!" cried the Widow Gruget. At
that moment Clemence came in, saw he husband,
shrieked aloud, and fled.

There was a long pause 'Who will save my
daughter ?" aked M me. Gruget. 'Y ou have murdered
her/

" And how ? aked Jules mechanically, supefied by
the thought that his wife had recognised him.

' Read that, dr,' said she, bursting into tears ' Wil
any money comfort me for this?' and she hdd out a
letter: —

' Good-bye, mother. | leave you all | have | axk
your pardon for my faults, and for this lag grief | am
bringing on you by making away with mysdf. Henry,
that | love better than mysdf, said that | had done him
harm, and he would have no more to do with me after-
wards ; | have log all hopes of establishing mysdf, and
| shall go and throw mysdf into the river. | am going
down bdow Neuilly, so as they shall never put me in
the.Morgue. If Henry doen't hate me after | Ve
punished mysdf with death, ak him to bury a poor girl
whose heart only beat for him, and to forgive me, for |
did wrong to meddle with what was no concern of mine.
Dress his bligers carefully. He has suffered a deal, 'he
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poor dear. But | shall have as much courage to drown
myself as he had to have himself burnt. There are
some corsets ready ; see that they are sent home. And
pray God for your daughter. IDA.'

' Take the letter to M. de Funcal, in the next room.
He is the only man that can save your daughter, if it is
not too late.! And Jules vanished, flying like a criminal
when the dead is done. Hislegs shook under him. His
swelling heart was sending a hotter and fuller tide
through his veins, with a mightier pulse than he had
ever known beforee. The most conflicting thoughts
filled his mind, and yet one idea prevailed above them
all. He had been disloyal to the one whom he loved
best in the world $ he could not compound with his
conscience, its voice grew in proportion to the extent of
the wrong that he had done, till the clamour filled him,
as passon had filled hisinmost being during the bitterest
hours of the sugpense which had shaken him but a short
while ago. He dared not go home, and spent most
of the day in wandering about Paris. Upright as he
was, he shrank from confronting the blameless brows of
the wife he had not rightly valued. Thesnisin pro-
portion to the purity of the conscience ; and an act
which for some is scarcely a mistake will weigh like a
crime upon a few white souls. Is there not, indeed, a
divine significance in that word white? and does not
the slightest spot on maiden garments degrade them at
once to the level of the beggar's ragst Between the
two there is but the difference between misfortune
and error. Repentance is not proportioned to the sin ;
God makesno distinctions; it is as hard towipe out one
stain as to wash away the sns of a lifetime.

These thoughts lav heavily on Juless soul. Justice
iIsnot more inexorable than passon, nor more ruthless
in its reasoning; for passon has a conscience of its own,
infallible as instinct. He went home again in despair,

H
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overwhelmed with a sns of the wrong he had done;
but, in spite of himsdf, joy in his wifé's innocence was
visgble in his pale facee He went to her room with a
fast-throbbing heart, and found her lying in bed. She
was in a high fever. He sat down by the bedsde, took
her hand, and kissd it and covered it with tears.

‘Dear angel, they are tears of repentance,’ he said,
when they were alone,

'"What isthere to repent of ?* dhe asked.

She bent her head down on the pillow as she ooke,
and shut her eyes and lay quite still, fearing, with a
mother's, an angd's delicacy, to betray her pain and
alarm her husband. The whole woman was summed
up in those words. There was a long gdlence.  Jules,
fancying that Clemence was adesp, dole out to ask
Josephine about her midress

‘Madame came in half dead, sr. We snt for
M. Haudry.'

' Hashebeen ? What did he say ?'

‘Nothing, dr. He did not ssem satidfied, he sad
that no one was to be allowed in the room except the
nurse, and he would come again in the course of the
evening.

Jules gole softly back to his wife, and sat down in an
armchair by the beddde He did not move; his eyes
never left hers. Whenever Clemence looked up she
met their gaze, and from under her lashes there ecaped
a tender, sorrowful, impassoned glance—a glance that
fell likeafiery dart in the inmost soul of the man thus
generoudy absolved, and loved through everything by
her whom he had done to death. Forebodings of death
lay between them; death was a presnce felt alike by
both. Their looks were blended in the same agony, as
their two hearts had been made one through love equally
felt and shared. There were no quedions now, but a
dreadful certainty. In the wife, a perfect generosity}
in the hushand, a hideous remorse; and in both tffeir
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souls one vison of the End, and the same constiousness
of the inevitable.

There was a moment when Jules, thinking that his
wife was adesp, kissad her softly on the forehead, gazed
long at her, and said to himsdf, ' Ah, God ! leave this
angd with me yet a while longer, that | may expiate
my dns by long adoration. . . . Heroic as a daughter;
what word could dextribe her asa wife ?

Clemence opened her eyes ; they were full of tears.

"You hurt me,' she said in a weak voice.

It was growing late. Dr. Haudry came and asked
Jules to leave the room while he saw his patient; and
when he came out afterwards there was no need to ak
any questions—a gesture told all.

‘Send for any of my colleagues in whom you have
mog confidence,' said the doctor; ' | may be mistaken.'

' But, doctor, tell me the truth. | am not a child, |
can hear it; and beddes | have the srongest reasons
for wishing to know it, there are accounts to settle——

‘M mc. Jules is death stricken,’ said the doctor.
'There is something on her mind which complicates
the physcal illness;, the dtuation was dangerous as it
was, and repeated imprudence has made it worse——
Getting out of bad in the night with bare feet; going
out on foot yesterday, and in the carriage to-day, when
| forbadeit, she has done her bes to kill hersdf.  Still
my verdict is not final; thereisyouth, and astonishing
nervous strength—it might be worth while to risk
all to save all by some violent reagent ; but | could
not take it upon mysdf to prexribe the treatment, |
should not even advie it. | should oppose it in consul-
tation.'

Jules went back to the room again. For eeven days
he sayed night and day by his wife's bedsde, deeping
only in the daytime, with his head on the bedfoot.
Neyer did any man carry the ambition of devotion so
far as Jules Desmarets. In a ;ealous anxiety to do



neé The Thirteen

everything himsdf, he would not allow any one ds to
perform the leas service for his wife ; he sat with her
hand in his, as if in this way he could give of his own
vitality to her. There were times of doubt and falla-
cous ; oy, good days, and an improvement, and crises,
and the dreadful reverberations of the coming death,
that hedtates while life hangs in the balance, but srikes
at lat. Mme. Jules was never too weak to smile;
dhe was sorry for her husband, knowing that very soon
he would be left alone. It was the twofold agony of life
and love; but as life ebbed, love grew stronger.

Then came a dreadful night, when Clemence suffered
from the delirium that always comes before death in
young creatures. She talked aloud of her happy love,
of her father, of her mothers deathbed reveations, and
the charge she had laid upon her daughter. Clemence
was struggling, not for life, but for the passonate love
that she could not let go.

'God in Heaven I' dhe cried out, 'do not let him
know how | want to have him die with me!

Jules, unable to bear the sight, happened to be in the
next room, and so did not hear the wish that he would
have fulfilled.

When the crisswas over, Mme. Jules found strength.
Next day she looked lovely and peaceful once more ;
shetalked, she began to hope, and made a pretty invalid's
toilet. She wanted to be alone all day, and entreated
her husband to leave her so earnedtly, that he was fain
to grant her wish, asa child's pleading is always granted.
Jules, moreover, had need of the day. He went to M
de Maulincour to claim the due to which both had
agreed. He obtained an interview with the cause of
his troubles, not without great difficulty; but the
Vidame, informed that it was an affair of honour, gave
way in obedience to the prgudices which had always
ruled his life, and brought Jules up to the Baron, de
Maulincour'
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"Oh, it redlly ishe' sad the Commander, indicating
the figure in the armchair by the firesde.

'He ? who ? Jules ?' asked the dying man, in a broken
voice.

Auguste had logt the one central faculty by which we
live—memory. At dght of him M. Desmarets shrank
back in horror. He could not recognise the youthful,
fine gentleman in this Thing, for which there was no
name in any language, to quote Bossud's saying. It
was, in truth, a white-haired corpse a skdeton scarcdy
covered by the wrinkled, shrivelled, withered skin. The
gyes were pale and fixed, the mouth gaped hideoudy,
like the mouth of an imbecile, or of some debauchee
dying of excess Not the faintes gark of intelligence
was left to the forehead, nor indeed to any other feature ;
nor was there any appearance of colour or of circulating
blood in the flabby flesh. These were the shrunken,
dissolving remains of what had besn a human being, a
man reduced to the condition of the mongrosties pre-
sF=ved in sirits at the Museum.  Jules fancied he could
g2 Ferraguss terrible head rising above that visage, and
his hate dshrank appalled at the completeness of the
vengeance. Clemences hudband could find it in his
heart to pity the unrecognisable wreck of what had been
S0 lately a young man.

'The dud has taken place' said the.Vidame.

'‘Monsieur de Maulincour has taken many lives'
Jules exclaimed in digress

'And the lives of his nearex and dearest,’ added the
old noble. 'His grandmother is dying of grief, and |
perhaps shall follow her to the tomb.’

M me. Jules grew worse from hour to hour on the day
after the vist. She took advantage of a momentary
strength to draw a letter from her pillow, and gave it
quickly to Juleswith a ssgn which no one could mistake;
she wished to end her lag breath of life in a kiss
He took it, and she died.
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Jules dropped down half dead, and was taken away to
his brother's house  There, asin the mids of tears and
ravings he bewalled his absance of the day before his
brother told him how anxious Clemence had been that
he should not be present during the Church's adminis
tration of the lag sacrament to the dying, that rite so
terribly impressve for a sengtive imagination.

"You could not have borne it," said his brother. "I
mysdf could scarcdy endure to se it, and every one
broke out into weeping. Clemence looked like a saint.
She summoned up he strength to bid us good-bye; it
was heartrending to hear that voice for the lag time.
And when she asked pardon for any involuntary unkind-
ness to those who had served her, a wail went up among
the sobs a wail—'

' Enough, that will do.'

He wanted to be alone to read his wifé's lag thoughts,
now that she, the woman whom the world had admired,
had faded away like a flower:—

'This is my will, my deares. Why should not
people digpoe of their heart's treasures, as of everything
dse that is theirs? The love in my heart—was it not
all that | had ? And here |l want to think of nothing
but love ; it was all that your Clemence brought you,
it is all that she can leave you when she dies Jules, |
am loved again, | can die a happy woman. T he doctors
will have ther theories of my death } but no one knows
thereal cause but 1. | will tell you about it, in spite of
the pain it may giveyou. | am dying becaue | kept a
secret that could not be told, but | will not carry away
a scret unsaid in the heart that is wholly yours.

"1 was nurtured and brought up in complete solitude,
far away from the vices and deceats of the world, by the
amiable woman whom you knew, Jules. Society did
justice to the conventional qualities by which a woman
gains social popularity; but I, in secret, enjoyed ami-
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munion with an angd's soul ; | could love the mother
who gave me a childhood of ;oy without bitterness,
knowing well why | loved her. Which means, does it
not, that she was twice loved ? Yes. | loved and feared
and respected her, yet neither the fear nor the respect
oppressed my heart. | was all in all to her ; she was all
in all to me. Through nineteen years of happiness
known to the full, nineteen years without a care, my
soul, lonely amid the world which murmured about me,
mirrored nothing but the one most pure vison of my
mother, and my heart beat for her alone. | was con-
scientioudly devout. | was glad to lead a pure life in
the sight of God. My mother cultivated all noble and
lofty feelings and thoughts in me. Ah ! it gladdens
me to own it, Jules. | know now that my girlhood was
complete, that | came to you with a maiden heart.

® When | came out of the profound solitude ; when
for the first time | smoothed my hair beneath a wreath
of almond blossom, and added a few knots of satin
ribbon to my white gown, thinking how pretty they
looked, and wondering about this world that | was to
se, and felt curious to see; well, Jules, even then, that
simple girlish coquetry was for you; at my first entrance
into that new world 1 saw you | saw your face; it
good out from all the others; you were handsome, |
thought; your voice and your manner prepossessed mein
your favour ; and when you came up and spoke to me,
and your forehead flushed and your voice was tremulous
—the memory of that moment sats my heart throbbing
even now as | write to you to-day, when | think of it
for the last time. Our love has been from the first the
keenest of sympathies, and it was not long before we
divined each other, and began to share, as we have
shared ever since, the uncounted ;oys of love.

" From that day my mother had but the second place
in my heart. | told her so, and she smiled, my adorable
mother! And since then | have been yours—yours
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wholly. That is my life, my whole life, my dear
husband.

" And this is what remains to be said.

' One evening, a few days before my mother died, she
told me the sscret of her life, not without hot tears |
loved her more, far more, when | heard in the presnce
of the pries who absolved her that there was such a
thing as passon condemned by the world and the
Church. Yet, surdy, God mugt be merciful when love is
the sn of souls as loving as hers, even though that ange
could not bring hersdf to repent of it. She loved with
all her heart, Jules, for all her heart was love. And 0 |
prayed for her every day, without judging her. From
that time | knew why her mother's love had bean s0
dep and tender; from that time I knew too that in
Paris there was some one living for whom | was every-
thing—life and love. | knew, besdes that your success
was due to him, and that he liked you, and that he was
an outlaw with a blighted name, and that these things
troubled him les for his own sske than for mine—
for both our sakes—My mother had been his one com-
fort; | promissd to take her place now that she was
dead. With all the enthusasm of an unsophidicated
nature, | thought of nothing but the ; oy of sweetening
the bitterness of her lad moments, s0 | pledged mysdf
to continue her work of secret charity—the charity of the
heart.

"1 saw my father for the first time by the bed on
which my mother had just drawn her lagt breath. When
he raised his tear-filled eyes, it was to find all his dead
hopes once more in me. | vowed, not to lie, but to
keep silence; and what woman could have broken
that gdlence? Therein lay my mistake, a misake
expiated by death—I could not trust you, Jules. But
fear is S0 natural to a woman, especially to a wife who
knows all that she has to lose. | was afraid for my love.
It s;semed to me that my father's secret might cos me
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my happines§ and the more | loved, the more | dreaded
the loss of love. | dared not confess this to my father;
it would have hurt him, and in his postion any wound
gnarts keenly. But while he said not a word to me, he
fet my fears Thetrue father's heart trembled for my
happiness, as| trembled for mysdf, and shrank from spesk-
ing of it with the same delicacy which kept me mute.

' Yes, Jules, | thought that some day you might not
love Gratien's daughter as you loved your Clemence.
But for that dread in the depths of my heart, could |
have hidden anything from you—from you that filled
even thisinmost recess?

"When that odious, miserable officer spoke to you, |
was forced to tell a lie That day | knew sorrow for
the ssoond time in my life, and that sorrow has grown
day by day till this laa moment of converse with you.
What does my father's podgtion matter now ? You
know everything. With love to aid me, | might have
wrestled with dissase and borne any pain; but | cannot
smother the voice of doubt. Isit not possble that the
knowledge of my origin may take something from your
love, Jules, and weaken it, and spail its purity ? And
this fear nothing can extinguish in me. This is the
cause of my death.

'I' could not live in continual dread of a word or a
look, one word which might never be uttered, one glance
that would never be given ; but, | cannot hdp it—/ am
afraid! | have your love till | die that comforts me.
1 have known for four years pag that my father and his
friends have all but turned the world upsde down to act
a lie to the world. They have bought a dead man, a
reputation, and a fortune, and all to give a new life to a
living man, and a social position to me—all thisfor your
sake, for our sakesd  We were to know nothing about
it.  Well, my death will probably save my father
from the necessty of lying any longer, for he will die
wifen | am dead.



122 The Thirteen

' So, farewell, Jules. | have put my whole heart here
in this letter. When | show you my love in the
innocence of its dread, do | not leave you my very soul ?
| should not have had strength to tell you this, but |
could write it for you,

'l have ;ust made confession of the sns of my lifetime
to God ; | have promised, it is true, to think of nothing
now but the Father in Heaven; but | could not resst
the pleasure of confesson to you, that are all to me upon
earth. Alas! who would not forgive me this last sigh
between the life that is no more and the life to come
So, farewell, Jules, my beloved ; | am going to God, with
whom there is love unclouded for evermore, to whom
you also will come one day. There, at the foot of the
Throne of God, together for evermore, we shall love
through all the ages. That hope alone can comfort
me. If | am worthy to go first, | shall follow you
through your life, my spirit will be with you and around
you, for you must live on here below awhile. Lead a
holy life, to rejoin me the more surely. You can do so
much good here on this earth! Is it not an angd's
mission for a stricken soul to spread happiness around, to
give that which he has not ?

'1 leave the unhappy to your care; how should | be ;
great charm in these sweet charities. Cannot we be
together still, if you will associate my name, your
Clemence's name, with every kindly deed ? When two
have loved as we have loved, Jules, there is nothing left
but God ; God does not lie, God does not fail. Give all
your love to Him, | ask it of you. Cultivate good in
those who suffer, comfort the afflicted among the Church
on earth.

'Adieu, dear heart that | have filled. | know you, |
know that you will not love twice ; and | can die happy
in a thought that would make any wrfe glad. Yes, |
shall lie buried in your heart. Now that | have told
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you the sory of my childhood, is not my whole life
poured into your heart ? | shall never be driven from
it after | am dead. You have only known me in the
flower of my youth; | shall leave nothing but regrets
behind, and no disenchantment. Jules, that is a very
happy death.

‘May | ak one thing of you that have understood
me so well, one thing neadless to ask, no doubt—the
fulfilment of a woman's fancy, of a wish prompted by a ;
everything that may recall our love.

' Once again, farewell, a lag farewdl full of love, as
my last thought will be, and my latest breath.'

Jules finished the letter, and a frantic grief came
upon his heart in terrible paroxysms which cannot be
described. Every agony takes its own course, and
obeys no fixed rule; some men dop their earsto hear no
sound, and women sometimes dosetheir eyesto shut out
all sights; and here and there a great and powerful soul
plunges into sorrow as into an abyss  Despair makes an
end of all insincerities. Jules excaped from his brother's
house and returned to the Rue de Menars, meaning to
goend the night at hiswifes 9de, and to keep that divine
creature in dght till the last. As he went, with the
recklessness of a man brought to the lowest depths of
misery, he began to undersgand why Asatic laws forbid
widows to survive their husbands. He wanted to die.
He was in the fever of sorrow; the collapse had not yet
s in.

He reached the sacred chamber without hindrance,
sw Clemence lying on her deathbed, fair as a saint, her
hair smoothed over her brows, her hands folded. She
had been laid already in her shroud. The light of the
tall candles fell upon a pries at his prayers, on Josgphine,
wh'o was crying in a corner, and on two men by the
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bed. One of thee was Ferragus. He good upright
and motionless, gazing dry-eyed at his daughter, you
might have taken his face for a bronze gatue; he did
not se Jules The other was Jacquet—Jacquet, to
whom M me. Jules had always been kind. He had felt
for her the respectful friendship that brings warmth to
the heart without troubling it, a softened passon, love
without its longings and its tumult, and now he had
come religiously to pay his debt of tears, to bid a long
adieu to his friend's wife, and st a firs and lagt kiss on
the forehead of the woman of whom he had tacitly
made a 9.

All was dlent there. This was not the Terrible
Death of the Church, nor the pageantry of Death that
pases through the dreets ; it was Death that glides in
under the roof, Death in his pathetic aspects, this
was a lying in sate for the heart amid tears shed in
SeCr .

Jules sat down bedde Jacquet, queezed his friend's
hand, and thus without a word they sayed till the
morning. When the candles burnt faintly in the dawn,
Jacquet thought of the painful scenes to come, and led
Jules away into the next room. For a moment Cle-
mence's husband looked full at her father, and Ferragus
looked at Jules. Anguish questioned and sounded the
depths of anguish, and both undersood at a glance. A
flash of rage glittered for an instant in Ferraguss
eyes.

"It isyour doing!" he thought.

‘Why not have trused me?' the other ssemed to
retort.

So might two tigers have seen the usHesness of a
conflict, after eyeing each other duringa moment of hes-
tation, without so much asa growl.

‘Jacquet, did you s to everything ? asked Jules.

"Yes, to everything ;' and everywhere someone dse
had been before me and given ordersand paid,’
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' He is snatching his daughter from me!" shouted Jules,
In a paroxsym of despair.

He dashed into the bedroom. The father had gone.
Clemence had been laid in her leaden coffin. Oneor
two workmen were preparing to solder down the lid,
and Jules retreated aghast. At the sound of the
hammer he broke out into dull weeping.

‘Jacquet,’ he said at length,' one idea gays with me
after this dreadful night, ;ust one thought, but I mus
regli it, cod what it may. Clemence shall not liein a
Paris cemetery. She shall be cremated, and | will keep
her ashes besde me. Do not say aword about it to me,
but ;ust arrange to have it done | shall shut mysaf up
in her room and say theretill | am ready to go. No
one shall come in but you to tell me what you have done.
There, parefor nothing.'

That morning M me. Juless coffin lay under the arch-
way with lighted candles round it, and afterwards was
removed to St. Roch. The whole church was hung
with black. The kind of digplay made for the funeral
srvice had attracted a great many people.  Everything,
even the mog heartfelt anguish, is a theatrical spectacle
in Paris. Thereare people who will gand at the win-
dows to watch curioudy while a son wesps in his
mother's funeral processon, ;ust as there are others who
want good seats to sse an execution.  No people in the
world have such voracious eyes.  But the curious in St.
Roch were particularly agonished to find the gx dde
chapds in the church likewise draped with black, and
two men in mourning attending a mass for the dead in
each. In the choir there were but two persons present
at the funeral—M . Desmar ets the notary, and Jacquet—
the servants were beyond the screen.  The hangerson
of the church were puzzled by the splendour of the
funeral and the insignificant number of mourners.
Jules would have no indifferent persons

High mass was cdebrated with all the sombre
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grandeur of the funeral service. Thirteen priests from
various parishes were there besde the officiating clergy
of St. Roch. The sound of blended voices rose as
the eight chanters, the priests, and the child-choristers
sang alternately; and never perhaps was the Dies ira
more deeply impressive than at that moment, never did
it strike an icier chill to the nerves of Christians by
accident of birth, assembled there by chance, curiosity,
and greed of sensation. From the sde chapds chil-
dren'svoices, shrill with grief, rose wailing in the chorus.
A dull note of dismay reverberated through the church;
cries of anguish answered wails of terror on every side.
That awful music spoke of agony unknown on earth,
of secret friendship weeping for the dead. Never has
any known religion given so powerful a rendering of
the terrors of the soul, stripped violently of the body,
and tossed as by tempest into the presence of the
intolerable Majesty of God. Before that clamour of
clamours, artists and their most impassioned work must
shrink abashed. No, nothing can stand besde that
music which gathers up all human passions, galvanising
them into a life beyond the grave, bringing them, yet
palpitating, into the presence of the living God, the
Avenger. Man's life, with all its developments, is
embraced by that Canticle of Death; for the cries of
children, mingled with the notes of deeper voices, recall
the pains of cradled infancy, swelled by the sum of all
the pain of life's later stages, by the full-toned bass, and
the quavering notes of old men and of priests. Docs
not the volume of strident harmony, full of thunder and
lightnings, spesk to the most undaunted imagination, to
the ice-bound heart, nay, to philosophists themselves ?
As you hear it, it ssems that God thunders. The
vaults of every church are cold no longer} they quiver,
and find a voice, and pour forth fear with all the might
of their echoes. You seem to se visions of the un-
counted dead rising and holding up their hands It is
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not a father, a wife or child, that lies beneath the black
drapery ; it is Humanity emerging from the dud. It is
impossble to be ;ust to the Apostolic and Roman
Catholic Church until you have passd through a
supreme sorrow, and wept for the bdoved dead lying
beneath the cenotaph ; until you have heard all the
emotion which fillsyour heart, interpreted by that hymn
of despair, by those cries that overwhelm the soul, by the
religious awe that rises from strophe to srophe, eddying
up to heaven, appalling, diminishing, exalting the soul,
till as the lag verse comes to an end you are left with
the sn=e of Eternity. You have been wrestling with
the great idea of the Infinite; and now all is hushed
in the church. Not a word isuttered there. Unbélievers
themsdves ' know not what ails them/ Spanish genius
alone could invest ungpeakable sorrow with such trans
cendent majesty.

When the supreme ceremony was over, twelve men
in mourning emerged from the chapds, and <ood
grouped around the coffin to hear the chant of hope
which the Church raisss for the Chrigtian's soul before
the human form is committed to earth. Then each of
them entered a mourning coach, Jacquet and M. Des-
marets took the thirteenth, and the servants followed on
foot. ~

An hour afterwards the twelve drangers were
gathered about a grave, dug at the highest point of the
cemetery familiarly known as Pere-Lachaise; the coffin
had ;ust been lowered; a curious crowd had gathered
from all parts of that public garden. Thepriest recited
a short prayer, and flung a handful of earth over the
mortal remains ; and the sexton and his men having
claimed their fee, hadtily began to fill up the grave
before going to another.

And here this sory would seem to finish. Yet per-
haps it would be incomplete if the practical effects of
death should be forgotten at the close of a dight sketch
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of Parigan life, and its capricious undulations. Death
in Paris is unlike death in any other great city; few
people know what it isto bring a heartfelt sorrow into
conflict with civilisation in the shape of the municipal
authorities of Paris. Perhaps, too, the reader may fed
aufficient interest in Ferragus xxi11. and Jules Dcsmar ets
to care to know what became of them. And in any
caxs there are plenty of people who like to know all
about everything ; and, as the mog ingenious of French
critics once said, would find out the chemistry of the
combustion of the oil in Aladdin's lamp if they could.

Jacquet, being a civil servant, naturally applied to the
authorities for permisson to exhume and cremate M me.
Juiess body. The dead desp under the protection of
the Prefect of Police; to the Prefect of Police, therefore,
Jacquet betook himsdf. That functionary required a
formal application. A shet of damped pape mug be
purchased, sorrow must appear in the regulation form;
and when a man is 0 overwhelmed with grief that
wordsfail him, he must express himsdf in the peculiar
idiom of red-tape, and trandate his wishes into busness
like phrasss with a marginal note.

Thepetitioner prayspermission to cremate
thebody of hiswife.

The head of the department, whose duty it was to draw
up a report for the Prefect of Police, a member of the
Council of State, glanced over the apostille, in which the
object of the request was clearly stated by his own
recommendation, and said—

' But this is a srious question. It is impossble to
draw up areport in lessthan a week/

Jacquet was obliged to explain the delay, and Jules
thought of the words he had heard Ferragus utter,' Set
Paris on fire!" Nothing ssemed more natural than a
thorough destruction of that receptacle of mongrous
things.
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'‘Why, there is nothing for it but to apply to the
Home Office and st your Minister on to the Home
Secretary,’ he told Jacquet.

Jacquet accordingly applied to the Home Office, and
aked for an audience, which he obtained—for that day
fortnight. Jacquet was naturally perssent’ He went,
therefore, from department to department, and succesded
in reaching the private secretary of the Minister of
Foreign Affairs. With such influence he received a
promise of a private interview with the Pasha of the
Home Office, and a few lineswritten by the Autocrat of
Foreign Affairs by way of pasport. Jacquet now had
hopes of carrying his point by storm. He was ready
for every emergency with arguments and categorical
ansvers.  All ended in failure.

' Thisis no affair of mine,' said the Minister. 'The
thing concerns the Prefect of Policee. And what is
more : no law gives a hushand the custody of his wifé's
body, nor has a father a right to a child'scorpse It isa
srious matter. It ought to be looked into, besdes in
the interests of the public. The city of Paris might
auffer. In short, if the matter were referred directly
to me, | could not give a decison hie et nunc; a report
would berequired.’

In the administrative sysem a ' report' answers much
the same ends as limbo in theology. Jacquet had met
with the'report' craze before; nor had he neglected
previous opportunities of groaning over the absurdities of
red tape. He knew that dnce the adminigtrative
Revolution of 1804, when the report had carried all
before it in Government departments, the Minister had
not yet been found that would take it upon himsdf to
have an opinion, or give a decison on any matter, how-
ever small, until the thing had been winnowed, sfted,
and thoroughly scrutinised by the scribblers and
sratchers and  sublime  official  intelligences of his
department.

|
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Jacquet—the man desrved to have a Plutarch for his
biographer—Jacquet saw that he had st off on the
wrong track, and defeated his own ends by trying to
proceed by the proper forms. He should smply have
removed M me. Juless coffin after the service to one of
the Desmarets housss in the country. There the
mayor of the village would have made no difficulty
about gratifying the sorrowing widower's requed.
Congtitutional and adminigtrative legalism is sterile ; it]
Is a barren monger for nations and kings and the]
interests of private individuals ; but the nations as yet',
have only learned to spdl those principles that arc
written in blood; and as the evils of ruling by the
letter of the law are never accompanied by strife and
bloodshed, legalism reduces a nation to a dead levdl,
and thereisan end of it.

Jacquet, being a stickler for liberty, returned home,
meditating by the way on the blessngs of arbitrary
government ; for a man only criticises the law of the
land by the light of his own passons But when he
came to talk to Jules, there was nothing for it but to
decaive his friend; the unhappy man was in a high
fever, and for a couple of days he sayed in bed.

That evening at dinner the Minister chanced to
mention that the fancy had taken some one in Paris to
have his wifés body cremated in the Roman fashion.
And for a moment dasscal funeral rites were the talk
of the clubs. As things ancient were coming into
fashion, several people were of the opinion that it would
be a fine thing to revive the funeral pyre for distin-
guished pasonages Some were for, and others againg,
the idea. Some hdd that there were so many great
men, that the practice would raise the price of fue ; they
opined that with a nation so fond of the mental exercise
of changing its opinions, it would be a ridiculous thing
to s= a whole Longchamp of ancegors trotted out in
their urns at the expiration of a lease; while if the urns
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happened to be valuable, creditors (g race that never
regpect anything) would seize upon them, and they,
with their contents of honourable dust, would be put up
to public auction. Others retorted that it was scarcey
possble for a man toinsure a permanent resdence for his
grandparents in Pere Lachaise; for that in time the city
of Paris would be compélled to order a S. Bartholomew
of its dead. The cemeteries were invading the open
country, and threatened to encroach upon the corn land
of Brie. In short, the question raised one of the futile
and ingenious discussons which, in Paris, too often
aggravates degp-seated evils. Happily for Jules, he knew
nothing of the conversation, ;okes, and epigrams with
which his sorrow supplied the town.

The Prefect of Police took offence because M. Jacquet
had gone straight to the Minister to avoid the ddays
and matured wisdom of the Board of Works. The
exhumation of M me. Juless body was a question within
the ;urisdiction of the municipal police. Wherefore the
Police Department was elaborating a sharp answer to
the petition. A sngle demand is enough, the admin-
istration has a tight hold, and a thing once in itsgrasp is
like to go along way. Any matter, moreover, may be
referred to the Council of State, another piece of
machinery very hard to st in motion. Another day
went by, and Jacquet made his friend undergand that
the idea must be given up; that in a city where the
number of 'tears' embroidered on the black trappings
are prescribed, where the law recognises saven dassss of
funerals where land in which to bury the dead is sdd
by its weight in slver, where grief is exploited on a
sydem of double entry, and the prayers of the Church
are 0ld dear, or the vestry puts in a claim for a few
extra voices in the Dies irae—any deviation from the
beaten rut traced out for grief by the authorities was
impossble.

"1 t would have been one ;oy in my misery,’ said Jules;



132 The Thirteen

'l meant to go somewhere, a long way off, to die,
and | wished when | lay in the grave to have Clemence
in my arms. | did not know that officialdom could put
out its claws to reach us even in our coffins!

He would go to sse whether there was a little room
for him besde his wife. So the friends went together
to PereLachaise. At the gateway they found a crowd of
ciceroni waiting to guide sght-seer sthrough thelabyrinth,
as if Pere Lachaise were a musaum or the Cour des
Diligences or some other sight. It was impossble
that Jules or Jacquet should find Clemences tomb.
Terrible agony! They went to consult the gate
keeper.

The dead have a concierge, and there are hours at
which the dead cannot recave vistors Only by
shaking all the rules and regulations from top to bottom
can any one obtain the right to go thither in the dark-
ness to weep in dlence and solitudeover the gravewhich
holds his bdoved dead. There are summer regulations
and winter regulations. Of all the concierges of Paris,
the gatekeeper of Pere Lachaiseis the bes off. There is
no cord to pull, to begin with. Instead of a single room,
he has a house, an establishment that cannot exactly be
dexribed as a government department, although there is
a condderable daff attached, and the ;urisdiction is
wide, and the governor of the dead draws a salary and
widds an immense power over a population who cannot
possbly complain of him; he plays the despat at his
eax Neither is his abode exactly a place of busnes
albeit there are offices and books to be kept, and clerks
to keep them, and recapts and expenditure and profits.
And the gatekegper himsdf is neither a Swiss nor a
concierge nor a porter, for the door is always yawning
wide for the dead; and though there certainly are monu-
ments to be kept in order, he is not there to look after
them. He is in short, an anomaly which cannot be
defined; his office is akin in one way or another' to
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every power in exisence, and yet he is a nobody, for
his authority, like Death, by which it lives, lies com-
pletely beyond the pale. Nevertheless, exception as he
IS, he halds histenure from the City of Paris, a creature
as chimerical as the emblematical vesd on her coat-of-
arms; an imaginary being swayed by hundreds of paws
and claws which sddom move in concert; and as a
result, her public srvants are, to all intents and pur-
poss fixtures. The cemetery-keeper, therefore, is the
concierge promoted to the rank of a public servant, a
permanent element amid dissolution.

His place for that matter, is no snecure. No one
can be buried till the gaIekeeper has seen the per mit;
and he is bound to give account of his dead. He can
lay hisfinger on a gpat in that huge burying ground to
point out the sx feet of earth in which some day you will
lay all that you love, or hate, as the case may be—the
woman you love or your unloved cousn. For, mind
you, to this lodge all loves and hates must come at the
last, and are duly docketed and passed through the office
The man keeps a register of degping-places for the dead;
they go down on his list when they go down into the
grave.

T hegatekesper hascugodiansunder him, and gardeners
and grave-diggers and assdants He is a personage
Mournersare not brought into direct contact with him
asarule; heonly comes forward if something serious
occurs, if one dead man is mistaken for another, or if a
body is exnumed for a murder case or a corpse comes
to lifeagain. Thebud of thereigning sovereign presdes
in his room. Possbly he kegps other buds of departed
monarchs, with various royal, imperial, or semi-royal
persons in a cupboard somewhere, a sort of miniature
Pere Lachaise for changesin the Government. In other
regoects, he is a public servant; an excdlent man, a
good hushand and father, epitaphs apart; but—so much
varied emotion has passsd under his eyes in the shape of
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hearsed he has ssn 90 many tears shed, both sham and
real, and been acquainted with grief in sO many shapes
and in so many faces—with sx millions of eternal sorrows,
in short! For him, grief means a ¢one dab an inch
thick, four fegt high by twenty-two inches wide. As
for regrets, they are one of the things to be put up
with in his professon, and he never dines but he has
witnessed torrents of tears shed by inconsolable affliction.
Every other emotion finds him kindly and sympathetic ;
he too can shed tears over the tragic end of a $age hero
like M. Germeuil in U Auberge des Jdrets, he is moved
when the man in the butter-coloured bresches is mur-
dered by Robert Macaire ; but when it comes to a real
genuine death, his heart is osdfied. Deaths mean rows
of figuresfor him; it is his bugness to tabulate atistics
of the dead. And, asa lag word, twice, or perhapsthrice
in a century, it may happen that he has a sublime part to
play, and then he is a hero at every hour—in time of
Pestilence.

When Jacguet went in search of this absolute
monar ch, his majesty's temper had suffered somewnhat.

"1 told you," hecried,' to water all the flowers from
the Rue Massna to the Place Regnault de Saint-Jean
d'Angdy ! You fdlows smply took not the leas notice
of what | told you. My patience! if the rdatives take
it into their heads to come, as it is a fine day, they will
be throwing all the blame on me. They will call
out as if they had been burnt, and say frightful things
about us up here, and our characters will be taken
away——'

*Sir,' put in Jacquet, ' we should like to know where
M me. Jules was buried/

‘Mme. Jules who} We have had three Jules this
week. . . . Ah!" (interrupting himself as he glanced at
the gate), ' here comes Colonel de Maulincour's funeral,
go out for the permit.— My word! it is. afine
funeral,’ he added. ' He has not bean long about follow-
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ing his grandmother. Some families ssem to drop off
for a wager. They have such bad blood, have those
Parigans V

Jacquet tapped him on thearm.

' Sir, the person of whom | am gpeaking was M me.
Jules Desmar ets, the stockbroker's wife.'

"Oh, | know!" returned he, looking at Jacquet.
'Thirteen mourning coaches at the funeral, weren't
there? and only one relation apiece in the firs dozen.
It was so queer that we noticed it——'

‘Takecare, sir; M. Julesiswith me, he might over-
hear you ; and you ought not to talk like that/

"1 beg your pardon, g9r, you are right. Excuse me,
| took you for the next-of-kin.—Mme. Jules is in the
Rue du Marechal Lefebvre, sde walk Number 4, he
continued, after consulting a plan of the ground ; °she
lies between Mile. Raucourt of the Comedie Franchise
and M. Moreau-Malvin, a butcher in a big way of
busness Thereisa white marble monument on order
for himj it will be one of the fines things in the
cemetery here, and that 'safact.’

' Weareno nearer, Sir,' Jacquet brokein.

" And that istrue,' said the other, looking round.

‘Jean !'" he called, as a man came in sight. 'Show
these gentlemen the way to Mme. Juless grave, the
gockbroker'swife. You know ! Next to Mile. Rau-
court's, where thereisa bug.'

And the friends sst out with their conductor; but
before they reached the segp path which leads to the
higher part of the cemetery, they must run the gauntlet
of a score or more of stone-cutters, carvers, and makers
of wrought-iron work, who came up to indnuate in
honeyed accents, that ©if monseur would like to have
something put up, we could do it for him very reason-
ably——'

NJacquet was glad enough to be there to gand between
his friend and words intolerable for bleeding hearts.
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They reached the oot where e lay. At the sght of
the rough sods and the row of pegs driven in by the
labourers to mark out the soace for the iron railings,
Jules leant upon Jacquet's shoulder, raisng his head at
intervals to give a long look at the little patch of clay
where he mug leave all that remained of her for whom
and through whom he still lived.

'How hard for her tolie there !

'But dheis not there!" protested Jacquet; ' she lives
in your memory. Come away ; let us leave this horrid
place, where the dead are tricked out like women at a
ball.'

" How if we took her out of it ?

'Isit possble?

" Anything is possble!" cried Jules. Then, after a
pause, (So | shall come here some day; there isroom
for me!

Jacquet succeeded in getting him out of the in-
closure.  The tombs incosed in those sprucdy-kept
chesshoard compartments marked out by iron railings
are covered with inscriptions and sculptured palms,
and tears as cold as the marble on which survivors
record their regretsand their coats-of-arms.  You may
read ;ests there, carved in black letters, epigrams at
the expense of the curious, pompous biographies, and
ingenioudy worded farewdls. Here some one bides
tryst, and, as usual in uch casss bides alone. Here
you behold a thyrsus, there a lance-head railing; further
on thereare Egyptian vases and now and again cannon ;
while spangles tinsel, and trash meet your eyeswherever
you turn them. You setradesgnsin every direction.
Every style—Moorish, Grecian, and Gothic—isrepre-
sented, together with every variety of decoration—
friezes, egg-mouldings, paintings, urns, genii, and
temples, among any quantity of dead rosebushes and
faded immortelles. It isascandalouscomedy! Hereis
Paris over again—streets, trade-sgns, industries, houses
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and all complete; but it is a Paris seen through the
wrong end of the perspective glass, a microscopic city,
a Paris diminished to a shadow of itself, and shrunk to
the measure of these chrysalids of the dead, this human
gpecies that has dwindled so much in everything save
vanity.

Jules caught a glimpse of theview. At his feet, in
the long valley of the Seine, between the low ridges of
Vaugirard and Meudon, Bellevilleand Montmartre, lay
the real Paris, in a blue haze of its own smoke, now
sunlit and transparent. He glanced from under his
eyelids over the forty thousand houses of the city, and
waved his hand towards the space between the column
of the Place Vendome and the cupola of the Invalides.

' There she was taken from me,' he cried, 'by the
fatal curiosity of a world which seeks bustle and excite-
ment for the sake of excitement and bustle.'

Eight or nine miles further away down the Seine
valley, in a little village on one of the lower dopes of
those ridges of hill, between which the great restless
city lies, like a child in its cradlej another sad death
scene was taking place; but here there was none of the
funeral pomp of Paris—there were no torches, no tall
candle, no mourning coaches hung with black, no
prayers of the Church; this was death reduced to the
bae fact. And this was the fact. A qirl's body
stranded that morning on the bank, among the readfs
that grow in the Seine mud. Some dredgers on their
way to work caught sight of it as they went up the
river in their crazy boat.

"Hullo ! fifty francs for us!" cried one.

' Right you are!' said the other.

They came close up to the dead body.

' Sheis a very fine girl.'

'L et usgo and give notice.'

And the two dredgers, first covering the corpse with
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their ;ackets, went off to the mayor; and that worthy
was not a little puzzZled to know how to draw up an
official report of the discovery.

The rumour reed with the tdegraphic exd
peculiar to neighbourhoods where communications arc
uninterrupted; the gossp on which the world battens,
and scandal, tittle-tattle, and dander, rush in to fill the
vacuum between any given points. In a very short
time people came to the mayor's office to relieve that
gentleman of any difficulty, and among them they
converted the official report into an ordinary certificate
of death. Through ther assduity the girl's body was
identified; she was proved to be Mile. Ida Gruget,
saymaker, of No. 14 Rue de la Corderie du Temple.
At this gage of the proceadings the police intervened,
and the Widow Gruget, the girl's mother, appeared
with he daughter's farewel letter. While the mother
gghed and groaned, a medical man ascertained that
death had ensued from asphyxia and an access of venous
blood to the pulmonary organs. That was all.

Theinquest being over, and particulars filled in, the
authorities gave permisson for the burial of the body.
The cure of the place declined to allow the processon
to enter the church or to pray for the repose of the dead.
S0 an old pessant woman sewed Ida Gruget in her
dhroud, she was laid in a rough coffin made of deal
boards, and carried to the churchyard on four men's
shoulders  Some few country women had the curiosty
to follow, telling the story of the death with comments
of pitying surprise. An old lady charitably kept the
widow, and would not allow her to ;oin the sd little
processon. A man, who fulfilled the threefold office of
sexton, beadle, and bell-ringer, dug a grave in the
churchyard, a half acre of ground at the back of the
well-known church, a dasscal building with a sguare
tower buttressed at the corners, and a date-covered spire.
The churchyard, bounded by crumbling walls, 'lies
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behind the round apse; there are no marble headstones
there, and no visitors ; but not one, surely, of all the
mounds that furrow the space, lacked the tears and
heartfelt regrets which no one gave to lda Gruget.
They put her down out of sight in a corner among the
brambles and tall grasses; the bier was lowered into its
place in that field so idyllic in its simplicity, and in
another moment the gravedigger was left aone to fill in
the grave in the gathering dusk. He stopped now and
again to look over into the road below the wall; once,
with his hand on his pickaxe, he gazed intently at the
Seine which had brought this body for him to bury.

'‘Poor girl!" exclaimed a voice; and suddenly a man
cameup.

'How you startled me, sir ' said the sexton.

'Was there any service for this woman that you are
burying r'

'No, sir. M. le Cure would not allow it. She is
the first person buried here that is not of this parish.
Everybody knows everybody ese hereabouts. Does
monsieur ? Hullo! heisgone!

Severd days slipped by. A man in black came to the
house in the Rue de Menars ; the stranger did not wish
to spesk to Jules; he went to Mme. Juless room and |eft
a large porphyry vase there, bearing the inscription—

INVITA LEGE,

CONJUGI MCERENTI
FILIOLE CINERES
RESTITUIT
AMICIS X11 JUVANTIBUS

MORIBUNDUS PATER.

'"What a man !" exclaimed Jules, bursting into tears.
In one week Jules had carried out all hiswife's wishes,
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and s& his own affairs in order. He sdd his pro-
fessonal connection to a brother of Martin Falleix's, and
left Paris behind him, while the municipality was still
debating whether or no a citizen had any legal claim to
his wife s dead body.

Who has not met on the Paris boulevards, at a
sreet corner, under the arcades of the Palais Royal—
anywhere, in short, as chance may determine—some
sranger, man or woman, whose face ss a hogst of
confusad thoughts springing up in his brain ? It grows
suddenly interesting at sight, perhaps because some per-
sonal singularity suggests a ssormy life; perhaps gestures,
gait, air, and costume all combine to present a curious
whole; perhaps because a sear ching glance or an indescrib-
able something makes a sudden, strong impresson before
you can explain the cause very clearly to yoursdf. On
the morrow, other thoughts, other pictures of Paris life
svegp away the pasing dream. But if you happen to
meet the same pason again; if he is aways passing
along the dreet at the same hour (like a clerk at the
regigrar's office, for instance, whose presence is required
at marriages eight hours daily); if he is one of those
wandering mortals who seem to be a part of the
furniture of the dreets of Paris, and you sse him again
and again in public places on firg nights, or in those
restaurants of which he is the fairet ornament——then
that figure becomes a tenant in your memory, and days
there like an odd volume of a novel without a con-
clusion.

You are tempted to go up to the sranger and ask,
‘Who are you?—Why are you sauntering about the
streets?—What right have you to wear a crumpled
collar, a canewith anivory knob, and a ssedy waistcoat ?
—Why those blue spectades with double glasess ?*' or
'What makes you cling to that muscadines cravat V

Some among thex errant creatures belong to' the
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progeny of Terminus, god of boundaries, they say
nothing to your soul. There they are; that is all.
Why are they there? Nobody knows. They are
conventional dgns, like the hackneyed figures usad by
sculptorsto represent the Four Seasons or Commer ce, or
Plenty. Others, again, retired attorneys, or shopkegpers,
or antigue generals, walk about, and alwaysappear to be
much the same. They never ssem to be a part of the
torrent of Paris, with itsthrong of young bustling men ;
rather, they remind you of half-uprooted trees by a
river-dde. It isimpossble to sy whether other people
forgot to bury them, or whether they escaped out of their
coffins. They have reached a sami-fossl condition.
One of these Paris Melmoths had come for several
days pas to make one of a sedate, self-contained little
crowd which never fails to fill the gace between the
southern gate of the Luxembourg Gardens and the
north gate of the Observatory, whenever the weather is
bright. It isa place by itsdf, a neutral space in Paris.
It liesout of the city, as it were, and yet the city is all
about it. It partakes of the nature of a square a
thoroughfare, a boulevard, a fortification, a garden, an
avenue, and a highway ; it is provincial and Paridan ; it
Is every one of thexe things, and not one of them ; it is
a desxt. All about that namdess spot rise the walls
of the Foundling Hospital, the Hopital Cochin, the
Capucins, La Bourbe, the Hospice de la Rochefoucauld,
the Deaf and Dumb Asylum, and the hospital of the
Val-de-Grace. All the sn and suffering of Paris, in
fact, finds a refuge in its neighbourhood; and that
nothing may be wanting in so philanthropic a quarter,
gudents of science repair thither to sudy the ebb and
flow of the tides and latitude and longitude. M. de
Chateaubriand too edablished the Infirmerie Marie
Therese not very far away, and the Carmedlites founded
a convent near by. In that desert the sound of bels
never ceasss every droke represents one of the solemn
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momentsin man'slife; the mother in travail, the new-
born babe, the dying labourer, the nun at prayer, perish-
ing vice, shivering age, disappointed genius. Only a few
paces away liesthe Cimetieredu M ont Parnasse, whither
shabby funerals go all day long from the crowded
Faubourg Saint-Mar ceau.

Players at bowls have monopolisad this esplanade with
its view of Paris—qgrey-headed, homely, good-natured
worthies are they, who continue the line of our
ancedors, and can only be compared as to externals
with their public, the moving gallery which follows
them about. The man before alluded to as new to this
deserted quarter was an assduous spectator of the game,
and certainly might be sad to be the mog striking
figure in thexe groups; for if it is permissble to dassfy
Parigans zoologically, the other bysanders unmistak-
ably belonged to the mollusc spedes  The newcomer
would walk sympathetically with the ;ack, the small
ball at which the others are aimed, the centre of
interest in the game; and when it came to a stand, he
would lean againg a tree, and watch as a dog watches
his mager, while the bowls flew or rolled pas. You
might have taken him for the fantagtic tutelar spirit of
the ;ack. He never uttered a word. The players
themsdves, as zealous fanatics as could be found in any
religious sect, had never taken him to task for his per-
ggent dlence though some freethinkersamong them
hed that the man was deaf and dumb. Whenever
there was occason to measure the digance between
the bowls and the ;ack, the dranger's cane was
taken as the gandard of measurement. The players
usd to take it from hisice-cold fingers without a word,
or even a friendly nod. The loan of the cane was a
kind of ' easement' which he tacitly permitted. If a
shower came on he gayed besde the ;ack—the dave of
the bowls, the guardian of the unfinished game. He
took rain and fine weather equally asa matter of cour sg
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like the players, he was a sort of intermediate gedes
between the supides Parisan and the mod intelligent
of brutes. In other repects he was pale and withered-
looking, absent-minded, and cardess of his dress He
often came without his hat. His squareshaped head
and bald, sallow cranium showed through hiswhite hair,
like a beggar's knee thrugt through a hole in his breeches.
He shambled uncertainly about with his mouth open;
his vacant eyes were never turned to the sky, he never
raised them indeed, and always seemed to be looking for
something on the ground. At four o'clock an old
woman would come for him and take him away some-
where or other, towing him after her as agirl tugs a
capricious goat which indgs on browsng when it is
time to go back to the shed. It was something dread-
ful tose the old man.

It was afternoon. Jules, sitting alone in his travelling
carriage, was driven lightly along the Rue de I'Est, and
came out upon the Carrefour de 1'Observatoire, ;ust as
the old man, leaning againg a tree, allowed himsdf to
be degpoiled of his cane amid vociferous clamour of
players, in pacfic digpute over their game. Jules, fancy-
ing that he knew the face, called tothe postillion to stop,
and the carriage came to a gand there and then. Asa
matter of fact, the postillion, wedged in among heavy
carts, was in nowise anxious to ak theinsurgent players
at bowls to allow him to pass, he had too much respect
for emeuteSy had that postillion.

"I't is he! Jules exclaimed, finally recognising
Ferragus xxin., Chef des Devorants, in that human
wreck.—' How he loved her !' he added after a pause—
' Go on, postillion !" he shouted.

PARIS, February 1833.
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||
THE DUCHESSE DE LANGEAIS

To Franz Lisz.

IN a Spanish city on an idand in the Mediterranean,
there dands a convent of the Order of Barefoot
Carmelites, where the rule ingtituted by St. Theresa is
still pressrved with all thefirst rigour of the reformation
brought about by that illustriouswoman. Extraordinary
as this may seam, it is none the less true.  Almost every
religious house in the Peninsula, or in Europe for that
matter, was ether detroyed or disorganised by the out-
break of the French Revolution and the Napoleonic
wars ; but as this idand was protected through those
times by the English flegt, its wealthy convent and
peaceable inhabitants were secure from the general
trouble and gpoliation. The dorms of many kinds
which shook the first fifteen years of the nineteenth
century spent their force before they reached those
diffs at so short a digance from the coas of Andalusia.

If the rumour of the Emperor's name so much as
reached the shore of the idand, it is doubtful whether
the holy women kneeling in the doigers gragped the
reality of his dream-like progress of glory, or the majesty
that blazed in flame aross kingdom after kingdom
during his meteor life.

In the minds of the Roman Catholic world, the con-
vent good out pre-eminent for a sern discipline which
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nothing had changed; the purity of its rule had
attracted unhappy women from the furthest parts of
Europe, women deprived of all human ties, sighing after
the long suicide accomplished in the breast of God. No
convent, indeed, was so well fitted for that complete
detachment of the soul from all earthly things, which is
demanded by the rdigious life, albeit on the continent
of Europe there are many convents magnificently
adapted to the purpose of their exigence. Buried away
in the londiest valleys hanging in mid-air on the
degpesd mountain 9des st down on the brink of preci-
pices in every place man has sought for the poetry of
the Infinite, the solemn awe of Silence; in every place
man has striven to draw doser to God, sesking Him on
mountain peaks in the depths bdow the crags at the
cliff's edge ; and everywhere man has found God. But
nowhere, save on this half-European, half-African ledge
of rock could you find so many different harmonies, com-
bining so to raise the soul, that the sharpes pain comes
to be like other memories; the strongest impressons are
dulled, till the sorrows of life are laid to ret in the
depths.

The convent gands on the highest point of the crags
at the uttermost end of the idand. On the sdetowards
the sea therock was once rent shexr away in some globe-
cataclysm; it risss up a straight wall from the base
where the waves gnaw at the gone bdow high-
water mark. Any assault is made impossble by the
dangerous redfs that stretch far out to s, with the
gparkling waves of the M editerranean playing over them.
So, only from the saa can you discern the sguare mass
of the convent built conformably to the minute rules
laid down as to the shape, height, doors, and windows of
monagic buildings. From the gde of the town, the
church completely hides the solid structure of the
cloigers and ther roofs, covered with broad dabs of
dadfffc impervious to sun or storm or gales of wind.

K
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The church itsdf, built by the munificence of a
Soanish family, is the crowning edifice of the town. Its
fine, bold front gives an imposng and picturesque look
to the little city in thessa. The dght of such a city,
with its dose-huddled roofs, arranged for the mog part
amphitheatre - wise above a picturesque harbour, and
crowned by a glorious cathedral front with triple-arched
Gothic doorways, befry towers, and filigree gires is
a ectacle surey in every way the sublimest on earth.
Religion towering above daily life, to put men continu-
ally in mind of the End and the way, is in truth a
thoroughly Spanish conception. But now surround
this picture by the Mediterranean, and a burning sky,
imagine a few palms here and there, a few sunted ever-
green tress mingling their waving leaves with the
motionless flowers and foliage of carved gone; look
out over the reef with its white fringes of foam in
contrast to the sapphire sea; and then turn to the
city, with its galleries and terraces whither the towns-
folk come to take the air among their flowers of an
evening, above the housss and the tops of the trees
in their little gardens ; add a few sls down in the
harbour; and lastly, in the gillness of falling night, listen
to the organ musc, the chanting of the services the
wonder ful sound of bells pealing out over the open sa
There is sound and dlence everywhere; oftener still
there is slence over all.

T hechurch isdivided within into a sombre myserious
nave and narrow aides For some reason, probably
because the winds are so high, the architect was unable
to build the flying buttresses and intervening chapds
which adorn almogt all cathedrals, nor are there open-
ings of any kind in the walls which support the weight
of the roof. Outside there is smply the heavy wall
structure, a 0lid mass of grey sone further strength-
ened by huge piers placed at intervals. Inside, the nave
and its little g9de galleries are lighted entirely by' the
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great stained-glass rose-window suspended by a miracle
of art above the centre doorway ; for upon that Sde the
exposure permits of the display of lacework in stone and
of other beauties peculiar to the style improperly called
Gothic.

The larger part of the nave and ades was left for
the townsfolk, who came and went and heard mass
there. The choir was shut off from the rest of the
church by agrating and thick folds of brown curtain, left
slightly apart in the middle in such a way that nothing
of the choir could be seen from the church except the
high altar and the officiating priest. The grating
itself was divided up by the pillars which supported the
organ | oft; and this part of the structure, with its carved
wooden columns, completed the line of the arcading in
the gallery carried by the shafts in the nave. If any
inquisitive person, therefore, had been bold enough to
climb upon the narrow baustrade in the gallery to look
down into the choir, he could have seen nothing but the
tall eight-sided windows of stained glass beyond the
high altar.

At the time of the French expedition into Span to
establish Ferdinand vn. once more on the throne, a
French general came to the island after the taking of
Cadiz, ostensibly to require the recognition of the
King's government, really to se the convent and to
find some means of entering it. The undertaking was
certainly a delicate one; but a man of passonate temper,
whose life had been, as it were, but one series of poems
in action, a manwho all hislife long had lived romances
instead of writing them, a man pre-eminently a Doer,
was sure to be tempted by a deed which seemed to be
Impossible.

To open the doors of a convent of nuns by lawful
means! The metropolitan or the Pope would scarcely
have permittedit! Andasfor force or stratagem—might
nof'any indiscretion cost him his position, his whole
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career as a soldier, and the end in view to boot? The
Due d'Angouleme was still in Spain; and of all the
crimes which a man in favour with the Commander-in-
Chief might commit, this one aone was certain to find
him inexorable. The General had asked for the mission
to gratify private motives of curiosity, though never
was curiosity more hopeless. This final attempt was a
matter of conscience. The Carmelite convent on the
island was the only nunnery in Spain which had baffled
his search.

As he crossed from the mainland, scarcely an hour's
distance, he felt a presentiment that his hopes were to
be fulfilled; and afterwards, when as yet he had seen
nothing of the convent but its walls, and of the nuns
not so much as their robes ; while he had merely heard
the chanting of the service, there were dim auguries
under the walls and in the sound of the voices to ;ustify
his frail hope. And, indeed, however faint those so un-
accountable presentiments might be, never was human
passon more vehemently excited than the General's
curiosity at that moment. There are no small events
for the heart; the heart exaggerates everything; the
heart weighs the fall of a fourteen-year-old Empire
and the dropping of a woman's glove in the same scaes,
and the glove is nearly always the heavier of the two.
So herearethe facts in all their prosaic simplicity. The
facts first, the emotions will follow.

An hour after the General landed on the island, the
royal authority was re-established there. Some few
Constitutional Spaniards who had found their way
thither after the fall of Cadiz were allowed to charter
a vesd and sall for London. So there was neither
resstance nor reaction. But the change of govern-
ment could not be effected in the little town without a
mass, at which the two divisions under the General's
command were obliged to be present. Now, it.ras
upon this mats that the General had built his hopes
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of gaining some information as to the gdeas in the
convent ; he was quite unaware how absolutdy the
Carmelites were cut off from the world; but he knew
that there might be among them one whom he hdd
dearer than life, dearer than honour.

His hopes were cruelly dashed at once. Mass, it is
true, was cdebrated in sate. In honour of such a
solemnity, the curtains which always hid the choir were
drawn back to digplay its riches, its valuable paintings
and dhrines s0 bright with gems that they edipsed the
glories of the ex-votos of gold and slver hung up by
sallors of the port on the columns in the nave. But all
the nuns had taken refuge in theorgan-loft. And yet,in
spite of this first check, during this very mass of thanks-
giving, the mog intimately thrilling drama that ever
st a man's heart beating opened out widely before him.

The sga who played the organ arousad such intense
enthusasm, that not a single man regretted that he had
come to the service. Even the men in the ranks were
delighted, and the officers were in ecsasy. As for the
General, he was seemingly calm and indifferent. The
sensations stirred in him as the 9ger played one piece
after another bdong to the small number of things
which it is not lawful to utter ; words are powerless to
express them ; like Death, God, Eternity, they can only
be redised through their one point of contact with
humanity. Strangely enough, the organ music seemed
to belong to the school of Rossni, the musician who
brings mos human passon into hisart. Some day his
works, by their number and extent, will receive the
reverence due to the Homer of music. From among all
the scores that we owe to his great genius, the nun
seemed to have chosen Mosesin Egypt for special study,
doubtless because the spirit of sacred musc finds therein
its supreme expresson. Perhaps the soul of the great
musician, so glorioudy known to Europe, and the soul
of*his unknown executant had met in the intuitivt
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apprehenson of the same poetry. So at least thought
two dilettanti officerswho mugt have missed the Theatre
Favart in Spain.

At lag in the Te Deum no one could fail to discern a
French soul in the sudden change that came over the
musc. Joy for thevictory of the Most Christian King
evidently girred this nun's heart to the depths She
was a Frenchwoman beyond mistake. Soon the love
of country shone out, breaking forth like shafts of light
from the fugue, as the sger introduced variations with
all a Parigennés fadidious taste, and blended vague
suggedtions of our grandest national airs with her musc.
A Spaniard'sfinger swould not have brought thiswar mth
into a graceful tribute paid to the victorious arms of
France. The muddan's nationality was revealed.

' We find France everywhere, it seems' said one of
the men.

TheGeneral had left the church duringthe Te Deum”
he could not listen any longer. The nun's musc had
been a revelation of a woman loved to frenzy; a woman
0 carefully hidden from the world's eyes 0 deeply
buried in the bosom of the Church, that hitherto the
mog ingenious and persgent efforts made by men who
brought great influence and unusual powers to bear
upon the ssarch had failed to find her. The suspicon
aroused in the General's heart became all but a certainty
with the vague reminiscence of a sad, delicious melody,
the air of Fleuve du Tage. Thewoman he loved had
played the prelude to the ballad in aboudoir in Paris,
how often! and now this nun had chosen the song to
express an exile's longing, amid the ; oy of those that
triumphed. Terrible snsation! To hope for the
resurrection of a lost love, to find her only to know that
dhe was logt, to catch a myserious glimpse of her after
five years—five years in which the pent-up passon,
chafing in an empty life, had grown the mightier for
every fruitless effort to satidy itT
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Who has not known, at leas once in his life, what it
Is to lose some precious thing ; and after hunting
through his papers, ransacking his memory, and turning
his house upsde down ; after one or two days spent in
vain search, and hope, and despair ; after a prodigious
expenditure of the livdiest irritation of soul, who has
not known the ineffable pleasure of finding that all-
important nothing which had cometo be a kind of mono-
mania? Very good. Now, soread that fury of search
ove five years, put a woman, put a heart, put Love in
the place of the trifle; trangpose the monomania into
the key of high pasdon ; and, furthermore, let the
sk be a man of ardent temper, with a lion's heart
and a leonine head and mane, a man to ingpire awe and
fear in those who come in contact with him—realise
this, and you may, perhaps, undersand why the General
walked abruptly out of the church when the first notes
of a ballad, which he ussd to hear with a rapture of
delight in a gilt-panelled boudoair, began to vibrate along
the aides of the church in the sa.

The General walked away down the deep street
which led to the port, and only gopped when he could
not hear the degp notes of the organ. Unable to think
of anything but the love which broke out in volcanic
eruption, filling his heart with fire, he only knew that
the Te Deum was over when the Spanish congregation
came pouring out of the church. Feeling that his
behaviour and attitude might seem ridiculous, he went
back to head the processon, telling the alcalde and the
governor that, feding suddenly faint, he had gone out
into the air. Cagting about for a plea for prolonging
his gay, it at once occurred to him to make the most
of this excuse, framed on the ur of the moment. He
declined, on a plea of increasng indispogtion, to presde
at the banquet given by the town to the French officers,
betook himsdlf to his bed, and sent a message to the
Major-General, to the effect that temporary Hines
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obliged him to leave the Colond in command of the
troops for the time being. This commonplace but very
plausble sratagem relieved him of all responsbility for
the time necessary to carry out his plans. The General,
nothing if not' catholic and monarchical,’ took occason
to inform himsdf of the hours of the services and
manifested the greatest zeal for the performance of his
religious duties, piety which caussd no remark in
Spain.

The very next day, while the divison was marching
out of the town, the General went to the convent to be
present at vepers  He found an empty church. The
townsfolk, devout though they were, had all gone down
to the quay to watch the embarkation of the troops. He
felt glad to be the only man there. He tramped noisly
up the nave, clanking his sours till the vaulted roof rang
with the sound \ he coughed, he talked aloud to himsdf
to let the nuns know, and more particularly to let the
organist know that if the troops were gone, one French-
man was left behind. Was this singular warning heard
and undersood ? He thought 0. It seemed to him
that in the Magnificat the organ made response which
was borne to him on the vibrating air. The nun's
spirit found wings in mudc and fled towards him,
throbbing with the rhythmical pulse of the sounds
Then, in all its might, the mudc burg forth and filled
the church with warmth. The Song of Joy s&t apart
in the sublime liturgy of Latin Christianity to express
the exaltation of the soul in the presence of the glory
of the Ever-living God, became the utterance of a heart
amog terrified by its gadness in the presnce of the
glory of a mortal love; alove that yet lived, a love that
had risen to trouble her even beyond the grave in which
the nun is laid, that she may rise again as the bride of
Christ.

Theorgan isin truth the grandest, the mogt daring,
the mog magnificent of ail insruments invented'by
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human genius. It is a whole orchedtra in itsdf. It
can express anything in regponse to a skilled touch.

Surely it is in some sort a pededal on which the soul
poss for a flight forth into space essaying on her
course todraw picture after picture in an endless sries, to
paint human life, to aoss the Infinite that sparates
heaven from earth ? And the longer a dreamer ligens
to thoee giant harmonies, the better he redlises that
nothing save this hundred-voiced choir on earth can fill
all the gpace between kneeling men, and a God hidden
by the blinding light of the Sanctuary. The musc is
the one interpreter srong enough to bear up the
prayers of humanity to heaven, prayer in its omnipotent
moods, prayer tinged by the meancholy of many dif-
ferent natures, coloured by meditative ecstasy, upspring-
ing with the impulse of repentance—Dblended with the
myriad fancies of every creed. Yes. In those long
vaulted aidesthe mdodiesinspired by the sense of things
divine are blent with a grandeur unknown before, are
decked with new glory and might. Out of the dim
daylight, and the desp glence broken by the chanting of
the choir in reponse to the thunder of the organ, a veil
iswoven for God, and the brightness of His attributes
shines through it.

Atid this wealth of holy things ssemed to be flung
down like a grain of incense upon the fragile altar raissd
to Love beneath the eternal throne of a ;ealous and
avenging God. Indeed, in the ;oy of the nun there
was little of that awe and gravity which should har-
monise with the solemnities of the Magnificat. She had en-
riched the music with graceful variations, earthly gadness
throbbing through the rhythm of each. In such brilliant
quivering notes some great snger might strive to find
a voice for her love, her meodies fluttered as a bird
flutters about her mate. There were moments when
she ssemead to leap back into the pad, to dallv there now
with laughter, now with tears. Her changing moods,
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asit were ranriot. She waslike a woman excited and
happy over her lover'sreturn.

But at length, after the swaying fugues of delirium,
after the marvelous rendering of a vison of the pad, a
revulson swept over the soul that thus found utterance
for itsdf. With aswift trangtion from the major to the
minor, the organis told her hearer of her present
lot. She gave the gory of long meancholy broodings,
of the dow course of her moral malady. How day by
day she deadened the ssnses how every night cut off
one more thought, how her heart was dowly reduced to
ahes The sadness degpened dhade after shade through
languid modulations, and in a little while the echoes
were pouring out a torrent of grief. Then on a sudden,
high notes rang out like the voices of angels singing
together, as if to tell the log but not forgotten lover
that their spirits now could only meet in heaven.
Pathetic hope! Then followed the Amen. No more;
The Amen wasthereturn to God. Thefinal chord was
deep, solemn, even terrible; for thelast rumblingsof the
bass sent a shiver through the audience that raised the
hair on their heads, the nun shook out her veiling of
crape, and ssemed to sink again into the grave from
which she had risen for a moment. Sowly the rever-
berations died away ; it seemed as if the church, but
now so full of light, had returned to thick dark-
nes

The General had been caught up and borne swiftly
away by this strong-winged spirit\ he had followed the
course of its flight from beginning to end. He under-
good to the fullest extent the imagery of that burning
symphony ; for him the chords reached desp and far.
For him, asfor the 9ger, the poem meant future, present,
and pag. Isnot mudc, and even opera music, a sort of
text, which a susceptible or poetic temper, or a s? and
stricken heart, may expand as memoriesshall determine ?
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If a mudcian must neads have the heart of a poet, must
not the lisgener too be in a manner a poet and a lover to
hear all that lies in great musc? Religion, love, and
musc—what are they but a thregfold expresson of the
same fact, of that craving for expanson which irs in
every noble soul. And thee three forms of poetry
asoend to God, in whom all passon on earth findsits end.
Wher efore theholy human trinity finds a placeamid the
infinite glories of God ; of God, whom we always repre-
sent surrounded with the fires of love and sagrons of
gold—musc and light and harmony. Is not He the
Cause and the End of all our grivings?

The French General guesed rightly that here in the
desert, on this barerock in the sea, the nun had sazed
upon mudc as an outpouring of the passon that still
consumed her. Was this her manner of offering up her
love as a sacrificeto God ? Or was it Love exultant in
triumphover God ? Thequestionswerehard to answer.
But onething at least the General could not mistake—in
this heart, dead to the world, the fire of passon burned
as fiercdy as in his own.

Vegpers over, he went back to the alcalde with whom
he was staying. In the all-absorbing ; oy which comes
in such full measure when a satisfaction sought long
and painfully is attained at last, he could s= nothing
beyond this—he was still loved ! In her heart love had
grown in londiness, even as his love had grown stronger
as he surmounted one barrier after another which this
woman had set between them ! The glow of soul
came to its natural end. There followed a longing to
g2 he again, to contend with God for her, to snatch
her away—a rash scheme, which appedled to a daring
nature. He went to bed, when the meal was over, to
avoid questions; to be alone and think at his easg and
he lay absorbed by degp thought till day broke.

Ifc roe only to go to mass He went to the church
and knelt close to the screen, with his forehead touching
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the curtain ; he would have torn a hole in it if he had
been alone, but his hog had come with him out of
politeness, and the leas imprudence might compromise
the whole future of his love, and ruin the new hopes

The organ sounded, but it was another player, and
not the nun of the lagz two days whose hands touched
the keys. It was all colourles and cold for the
General. Was the woman he loved prodrated by
emotion which well nigh overcame a strong mans
heart? Had dhe s0 fully redlised and shared an un-
changed, longed-for love, that now she lay dying on her
bed in her cdl ? While innumerable thoughts of this
kind perplexed his mind, the voice of the woman he
worshipped rang out dose besde him ; he knew its clear
resonant soprano. It was her voice, with that faint
tremor in it which gave it all the charm that shynes
and diffidence gives to a young girl; he voice
distinct from the mass of singing as aprima donna'sin
the chorus of a finale. It was like a golden or dlver
thread in dark frieze.

It was she! There could be no mistake. Parisenne
now as ever, she had not laid coquetry asde when she
threw off worldly adornments for the vell and the
Carmditescoarseserge. Shewho had affirmed her love
lag evening in the praise sent up to God, seemed now
to sy to her lover, ' Yes, itisl. | am here. My love
h unchanged, but | am beyond the reach of love. You
will hear my voice, my soul shall enfold you, and | shall
abide here under the brown shroud in the choir from
which no power on earth can tear me. Y ou shall never
e me more !

"It isshe indeed!" the General said to himsdf, raising
hishead. He had leant his face on his hands, unable at
firg to bear the intolerable emotion that surged like a
whirlpool in his heart, when that well-known voice
vibrated under the arcading, with the sound of the sa
for accompaniment.

Strom was without, and calm within the sanctuary



The Thirteen 157

Still that rich voice poured out all its caressng notes ; it
fell like balm on the lover's burning heart; it blossomed
upon the air-—the air that a man would fain breathe
more deeply to receive the effluence of a soul breathed
forth with love in the words of the prayer. The alcalde
coming to ;oin his guest found him in tears during the
elevation, while the nun was singing, and brought him
back to his house. Surprised to find so much piety in a
French military man, the worthy magistrate invited the
confessor of the convent to meet his guest’ Never had
news given the General more pleasure; he paid the
ecclesastic a good deal of attention at supper, and con-
firmed his Spanish hogts in the high opinion they
had formed of his piety by a not wholly disinterested
respect. He inquired with gravity how many ssers
there were in the convent, and asked for particulars of
its endowment and revenues, as if from courtesy he
wished to hear the good priest discourse on the subject
most interesting to him. He informed himself as to the
manner of life led by the holy women. Were they
allowed to go out of the convent, or to see visitors?

‘Senor," replied the venerable churchman, 'the rule
Is strict. A woman cannot enter a monastery of the
order of St. Bruno without a special permission from His
Holiness, and therule hereisequally stringent. No man
may enter a convent of Barefoot Carmelites unless he is
a priest specially attached to the services of the house by
the Archbishop. None of the nuns may leave the con-
vent ; though the great Saint, St' Theresa, often left her
cell. The Visitor or the Mothers Superior can alone
alone give permission, subject to an authorisation from
the Archbishop, for a num to see a visitor, and then
especially in atase of illness. Now we are one of the
principal houses, and consequently we have a Mother
Superior here. Among other foreign ssers there is one
Frenchwoman, Sister Theresa5 she it is who directs the
mugfc in the chapel/

' Oh I' said the General, with feigned surprise.  She
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must have rgoiced over the victory of the House of
Bourbon.'

" | told them the reason of the mass, they are always
a little bit inquigtive.

'‘But Sde Theresa may have interests in France.
Perhaps he would like to ssnd some message or to hear
news.’

'l do not think 0. She would have come to
ak me.

" As afdlow-countryman, | should be quite curious to
e her,' said the General. ' Ifit is possble if the Lady
Superior consents, if——'

' Even at the grating and in the Reverend Mother's
preence an interview would be quite impossble for
anybody whatsoever; but, strict as the Mother is, for a
deliverer of our holy reigion and the throne of his
Catholic Majesty, the rule might be relaxed for a
moment,’ said the confessor, blinking. "I will geak
about it.'

'How old is Sger Theresa? inquired the lover.
He dared not ak any quegtions of the pries as to the
nun's beauty.

'She does not reckon years now, the good man
answered, with a simplicity that made the General
shudder.

Next day before deta, the confessor came to inform
the French General that Sser Theresa and the M other
consented to receive him at the grating in the parlour
before vepas The General gpent the Seta in pacing
to and fro along the quay in the noonday heat. Thither
the pries came to find him, and brought him to the
convent by way of the gallery round the cemetery.
Fountains, green trees, and rows of arcading maintained
a cool fresness in keeping with the place

At the further end of the long gallery the priest led
the way into a large room divided in two by a grating
covered with a brown curtain. In the first, and in'some
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sort public half of the apartment, where the confessor
left the newcomer, a wooden bench ran round the wall,
and two or three chairs, also of wood, were placed near
the grating. The ceiling conaged of bare unorna-
mented ;oists and crossbeams of ilex wood. As the two
windowswere both on the inner dde of the grating, and
the dark surface of the wood was a bad reflector, the
light in the place was so dim that you could scarcdy se
the great black crucifix, the portrait of Saint Theresa,
and a picture of the Madonna which adorned the grey
parlour walls. Tumultuous as the General's fedings
were, they took something of the meancholy of the
place. He grew cam in that homdy quiet. A snse
of something vag as the tomb took poseeson of him
beneath the chill unceiled roof. Here, as in the grave,
was there not eternal dlence, degp peace—the sn=e
of the Infinite? And besdes this there was the quiet
and the fixed thought of the cloisger—a thought which
you felt like a subtle presance in the air, and in the
dim duk of the room; an all-pervasve thought
nowhere definitely expressed, and looming the larger
in the imagination; for in the cloiger the great saying,
'‘Peace in the Lord," enters the leas rdigious soul as a
living force.

The monk'slife is scarcdy comprehensble. A man
gams confessed a weakling in a monastery$ he was
born to act, to live out a life of work ; he is evading a
man's degtiny in his cell. But what man's strength,
blended with pathetic weakness, is implied by a woman's
choice of the convent lifel A man may have any
number of matives for burying himself in a monastery ;
for him it isthe leap over the precipice. A woman has
but one motive—she is a woman still ; she betrothes
hersdf to a Heavenly Bridegroom. Of the monk you
may ak, ' Why did you not fight your battle? But if
a woman immures hersdf in the cloigter, is there not
alwafs a sublime battle fought first ?
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At length it ssamed to the General that that still
room, and the londly convent in the s, were full of
thoughts of him. Love sddom attains to solemnity;
yet surdy a love still faithful in the breast of God was
something solemn, something more than a man had
a right to look for as things are in this nineteenth
century ? Theinfinite grandeur of the situation might
well produce an effect upon the General's mind ; he had
precisdly enough elevation of soul to forget palitics,
honours, Spain, and society in Paris, and to rise to the
height of this lofty climax. And what in truth could
be more tragic? How much mug pass in the souls of
thexe two lovers, brought together in a place of
drangers, on a ledge of granite in the sea; yet hed
apart by an intangible, unsurmountable barrier ! Try
to imagine the man saying within himsdf, ' Shall |
triumph over God in her heart ?* when a faint rustling
sound made him quiver, and the curtain was drawn
adde

Between him and the light ¢ood a woman. Het
face was hidden by the veil that drooped from the folds
upon her head; she was dressd according to the rule
of the order in a gown of the colour become proverbial.
Her bare fet were hidden ; if the General could have
sen them, he would have known how appallingly thin
dhe had grown; and yet in soite of the thick folds of
her coarse gown, a mere covering and no ornament, he
could guess how tears, and prayer, and passon, and lone-
liness had wasted the woman before him.

An ice-cald hand, belonging, no doubt, to the Mother
Superior, held back thecurtain. The General gave the
enforced witness of their interview a searching glance,
and met the dark, inscrutable gaze of an aged recluse
The Mother might have been a century old, but the
bright, youthful eyes bdied the wrinkles that furrowed
her pale face.

"M me. la Duchesse he batan, his voice shaken'with
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emotion, ' docs your companion undersgand French ?
Theveled figure bowed her head at the sound of his
voice.

" Thereisno duchess here' she replied. ' It is Sge
Theresa whom you s before you. She whom you call
my companion is my mother in God, my superior here
on earth.’

Thewords were s0 meekly gpoken by the voice that
sounded in other years amid harmonious surroundings of
refined luxury, the voice of a queen of fashion in Paris,
Such words from the lips that once sooke 0 lightly and
flippantly struck the General dumb with amazement.

'The Holy Mother only gesks Latin and Spanish,’
she added.

'l undergand neither. Dear Antoinette, make my
excusss to her .

Thelight fell full upon the nun'sfigure; a thrill of
degp emotion betrayed itself in a faint quiver of her
veill as e heard he name softly spoken by the man
who had been s0 hard in the pad.

"My brother,’ she said, drawing he deeve under
her veil, perhaps to brush tears away, 'l am Sde
Theresa.'

Then, turning to the Superior, she poke in Spanish ;
the General knew enough of the language to undersand
what she said perfectly well; possbly he could have
gooken it had he chosen to do so.

' Dear Mother, the gentleman presents his respects to
you, and begs you to pardon him if he cannot pay them
himsdf, but he knows neither of the languages which
you goesk——'

Theaged nun bent her head dowly, with an expres
gon of angdlic sweethess, enhanced at the same time by
the consdousness of her power and dignity.

' Do you know this gentleman ?' dhe asked, with a
keen glance.

' Yes, Mother.'
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' Go back toyour cell, my daughter!" said the M other
Imperioudy.

The General dipped adde behind the curtain lest the
dreadful tumult within him should appear in hisface; even
in the shadow it ssemed to him that he could still see the
Superior's piercing eyes He was afraid of her ; she held
his little, frail, hardly-won happiness in her hands; and
he, who had never quailed under a triple row of guns,
now trembled before this nun. The Duches went
towards the door, but she turned back.

' Mother," de said, with dreadful camness 'the
Frenchman is one of my brothers!

'Then stay,my daughter,' said the Superior, after a pause

T he piece of admirable Jesuitry told of such love and
regret, that a man less strongly congtituted might have
broken down under the keen delight in the midst of a
great and, for him, an entirely novd peril. Oh! how
precious words, looks, and gestures became when love
mug baffle lynx eyes and tiger'sclaws! Sde Theresa
came back.

"You 2 my brother, what | have dared to do only
to goesk to you for a moment of your salvation and of
the prayers that my soul puts up for your soul daily. |
am committing mortal sin. | have told a lie. How
many days of penance must expiate that lie! But |
ghall endure it for your sake. My brother, you do not
know what happiness it is to love in heaven ; to fed
that you can confesslove purified by religion, love trans
ported into the highest heights of all, so that we are
permitted to lose sght of all but the soul. If the
doctrine and the spirit of the Saint to whom we owe
this refuge had not raised me above earth's anguish, and
caught me up and st me, far indeed beneath the Sphere
wherein she dwdlls, yet truly above thisworld, I should
not have s.en you again. But now | can see you, and
hear your voice, and remain calm——'

The General broke in, 'But, Antoinette, let me s
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you, you whom | love passonately, desperatdy, as you
could have wished me to love you.

‘Do not call me Antoinette, | implore vyou.
Memories of the pag hurt me.  You mugt s no one
here but Sde Theresa, a creature who truds in the
Divine mercy.! She pausd for alittle, and then added,
'Y ou mug control yoursdf, my brother. Our Mother
would separate us without pity if there is any worldly
passon in your face or if you allow the tears to fall
from your eyes!

The General bowed his head to regain self-control;
when he looked up again he saw her face beyond the
grating—the thin, white, but till impassoned face of
the nun. All the magic charm of youth that once
bloomed there, all the fair contrast of velvet white-
ness and the colour of the Bengal rose, had given place
to a burning glow, as of a porcdain ;ar with a faint
light shining through it. The wonderful hair in which
she took such pride had been shaven; there was a
bandage round her forehead and about her face. An
acetic life had left dark traces about the eyes, which
still sometimes shot out fevered glances ; their ordinary
calm expresson was but a veil. In a few words, she
was but the ghost of her former sdf.

*Ah! you that have come to be my life, you mus
come out of thistomb! You were mine; you had no
right to give yoursdf, even to God. Did you not
promise me to give up all at the lead command from
me? You may pehaps think me worthy of that
promise now when you hear what | have done for you.
| have sought you all through the world. You have
been in my thoughts at every moment for five years,
my life has been given to you. My friends, very
powerful friends, as you know, have helped with all
their might to search every convent in France, Italy,
Spain, Sicily, and America. Love burned more brightly
for every vain search. Again and again | made long
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journeys with a false hope ; | have wasted my life and
the heaviest throbbings of my heart in vain under many
a dark convent wall. | am not speaking of a faithful-
nes that knows no bounds for what is it >—nothing
compared with the infinite longings of my love If
your remorse long ago was sincere, you ought not to
hestate to follow me to-day.’

"You forget that | am not free

'The Duke isdead,” he ansvered quickly.

Sger Theresaflushed red.

' May heaven be open to him!" she cried with a
quick rush of feding. ' He was generous to me.—But
| did not mean such ties; it was one of my dns that |
was ready to break them all without scruple—for you.'

"Are you speaking of your vows? the General
asked, frowning. I did not think that anything
weighed heavier with your heart than love. But do
not think twice of it, Antoinette} the Holy Father
himsdf shall absolve you of your oath. | will surely go
to Rome, | will entreat all the powers of earth ; if God
could come down from heaven, | would——'

' Do not blagpheme!

' S0 do not fear the anger of God. Ah! | would far
rather hear that you would leave your prison for me;
that this very night you would let yoursdf down into a
boat at the foot of the cliffss.  And we would go away
to be happy somewhere at the world's end, | know not
where. And with me at your sde, you should come
back to life and health under the wings of love!'

"'You mudg not talk like this' said Sde Theresa ;
'you do not know what you are to me now. | love

ou far better than | ever loved you before. Every day
pray for you; | seyou with other eyes Armand, if
you but knew the happiness of giving yoursdf up, with-
out shame, to a pure friendship which God watches
over! You do not know what ;oy it is to me to, pray
for heaven's blessng on you. | never pray for myself:
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God will do with me according to Hiswill; but, at the
price of my soul, | wish | could be sure that you are
happy here on earth, and that you will be happy here-
after throughout all ages My eternal life is all that
trouble has left me to offer up to you. | am old now
with weeping ; | am neither young nor fair; and in any
caxs, you could not respect the nun who became a wife ;
no love, not even motherhood, could give me absolution.
... What can you sy to outweigh the uncounted
thoughts that have gathered in my heart during the pas
five years, thougnhts that have changed, and worn, and
blighted it ? | ought to have given a heart less sorrow-
ful to God.'

"What can | say ? Dear Antoinette, | will sy this,
that | love you ; that affection, love, a great love, the ;
wholly ours, isso rare a thing and so hard to find, that
| doubted you, and put you to sharp proof; but now,
to-day, | love you, Antoinette, with all my soul's
strength. ... If you will follow me into solitude, |
will hear no voice but yours, | will s no other face'

' Hush, Armand! You are shortening the little time
that we may be together here on earth.'

" Antoinette, will you come with me ?

'l am never away from you. My life is in your
heart, not through the sHfish ties of earthly happiness,
or vanity, or enjoyment ; pale and withered as | am,
| live here for you, in the breasz of God. As God is
beforeyou ? Is he never to come first and above all
things dsin your heart ? In time pag you put social
uccess yoursdf, heaven knows what, before him; now
it igGod, it isthe welfareof my soul |  In Sgter Theresa
| find the Duchess over again, ignorant of the happiness
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of love, insensble as ever, beneath the semblance of
sensbility. You do not love me ; you have never loved
me——'

' Oh, my brother——!"

"'You do not wish to leave thistomb. You love my
soul, do you say ? Very well, through you it will be
logt for ever. | shall make away with mysalf——'

Mother!'" Sse Theresa called aloud in Spanish,
'l have lied to you ; this man is my lover !'

Thecurtain fdl at once. The General, in his stupor,
scarcely heard the doars within as they clanged.

"Ah! deloves mestill!" he cried, understanding all
the sublimity of that cry of hers. 'She loves me still.
She mugt be carried off. . . ¢

The General left the idand, returned to head-
quarters, pleaded ill-health, asked for leave of absence
and forthwith took his departure for France.

And now for the incidents which brought the two
personages in this Scene into their present relation to
each other.

Thething known in France as the Faubourg Saint-
Germain is neither a Quarter, nor a sect, nor an
institution, nor anything dse that admits of a predse
definition. There are great housss in the Place Royale,
the Faubourg Saint-Honore, and the Chaussee d'Antin,
in any one of which you may breathe the same atmo-
gohere of Faubourg Saint-Germain. So, to begin with,
the whole Faubourgis not within the Faubourg. There
are men and women born far enough away from its
influences who repond to them and take their placein
the circle; and again there are others, born within its
limits, who may yet be driven forth for ever. For the
lagt forty years the manners and customs, and Speech,
in aword, the tradition of the Faubourg Saint-Germain,
has been to Paris what the Court usd to be in other
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times; it iswhat the Hotel Saint-Paul was to the Four -
teenth Century ; the Louvre to the Fifteenth; the
Palais, the Hotel Rambouillet, and the Place Royale to
the Sixteenth; and lastly, as Versailles was to the
Seventeenth and the Eighteenth.

Jud as the ordinary work-a-day Paris will always
centre about some point ; s, through all periods of
history, the Paris of the nobles and the upper dasss
converges towards some particular spot. It isa periodi-
cally recurrent phenomenon which presents ample
matter for reflection to those who are fain to observe or
decribe the various social zones, and possbly an in-
quiry into the causss that bring about this centralisation
may do more than merdy ;ustify the probability of this
episode ; it may be of service to srious interests which
some day will be more deeply rooted in the common-
wealth, unless, indeed, experience is as meaningless for
political partiesas it is for youth.

In every age the great nobles, and the rich who always
ape the great nobles, build their houses as far as possble
from crowded dreets.  When the Due d'Uzes built his
slendid hotel in the Rue Montmartre in the reign of
Louis xiv., and st thefountain at his gates—for which
beneficent action, to say nothing of his other virtues, he
was hdd in such veneration that the whole quarter
turned out in a body to follow his funeral—when the
Duke, | say, chose this dte for his house, he did so
because that part of Paris was almost deserted in those
days But when the fortifications were pulled down,
and the market gardens beyond theline of the boulevards
began to fill with houses then the d'Uzes family left
their fine manson, and in our time it wasoccupied by a
banker. Later still, the noblese began to find them-
sves out of their eement among shopkeepers, left the
Place Royale and the centre of Paris lor good, and
cosd the river to breathe fredy in the Faubourg
Saint-Germain, where palaces werereared already about
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the great hotel built by Louis xiv. for the Due de
Maine—theBenjamin among his legitimated offspring.
And indeed, for people accustomed to a stately life, can
there be more unseemly surroundings than the bustle,
the mud, the street cries, the bad smells, and narrow
thoroughfares of a populous quarter ? The very habits
of lifein amercantile or manufacturingdistrict are com-
pletely at variance with the lives of nobles. T he shop-
keeper and artisan are ;ust going to bed when the
great world is thinking of dinner ; and the noisy stir of
life begins among the former when the latter have gone
to rest. Their day's calculations never coincide ; the
one dass represents the expenditure, the other the
receipts. Consequently their manners and customs are
diametrically opposed.

Nothing contemptuous is intended by this statement.
An aristocracy isin a manner the intellect of the social
system, as the middle dases and the proletariat may
be said to be its organising and working power. It
naturally follows that these forces are differently situa-
ted ; and of their antagonism there is bred a seeming
antipathy produced by the performance of different
functions, all of them, however, existing for one common
end.

Such social dissonances are so inevitably the outcome
of any charter of the constitution, that however much
a Liberal may be digposed to complain of them, as of
treason against those sublime ideas with which the
ambitious plebeian is apt to cover his desgns, he would
none the lessthink it a preposterous notion that M. le
Princede Montmorency, for instance, should continue to
livein the Rue Saint-Martin at the corner of the street
which bears that nobleman’'s name ; or that M. le Due
de Fitz- James, descendant of the royal house of Scotland,
should have his hotel at the angle of the Rue Marie
Stuart and the Rue Montorgueil. Sint ut sunty, aut non
sint, the grand words of the Jesuit, might be taken



The Thirteen 169

as a motto by thegreat in all countries. These social
differences are patent in all ages, the fact is always
accepted by the people; its ' reasons of state' are sdf-
evident ; it is at once cause and effect, a principle
and a law. The common s of the masses never
desrts them until demagogues sir them up to gain
ends of their own ; that common snse is basd on the
verities of socal order ; and the social order is the
same everywhere, in Moscow as in London, in Geneva
as in Calcutta. Given a certain number of families of
unequal fortune in any given space you will se an
arigocracy forming under your eyes, there will be the
patricians, the uppe dasss and yet other ranks below
them. Equality may be a right , but no power on earth
can convert it into fact. It would be a good thing for
France if this idea could be popularised. The bendfits
of political harmony are obvious to the least intelligent
dases Harmony is, as it were, the poetry of order, and
order is a matter of vital importance to the working
population. And what is order, reduced to its Smplest
expresson, but the agreement of things among them-
selves—unity, in short ?  Architecture, musc, and
poetry, everything in France, and in France more than
in any other country, is based upon this principle; it
is written upon the very foundations of her clear
accurate language, and a language must always be the
mog infallible index of national character. In the same
way you may note that the French popular airsarethose
mog calculated to strike the imagination, the bedt'
modulated medodies are taken over by the people; clear-
nes of thought, the intellectual smplicity of an idea
attracts them; they like the incisve sayings that
hold the greatest number of ideas France is the one
country in the world where a little phrase may bring
about a great revolution. Whenever the mases have
risen,, it has been to bring men, affairs, and principles
into agreement. No nation has a clearer conception of
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that idea of unity which should permeate the life of an
arigocracy ; possbly no other nation has s0 intelligent
a comprehenson of a political necessty; history will
never find her behind the time. France has been led
asray many a time, but she is dduded, woman-like, by
generous ideas by a glow of enthusasm which at first
outstrips sober reason.

S0, to begin with, the mogt striking characterigtic of
the Faubourg is the splendour of its great mandons, its
great gardens, and a surrounding quiet in keeping with
princely revenues drawn from great edates. And what
IS this digance 2 between a dass and a whole metro-
polis but the visble and outward expresson of the
widely different attitude of mind which mug inevitably
keep them apart ? The pogtion of the head is well
defined in every organism. If by any chance a nation
allows its head to fall at its fet, it is pretty sure sooner
or later to discover that this isa suicidal measure; and
gnce nations have no dedre to perish, they st to work
at once to grow a new head. |[fthey lack the strength
for this, they perish as Rome perished, and Venice, and
0 many other dates

This distinction between the upper and lower oheres
of sodal activity, emphasssd by differences in their
manner of living, necessarily implies that in the highest
arigocracy thereisreal worth and some distinguishing
merit. In any State, no matter what form of®govern-
ment Ms affected, so soon as the patrician dassfails to
maintain that complete superiority which is the condi-
tion of its existence, it ceases to be a force, and is pulled
down at once by the populace. T he people always wish to
= money, power, and initiative in their leaders, hands,
hearts, and heads ; they mus be the sookesmen, they must
represent the intelligence and the glory of the nation.
Nations, like women, love strength in those who rule
them $ they cannot give love without respect ; ;hey
refuse utterly to obey those of whom they do not stand
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in awe. An arigocracy fallen into contempt is a rat
faineant, a husband in petticoats, first it ceasss to be
itself, and then it ceasssto be.

And in thisway the isolation of the great, the sharply
marked distinction in their manner of life, or in aword,
the general cusom of the patrician cage is at once the
sgn of a real power, and their destruction so soon as
that power islost. The Faubourg Saint-Ger main failed
to recognise the conditions of its being, while it would
still have been easy to perpetuate its existence,and there-
fore was brought low for a time. The Faubourg should
have looked the facts fairly in the face, as the English
arigocracy did before them ; they should have seen that
every institution has its climacteric periods, when words
lose their old meanings, and ideas reappear in a new
guise, and the whole conditions of paliticswear a changed
aspect, while the underlying realities undergo no essen-
tial alteration.

These ideas demand further devdopments whicK
form an essential part of this episode $ they are given
here both as a succinct statement of the causes and an
explanation of the things which happen in the course of
the story.

The datdiness of the cadles and paaces where
nobles dwell ; the luxury of the details ; the congantly
maintained sumptuousness of the furniture ; the' atmo-
sphere’ in which the fortunate owner of landed etates
(a rich man before he was born) lives and moves easly
and without friction ; the habit of mind which never
descends to calculate the petty work-a-day gains of
existence; theleisure; thehigher education attainableat a
much earlier age; and lastly, thearistocratic tradition that
makes of him a sodial force, for which his opponents, by
dint of sudy and a strong will and tenacity of vocation,
are scar cely a match—all thesethings should contributeto
form a lofty spirit in a man, posssssad of such privileges
from his youth up; they should samp his character
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with that high sdf-respect, of which the leas conse-

guence is a nobleness of heart in harmony with the
noble name that he bears And in some few families all

this is realised. There are noble characters here and

there in the Faubourg, but they are marked exceptions
to a general rule of egoism which has been the ruin of

this world within a world. The privileges above
enumerated are the birthright of the French noblesse, as
of every patrician efflorescence ever formed on the sur-

face of a nation ; and will continue to be theirs so long

as their exigence is based upon real estate, or money ;

domaine-sol and domaine-argent alike, theonly solid bases
of an organised society; but such privileges are hed

upon the undersanding that the patricians must con-

tinue to ;ustify their existence. There is a sort of

moral fief hed on a tenure of service rendered to the
sovereign, and herein Francethe people are undoubtedly

the soveragns nowadays  The times are changed,

and s0 are the weapons. T he knight-banneret of old

wore a coat of chain armour and a hauberk ; he* could

handle a lance well and display his pennon, and no more
was reguired of him ; to-day heis bound to give proof of

hisintelligence. A gout heart was enough in the days
of old ; in our days he is required to have a capacous
brain-pan. Skill and knowledge and capital—these
three points mark out a social triangle on which the
scutcheon of power is blazoned; our modern aristocracy

mug take its gand on these.

A fine theorem is as good as a great name. The
Rothschilds, the Fuggers of the nineteenth century, are
princes de facto. A great artist isin reality an oligarch ;
he represents a whole century, and almog always he isa
law to others. And theart of words, the high presure
machinery of the writer, the pod's genius, the
merchant's deady endurance, the strong will of
the gatesman who concentrates a thousand dazzling
qualities in himsdf, the general's sword,—all these
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victories, in short, which a dngle individual will
win, that he may tower above the rest of the world, the
patrician dass is now bound to win and keep exclusively.
They mus head the new forces as they once headed the
material forces ; how should they keep the position unless
they are worthy of it ?  How, unless they are the soul
and brain of a nation, shall they st its hands moving ?
How lead a people without the power of command ?
And what is the marsha's baton without the innate
power of the captain in the man who widds it ?
The Faubourg Saint-Germain took to playing with
batons, and fancied that all the power was in its hands
It inverted the terms of the propostion which
called it into exisence. And ingead of flinging away
the insignia which offended the people, and quietly
grasping the power, it allowed the bourgecise to
sze the authority, clung with fatal obginacy to its
shadow, and over and over again forgot the laws which
a minority must obsxve if it would live. When an
arigocracy is sarce a thousandth part of the body
social, it isbound to-day, asof old, to multiply its points of
action, so as to counterbalance the weight of the masss
in agreat crigs. And in our days those meansof action
must be living forces, and not historical memories.

In France, unluckily, the noblese were still so puffed
up with the notion of their vanished power, that it was
difficult to contend againg a kind of innate presump-
tion in themsdves. Perhaps this is a national defect.
The Frenchman is les given than any one d= to
undervalue himself; it comes natural to him to go from
hisdegreeto the oneaboveit; and whileitisarare thing
for him to pity the unfortunates over whose heads he
rises he always groans in spirit to ss2 S0 many fortunate
people above him. He is very far from heartless, but
too often he prefers to listen to his intellect. The
national instinct which brings the Frenchman to
the front, the vanity that wades his substance, isas much
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a dominant passon as thrift in the Dutch. For three
centuries it swayed the noblesss who, in this respect,
were certainly pre-eminently French. The stion of
the Faubourg Saint-Germain, beholding his material
superiority, was fully pesuaded of his intellectual
superiority. And everything contributed to confirm
him in his belief; for ever snce the Faubourg Saint-
Germain exiged at all—which is to say, ever ance Ver-
sailles ceasd to be the royal resdence—the Faubourg,
with some few gaps in continuity, was always backed up
by the central power, which in France s2dom fails to
support that sde.  Thence its downfall in 1830.

At that time the party of the Faubourg Saint-Ger-
main was rather like an army without a base of opera-
tion. It had utterly failed to take advantage of the
peace to plant itsef in the heart of the nation. It
gnned for want of learning its lesson, and through an
utter incapability of regarding its interests as a whole.
A future certainty was sacrificed to a doubtful present
gain. Thisblunder in policy may perhaps be attributed
to the following cause

The dassislation so drenuoudy kept up by the
noblese brought about fatal results during the lagt forty
years, even caste-patriotism was extinguished by it, and
rivalry fodered among themsdves When the French
noblese of other times were rich and powerful, the
nobles{gentilhommes) could choosetheir chiefsand obey
them in the hour of danger. As their power diminished,
they grew lessamenableto discipline; and asin thelast
days of the Byzantine Empire, every one wished to be
emperor. They mistook their uniform weakness for
uniform strength.

Each family ruined by the Revolution and the abolition
of the law of primogeniture thought only of itsdf, and
not at all of the great family of the noblese. It seemed
to them that as each individual grew rich, the party asa
whole would gain in strength. And herein lay "thar
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mistake. Money, likewise, is only the outward and
visible sign of power. Al these families were made up
of persons who preserved a high tradition of courtesy, of
true graciousness of life, of refined speech, with a family
pride, and a squeamish snse of noblesse oblige which
suited well with the kind of life they led ; a life wholly
filled with occupations which become contemptible so
soon as they ceese to be accessories and take the chief
place in existence. There was a certain intrinsic merit
in all these people, but the merit was on the surface, and
none of them were worth their face-value.

N ot a single one among those families had courage to
ask itself the question,’ Are we strong enough for the
responsibility of power ?' They were cast on the top,
like the lawyers of 1830 ; and instead of taking the
patron's place, like a great man, the Faubourg Saint-
Germain showed itself greedy as an upstart. The most
intelligent nation in the world perceived clearly that the
restored nobles were organising everything for their
own particular benefit. From that day the noblesse was
doomed. The Faubourg Saint-Germain tried to be an
aristocracy when it could only be an oligarchy—two
very different systems, as any man may se for himself
if he gives an intelligent perusa to the list of the
patronymics of the House of Peers.

TheKing'sGovernment certainly meant well; but the
maxim that the people must be made to will everything,
even their own welfare, was pretty constantly forgotten,
nor did they bear in mind that La France is a woman
and capricious, and must be happy or chastised at her
own good pleasure. If there had been many dukes like
the Due de Laval, whose modesty made him worthy of
the name he bore, the elder branch would have been as
securely seated on the throne as the House of Hanover
at this day.

In 1814 the noblesse of France were called upon to
assert their superiority over the most aristocratic bour-
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geoide in the mog feminine of all countries, to take the
lead in the mog highly educated epoch the world had
yet seen. And thiswas even more notably the casein
1820. The Faubourg Saint-Germain might very easly
have led and amusad the middle dasses in days when
peoples heads were turned with distinctions, and art and
sence wereall therage. But the narrow-minded leaders
of a time of great intellectual progress all of them
deteted art and science.  They had not even the wit to
preent religion in attractive colours, though they
neaded itssupport. While Lamartine, Lamennais, M on-
talembert, and other writers were putting new life and
elevation into men's ideas of religion, and gilding it
with poetry, theee bunglers in the Government chose to
make the hardines of their creed felt all over the
country. Never was nation in a more tractable
humour ; La France, like a tired woman, was ready to
agree to anything; never was mismanagement <o
Clumsy ; and La France, like a woman, would have
forgiven wrongs more eadly than bungling.

If the noblese meant to reinstate themsdves, the
better to found a grong oligarchy, they should have
honestly and diligently searched their Houses for men of
the gamp that Napoleon used; they should have turned
themsdves ingde out to s if peradventure there was a
Congtitutionalist Richelieu lurking in the entrails of the
Faubourg ; and if that genius was not forthcoming from
among them, they should have st out to find him, even
in the firdess garret where he might happen to be perish-
ing of cold; they should have assmilated him, as the
English House of Lords continually assmilates aristo-
crats made by chance; and finally ordered him to be
ruthless, to lop away the old wood, and cut the tree
down to the living shoots But, in the firs place the
great sygem of English Toryism was far too large for
narrow minds; the importation required time, and in
France a tardy success is no better than a fiasco'. So
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far, moreover, from adopting a policy of redemption,
and looking for new forces where God puts them, these
petty great folk took a dislike to any capacity that did
not issue from their midst; and, lastly, instead of
growing young again, the Faubourg Saint-Germain
grew positively older.

Etiquette, not an institution of primary necessity,
might have been maintained if it had appeared only on
state occasions, but as it was, there was a daily wrangle
over precedence ; it cessed to be a matter of art or
court ceremonial, it became a question of power. And
if from the outset the Crown lacked an adviser equal to
SO great a crisis, the aristocracy was still more lacking
in a sense of its wider interests, an instinct which
might have supplied the deficiency. They stood nice
about M. de Talleyrand's marriage, when M. de Talley-
rand was the one man among them with the steel-
encompassed brains that can forge a new political
system and begin a new career of glory for a nation.
The Faubourg scoffed at a minister if he was not gently
born, and produced no one of gentle birth that was
fit to be a minister. There were plenty of nobles
fitted to serve their country by raising the dignity of ;
out roads and canals, and taking an active and lead-
ing part as country gentlemen; but these had sold
their estates to gamble on the Stock Exchange. Again
the Faubourg might have absorbed the energetic men
among the bourgeoisie, and opened their ranks to the
ambition which was undermining authority ; they pre-
ferred instead to fight, and to fight unarmed, for of all that
they once possessad there was nothing left but tradition.
For their misfortune there was ;ust precisely enough of
their former wealth left them as a class to keep up their
bitter pride. They were content with their past. Not
one ot»them seriously thought of bidding the son of the
house take up arms from the ne of weapons wnicu the

M
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Nineteenth Century flings down in the market-place.
Young men, shut out from office, were dancing at
Madame's balls, while they should have been doing the
work done under the Republic and the Empire by
young, conscientious, harmlessy employed energies. It
was their place to carry out at Paris the programme
which their seniors should have been following in the
country. The heads of houses might have won back
recognition of their titles by unremitting attention to
local interests, by falling in with the spirit of the age,
by recasting their order to suit the taste of the times.

But, pent up together in the Faubourg Saint-Germain,
where the spirit of the ancient court and traditions of
bygone feuds between the nobles and the Crown still
lingered on, the aristocracy was not whole-hearted in its
alegiance to the Tuileries, and so much the more easily
defested because it was concentrated in the Chamber of
Pears, and badly organised even there. If the noblesse
had woven themsdves into a network over the country,
they could have held their own ; but cooped up in their
Faubourg, with their backs against the Chateau, or
soread at full length over the Budget, a single blow cut
the thread of a fast-expiring life, and a petty, smug-
faced lawyer came forward with the axe. In spite of
M. Royer-Collard's admirable discourse, the hereditary
peerage and law of entail fell before the lampoons of a
man who made it a boast that he had adroitly argued
some few heads out of the executioner's clutches, and
now forsooth must clumsily proceed to the slaying of
old institutions.

There are examples and lessons for the future in all
this. For if there were not still a future before the
French aristocracy, there would be no need to do more
than find a suitable sarcophagus; it were something
pitilessly cruel to burn the dead body of it withfire of
Tophet. But though the surgeon's scalpel is ruthless,
it sometime' gives back life to adying man; and the
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Faubourg Saint-Germain may wax more powerful under
persecution than in its day of triumph, if it but chooses
to organise itself under a leader.

And now it is essy to give a summary of this semi-
political survey. The wish to re-establish a large
fortune was uppermost in every ones mind; a lack of
broad views, and a mass of small defects, a real need of
religion as a political factor, combined with a thirst for
pleasure which damaged the cause of religion and
necessitated a good ded of hypocrisy; a certain attitude
of protest on the part of loftier and clearer-sighted men
who sat their faces against Court ;ealousies; and the
disaffection of the provincial families, who often came
of purer descent than the nobles of the Court which
alienated them from itself,—all these things combined
to bring about a most discordant state of things in the
Faubourg Saint-Germain. It was neither compact in
Its organisation, nor consequent in its action; neither
completely - moral, nor frankly dissolute; it did not
corrupt, nor was it corrupted ; it would neither wholly
abandon the disputed points which damaged its cause,
nor yet adopt the policy that might have saved it. In
short, however effete individuals might be, the party as
a whole was none the less aamed with all the great
principles which lie at the roots of national existence.
What was there in the Faubourg that it should perish
m its strength r

It was very hard to please in the choice of candidates;
the Faubourg had good taste, it was scornfully fastidious,
yet there was nothing very glorious nor chivalrous truly
about its fall.

In the Emigration of 1789 there were some traces of
a loftier feeling ; but in the Emigration of 1830 from
Paris into the country there was nothing discernible but
self-interest. A few famous men of letters, a few
oratorical triumphs in the Chambers, M. de Tailey'
rand's attitude in the Congress, the taking of Algiers
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and not a few names that found their way from the
battlefield into the pages of history,—all these things
were so many examples set before the French noblesse
to show that it was still open to them to take their part
in the national existence, and to win recognition of
their claims, if, indeed, they could condescend thus far.
In every living organism thework of bringing the whole
into harmony within itself is always going on. If a
man is indolent, the indolence shows itself in every-
thing that he does ; and, in the same manner, the
general spirit of adass is pretty plainly manifested in the
face it turns on theworld, and the soul informs the body.

The women of the Restoration displayed neither the
proud disregard of public opinion shown by the court
ladies of olden time in their wantonness, nor yet the
simple grandeur of the tardy virtues by which they
expiated their sins and shed so biight a glory about their
names. There was nothing either very frivolous or very
serious about the woman of the Restoration. She was
hypocritical asarulein her passion, and compounded, so
to speak, with its pleasures. Some few families led the
domestic life of the Duchesse d'Orleans, whose connubial
couch was exhibited so absurdly to visitors at the Palais
Royal. Two or three kept up the traditions of the
Regency, filling cleverer women with something like
disgust. The great lady of the new school exercised no
influence at all over the manners of the time ; and yet
she might have done much. She might, at worst, have
presented as dignified a spectacle as Englishwomen of
the same rank. But she hesitated feebly among old
precedents, became a bigot by force of circumstances,
and allowed nothing of herself to appear, not even her
better qualities.

N ot one among the Frenchwomen of that day had the
ability to create a sdon whither leaders of fashion
might come to take lessons in taste and elegance.
Their voices, which once laid down the law to Tit era-
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ture, that living expresson of a time, now counted
absolutdy for nought. Now when a literature lacks a
general sydem, it fails to shape a body for itsdf, and
dies out with its period.

When in a nation at any time there is a people apart
thus condtituted, the historian is pretty certain to find
ome representative figure, some central personage who
embodies the qualities and the defects of the whole
party to which he bedongs, there is Coligny, for
instance, among the Huguenots, the Coadjuteur in the
time of the Fronde, the Marechal de Richelieu under
Louis xv., Dan ton during the Terror. It is in the
nature of things that the man should be identified with
the company in which higory finds him. How is it
possble to lead a party without conforming to its ideas ?
or to shine in any epoch unless a man represents the
ideas of his time? The wise and prudent head of a
party is continually obliged to bow to the prgudices and
follies of its rear; and this is the cause of actions for
which he is afterwards criticised by this or that hisorian
sitting at a safer distance from terrific popular explosons,
coally ;udging the passon and ferment without which
the great sruggles of the world could not be carried on
at all. And if thisis true of the Historical Comedy of
the Centuries, it is equally true in a more restricted
ghere in the detached somes of the national drama
known as the Manners of the Age,

At the beginning of that ephemera life led by the
Faubourg Saint-Germain under the Restoration, to
which, if there is any truth in the above reflections,
they falled to give stability, the mog perfect type of
the aristocratic cage in its weakness and strength, its
greatness and littleness, might have been found for a
brief gpace in a young married woman who beonged to
it. This was a woman artificially educated, but in
reality ignorant; a woman whose ingincts and feelings
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were lofty, while the thought which should have con-
trolled them was wanting. She squandered the wealth
of her nature in obedience to social conventions, she was
ready to brave society, yet she hesitated till her scruples
degenerated into artifice. With morewilfulnessthan read
force of character, impressionable rather than enthusias-
tiCj-gifte Jwith more brain than heart; she was supremely
a woman, supremely a coquette, and above all things a
Parisienne, loving a brilliant life and gaiety, reflecting
never, or too late; imprudent to the verge of poetry,
and humble in the depths of her heart, in spite of her
charming insolence. Like some straight-growing reed,
she made a show of independence; yet, like the reed,
she was ready to bend to a strong hand. She talked
much of religion, and had it not at heart, though she
was prepared to find in it a solution of her life. How
explain a creature so complex ? Capable of heroism,
yet sinking unconsciously from heroic heights to utter a
spiteful word; young and sweet-natured, not so much
old at heart as aged by the maxims of those about her;
versed in a sdfish philosophy in which she was all un-
practised, she had all the vices of a courtier, all the
nobleness of developing womanhood. She trusted
nothing and no one, yet there were times when she
quitted her sceptical attitude for a submissive credulity.

How should any portrait be anything but incomplete
of her, in whom the play of swiftly-changing colour
made discord only to produce a poetic confusion ? for
in her there shone a divine brightness, a radiance of
youth that blended all her bewildering characteristics in
a certain completeness and unity informed by her
charm. Nothing was feigned. The passon or semi-
passion, the ineffectual high aspirations, the actual
pettiness, the coolness of sentiment and warmth of
impulse, were all spontaneous and unaffected, and as
much the outcome of her own position as of the position
of the aristocracy to which she belonged. She was
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wholly sdf-contained; she put hersdf proudly above
the world and beneath the shelter of her name. There
was something of the egoism of Medea in her life, asin
the life of the aristocracy that lay a-dying, and would not
so much as raise itself or stretch out a hand to any
political physician; so well aware of its feebleness, or so
conscious that it was already dust, that it refused to
touch or be touched.

The Duchesse de Langeais (for that was her name)
had been married for about four years when the Restora-
tion was finally consummated, which is to say, in 1816.
By that time the revolution of the Hundred Days had
let in the light on the mind of Louis xviii. In spite of
his surroundings, he comprehended the situation and the
age in which he was living; and it was only later,
whenthis LouisXi ., without the axe, lay stricken down
by disease, that those about him got the upper hand.
The Duchesse de Langeais, a Navarreins by birth,
came of a ducal house which had made a point of never
marrying below its rank since the reign of Louisxiv.
Every daughter of the house must sooner or later take a
tabouret at Court. So, Antoinette de Navarreins, at the
age of eighteen, came out of the profound solitude in
which her girlhood had been spent to marry the Due de
Langeaiss eldest son. The two families at that time
were living quite out of the world; but after the
invasion of France, the return of the Bourbons seemed
to every Royalist mind the only possible way of putting
an end to the miseries of the war.

The Dues de Navarreins and de Langeais had been
faithful throughout to the exiled Princes, nobly resist-
ing all the temptations of glory under the Empire.
Under the circumstances they naturally followed out
the old family policy; and Mile. Antoinette, a beautiful
and portionless girl, was married to M. le Marquis de
Langeais only a few months before the death of the
Dufce his rather.
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After the return of the Bourbons, the families
resumed their rank, offices, and dignity at Court;
once more they entered public life, from which hitherto
they held aoof, and took their place high on the sun-lit
summits of the new political world. In that time of
general basness and sham political conversions, the
public conscience was glad to recognise the unstained
loyalty of the two houses, and a consistency in political
and private life for which all parties involuntarily
respected them. But, unfortunately, as so often happens
in a time of transition, the most disinterested persons,
the men whose loftiness of view and wise principles
would have gained the confidence of the French nation
and led them to believe in the generosity of a novel and
spirited policy;—these men, to repeat, were taken out of
affairs, and public busness was allowed to fall into the
hands of others, who found it to their interest to push
principles to their extreme consequences by way of
proving their devotion.

The families of Langeais and Navarreins remained
about the Court, condemned to perform the duties
required by Court ceremonial amid the reproaches and
snears of the Liberal party. They were accused of
gorging themselves with riches and honours, and all the
while their family estates were no larger than before,
and liberal alowances from the civil list were wholly
expended in keeping up the state necessay for any
European government, even if it be a Republic.

In 1818, M. le Due de Langeais commanded a
division of the army, and the Duchess held a post about
one of the Princesses, in virtue of which she was free to
live in Paris and apart from her husband without scandal.
The Duke, moreover, besdes his military duties, had a
place at Court, to which he came during his term of
waiting, leaving his mgjor-genera in command. The
Duke and Duchess were leading lives entirely apart,
the world none the wiser. Their marriage of conVen-
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tion shared the fate of nearly all family arrangements of
the kind. Two more antipathetic digpodtions could
not well have been found ; they were brought together;
they ;arred upon each other ; there was soreness on
either 9de ; then they were divided once for all. Then
they went their separate ways, with a due regard for
appearances The Due de Langeais, by nature as
methodical as the Chevalier de Folard himsdf, gave
himsdf up methodically to his own tases and amuse-
ments, and left his wife at liberty to do as she pleasad 0
oon as he felt sure of her character. He recognised in
her a spirit pre-eminently proud, a cold heart, a profound
submissveness to the usages of the world, and a youth-
ful loyalty. Under the eyes of great relations, with the
light of a prudish and bigoted Court turned full upon
the Duchess, his honour was safe.

So the Duke calmly did asthe grands seigneurs of the
eighteenth century did before him, and left a young
wife of two-and-twenty to he own devices He had
deeply offended that wife, and in her nature there was
one appalling characterigic—she would never forgive
an offence when woman's vanity and sdf-love, with all
that was beg in her nature perhaps had been dighted,
wounded in secret.  Insult and injury in the face of the
world a woman loves to forget; thereis a way open to
her of showing hersdf great; she is a woman in her
forgiveness, but a secret offence women never pardon ;
for secret basness as for hidden virtues and hidden love,
they have no kindness,

Thiswas Mme. la Duchese de LangeaiVs real pos-
tion, unknown to the world. She hersdf did not.reflect
upon it. It was the time of the rgoicingsover the Due
de Berri's marriage. The Court and the Faubourg
roused itself from its liglessness and reserve.  This was
the real beginning of that unheard-of splendour which
the Government of the Restoration carried too far. At
that time the Duchess, whether for reasons of her own,
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or from vanity, never appeared in public without a fol-
lowing of women equally distinguished by name and
fortune. Asqueen of fashion she had her dames aatours
her ladies, who moddled their manner and their wit on
hers. They had been cleverly chosen. None of her
satellites beonged to the inmost Court circle, nor to the
highest level of the Faubourg Saint-Germain ; but&they
had s their minds upon admisson to those inner sanc-
tuaries. Being as yet Imple dominations, they wished to
rise to the neighbourhood of the throne, and minglewith
the seraphic powersin the high sphere known asle petit
chateau. Thus surrounded, the Duchesss postion was
gronger and more commanding and secure.  Her
'ladies' defended her character and helped her to play
her detestable part of a woman of fashion. She could
laugh at men at her ease play with fire recelve the
homage on which the feminine nature is nourished, and
remain midress of hersdf.

At Paris, in the highest society of all, a woman is a
woman still; sheliveson incense, adulation, and honours.
No beauty, however undoubted, no face, however fair,
is anything without admiration. Flattery and a lover
are proofs of power. And what is power without recog-
nition ? Nothing. [f the prettiest of women were |eft
alonein a corner of a drawing-room, she would droop.
Put her in thevery centreand summit of social grandeur,
she will at once agpire to reign over all hearts—often
because it is out of her power to be the happy queen of
one. Dressand manner and coquetry are all meant to
pleese one of the poorest creatures extant—the brainless
coxcomb, whose handsome face is his sole merit; it
was for such as thee that women threw themsdves
away. The gilded wooden idols of the Restoration, for
they were neither more nor less had neither the ante-
cedents of the petits maitres of the time of the Fronde,
nor the rough sterling worth of Napoleon's heroes, not
the wit and fine manners of their grandsires, but some-
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thing of all three they meant to be without any trouble
to themselves. Brave they were, like all young French-
men ; ability they possessed, no doubt, if they had had a
chance of proving it, but their places werefilled up by
the old worn-out men, who kept them in leading strings.
It was a day of small things, a cold prosaic era. Per-
haps it takes a long time for a Restoration to become a
Monarchy.

For the past eighteen months the Duchesse de Lan-
geais had been leading this empty life, filled with balls
and subsequent visits, objectless triumphs, and the tran-
sient loves that spring up and die in an evening's space.
All eyes were turned on her when she entered a room ;
she regped her harvest of flatteries and some few words
of warmer admiration, which she encouraged by a gesture
or a glance, but never suffered to penetrate degper than
theskin. Her tone and bearing and everything ese about
her imposed her will upon others. Her life was a sort
of fever of vanity and perpetual enjoyment, which turned
her head. She was daring enough in conversation; she
would listen to anything, corrupting the surface, as it
were, of her heart. Yet when she returned home, she
often blushed at the story that had made her laugh ; at the
scandalous tale that supplied the details, on the strength
of which she analysed the love that she had never
known, and marked the subtle distinctions of modern
passion, not with comment on the part of complacent
hypocrites. For women know how to say everything
among themselves, and more of them are ruined by
each other than corrupted by men.

There came a moment when gshe discerned that not
until a woman is loved will the world fully recognise her
beauty and her wit. What does a husband prove ?
Simply that a girl or woman was endowed with wealth,
or well brought up ; that her mother managed cleverly ;
that.in some way she satisfied a man's ambitions. A
lover constantly bears witness to her persona pcrfee-
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tions. Then followed the discovery, still in M me. de
Langeaiss early womanhood, that it was possble to be
loved without committing hersdf, without permisson,
without vouchsafing any satisfaction beyond the mod
meagre dues There was more than one demure
feminine hypocrite to instruct her in the art of playing
such dangerous comedies.

So the Duchess had her court, and the number of her
adorers and courtiers guaranteed her virtue. She was
amiable and fascinating; she flirted till the ball or the
evening's gaiety was at an end. Then the curtain
dropped. She was cold, indifferent, sdf-contained again,
till the next day brought its renewed sensations, super-
ficial as before. Two or three men were completely
decaved, and fell in love in earnest. She laughed at
them, she was utterly insengble. ' | am loved !" she told
hesdf. ' He loves me!" The certainty sufficed her.
It is enough for the miser to know that his every whim
might be fulfilled if he chose; so it was with the
Duchess, and perhaps she did not even go s far asto
form a wish.

One evening she chanced to be at the house of an
intimate friend, Mme. la Vicomtesse de Fontaine, one
of the humble rivals who cordially deteted her, and
went with her everywhere. In a' friendship' of this
sort both ddes are on their guard, and never lay ther
armour asde;, oconfidences are ingenioudy indiscredt,
and not unfrequently treacherous. Mme. de Langeais
had distributed her little patronising, friendly, or freezing
bows, with the air natural to a woman who knows the
worth of her gmiles, when her €yes fell upon a total
dranger. Something in the man's large gravity of
agoect gartled her, and, with afeeling almost Tike dread,
she turned to Mme. de Maufrigneusewith,' Who is the
new-comer, dear ?

' Some one that you have heard of, no doubt. .The
MarquisdeMontriveau.'
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"Ohlisit he?

She took up her eyeglass and submitted him to avery
insolent scrutiny, as if he had been a picture meant to
receive glances, not to return them.

' Do introduce him ; he ought to be interesting.'

' Nobody more tiresome and dull, dear. But he is
the fashion.'

M. Armand de Montriveau, at that moment all
unwittingly the object of general curiosity, better
desrved attention than any of the idols that Paris needs
must set up to worship for a brief gace, for the city is
vexed by periodical fits of craving, a passon for engoue-
ment and sham enthusasm, which mus be satisfied.
TheMarquiswastheonly son of General deMontriveau,
one of the ci-devants who served the Republic nobly,
and fell byjoubert's 9de at Novi. Bonaparte had placed
his son at the school at Chalons, with the orphans of other
generals who fell on the battlefield, leaving their chil-
dren under the protection of the Republic. Armand de
Montriveau left school with his way to make, entered
the artillery, and had only reached a maor'srank at the
time of the Fontainebleau disaser. In his section of the
srvice the chances of advancement were not riwtny.
There are fewer officers, in the first place, among the
gunners than in any other corps, and in the second
place, the feeling in the artillery was decidedly Liberal,
not to say Republican ; and the Emperor, feding little
confidence in a body of highly educated men who were
apt to think for themsdves, gave promotion grudg-
ingly in the service In the artillery, accordingly, the
general rule of the army did not apply; the command-
ing officers were not invariably the mos remarkable
men in their department, because there was less to be
feared from mediocrities. The artillery was a separate
corps in those days, and only came under Napoleon in
action.

Besdes these general causss other reasons inherent
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in Armand de Montriveau's character, were sufficient
in themselves to account for his tardy promotion. He
was aone in the world. He had been thrown at the
age of twenty into the whirlwind of men directed by
Napoleon ; his interests were bounded by himself, any
day he might lose hislife; it became a habit of mind
with him to live by his own sdf-respect and the con-
sciousness that he had done his duty. Like all shy men,
he was habitually silent ; but his shyness sprang by no
means from timidity ; it was a kind of modesty in him ;
he found any demonstration of vanity intolerable.
There was no sort of swagger about his fearlessness in
action ; nothing escgped his eyes ; he could give sensble
advice to his chums with unshaken coolness, he could
go under fire, and duck upon occasion to avoid bullets.
He was kindly; but his expresson was haughty and
stern, and his face gained him this character. In every-
thing he was rigorous as arithmetic ; he never permitted
the dlightest deviation from duty on any plausible
pretext, nor blinked the consequences of a fact. He
would lend himself to nothing of which he was ashamed,;
he never asked anything for himself; in short, Armand
de Montriveau was one of many great men unknown to
fame, and philosophical enough to despise i t; living with-
out attaching themselves to life, because they have not
found their opportunity of developing to the full their
power to do and fedl.

People were afraid of Montriveau; they respected him,
but he was not very popular. Men may indeed allow
you to rise above them, but to decline to descend as low
as they can do is the one unpardonable sin. In their
feeling towards loftier natures, there is a trace of hate
and fear. Too much honour with them implies censure
of themselves, a thing forgiven neither to the living nor
to the dead.

After the Emperor's farewells at Fontainebleau,
Montriveau, noble though he was, was put on half-pay.
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Perhaps the heads of the War Office took fright at
uncompromising uprightness worthy of antiquity, or
perhaps it was known that he felt bound by his oath to
the Imperial Eagle. During the Hundred Days he
was made a Colonel of the Guard, and left on the field
of Waterloo. His wounds kept him in Belgium ; he
was not present at the disbanding of the Army of the
Loire, but the King's government declined to recognise
promotion made during the Hundred Days, and Armand
de Montrivcau left France.

An adventurous spirit, a loftiness of thought hitherto
satisfied by the hazards of war, drove him on an explor-
ing expedition through Upper Egypt ; his sanity or
impulse directed his enthusiasm to a project of great
importance, he turned his attention to that unexplored
Central Africa which occupies the learned of to-day.
The scientific expedition was long and unfortunate.
He had made a valuable collection of notes bearing on
various geographical and commercial problems, of which
solutions are still eagerly sought; and succeeded, after
surmounting many obstacles, in reaching the heart of
the continent, when he was betrayed into the hands of
a hostile native tribe. Then, stripped of all that he had,
for two years he led a wandering life in the desert, the
dave of savages, threatened with death at every moment,
and more cruelly treated than a dumb animal in the
power of pitiless children. Physical strength, and a
mind braced to endurance, enabled him to survive the
horrors of that captivity; but his miraculous escgpe
well nigh exhausted his energies. When he reached
the French colony at Senegal, a haf-dead fugitive
covered with rags, his memories of his former life were
dim and shapdess. The great sacrifices made in his
travels were all forgotten like his studies of African
dialects, his discoveries, and observations. One story
will give an idea of all that he passed through. Once
for several days the chikiren of the sheikh of the tribe
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amused themsdves by putting him up for a mark and
flinging horses knuckle-bones at his head.

Montriveau came back to Paris in 1818 a ruined
man. He had no interest, and wished for none. He
would have died twenty times over soone than ak a
favour of any one; hewould not even press the recogni-
tion of his claims. Adversity and hardship had developed
his energy even in trifles, while the habit of preserving
his SHf-repect before that spiritual sdf which we call
conscience led him to attach conssquence to the mogt
apparently trivial actions. His merits and adventures
became known, however, through his acquaintances,
among the principal men of science in Paris, and some
few well-read military men. The incidents of his
davery and subsequent escape bore witness to a courage,
intelligence, and cooness which won him ceebrity
without his knowledge, and that transent fame of
which Paris salons are lavish, though the artist that fain
would keep it must make untold efforts.

Montriveau's postion suddenly changed towards the
end of that year. He had been a poor man, he was now
rich ; or, externally at any rate, he had all the advantages
of wealth. The King's government, trying to attach
capable men to itsdlf and to strengthen the army, made
concessons about that time to Napoleon's old officers if
their known loyalty and character offered guarantees of
fidelity. M. dc Montriveau's name once more appeared
in the army lig with the rank of colonel; he receved
his arrears of pay and passd into the Guards. All
thexe favours one after another, came to sk the
Marquis de Montriveau ; he had axked for nothing
however small. Friends had taken the geps for him
which he would have refusad to take for himsdf.

After this, his habits were modified all at once; con-
trary to his cusom, he went into society. He was well
received, everywhere he met with great deference and
repect. He seemed to have found some end in'life5
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but everything passd within the man, there were no
external signs; in society he was silent and cold, and
wore a grave, ressrved face. His social success was
great, precisely because he stood out in such strong
contrast to the conventional faces which line the walls
of Paris salons. He was, indeed, something quite new
there. Terse of speech, like a hermit or a savage, his
shyness was thought to be haughtiness, and people were
greatly taken with it. He was something strange and
great. Women generally were so much the moresmitten
with this original person because he was not to be caught
by their flatteries, however adroit, nor by the wiles with
which they circumvent the strongest men and corrode
the sted temper. Their Parisian's grimaces were lost
upon M. de Montriveau; his nature only responded to
the sonorous vibration of lofty thought and feeling.
And he would very promptly have been dropped but
for the romance that hung about his adventures and his
life; but for the men who cried him up behind his
back; but for a woman who looked for a triumph fot
her vanity, the woman who was to fill his thoughts.

For these reasons the Duchesse de Langeais's curiosity
was no less lively than natural. Chance had so ordered
it that her interest in the man before her had been
aroused only the day before, when she heard the story
of one of M. de Montriveau's adventures, a story calcu-
lated to make the strongest impresson upon a woman's
ever-changing fancy.

During M. de Montriveau's voyage of discovery to
ths sources of the Nile, he had had an argument with
one of his guides, surely the most extraordinary debate
in the annals of travel The district that he wished to
explore could only be reached on foot across a tract of
desert. Only one of his guides knew the way; no
traveller had penetrated before into that part of the
country, where the undaunted officer hoped to find a
solution of several scientific problems. In spite of the

N



194 The Thirteen

representations made to him by the guide and the older
men of the place, he started upon theformidable ;our ney.
Summoning up courage, already highly strung by the
progpect of dreadful difficulties, he s out in the
mor ning.

The looe sand shifted under his fet at every step;
and when, at the end of a long day's march, he lay down
to degp on the ground, he had never been so tired in his
life. He knew, however, that he mug be up and on
hisway before dawn next day, and his guide assured him
that they should reach the end of their ;ourney towards
noon. That promise kept up his courage and gave him
new strength. In spite of his sufferings, he continued
his march, with some blasphemings againg science; he
was ashamed to complain to his guide, and kept his pain
to himsdf. After marching for a third of the day, he
felt his strength failing, his feet were bleeding, he aked
if they should reach the place soon. 'In an hour's
time,' sad the guide Armand braced himsef for
another hour's march, and they went on.

The hour dipped by; he could not so much as s=
againg the sy the palm-trees and cregs of hill that
should tell of the end of the ;ourney near at hand ; the
horizon line of sand was vag as the circle of the open
A

He came to a dand, refused to go farther, and
threatened the guide—he had decaved him, murdered
him; tears of rage and weariness flowed over his
fevered chesks; he was bowed down with fatigue upon
fatigue, his throat ssemed to be glued by the desert
thirst. The guide meanwhile good motionless, listen-
ing to these complaints with an ironical expresson,
studying the while, with the apparent indifference of an
Oriental, the scarcdy perceptible indications in. the lie
of the sands, which looked almogt black, like burnished

|d.
go,? have made a mistake, he remarked coolly. |,
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could not make out the track, it isso long snce | came
thisway ; we are surely on it now, but we must push
on for two hours!

'The man isright,' thought M. de Montriveau.

So he went on again, struggling to follow the pitiless
native. |t seamed asif he were bound to his guide by
ome thread like the invisble tie between the con-
demned man and the headsman. But the two hours
went by, Montriveau had spent hislast drops of ener gy,
and the sky-line was a blank, there were no palm-trees,
no hills. He could neither cry out nor groan, he lay
down on the sand to die, but his eyes would have
frightened the boldest; something in his face ssemed to
sy that he would not diealone. His guide, likeavery
fiend, gave him back a cool glance like a man that
knows his power, left him to lie there, and kept at a
sfe digance out of reach of his degperate victim. At
las M. Montriveau recovered strength enough for a
last curse. T he guide came nearer, slenced him with
a seady look, and said, ' Was it not your own will to go
where | am taking you, in spite of us all ? You sy
that | havelied toyou. Ifl had not, you would not be
even here. Do you want thetruth ? Hereitis We
havestill another fivehours march beforeus, and we cannot
go back. Sound yoursdf ; if you have not courage
enough, hereis my dagger.'

Startled by thisdreadful knowledge of pain and human
strength, M. de Montriveau would not be behind a
savage ; he drew a fresh stock of courage from his pride
as a European, rose to his feet, and followed his guide.
The five hourswere at an end, and still M. de M on-
triveau saw nothing, he turned his failing eyes upon his
guide ; but the Nubian hoisged him on his shoulders,
and showed him a wide pool of water with greenness all
about it, and a noble forest lighted up by the sunset. It
lay o>nly a hundred paces away; avas ledge of granite
hid the glorious landscape. It seemed to Armand that
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he had taken a new lease of life. His guide, that giant
in courage and intelligence, finished hiswork of devotion
by carrying him axoss the hot, dippery, scarcdy
discernible track on the granite. Behind him lay the
hell of burning sand, before him the earthly .paradise of
the mogt beautiful cagsin the desert.

The Duchess, struck from the firs by the appearance
of this romantic figure, was even more impressd when
dhelearned that thiswas that Marquis de Montriveau
of whom dhe had dreamed during the night. She had
been with him among the hot desert sands he had been
the companion of her nightmare wanderings,; for such
a woman was not this a delightful pressge of a new
interest in her life? And never was a man's exterior a
better exponent of his character ; never were curious
glances so well ;ustified. The principal characteristic
of his great, square-hewn head was the thick, luxuriant
black hair which framed his face, and gave him a strik-
ingly dose resamblance to General Kleber; and the
likeness still held good in the vigorous forehead, in the
outlines of his face, the quiet fearlesness of his eyes and
a kind of fiery vehemence expressed by strongly marked
features. He was short, degp-chested, and muscular as
alion. There was something of the despot about him,
and an indescribable suggestion of the security of
strength in his gait, bearing, and dightest movements.
He ssemad to know that his will was irresistible, perhaps
because he wished for nothing unjust. And yet, like
ail really strong men, he was mild of speech, smple in
hismanners, and kindly natured; although it ssemed as
if, in the dress of a great crids, all thexe finer qualities
must disappear, and the man would show himself im-
placable, unshaken in his resolve terrific in action.
Therewasa certain drawing in of the inner line of the
lips which, to a dose observer, indicated an ironical
bent.

The Duchesse de Langeais, realisng that a fleeting
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glory was to be won by such a conquest, made up her
mind to gain alover in Armand de Montriveau during
the brief interval before the Duchesse de Maufrigneuse
brought him to be introduced. She would prefer him
above the othersj she would attach him to herself, dis-
play all her powers of coquetry for him. It was a fancy,
such a merest Duchesss whim as furnished a Lope or a
Calderon with the plot of the Dog in the Manger, She
would not suffer another woman to engross him ; but
she had not the remotest intention of being his.

Nature had given the Duchess every qualification for
the part of coquette, and education had perfected her.
Women envied her, and men fell in love with her, not
without reason. Nothing that can inspire love, ;ustify it,
and give it lasting empire was wanting in her. Her
style of beauty, her manner, her voice, her bearing, all
combined to give her that instinctive coquetry which
seems to be the consciousness of power. Her shagpe
was graceful; perhaps there was a trace of self-conscious-
ness in her changes of movement, the one affectation
that could be laid to her charge ; but everything about
her was a part of her personality, from her least little
gesture to the peculiar turn of her phrases, the demure
glance of her eyes. Her great lady's grace, her most
striking characteristic, had not destroyed the very
French quick mobility of her person. There was an
extraordinary fascination in her swift, incessant changes
of attitude. She seemed as if she surely would be a
most delicious mistress when her corset and the encum-
bering costume of her part was laid asde. All the
rapture of love surely was latent in the freedom of her
expressive glances, in her caressing tones, in the charm
of her words. She gave glimpses of the high-born
courtesan within her, vainly protesting against the creeds
of the duchess.

Y gu might sit near her through an evening, she would
be gay and melancholy in turn, and her gaiety, like
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her sadness ssamed gpontaneous. She could be gracious,
disdainful, insolent, or confiding at will. Her apparent
good naturewas real; she had no temptation to descend
to malignity. But at each moment her mood changed;
dhe was full of confidence or crafter her moving tender -
ness would give place to a heart-breaking hardness and
insengbility. Yet how paint her as she was, without
bringing together all the extremes of feminine nature?
In a word, the Duchess was anything that she wished
to be or to s|em. Her face was dightly toolong. There
was a grace in it, and a certain thinness and fineness
that recalled the portraits of the Middle Ages. Her
skin waswhite, with a faint rosetint. Everything about
her erred, as it were, by an excess of ddicacy.

M. de Montriveau willingly consented to be intro-
duced to the Duchese de Langeais ; and she, after the
manner of persons whose sendtive tagse leads them to
avoid banalities, refrained from overwhelming him with
guestions and compliments. She recaived him with a
gracious deference which could not fail to flatter a man
of morethan ordinary powers, for the fact that a man
rises above the ordinary level implies that he possess
something of that tact which makes women quick to
read feeling. If the Duchess showed any curiosity, it
was by her glances, her compliments were conveyed in
her manner; there was a winning grace displayed in
her words, a subtle suggestion of a desre to please which
she of all women knew the art of manifesting. Yet
her whole conversation was but, in a manner, the
body of the letter; the pogscript with the principal
thought in it was still to come. After half an hour
goent in ordinary talk, in which the wordsgained all their
value from her tone and smiles, M. de Montriveau was
about to retire discreetly, when the Duchess sopped him
with an expressve gesture.

" | do not know, monseur, whether these few minutes
d urine which | have had the pleasure of talking to you
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proved so sufficiently attractive, that | may venture to
ak you to call upon me; | am afraid that it may be
very selfish of me to wish to have you all to myself. If
| should be so fortunate as to find that my house is
agreeable to you, you will aways find me at home in
the evening until ten o'clock.’

The invitation was given with such irresistible grace,
that M. de Montriveau could not refuse to accept it.
When he fell back again among the groups of men
gathered at a distance from the women, his friends con-
gratulated him, half laughingly, half in earnest, on the ex-
traordinary reception vouchsafed him by the Duchesse de
Langeais. The difficult and brilliant conquest had been
made beyond a doubt, and the glory of it was reserved for
the Artillery of the Guard. It is easy to imagine the;
started ; the world of Paris sdons is so eager for amuse-
ment, and a ;oke lasts for such a short time, that
every one is eager to «make the most of it while it is
fresh,

All unconsciously, the General felt flattered by this
nonsense.  From his place where he had taken his
stand, his eyes were drawn again and again to the
Duchess by countless wavering reflections. He could not
help admitting to himself that of all the women whose
beauty had captivated his eyes, not one had seemed to
be a Riore exquisite embodiment of faults and fair
qualities blended in a completeness that might redise
the dreams of earliest manhood. Is there a man in any
rank of life that has not felt indefinable rapture in his
secret soul over the woman singled out (if only in his
dreams) to be his own; when she, in body, soul, and
socia aspects, satisfies his every requirement, a thrice
perfect woman ? And if this threefold perfection that
flatters his pride is no argument for loving her, it is
beyond cavil one of the great inducements to the
sentiment’ Love would soon be convalescent, as the
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eighteenth century moralis remarked, were it not for
vanity. And it is certainly true that for every one, man
or woman, there is a wealth of pleasure in the superiority
of the bedoved. |s she st 50 high by birth that a con-
temptuous glance can never wound her ? is she wealthy
enough to surround hersdf with sate which falls nothing
short of royalty of kings of finance during their short
reign of solendour ? is she 0 ready-witted that a keen-
edged ;est never brings her into confuson ? beautiful
enough to rival any woman ?—Is it such a small thing
to know that your sdf-love will never suffer through
her ? A man makes these reflectionsin the twinkling
of an eye. And how if, in the future opened out by
early ripened passon, he catches glimpses of the change-
ful delight of her charm, the frank innocence of a
maiden soul, the perils of love's voyage, the thousand
folds of the veil of coquetry ? Is not this enough to
move the coldes man's heart ?

This, therefore, was M. de Montriveau's postion with
regard to woman ; his pad life in some measure explain-
ing the extraordinary fact. He had been thrown, when
little more than a boy, into the hurricane of Napoleon's
wars,; his life had been sent on fidds of battle. Of
women he knew ;ust so much as a traveller knows of a
country when he travels acrossit in hage from one inn
to another. The verdict which Voltaire passad upon his
eighty years of life might, perhaps, have been applied by
Montriveau to his own thirty-seven years of exisgence ;
had he not thirty-seven follies with which to reproach
himsdf? At his age he was as much a novice in love
as the lad that has ;ust bean furtively reading Faublas.
Of women he had nothing to learn; of love he knew
nothing; and thus, desresquite unknown beforesprang
from this virginity of feeling.

Thereare men here and there as much engrossed in
the work demanded of them by poverty or ambition, art
or stience, as M. de Mohtriveau by war and a life of
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adventure—these know what it is to be in this unusual
position if they very seldom confesstoit. Every man in
Paris is supposed to have been in love. No woman in
Paris cares to take what other women have passd over.
The dread of being taken for a fool is the source of the
coxcomb's bragging so common in France ; for in
France to have the reputation of a fool is to be a
foreigner in ones own country. Vehement desire
seized on M. de Montriveau, desre that had gathered
strength from the heat of the desert and the first
stirrings of a heart unknown as yet in its suppressed
turbulence. A strong man, and violent as he was strong,
he could keep mastery over himself; but as he talked or
indifferent things, he retired within himself, and swore to
possess this woman, for through that thought lay the only
way to love for him. Desire became a solemn compact
made with himself, an oath after the manner of the Arabs
among whom he had lived; for among them avow is a
kind of contract made with Destiny, a man's whole future
is solemnly pledged to fulfil it, and everything, even his
own death, is regarded simply as a means to the one end.

A younger man would have said to himself,* | should
very much like to have the Duchess for my mistress!
or, ' If the Duchesse de Langeais cared for a man, he
would be a very lucky rascal!" But the General said,
"I will have Mme. de Langeais for my mistress. And
if a man takes such an idea into his head when his heart
hes never been touched before, and love begins to be a
kind of religion with him, he little knows in what a
hell he has s&t his foot.

Armand de Montriveau suddenly took flight and went
home in the first hot fever-fit of the first love that he
had known. When a man has kept all his boyish
beliefs, illusions, frankness, and impetuosity into middle
age, his first impulse is, as it were, to stretch out a
hand to take the thing that he desires; alittle later he
realises that there is a gulf set between them, and that it
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isall but impossible to crossit. A sort of childish im-
patience saizes him, he wants the thing the more, and
trembles or cries. Wherefore, the next day, after the
stormiest reflections that had yet perturbed his mind,
Armand de Montriveau discovered that he was under
the yoke of the senses and his bondage made the
heavier by hislove.

The woman so cavalierly treated in his thoughts of
yesterday had become a most sacred and dreadful power.
She was to be his world, his life, from this time forth.
The greatest ; 0y, the keenest anguish, that he had yet
known grew colourless before the bare recollection of
the least sensation stirred in him by her. The swiftest
revolutions in a man's outward life only touch his
interests, while passion brings a complete revulsion of
feellng And so in those who live by feeling, rather
! than by self-interest, the doers rather than the reasoners,
the sanguine rather than the lymphatic temperaments,
love works a complete revolution. Inaflash, with one
single reflection, Armand de Montriveau wiped out his
whole past life.

A score of times he asked himself, like a boy,' Shall
| go,or shall | not? and then at last he dressed, came
to the Hotel de Langeais towards eight o'clock that
evening, and wasadmitted. He was to sse the woman—
ah ! not thewoman—theidol that he had seen yesterday,
among lights, a fresh innocent girl in gauze and silken
lace and veiling. He burst in upon her to declare his
love, as if it were a question of firing the first shot on a
field of battle.

Poor novice! He found his etherea sylphide
shrouded in a brown cashmere dressing-gown ingeni-
ously befrilled, lying languidly stretched out upon a
sofain a dimly lighted boudoir. M me. de Langeais did
not so much as rise, nothing was visible of her but her
face, her hair was loose but confined by a scarf. A hand
indicated a sedt, a hand that seemed white as marble to
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Montriveau by the flickering light of a single candle at
the further side of the room, and a voice as soft as the
light said—

'If it had been any one else, M. le Marquis, a friend
with whom | could dispense with ceremony, or a mere
acquaintance in whom | felt but slight interest, | should
have closed my door. | am exceedingly unwell,

'l will go," Armand said to himself'

'‘But | do not know how it is/she continued (and
the simple warrior attributed the shining of her eyes to
fever), ' perhaps it was a presentiment of your kind visit
(and no one can be more sensible of the prompt attention
than 1), but the vapours have left my head.’

"Then may | stay ?'

" Oh, | should be very sorry to allow you to go. |
told myself this morning that it was impossible that |
should have made the slightest impression on your mind,
and that in all probability you took my request for one
of the commonplaces of which Parisians are lavish on
every occasion. And | forgave your ingratitude in
advance. An explorer from the deserts is not supposed
to know how exclusive we are in our friendships in the
Faubourg.

The gracious, half-murmured words dropped one
by one, as if they had been weighted with the gladness
that apparently brought them to her lips. The
Duchess meant to have the full benefit of her headache,
and her speculation was fully successful. The
General, poor man, was really distressed by the lady's
simulated distress. Like Crillon listening to the story
of the Crucifixion, he was ready to draw his sword
against the vapours. How could a man dare to
speak ;ust then to this suffering woman of the ||'Ve that
she inspired ? Armand had already felt that it wotald be
absurd to fire off a declaration of love point-blank at
one §) far above other women. With a single thought
came understanding of the delicacies of feeling, of the
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soul's requirements.  To love: what was that but to
know how to plead, to beg for alms, to wait ? And as
for the love that he felt, mus he not prove itr His
tongue was mute, it was frozen by the conventions
of the noble Faubourg, the majesty of a sck headache,
the bashfulness of love. But no power on earth could
vell his glances, the heat and the Infinite of the
Desert blazed in eyes calm as a panther's, beneath the
lids that fell so sddom. The Duchess enjoyed the
geady gaze that enveloped her in light and war mth.

‘M me. la Duchese' he answered, '| am afraid |
express my gratitude for your goodness very badly.
At this moment | have but one desire—I wish it were
In my power to cure the pain.’

" Permit me to throw this off, | fed too warm now,’
she said, gracefully tossng asde a cushion that covered
her feet.

' Madame, in Ada your fegt would be worth some
ten thousand sequins!’

" A traveler'scompliment! ' amiled she

It pleesed the sprightly lady to involve a rough
soldier in a labyrinth of nonsanse, commonplaces, and
meaningless talk, in which he manoeuvred, in military
language, as Prince Charles might have done at dose
guarters with Napoleon. She took a mischievous
amusement in reconnoitring the extent of his infatua-
tion by the number of foolish esches extracted from a
novice whom she led sep by gep into a hopdess maze,
meaning to leave him therein confuson. She began by
laughing at him, but neverthdess it pleassd her to make
him forget how time went.

Thelength of afirst vist is frequently a compliment,
but Armand was innocent of any such intent. The
famous explorer spent an hour in chat on all sorts of
subjects, said nothing that he meant to say, and was
feding that he was only an instrument on whom this
woman played, when e rose, sat upright, drew the
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scarf from her hair, and wrapped it about her throat,
leant her elbow on the cushions, did him the honour
of a complete cure, and rang for lights. The mog
graceful movement succesded to complete repoe. She
turned to M. de Montriveau, from whom she had ; ust
extracted a confidence which ssemed to interest her
deeply, and said—

' Y ou wish to make game of me by trying to make
me bdieve that you have never loved. It is a man's
great pretenson with us And we always believe it!
Out of pure politeness. Do w” sot know what to
expect from it for oursdves? Where is the man that
has found but a single opportunity of losang his heart ?
But you love to decave us and we submit to be
deceived, poor foolish creatures that we are; for your
hypocrisy is, after all, a homage paid to the superiority of
our sentiments, which areall purity.’

The lag words were spoken with a disdainful pride
that made the novice in love fed like a worthless bale
flung into the deep, while the Duchess was an angd
soaring back to her particular heaven.

‘Confound it!' thought Armand de Montriveau,
"how am | totell thiswild thing that | love her ?'

He had told her already a score of times; or rather, the
Duchess had a score of times read his secret in his eyes,
and the passon in this unmistakably great man promisd
her amusement, and an interest in her empty life. So
she prepared with no little dexterity to raise a certain
number of redoubts for him to carry by ssorm before he
should gain an entrance into her heart. Montriveau
should overleap one difficulty after another; he should be
a plaything for her caprice, ;ust as an insect teased by
children is made to ;ump from one finger to another,
and in spite of all its pains is kept in the same place
by its mischievous tormentor. And yet it gave the
Duchgss inexpressble happiness to see that this strong
man had told her the truth. Armand had never loved,
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as he had said. He was about to go, in a bad humour
with himsdf, and still more out of humour with her;
but it ddighted her to se a sullenness that she could
conjure away with a word, a glance, or a gesture.

"Will you come to-morrow evening 7 he aked. ' |
am going to a ball, but | shall s¢ay at home for you
until ten o'clock.’

Montriveau goent mog of the next day in smoking an
indeterminate quantity of cigars in his sudy window,
and so0 got through the hours till he could dres and
go to the Hotel de Langeais To any one who had
known the magnificent worth of the man, it would have
bean grievous to s him grown 0 small, o distrustful
of himsdf ; the mind that might have shed light over
undiscovered worlds shrunk to the proportions of a she-
coxcomb's boudoir. Even he himsdf felt that he had
fallen 0 low already in his happiness that to save his life
he could not have told his love to one of his dos
friends. Is there not always a trace of shame in the
lover's bashfulness and perhaps in woman a certain
exultation over diminished masculine stature? Indeed,
but for a hogt of motives of this kind, how explain why
women are nearly always the firs to betray the sscret ?
—a seoret of which, perhaps, they soon weary.

'‘Mme. la Duchesse cannot se vidtors, mondgeur,’
sd the man; 'she is dressng, she begs you to wait for
her here!

Armand walked up and down the drawing-room,
sudying her tage in the lead details. He admired
M me. de Langeais hersdf in the objects of her choosng ;
they revealed her life before he could grasp her per-
sonality and ideas  About an hour later the Duchess
came noidledy out of her chamber. Montriveau
turned, saw her flit like a shadow across the room, and
trembled. She came up to him, not with a bourgeoisg's
inquiry, ' How do I look ?' She was sure of hersdf; her
deady eyes said plainly, 'l| am adorned to please you.'
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No one surely, save the old fairy godmother of some
princess in digguise, could have wound a cloud of gauze
about the dainty throat, so that the dazzling satin skin
beneath should gleam through the gleaming folds The
Duchess was dazzling. The pale blue colour of her
gown, repeated in theflowersin her hair, appeared by
the richness of its hue to lend subgance to a fragile
form grown too wholly ethereal; for as she glided
towards Armand, the loose ends of her scarf floated
about her, putting that valiant warrior in mind of the
bright damosd flies that hover now over water, now
over the flowers with which they ssem to mingle and
blend.

"1 have kept you waiting," she said, with the tone that
awoman can always bring into her voice for the man
whom ghe widhes to please

"1 would wait patiently through an eternity," said he,

*if I were sure of finding a divinity so fair ; but it is no
compliment to ek of your beauty to you; nothing
ave worship could touch you. Suffer me only to kiss
your scarf.

'Oh, fie!" sne said, with acommandlng gesture, ' |
edteem you enough to give you my hand.’

She hed it out for his kiss A woman's hand, still
mois from the scented bath, has a soft freshness a
velvet amoothness that sends a tingling thrill from the
lipsto the soul. And if a man is attracted to a woman,
and his snss are as quick to fed pleasure as his heart
is full of love, such a kiss though chagte in appearance,
may conjureup aterrific scorm.

" Will you always give it me like this?' the General
asked humbly, when he had pressed that dangerous hand
respectfully to his lips.

' Yes, but there we mug stop/ she said, smiling. She
sat down, and ssemed very dow over putting on her
gloves, trying to dip the undretched kid over all her
fingers' at once, while she watched M. de Montriveau ;
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and hewaslog in admiration of the Duchess and those
repeated graceful movements of hers,

" Ah! you were punctual,’ she said; 'that is right.
| like punctuality. It is the courtesy of kings, His
Majesty says; but to my thinking, from you men it is
the most respectful flattery of all. Now, is it not ?
Jug tell me!

Again she gave him a dde glance to express her
inddious friendship, for he was dumb with happiness—
sheer happiness through such nothings asthese! Oh,
the Duchessunder sood son metier defemme—theart and
mystery of being a woman—most marvelloudy well; e
knew, to admiration, how to raise a man in his own
eteem as he humbled himsef to her ; how to reward
every dep of the descent to sentimental folly with
hollow flatteries.

"You will never forget to come at nine o'clock.'

' No ; but are you going to a ball every night ?

"Do | know ?' she answered, with a little childlike
shrug of the shoulders, the gesture was meant to say
that she was nothing if not capricious, and that a lover
mus take her as e was—' Beddes' she added, ' what
isthat to you ? You shall be my escort.’

' That would be difficult to-night,’ he objected: 1
am not properly dressd.

' It s;ams to me,' she returned loftily, that if any one
has a right to complain of your cosume, it is|. Know,
therefore, monsieur k voyageur, that if | acogpt a man's
arm, he is forthwith above the laws of fashion, nobody
would venture to criticise him. You do not know the
world, | s ; | like you the better for it.'

And even as she sooke she swept him into the petti-
ness of that world by the attempt to initiate him into
the vanities of a woman of fashion.

" If she chooses to do a fodlish thing for me, | should
be a smpleton to prevent her,’ said Armand to himsdf.
" She has a liking for me beyond a doubt ; and as for the
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world, she cannot despise it more than | do. So, now
for the ball if she likes.

The Duchess probably thought that if the General
came with her and appeared in a ballroom in boots and
a black tie, nobody would hesitate to believe that he was
violently in love with her. And the General was well
pleased that the queen of fashion should think of com-
promising herself for him ; hope gave him wit. He had
gained confidence, he brought out his thoughts and
views; he felt nothing of the restraint that weighed
on his spirits yesterday. His talk was interesting and
animated, and full of those first confidences so sweet
to make and to receive.

Was Mme. de Langeais really carried away by his
talk, or had she devised this charming piece of coquetry?
At any rate, she looked up mischievoudy as the clock
struck twelve.

A have made me too late for the ball!' she
exclaimed, surprised and vexed that she had forgotten
how time was going.

The next moment she approved the exchange of
pleasures with a smile that made Armand's heart give a
sudden leap.

'l certainly promised M me. de Beauseant,' she added.
'They are all expecting me.’

"Very well—go/

' No—goon. | will stay. Your Eastern adventures
fascinate me. Tell me the whole story of your life. |
love to share in a brave man's hardships, and | fed them
all, indeed | do!®

Shewas playing with her scarf, twisting it and pulling
it to pieces, with ;erky, impatient movements that
seemed to tell of inward dissatisfaction and deep reflec-
tion.

" We are fit for nothing," she went on. 'Ah! weare
contemptible, sdflsh, frivolous creatures. We can bore
oursalves with amusements, and that is all we can do.

0
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Not one of us that undergands that she has a part to
play in life. In od daysin France, women were bene-
ficent lights ; they lived to comfort those that mourned,
to encourage high virtues, to reward artids and ir
new life with noble thoughts. If the world has grown
S0 petty, ours is the fault. You make me loathe the
ball and this world in which | live. No, | am not
giving up much for you.'

She had plucked her scarf to pieces as a child plays
with a flower, pulling away all the petals one by one;
and now she crushed it into a ball, and flung it away.
She could show her swan's neck.

Sherang the bell. 'l shall not go out to-night,' she
told the footman. Her long, blue eyes turned timidly
to Armand ; and by the look of misgiving in them, he
knew that he was meant to take the order for a confes
son, for a first and great favour. There was a pauss
filled with many thoughts, before she sooke with that
tenderness which is often in women's voices, and not so
often in their hearts. ' You have had a hard life,' she
said.

‘No," returned Armand. 'Until to-day | did not
know what happiness was.'

" Then you know it now ?' she asked, looking at him
with a demure, keen glance.

" What is happiness for me henceforth but this—to

s you, to hear you? . . . Until now | have only
known privation ; now | know that | can be un-
happy——

'That will do, that will do,’ e said. 'You mug
go; it is paz midnight. Let us regard appearances
People mugt not talk about us | do not know quite
what | shall say; but the headache is a good-natured
friend, and tells no tales'

" Is there to be a ball to-morrow night ?

"You would grow accusgomed to 'the life, | think.
Very well. Yes, we will go again to-morrow night.'
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There was not a happier man in the world than
Armand when he went out from her. Every evening
he came to Mme. de Langeaiss at the hour kept for
him by a tacit understanding.

It would be tedious, and, for the many young men
who carry a redundance of such sweet memories in
their hearts, it were superfluous to follow the story step
by step—the progress of a romance growing in those
hours spent together, a romance controlled entirely by a
woman's will. If sentiment went too fast, she would
raise a quarrel over a word, or when words flagged
behind her thoughts, she appedled to the feelings, rer-
haps the only way of following such Penelope's progress
is by marking itsoutward and visible signs.

As, for instance, within afew days of their first meet-
ing, the assduous General had won and kept the right
to kiss his lady's insatiable hands. Wherever Mme. de
Langeais went, M. de Montriveau was certain to be
seen, till people ;okingly called him ' Her Grace's
orderly." And aready he had made enemies; others
were ;ealous, and envied him his position. Mme. de
Langeais had attained her end. The Marquis de Mont-
riveau was among her numerous train of adorers, and a
means of humiliating those who boasted of their pro-
gress in her good graces, for she publicly gave him
preference over them all.

‘Decidedly, M. de Montriveau is the man for whom
the Duchess shows a preference/ pronounced M me. de
Serizy.

And who in Paris does not know what it meanswhen
a woman 'shows a preference? All went on there-
fore according to prescribed rule. Theanecdoteswhich
people were pleasaed to circulate concerning the General
put that warrior in so formidable a light, that the more
adroit quietly dropped their pretensions to the Duchess,
and remained in Iter train merely to turn the position to
account) and to use her name and personality to make
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better terms for themselves with certain sars of the
second magnitude.  And those lesser powers were
delighted to take a lover away from M me. de Langeais.
The Duchess was keen-sighted enough to se these
desertions and treaties with the enemy ; and her pride
would not suffer her to be the dupe of them. AsM.
de Talleyrand, one of her great admirers, said, she
knew how to take a second edition of revenge, laying
the two-edged blade of a sarcasm between the pairs in
these * morganatic' unions. Her mocking disdain con-
tributed not a little to increase her reputation as an
extremely clever woman and a person to be feared.
Her character for virtue was consolidated while she
amused herself with other people's secrets, and kept her
own to hersdlf. Y et, after two months of assiduities, she
sawv with a vague dread in the depths of her soul that
M. de Montriveau understood nothing of the subtleties
of flirtation after the manner of the Faubourg Saint-
Germain; he was taking a Parisenne's coquetry in
earnest.

'"You will not tame himg dear Duchess,' the old
Vidame de Pamiers had said. 'Tis afirst cousin to the
eagle; he will carry you off to his eyrieif you do not
take care.’

Then Mme. de Langeais felt afraid. The shrewd old
noble's words sounded like a prophecy. The next day
she tried to turn love to hate. She was harsh, exacting,
irritable, unbearable; Montriveau disarmed her with
angelic sweetness. She so little knew the great genero-
sity of alarge nature, that the kindly ;ests with which
her first complaints were met went to her heart. She
sougnt a quarrel, and found proofs of affection. She
persisted.

'When a man idolises you, how can he have vexed
you ?" asked Armand.

' Y ou do not vex me," she answered', suddenly grown
gentle and submissve. ' But why do you wish to com-
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promise me? For me you ought to be nothing but a
friend. Do you not know it ? | wish | could s that
you had the ingtincts, the ddlicacy of real friendship, o
that | might lose neither your respect nor the pleasure
that your presence gives me.'

' Nothing but your friend!' he cried out. The
terrible word sent an eectric shock through his brain.
' On the faith of these happy hours that you grant me,
| degp and wake in your heart. And now to-day, for
Nno reason, you are pleassd to destroy all the secret hopes
by which | live. You have required promises of such
condancy in me, you have said so much of your horror
of women made up of nothing but caprice ; and now do
you wish me to undersand that, like other women here
in Paris, you have passons and know nothing of love ?
If 90, why did you ak my life of me? why did you
acoept it ?'

'l was wrong, my friend. Oh, it is wrong of a
woman to yield to such intoxication when she mug not
and cannot make any return.’

' undersand. You have merely been coquetting
with me, and—'

'Coquetting ?' sherepeated. ' | detest coquetry. A
coquette, Armand, makes promisss to many, and gives
hersdf to none; and a woman who.kegps such promises
isalibertine. Thismuch | beieved | had grasped of
our code But to be mdancholy with humourigs, gay
with the frivolous, and politic with ambitious souls\ to
listen to a babbler with every appearance of admiration, to
talk of war with a soldier, wax enthusiastic with philan-
thropisgts over the good of the nation, and to giv# to
each one his little dole of flattery,—it ssems to me that
this is as much a matter of necessty as dress, diamonds,
and gloves, or flowersin onés hair. Such talk is the
moral counterpart of the toilette. You take it up and
lay it agde with the plumed head-dress Do you call
this coquetry? Why, | have never treated you as |
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treat every one d= With you, my friend, I am
sncere. Have | not always shared your views, and
when you convinced me after a discusson, was | not
always perfectly glad ? In short, | love you, but only as
a devout and purewoman may love. | have thought it
over. | ama married woman, Armand. My way of
life with M. de Langeais gives me liberty to bestow my
heart; but law and custom leave me no right to digoose
of my person. If a woman losss her honour, sheis an
outcast in any rank of life; and | have yet to meet with
a sngle example of a man that realises all that our sacri-
fices demand of him in such acae Quite otherwise.
Any one can foresee the rupture between Mme. de
Beaussant and M. d'Ajuda (for he is going to marry
Mile, de Rochefide, it seems), that affair madeit clear to
my mind that these very sacrifices on the woman's part
are amog always the cause of the man's desertion. |If
you had loved me sincerely, you would have kept away
for atime.—Now, | will lay asde all vanity for you ; is
not that something? What will not people say of a
woman to whom no man attaches himsdf? Oh, dheis
heartless, brainless, soulless; and what is more, devoid of
charm! Coquettes will not gpare me. They will rob
me of the very qualities that mortify them. Solong as
my reputation is safe, what do | care if my rivals deny
my merits? They certainly will not inherit them.
Come, my friend ; give up something for her who sacri-
fices so much for you. Do not come quite so often} |
shall love you none the less'

"Ah!' said Armand, with the profound irony of a
wounded heart in his words and tone. 'Love, s0 the
scribblers say, only feeds on illusons. Nothing could be
truer, | s ; | am expected to imagine that | am loved.
But, therel—there are some thoughts like wounds,
from which thereisno recovery. My bdlief in you was
one of the lag left to me, and now | s that thereis
—nothing to belive in this earth.'
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She began to smile.

'Yes' Montriveau went on in an unsteady voice,
' this Cathalic faith to which you wish to convert me is
a lie that men make for themsalves, hope isa lieat the
expense of the future ; pride, a lie between us and our
fdlows ; and pity, and prudence, and terror are cunning
lies. And now my happiness is to be one more lying
ddudon ; | am expected to ddude mysdf, to bewilling
to give gold coin for gdlver to the end. If you can so
easly digpene with my visits; if you can confess me
neither as your friend nor your lover, you do not care
for me! And |, poor fool that | am, tell mysalf this,
and know it, and love you !

' But, dear me, poor Armand, you are flying into a
passion!'

"1 flying into a passon ?

"Yes. You think that the whole question is opened
because | ak you to be careful.'

In her heart of hearts she was delighted with the
anger that leapt out in her lover's eyes. Even as she
tortured him, she was criticising him, watching every
dightest change that passd over his face If the
General had ben s0 unluckily inspired as to show
himself generous without discusson (as happens occa-
sonally with some artless souls), he would have been a
banished man for ever, accussd and convicted of not
knowing how to love. Most women are not digleased
to have their code of right and wrong broken through.
Do they not flatter themsdves that they never vyield
except to force? But Armand was not learned enough
in this kind of lore to s the share ingenioudy Joread
for him by the Duchess. So much of the child was
therein the strong man in love.

"If all you want isto preserve appearances’ he began
in his ssimplicity, ' | am willing to—'

' Simply to preserve appearances!' the lady broke
in ; ' why, what idea can you have of me ? Have |
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given you the dightest reason to suppose that | can be
yours ?

‘Why, what dse are we talking about ?"' demanded
Montriveau.

' Monsieur, you frighten me! . . . No, pardon me.
Thank you," she added, coldly; ' thank you, Armand.
You have given me timely warning of imprudence;
committed quite unconscioudy, believe it, my friend.
You know how to endure, you say. | aso know how
to endure. We will not s each other for a time; and
then, when both of us have contrived to recover calm-
ness to some extent, we will think about arrangements
for a happiness sanctioned by the world. | am young,
Armand ; a man with no ddicacy might tempt a
woman of four-and-twenty to do many foolish, wild
things for hissake. But you! You will be my friend,
promise me that you will ?

‘The woman of four-and-twenty,’ returned he,
' knows what she is about.'

He sat down on the sofa in the boudoir, and leant
his head on his hands

‘Do you love me madame? he asked at length,
raisng his head, and turning a face full of resolution
upon her. ' Say it straight out; Yesor No !

His direct question dismayed the Duchess more than
a threat of suicide could have done; indeed, the woman
of the nineteenth century is not to be frightened by
that sale stratagem, the sword has ceased to be a part
of the masculine cosstume. But in the effect of eyeids
and lashes in the contraction of the gaze, in the
twitching of the lips, isthere not some influence that
communicates the terror which they express with such
vivid magnetic power ?

"Ah, if | werefree if-—'

"Oh! is it only your hustand that gands in the
way?'the General exclaimed ;oyfully, as he srode to
ana fro in the boudoir. ' Dear Antoinette, | wield a
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more absolute power than the Autocrat of all the
Russas. | have a compact with Fate; | can advance
or retard destiny, so far as men are concerned, at my
fancy, as you alter the hands of a watch. If you can
direct the course of fate in our political machinery, it
smply means (does it not ?) that you undersand the
insand outs of it. You shall be free before very long,
and then you mus remember your promise.

"Armand !" hecried. What do you mean ? Great
heavens! Can you imagine that | am to be the prize
of a crime? Do you want to kill me? Why! you
cannot have any religion in you! For my own part, |
fear God. M. de Langeais may have given me reason
to hate him, but I wish him no manner of harm.'

M. de Montriveau beat a tattoo on the marble
chimneypiece, and only looked composadly at the lady.

'‘Dear,' continued dhe, 'respect him. He does not
love me, he is not kind to me, but | have duties to fulfil
with regard to him. What would | not do to avert the
calamities with which you threaten him?—Listen,' she
continued after a pause, 'l will not sy another word
about separation ; you shall come here as in the pad,
and | will still give you my forehead to kiss. If |
refused once or twice, it was pure coquetry, indeed it
was. But let us undergand each other,’ e added as
he came closer. ' You will permit me to add to the
number of my satellites} to recelve even more vistors
in the morning than heretofore; | mean to be twice as
frivolous;, | mean to use you to all appearance very
badly; to feign arupture; you must come not quite so
often, and then, afterwards—'

W hile she spoke, she had allowed him to put an arm
about her waist, Montriveau was holding her tightly to
him, and she seemed to fed the exceeding pleasure that
women usually fed in that dose contact, an earnest of
the bliss of a doser union. And then, doubtless she
meant' to elicit some confidence, for dhe raised hersdlf
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on tiptoe, and laid her forehead againg Armand's burn-
ing lips.

‘And then,” Montriveau finished her sentence for
her,' you shall not spesk to me of your husband. Y ou
ought not to think of him again.'

M me. de Langeais was slent awhile.

" At leadt,! she said, after a dgnificant pause ' at
least you will do all that | wish without grumbling, you
will not be naughty; tell me o, my friend? You
wanted to frighten me, did you not? Come, now,
oconfessit? . . . You aretoo good ever to think of crimes.
But is it possble that you can have screts that | do
not know ? How can you control Fate ?

' Now, when you confirm the gift of the heart that
you have aready given me, | am far too happy to
know exactly how to answer you. | can trust you,
Antoinette ; | shall have no suspicion, no unfounded ;
we shall be one——'

" Accident, Armand ?' (with that littledainty turn of
the head that ssems to sy 0 many things, a gesture
that such women as the Duchess can use on light occa-
gons asa great snger can act with her voice). ' Pure
accident, she repeated. °Mind that. If anything
should happen to M. de Langeais by your fault, | should
never be yours!

And so they parted, mutually content. T he Duchess
had made a pact that left her freeto prove to the world
by words and deads that M. de Montriveau was no lover
of hers. And as for him, the wily Duchess vowed to
tire him out. He should have nothing of her beyond
the little concessons snatched in the course of contests
that she could qop at her pleasure. She had o pretty
an art of revoking the grant of yesterday, she was so
much in earnes in her purpose to remain technically
virtuous, that she felt that there was not the dightest
Aanerer for her in preliminaries fraught with peril for
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a woman les sure of her sdf-command. After all,
the Duchess was practically separated ftom her husband,;
a marriage long snce annulled was no great sacrifice to
make to her love.

Montriveau on his 9de was quite happy to win the
vaguest promise, glad once for all to sweep agde, with
all scruples of conjugal fidelity, her stock of excuses for
refusng hersaf to hislove. He had gained ground a
little, and congratulated himsdf. And so for a time
he took unfair advantage of the rights so hardly won.
More aboy than he had ever been in hislife, he gave
himsalf up to all the childishness that makes first love
the flower of life. He wasa child again as he poured
out all hissoul, all the thwarted forces that passon had
given him, upon her hands, upon the dazzling forehead
that looked so pure to his eyes, upon her fair hair; on
the tufted curls where his lips were pressed. And the
Duchess, on whom his love was poured like a flood, was
vanquished by the magnetic influence of her lover's
war mthj she hegtated to begin thequarrée that mug part
them for ever. She was more a woman than she thought,
thisdight creature, in her effort to reconcile the demands
of religion with the ever-new sensations of vanity, the
semblance of pleasure which turns a Parisenne's head.
Every Sunday she went to Mass, she never mised a
service, then, when evening came, she was degped in
the intoxicating bliss of repressed desre. Armand and
Mme. de Langeais, like Hindoo fakirs, found the
reward of their continence in the temptations to which
it gave rise.  Possbly, the Duchess had ended by
resolving love into fraternal careses harmless enough,
as it might have ssamed to the rest of the world,
while they borrowed extremes of degradation from
the license of her thoughts. How ds explain the
incomprehensble, mystery of her continual fluctuations ?
Everjj, morning she propossd to hersdf to shut her
door on the Marquis de Montriveau; every evening,
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at the appointed hour, she fell under the charm of his
preeence  There was a languid defence; then dhe
grew less unkind. Her words were sweet and soothing.
They were lovers—lovers only could have been thus.
For him the Duchess would display her mog sparkling
wit, her mog captivating wiles, and when at lag she
had wrought upon his snss and his soul, she might
submit hersdf passvdy to his fierce careses but she
had he nee plus ultra of passon ; and when once it
was reached, he grew angry if he los the magery of
himsdf and made as though he would pass beyond. No
woman on earth can brave the conseguences of refusal
without some motive; nothing is more natural than to
yield to love; wherefore Mme. de Langeais promptly
raised a seoond line of fortification, a sronghold les
easy to carry than the first. She evoked the terrors of
religion. Never did Father of the Church, however
eloquent, plead the cause of God better than the
Duchess. Never was the wrath of the Most High
better ;ustified than by her voicee. She ussd no
preacher's commonplaces, no rhetorical amplifications.
No. She had a ' pulpit-tremor' of he own. To
Armand's mod passonate entreaty, she replied with a
tearful gaze, and a gesture in which a terrible plenitude
of emotion found expresson. She dopped his mouth
with an appeal for mercy. She would not hear another
word; if she did, he mus succumb; and better death
than criminal happiness

"Is it nothing to disobey God ?* she aked him,
recovering a voice grown faint in the crises of inward
struggles, through which the fair actress appeared to find
it hard to pressrve her sdf-control. ' | would sacrifice
society, | would give up the whole world for you,
gladly; but it is very «fish of you to ak my whole
after-life of me for a moment of pleasure. Come,
now! areyou not happy ?' she added, holding ot|t her
hand; and certainly in her cardess toilette the sght of
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her afforded consolations to her lover, who made the
mog of them.

Sometimes from policy, to keep her hold on a man
whose ardent passon gave her emotions unknown before,
sometimes in weakness, dhe suffered him to snatch a
swift kiss; and immediately, in feigned terror, she
flushed red and exiled Armand from the sofa SO soon as
the sofa became dangerous ground.

" Your ;oysarednsfor meto expiate, Armand ; they
are paid for by penitence and remorse,’ she cried.

And Montriveau, now at two chairs distance from
that aristocratic petticoat, betook himself to blagphemy
and railed againg Providencee. The Duchess grew
angry at such times.

"My friend," she said drily, °I do not understand
why you decline to believe in God, for it is impossble
to believein man. Hush, do not talk like that. You
have too great a nature to take up their Liberal non-
sne with its pretension to abolish God.'

Theological and political disputes acted like a cold
douche on Montriveau ; he calmed down ; he could not
return to love when the Duchess stirred up hiswrath by
suddenly setting him down a thousand miles away from
the boudoir, discussng theories of absolute monarchy,
which dhe ddended to admiration. Few women
venture to be democrats, the attitude of democratic
champion is scarcdy compatible with tyrannous
feminine svay. But often, on the other hand, the
General shook out his mane, dropped poalitics with a
leonine growling and lashing of the flanks, and sprang
upon his prey ; he was no longer capable of carrying a
heart and brain at such variance for very far; he came
back, terrible with love, to his misdress. And she, if
she felt the prick of fancy stimulated to a dangerous
point, knew that it was time to leave her boudoir; she
came out of the' atmosphere surcharged with dedres
that die drew in with her breath, sat down to the piano,
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and sang the most exquisite songs of modern music,
and so baffled the physical attraction which at times
showed her no mercy, though she was strong enough to
fight it down.

At such times she was something sublime in Armand's
eyes, she was not acting, she was genuine ; the un-
happy lover was convinced that she loved him. Her
egoistic resstance deluded him into a belief that she
was a pure and sainted woman ; he resigned himself;
he talked of Platonic love, did this artillery officer !

When Mine, de Langeais had played with religion
sufficiently to suit her own purposes, she played with
it again for Armand's benefit. She wanted to bring
him back to a Christian frame of mind; she brought
out her edition of Le Genie du Christianisme™ adapted for
the use of military men. Montriveau chafed ; his yoke
was heavy. Oh! at that, possessed by the spirit of con-
tradiction, she dinned religion into his eas, to se
whether God might not rid her of this suitor, for the
man's persistence was beginning to frighten her. And
in any case she was glad to prolong any quarrel, if it
bade fair to keep the dispute on moral grounds for an
indefinite period; the material struggle which followed
it was more dangerous.

But if the time of her opposition on the ground of
the marriage law might be said to be the epoque civile
of this sentimental warfare, the ensuing phase which
might be taken to constitute the epoque religieuse had
aso its crisis and consequent decline of severity.

Armand happening to come in very early one evening,
found M. I'Abbe Gondrand, the Duchesss spiritual
director, established in an armchair by the fireside,
looking as a spiritual director might be expected to
look while digesting his dinner and the charming sins
of his penitent. In the ecclesastic's bearing there
was a stateliness befitting a dignitary of the Church;
and the episcopa violet hue already appeared'in hit



The Thirteen 293

dres At sght of his fresh, well-preserved complexion,
gnooth forehead, and asdtics mouth, Montriveau's
countenance grew uncommonly dark; he sad not a
word under the malicious scrutiny of the other's gaze,
and gregted neither the lady nor the priest. The
lover apart, Montriveau was not wanting in tact ; so
a few glances exchanged with the bishop-desgnate told
him that here was the real forger of the Duchess
armoury of scruples.

That an ambitious abbe should control the happiness
of a man of Montriveau's temper, and by underhand
ways! The thought burg in a furious tide over his
face, clenched his fists, and s&t him chafing and pacing
to and fro; but when he came back to his place intend-
ing to make a scene a single look from the Duchess
was enough. He was quiet.

Any other woman would have been put out by her
lover's gloomy silence; it was quite otherwise with
Mme. de Langeais. She continued her conversation
with M. de Gondrand on the necessty of re-establish-
ing the Church in its ancient splendour. And she
talked brilliantly. The Church, she maintained, ought
to be a temporal aswell asa spiritual power, stating her
caze better than the Abbe had done, and regretting that
the Chamber of Peers, unlike the English House of
Lords, had no bench of bishops Nevertheless, the
Abbe rose yidded his place to the General, and took
his leave, knowing that in Lent he could play a return
game. As for the Duchess, Montriveau's behaviour
had excited her curiodsty to such a pitch that dhe
scarcely rose to return her director's low bow.

' What is the matter with you, my friend ?

*Why, | cannot stomach that Abbe of yours:

"*Why did you not take a book ?* she asked, cardess
whether the Abbe, then cdosng the door, heard her
or no. '

The' General pausd, for the gesture which accom-
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panied the Duchess spesch further increased the
exceeding insolence of her words.

'My dear Antoinette, thank you for giving love
precedence of the Church; but, for pity's sake, allow me
to ak one question.’

°Oh ! you are quegtioning me! | am quite willing.
You are my friend, areyou not ? | certainly can open
the bottom of my heart to you ; you will s= only one
image there!'

* Do you talk about our love to that man ?'

' Heis my confessor .

' Does he know that | love you ?

"M . de Montriveau, you cannot claim, | think, to
penetrate the sscrets of the confessonal ?'

' Does that man know ail about our quarres and my
love for you ?——'

' That man, monsieur; say God !

'‘God again! [/ ought to be aone in your heart.
But leave God alone where He is, for the love of God
and me. Madame, you shall not go to confesson again,
or ——'

"' Or 7" dhe repeated sweetly.

" Or | will never come back here!

" Then go, Armand. Good-bye, good-bye for ever.

She roxe and went to her boudoir without so much as
a glance at Armand, as he s¢ood with his hand on the
back of a chair. How long he sood there motionless
he himsdf never knew. The soul within has the
mysterious power of expanding as of contracting space.

He opened the door of the boudoir. It was dark
within. A faint voice was raised to say sharply—

"I did not ring. What made you come in without
orders? Go away, Suzette!

‘Thenyou areill," exclaimed Montriveau.

" Sand up, mongeur, and go out of the room for a
minute at any rate," she said, ringing the bell.

‘M me. la Duchesserang for lights ? said the footman,
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coming in with the candles. When the lovers were
alone together, Mme. de Langeais still lay on her
couch; de was ;ust as slent and motionless as if
Montriveau had not been there.

' Dear, | waswrong," he began, a note of pain and a
sublime kindness in his voice. 'Indeed, | would not
have you without religion——'

"It is fortunate that you can recognise the necessty
of a constience’ she said in a hard voice, without look-
ing at him. 'l thank you in God's name''

The General was broken down by her harshness,
this woman ssemed as if she could be at will a sger or
a dranger to him. He made one despairing stride towards
the door. Hewould leave her for ever without another
word. He was wretched ; and the Duchess was laughing
within hersdf over mental anguish far more crue than
the old ;udicial torture. But as for going away, it was
not in his power to do it. In any sort of crigs, a
woman is, as it were, bursting with a certain quantity
of things to say; s0 long as she has not delivered her self
of them, she experiences the sensation which we are apt
to fed at the sght of something incomplete. M me. de
Langeais had not said all that was in her mind. She
took up her parable and said—

" We have not the same convictions, General, | am
pained to think. It would be dreadful if a woman
could not believe in a religion which permits usto love
beyond thegrave. | st Christian sentiments aside; you
cannot undersand them. Let me simply spesk to you
of expediency. Would you forbid a woman at court
the table of the Lord when it is cusomary to take the
sacrament at Eager ? People mug certainly do some-
thing for their party. The Liberals, whatever they may
wish to do, will never dedroy the reigious instinct.
Religion will always be a political necessity. Would
you undertake to govern a nation of logic-choppers?
Napoleon was afraid to try ; he persecuted ideologists.

P



226 The Thirteen

If you want to keegp people from reasoning, you must
give them something to feel. So let us accept the
Roman Catholic Church with all its conseguences
And if we would have France go to mass ought we
not to begin by going oursdves? Religion, you see
Armand, is a bond uniting all the conservative principles
which enable the rich to live in tranquillity. Religion
and the rights of property are intimately connected. It
Is certainly a finer thing to lead a nation by ideas of
morality than by fear of the scaffold, as in the time of
the Terror—the one method by which your odious
Revolution could enforce obedience. The priest and
the king—that means you, and me, and the Princess
my neighbour; and, in aword, the interestsof all honext
people personified. There, my friend, ;ust be so good
asto beong to your party, you that might be its Sylla
if you had the dightest ambition that way. | know
nothing about politics myself; | argue from my own
feelings, but still 1 know enough to guess that society
would be overturned if people were always calling its
foundations in quegtion '

"I f that is how your Court and vour Government
think, | am sorry for you,' brokein Montriveau. 'The
Restoration, madam, ought to say, like Catherine de
Medici, when she heard that the battle of Dreux was
lost, "Very well; now we will go to the meeting-
house” Now 1815 was your battle of Dreux. Like
the royal power of those days you won in fact, while
you log in right. Political Protestantism has gained
an axendency over peoplés minds.  If you have no
mind to isue your Edict of Nantes; or if, when it is
Issued, you publish a Revocation; if you should one day
be accussd and convicted of repudiating the Charter,
which is smply a pledge given to maintain the interests
edablished under the Republic, then the Revolution
will riseagain) terrible in her strength, and strike but a
sngle blow. It will not be the Revolution that will go
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into exile; sheisthevery soil of France. Men die, but
peoples interests do not die. . . . Eh, great Heavens ?
what are France and the crown and rightful sovereigns,
and the whole world beddes to usf Idle words com-
pared with my happiness. L et them reign or be hurled
from the throne, littledo | care. Wheream | now r'

" In the Duchess de Langeaiss boudoir, my friend.'

'No, no. No more of the Duchess, no more of
Langeais; | am with my dear Antoinette.'

" Will you do me the pleasure to say where you are,
she said, laughing and pushing him back, gently however.

' S0 you have never loved me,' heretorted, and anger
flashed in lightning from his eyes.

'No, dear ;' but the' No' was equivalent to ' Yes.'

‘| am a great ass' he said, kissng her hands. The
terrible queen was a woman once more.—" Antoinette,
he went on, laying his head on her feet, 'you are too
chagtely tender to spesk of our happiness to any onein
thisworld.'

"Oh!" se cried, rising to her feet with a swift,
graceful spring, 'you are a great simpleton/ And
without another word she fled into the drawing-room.

‘What is it now?' wondered the General, little
knowing that the touch of his burning forenead had sent
a swift electric thrill through her from foot to head.

In hot wrath he followed her to the drawing-room,
only to hear divinely sweet chords. The Duchess was
at the piano. If the man of science or the poet can at
once enjoy and comprehend, bringing his intelligence to
bear upon his enjoyment without loss of delight, he is
conscious that the alphabet and phraseology of music
are but cunning instruments for the composer, like the
wood and copper wire under the hands of the executant.
For the poet and the man of stience there is a musc
existing apart, underlying the double expresson of this
language of the spirit ana ssnses  Andiamo mi' ben can
draw wars of ;oy or pitying laughter at the will of the
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singer; and not unfrequently one here and therein the
world, some girl unable to live and bear the heavy
burden of an unguessad pain, some man whose soul
vibrateswith the throb of passon, may take up a musical
theme, and lo ! heaven is opened for them, or they find a
language for themsdves in some sublime melody, some
song log to the world.

The General was listening now to such a song} a
mysterious musc unknown to all other ears as the
solitary plaint of some matdess bird dying alone in a
virgin fored.

' Great Heavens! what are you playing there? he
aked in an ungeady voice.

' The prelude of a ballad, called, | believe, FUuve du
Tage:

(" did not know that there was such musc in a
piano, he returned.

"Ah!'" e said, and for the firg time she looked at
him as awoman looks at the man sheloves, ' nor do you
know, my friend, that | love you, and that you cause
me horrible suffering; and that | fed that | mug utter
my cry of pain without putting it too plainly into words.
If I did not, | should yield But you s= nothing/

" And you will not make me happy !

" Armand, | should die of sorrow the next day,’

The General turned abruptly from her and went.
But out in the street he brushed away the tears that he
would not let fall.

The reigious phase laged for three months. At the
end of that time the Duchess grew weary of vain repe-
titions; the Deity, bound hand and foot, was ddivered
up to her lover. Possbly she may have feared that by
sheer dint of talking of eternity she might perpetuate
hislove in thisworld and the next. For her own sake,
it must be bdieved that no man had touched her heart,
or her conduct would be inexcusable. She was young;
the time when men and women fed that they cannot
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afford to lose time or to quibble over their ;oys was still
far off. She no doubt, was on the verge not of firs
love, but of her first experience of the bliss of love. And
from inexperience, for want of the painful lessons which
would have taught her to value the treasure poured out
at her ftety she was playing with it. Knowing nothing
of the glory and rapture of the light, she was fain to
day in the shadow.

Armand was; ust beginning to undersand this strange
situation; he put hishope in the first word spoken by
nature. Every evening, as he came away from M me.
de Langeaiss, he told himsdf that no woman would
acoept the tenderest, mod delicate proofs of a man's
love during seven months, nor yield passvdy to the
dighter demands of passon, only to cheat love at the
las. He was waiting patiently for the sun to gain
power, not doubting but that he should receive the
earliest fruits. The married woman's hestations and
the religious scruples he could quite well understand. He
even rgoiced over those battles He mistook the
Duchess's heartless coquetry for modesty ; and he would
not have had her otherwise. So he had loved to s her
devisng obstacles, was he not gradually triumphing
over them? Did not every victory won swel the
meagre sum of lovers intimacies long denied, and at last
conceded with every sgn of love? Still, he had had
such leisure to taste the full sweetness of every small
successve conquest on which a lover feads his love, that
these had come to be matters of use and wont. So far
as obgades went, there were none now save his own
awe of her; nothing ds left between him and his
desre save the whims of her who allowed him to call
her Antoinette. So he made up his mind to demand
more, todemand all. Embarrassed like a young lover
who cannot dare to beieve that his idol can soop S0
low, he hestated for a long time. He pased through
the experience of terrible reactions within himsdf. A
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st purpose was annihilated by a word, and definite re-
lves died within him on the threshold. He degisd
himsdlf for his weakness and still his desre remained
unuttered.

Nevertheless, one evening, after sitting in gloomy
melancholy, he brought out a fierce demand for his
illegally legitimate rights. The Duchess had not to
wait for her bond-daved request to guess his desre
When was a man's desre a scret ? And have not
women an intuitive knowledge of the meaning of
certain changes of countenance ?

"*What! you wish to be my friend no longer ?* she
broke in at the first words, and a divine red surging like
new blood under the transparent skin, lent brightness to
her eyes. ' As a reward for my generosty, you would
dishonour me? Just reflect a little. | mysdf have
thought much over this; and | think always for us
both. Thereissuch athing as a woman's loyalty, and
we can no more fail in it than you can fail in honour.
/ cannot blind mysdf. If | am yours, how, in any
sne can |l be M. de Langeaiss wife? Can you
require the sacrifice of my position, my rank, my whole
life in return for a doubtful love that could not wait
patiently for ssven months? What! already you would
rob me of my right to digpoe of mysdf? No, no} you
mug not talk like this again. No, not another word.
| will not, | cannot listen to you.'

Mme. de Langeais raised both handsto her head to
push back the tufted curls from her hot forehead; she
ssamed very much excited.

"You come to a weak woman with your purpose
definitdly planned out. You say—"For a certain
length of time she will talk to me of her husband, then
of God, and then of the inevitable consequences But |
will use and abuse the ascendency | shall gain over her;
I will make mysdlf indigpensable; all the bonds of habit,
all the miscongructions of outdders, will make for me ;
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and at length, when our liaison is taken for granted by
all theworld, | shall bethiswoman'smaster."—Now, be
frank $ these are your thoughts! Oh'! you calculate,
and you say that you love. Shameon you! You ae
enamoured ? Ah! that | well believel Y ou wishto
posess me, to have me for your mistress, that is all!
Very well then, No! The Duchetst de Langeais will
not descend so far. Simple bourgeoises may be the vic-
tims of your treachery—I, never! Nothing gives me
assurance of your love. You spesk of my beauty ; |
may lose every trace of it in six months, like the dear
Princess, my neighbour. Y ou are captivated by my wit,
my grace. Great Heavens! you would soon grow used to
them and to the pleasures of possesson.  Have not the
little concessons that | was weak enough to make come
to beta matter of course in the last few months? Some day,
when ruin comes, you will give me no reason for the
change in you beyond a curt, "1 have ceased to care for
you."-—Then, rank and fortune and honour and all
that was the Duchesse de Langeais will be swallowed up
in one disappointed hope. | shall have children to bear
witness to my shame, and——With an involuntary
gesture she interrupted herself, and continued : ' But |
am too good-natured toexplain all thisto you when you
know it better than I. Come'! let us stay as we are. |
am only too fortunate in that | can still break these
bonds which you think so strong. Isthere anything so
very heroic in coming to the H6tel de Langeais to
spend an evening with a woman whose prattle amuses
you 2—awoman whom you take for a plaything ? Why,
half-a-dozen young coxcombs come here ;ust as regularly
every afternoon between three and five. They, too,
are very generous, | am to suppose? | make fun of
them; they stand my petulance and insolence pretty
quietly, and make me laugh ; but as for you, | give all
the treasures of' my soul to you, and you wish to ruin
me, you try my patience in endless ways. Hush, that
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will do, that will do,' she continued, seeing that he was
about to speak,' you have no heart, no soul, no ddicacy.
| know what you want to tell me. Very well, then—
yes. | would rather you should take me for a cold,
insengble woman, with no devotion in her composition,
no heart even, than be taken by everybody dse for a
vulgar person, and be condemned to your so-called
pleasures of which you would mog certainly tire, and
to everlaging punishment for it afterwards.  Your
oHfigh love is not worth so many sacrifices . .

The words give but a very inadequate idea of the
discourse which the Duchess trilled out with the quick
volubility of a bird-organ. Nor, truly, was there any-
thing to prevent her from talking on for some time to
come, for poor Armand's only reply to the torrent of
flute notes was a dlence filled with cruelly painful
thoughts. He was ;ust beginning to s=e that this
woman was playing with him; he divined instinctively
that a devoted love, a repponsve love, does not reason and
count the consequences in this way. Then, as he heard
her reproach him with detestable motives, he felt some-
thing like shame as he remembered that unconscioudy
he had made those very calculations. With angdic
honesty of purpose, he looked within, and sdf-examina-
tion found nothing but sHfisness in all his thoughts
and motives, in the answvers which he framed and could
not utter. He was sdf-convicted. In his degair he
longed to fling himsdf from the window. The egoiam
of it was intolerable.

What indesd can a man say when a woman will not
believe in love 7—Let me prove how much | love you.
—The [ is aways there,

T heheroes of the boudoir, in such circumstances, can
follow the example of the primitive logician who pre-
ceded the Pyrrhonists and denied movement. Mont-
riveau was not equal to thisfeat. With all his audacity,
he lacked this predse kind which never desrts tut adept
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in the formulas of femininealgebra. |f so many women,
and even the bex of women, fall a prey to a kind of
expert to whom thevulgar give a grossy name, it is
perhaps because the sad experts are great proven,
and love, in spite of its delicious poetry of sentiment,
requires a little more geometry than people are wont to
think.

Now the Duchess and Montrivcau were alikein this—
they were both equally unversed in love lore. The
lady's knowledge of theory was but scanty; in practice
she knew nothing whatever; she felt nothing, and
reflected over everything. Montriveau had had but
little experience, was absolutely ignorant of theory, and
felt too much to reflect at all. Both therefore were
enduring the consequences of the sngular Stuation.
At that supreme moment the myriad thoughts in his
mind might have been reduced to the formula—' Submit
to be mine——' words which ssem horribly sdfish to a
woman for whom they awaken no memories, recall no
ideas.  Something neverthdess he mus say. And
what was more, though her barbed shafts had s his
blood tingling, though the short phrases that she dis
charged at him one by one were very keen and sharp
and cold, he mus control himsdf lex he should lose
all by an outbreak of anger.

'*Mme. la Duchesse, | am in despair that God should
have invented no way for a woman to confirm the gift
of her heart save by adding the gift of her person.
The high value which you yoursdf put upon the gift
teaches me that | cannot attach less importance to it.
If you have given me your inmost sef and your whole
heart, as you tell me, what can the ret matter ? And
besdes, if my happiness means so painful a sacrifice, let
us say no more about it. But you must pardon a
man of spirit if he feds humiliated at being taken for
a spaniel.’

The' tone in which the lag remark was uttered might
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perhaps have frightened another woman; but when the
wearer of a petticoat has allowed hersdf to be addressd
as a Divinity, and thereby s&t hersdf above all other
mortals, no power on earth can be so haughty.

(M .le Marquis, | am in depair that God should
not have invented some nobler way for a man to con-
firm the gift of his heart than by the manifestation of
prodigioudy vulgar desres We become bond-daves
when we give oursdves body and soul, but a man is
bound to nothing by accepting the gift. Who will
asure me that love will lax? The very love that |
might show for you at every moment, the better to keep
your love, might serve you as a reason for deserting me.
| have no wish to be a ssoond edition of Mme. de
Beauseant. Who can evar know what it is that kegps
you besde us? Our perdgent coldness of heart isthe
caue of an unfailing passon in some of you ; other
men ak for an untiring devotion, to be idolised at every
moment; some for gentleness, others for tyranny. No
woman in thisworld as yet hasreally read theriddle of
man's heart.'

Therewasapause When she gpoke again it was in
a different tone.

¢ After all, my friend, you cannot prevent a woman
from trembling at the question, " Will this love last
aways?" Hard though my words may be, the dread of
losing you puts them into my mouth. Oh, me! it is
not | who speak, dear, it isreason ; and how should any
oneso mad as | bereasonable ? In truth, | am nothing
of the sort.'

The poignant irony of her answer had changed before
the end into the most musical accents in which a woman
could find utterance for ingenuous love. To listen to
her words was to passin a moment from martyrdom to
heaven. Montriveau grew pale; and for the first time
in his life, he fell on his knees before a woman. He
kissed the Duchesss skirt hem, her knees, her féd ; but
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for the credit of the Faubourg Saint-Germain it is
necessary to respect the myseries of its boudoirs, where
many are fain to take the utmost that Love can give
without giving proof of lovein return.

The Duchess thought hersdf generous when dhe
affered hersdlf to be adored. But Montriveau was in
a wild frenzy of ;oy over her complete surrender of the
position.

' Dear Antoinette, he cried. 'Yes, you are right;
| will not have you doubt any longer. | too am
trembling at this moment—lest the angel of my life
should leave me; | wish | could invent some tie that
might bind us to each other irrevocably.'

" Ah !" e said, under her breath, 'so | was right,
you s

‘Let mesay all that | have tosay ; | will scatter all
your fearswith a word. Listen! if | deserted you, |
should desrve to die a thousand deaths Be wholly
mine, and | will give you the right to kill meif I am
fase | mysdf will write a letter explaining certain
reasons for taking my own lifej | will make my final
arrangements, in short. You shall have the letter in
your keeping; in the eye of the law it will be a
aufficient explanation of my death. You can avenge
yoursdf, and fear nothing from God or men/

" What good would the letter be to me? What
would life be if | had logt your love? If | wished to
kill you, should | not be ready to follow ? No ; thank
you for the thought, but | do not want the letter.
Should | not begin to dread that you were faithful to
methrough fear ? And ifa man knows that he mus
risk his lifefor a solen pleasure, might it not ssem more
temptingl Armand, the thing | ak of you is the one
hard thing to do.'

" Then what is it that you wish ?'

" Your obedience and my liberty.'

"At, God!" cried he,"| am a child.
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(A wayward, much spailt child,” she said, stroking
the thick hair, for his head still lay on her knee. 'Ah'!
and loved far more than he believes and yet heis very
disobedient. Why not gday as we are? Why not
sacrifice to me the desres that hurt me? Why not
take what | can give, when it is all that | can honestly
grant ? Areyou not happy ?

(Oh yes, | am happy when | have not a doubt left.
Antoinette, doubt in love is a kind of death, is it not ?

In a moment he showed himsalf as he was, as all men
are under the influence of that hot fever $ he grew
eloguent, insinuating. And the Duchess tasted the
pleasures which <he reconciled with her conscience by
ome private, Jesuitical ukase of her own; Armand's
love gave her a thrill of cerebral excitement which
custom made as necessary to her as society, or the
Opera. To fed that he was adored by this man, who
roee above other men, whose character frightened her ;
to treat him like a child; to play with him as Poppaea
played with Nero—many women, like the wives of
King Henry viii., have paid for such a perilous delight
with all the blood in their veins.  Grim presentiment!
Even as she surrendered the delicate, pale, gold curlsto
his touch, and fet the dose pressure of his hand, the
little hand of a man whose greatness she could not
mistake ; even as e hersdf played with his dark, thick
locks, in that boudoir where she reigned a queen, the
Duchess would say to hersdf—

' This man is capable of killing me if he once finds
out that I am playing with him.'

Armand de Montriveau gayed with her till two
odock in the morning. From that moment this
woman, whom he loved, was neither a duchess nor a
Navarreins, Antoinette, in her digguises, had gone so
far as to appear to bea woman. On that mos blissful
evening, the sweetest prelude ever played by a Parisenne
to what the world calls 'a slip'} in spite of'all her
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affectations of a coyness which dhe did not fed, the
General saw all maidenly beauty in her. He had some
excuse for believing that so many storms of caprice had
been but clouds covering a heavenly soul; that these
mug be lifted one by one like the vels that hid her
divine loveliness. T he Duchess became, for him, the
mod smple and girlish migress, she was the one
woman in theworld for him; and hewent away quite
happy in that at lag he had brought her to give him
auch pledges of love, that it ssemed to him impossble
but that he should be but her husband henceforth in
secret, her choice sanctioned by Heaven.

Armand went sdowly home, turning this thought in
hismind with theimpartiality of aman who isconscious
of all the respongbilities that love lays on him while he
tades the swvestness of its ;oys. He went along the
Quais to see the widest possble pace of ky ; his heart
had grown in him; hewould fain have had the bounds
of the firmament and of earth enlarged. It ssamed to
him that his lungs drew an ampler breath. In the
course of his sdlf-examination, as he walked, he vowed
to love this woman so devoutly, that every day of her
life she should find absolution for her Insagaing society
in unfailing happiness. Sweet irrings of lifewhen lire
iIsat thefull! Theman that is strong enough to eep
hissoul in the colour of one emotion, fedsinfinite;oy as
glimpses open out for him of an ardent lifetime that
knows no diminution of passon to the end; even soit
IS permitted to certain mygtics, in ecasy, to behold the
Light of God. Love would be naught without the
belief that it would last for ever; love grows great
through constancy. It was thus that, wholly absorbed
by his happiness, M ontriveau understood passon.

" We belong to each other for ever!'

T hethought was like atalisman fulfilling the wishes
of his life. He did not ak whether the Duchess might
not change, whether her love might not last. No, for he
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had faith. Without that virtue there is no future for
Christianity, and perhaps it is even more necessary to
society. A conception of life as feeling occurred to him
for the first time; hitherto he had lived by action, the
mog grenuous exertion of human energies, the physcal
devotion, as it may be called, of the soldier.

Next day M. de Montriveau went early in the direc-
tion of the Faubourg Saint-Germain. He had made an
appointment at a house not far from the Hotel de
Langeai§ and the budness over, he went thither as if to
hisown home. The General's companion chanced to be
a man for whom he fet a kind of repulson whenever he
met him in other housss This was the Marquis de
Ronquerolles, whose reputation had grown so great in
Paris boudoirs. He was witty, clever, and what was
more—courageous ; he st the fashion to all the young
men in Paris. As a man of gallantry, his success and
experience were equally matters of envy; and neither
fortune nor birth was wanting in his case, qualifications
which add such lustre in Paristo a reputation as a leader
of fashion.

"Where are you going ?" aked M. de Ronquerolles.

'ToMme. de Langeaiss!

"Ah, true. | forgot that you had allowed her to
lime you. You are wasting your affections on her
when they might be much better employed esewhere
| could have told you of half-a-score of women in the
financial world, any one of them a thousand times better
worth your while than that titled courtesan, who does
with her brains what less artificial women do with——'

‘What is this, my dear fellow ?' Armand broke in.
' The Duchess is an angel of innocence!

Ronquerolles began to laugh.

' Things being thus, dear boy,' said he, ' it is my duty
to enlighten you. Just aword; thereisno harm in it
between oursdves. Has the Duchess surrendered i |f
0, | have nothing more to say. Come, give me your
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confidence.  There is no occason to waste your time
in grafting your great nature on that unthankful stock)
when all your hopes and cultivation will come to
nothing.’

Armand ingenuoudy made a kind of general report of
his podtion, enumerating with much minuteness the
dender rights so hardly won. Ronquerolles burg into
a ped of laughter so heartless, that it would have cos
any other man his life. But from their manner of
gpeaking and looking at each other during that colloquy
beneath the wall, in a corner almos as remote from
intrusion as the desert itsdf, it was easy to imagine the
friendship between the two men knew no bounds, and
that no power on earth could esrange them.

'My dear Armand, why did you not tell me that the
Duchess wasa puzzleto you f | would have given you
a little advice which might have brought your flirtation
properly through. You must know, to begin with, that
the women of our Faubourg, like any other women,
love to seep themsdves in love ; but they have a mind
to posess and not to be posssssed. They have made a
sort of compromise with human nature. The oode of
their parish gives them a pretty wide latitude short of
the lag transggresson. The swveds enjoyed by this fair
Duchess of yours are so many venial snsto be washed
away in the watersof penitence. But if you had the
Impertinence to ak in earnest for the mortal sn to
which naturally you are sure to attach the highest im-
portance, you would see the degp disdain with which the
door of the boudoir and the house would be incontinently
shut upon you. The tender Antoinette would dismiss
everything from her memory; you would be less than a
cipher for her. She would wipe away your kisses my
dear friend, as indifferently as she would perform her
ablutions. She would sponge love from her chesks as
she washes off rouge.  We know women of that sort—
thethorough-bred Parisenne. Have you ever noticed
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a grisettetripping along the street ? Her faceis as good
as a picture. A pretty cap, fresh cheeks, trim hair, a
guileful smile, and the res of her almost neglected. Is
not thistrue tothelife? Well, that is the Parisenne.
She knows that her face is all that will be seen, so she
devotes all her care, finery, and vanity to her head.
The Duchess is the same; the head is everything with
her. Shecan only fed through her intellect, her heart
liesin her brain, he isa sort of intellectual epicure, she
has a head-voicee. We call that kind of poor creature
a Lais of the intellect. You have been taken in like
a boy. If you doubt it, you can have proof of it
to-night, this morning, this instant. Go up to her,
try the demand as an experiment, indst peremptorily
If it is refused. You might st about it like the
late Marechal de Richelieu, and get nothing for your
paing/

Armand was dumb with amazement.

' Has your dedre reached the point of infatuation ?'

"I want her at any cost!" Montriveau cried out
despairingly.

"Very well. Now, look here. Be asinexorable as she
ishersdf. Trytohumiliate her,to sting her vanity. Do
not try to move her heart, nor her soul, but the woman's
nerves and temperament, for she is both nervous and
lymphatic. [f you can once awaken desre in her, you
are safe.  But you mugt drop these romantic boyish
notions of yours. If when once you have her in your
eagle’s talons you yield a point or draw back, if you so
much as stir an eyedlid, if she thinksthat she can regain
her ascendency over you, she will dip out of your
clutches like a fish, and you will never catch her again.
Be as inflexible aslaw. Show no more charity than the
headsman. Hit hard, and then hit again. Strike and
keep on striking as if you were giving her the knout
Duchesses are made of hard suff, my dear Armand ;
thereis a sort of feminine nature that is only softened
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by repeated blows; and as suffering devdops a heart in
women of that sort, so it is a work of charity not to
garetherod. Do you persevere. Ah | when pain has
thoroughly relaxed those nerves and oftened the fibres
that you take to be so pliant and yielding; when a
shrivelled heart has learned to expand and contract and
to beat under this discipline; when the brain has capitu-
lated—then, perhaps, passon may enter among the sted
sorings of this machinery that turns out tearsand affec-
tations and languors and melting phrases, then you
shall s a mod magnificent conflagration (always
upposng that the chimney takes fire). The ded
feminine sygsem will glow red-hot like iron in the
forge; that kind of heat lags longer than any other, and
the glow of it may possbly turn to love.

'Still,' he continued,®l have my doubts And, after
all, is it worth while to take so much trouble with the
Duchess? Between oursdves a man of my samp
ought first to take her in hand and break her in;
| would make a charming woman of her; she is a
thoroughbred; whereas, you two left to yoursdves will
never get beyond theA B C. But you arein lovewith
her, and ;ust now you might not perhaps share my views
on thissubject A pleasant timeto you, my children,’
added Ronqueroiles, after a pause Then with a laugh:
'l have decided myself for facile beauties, they are
tender, at any rate, the natural woman appears in their
love without any of your social seasonings. A woman
that haggles over hersdf, my poor boy, and only means
toinspire love! Well, have her like an extra horse—for
show. The match between the sofa and confessonal,
black and white, queen and knight, conscientious
scruplesand pleasure, is an uncommonly amusing game
of chess And if a man knows the game, let him be
never so little of % rake, he winsin three moves. Now,
If I undertook a woman of that sort, | should start with

the ddiberate purpose of—' Hisvoice sank to a whisper
ft
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over thelag words in Armand's ear, and he went before
there wastime to reply.

As for Montriveau, he sprang at a bound across the
courtyard of the Hotel de Langeais, went unannounced
up the dairs straight to the Duchesss bedroom.

'This is an unheard-of thing/ she said, hadily
wrapping her dressng-gown about her. (Armand!
this is abominable of you! Come, leave the room, |
beg. Just go out of the room, and go at once. Wait
for mein thedrawing-room.—Come now 1'

‘Dear angel, has a plighted lover no privilege
whatsoever ?

' But, mongeur, it is in the wors possble tage of a
plighted lover or a wedded husband to break in like this
upon his wife.'

He came up to the Duchess, took her in his arms, and
held her tightly to him.

‘Forgive, dear Antoinette} but a hog of horrid
doubts are fermenting in my heart/

t-Duibts? Fie!—Oh,fieon you !

‘Doubts all but ;ustified. If you loved me, would
you make thisquarre ? Would you not be glad to se
me? Would you not have felt a something stir in your
heart ? For |, that am not a woman, fed a thrill in
my inmost sdf at the mere sound of your voice. Often
in a ballroom a longing has come upon me to spring to
your dde and put my arms about your neck.'

'Oh | if you have doubts of me so long as| am not
ready to spring to your arms before all the world, | shall
be doubted all my life long, | suppoe Why, Othello
was a mere child compared with you!'

"Ah!"' he cried despairingly,’ you have no love for
me....

" Admit, at any rate, that at this moment you are not
lovable.’

‘Then | have still to find favour in your sight .'

" Oh, | should think s0. Come/ added she, with a little
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imperious air, ' go out of the room, leave me. | am not
like you ; I wish always to find favour in your eyes'

Never woman better undergood the art of putting
charm into insolence, and does not the charm double
the effect r is it not enough to infuriate the coolex of
men ? There was a sort of untrammelled freedom about
M me. deLangeais; a something in her eyes, her voice,
her attitude, which is never ssen in a woman who loves
when she dands face to face with him at the mere sght
of whom her heart must nesds begin to beat. The
Marquis de Ronqueradless counsds had cured Armand
of shespishness, and further, there came to his aid that
rapid power of intuition which passon will develop at
moments in the leas wise among mortals, while a great
man at such a time poss=ss=sit to the full. He guessd
the terribletruth revealed by the Duchesss nonchalance,
and his heart swelled with the ssorm like a lakerising
in flood.

"If you told me the truth yesterday, be mine, dear
Antoinette,’ he cried ; ' you shall-'

"I'n the first place' said she composadly, thrusting
him back as he came nearer—'in the first place, you
are not to compromise me. My woman might over-
hear you. Respect me, | beg of you. Your familiarity
is ail very well in my boudoir in an evening ; here it is
quite different. Besdes what may your "you shall”
mean ? " You shall." Noone as yet hasever usd that
word to me. It is quite ridiculous, it ssams to me,
absolutely ridiculous.'

"W ill you surrender nothing to me on this point r'

'Oh! do you call a woman's right to digpoe of
hersdf a "point"? A capital point indeed ; you will
permit me to be entirely my own' midress on (hat
" point."'

"*And how if' believing in your promises to me, |
should absolutely requireit ?'

*Oh! then you would prove that | made the greatest
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possble migake when | made you a promise of any
kind ; and | should beg you to leave me in peace’

The Generdl's face grew white; he was about to
gring to her 9de, when M me. de Langeais rang the
bell, the maid appeared, and, smiling with a mocking
grace, the Duchess added, 'Be s0 good as to return
when | am visble!'

Then Montriveau fet the hardness of a woman as
cold and keen asa ged blade; she was crushing in her
scorn.  In one moment she had shapped the bonds
which hdd firm only for her lover. She had read
Armand's intention in his face, and held that the
moment had come for teaching the Imperial soldier
his lesson. He was to be made to fed that though
duchesess may lend themsdves to love, they do not give
themsdves, and that the conquesx of one of them
would prove a harder matter than the conquest of
Europe.

‘Madame," returned Armand, 'l have not time to
wait. | am a spailt child, as you told me yoursdf.
When | srioudy resolve to have that of which we
have been speaking, | shall haveit.'

'You will have it?' queried she and there was a
trace of surprise in her loftiness.

'| shall haveit.’

'Oh! you would do me a great pleasure by ~‘re-
solving" to haveit. For curiosty's sake | should be
delighted to know how you would st about it——'

'l am ddlighted to put a new interest into your life,’
interrupted Montriveau, breaking into a laugh which
dismayed the Duchess. 'Will you permit me to take
you to the ball to-night ?'

" A thousand thanks. M. de Marsay has been before-
hand with you. | gave him my promise/

Montriveau bowed gravely and went.

'So Ronquerolles was right/ thought he, '‘and now
for a game of chess'



The Thirteen 245

Thenceforward he hid his agitation by complete
composure. No man is srong enough to bear such
udden alternations from the height of happiness to the
depths of wretchedness.  So he had caught a glimpse of
happy life the better to fed the emptiness of his previous
exigence? There was a terrible sorm within him}
but he had learned to endure, and bore the shock of
tumultuous thoughts as a granite cliff gands out againg
the surge of an angry sa.

'l could sy nothing. When | am with her my
wits desert me. She doss not know how vile and
contemptible she is Nobody has ventured to bring
her face to face with hersdf. She has played with
many a man, no doubt; | will avengethem all.’

For the first time, it may be in a man's heart,
revenge and love were blended so equally that M ont-
riveau himself could not know whether love or revenge
would carry all before it. That very evening he went
to the ball at which he was sure of seeing the Duchese
de Langeais, and aimost despaired of reaching her heart.
He inclined to think that there was something diabalical
about this woman, who was gracious to him and radiant
with charming smiles; probably because she had no wish
to allow the world to think that she had compromised
hersdf with M. de Montriveau. Coolness on both
gdesis a 9gn of love; but s0 long as the Duchess was
the same as ever, while the Marquis looked sullen and
morose, was it not plain that she had conceded nothing?
Onlookers know the rgected lover by various sgns and
tokens, they never migtake the genuine symptoms for
a coolness such as some women command their adorers
to feign, in the hope of concealing their love. Every
one laughed at Montriveau; and he, having omitted to
conault his cornac, was abdracted and ill at eas2 M.
de Ronquerolles, would very likely have bidden him
compromise the Duchess by responding to her show of
friendliness by passonate demondrations ; but as it was,



246 The Thirteen

Armand de Montriveau came away from the ball,
loathing human nature, and even then scarcely ready to
believe in such complete depravity.

"If there is no executioner for such crimes,’ he said,
as he looked up at the lighted windows of the ballroom
where the most enchanting women in Paris were
dancing, laughing, and chatting, ©I will take you by
the nape of the neck, M mc. la Duchesse, and make you
fed something that bites more deeply than the knife in
the Place dela Greve. Sted againg steelj we shall s
which heart will leave the degper mark.'

For aweek or s0 M me. de Langeais hoped to s the
Marquisde Montriveau again; but he contented him-
sdf with sending his card every morning to the Hotel de
Langeais. The Duchess could not help shuddering
each timethat the card was brought in, and a dim fore-
boding arossed her mind, but the thought was vague as
a presentiment of disaser. When her eyes fell on the
name, it ssemed to her that she felt the touch of the
implacable man'sstrong hand in her hair; sometimesthe
wor ds seemed like a prognostication of a vengeance which
her lively intellect invented in the mog shocking forms.
She had sudied him toowell not to dread him. Would
he murder her, she wondered ? Would that bull-necked
man dash out her vitals by flinging her over hishead r
Would he trample her body under his feet? When,
where) and how would he get her into his power ?
Would he make her suffer very much, and what kind of
pain would he inflict ? She repented of her conduct.
There were hours when, if he had come, she would
have "gxe to his armsin complete sdf-surrender.

Every night before he dept she saw Montriveau's
face; every night it woreadifferent agpect’ Sometimes
dhe saw his bitter smile, sometimes the Jovelike knitting
of the brows,; or his leonine look, or some disdainful
movement of the shoulders made him terrible for her.
Next day the card seemed dained with bloocH The
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name of Montriveau stirred her now as the presence of
the fiery, stubborn' exacting lover had never done
Her apprehendons gathered strength in the glence.
She was forced, without aid from without, to face the
thought of a hideous dud of which she could not gpesk.
Her proud hard nature was more regpongve to thrills of
hate than it had ever been to the caressss of love.  Ah!
if the General could but have ssn her, as she st with
her forehead drawn into folds between her brows ;
immersed in bitter thoughts in that boudoir where he
had enjoyed such happy moments, he might perhaps
have concaved high hopes Of all human passons is
not pride alone incapable of engendering anything bass?
M me. de Langeais kept her thoughts to hersdf, but is
it not permissble to suppoxe that M. de Montriveau
was no longer indifferent toher r And hasnot a man
gained ground immensdy when a woman thinks abdut
him ? Heisbound to make progresswith her either one
way or the other afterwards.

rut any feminine creature under the feet of a furious
horse or other fearsome beast; she will certainly drop
on her kneesand look for death : but if the brute shows
a milder mood and does not utterly day her) 4he will
love the horse, lion, bull, or what not, and will gpeak of
him quite at her eax= The Duchess felt that she Was
under the lion's paws, e quaked, but she did not
hate him.

The man and woman thus singularly placed with
regard to each other met three times in society during
the course of that week' Each time in reply to
coquettish questioning glances, the Duchess received a
respectful bow, and smilestiriged with such savageirony,
that all her apprehensons over the card in the morning
were revived at night. Our lives are smply such as our
fedings shape them for us; and the fedings of thee
two had hollowed out a great gulf between them.

TheComtessede Serizy, theMarquisdeRonquerolless
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gder, gave a great ball at the beginning of the follow-
ing week, and M me. de Langeais was suretogotoit.
Armand was the firs peason whom the Duchess saw
when she came into the room, and thistime Armand
was looking out for her, or so she thought at lead.
The two exchanged a look, and suddenly the woman
felt a cold perspiration break from every pore. She had
thought all along that M ontriveau was capable of taking
reprisals in some unheard-of way proportioned to their
condition; and now the revenge had been discovered,
it was ready, heated, and boiling. Lightnings flashed
from the foiled lover's eyes, his face was radiant with
exultant vengeance. And the Duchess? Her eyes
were haggard in spite of her resolution to be cool and
insolent.  She went to take her place besde the Comt-
ese de Serizy, who could not help exclaiming,’ Dear
Antoinette! what is the matter with you? You are
enough to frighten one/

"I shall be all right after a quadrille/ she answered,
giving a hand to a young man who came up at that
moment.

M me. de Langeais waltzed that evening with a sort
of excitement and transport which redoubled M ont-
riveau's lowering looks. He good in front of the line
of spectators, who were amusing themsdves by looking
on. Everytimethat she came pas him, his eyes darted
down upon her eddying face] he might have been a
tiger with the prey in hisgragp. The waltz cameto an
end, M me. de Langeais went back to her place besde
the Countess, and Montriveau never took his eyes off
her, talking all the whilewith astranger.

'Oneof thethingsthat struck memog on the;ourney,’
Westminster when you are shown the axe with which
a man in a mak cut off Charles the Firs's head, so
they tell you. The King made it first of all To some
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inquisitive person, and they repeat it still in memory of
him.'

" What doesthe man say 7 aked M me. de Serizy.

" Do not touch the axe!" ' replied Montriveau, and
there was menace in the sound of his voice.

(Really, my Lord Marquis, ssid M me. de Langesis,
"you tell this old story that everybody knows if they
have been to London, and look at my neck in such a
melodramatic way that you ssem to me to have an axe
in your hand.'

The Duchess was in a cold sweat, but nevertheess
dhe laughed as she sooke the last words.

° But circumgtances give the story a quite new appli-
cation,' returned he.

'How to; pray tell me, for pity'ssake ?'

" In this way, madame—you have touched the axe,
sd Montriveau, lowering hisvoice,

" What an enchanting prophecy!" returned she, smiling
with asumed grace. ' And when ismy head to fall ?

" | have no wish to s that pretty head of yours cut
off. | only fear somegreat misfortune for you. |f your
head were clipped close, would you fed no regrets for
the dainty golden hair that you turn to such good
account ?'

' There are those for whom a woman would loveto
make such a sacrifice ; even if, as often happens, it is for
the sake of a man who cannot make allowances for an
outbreak of temper.'

' Quite 0. Well, and if some wag were to spoil
your beauty on a sudden by some chemical process and
you, who are but eighteen for us, were to be a hundred
years old I\

"Why, the small-pox is our battle of Waterloo,
mongeur,' she interrupted. ' After it is over we find
out those who loye us sincerely.'

" Would you not regret the lovely facethat—r- ?'

"OhTindeed | should, but less for my own sake than
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for the sske of some one dse whose delight it might
have been. And, after all, if | were loved, always loved,
and truly loved, what would my beauty matter to
me ?—What do you say, Clara?

'It is a dangerous speculation,' replied M me. de Serizy.

'Is it permissible to ak His Magesty the King of
Sorcerers when | made the mistake of touching the axe,
since | have not been to London as yet 2 '

' Not soj he answered in English, with a burst of
ironical laughter.

*And when will the punishment begin ?

At this Montriveau coolly took out his watch, and
ascertained the hour with a truly appalling air of con-
viction.

‘A dreadful misfortune will befall you before this day
is out/

"I am not a child to be easily frightened, or rather, |
am a child ignorant of danger,’ said the Duchess. 'l
shall dance now without fear on the edge of the
precipice.’

' am delighted to know that you have so much
strength of character,’ he answered, as he watched her go
to take her place in a square dance.

But the Duchess, in spite of her apparent contempt
for Armand's dark prophecies, was really frightened.
Her late lover's presence weighed upon her morally and
physically with a snse of oppression that scarcely
ceead when he left the ballroom. And yet when she
had drawn freer breath, and enjoyed the relief for a
moment, she found herself regretting the sensation of
dread, so greedy of extreme sensations is the feminine
nature. Theregret was not love, but it was certainly
akin to other feelings which prepare the way for love.
And then—as if the impression which Montriveau had
made upon her were suddenly revived—she recollected his
air of conviction as he took out his watch, and in a
sudden spasm of dread she went out.
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By this time it was about midnight. One of her
servants, waiting with her pdisse, went down to order
he carriage. On he way home she fel naturally
enough to musing over M. de Montriveau's prediction.
Arrived in her own courtyard, as she supposd, she
entered a vedtibule amost like that of her own hotel,
and suddenly saw that the daircase was different She
wasin astrange house Turning to call her servants,
she was attacked by several men, who rapidly flung a
handkerchief over her mouth, bound her hand and foot)
and carried her off. She shrieked aloud.

“*Madame, our orders are to kill you if you scream,' a
voice said in her ear.

So great was the Duchesss terror, that she could
never recollect how nor by whom she was transported.
When she came to hersdf, she was lying on a couch in
a bachdor's lodging, her handsand feet tied with silken
cords. In spite of hersdf, she shrieked aloud as she
looked round and met Armand de Montriveau's eyes.
He wassitting in his dressing-gown, quietly smoking a
cigar in hisarmchair.

‘Do not cry out, Mme. la Duchesse' he said, coolly
taking the cigar out of his mouth ; {I have a headache.
Besdes, | will untie you. But listen attentively to
what | have the honour to say to you.'

Very carefully heuntied theknotsthat bound her feet.

" What would be the use of calling out ? Nobody
can hear your cries. You are too well bred to make
any unnecessary fuss If you do not stay quietly, if you
indst upon a struggle with me, | shall tie your hands
and feet again. All things conddered, | think that you
have sdf-respect enough to stay on this sofa as if you
were lyingon your own at home; cold as ever, if you
will. You have made me shed many tears on this
couch, tears that f hid from all other eyes/

While™ M ontriveau was speaking, the Duchessglanced
about her; it was a woman's glance, a golen look that
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saw all things and ssemed to s nothing. She was much
pleessd with the room. It was rather like a monk's
cell. The man's character and thoughts ssemed to
pervade it. No decoration of any kind broke the grey
painted surface of the walls. A green carpet covered
the floor. A black sofa, a table littered with papers
two big easy-chairs, a chest of drawers with an alarum
clock by way of ornament, a very low beddead with a
coverlet flung over it—a red cloth with a black key
border,—all these things made part of a whole that told
of a lifereduced to its Implest terms. A triple candle-
soonce of Egyptian design on the chimney-piece recalled
the vast gaces of the desrt and Montriveau's long
wanderings, a huge sphinx-claw sood out beneath the
folds of stuff at the. bed-foot; and ;ust beyond, a green
curtain with a black and scarlet border was suspended
by large rings from a soear handle above a door near
one corner of the room. The other door by which
the band had entered was likewise curtained, but the
drapery hung from an ordinary curtain-rod. As the
Duchess finally noted that the pattern was the same on
both, dhe saw that the door at the bedfoot sood open ;
gleeams of ruddy light from the room beyond flickered
below thefringed border. Naturally, the ominouslight
roused her curiosity; she fancied she could distinguish
drange hapes in the shadows, but as it did not occur to
her at the time that danger could come from that
quarter, shetried to gratify a more ardent curiosity.

' Monsieur, if it is not indiscreet, may | ak what
you mean to do with me?" Theinsolence and irony of
the tone stung through the words. The Duchess quite
bdieved that she read extravagant love in Montriveau's
geech. Hehad carried her off; was not that in itself
an acknowledgment of her power ?

' Nothingwhatever, madame,' hereturned, gracefully
puffing the lag whiff of cigar smoke. 'You will
remain here for ashort time, First of all, | Kould like
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to explain to you what you are, and what | am. |
cannot put my thoughts into words whilst you are
twisting on the sofa in your boudoirj and beddes, in
your own house you take offence at the dightest hint,
you ring the bell, make an outcry, and turn your lover
out at the door as if he were the baset of wretches.
Here my mind is unfettered. Here nobody can turn
me out. Here you shall be my victim for a few
seconds, and you are going to be so exceedingly kind as
to lissen to me. You nead fear nothing. | did not
carry you off to insult you, nor yet to take by force
what you refused to grant of your own will to my
unworthiness. | could not soop so low. Y ou pos
gbly think of outrage; for mysdf, | have no such
thoughts!'

He flung his cigar coadlly into the fire.

'The gmoke is unpleasant to you, no doubt,
madame?' he said, and rising at once, he took a
chafing-dish from the hearth, burnt perfumes and
purified the air. The Duchess agonishment was
only equalled by her humiliation. She was in this
man's power; and he would not abuse his power. The
eyes in which love had once blazed like flame were
now quiet and deady as dars She trembled. Her
dread of Armand was increased by a nightmare snsa-
tion of reslessness and utter inability to move; she felt
as if she were turned to gone. She lay passve in the
grip of fear. She thought she saw the light behind the
curtains grow to a blaze, as if blown up by a pair of
bellows; in another moment the gleams of flame grew
brighter, and <he fancied that three masked figures
suddenly flashed out; but the terriblevison disappeared
so swiftly that she took it for an optical delusion.

' Madame,'" Armand continued with cold contempt,
‘one minute, ;us| one minute is enough for,me, and
you shall feel it afterwards at every moment through-
out your lifetime, the one eternity over which | have
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power. | am not God. Listen carefully to me/ he
continued, paudng to add solemnity to his words
' Love will always come at your call. Y ou have bound-
less power over men: but remember that once you
called love, and love came to you; love as pure and
true-hearted as may be on earth, and as reverent as it
was passonatg fond as a devoted woman's, as a mother's
love; alove so great indeed, that it was pagt the bounds
of reason. You played with it, and you committed a
crime. Every woman has a right to refuse hersdf to
love which she feds she cannot shareb and if a man
loves and cannot win love in return, he is not to be
pitied, he has no right to complain. But with a sem-
blance of love to attract an unfortunate creature cut off
from all affection ; to teach him to understand happi-
nes to the full, only to snatch it from him; to
rob him of his future of felicity; to day his happi-
ness not merely to-day, but as long as his life lags, by
poisoning every hour of it and every thought—this |
call afearful crime!

' Monsieur——'
'l cannot allow you to answver me yet. So listen to
me still. In any case | have rights over you; but |

only chooe to exercise one—the right of the ;udge
over thecriminal, so that | may arouse your conscience.
If you had no conscience left, | should not reproach you
at all; but you aresoyoung! You mus fed some life
still in your heart; or so | like to beieve. While |
think of you as depraved enough to do awrong which
the law does not punish, | do not think you so degraded
that you cannot comprehend the full meaning of my
words. | resume!

As he gpoke the Duchess heard the smothered sound
of a pair of bellows. Those myserious figures which
she had just seen were blowing up the fire, no doubt;
lurid face was turned upon her; she could not choose



The Thirteen 255

but wait with a fast-beating heart and eyes fixed in a
gare. However curious she felt, the heat in Armand's
words interested her even more than the crackling of the
mysterious flames.

(Madame,' he went on after a pause 'if some poor
wretch commitsa murder in Paris, it is the executioner's
duty, you know, to lay hands on him and stretch him on
theplank, wheremurdererspay for their crimeswith their
heads Then the newspape's inform every one, rich
and poor, 0 that the former are asured that they may
demp in peace and the latter are warned that they must
be on the watch if they would live. Well, you that
arerdligious, and even a little of a bigot, may have masss
sid for such a man's soul. You both belong to the
same family, but yours is the dder branch; and the
eder branch may occupy high places in peace and live
happily and without cares. Want or anger may drive
your brother the convict to take a man's life; you have
taken more, you have taken the ;oy out of a man's
life, you have killed all that was bes in his life—his
deares bdiefs. The murderer smply lay in wait for
his victim, and killed him reluctantly, and in fear of the
scaffold; but you...! You heaped up every sin that weak-
ness can commit againg strength that sugpected no evil;
you tamed a passve victim, the better to gnaw his heart
out; you lured him with caresses; you left nothing
undone that could st him dreaming, imagining, long-
ing for the bliss of love. You asked innumerable
sacrifices of him, only to refuse to make any in return.
He should s the light indeed before you put out his
gyes ! It iswonderful how you found the heart to do
it 1 Such villanies demand a display of resource quite
above the comprehenson of those bourgeoises whom
you laugh at and despise They can give and forgive ;
they know how »to love and suffer. The grandeur of
their devotion dwarfs ut. Rising higher In the social
scale, one finds ;ust as much mud as at the lower end 5
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but with this difference, at the upper end it is hard and
gilded over.

'Yes, to find basnes in perfection, you must look
for a noble bringing up, a great name, a fair woman, a
duchess You cannot fall lower than the lowest unless
you are s& high above the rest of the world.—I expres
my thoughts badly ; the wounds you dealt me are too
painful as yet, but do not think that | complain. My
words are not the expresson of any hope for myself;
there is no trace of bitterness in them. Know this,
madame, for a certainty—I forgive you. My forgiveness
IS so complete that you need not fed in the least sorry
that you came hither to find it againg your will. . . .
But you might take advantage of other hearts as child-
like as my own, and it is my duty to sare them
anguish. So you have inspired the thought of ;ustice.
Expiate your sn here on earth; God may pehaps
forgiveyou ; | wisn that He may, but He is inexorable,
and will strike.'

The broken-spirited, broken-hearted woman looked
up, her eyesfilled with tears.

'Why doyou cry ? Be true to your nature. You
could look on indifferently at the torture of a heart as
you broke it. That will do, madame, do not cry. |
cannot bear it any longer. Other men will tell you
that you have given them life; asfor mysdf, | tell you,
with rapture, that you have given me blank extinction.
Perhaps you guess that | am not my own, that | am
bound to live for my friends, that from this time forth
| must endure the cold chill of death, as well as the
burden of life? Is it possble that there can be so
much kindness in you? Are you like the desert
tigress that licks the wounds she has inflicted t

The Duchess burst out sobbing.

'Pray spare your tears, madame. * If | bdieved in
them at all, ft would merely s& me on my guard. Is
this another of your artifices? or isit not? fou have
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ussd so many with me; how can one think that there
isany truth in you? Nothing that you do or say has
any power now to move me. That isall | have to say.

Mme. de Langeais roe to he feet, with a great
dignity and humility in her bearing.

"You are right to treat me very hardly,’ she said,
holding out a hand to the man who did not take it;
' you have not spoken hardly enough; and | deserve this
punishment.'

" [ punish you, madame! A man mug love still, to
punish, mus he not? From me you must expect no
feeling, nothing resembling it. If | chose | might be
accuser and ;udgein my cause, and pronounce and carry
out the sentence. But | am about to fulfil a duty, not
a desgre of vengeance of any kind. The crudles
revenge of all, | think, isscorn of revenge when it isin
our power totakeit. Perhaps| shall be the minister of
your pleasures; who knows? Perhaps from this time
forth, as you gracefully wear the tokens of disgrace by
which society marks out the criminal, you may perforce
learn something of the convict's ssnse of honour. And
then, you will love! '

The Duchess st listening; her meskness was un-
feigned ; it was no coquettish device When she spoke
at lad, it was after a slence.

" Armand,' she began, ' it ssams to me that when |
ressed love, | was obeying all the instincts of woman's
modesty; | should not have looked for such reproaches
from you. | was weak; you have turned all my weak-
neses againgd me, and made so many crimes of them.
How could you fail to understand that the curiosity 01
love might have carried me further than | ought to go;
and that next morning | might beangry with mysdf, and
wretched, because | had gone too far ? Alas1 | snned
in ignorance. | was as dncere in my wrongdoing, |
swvear to you, as in my remorse. There was far more
love for-you in my severity than in my concessons

R
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And besdes of what do you complain? | gave you my
heart; that was not enough; you demanded, brutally,
that | should give my person——'

' Brutally?' repeated Montriveau. But to himsef
he said, ' If | once allow her to dispute over words, | am
lost.

"Yes. You came to me as if | were one of those
women. You showed none of the respect, none of the
attentions of love. Had | not reason to reflect ? Very
well, | reflected. The unseamliness of your conduct is
not inexcusable; love lay at the source of it} let me
think s, and ;ustify you to myself.—Well, Armand,
this evening, even while you were prophesying evil, |
felt convinced that there was happiness in dore for us
both. Yes, | put my faith in the noble, proud nature so
often teted and proved. She bent lower. ' And | was
yours wholly,” she murmured in his ear. 'l fet a
longing that | cannot expressto give happiness to a man
so violently tried by adverdty. If | must have a mader,
my made should be a great man. As| felt constous
of my height, the less | cared to descend. | felt | could
trust you, | saw a whole lifetime of love, while you were
pointing to death. . . . Strength and kindness always go
together. My friend, you are so strong, you will not
be unkind to a hdpless woman who loves you. [f | was
wrong, is there no way of obtaining forgiveness? No
way of making reparation? Repentance is the charm
of love; 1 should like to be very charming for you.
How could I, alone among women, fail to know a
woman's doubts and fears the timidity that it is so
natural to fed when you bind yoursdf for life, and know
how eadly a man snaps such ties? T he bourgeoises,
with whom you compared me ;ust now, give themsdves,
but they struggle first. Very well—I struggled; but
here | am!—Ah! God, he doss not hear me!' she
broke off, and wringing her hands she cried out,' But
| loveyou! | am yours!' and fell at ArmandV fest.
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"Yours! yoursl my one and only master!'

Armand tried toraise her.

' Madame, it istoo late! Antoinette cannot save the
Duchesse de Langeais. | cannot believe in either.
To-day you may give yourself; to-morrow, you may
refuse. No power in earth or heaven can insure me
the sweat congancy of love. All love's pledges lay in
the past; and now nothing of that pas exids.

The light behind the curtain blazed up so brightly,
that the Duchess could not help turning her head; this
time dhe distinctly saw the three masked figures.

(Armand," shesaid,' | would not wish to think ill of
you. Why are those men there? What are you going
to do to me?'

(Thosemen will beassilent as | myself with regard to
thethingwhich isabout to bedone. T hink of them smply
as my hands and my heart. One of them is a surgeon-'

‘A surgeon! Armand, my friend, of all things, us
pense is the hardest to bear. Just goesk ; tell me if you
wish for my life; | will give it to you, you shall not
take it——'

' Then you did not undersand me? Did | not gesk ;
hendons, continued he, taking up a small sted object
from the table, ' | will now explain what | have decided
with regard to you.'

He held out a Lorraine coss fagened to the tip of a
sed rod.

" Two of my friends at this very moment are heating
another cross made on this pattern, red-hot. We are
going to samp it upon your forehead, here between the
eyes, 0 that therewill be no possbility of hiding the
mark with diamonds, and so avoiding peopl€s questions.
In short, you shall bear on your forehead the brand of
infamy which your brothers the convicts wear on their
shoulders  The pain is a mere trifle, but | feared a
nervous ariss of some kind, of resistance—'
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' Resistance? dhe cried, clapping her hands for ;oy.
' Oh no, no! | would have the whole world here to s
Ah, my Armand, brand her quickly, this creature of
yours, brand her with your mark asa poor little trifle
belonging to you. You aked for pledges of my love;
here they are all in one. Ah! for me there is nothing
but mercy and forgiveness and eternal happiness in this
revenge of yours. When you have marked this woman
with your mark, when you st your crimson brand on
her, your dave in soul, you can never afterwards abandon
her, you will be minefor evermorel  When you cut me
off from my kind, you make yoursdf respongble for my
happiness, or you prove yoursdf base; and | know
that you are noble and great! Why, when a woman
loves, the brand of love is burnt into her soul by her own
will.—Come in, gentlemen! come in and brand her,
this Duchese de Langeais. She is M. de Montriveau's
for ever! Ah! come quickly, all of you, my forehead
burns hotter than your fire!'

Armand turned his head sharply away lest he should
g2 the Duchess knedling, quivering with the throbbings
of her heart. He said some word, and his three friends
vanished.

The women of Paris slons know how one mirror
reflects another. The Duchess, with every motive for
reading the depths of Armand's heart, was all eyes, and
Armand, all unsuspicous of the mirror, brushed away
two tears as they fell. Her whole future lay in those
twotears. When heturned round again to help her to
rise, he was standing before him, sure of love. Her
pulsss mug have throbbed fag when he sooke with the
firmness she had known so well how to use of old while
she played with him.

' | pareyou, madame. All that has taken place shall
be as if it had never been, you may, believe me. But
now, let us bid each other good-bye! | like to think
that you were dncere in your coquetries on your sofa,
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sgncere again in this outpouring of your heart. Good-
bye. | fed that there is no faith in you left in me.
You would torment me again; you would always be
the Duchess, and But there, good-bye, we shall
never undergand each other.

'Now, what do you wish ? he continued, taking
the tone of a mader of the ceremonies—'to return
home, or to go back to Mme. de Serizy's ball ? | have
done all in my power to prevent any scandal. Neither
your servants nor any one dse can possbly know what
has pased between us in the lag quarter of an hour.
Your servants have no idea that you have left the ball-
room; vyour carriage never left Mme. de Serizy's
courtyard; your brougham may likewise be found in
the court of your own hoted. Where do you wish
to be?

" What do you counsd, Armand ?*

' Thereis no Armand now, Mme. la Duchesses. We

are drangers to each other.'
' Then take me to the ball,’ she said, still curious to
put Armand's power to thetest. ' Thrust a soul that
auffered in the world, and mus always suffer there, if
there is no happiness for her now, down into hell again.
And yet, oh my friend, | love you as your bourgeoises
love; | love you so that | could come to you and fling
my arms about your neck before all the world if you
aked it off me. The hateful world has not corrupted
me. | am young at least, and | have grown younger
still. | am a child, yes, your child, your new creature.
Ah'! do not drive me forth out of my Eden !

Armand shook his head.

"Ah! let me take something with me, if I go, some
little thing to wear to-night on my heart,’ she said,
taking posesson of Armand's glove, which dhe twisted
into her handker chief.

"No, | am not' like all those depraved women. Y ou
do not "know the world, and so you cannot know my




262 The Thirteen

worth. You shal know it now! There are women
who sdl themsdves for money; there are others to be
gained by gifts, it is a vileworld! Oh, | wish | were
a ample bourgeoise, a working girl, if you would rather
have a woman beneath you than a woman whose
devotion is accompanied by high rank, as men count it.
Oh, my Armand, there are nable, high, and chage and
pure natures among us; and then they are lovely indeed.
| would have all nobleness that | might offer it all up to
you. Misfortunewilled that | should be a duchess, |
would | werea royal princess, that my offering might be
complete. | would be a grisette for you, and a queen
for every one besdes!

He listened, damping his cigars with his lips.

"You will let me know when you wish to go,’ he
said.

'‘But | should like to say——'

'That isanother matter !'

‘Stay, that was badly rolled,’ she cried, seizing
on a cigar and devouring all that Armand's lips had
touched.

' Do you smoke ?'

" Oh, what would | not do to please you ?'

"Very well. Go, madame!

'1 will obey you," she answered, with tears in her
eyes.

'You mug be blindfoldedj you must not se a
glimpse of the way.

'l am ready, Armand,' she said, bandaging her eyes.

' Can you s ?

'NO."

Noisglesdy he knelt before her.

"Ah! | can hear you!" shecried, with a little fond
gesture, thinking that the pretence of harsnes was
over. <

He made as if he would kiss her lips; she held up her
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"You can s madame!

| am ;ust alittle bit curious'

' S0 you always decave me?

" Ah! take ofF this handkerchief, sir,' she cried out,
with the passon of a great generodty repdled with
scorn, ‘lead me ; | will not open my eyes!

Armand felt sure of her after that cry. Heled the
way ; the Duchess, nobly true to her word, was blind.
But while Montriveau held her hand as a father might,
and led her up and down flights of sairs, he was study-
ing the throbbing pulsss of this woman's heart o0
suddenly invaded by Love. M me. de Langeais, rgoicing
in this power of speech, was glad to let him know all;
but he was inflexiblgj his hand was passve in reply to
the questionings of her hand.

At length, after some ;our ney made together, Armand
bade her go forward ; the opening was doubtless narrow,
for as he went she fet that his hand protected her
dress Hiscare touched her; it was a revelation surely
that there was a little love still left; yet it wasin some
sort a farewell, for Montriveau left her without a word.
The air was warm; the Duchess, feding the heat,
opened her eyes, and found hersdf standing by the fire
in the Comtesse de Serizy's boudoir. She was alone.
Her first thought was for her disordered toilette; in a
moment she had adjused her dres and restored her
picturesgue coiffure,

'Well, dear Antoinette, we have been looking for you
everywhere! It was the Comtesse de Serizy who spoke
as she opened the door.

'I came here to breathe' sad the Duchess; 'it is
unbearably hot in the rooms!

' People thought that you had gone; but my brother
Ronquerolles told me that your servants were waiting
for you.' '

‘| am tired out, dear, let me gay and rest herefor a
minute™and the Duchess sat down on the sofa.
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'Why, what is the matter with you? You are
shaking from head to foot!"

The Marquis de Ronquerolles camein.

'Mme. la Duchese, | was afraid that something
might have happened. | have ;ust come across your
coachman, the man is as tipsy as all the Swiss in
Switzerland.'

The Duchess made no answer; e was looking
round the room, at the chimney-piece and the tall
mirrors, seeking the trace of an opening. Then with
an extraordinary sensation she recollected that she was
again in the mids of the gaiety of the ballroom after
that terrific scene which had changed the whole course
of her life. She began to shiver violently.

' M. de Montriveau's prophecy has shaken my nerves/
de said. ' It was a ;oke, but still I will sse whether his
axe from London will haunt me even in my deep. So
good-bye, dear —Good-bye, M. le Marquis.'

As she went through the rooms she was best with
inquiries and regrets. Her world seemed to have
dwindled now that she its queen, had fallen so low, was
0 diminished. And what, moreover, were these men
compared with him whom she loved with all her heart ;
with the man grown great by all that she had logt in
gature? Thegiant had regained the height that he had
log for a while, and she exaggerated it perhaps beyond
measure.  She looked, in spite of hersdf, at the servant
who had attended her to the ball. He was fast adep.

‘Have you been here all the time?' dhe asked.

'Y es, madame.’

As she took her st in her carriage he saw, in fact,
that her coachman wasdrunk—so drunk, that at any other
time she would have been afraid ; but after a great crigs
in life, fear losss its appetite for common food. She
reached home, at any rate, without accidentj but even
there she felt a change in herdf, a new feding that she
could not shake off. For her, there was now 'but one
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man in the world; which isto say, that henceforth e
cared to shine for his sake alone.

While the physologist can define love promptly by
following out natural laws, the moralist finds a far more
perplexing problem before him if he attempts to consder
love in all its devdopments due to social conditions.
Still, in spite of the heeses of the endless sects that
divide the church of Love, there is one broad and
trenchant line of difference in doctrine, a line that all
the discusson in the world can never deflect. A rigid
application of this line explains the nature of the crigs
through which the Duchess, like mos women, was to
pass Passon she knew, but she did not love as yet.

NLove and pasion are two different conditions which
poets and men of the world, philosophers and foals, alike
continually confound. Love implies a give and take,
a certainty of bliss that nothing can change ; it
means 0 dose a clinging of the heart, and an exchange
of happiness so congant, that there is no room left for ;
unfaithfulness may give pain, but the bond is not les
close; the soul is neither more nor less ardent or
troubled, but happy at every moment; in short, the
divine breath of desre spreading from end to end of the
immensity of Time degps it all for us in the sdfsame
hue; life takes the tint of the unclouded heaven. But
Passon is the foreshadowing of Love, and of that I nfinite
to which all suffering souls aspire.  Passon is a hope
that may be cheated. Passon means both suffering
and transition. Pasion dies out when hope is dead.
Men and women may pass through this experience
many times without dishonour, for it is so natural to
spring towards happiness; but there isonly one love in
a lifetime. All discussons of sentiment ever conducted
on pape or by word of mouth may therefore be resumed
by two questions—'Is it passon? Is it love? So,
gnce love comes into exisence only through the inti-
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mate experience of the bliss which gives it lagting life,
the Duchess was beneath the yoke of passon as yet}
and as e knew the fierce tumult, the unconscious
calculations, the fevered cravings, and all that is meant
by that word passion—she suffered. Through all the
trouble of her soul there roe eddying guds of temped,
raised by vanity or sdf-love, or pride or a high spirit; for
all thee forms of egoian make common cause together A

She had said to thisman, ' | love you; | am yours!
Was it possble that the Duchese de Langeais should
have uttered those words—in vain? She mud ether be
loved now or play her part of queen no longer. And
then she felt the londiness of the luxurious couch where
pleesure had never yet s his glowing feet; and over
and over again, while she tossed and writhed there, she
sid, ' | want to be loved/

But the belief that she still had in hersdf gave her
hope of success The Duchess might be piqued, the
vain Paridenne might be humiliated; but the woman
sw glimpsss of wedded happiness, and imagination,
avenging the time log for nature, took a delight in
kindling the inextinguishable fire in her vens  She all
but attained to the sensations of love;, for amid her
poignant doubt whether she was loved in return, she
fet glad at heart to say to herself,’ | love him!" As for
her scruples, religion, and the world she could trample
them under foot! Montriveau was her religion now.
She sent the next day in a sate of moral torpor,
troubled by a physcal unrest, which no words could
express  She wrote letters and tore them all up, and
invented a thousand impossble fancies

When M. de Montriveau's usual hour arrived, she
tried to think that he would come, and enjoyed the
feding of expectation. Her whole life was concen-
trated in the sngle sne of hearing. Sometimes she
shut her eyes, straining her ears to listen through space,
wishing that she could annihilate everything' that lay
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between her and her lover, and so establish that perfect
dlence which sounds may traverse from afar. In her
tense sdf-concentration, the ticking of the clock grew
hateful to her; e dopped its ill-omened garrulity.
The twelve drokes of midnight sounded from the
drawing-room.

"Ah, GodI' dhe cried, ' to s him here would be
happiness. And vyet, it is not so very long snce he
came here, brought by desre, and the tones of his voice
filled this boudoir. And now thereis nothing.'

She remembered the times that she had played the
coquette with him, and how that her coquetry had cost
her her lover, and the despairing tears flowed for long.

Her woman came at length with, ' M me. la Duchesse
does not know, perhaps, that it is two o'dock in the
morning; | thought that madame was not feeling well.'

"Yes, | am going to bed, sad the Duchess, drying
her eyes. ' But remember, Suzanne, never to come in
again without orders; | tell you this for the lag time.'

For a week, Mme. de Langeais went to every house
where there was a hope of meeting M. de Montriveau.
Contrary to her usual habits, he came early and went
late; gave up dancing, and went to the card-tables.
Her experiments were fruitless. She did not succeed in
getting a glimpse of Armand. Shedid not dare to utter
his name now. One evening, however, in a fit of
degpair, she poke to M me. de Serizy, and aked as care-
lesdy asshe could," Y ou mus havequarrdied with M. de
Montriveau? Heis not to be seen at your house now.'

The Countess laughed. ' So he does not come here
either?' dhe returned. He isnot to be ssen anywhere,
for that matter. Heis interested in some woman, no
doubt.'

'l used to think that the Marquis de Ronquerolles
was one of his friends——' the Duchess began sweetly.

"l have never' heard my brother say that he was
acquainted with him.'
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M me. de Langeais did not reply. Mme. de Serizy
concluded from the Duchesss slence that she might
apply the scourge with impunity to a discreet friendship
which she had seen, with bitterness of soul, for a long
time pad.

‘SO you miss that meancholy personage, do you?
| have heard mog extraordinary things of him. Wound
his fedings, he never comes back, he forgives nothing;
and, if you love him, hekegps you in chains. Toevery-
thingthat | said of him, one of those that praise him sky-
high would always answer, " He knows how to love!"
People are always telling me that Montriveau would
give up all for his friend; that his is a great nature.
Pooh! society does not want such tremendous natures,
M en of that samp are all very well at home; let them
day thereand leave usto our pleasant littlenesses. W hat
do you say, Antoinette?'

Woman of the world though she was, the Duchess
seemed agitated, yet she replied in a natural voice that
decaived her fair friend—

"I am sorry to miss him. | took a great interest in
him, and promised to mysdlf to be hissncere friend. |
like great natures, dear friend, ridiculous though you
may think it. To give onexdf to a fool isa clear con-
fesson, is it not, that one is governed wholly by on€s
snss?

Mme. de Serizy's 'preferences’ had always been for
commonplace men; he lover at the moment, the
Marquis d'Aiglemont, was a fine, tall man.

After this, the Countess soon took her departure, you
may besure. M me. de Langeais saw hope in Armand's
withdrawal from theworld; shewroteto him at once;
it was a humble, gentle letter, surdy it would bring
him if heloved her still. She sent her footman with it
next day. On the servant's return, she aked whether
he had given the letter to M. de Montriveau himsdf,
and could not restrain the movement of ;oy at the
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affirmative answer. Armand was in Parisl He gayed
alone in his houss he did not go out into society! So
dhe was loved! All day long she waited for an answer
that never came. Again and again, when impatience
grew unbearable, Antoinette found reasons for his delay.
Armand felt embarrassd; the reply would come by
post; but night came, and she could not decelve hersdf
any longer. It was a dreadful day, a day of pain grown
sweet, of intolerable heart-throbs, a day when the heart
gquanders the very forces of life in riot.

Next day she sent for an answer.

"M . le Marquis snt word that he would call on
Mme. la Duchesse' reported Julien.

Shefled les her happiness should be ssen in her face,
and flung hersdf on her couch to devour he firs
sensations.

' He is coming !'

The thought rent her soul. And, in truth, woe unto ;
those for whom wugpense is not the mogt horrible time
of tempedt, while it increasss and multiplies the svestes
quickens the images of things, giving to them a second
exigence, so that we cling as dosdy to the pure essence
as to its outward and visble manifestation. What is
upen=e in love but a congant drawing upon an unfail-
ing hope ?—a submisson to the terrible scourging of
passon, while passon is yet happy, and the disenchant-
ment of reality has not s in. The congant putting
forth of strength and longing, called suspensg is surély,
to the human soul, as fragrance to the flower that
breathes it forth. We soon leave the brilliant, unsatis
fying colours of tulips and coreopss, but we turn again
and again to drink in the swvesness of orange-blossoms
or volkameria—flowers compared separately, each in its
own land, to a betrothed bride, full of love, made fair
by the pag and future.

The Efuchess learned the ;oys of this new life of hers
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through the rapture with which she recaived the scourg-
ings of love. As this change wrought in her, she saw
other dedtinies before her, and a better meaning in the
things of life. As e hurried to her dressng-room, she
undersgood what <udied adornment and the mog
minute attention to her toilet mean when thexe are
undertaken for loves sske and not for vanity. Even
now this making ready hdped her to bear the long
time of waiting. A rdaps of intense agitation st in
when dhe was dressed ; she passsd through nervous
paroxysms brought on by the dreadful power which sts
the whole mind in ferment. Perhaps that power is
only a disass though the pain of it is sweet. The
Duchess was dressad and waiting at two o'clock in the
afternoon. At half-past deven that night M. de
Montriveau had not arrived. To try to give an idea
of the anguish endured by a woman who might be said
to be the sailt child of civilisation, would beto attempt
to sy how many imaginings the heart can condense
into one thought. As well endeavour to measure the
forces expended by the soul in a 9gh whenever the bdll
rang; to estimate the drain of life when a carriage
rolled pag without stopping, and left her prostrate.

' Can he be playing with me? e said, as the clocks
struck midnight.

She grew white ; her teeth chattered ; she struck her
hands together and leapt up and crossed the boudoir,
recollecting as she did so how often he had come thither
without asummons. But sheredgned hersdf. Had she
not ssen him grow pale, and start up under the stinging
barbs of her irony ? Then M me. de Langeais felt the
horror of the woman's appointed lot; a man's is the
active part, a woman must wait passvdy when dhe
loves. If a woman goes beyond her beloved, she makes
a misgake which few men can forgive;, amos every
man would fed that a woman lowers hersdf by this
piece of angdic flattery. But Armand's was a great



The Thirteen 271

nature ; he surdy mus be one of the very few who
can repay uch exceeding love by love that lags for
ever.

"*Well, I will make the advance,' she told hersdf, as
she tossed on her bed and found no deep there; ' | will
go to him. | will not weary mysdf with holding out a
hand to him, but | will hold it out. A man of a
thousand will se a promise of love and congtancy in
every sep that a woman takes towards him. Yes, the
angels mug come down from heaven to reach men ;
and | wish to be an angd for him/

Next day she wrote. It was a billet of the kind in
which the intdlects of the ten thousand Sevignes that
Paris now can number'particularly exce. And yet
only a Duchese de Langeais, brought up by Mme. la
Princesse de Blamont-Chauvry, could have written that
delicious note; no other woman could complain with-
out lowering herself; could soread wings in such a flight
without draggling her pinions in humiliation ; rise
gracefully in revolt; scold without giving offence ; and
pardon without compromising her personal dignity.

Julien went with the note. Julien, like his kind,
was the victim of loves marches and countermar ches.

‘What did M. de Montriveau reply ?' she asked, as
indifferently as she could, when the man came back to
report himsef.

(M . le Marquis requeted me to tell Mme. la
Duchess that it was all right.’

Oh the dreadful reaction of the soul upon hersdf!
To have her heart stretched on the rack before curious
withesses, yet not to utter a sound, to be forced to
keer|]o gslencel One of the countless misries of the
rich!

M or e than three weeks went by. M me. de Langeais
wrote again and again, and no answer came from
Montriveau. At fag she gave out that shewas ill, to
gain a dispensation from attendance on the Princess
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and from social duties. She was only at home to her
father the Due de Navarreins, her aunt the Princesse de
Blamont-Chauvry, the old Vidame de Pamiers (her
maternal great-uncle), and to her hushand's uncle, the
Due de Grandlieu. These persons found no difficulty
in believing that the Duchess was ill, seeing that she
grew thinner and paler and more dgected every day.
The vague ardour of love, the smart of wounded pride,
the continual prick of the only scorn that could touch
her, the yearnings towards ;oys that she craved with a
vain continual longing—all these things told upon her,
mind and body; all the forces of her nature were
gimulated to no purpose She was paying the arrears
of her life of make-bdieve.

Shewent out at lag toareview. M. de Montriveau
was to be there. For the Duchess, on the balcony of
the Tuileries with the Royal Family, it was one of
thoe fedtival days that are long remembered. She
looked supremey beautiful in her languor ; she was
greeted with admiration in all eyes. It was Mont-
riveau's presence that made her so fair. Once or
twice they exchanged glances The General came
amos to her feet in all the glory of that soldier's
uniform, which produces an effect upon the feminine
imagination to which the mog prudish will confess
When a woman isvery much in love, and has not seen
her lover for two months, such a swift moment must be
something like the phase of a dream when the eyes
embrace a world that sretches away for ever. Only
women or young men can imagine the dull, frenzied
hunger in the Duchesss eyes. As for older men, if
during the paroxyams of early pasion in youth they
had experience of such phenomena of nervous power;
at a later day it is so completely forgotten that they
deny the very existence of the luxuriant ecsasy—the
only name that can be given to these wonderful intui-
tions. Rdigious ecdasy is the aberration of a soul that
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has shaken off its bonds of flesh } whereas in amorous
ecsasy all the forces of soul and body are embraced and
blended in one. If a woman falls a victim to the
tyrannous frenzy before which M me. de Langeais was
forced to bend, she will take one decisve resolution
after another so swiftly that it is impossible to give
account of them. Thought after thought rises and
flits across her brain, as clouds are whirled by the wind
across the grey veil of mist that shuts out the sun.
Thenceforth the facts reveal all. And the facts are
these.

T he day after thereview, M me. de Langeais sent her
carriage and liveried servantsto wait at the Marquis de
Montriveau's door from eight o'clock in the morning till
three in the afternoon. Armand lived in the Rue de
Tournon, a few geps away from the Chamber of Peers,
and that very day the House was sitting; but long
before the peersreturned to their palaces, several people
had recognised the Duchesss carriage and liveries. The
first of these was the Baron de Maulincour. That
young officer had met with disdain from M me. de
Langeais and a better reception from M me de Serizy;
he betook himself at once therefore to his mistress, and
under seal of secrecy told her of this strange freak.

In a moment the news was spread with telegraphic
gead through all the coteries in the Faubourg Saint-
Germain ; it reached the Tuileries and the Elysee-
Bourbon ; it was the sensation of the day, the matter of
all the talk from noon till night. Almost everywhere
the women denied the facts, but in such a manner that
the report was confirmed ; the men one and all believed
it, and manifested a most indulgent interest in M me. de
Langeais. Some among them threw the blame on
Armand.

'That savage of a Montriveau is a man of bronze,
said they; ' he inssted on making this scandal, no
doubt/

S
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'Very well, then,' others replied, ' M me. de Langeais
has been guilty of a mogt generous piece of imprudence.
To renounce the world, and rank, and fortune, and
condderation for her lover's sake, and that in the face of
all Paris, is as fine a coup d'etat for a woman as that
barber's knife-thrust, which so affected Canning in a
court of assze Not one of the women who blame the
Duchess would make a declaration worthy of ancient
times. It is heroic of Mme. de Langeais to proclaim
hersdf so frankly. Now thereis nothing left to her but
to love Montriveau. There mug be something great
about a woman if she says "I will have but one
passon.”’

' But what is to become of society, monseur, if you
honour vice in thisway without regpect for virtue? asked
the Comtese de Granville, the attorney-general's
wife.

While the Chateau, the Faubourg, and the Chausee
d'Antin were discussing the shipwreck of arisocratic
virtue; while excited young men rushed about on horse-
back to make sure that the carriage was sanding in the
Rue de Tournon, and the Duchess in consquence was
beyond a doubt in M. de Montriveau'srooms, Mme. de
L angeais, with heavy throbbing pulses was lying hidden
away in her boudoir. And Armand ?—hehad been out
all night, and at that moment was walking with M. de
Marsay in the Gardens of the Tuileries. The dder
members of Mme. de Langeaiss family were engaged
in calling upon one ancther, arranging to read her a
homily and to hold a consultation as to the bes way of
putting a sop to the scandal.

At three o'cdock, therefore, M. le Due de Navarreins,
the Vidame de Pamiers, the old Princesse de Blamont-
Chauvry, and the Due de Grandlieu were assambled in
Mme. la Duchese de Langeaiss drawing-room. To
them, as to all curious inquirers, the servants said that
their midress was not at home; the Duchess had made
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no exceptionsto her orders.  But these four personages
shone ocongpicuous in that lofty sphere, of which the
revolutions and hereditary pretensons are solemnly
recorded year by year in the Almanack de Gotha where-
fore without some dight sketch of each of them this
picture of society were incomplete.

The Princesse de Blamont-Chauvry, in the feminine
world, wasa mogt poetic wreck of the reign of Louis
Quinze. In her beautiful prime, so it was said, she had
done her part to win for that monarch his appellation of
le Bien-aime. Of her pas charms of feature, little
remained save a remarkably prominent dender nose
curved likea Turkish scimitar, now the principal orna-
ment of a countenance that put you in mind of an old
white glove. Add a few powdered curls, high-heded
pantoufies, a cap with upstanding loops of lace, black
mittens, and a decided taste for ombre. But to do full ;
low-necked gowns of an evening (0 high an opinion of
her ruins had she), wore long gloves, and raddled her
chekswith Martin's dassc rouge. An appalling amia-
bility in her wrinkles, a prodigious brightness in the old
lady 'seyes, a profound dignity in her whole person,
together with thetriple barbed wit of her tongue, and an
infallible memory in her head, made of her a real power
in the land. The whole Cabinet des Chartes wasentered
in duplicate on the parchment of her brain. She knew
all the genealogies of every noble house in Europe—
princes, dukes, and counts—and could put her hand on
the las descendants of Charlemagne in the direct line.
No usurpation of title could exape the Princese de
Blamont-Chauvry.

Young men who wished to sand well at Court,
ambitious men, and young married women pad her
assduous homage® Her salon s& the tone of the Fau-
bourg Sain|-Germain. The words of this Talleyrand in
petticoats were taken as final decrees  People came to
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conault her on quedions of etiquette or usages or totake
lessons in good taste. And, in truth, no other old woman
could put back her snuff-box in her pocket asthe Princess
could ; while there was a precison and a grace about the
movements of her skirts, when she sat down or crosssd
her feet, which drove the finest ladies of the young
generation to despair. Her voice had remained in her
head during one-third of her lifetime ; but she could not
prevent a descent into the membranes of the nose, which
lent to it a peculiar expressveness  She still retained a
hundred and fifty thousand livres of her great fortune,
for Napoleon had generoudy returned her woods to her ;
0 that personally and in the matter of posssssons she
was a woman of no little consequence.

This curious antique, seated in a low chair by the
firesde, was chatting with the Vidame de Pamiers, a
contemporary ruin.  The Vidame was a big, tall, and
gare man, a seigneur of the old schoal, and had been a
Commander of the Order of Malta. His neck had
always been 0 tightly compressed by a strangulation
stock, that his cheeks pouched over it alittle, and he held
his head high; to many people this would have given an
air of sdf-aufficiency, but in the Vidame it was ;ustified
by a Voltairean wit. His wide prominent eyes ssemed
to se everything, and as a matter of fact there was not
much that they had not seen. Altogether, his person
was a perfect modd of aristocratic outling, dim and
dender, supple and agreeable. He ssemed as if he could
be pliant or rigid at will, and twist and bend, or rear his
head like a snake.

The Due de Navarreinswas pacing up and down the
room with the Due de Grandlieu. Both were men of
fifty-sx or thereabouts, and still hale ; both were short,
corpulent, flourishing, somewhat florid-complexioned
men with ;aded eyes, and lower lips that had begun to
hang already. But for an exquiste refinement of
accent, an urbane courtesy, and an eae of manner that
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could change in a moment to insolence, a superficial
observer might have taken them for a couple of bankers.
Any such mistake would have been impossible, however,
if the lisener could have heard them converse, and seen
them on their guard with men whom they feared, vapid
and commonplace with their eguals, dippery with the
inferiors whom courtiers and statesmen know how to
tame by a tactful word, or to humiliate with an un-
expected phrase

Such were the representatives of the great noblese
that determined to perish rather than submit to any
change. It was a noblese that desrved praie and
blame in equal measure; a noblese that will never be;
how joyfully the nobles obeyed the King though their
heads fell under a Richelieu's axe, and how deeply they
soorned the guillotine of '89 as a foul revenge.

Another noticeable trait in all the four was a thin
voice that agreed peculiarly well with their ideas and
bearing. Among themsdves, at any rate, they were on
terms of perfect equality. None of them betrayed any
sgn of annoyance over the Duchesss escapade, but all
of them had learned at Court to hide ther fedings.

And here, leg critics should condemn the puerility of
the opening of the forthcoming scene it is perhaps as
well toremind the reader that L ocke, once happening to
be in the company of several great lords, renowned nc
less for their wit than for their breeding and poalitical
congsency, wickedly amused himsdf by taking down
their conversation by some shorthand proocess of his own;
and afterwards, when he read it over to them to se
what they could make of it, they all burg out
laughing. And, in truth, the tinsd ;ar gon which circu-
lates among the upper ranks in every country yidds
mighty little gold, to the crucible when washed in the
ahes of literature or philosophy. In every rank of
ociety (some few Parisan salons excepted) the curious
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observer finds folly a congant quantity beneath a more
or les trangparent varnish. Conversation with any
subdance in it is a rare exception, and boeotianism is
current coin in every zone. In the higher regions they
mus perforce talk more, but to make up for it they
think the less Thinking is a tiring exercise, and the
rich like their lives to flow by easly and without effort.
It is by comparing the fundamental matter of ;ests,
asyou rie in the sodal scale from the sreet-boy to the
pexr of France, that the observer arrives at a true com-
prehenson of M. de Talleyrand's maxim, ' The manner
Is everything; ' an elegant rendering of the legal axiom,
'The form is of more conseguence than the matter.'
In the eyes of the poet the advantage reds with the
lower dasses for they sddom fail to give a certain
character of rude poetry to their thoughts. Perhaps
adso this same observation may explain the sterility of
the saons their emptiness, their shallowness and the
repugnance felt by men of ability for bartering their
ideas for such pitiful small change.

The Duke suddenly dopped as if some bright idea
occurred to him, and remarked to his neighbour—

*S0 you have ld Tornthon ?

"No, heisill. | am very much afraid | shall lose
him, and | should be uncommonly sorry. He is a very
good hunter. Do you know how the Duchesse de
Marignyis?

" No. | did not go this morning. | was ;ust going
out to call when you came in to speak about Antoinette.
But yesterday she was very ill indeed ; they had given
her up, dhe took the sacrament/

‘Her death will make a change in your ocousn's
postion.’

(Not at all. She gave away her property in her life
time, only keeping an annuity. She made over the
Guebriant estate to her niece, Mine, de Soulanges,
subject to a yearly charge!
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"1t will be a great lossfor society. She was a kind
woman. Her family will miss her; her experience and
advice carried weight. Her son Marigny isan amiable
man ; he has a sharp wit, he can talk. He is pleasant,
veary pleasant.  Pleasant ? oh, that no one can deny, but
—ill regulated to the last degree. Well, and yet it isan
extraordinary thing, he is very acute. He was dining
at the club the other day with that moneyed Chaussee-
d'Antin s&t. Your uncle (he always goes there for his
game of cards) found him there to his astonishment, and
aked if hewasa member. " Yes" sad he " | don't
go into society now ; | am living among the bankers" —
You know why ?' added the Marquis, with a meaning
amile.

' No," said the Duke.

! Heis smitten with that little Mme. Keller, Gondre-
vilie's daughter; she is only lately married, and has a
great vogue, they say, in that sat.'

" Well, Antoinette does not find time heavy on her
hands it ssems' remarked the Vidame.

' My affection for that little woman has driven me to
find a gngular pastime' replied the Princess as she
returned her snuff-box to her pocket.

' Dear aunt, | am extremely vexed,’ sad the Duke,
sopping short in his walk. ' Nobody but one of
Buonapartés men could ak such an indecorous thing
of a woman of fashion. Between oursdves, Antoinette
might have made a better choice!

'The Montriveaus are a very old family and very
well connected, my dear,’ replied the Princess 'they
are related to all the noblest houses of Burgundy. If
the Dulmen branch of the Arschoot Rivaudoults should
come to an end in Galicia, the Montriveaus would
ucceed to the Arschoot title and esates  They inherit
through their great-grandfather.'

"Areyou sure '

"I kndw it better than this Montriveau's father did.
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| told him about it, | ussd to s a good deal of him;
and, Chevalier of several orders though he was, he only
laughed; he was an encyclopaedig. But his brother
turned the rdationship to good account during the
emigration. | have heard it sad that his northern
kinsfolk were mog kind in every way——'

"Yes, to besure  The Comte de Montriveau died at
St. Petersburg,’ said the Vidame. 'I met him there.
He was a big man with an incredible passon for
oyders!

'How ever many did he eat r' aked the Due de
Grandlieu.

' Ten dozen every day.'

" And did they not disagree with him ?

" Not the leag bit in the world.’

'Why, that is extraordinary ! Had he nether the
gone nor gout, nor any other complaint, in conse
quence ?

' No} his health was perfectly good, and he died
through an accident.’

'‘By accident! Nature prompted him to cat oysers,
S0 probably he required them ; for up to a certain point
our predominant tases are conditions of our existence.'

'l am of your opinion,’ sad the Princess, with a
smile.

' Madame, you always put a malicious construction
on things,' returned the Marquis.

'I' only want you to undersand that these remarks
might leave a wrong impresson on a young woman's
mind/ sad she, and interrupted hersdf to exclaim,
" But this niece, this niece of mine I'

' Dear aunt, | still refuse to bdieve that she can have
goneto M. de Montriveau,' sad the Due de Navarreins.

' Bah !" returned the Princess.

' What do you think, Vidamer' aked the Marquis.

(| f the Duchess were an artless simpleton, | should
think that——'
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' But when a woman isin love she becomes an artless
ampleton,’ retorted the Princess 'Really, my poor
Vidame, you must be getting older .’

' After all, what isto bedone?' aked the Duke.

"If my dear niece is wise,' said the Princess,' shewill
gotoCourt thisevening—fortunately, to-day isM onday,
and reception day—and you must se that weall rally
round her and give the lie to this absurd rumour.
There are hundreds of ways of explaining things; and
if the Marquis de Montriveau is a gentleman, he will
come to our assgance We will bring these children
to listen to reason——'

' But, dear aunt, it is not easy totell M. de Montri-
veau the truth to his face He isone of Buonaparte's
pupils, and he has a position. Why, he is one of the
great men of the day ; he is high up in the Guards, and
very usgful there. He has not a spark of ambition.
He is ;ust the man to say, " Here is my commisson,
leave mein peace if the King should say a word that
he did not like/

" Then, pray, what are his opinions?'

' Very unsound.'

' Really," 9ghed the Princess, ' the King is, as he
always has been, a Jacobin under the Lilies of France.'

" Oh! not quite so bad,’ said the Vidame.

" Yes; | haveknown him for alongwhile. Theman
that pointed out the Court to his wife on the occason
of her first gate dinner in public with, " These are our
people” could only be a black-hearted scoundrel. | can
= Monseur exactly the same as ever in the King.
The bad brother who voted so wrongly in his depart-
ment of the Constituent Assembly was sure to compound
with the Liberals and allow them to argue and talk.
This philosophical cant will be ;ust as dangerous now
for the younger brother as it ussd to be for the elder,
this fat man with the little mind is amusing himself by
creating difficulties, and how his sucocessor is to get out
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of them | do not know; he halds his younger brother in
abhorrence; he would be glad to think ashe lay dying,
" He will not reign very long——""

" Aunt, he is the King, and | have the honour to be
in hisservice '

' But doss your pod take away your right of free
gpeech, my dear? Y ou come of quite as good a house
as the Bourbons.  If the Guises had shown a little more
resolution, His Majesty would be a nobody at this day.
It istime | went out of thisworld, the noblese is dead.
Yes, it is all over with you, my children,” she continued,
looking as she spoke at the Vidame. ' What has my
niece done that the whole town should be talking about
her? Sheisin the wrong; | disapprove of her conduct,
a udHess scandal is a blunder; that iswhy | still have
my doubts about this want of regard for appearances, |
brought her up, and | know that——'

Jugt at that moment the Duchess came out of her
boudoir. She had recognised her aunt's voice and heard
the name of Montriveau. She was still in her loose
mor ning-gown; and even as she came in, M. de Grand-
lieu, looking cardedy out of the window, saw his
nieceés carriage driving back along the street. The
Duke took his daughter's face in both hands and kissed
her on the forehead. ' So, dear girl,' he said, ' you do
not know what is going on ?

' Has anything extraordinary happened, father dear?'

‘Why, all Paris bdieves that you are with M. de
Montriveau.'

'My dear Antoinette, you were at home all the
time, were you not?' said the Princess, holding out
a hand, which the Duchess kissed with affectionate
respect.

"Yes, dear mother; | was at home all the time.
And," she added, as she turned to gregt the Vidame and
the Marquis, ' | wished that all Paris should think that
| waswith M. de Montriveau.'
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The Duke flung up his hands, struck them together
In despair, and folded his arms.

" Then, cannot you s what will come of this mad
freak?' he aked at ladt.

But the aged Princess had suddenly risen, and sood
looking steadily at the Duchess ; the younger woman
flushed, and her eyes fell. M me. de Chauvry gently
drew her dosr, and said, ' My little angel, let me
kissyou!"

She kissed her niece very affectionately on the fore-
head, and continued smiling, while she held her hand in
a tight das.

*We are not under the Valois now, dear child. You
have compromised your husband and your postion.
Still, we will arrange to make everything right.'

' But, dear aunt, | do not wish to make it right at all.
It is my wish that all Paris should say that | was with
M. de Montriveau this morning. If you desroy that
belief, however ill grounded it may be, you will do me
a gngular disservice/

' Do you really wish to ruin yoursdf, child, and to
grieve your family ?

' My family, father, unintentionally condemned me
to irreparable misfortune when they sacrificed me to
family congderations. You may, perhaps blame me
for seeking alleviations, but you will certainly fed for
me.’

(After all the endless pains you take to settle your
daughters suitably!” muttered M. de Navarreins,
addressng the Vidame.

The Princess shook a stray grain of shuff from her
skirts. * My dear little girl/ she said, ' be happy, if you
can. We are not talking of troubling your felicity, but
of reconciling it with social usages We all of us here
assambled know that marriage is a defective institution
tempered by lovl. But when you take a lover, is there
any need to make your bed in the Place du Carrousd?
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S now, ;ust be a bit reasonable, and hear what we
have to say.'

| am listening.'

(M me. la Duchesse' began the Due de Grandlieu,
“if it were any part of an undées duty to look after his
nieces, he ought to have a position; society would owe
him honours and rewards and a salary, exactly as if he
were in the King's servicee So | am not here to talk
about my nephew, but of your own interests. Let us
look ahead a little. Ifyou perag in making a scandal—
| have ssen the animal before, and | own that | have no
great liking for him—Langeais is stingy enough, and
he does not carearap for any one but himself; he will
have a separation; he will stick to your money, and
leave you poor, and consequently you will be a nobody.
Theincome of a hundred thousand livres that you have
pay for his migresses amusements. Y ou will be bound
and gagged by the law; you will have to ssy Amento
all thee arrangements. Suppoe M. de Montriveau

leaves you dear me! do not let us put oursdvesin a
passon, my dear niece; a man does not leave a woman
while she is young and pretty; still, we have ssen so
many pretty women left disconsolate, even among
princeses, that you will permit the suppostion, an all
but impossble suppostion | quite wish to believe—
Well, suppoe that he goes, what will become of you
without a husband? Keep well with your husband as
you take care of your beauty; for beauty, after all, isa
woman's parachute, and a husband also sands between
you and worse. | am supposng that you are happy
and loved to the end, and | am leaving unpleasant
or unfortunate events altogether out of the reckoning.
This being s, fortunately or unfortunately, you may
have children. What are they to be? Montriveaus?
Very well; they certainly will not succeed to their
father's whole fortune. You will want to give
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them all that you haves he will wish to do the same
Nothing more natural, dear me! And you will
find the law againg you. How many times have we
sen hersat-law bringing a lawsuit to recover the
property from illegitimate children? Every court of
law rings with such actions all over the world. You
will createa fidel commissum perhaps, and if the trustee
betrays your confidence, your children have no remedy
againg him; and they are ruined. So choose carefully.
You se the perplexities of the postion. In every
possble way your children will be sacrificed of
necessty to the fandes of your heart; thev will have
no recognised status. While they are little they will
be charming; but, Lord! some day they will reproach
you for thinking of no one but your two sdves We
old gentlemen know all about it. Little boys grow
up into men, and men are ungrateful beings. When |
was in Germany, did | not hear young de Horn say,
after supper, " If my mother had been an honest
woman, | should be princeregnant!" "I F?" We
have spent our lives in hearing plebdans sy if |If
brought about the Revolution. When a man cannot
lay the blame on his father or mother, he hods God
regpongble for his hard lot. In short, dear child, we
are here to open your eyes | will sy all | have to say
in a few words, on which you had better meditate: A
woman ought never to put her husband in theright.'

"Uncle, s0 long as | cared for nobody, | could calcu-
late; | looked at interests then, asyou do; now, | can
only feel.'

' But, my dear little girl,' remongrated the Vidame,
‘life is amply a complication of interests and fedlings,
to be happy, more particularly in your postion, one
mug try to reconcile onés fedings with ones interests.
A grisette may love according to her fancy, that is
intelligible enough, but you have a pretty fortune, a
family, a name and a place at Court, and you ought not
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to fling them out of the window. And what have we
been asking you to do to keep them all ?—T o0 manoeuvre
carefully ingead of falling foul of social conventions.
Lord! | shall very soon be eighty years old, and |
cannot recollect, under any regime, a love worth the
price that you are willing to pay for the love of this
lucky young man.'

The Duchess slenced the Vidame with a look; if
Montriveau could have seen that glance, he would have
forgiven all.

"It would be very effective on the stage, remarked
the Due de Grandlieu,' but it all amounts to nothing
when your ;ointure and podtion and independence is
concerned. You arenot grateful, my dear niece. You
will not find many families where the reatives have
courage enough to teach the wisdom gained by experi-
ence, and to make rash young heads lisen to reason.
Renounce your salvation in two minutes, if it pleasss
you to damn yoursdf ; well and good ; but reflect well
beforehand when it comes to renouncing your income,
| know of no confessor who remits the pains of poverty.
1 havearight, | think, to gpesk in thisway to you; for
if you areruined, | am the one person who can offer you
a refuge. | am almogt an uncle to Langeais, and | alone
have a right to put him in thewrong.’

TheDuede Navarreins roussd himsaf from painful
reflections.

" Since you esk of feeling, my child,' he said, Me&t
me remind you that a woman who bears your name
ought to be moved by sentiments which do not touch
ordinary people. Can you wish to give an advantage to
the Liberals, to those Jeauits of Robespierre'! that are
doing all they can to vilify the noblesss? Some things
a Navarreins cannot do without failing in duty to his
hous= Y ou would not be alone in your dishonour-——'

' Come, come! ' said the Princess. ' Dishonour ? Do
not make such a fug about the journey of an empty
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carriage, children, and leave me aone with Antoinette.
Al three of you come and dine with me. | will under-
take to arrange matters suitably. Y ou men understand
nothing ; you are beginning to talk sourly already, and
| have no wish to see a quarrel between you and my dear
child. Do me the pleasure to go.'

The three gentlemen probably guessed the Princesss
intentions} they took their leave. M. de Navarreins
kissed his daughter on the forehead with, '‘Come, be
good, dear child. It is not too late yet if you choose.

'Couldn't we find some good fellow in the family to
pick a quarrel with this Montriveau ? said the Vidame,
as they went downstairs.

When the two women were alone, the Princess
beckoned her niece to alittle low chair by her side.

"My pearl,’ said she, "in this world below, | know
nothing worse calumniated than God and the Eighteenth
Century; foras | look back over my own young days, | do
not recollect that a single duchess trampled the proprieties
under foot as you have ;ust done. Novelists and
scribblers brought the reign of Louis xv. into disrepute.
Do not believe them. The du Barry, my dear, was
quite as good as the Widow Scarron, and the more
agreegble woman of the two. In my time a woman
could keep her dignity among her galantries. Indis-
cretion was the ruin of us, and the beginning of all the
mischief. The philosophists—the nobodies whom we
admitted into our sdons—had no more gratitude or
sne of decency than to make an inventory of our
hearts, to traduce us one and all, and to rail against the
age by way of a return for our kindness. The people
are not in a position to ;udge of anything whatsoever ;
they looked at the facts, not at the form. But the
men and women of those times, my heart, were quite as
remarkable as at any other period of the Monarchy.
Not one of your Werthers, none of your notabilities, as
they are called, never a one of your men in yellow kid
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gloves and trouss that disgguise the poverty of ther
legs, would cross Europe in the dress of a travelling
hawker to brave the daggers of a Duke of Modena, and
to shut himsdlf up in the dressngroom of the Regent's
daughter at the risk of hislife. Not one of your little
consumptive patients with their tortoise-shel eyeglases
would hide himsdf in a dosat for ax weeks, like Lauzun,
to keep up his midresss courage while she was lying
in of her child. There was more passon in M. de
Jaucourt's little finger than in your whole race of
higglers that leave a woman to better themsdves dse
where! Jud tell me where to find the page that would
be cut in pieces and buried under the floor boards for
one kiss on the Konigsmark's gloved finger !

' Really, it would ssem to-day that the roles are
exchanged, and women are expected to show ther
devotion for men. These modern gentlemen are worth
less and think more of themsdves. Believe me, my
dear, all these adventures that have been made public, and
now are turned againg our good Louis xv., were kept
quite secret at first. If it had not been for a pack ot
podtasers scribblers, and moralists, who hung about
our waiting-women, and took down their danders, our
epoch would have appeared in literature as a well-
conducted age. | am ;ustifying the century and not
its fringe. Perhaps a hundred women of quality were
lost} but for every one, the rogues s down ten,
like the gazettes after a battle when they count up
the losss of the beaten sde. And in any ca | do
not know that the Revolution and the Empire can
reproach us; they were coarse, dull, licentious times.
Faugh! it is revolting. Those are the brothels of
French history.

'This preamble, my dear child,” she continued after
a pausg ' brings me to the thing that | have to say. |If
you care for Montriveau, you are quite at liberty to love
him at your ease, and as much as you can. | know by
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experience that, unless you are locked up (but locking
people up isout of fashion now), you will do asyou pleass
| should have done the same at your age. Only, swedt-
heart, | should not have given up my right to be the
mother of future Duesde L angeais. So mind appearances
TheVidameisright. No man isworth a single one of
the sacrifices which we are foolish enough to make for
their love. Put yoursdf in such a postion that you
may still be M. de Langeaiss wife, in case you should
have the misfortune to repent. When you are an old
woman, you will bevery glad to hear masssaid at Court,
and not in some provincial convent. Therein lies the
whole question. A single imprudence means an allow-
ance and awandering life; it meansthat you areat the
mercy of your lover ; it means that you must put up
with insolence from women that are not so honed,
precisely because they have been very vulgarly sharp-
witted. It would be a hundred times better to goto
Montriveau'sat night in a cab, and disguised, ingead of
sending your carriage in broad daylight. You are a
little fool, my dear child! Your carriage flattered his
vanity; your person would have ensnared his heart.
All thisthat | have said is ;ust and true; but, for my
own part, | do not blameyou. You aretwo centuries
behind the times with your false ideas of greatness.
There, leave us to arrange your affairs, and say that
Montriveau made your servants drunk to gratify his
vanity and to compromise you——'

The Duchess rose to her feat with a spring. 'In
Heaven's name, aunt, do not dander him!"'

Theold Prlnoes§seyesflashed

' Dear child," she said, I should have liked to spare
such of your illusions as were not fatal. But there must
be an end of all illusons now. Y ou would soften me
if I were not so old. Come, now, do not vex him, or us,
or any onetlse. | will undertake to satidfy everybody;
but promise me not to permit yoursef a single step

T
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henceforth until you have consulted me. Tell meall,
and perhaps | may bring it all right again/

"Aunt, | promiss—'

' Totell me everything ?

' Yes, everything. Everything that can betold.'

' But, my sweetheart, it is precisdy what cannot be
told that | want to know. L et us understand each other
thoroughly. Come, let me put my withered old lipson
your beautiful forenead. No ; let me do as | wish. |
forbid you to kiss my bones Old people have a
courtesy of their own. . . . There, take me down
to my carriage, she added, when she had kissd her
niece.

" Then may | go to him in disguise, dear aunt ?'

'Why—yes. The gsory can always be denied,’ said
theold Princess.

This was the one idea which the Duchess had clearly
grasped in thesermon.  When M me. de Chauvry was
seated in the corner of her carriage, M me. de Langeais
bade her a graceful adieu and went up to her room.
She was quite happy again.

' My pearson would have snared his heart; my aunt is
right; a man cannot surdy refuse a pretty woman when
ghe undergands how to offer hersdf.

That evening, at the Elysee-Bourbon, the Due de
Navarreins, M. de Pamiers, M. de Marsay, M. de
Grandlieu, and the Due de Maufrigneuse triumphantly
refuted the scandals that were circulating with regard
to the Duchess de Langeais So many officers and
other pasons had sen Montriveau walking in the
Tuileries that morning, that the slly sory was s
down to chance, which takes all that is offered. And
9, in gite of the fact that the Duchesss carriage had
waited before Montriveau's door, her character became
as clear and as sotless as Mambrino's sword after
Sancho had polished it up.

But, at two o'clock, M. de Ronquerollcs passd
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Montrlveau in a deserted alley, and said with a smile,
(She is coming on, is your Duchess. Go on, keep it
up!' he added, and gave a dgnificant cut of the riding
whip to his mare, who sped off like a bullet down the
avenue.

Two days after the fruitless scandal, M me. de L an-
geais wrote to M. de Montriveau. That letter, like
the preceding ones remained unansvered. Thistimede
took her own measures and bribed M. de Montrivcau's
man, Auguste. And so at eight o'clock that evening she
was introduced into Armand's apartment. It was not
the room in which that secret scene had passd ; it was
entirely different. The Duchess was told that the
General would not be at home that night. Had he two
housss? The man would give no ansver. M me. de
Langeais had bought the key of the room, but not the
man's whole loyalty.

When e was left alone dhe saw her fourteen letters
lying on an old-fashioned stand, all of them uncreasd
and unopened. He had not read them. She sank into
an easy-chair, and for a while she los constiousness
When he came to hersdf, Auguste was holding vinegar
for her to inhale.

" A carriage; quick !" she ordered.

The. carriage came. She hagened downgairs with
convulsve speed, and left orders that no one was to be
admitted. For twenty-four hours she lay in bed, and
would have no one near her but he woman, who
brought her a cup of orange-flower water from time to
time. Suzette heard her migress moan once or twice,
and caught a glimpse of tearsin the brilliant eyes, now
circled with dark shadows

The next day, amid despairing tears, Mme. de Lan-
geaistook her resolution. Her man of busness came
for an interview, and no doubt received instructions of
ome kind. Afterwards she sent for the Vidame de
Pamiers, and' while shewaited, she wrote a letter to M.
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de Montriveau. The Vidame punctually came towards
two o'clock that afternoon, to find his young cousn
looking white and worn, but resgned ; never had her
divine lovdiness been more poetic than now in the
languor of her agony.

" You owe this assgnation to your eighty-four years,
dear cousin,’ she said. 'Ah! do not smile, | beg of
you, when an unhappy woman has reached the lowest
depths of wretchedness. You are a gentleman, and
after the adventures of your youth you must fed some
indulgence for women.'

' None whatever,' said he.

‘Indeed!’

' Everythingisin their favour.’

*Ah! Well, you are one of the inner family circle;
possbly you will be the lag relative, the lagt friend
whose hand | shall press o | can ak your good offices.
W ill you, dear Vidame, do me a service which | could
not ak of my own father, nor of my uncle Grandlieu,
nor of any woman ? You cannot fail to understand. |
beg of you to do my bidding, and then to forget what
you have done, whatever may come of it. It is this:
W ill you take thisletter and goto M. de Montriveau ?
will you se him yoursdf, give it into his hands, and
ak him, as you men can ak things between yoursdves
—for you have a code of honour between man and man
which you do not use with us and a different way of
regarding things between yoursdves—ask him if he will
read thisletter 7 Not in your presence. Certain fed-
ings men hide from each other. | give you authority to
say, if you think it necessary to bring him, that it is a
guestion of life or death for me. If he deagns——'

' Deigns! ' repeated the Vidame,

"I fhe deignsto read it,' the Duchess continueo with
dignity, ' say one thing more. You will go to s him
about five o'clock, for | know that he will djne at home
to-day at that time. Very good. By way of answer he
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mugt cometo seme. | f, three hoursafterwards, Dy eight
o'clock, he does not leave his house, all will beover. The
Duchesse de Langeais will have vanished from thewor|d.
| shall not be dead, dear friend, no, but no human power
will ever find me again on thisearth. Come and dine
with me$ | shall at least have one friend with mein the
lag agony. Yes, dear cousin, to-night will decide my
fate; ana whatever happens to me, | pass through an
ordeal by fire. There! not aword. | will hear nothing
of the nature of comment or advice L et uschat and
laugh together/ she added, holding out a hand, which he
kissed. ' We will be like two grey-headed philosophers
who have learned how to enjoy life to the las moment.
| will look my best; | will be very enchanting for you.
You perhaps will be the lag man to st eyes on the
Duchese de Langeais!

TheVicomte bowed, took the letter, and went with-
out aword. At fiveocdock he returned. Hiscousn
had sudied to please him, and she looked lovely in-
deed. The room was gay with flowers as if for a
festivity; the dinner was exquiste. For the grey-
headed Vidame the Duchess displayed all the brilliancy
of her wit; she was more charming than she had ever
been before. At first the Vidame tried to look on all
these prepar ationsasa youngwoman's; est ; but now and
again the attempted illuson faded, the spdl of his fair
cousn's charm was broken. He detected a shudder
caused by some kind of sudden dread, and once she
seemed to listen during a pause

"What isthe matter 1' he asked.

"Hush!' dhe said.

At sven odock the Duchess left him for a few
minutes. When she came back again she was dressd
as he maid might have dressd for a ;ourney. She
aked her guest to be her escort, took hisarm, sorang
into a hackney coach, and by a quarter to eight they
good outsideM . de Montriveau's door.
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Armand meantime had been reading the following
letter:—

'MY FRIEND,—I went to your rooms for a few
minutes without your knowledge; | found my letters
there, and took them away. Thiscannot be indifference,
Armand, between us; and hatred would show itself quite
differently. If you love me, make an end of this cruel
play, or you will kill me, and afterwards, learning how
much you were loved, you might be in despair. If |
have not rightly undersood you, if you have no feding
towards me but aversion, which implies both contempt
and disggud, then | give up all hope. A man never
recovers from those fedings. Y ou will have no regrets.
Dreadful though that thought may be, it will comfort
mein my long sorrow. Regrets? Oh ! my Armand,
may | never know of them ; if | thought that | had
causd you a single regret But, no, | will not tell
you what desolation | should fed. | should be living
still, and | could not be your wife; it would be too
late!

'‘Now that | have given mysaf wholly to you in
thought, to whom dse should | give mysdf?—to God.
Theeyes that you loved for a little while shall never
look on another man's face; and may the glory of God
blind them to all besdes | shall never hear human
voices more snce | heard yours—so gentle at the fird,
S0 terrible yesterday; for it ssams to me that | am still
only on the morrow of your vengeance. And now may
the will of God consume me. Between His wrath and
yours, my friend, there will be nothing left for me but
a little gace for tears and prayers.

' Perhaps you wonder why | write toyou? Ah| do
not think ill of me if | keegp a gleam of hope, and give
one last 9gh to happy life before | take leave of it for
ever. | am in a hideous position. | fed all the inward
serenity that comes when a great resolution has been
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taken, even while | hear the last growlings of the storm.
When you went out on that terrible adventure which
so drew me to you, Armand, you went from the desert
to the cads with a good guide to show you the way.
Well, | am going out of the cass into the desert, and
you are a pitiless guide to me. And yet you only, my
friend, can undersgand how meancholy it is to look
back for the lag time on happiness—to you, and you only,
| can make moan without a blush. If you grant my
entreaty, | shall be happy; if you are inexorable, | shall
expiate the wrong that | have done. After all, it is
natural, is it not, that a woman should wish to live,
invested with all noble fedings, in her friend'smemory ?
Oh ! my one and only love, let her to whom you gave
life go down into the tomb in the bdief that dhe is
great in your eyes. Your harshness led me to reflect ;
and now that | love you S0, it s/ams to me that | am
less guilty than you think. Listen to my ;ustification,
| owe it to you; and you that are all the world to me,
owe meat least a moment's; ustice.

(| have learned by my own anguish all that | made
you suffer by my coquetry; but in those days | was
utterly ignorant of love. You know what the tortureis,
and you mete it out to me! During those firs eight
months that you gave me you never roussd any feeling
of love in me. Do you ak why thiswasso, my friend ?
| can no more explain it than | can tell you why | love
you now. Oh! certainly it flattered my vanity that |
should be the subject of your passonate talk, and receive
those burning glances of yours; but you left me cold.
No, | Was not a woman; | had no conception of
womanly devotion and happiness Who was to blame \
Y ou would have depissd me, would you not, if | had
given mysdf without the impulse of passon ? Perhaps
it isthe highes height to which we can rise—to give all
and receive no joy; perhapsthere isno merit in yielding
onedf toTliss that is foreseen and ardently desred.
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Alas, my friend, | can say this now; these thoughts
came to me when | played with you; and you seemed
to me so great even then that | would not have you owe
the gift to pity What isthisthat | havewritten ?

‘| havetaken back all my letters; | am flinging them
one by oneon the fire; they are burning. You will
never know what they confesssd—all the love and the
passon and the madness——

"1 will say no more, Armand; | will sop. | will not
sy another word of my fedings. If my prayers have
not echoed from my soul through yours, | also, woman
that | am, decline to owe your love to your pity. Itis
my wish to be loved, because you cannot choose but
love me, or d= to be left without mercy. If you refuse
to read this letter, it shall be burnt. |f, after you have
read it, you do not come to me within three hours, to
be henceforth for ever my husband, the one man in the
world for me; then | shall never blush to know that
this letter is in your hands, the pride of my despair
will protect my memory from all insult, and my end
shall be worthy of my lovee. When you s me no
more on earth, albeit | shall till be alive, you yoursdf
will not think without a shudder of the woman who, in
three hours time, will live only to overwhelm you with
her tenderness a woman consumed by a hopdess love,
and faithful—not to memories of pag ;oys—but to a love
that was dighted.

'T he Duchesse de la Valliere wept for lost happiness
and vanished power; but the Duchesse de Langeais will
be happy that she may weep and be a power for you
still.  Yes, you will rggret me. | s clearly that | was
not of thisworld, and | thank you for making it clear to
me.

' Farewell; you will never touch my axe. Yourswas
the executioner's axe, mine is God's; yours kills, mine
sves  Your love was but mortal, it could not endure
disdain or ridicule5 mine can endure all thfngswithout
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growing, weaker, it will last eternally. Ah! | fed a
sombre ; oy in crushing you that bdieve yoursdf so
great ; in humbling you with the calm, indulgent smile
of one of the leag among the angds that lie at the feet
of God, for to them is given the right and the power to
protect and watch over men in His name. You have
but felt fleeting desres, while the poor nun will shed the
light of her ceasdess and ardent prayer about you, she
will sheter you all your life long beneath the wings
of a love that has nothing of earth in it.

' | have a presentiment of your answer ; our trysting
place shall be—in heaven. Strength and weakness can
both enter there, dear Armand; the strong and the
weak are bound to suffer. This thought soothes the
anguish of my final ordeal. So calm am | that | should
fear that | had ceassd to love you if | were not about to
leave the world for your sake. ANTOINETTE.

‘Dear Vidame,' said the Duchess as they reached
Montriveau's house,' do me the kindness to ak at the
door whether he is at home!'

The Vidame, obedient after the manner of the
eighteenth century to a woman's wish, got out, and
came back to bring his cousn an affirmative answer
that sent a shudder through her. She gragped his hand
tightly in hers suffered him to kiss her on ether cheek,
and begged him to go at once.  He must not watch her
movements nor try to protect her.

'‘But the people pasang in the street,’ he objected.

' No onecan fail in regpect to me' he said. It was
the last word spoken by the Duchess and the woman of
fashion.

The Vidame went. Mme. de Langeais wrapped
hersdf about in her cloak, and ¢ood on the doorsep
until the clocks struck eight. The lag sroke died
away. The Unhappy woman waited ten, fifteen
minutes; fITthe lag she tried to s a fresh humiliation
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in the dday, then her faith ebbed. She turned to leave
the fatal threshold.

"Oh, God !" the cry broke from her in gite of her-
self; it was the first word spoken by the Carmelite.

Montriveau and some of his friends were talking
together. Hetried to hagen them to a concluson, but
his clock was dow, and by the time he started out for the
Hotel de Langeais the Duchess was hurrying on foot
through the dreats of Paris, goaded by the dull ragein
her heart. She reached the Boulevard d'Enfer, and
looked out for the last time through falling tears on the
noisy, smoky city that lay below in a red mist, lighted
up by itsown lamps. Then she hailed a cab, and drove
away, never to return.

When the Marquisde Montriveau reached the Hotel
de Langeais, and found no trace of his migress he thought
that he had been duped. Hehurried away at once to the
Vidame, and found that worthy gentleman in the act of
dipping on his flowered dressng-gown, thinking the
while of his fair cousn's happiness Montriveau gave
him one of the terrific glances that produced the effect of
an electric shock on men and women alike.

"I'sit possble that you have lent yourself to some cruel
hoax, monseur r' Montriveau exclaimed. ' | have ;ust
come from M me. de Langeaiss house ; the servants say
that she is out.'

'Then a great misfortune has happened, no doubt,’
returned theVidame,' and through your fault. | left the
Duchess at your door——'

‘When?'

" At a quarter to eight.'

' Good evening,' returned Montriveau, and he hurried
home to ak the porter whether he had seen a lady stand-
ing on the door-sep that evening.

'Yes, my Lord Marquis, a handsome woman, who
samed very much put out. She was crying like a
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M agdalen,but she never madea sound, and sood asupright
asapod. Then at lag shewent, and my wifeand | that
wer e watching her while she could not s us, heard her
sy, " Oh, God 1" so that it went to our hearts, aking
your pardon, to hear her sy it.'

Montriveau, in spite of all his firmness, turned pale
at those few words. He wrote a few lines to Ronque-
rolles, sent off the message at once, and went up to his
rooms. Ronquerolles came ;ust about midnight.

Armand gave him the Duchesss letter to read.

‘Well ?" aked Ronqueralles.

‘She was here at my door at eight o'clock; at a

uarter-past eight she had gone. | have log her, and
love her. Oh ! if my life were my own, | could blow
my brains out/

' Pooh, pooh! Keep cool/ sad Ronqueradlles.
' Duchessss do not fly off like wagtails. She cannot
travel fager than three leagues an hour, and to-morrow
we will ride six—Confound it! M me. deLangeaisisno
ordinary woman,' he continued. ' To-morrow wewill all
of usmount and ride. The police will put uson her
track during the day. She mus have a carriage; anges
of that sort have no wings. We shall find her whether
sheison theroad or hidden in Paris. Thereisthe ssma-
phore. Wecan gop her. You shall be happy. But, my
dear fellow, you have made a blunder, of which men of
your energy are very often guilty. They ;udge others by
themsdves, and do not know the point when human
nature gives way if you strain the cords too tightly.
Why did you not say a word to me sooner ? | would
have told you to be punctual. Good-byetill to-morrow,’
he added, as Montriveau said nothing. ' Seep if you
can,' he added, with a grasp of the hand.

But the greatest resources which society has ever
placed at thedisposal of statesmen, kings, ministers,
bankers, or any human power, in fact, were all exhausted
in vain, neither Montriveau nor his friends could find
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any trace of the Duchess. It was clear that she had
entered a convent. Montriveau determined to search,
or toinstitute a search, for her through every convent in
the world. He must have her, even at the cost of all
the livesin atown. And in justice to thisextraordinary
man, it must be said that his frenzied passon awoke to
the same ardour daily and laged through five years.
Onlyin 1829 did the Due de Navarreins hear by chance
that his daughter had travelled to Spain as Lady Julia
Hopwood's maid, that she had left her service at Cadiz,
and that Lady Julia never discovered that Mile. Caroline
was the illustrious duchess whose sudden disappearance
filled the minds of the highest society of Paris.

The fedings of the two lovers when they met again
on either dde of the grating in the Carmelite convent
should now be comprehended to the full, and the
violence of the passon awakened in ether soul will
doubtless explain the catastrophe of the story’

In 1823 the Due de Langeais was dead, and his
wife was free. Antoinette de Navarreins was living,
consumed by love, on a ledge of rock in the Mediter-
ranean ; but it was in the Popés power to disolve
Sda Theresa's vows. The happiness bought by so
much love might yet bloom for the two lovers. These
thoughts sent Montriveau flying from Cadiz to Mar -
lles and from Marsailles to Paris.

A few months after his return to France, a merchant
brig, fitted out and munitioned for active service, st
sail from the port of Marselles for Spain. The
vesd had been chartered by several distinguished men,
mog of them Frenchmen, who, smitten with a romantic
passon for the East, wished to make a ;ourney to those
lands. Montriveau's familiar knowledge of Eastern
cusoms made him an invaluable travelling companion,
and at theintreaty of the ret he had joined the expe-
dition ; the Minister of War appointed him lieutenant-
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general, and put him on the Artillery Commission to
facilitate hisdeparture.

Twenty-four hourslater the brig lay tooff the north-
west shore of an idand within sight of the Spanish coad.
She had been gpecially chosen for her shallow keel and
light mastage, so that she might lie at anchor in safety
half a league away from the redfs that secure the idand
from approach in this direction. If fishing vesds 01
the people on the idand caught sight of the brig, they
were scarcdy likely to fed suspidous of her at once;
and besdes it waseasy to give a reason for her presence
without delay. Montriveau hoised the flag of the
United States before they came in sight of the idand,
and the crew of the vesd were all American sailors,
who spoke nothing but English. One of M. de Mont-
riveau's companions took the men ashore in the sip's
long boat, and made them so drunk at an inn in the
little town that they could not talk. Then he gave
out that the brig was manned by treasuresekers a
gang of men whose hobby was well known in the
United States; indeed, some Spanish writer had written
a history of them. T he presence of the brig among the
refs was now sufficiently explained. The owners of
the vesd, according to the sdf-gyled boatswain's mate,
wer e looking for thewreck of a galleon which foundered
thereaboutsin 17 78 with a cargo of treasurefrom M exico.
The people at the inn and the authorities aked no
more questions.

Armand, and the devoted friends who were helping
him in his difficult enterprise, were all from the first of
the opinion that there was no hope of rescuing or
carrying off Sser Theresa by force or stratagem from
the sdeof the littletown. Whereforethese bold spirits,
with one accord, determined to take the bull by the
horns. They would make a way to the convent at
the most seemfngly inaccessble point; like General
LamarqueT”t the storming of Capri, they would con-
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guer Nature. The cliff at the end of the idand, a
sher block of granite, afforded even less hold than the
rock of Capri. So it ssemed at leas to Montriveau,
who had taken part in that incredible exploit, while the
nuns in his eyes were much more redoubtable than Sr
Hudson Lowe. To raise a hubbub over carrying off
the Duchess would cover them with confuson. They
might as well s dege to the town and convent, like
pirates, and leave not a dngle soul to tell of ther
victory. So for them their expedition wore but two
agoects There should be a conflagration and a feat of
arms that should dismay all Europe, while the motives
of the crime remained unknown; or, on the other hand,
a myderious, aerial descent which should persuade the
nuns that the Devil himsdf had paid them a visit.
They had decided upon the latter course in the scret
council hdd before they left Paris, and subsequently
everything had been done to insure the success of an
expedition which promised some real excitement to
jaded spirits weary of Paris and its pleasures

An extremely light pirogue, made at Marsalleson a
Malayan model, enabled them to coss the reef, until
the rocks rose from out of the water. Then two cables
of iron wire were fagened several feet apart between
one rock and another. These wire ropes danted up-
wards and downwards in oppodte directions, so that
baskets of iron wire could travel to and fro along them;
and in this manner the rocks were covered with a
sysgem of bakes and wire-cables, not unlike the fila-
ments which a certain edes of spider weaves about a
tree. The Chinese, an essntially imitative people,
were the first to take a lesson from the work of instinct.
Fragile as these bridges were, they were always ready
for use; high waves and the caprices of the s=a could
not throw them out of working order; the ropes hung
that particular curve discovered by Cachin, tflfimmortal
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creator of the harbour at Cherbourg. Against this
cunningly devised line the angry surge is powerless,
the law of that curve was a secret wrested from Nature
by that faculty of observation in which nearly all
human genius consgs

M. de Montriveau's companions were alone on board
the vesd, and out of sight of every human eye. No
one from the deck of a pasing vesd could have dis
covered either the brig hidden among the redfs or the
men at work among the rocks ; they lay below the
ordinary range of the mos powerful tdescope.  Eleven
days were spent in preparation, before the Thirteen, with
all their infernal power, could reach the foot of the
cliffs. The body of the rock rose up straight from the
A to a heght of thirty fathoms. Any attempt to
climb the shex wall of granite ssemed impossble; a
mouse might as well try to creep up the dippery ddes
of a plain china vase  Still there was a cleft, a straight
line of fissure so fortunately placed that large blocks of
wood could be wedged firmly into it at a digance of
about a foot apart. Into thexe blocks the daring workers
drove iron cramps, specially made for the purpose
with a broad iron bracket at the outer end, through
which a hole had been drilled. Each bracket carried
a light deal board which correponded with a notch
made in a pole that reached to the top of the cliffs, and
was firmly planted in the beach at their feet. With
ingenuity worthy of these men who found nothing
impossble, one of their number, a skilled mathema-
tician, had calculated the angle from which the deps
mug sart ; so that from the middle they rose gradually,
like the gticks of a fan, to the top of the cliff, and de-
oended in the same fashion toits base T hat miraculoudy
light, yet perfectly firm, daircase cog them twenty-two
days of toil. A little tinder and the surf of the sa
would dedroy att trace of it for ever in a single night.
A betrayal''of the secret was impossible; and all
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sarch for theviolators of the convent was doomed to
failure.

At the top of the rock there was a platform with
shex precipice on all 9des The Thirteen, recon-
noitring the ground with their glasses from the mag-
head, made certain that though the ascent was seep
and rough, there would be no difficulty in gaining the
convent garden, where the trees were thick enough
for a hiding-place. After such great efforts they would
not risk the success of their enterprise, and were com-
pdled to wait till the moon passd out of her lagt
quarter.

For two nights Montriveau, wrapped in his cloak,
lay out on therock platform. The singing at veers
and matins filled him with unutterable ;oy. He sood
under the wall to hear the musc of the organ, listening
intently for one voice among the rest. But in spite of
the gdlence, the confused effect of musc was all that
reached hisears. In those swest harmonies defects of
execution are lost; the pure spirit of art comes into
direct communication with the spirit of the hearer,
making no demand on the attention, no strain on the
power of listening. Intolerable memories awoke. All
the love within him seemed to break into blossom again
at the breath of that music; he tried to find auguries of
happinessin theair. During thelas night he sat with
his eyes fixed upon an ungrated window, for barswere
not needed on the dde of the precipice. A light shone
there all through the hours; and that instinct of the
heart, which is sometimes true, and as often false, cried
within him, 'Sheisthere!

'She is certainly there! To-morrow she will be
mine,' he said to himsdf, and ; oy blended with the dow
tinkling of a bell that began to ring.

Strange unaccountable workings of the heart! The
nun, wasted by yearning love, worn out with tears and
fasting, prayer and vigils, the woman of' nine-and-
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twenty, who had passad through heavy trials, was loved
more passonately than the light-hearted girl, the
woman of four-and-twenty, the sylphide, had ever
been. But is there not, for men of vigorous character,
something attractive in the sublime expresson en-
graven on women's faces by the impetuous irrings
of thought and midfortunes of no ignoble kind ? Is
there not a beauty of suffering which is the mog
interesting of all beauty to those men who fed that
within them there is an inexhaustible wealth of tender-
nes and consoling pity for a creature so gracious in
weakness, so strong with love? It is the ordinary
nature that is attracted by young, smooth, pink-and-
white beauty, or, in one word, by prettiness. In some
faces love awakens amid the wrinkles carved by sorrow
and the ruin made by melancholy ; Montriveau could
not but fed drawn to these. For cannot a lover, with
the voice of a great longing, call forth a wholly new
creature? a creature athrob with the life but ;ust
begun bresks forth for him alone, from the out-
ward form that is fair for him, and faded for all the
world besdes Does he not love two women ?—One
of them, as others e her, is pale and wan and sd ; but
the other, the unseen love that his heart knows, is an
angd who undergands life through feeling, and is
adorned in all her glory only for loves high fegtivals.
The General left his post before sunrise, but not
before he had heard voices singing together, sweet
voices full of tenderness sounding faintly from the cell.
When he came down to the foot of the cliffs where his
friends were waiting, he told them that never in his life
had he felt such inthralling bliss, and in the few words
there was that unmistakable thrill of repressed strong
feeling,that magnificent utterance which all men respect.

That njgJit deven of his devoted comrades made the
ascent in the darkness.  Each man carried a poniard, a
u
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provison'of chocolate, and a s& of house-breaking tools.
They climbed the outer walls with scaling-ladders, and
aossd the cemetery of the convent. Montriveau
recognised the long, vaulted gallery through which he
went to the parlour, and remembered the windows of
the room. His plans were made and adopted in a
moment. They would effect an entrance through one
of the windows in the Carmelite's half of the parlour,
find their way along the corridors, ascertain whether
the 9de's names were written on the doors, find Sder
Theresa's cell, surprise her as she dept, and carry her
off, bound and gagged. The programme presented no
difficulties to men who combined bodness and a con-
vict's dexterity with the knowledge peculiar to men of
the world, especially as they would not scruple to give
a gab to insure slence,

In two hours the bars were sawn through. Three
men good on guard outside, and two insde the parlour.
The rest, barefooted, took up their pods along the
corridor. Young Henri de Marsay, the most dexterous
man among them, digguised by way of precaution in a
Carmélite'srobe, exactly like the cosume of the convent,
led theway, and Montriveau came immediately behind
him. The clock struck three ;ust as the two men
reached the dormitory cdls. They soon saw the pos-
tion. Everything was perfectly quiet. With the help
of a dark lantern they read the names luckily written
on every door, together with the picture of a saint or
saints and the mystical wordswhich every nun takesasa
kind of motto for the beginning of her new life and the
revelation of her last thought. Montriveau reached
Sde Theresa'sdoor and read theinscription, Subinvota-
tionesand amatris Theresa, and her motto, Adertmusin
aternum. Suddenly his companion laid a hand on his
shoulder. A bright light was streaming through the
chinks of the door, M. de Ronquerolles came up at
that moment.
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" AH the nuns are in the church/ he said; ' they are
beginning the Office for the Dead/

"I will gay here,' ssid Montriveau. °Go back into
the parlour, and shut thedoor at the end of the passage'

He threw open the door and rushed in, preceded by
his disguissed companion, who let down the vell over his
face.

There before them lay the dead Duchess, her plank
bed had been laid on the floor of the outer room of her
cell, between two lighted candles. Neither Montriveau
nor de Marsay sooke a word or uttered acry; but they
looked into each other's faces The General's dumb
geduretried to say,' Let uscarry her away!

"Quick!" shouted Ronquerolles, ' the processon of
nuns is leaving the church. You will be caught!’

With magical swiftness of movement, prompted by
an intense desre, the deed woman was carried into
the convent parlour, passad through the window, and
lowered from the walls before the Abbess, followed by
the nuns, returned to take up Sse Theresa's body.
The dder left in charge had imprudently left her post;
there were sorets that she longed to know; and so
busy was she ransacking the inner room, that she heard
nothing, and was horrified when she came back to find
that the body was gone. Before the women, in ther
blank amazement, could think of making a search, the
Duchess had been lowered by a cord to the foot of the
crags, and Montriveau's companions had destroyed all
traces of their work. By nine o'cdock that morning
there was not a sgn to show that ether darcase or
wire-cables had ever existed, and Sde Theresa's body
had been taken on board. The brig came into the port
to ship her crew, and sailed that day.

Montriveau, down in the cabin, was left alone with
Antoinette de Navarreins. For some hours it ssemed
as if her dead face was trandfigured for him by that
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unearthly beauty which the calm of death gives to the
body befare It perishes

'Look here? sad Ronguerdlles when Montriveau
regppeared on deck,' that wasa woman once, now it is
nothing. Let us tie a cannon ball to both fest and
throw the body overboard; and if ever you think of her
ggain, think of her asof some book that you read asa

oy.’
'Yes,' assnted Montriveau, ' it isnothing now but a
dream.’

'That is ssngble of you. Now, after this, have
passons ; but as for love, a man otrght to know how to
place it wisdly; it isonly a woman's lag love that can
stidy a man'sfirg love,

GENEVA,
January '26, 1834.

Printed by T. and A. CONSTABLE, Printer' to
at the Edinburgh Univergtiy Prcs
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