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CHAPTER L

THE OLD msnmmm’s LO%S.

15 the year of our Lotrd 1824, France was in

a stuse-anything but agreoabls to the mass of the,

people. Loniz X VIII. desired to do all in his
power for the goed of his subjects, but he was
governed by the old monarchists, and through
their urging ho not only placed some of the
most unjust restrietions epon the libertics of the
peopie, but he lent himself towards carrying ont
& great many plans of revenge and injury which

- others had concocted. Many nobles were perse-

cuted, exeeuted, or driven from the country just
to please others, Yot the country was in a mea-
sure quiet and péaceable, for since Napoleon hiad
died, the lovers'of that great conqueror had giv-

, en up all hopes of carrying out their own plans

of government, and Lonis ‘was well seated upon

" the throue, so far as 'eerthly cnuses and effects
oporated. Dot many wore the good men and

women who were smorting under oppression, the
most cruel and unjust.

- It was o pleasant morning fin spring. For
soma days the weather upon the English Chan-
nel had been vmpleasant snd rainy, but the clouds
kad now all ‘passed off, and the sun, came out
onee more bright and warm. Just outside of

a
H

the lmrlmr of St Malo, lay an Enghsh goveaty
four gun-Ship at single anchor, She hud been
upon the French coast for several days, and had
anchored there on the morning of the previens
duy. Bhe was o heavy, handsome ship, and her
sails wore now unfurled and éxposed to the warm
sunshine to dry, while the crew, inside apd omt,
secmed busily enguged in cleaning ap,

Upon a low, rocky picee of heach, close apon
the weatern counfing of the barbor, sat an old man

upon the bottom of an overturncd boat. He -

was 8 short, stortly-built man, somewhors about
threescore years of ago, and his rough; coarse
garh bespoke him to bo a fisherman. The ex-
pression of his countenanco was kind in the ex-
trems, though now'his faoee was worked apon
by some mental agony. His nume was Pierre
Fretart, and for miles around ho was known A8
one of the most honest and industrious men in
the country. Not far trom where he sat, juat
upon the smonth point at the entrance of the riv-
or Ille, stood the humble cot which sarved him
## o home. It was in truth a homely dwelling,
but its appearance was neat and tidy, and show

od much more of taste in ita litile garden than
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8 3 ISIDORE DE MONTIGNY

did many of the more 1mp05mg dwelhngs in the
distance. -

Pierre Frotart sat there u’pon_«tha -bottom of
his boat, and his gaze waHnrnchpon the heavy
ship-of-war that ]ay out in the g)a.y at anchor.

There had been ‘tesrs upon his cheeks, for their |

tracks were ot traced among the 'weather-beaten
. furrows, ifi Warm, moist lines, The old fisher-
., 1080’ groaned in anguish, and his hands were
- clasped tightly together. So doeply was his at-
tention fixed npon the ship that he did not io-
" tice the sound of footsteps that awoke the air
.~ dear him, and it was not until a hand was laid
~--upbi-bis shonlder that he became aware of the
presence of a second party. Piorre started to
his feet, and he found himself face to face with
a stranger ; but yet he gazed most sharply into
the new-comer’s face, for there éms sometliing
pecnliar in the conhtenanee, -

The stranger was & person of n}edmm helght
considerably tailer than the fisherman, and of 2
most commanding appesrance, His eyes were
black and piercing; his” hair ‘long, jetty black,
and curling, and his fuce mostly covered with a
very neatly-trimmed black heard. His features
were regular and finely chiselled, and his skin
deeply bronzed by exposure, His frame was
finely built and admirably proportioned, and if
he could possibly lack in muscular strength, the
lack was more than made up in quickness of
movement and keennesa of perception and judg-
ment. His dress consisted of a dark blue frock
of fine German clotl, trimmed with gold, and
secured about the waist by a red sash, The
trowsers were of black velvet, laced at the sides,
and gathered in at the bottom hencath the wide
tops of his polished boots. Upon his head he

“wore o blue velvet cap, ornamented with a gold
eu tassel, and where his-frock was open in front
could be seen & frill of fine linen, and also the
silver-garnished butt of a pistol.

The bomest fishevman foff a kind of awe
ereeping over him s he came to realize the full
force of the stranger’s appenrance,”for he fult
himself to be in the presence of some superior.

“This is Pierre Fretart, if I mistake not,”
said the stranger, after he had allowed the fisher-
menr a reasoeable time in which to meke his
examination.

. * Yes, ¢ir,” returncd Fieire, obsequionsly.

*“Bo I thonght. I have been to your cot, but/
not finding you there, F came this way, and it
seems I hit the right track. I want some assis-

tance—or, I should say, T am lYikely to wani
some. You have a good heavy boat ¥

“ Yes, sir. ‘

“She is a fair gea boat i

“Yes, sir.”

* Suppose there shiould be such a thmg a8 my
wenting to curry off a small cargo from the op-
posite shore o fow nights hence, think you eould
help me "

“ That depends upon what it is,” returned the
fisherman, after dome hesitation. .

“Never mind that,” quietly added the stran-
ger, with a smile. “ You shall not suffer harm,
You have a son, I believe.”

The old man started -and turned pnle ; his
lips quivered, and “his eyes filled with tears.
Slowly Lo raised his hand to his brow, and bent
his head, for he knew {hat he was weeping, and
be seemed to wish to hide his tears.

“ Ha!” uttered the stranger, with sudden in .
terest, “have I touched a tender cord? Ias
harm befallen your boy 4

and then guzed up into ‘his interlocwior's face.
He tricd-to spmk several times before the words
eame forth, but at length he valsed his trem-
bling hand towards the English ship, and in 2
choking tone, he said ;

“ My boy is theré—on hoard that shxp, sir.”

“What ! on bmud the Enghshman " -uttered
the stranger, in'surpiise,

“Yes, sir,” resumed Pierre, gaining moro
command over himself; “he wus carried on
board last night.”

“But how? Why was he taken'away ? Ido
not understand it ¥ said the other, with interest.

- “Last night, sir,” answered- the fisherman,

Henry and ¥ were down lore mending our nots,
a hoas from that ship came ashore; and an officer
lended close by here, ' He came up to where I
stood and asked my name ond busiess, and
when T had told him he wanted to know who
Henry was. I told him he was my son, and
apon that he laughed in my face, and said he

'was a deserter from the English navy—that my

boy, my Henry, was 2 deserter from the Eng-
lish! Then he called np some of his men from
the boat, and they bound poor Henry’s arms and

| carried him to the boat. But they had to work

for it,” added the old man, while a momentary
gleam of pride appeared in his eyes. “By the
boly saints! the boy laid six of them Aat upon

thie pand before they got-him bound."”

‘manner upon our coast, et the Briton find &
. young, stout seaman who speaks his language

" and ever since the English officers have been
" impressing seamen upon the strength of it.”

Pierre drew his rough slecve across his eyes, -

wiping the tears again from his face, “while -

.1 will pray for you while God shall give me
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The stmnger hﬁtened to this recital mth deep
interest, and whep Pierre had finished he cluteh-
ed his hands emphmwlly ‘together, and gazed
off upon ! the Knglish ship. He remained thus
for some moments, and when he turned again to
¢he fisherman, his dark ayes wero sparkling with
more than common meaning. o

“ Pierve Fretart,” he said, * I know the mean-

ing of the Englishmuan well. Your son is not)

the first one who has been seizpd in the same

well, and he will impress him if possible. There
lave been more than a hundved of our poor
fishermen taken in that way. Some two or
three months since, therc were shout a d_ozan
English men-of-warsmen deserted at St Malo,

# Yea-] know,” said Pierre. * Only a week
ago, they took five men in ono mght from the
western shore.of Cancalle Bay., But what shail
Ido? How shall Ilive without my poor boy?
He was all to me~—s0 good, o kind, and so no-
ble. O, I cannot live without hirlm!” :

“We must rescue him,” returned the stmnger

“ We” retarned the fisherman, with mqmsl-
tive snrprise. We rescae him ¥

«Qr I, udded the other.

“Io. you mearn that you can help my poor
boy

1 mean that T will try. I love mot those
Englishmen, for they have long been enemies to
me and mine, and if I can save thy son, I will.”

The fisherman started forward and grasped
the stranger by the hand, and the sudden beam-
ing of his ‘countenance showed how' deep was
tie relief that had operied thus npon him.

«(,” he uttcred, “*save him—save my boy!
and the blessings of Heaven shall rest upon you.

breath. Do you think you ean save him 7

1 ean try—and I feel sure I ghall succeed,
At any rate, in twenty-four hours hence you
shall know the vesult of my cfforts.”

“ B0 goon ¥’ askcld'Pierre.

“Yes. Such work, if done at all, must be
done-at onco, To-morrow worning you shall
know whether your gon is to be rescued er not.
1 kuow something of the inténded .movements
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“No* Not many can work to advantage in
such a case. I will do it'all alone.”

Pierre Fretart gazed into the speaker’s face,
and after some hesitation, he asked ;

“ Will you tell me, sir, to whom I am indebt-
ed for this kindness ¥’

“Have 'yor never st en me before 7 returned
the stranger.

The old man looked slmrply upon the features
of his interlocutor, and -& shade [of ddubs rested
upoit his countenance. . .
“1 do not know you, sir,” he said; “and yet
it appears to me that I have scen you before,. I
may have met you.” -
*Then you do not know mo ¥

¢ In truth, I' do not, sir,”

“ Have you ever chanced to hear of a certaln
individual, named Marco Montmerillon

©« Montmorillon I'” uttered the fisherman, start-
ing in surprise, "“The great Smuggler of St
Malo 1”

Yt is him I mean,” replied the stranger, with
# quiet smile.

“Burely, I have heard of him,” answered
Pierre, regarding his comparion with wonder
and awe, ‘*Whe is thete on the French const
that has not heard of him? The man who has
for years cruised bstween the two kingdoms in
spite of all revenuie laws and oﬁlcers. Every-
body hes heatd of Montmorillon, sir.”

“8o0 Isuppose. Bat what should you think
if T weve to tell you, that you now stood in t.he
presence of the very man #*

“ What—now ?  In the presence of the smung-
gler? “And is—arc—are you Montmorillon 2"

.% By my word, I am, good Pierre. Now, do
I look like a monster? Do I look unlike other
men? What think you ¥

But Picrre Fretart knew not what to thmk.
The idea that he now stood in the prasence of a
man whose fame ss & smuggler had apread
throughout two kingdoms, astounded him. The
old man had heard all soris of atorics about the
smunggler—stories that did not stick at tiifles,
nor hesitate at wonders. People had said that
Montmorillon wes in league with the very evil
one himeself; that he had the friendship and as-
sistance of hid satanic majesty at all times, and
that in his own person ho ‘possessed the black
art to ite fullest extent. Such stories were not

of that ship, for I have had an interest in learn- | only common, but they were backed up by proof

ing. She will not sail before to-morrow, if she
does then.”

of the most plausible kind ; for if such were not
the cage, then how could the bold smuggler pass

- *“And shall you want my assistance ¥ -

throagh stone walls and iron doors, and even

v

!;.
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vanish bodily from humsan sight? .And that he
- had done all this there were thousands ready to
gwear at any moment, Ouly sbout a menth
previous to this very time, he had been arrested |
by a squad of revenue officers, and confined in a
room without windows, and at the single door
of which three live sentinels were posted. ~ Yet
in the morning, Mountmorillon was wmissing.
Handreds of times had he been followed untit
he wag cornered in some place, where the offi-
cers were sure of taking him, and then, when
that corner was searched, no such man could be

found. Al this was very strange, and as honest.

Pietre ‘Fretart had heard it all over and over
agein, of course he considered himself in a very
strange position. He looked upon the man he-
fore him, and while he looked he instinctively
stepped back, and that, too, without answaring
his question.

“Come,” urged the smuggler, with a smile,
*what think you? Am'[ the monster in looks
that I have been painted ¥

“I never heard you called a monster,” quickly
retutned Pierre. * On the contrary, I have al-
ways henrd you spoken-very well of by thoeo
who knew you. Thave heard the poor ficher-
- men of 8t. Malo bless you a hundred timés,”

«#Ah,* uttered Montmorillon, while a gleam of
pride shiot athwart his features.  “Bat it is ne
wonder, for I have ever helped our poor conn-
trymen whenever necd apd opportunity offered.
Bat yon have rot yet told me what you think.
Do 1look like n villain of any kind?”

- “¥ou do not. It’s surely truth, you do not ”

“Thank yom, Pierre. 1 thank you; for I

would have the good opinion of all my people. |

No, no,” the smuggler added, with a look and
tone of deep feeling, “I have never harmed inan
bt once, and then I was forced to give battle to

+ it has only been the British government. I have
anade freo with their interests, and T mean to do
it still more. The Briton hag ever been my own
and my eountry’s enemy. His iron heel has
crushed our fuir land & hundred times, and he
has filched from us every penny he could lay his
hands upon. But let thet pass now. I have
regsons for wishing your good opinion, for I
may sometime need your assistance, and, you
may somctime need mine. I came to see your
boy-~and I will see him 1

“¥ou will save him!” eried the old men,
woving again towards the smuggler,

“Yf I can,” was Montmorillon’s reply; and
as be spoke, be turned his gaze once Inore upon
the war-ship. I will see you to-morrow morn-
ing at this place, or at your dwelling.”

spot, and moved off. Old Pierre Fretart gozed
after him-with wondering looks, and the expres-
sion of his countcnance plainly showed that he
wag still moved with awe. When the smuggler
had passed from his sight, be locked once more
upon the ship, and then ko turned slowly towards’
his humble cot. When he reached the 'little
dwelling, he sat down by his table; but he eonid
not cat. The place recmed Jonesome to him
without his boy, and he could only sit there and
pender upon the wicked deed of force which had

deprived him of his wonted companion. Bat be

was not 80 utterly miserable now ns he had been
before, for the promise he bad received from the

smuggler gave him strong hopes of seezng hie

noble boy once more.

After a while the old man swallowed acup of
wine, buf without eating he went awny towards

the city. e was too lonesome to work, &and he

determined to seek the company of some. of his

an English cruiser. If I have wronged aoybody,

old companions at 8t. Malo.

So saying, the bold man turned away from the

-CHAPTER TI.

A FRIEND

Ir was evening in St. Malo?  Tnaemall dvink-
ing house near the water's edpe sat Marco Mont~
morillon. He was dressed differently now from
what he was in the morning, being habited in
the garb of a common seamaen. ITe sat at a
table in a small room adjoining the tap-room
and with him was a man who wore the garb of a
British man-of-warsmen, and whe did really be-
long on board the Lnglish ship that now lay out-
side the harbor. He wore a silver anchor sur-
mounted by a crown upon the nght sleeve of his,
jacket, which indicated "him to be a petty officer
of pome kind, Montmovillon had pickéd him
up if2 the street half an hour before, and had led
him into the drinking house only for a social
chat over a glass of grog—+so he had professed.

The Englishman was just euch a man 25 thesmug-
glor needed, and Le hacl been selected from some
fifty of hix Shlpm[ltbs who were crulsing ahout
_the city on liberty., He was just ahout Mont-
morillon’s size, and his hedvy whiskers bore a
very close réscm‘b}ancs to those of his "com-
panion.
“X dec!are, I must be off,” said the sailox,
locking at the windew, and sceing that the last
eyreake of daylight had diseppesred.
“ What's the hurry?” asked the smnggler,
pouring out another glass of grog and shoving it

IN NEED.

“I must bo on board by nine o’clock. TYon
knpw our rules mre strick. By the bumpin’
holus, T've no desire to get ataste of the cat.”

« Pooh, never fear that yet. Why, bless  you,
man, *tisn’t cight o’clock yet,’ said Montmoril-
lon, spcnkmg English like a native. “But if -
you are in & hurry let’s have one bottle of wine,
and then we’ll be off. By my faith, I like your
company too well to part without one bottle, at
lenst: The old curmadgeon has got some wine
that’ll make your mouth water with the memory
of it for years. Push away the grog and keep
it for ship board.”

As tho smuggler thus spoke, he rang & little
bell which stood by his side, and in a moment
afterwards the host made his appearance. . Mont-
morillon ordered a bottle of 61d Mahnsey Madoi.
ra wine, and $hough the English sailor showed
by his nervoug movements that he was anxious -
to be off, yet it Geemed that the wine was too
much of a temptation for him to resist, The
grog, composed of old rum and brandy, which
he had already drank had operated. somewhat
upon him, and hence lus will was a little
weakened,

“ Shnpma&e wont you sct that can of grog
upon the sideboard, and then hand mo the cork-
sevew 77 gaid the smnggler

over to his vis-a-vis

The unsnspecting seamsn arose from his seat
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to comply with the request, and as soon as his
back was twrned, Montmorillon emptied tifiy
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to h_is feet, and laying hiz hand wpon his com-'
paniot’s shoulder. “By Jupiter, wo can’t get

povwder into his glass, It was only & moderate ahoard the ship withous it,”

dose of morphine. The seaman returned, and
the smuggler poured out the wine. It was
drank and prorounced excellent, At tho sec-
ond glass the Englishman’s eyes began to spar-
kla, and his tongue was thoroughly Ioosened.
The generous wine operated quickly upon the

top of the strong grog.

“By the way,” said Montmorillen, breaking
in suddenly apon the recital of a wonderfu} ex-
ploit which the other professed to have onco
performed, *have you heard anything about

that notorious smuggler

“Eh#” uttered the sailor, with a dmhken

leer.  “ You mean Montmorillon
“ Yes.”

“To be sure, I've hieard of him, and you shall

hear of him, too, before long. By the pipe of

Moses, his race i3 just about run, let me tell you
that.” :

“Ah, how go ¥’

“Why, I'll just tell ye, but ye wont—just one
more drop of that wine. By the piper of Howth,
but it’s eapital. Ye wont tell of it—ye wont
whisper it, ’cause it'll get me into troable.”

“Of course not. But go on. If you will ghly
eaptiwe the smuggler, you-

“We will capture him,” valiantly eried the,
-Englishman, swinging his glass over his head.
“ We can’t help it.”
“I hope it is so; but will you tell me how
you will do it 2 ‘
“Yes—but mind, ye wont whisper it.”” Mont.
morillon promised, and ‘the other continued :
“Ye see we have proof that the smuggler is
now in 8t. Malo, but ye see he’ll keep dark while
our ship is here. Now when we go away we
are goin’ to leave & lieutenant and twenty men
dressed all as common citizens, and they’li watch
for the slippery chap. Don’t ye see 1
“Yes, I nnderstand,” said Montmorillon, with
asmile, “Tunderstand. It's a capital idea.”
* Yes—"tis~—cap-i-tal,” stammered the 9ther,‘
whose tongue was growing thick, and whose
eyes were beginning to droop. *It’s a g-g-lori-
ous ides, eh
“Yes. But there's one thing I forgof,”
cried the smuggler, speaking quickly; and in
apparent alarm. By the mass, I've forgotten
the countersign 1"’ o ’
“Eh? The counter—eh 7

wha.t.;‘ he was abou!:, or what sort of company he’
was in, and with 4 strong effort to keep his eyes
open, ‘he said : ) ‘

“ Why don’t you member ? you's got a drefe
ﬁ;l :,nem’ry-—it’s ¢ Wellinglen,” don’t ye knoév,
eh ¥ -

“0, yes, to ba sure itis. Now I wonder if
the boat *ll come off after us 7

“ Why, no, you fool—there aint no boat a
?o'miq’ off after dark. Didn’t the old Juff tell us
if we wanted to stay after dark, we must find
our own boat, ¢h, you lubber 1 ' ‘
“ So he did,” returned Mareo ; and as he spoke
he g(lmt]y cased the sailor’s head down upon the
table, and in a moment more ho was snoring
glorionsly. The smuggler called the host in and
pointed out the insensible men to him:

“You'll take good care of him, and lock this
door so that ne one shall see him. You under-
stand ¥ ,

 Certainly,” replied the publican, “ug
what do you mean to do 7’

“ Just help me & moment, and Tl tell you.
Here—off with this fellow’s jacket,”

‘The host helped remove the man-of warsman’s
Jjacket, and when it was clear, the smuggler re-
moved his own garment and donned the jacket
in its place. Then he puton the fellow’s hat,
and then turned towards the wondering host,

“ Thiere,” he said, with « light longh; “don’s
]; lock a little Jike that ruan ? or rather, as he did
look an honr sgo ¥

“Upon my soul, you do. But you are not
going to venture on board thas English line-ofs
battle ship 2* ’

o fam, gobd Pedro,”

[14 But_-" .

* Never mind your  bute’ now. Iam golng,
and I. must harry, too, for nine o’clock’ was the
hour set for the ship’s-hen to be aboard, and if
I go later than that I shall be guestioned, -Keep
this follow safs, and Il ‘warrant ‘you I'l return
goon.” : '
Montmeorillon stopped speaking and bowed his
ha.ad & moment, and then he asked the host to
bring him an orange. It was quickly proditeed,
end having made & punéture in the skin, the
smuggler introdnced a considerable quantity of
morphine into it, and with & long needle he stir-

“* The countersign,” repeated Marco, starting

red it up enough to thoroughly mix the potent

The poor fellow wos too far gone to know .

_ atmogphere was loaded with a dim, haszy mist,
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narcotic with the fruit. This done he put the
orange into his pocket, and then statted off upon
his self-imposed tagk, :

It was now halfpast eight, and the night waa
quite dark, There was no moon, and as the

the glimmer of the stars was mostly shub out.
Montmoritlon walked quickly to the. water, and
at the end of a low pler, he found @ boat in wait-
ing with two -men in it. It was his own boat,
and the present occupants were two of his faith-
ful followers. He stepped at once on board, and
ordered the men to push off, and as they rowed
out from the harbor, Morsmorilion told them
what he had done, They said not a word to
deter him from his purpose, for they knew him
well enough to know that he would not have nn-
dertaken the mission without having first seen
the way clear, and also that if his mind was
made up no power of persuasion would move
him from his purpose.

“As soont 83 you have put me on board, I
want you to row out shead of the ship, end lay
a8 close under the bows as you can without be-
ing detected, and there you must remain until
you hear my voice. Mind, now, and lay direct-
ly under her fore-foot, let the distance be what
it will.” ‘ ‘

.. Themen promised to obey, and not long after-
wards the ship was reached. The boat-was
hailed by the sentinel at’'the larboard gangway,
and the smuggler answered it. When the boat
came alongside, Marco sprang upon the ladder
and ascended. .

“Who comes there?’ ssked the maripe,
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the crow already “turned in.” He crawled
away beneath the hammocks out of sight of the
men who were assembled in the gangways, and
moved cautionsly towards the bows, where he
know the prisoners were always kopt.

_ ‘The ship’s “brig,”’ so-colled, which term is
applied to any place whete prisoncrs are kept
on boaid a ship-of-war, was forward, on the star-
board side of the main gun-deck, and occupied
the spaces between three of the hesvy guns. In
the space between the two forwsrd guns was
Henry Fretart. He was in truth, just such a
man &8 8 recruiting officor, or a pressgang,
would select for their obtaining. He*was nbout
twenty.one yenrs of age, tall, and fnely built,
with & frank, open countenance, and foatures of
more than ordinary beauty., Mis eyos were
large, and black ns jet, and quick and brillians.
His hair was like ihe plumage of the raven in
color, and ctustered sbout his noble brow and
temples in glossy curls, From his build one
would ot once seo that he possessed a vast deal
of mugcular strength, and it would be no source
of wonder that a comparatively large body of
men should have much difficulty in capturing
him slive. He was now habited in the garb of
the English navy, having reteived his aniform
inpmediately upon entering the ship. .
Besider young Fretart thero were some dozen
others in the * brig,”” most of whom had been
confined in punishment for drunkenness, but
they were all of them either in their hemmocks,
or else asleep apon the déck. The sentinel was
- pacing alowly to and<fro upon his post with a
drawn sword inhis hand, and from the manner

- whose “gang-board ” was rigged upon the out- | in which his gaze was fixed upon the young pris

side of the bulwarks,

“ A friend,” holdly replied Marco,

“ Give me the countersign,””
- i Wellington 1 : .
"~ “All's well "’ cried the sentry, and the smug-
gler passed over the side. ‘

oner, it was easy to see that ho had some spe-

cial order with regard to that individual,
“(Come, my tolemn cove,” said the marine,

stopping in his walk and looking at Fretart,

“ arén’t you goin’ to turn in to-night .

- . Henry looked up, but did not reply. He'stood

In the gangway he was met by the ship’s cor- | leaning ageinst & gun with his arma folded

poral, but was subjected to no further exam
ination, ‘

aerogs his breast, and his countengnce was mark-
ed by deep anguish. He had been claimed s &

“ Is that you, Wickham ¥ ssked. the officer | British deserter, and he saw nothing in the fu-

of the deck, who stood by the fife-rail.

ture. but an iguominious servitude. He was

K Yes, sir,” returned Marco, touching his hat, | thinking of the quiet little home he had Jost, atd
but keeping his face turned from the rays of the | of the poor father he kad left bohind, when the

launtern that hung at the gungway.

sentinel spoke.

No more guesiions were asked ‘by' the officer,| ** Come, turn in,” pursued the mearine, in_a
and our adventurer furned at once towards the | surly tone. ¢ ¥m tired of watchin’ yon. You'd
main-hatchway. - Whenhe reached the gun deck | better be sleepin’, for if wo go to se to-morrow,

. he found the hammocks “slung’” and most of yow'll bé put on duty.” . o
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“Not yet,” roturned Henry. “I'll turn in

sdon, but you needn’t fear for me, 0 maks your.

self easy on that score.”

“ 0, you need watchin’ bad enough,” resam-

ed the sentry, in & tona which he meant to be
_sarcastic, “ What you been eyem’ that pott so
for, eh 1

Ho alluded to the bridle port which was open
to sllow a freo cireulation of air.

T I have had my eyes npon that port; it was
only while I was thinking of matters in which
youhave no part nor interest.”

“Hallp—et the poor fellow be in pesce,”
prowled a gram voico from the other side of the
after gan of the brig. He Wonttry to got away
with them irons on his feet.”

“Eht Is that you, Wickham ?” asked the
_ marine, as he saw 8 whiskered face dimly de-
. fined over the breech of the gun. (The dis-
guised voice sounded something like Wickham's.)

“ Yes, 'tis me—just come off with s locker
fall of oranges,” returned the husky, grum
voice,

“FEh? Oranges? Givensone. Come™

An orange was extended over the gun, and
the preedy marine made a grab for it, and as he
found it securely in his possession & hurried
“thank’ee” dropped ftom hislips. He cast-his
eysd fardively about him fo see that no officer
was about, and then he went at the fruit, and in
a marveHous short space of time he had devour-
edit.

““Give us another,” he whispered, poering
‘over the gun. But the donor of the devoured
frait was gone, and the sentry resumed his walk.

At the erid of ten minutes the marine began to
yawn, add his eyelids manifested s strong pro-
peasity to droop, but he put forth all his power
to keep thom up. Ere long his gaze became
remarkably unsteady, and his steps wers slower
and more dubions.  Just then the sergeant came
along on his route, and the sleepy sentinel qmck-
ened his pace and lifted his head up with con-
siderable energy.

“All safe ? inquired the officer.

“Right s & Bible,” responded the sentry.

The sergeant passed on, and in a few moments |

maore the poor marine leaned np against & gon.
His power of locomotion had failed him, for his
eyes would not keep open, and with a few mors
efforts to keep his gaze fixed upon his prisoners,
he bowed his hcad and' eank gradually down.
He lay with his body npon the deck, and his
head upon one of the tronks of the gan, As

soon as he had assumed this position the giver

of the orange made his appearance. Ha stopped

a single instant to see that the sentry was asleep,
and then he passed in between the guns.
“—gh{" he uttered, laying his ﬁnger wpon.

young Fretart’s arm. “ Mske no noise. “I
bave come to Liberate you, and you will show
your gense by holding your tongue and using
your limba. My boat is ahead. Youm .can
gwim 1

“ Yes,” quickly rephed Henry, hardly kncw—
ing what to make of this.

“* Then hold etill & moment, and I'll off Wuh
these irons,”

Montmorillon—for he it was—twisted the key '

of the hand-ivons with the handle of his jack-
knife, and having slipped these off he easily
slipped ount the key of the feet-irons by means of
the bar of those he hiad .taken from the wriats.
One look was given around to see that all was
safe, and then the smuggler moved quickly to
the open port foliowed by Hmry

“Follow me, and strike out straight a.head
Bwim for your life, now.”

As Montmorillon thus spoke, ke lot himaself
quietly down into tho water and struck out, and
in & moment more Fretart had followed him,
The young man acted more upon instinet than
upon reason, for le had not thé least idea of
what it all meant. Only he knew that his situa-
tion could not well be changed for the worse, and
there wag & glimmer of hope that this was in
reglity meant for his e&capc

The sentincl upenr the bows heard the plash- o

ing in the water below him, and ho eried out,
but of course he got no answer from the two
swimmers—they -only struck out the stronger.
Once Montmorillon turned hia head, snd he saw
a lantern at the port through which he had made
his escape, and he could hear voices in angry
tones. The sentry at the bows discharged his
mueket, and the ball struck in the water shead
of the swimmers. The smuggler called out for

his boat, and ere long ‘it came up, rnd both he -

and Henry were helped on board.

" By this time the escope of the impressed pris.

oner had become known to tho officers of the
ship, for lights were at the larboard gangway,
and men were seen coming over.

“They are calling awny a ‘boat,” said the
smuggler. " You must'take an oar, my boy,
and we'll let ’em whistle for their new man,
You need not fear, for we can shoot this little

 ¢f the war-ship

1b
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wﬁl naturally go to yout
will not be safe there
rotection of the city.
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-the circle of his influence. Yot Le was an aris-

CHAPTER IIL

THE ROBBERS.

Iz-was just dusk on the evening Quring which
vccurred the events now recorded, and a heary
travelling carriage was rolling ‘along towards
St. Malo on the road from Rennes, The car-
risge bore the arms of a marquis of the old
aristocracy upon its panels, and within it were
seated two individuals, The eldest of the two
was & noble-dooking person, wot far from fifty
yearsof age, and rather slight and delicate in
his build; yet there was nothing effeminate
about him, but on the contrary he was very
trnscular, aad showed a quickness of movement
and perception which proved him a man of nerve
and decision. His hair was just beginning to

“turn gray, end the pencil of old Time had com-
menced to draw the lines of age upon his brow.
His dress was a plain citizen’s suit of black vel-
vet short clothes and coat, and light top-boots,
and the only ornnment of uobility or station he
wore was a small, golden cross, of the order of
5t. John of Jernsalem, set with brilliants, sis.
pended.by a bit of scarlet ribbon, from his loft
breast. Such was the Marynis Philip de Mon-
tigny. He was a kind-hearted, benevolent man,
and be possessed the warmest love and estcorn
of all the peazantry and people who lived witi:in

tocrat, and upon the point of family and blood

The companion of the marquis was a young
girl just bursting into the fall beauty of woman-
hood. It wae his deaghter, and his only child—=
her name was Isidore, She had seen the warmth

time had served to make her old in experience,

pative land sinee the hour of her birth; and
though her father kad run clear of danger, yet
she had seen others saffer. She was of a mild,
beauteous countenance, but yet possessing more
than ap ordinary degrée of vivacity aud intelli-
gence. Her hair was a very dark enbarn, and
her eyes & brillisnt hazel. People who saw her
every duy, and knew her mind and her temper,
said she was the most beautiful creature in the-
provines ; -and though the sweetness of her dis-
position, and the loveliness of her character may
heve prejudiced them soms in their estimate of
ber external beauty, yot she was really beantiful,
though there might have been others who, at

models of perfected beauty. Isidore de Montig-
ny would not have answered for the model of a
sculptor, for her foatures wero of no particular
class, such ag would look well in cold marbie,
but they were just fitted a3 the mirror of ker own

e huog with & most resolute tenacity,

H

[
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puro soul, and it required the life and being of
hersslf to give beauty to the face. :

- and the river ran, our travellers found them-

and chill of only eighteen yours, but even that

for revelution had been the song and clang of her .~

- people, has he not? There has even been a

fitst bight, would have carried off the palm &g’

" 1 must confess I would rather he should not

\
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* The carringe of the marquis was upon the
viver road, following the circnitous bauk of the
Tlle, and as the shades of night bagan to gather
about the deep gorges through which the road

selves yet some distance from their jowrney's
end.

+ How much farther have weto go?” asked
Tsidore, a5 she drew her head back into the car-
niage. She had. been trying to recognize the
place where they now were, but she could xot.

" «We have five lengnes, at least,” réturned
the merquit. “Don’t you remember this
place ¥

. ¢ No,” said the pirl, once more looking out.

“Don*t you remember the adventure we had
here ‘two years ago, when a certain individual
and his followers sawved our lives ? ‘It was very
near this spot.”” . :

“(), ves, yes,” cried Isidore. * When our
horges took fright, yon mean, and came g0 near
carrying us over the precipice 7 7

* Yes, my child; and a narrow escape it was,
too,” added the marquis, with a perceptible
shudder,

« T rementher now,” mused the maiden, “And

the man who saved ns was that terrible smug-
gler ; Montmorillon, his name was "
. #Yon are right, Isidore, only Ido not know
that there i& anything terrible about him. He
ja & smuggler, but he has only trampled wpon the
revenne laws of England.” ‘

“ He has been pronounced a criminal by our

price set upon his head by the officers of our
provinee, Is it not so, father 2

* Yes, my chitd, that s true, There is a law
of nations which makes it obligatery upen ue to
arrest such people.”

“Add isn't it eurious that they don’t take
him 9" ’

“ It ia strange, indeed, Isidore, and I cannot
understand it; but of one thing we may be as.
gured : The common people are all his friends,
or he could not run clear as he does. -Iknow
of innumerable instances—or, at lesst, I have
henrd of them—in which he has helped the poor
people mpon our coast.”

“And perhaps you would shield him if he
should seck your protection ¥ said Isidore.

“T might,” returned de Montipny; * though

seek e

head out of the coach window and ‘grdered the
postilion to hurry on as fast ag possible. It Was

now very dark, and the road was for a distance
of two leagues, or 80, quite level, De Montigny

drew his pistols from their case and laid thern
carefully upon the seat by his side, and then he
ordered the postilion to have his own pistols so
situated that he could get at them handily. Isi-
dore watched these movoments with nervous in--
terest, and’as soon a5 her father had given his
orders to the driver, she said:
# T hope you do not fear any danger?”
“(), no,” returned the marquis; “but then
you know it is always well to.be prepared.”
“\Vae thero not a robbory somewhere abont
here, not long since 1
# Yog-—on this very rond. But that was "a
week ago, and the gens Parmes have been npon,
the robbers’ track since, and they are probably in’
some other part of the kingdom now.”
But this assurance did not make Isidore easy.
She had heard so much of the cruelties of the.
robhers that she shuddered and trembled when-
ever she thought of them, and at every noise
from without, she would start aud seize her fath-
er by the arm.. Atlength the read hecarie again
gbrupt and broken, and the horses were forced to
‘g0 more slowly. ‘They had now reached to
within two lengues of St. Malo, and within about
one leagne of their own chatean, It wad con-
siderably past nine . o’elock, and. the atmosphiere
had become damp and eold. Both the merquis
snd his daughter were wrapped snugly op In
their thick, for-trimmed cloaks, end the letter
was almost asleep, when the carriage was stop-
ped with & suddenness that camo nigh throwing
them from their seats, A pistol shot was heard,
and on the next moment the hum of voices
broke wpon the night eir. Isidore uttered o
quick cry of alarm and clmg wildly to her
father's arm, and in & moment afterwards they
heard a sound as though the postilion was being
pulled from his seat. ‘
The marquis grasped his pistels and cocked

them both, end hardly had he done so when the
door of the carriage was thrown open, and the
rays of a lantern flashed into the place. |

_« Be easy, monsienr,” said a voice, and aé the
words were spoken the muzzle of a pisto] was
thrust in npon them. *“ We only want your
[ watch and your purse, 80 you will be wise not to
put 18 to too much trouble, We are poor, and
you are rich—so out of your bounty we wanta

7 As the marquis gave this answer ha put his

mite. Come-—don’t—""
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The villuin’s speech was cnt short by thé
somewhat summary discharge of de Montigny’s
pistol, and the robber fell back without even a
groan, for the ball had passed clean through his
braim, In less than a respociable breathmg
time another man presented himself at the car-
ringe door, while a second ran and picked up
the lantern, the lamp of which was net exiln-
guished. The marqnis presented his second
pistol, but the muzzle was quickly struck wup,
and its contents passed through the top of the
carringe.

“Now, mon ami, you will give up, X know,”
uttered the second ruffian, as he seized the mar-
quis by both his wrists. He wae & powerful fel-
low, and he quickly pulled the nobleman from
his coach upon the ground. De Montigny had
prosence of mind enouph to look about him, and
by the light of the lanturn he could see that there
were four of the robbers left, and that his pos-
tilion was bound to a trec closo by, As her
father was pulied from the carringe Isidore ut-
tered & Jong, wild cry, and as its skarp netes
thrilled through the air one of the robbers sprang
towards her,

“ We'll stop your slarm, ms’meiselle,” he ut-
tered, and he pulled her from her eeat and lifted
her-upon_the ground. She aied out loudly for
holp, but her mouth was soon stopped by a *ker-
chief, and then the ruflian’s eyes Fell upon the
rich, keavy chain that surrounded her neck.

“We'll take this to pay for our trouble in
getting you quict,” he said, as he took hold of it
and drew out the richly jowelled wateh th'u: was
attached to it.

" The marquis straggled with olt his might, bat
he could do nothing against his power ful adver-
sary, and the villain was .just commencing to
search his pockets when he was startled bya
quick ery from one of his companions. At that
moment o pistol shot was heard, and the ruflian
who was bending over the prostrats form of Isi-
dore, uttered o gharp cry and sprang to his feet.
A bullet had entered his side, sud as he turned
towards the point from whence the report had
come and deew one of his own weapons, he re-
ceived & blow upon tho head that fellecl him to
the earth. .

¥ Foar not, madamoiselle,” said a calm, kind
voice, and at the same time Isidore felt herself
lifted np, and she could justsco that her preserver

© was & young wan, but before she had opportunity
for & more minute cxamination she was lifted

helper turnéd' towards where thé marquis . lay.
Bat the nobleman was already upon his feet, for

had been engaged npon de Montigny's pockets,
now lay weltering in his own blood. The oth
two ruffians, both of whom had been holding
horses, now sprang forward, but they were
ceived by men who were ready for them. * Ofe
of them, fell before a well-aimed pistol, and the
other, escaping the shot that was meant for him,
wad felled by a blow upon the head with a heavy
pistol-butt.

“Are you injured, monsienr marquis 7’ asked
the elder of the two persons who had so oppor-
tanely made their appearance upon the spot.

*Not in the least,” returncd ‘de Montigny.
“And I believe they have not robbed me of sny-
thing.”

if you will return to your carriage, I will go and
let your postilion loose, for I sce they have
fixed him to & tree.”

Just then the robber who had been only knoek-
‘ed dovn sprang to his feet and darted acvoss the
road. He who had just turncd to set the postil-
ion at liberty suw the movement, and as once
gave chase, The robber had sprang down tho
bank towards the river.

Ia the meantime the marguis turned towards
his cam‘age, and the perdon who had rescued
Isidore was just furning from it ufier havmg
seon the maiden safe.

“Y¥s my child hurt?’ de Montlg'ny uttered,
with mach concern.

“ Not in the least,” returned the )oung man.

“ No, futher,” added Isidore, “I -am not even
harmed.” .

““ Bless God and these good men fm' that,”
cjacnlated (he marquis; and as he spoke the
mnn who had given chase to the ﬂeeing 16bber,
retarned.

“Ihud o give him up,” he Smd , breathing
Lenvily after his exciting chase. “ The rascal
took to the river, und I Jet him go. Now, men-
sicair, your earriage is yours once more, snd I
hope you will have better fortuna during the rest
of your jaunt. Jump in, and your postilion
ghall be ready for you in a moment.,”

As the man spoke he turned towards the poor
driver, who wha yet tfrembling with fright, and

atliberty,
“Btop, satop, good genﬂemen, cried the

quickly back inmto the carringe, and then her
E

marguis, havidg now somewhat composed kim-

8 second man had coms up, and the ruffian whe ,

_ any rate.  Come—T shall take no refusal.”

“Then we came in good scason. And now,”

with a fow strokes of his sharp dagger he set him
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self. *You 'are not going off so. Who are
you? f
“ We are only men who ehanced to find you

in trouble _gnd who would Hhve helped auy hon-.

est man or woman in like mrcumstancos, &0 you
ows 18 no particelar thanks.”

“ 80 I owe you much the more of thanks,
quickly returned de "Montigny; “for I can be
more grateful to him who acts the friend upon
principles of right, than to him who would only
help his own particular choice or acquaintanca,
My chatenu is only a short distance off-—not quite
a feague. Go with mo and pass the night, at

The two strangers conversed in whispers for a
moment, and then they consented to go with
the marquis. Accordingly they entered tho car-
riage, and in & few moments more tlm horses
were agein in motion.

“I will gend men out in the morning,” anid
the marquis, “ and have the bodies of those vil-
lains taken care of. By the holy 5t. Michael,”
he added, bt your coming was most fortunate,
I have heard of the doings of some of thesc rob-
bers, and I know that they are a terrible set of
reckless, bad men.”

“ But they would not have killed you, fath.
er ¥’ said Isidore, interrogatively,

“They mighs, but uh, my sweet dnld that
was not the worst I had to fem.”

“ Not the worst, father 7~

* No, Isidore, O, heavens, no ™

““ But what worse 2

“Do you notremember the robbery that was
committed @ month age, where 6 maiden not
much older than yourself “was smzed by these
fiends ¥

Isidore did remember it, and she uttered a
déep groun as the recollection came to her mind,
for the embrace of death would have been a joy
when compared with the dreadful fate that dwelt |
now in her imagination,

“ Bat I know not yet to whom I am indebt-
od ¥’ added the marquis, “turning towards his
vis-n-vis.

lines of whose form de Montigny could just dis-
tinguish agninat the light plash lining of the
carringe. “ You shall see for yourself when we
arrive at your chateau.” '

“ By the rood, but I know thut voice,"” utter-
ed the nobleman.

% Then pexhaps you will know the face wbqn
you Bee it said the stranger, in a langlnng
tone. !

The marquis asked ne mors questions, but tho
-conversation was kept uap, and it turned upon
the general subject of robbers and robberies,

Isidore felt lonesome in tho chill darkness, snd
she opened a conversation with the man who sat
opposite herself. At firgt she asked timid ques-
tions, but she found her companion spoke frecly
and pleasantly, and she at Jength conversed with
freedom and ease. Of comrse she wondered
what sort of & men she was holding converse
with, That he was young she was confident, not
only from tho tones of his voico, but from the
ghimpse she had had of his features by the light
of tho lantern while she was upon the ground.
It wag nataral, under the circimstances, that'
she should be drawn towards him in gratitude et
least, and she was really pleased to find that he
was intelligent and kind, Perhaps.she hoped
he was ps prepossessmg in his external appear-
ance as hehad thus far proved himself in thonght’
and disposition. Dut, be that ad it might, the
meiden felt & grest curiosity to sec his form dnd
fentares plainly.

“Here wo are,” cried the. marquis, at length
as the carriage rolled up into a wide avenme,
which was flanked by great trecs,

And so they were—at length at the chatead.
"The ‘carriage was stopped at the landing-stepa of -
the great piazza, and the two strangers were the
Bret to alight,  The elder of the two assisted the
marquis to alight, and the other gave his ‘hand
to Isidore. She looked hard upon him, but his
back was to the light, and she could not sec hia
fuce; 5o ehe passed imto tife hall, and then the
old man bade his friends follow him, and he led

* Never mind,” returned the stranger, the out-

the way to one of the smaller sitiing-rooms in
which a fire was burping, :




CHAPTER 1V.

A CURIOUS DEVELOPMENT.

A ramgre hanging lamp was burning in the
room to which the marquis had condueted his

friends, and the fire upon the grate burned cheer-,

. fally, for the night was damp and chilly, and the
sorvants know that their master wonld expect it.
As soon as de Montigny had thrown off his out-
er garments and honded them to the valet whoe
stood ready to take them, he turned towards his
preservers.  Ie met the calm look of the elder of
the two, and a slight start was perceptible in his
manncr, for those deep, black, brilliant eyes, and
that glossy,* well turned beard, were not to be
mistaken. ‘

 Montmorillon ! he uttered, -

“Even so,” retwned. the smuggler, with a
smile. “Dacs.the trnth of my identity lessen
Yyour esteem or gratitude ¥’

“Not one whit, not one whit,” immediately
replied the marquis, * for truly I know of noth-
ing very bad aeboutyou, while Ido know of muck
that is very good, And your comparion—who
is he 7 ¢ )

“I)d you ever see him before ?” the smug-
gler asked.,

“The face looks familiar,” uttered de Montig-
ny, locking sharply:into the young man’s fea-
tnres.  * He is an Edglish seaman, T take it 2

“Did ho talk Like an Englishman ¥

“No, he did npt.”

“Neither Is he. Yon know good old Pierre
Fretart 7 ‘

“ Our old fisherman

“Yes.” .

“ To be sure, Ah, and now I rccollect me,
Tifs is his son. Iknew I had seen him some-
wheore, but that English garh deceived mo”

“It was a subject connected with that very
parb that caused us to be where we were to-
night,” said Montmorillon, * and which also led

me to accepts your invitation. This youth has

been impressed by the officers of the English
ship, and eu'rly this evening I effected his eacape.
Now in all probability they will be after him in the
morning, snd it was to carry him to & place of
safety that T was on my way when we met yon.
But if you will give him shelter herc for awhile
he will be perfectly secure.”

“QOf conrse 1 will give him proteetion,” snid
the marquis, warmly ; *but yet I sce not how
they ean take him. I know it is hard work for
an Englishman to get clear of the elutches of the
press-gang, but our young friend here bas only
to claim the protection of the city, and they can-
not touch him.”*

« 1 am aware of that, monsienr,” returned the
amuggler, with just a perceptible show of hesi-
tation; “but I would rather not have the sub-
ject carricd before the public now. He can just

as well be protected here, and save all expense.”

i
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“0, he shall have protection,” suid. de Mon-
tigny, looking into the hendsome face of the
youth. “And then,” he continued, looking again
towards thé smuggler. - ““But why shiould they
have impresged him? They cannot surely be
in such great want of men-as to draw upen for-

. eigners. Have yon any idea 4"

“ Perhaps I have. But lot that pass. He has
been impressed, and T have rescued him, snd
now search will be made for him, and he may
not be perfeetly frec from danger'of arrest for
several woeks, for some of the officers and crew

- of the Englishman are to be left on shore here

for some time,”

“Ah, and what is that for ¥
., “Iuis out of an cepecinl ragard they have for
your humble servant,” replied Montmorillon,
with a smile, .

80, 80,” uttered the marquis. “I suppose
they have some care for you yet?”

“Q, yes, a good deal of it; but let them work
for me a8 much as they please. They will find,
if they conld only analyze what they discaver,

- thet'I have by far the most friends. Even in

‘England,” confinned Marco, in a tone of deep
soriousness, I have more real friends than have
the officers of government who are set to ent'mp
me. While that government is grinding down
the maes of the people by their enormons duties
on the actusl necessities of life, they must ex-
pect that the people will grasp at every oppor-

_ tunity to obtain their goods at moderate priees,

and they must expect, also, that he wha furnishes
thoso goods at the risk of his own life, even, will
rective the protection of those upon whose backs
their burden of taxaticnrests. Bus let that pass.

* Yhave long—for years—been engaged in this

business, snd thongh it has its unpleasant agso-
cistions, yet I do not feel in my soul that I have
been a guilty man before God. Thers Is com-
petition'in everything; and fn this case T am
only a sirigle man in competition with a nation.
Every act of my smuggler’s life has been to re-
duce the burden of the poor, and I am made
happy by the krowledge that thousands have
blesaed me for saving them from penury and

" want. I know that government calls me & crim-

insl, but I feel no compunctions in view of what
I have done.”

“Y must confess,” veturned the marqum,
thoughtfully, “thiat you spesk truly. - T can
Jjudge somewhat by own feelings. Towsrds the
thief or the petty robber my foelings natnrally
revoit, bnt it i not so with regard to those

2

bold men, who, a4.you say, are in compeution
with a astion in ‘farnishing the Recessarion of
lifeat the cheapest.yate. But youspoks of know-
ing why this youth was impressed 2" .
#Yor, but Xcould not now explain it. Lo;
that pass now, if you please. You will glve him
a shelter here vatil he may be safo from the Eng-
lish officers. I will sce your father in-the mopn~ |
ing, Henry, and will explain to him where you
are, and he may come up hers and soe you »
Ere long the servants had prepared a warm
supper, and the men spt down to it. Henry Fre-
tart looked in vain for the girl whom he had
saved. He had hoped that he should see her,
but she did not come. Shortly after the gueats
had moved back from the table, Montmorillon
signified & desire to retive, and therenpon both he
and Henry were conducted to chambers which
hed been prepared for them, each having & -
separate room, though adjoining each other,
Henry Fretart-did not immediately retire,
His mind was moved too much by new, strange
thoughts to seek yet the oblivion of sleep. The
voice of the fomale he had saved from the rob-

‘ber's gragp still rang in his ewrs, and from- that

voice he had pictured a face to euit his own
fancy, He had caught just & glimpse of her
features when helping her out of thacarri.g,ge
but it was not encugh 1o reveal her facs, ‘though
he folt warranted thersupon ito faney a YORy

‘beantiful countenance,

But this was ot the chief thing in the youth's |
mind, The thing that dwelt nppermost in his
thoughts was the circumstance of hia meeting
with the smuggler, and the: remarks which he had
benrd dropped since. AN that he had abeglute-
ly learned was, that Montmorillon had seen his
father end promised . to rescue him from  his
dursace, and the only reason be'had given for.
running the risk was, his desire to do a good
turn for s poor fellow in need, and at the same
e to thwart the English, against whom, as 8
government, ho had & strong antipathy. But
Heary had renson to hbeljeve ,that there Was
something beyond and beneath all this which he
did not sce. He folt sure; from the smuggler’s’
manner, that. he lm.d some’ motive beyond whv,t-
he hndconfessed Hig remark in the presence
of the mrqms, only afew minutes befors, con-
cerning his fear that by applying to the gficials
of 8t Mulo for protpction the affair wonid be
made more, public than ke desired. . What d:d
this mean?. Montmorillon had, seid that he did
not want the g ffair carried befire. thgﬂ;blw mw.’
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** Why not #’ murmured the youth to himself,
as he paced up and down his apartment. * What
haa the smuggler to do with me? Why shonld
he take cuch an interest in me and mine? By
my soul,” there is something beneath all this.
The very appearance of that man bas—""

He stopped, for at that moment the door. of
his apartment opened, end the snbject of his

" thoughts entered,

““ 8o you are yei up as well as mysclf'!" said
the smuggler, as he closed the door behind him.

Henry did not answer, for his mind was full
of other thoughts. Yet he gazed hard imto the
smogglor's face, and his own featares showed
that he was much moved.  *

“Y thonght ¥ would seck yon to-night,” con-
tinned Montmoritlon, not seeming to notice that
he had recetved no answer to his former remark,
“because I may notsee you in the morning,
for T must bo off eatly, . You had better remain
here for a wecek, at lenst, for, as I remarked be-
low, some of the ship's crew are to remain be-
hind to entrap me, and if they como across you
they mey tske you, too. I know the marquis
will be kind to you, in consideration of the ser-
vice we have rendered him, if for nothing else.
So you will remain hers, and in due time you
may go abhout your dusiness again.”

“Buat why not appeal to the authorities at
once ¥’ asked Henry, with some warmth, I
do not fancy this dodging a fue when I have the
right to a national protection. The Englishman
cennot take me—he dares not do it.”

“But yon see he kas done it,” laconically re-
marked the smuggler,

“Y know he hag dona it once; but he dares
not do it again. He took me thenat & disad-
vantage, I will have protection anether time.”

“ What proteetion ?”

“The protection of a Frenchman,” proudly

" returned the youth, * By my soul, I am not to
be driven from hole to corner for fear of men
who have no right whatever over me. I appre-
ciate your kind efforts in my behalf, but I have
yot some feelings of tho man in me. I will go
and claim the right that is mine, and then ifa
foreign power ‘places a hand apon me, they will
do it at their peiil. I thank you, monsienr, but
‘to-morrow morning I will go to St. Mulo and
lay the.case before theé governor, if he is there,
‘and if he Is not there, to some ono who is em-
powered, ex officio, to act in the premises.””

The youth looked noble a8 he spoke thus, and
the smuggler regarded him with a beaming look.

»

“] know how you feel,” Marco at_ Iength
said ; “but you don’t know so much about it
as Ido. You have more to contend against than
you are aware of. Let me advise you to remain
where you are, at Ieaat til you hear from me
agﬂ.ln ”

“And why till T hear from you ?” asked Hen-
ry, with pecaliar emphasis,

“ Because I have taken o deep interest i in your
welfare.” .-

“But thet is not enough. ¥ would know
more.” )

“ That is not the part of wisdom, my son,”’
ealmly and kindly replied the sniuggler. * You
should not question too closely one who would
do all in his power for your good. There may
be things which it would not be expedient, nor
safi, now to reveal, and if you are wise you will

| isten to me, and not question my honesty mor

my motives.”

“I do not questton your honesty, ;xr—-—Go&
knows I de not. All I question is the propriety
of my remasining here like a prisoner, when it is
my born right to be in the enjoyment of the full-
est liberty.”

‘A moment Montmorillon remained in silence,
and his eyes were bent upon the floor, At length

he said, in as kind and persuasive a tone as he’

could command :

‘ Henry, you will remain here. You will re-
main here notil T bid you go. Promise mo
this 7"

The youth was much moved by the smuggler’s
tong and manner. It was so kind, po gentle, g0
affectionate, and so parental in ifs air and sab-
stance. DBut he still rebelled.

“No, no,” he said; after a few moments’ hesi-
tation. I wenld do anyihing to plesse you——
anything that would not conflict with ‘my own
idens of troe manly independence. I must not
remain here like a criminal.”

- Henry Fretart,” responded Marco, with un-
usual solemnity, “you will force mo to say
more than ¥ had meant to speak et present.
But if you will persist in throwing yoarself upon

| your natural born rights, I am constrained to in-

form you that you will ﬁnd it difftenlt to prove
what you expect.” .

“How! What !" exclmmed the youth start-
ing. “Difficult to prove that I am entitled to
the protection of the nation 7 '

“ Exactly.”

“What mesn you 7
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1You never swore allegmnce to this natxon or
its government.”

“And why should I? Am I not to the coun-
try born 77

*Ah, that may be very true, but you may find
it difieult to prove it.”

“ My father's word is proof enongh.””

*So it would be, did your father live I”

The youth started and fixed his eyes keenly
upon the smuggler. Ha did not look like one
who had been told a thing of which he never be-
fore thought, or even dreamed, but he railier
looked like one who has just caught the first
glimmer of a fact he had long dwelt upon as
possible. ‘Ele moved slowly towards his com-

. panion and placed his hand upon hia arm.

« ““Marco Montmorilion,” he said, in a low,
decided tone, ““tell me what you mean by your
words ¥ .

“ You know what they. mean,” returned the
smuggler, “and you must not question me
farther. ' You Liave m enemy, or enemies, I am
sure, and if I coutd lay my finger upon them
now I would do 50, but I cannot, Yet I mean
to find them out. Now you had better remain
here, for should you claim the protection of

- which youw spesk, you might, it is true, gain it
* without difficulty, but the probability is, that you

would be put to your proof, and neither you
nor old Pierre Fretart can tell where yon were
born, nor who were your. parents.”

“And can you? ecan you tell me who my pa-
ronts were?” cried Henry, with increasing
ENTernens.

* That is rot the question to be settled first,"”
replied Montmorillon, ¢ The first guestion is.
Will the proof of your parentage either help you,

or be aafely developed? Let that be settled
first. I will do it -

“But you will not leave me thus ¥’ .

“ No-—I wish not to leave your until you are
willing to remain here, and I think that you will
do now. Yon have forced me to-say thus much,
but I cannot sy mora,’

“But my father—yon wlll tell me if you
know of him

“Only that he is dead. He died when yon
were hetween two and three yearaold. Now re-
main here until I see you again.”

As the smuggler spoke ho turmed and left the
apartment, and Honry mitle nomovoment to stop
him. Assoonas the strange man wag gone, the
youth sat down upon the edge of the bed and
bowed his iead, 'What ho had just heard was
not’ altogether new to him. He had long mis-
trusted that the old fisherman wos not his futher.
This he had taken from some words which
Pierre had accidentally dropped, and then the
suspicion had been strengthened by his own in-
born foclings and aspirations.” And then what
of the smugplor? Who was ho, and what con-
nection had he with the youth ?

Henry undressed himself and went to bed; and
his mind was full of vague and conflicting ideas
evon after he had fallen agleep. He dreamed of
the ship, of the press.gang, of the smuggler, and
of the maiden whom he had saved from the rob-
bera. * Then heawoke and thought theso things
all over again, but the thing that dwelt with the

most forco upon his mind was the porson, of -

Marco Montmorillon, and the more he theught
of him, the more food for wonder and curiosity
dxd he find.

/




CHAPTER V.

" AN ENEMY IN THE DARK.,

. Nor far from the estate of the Marquis de
Montigny was the large and magnificent chateau
of Count Arnaud Montfere.. The former estate
‘was upon the river Jlle, while that of Montfére
‘was fo the esstward, and throngh the grounds
ran's considerable strenm which.emptied into
the Tle nearly epposite to the city of Dinan.
Montfore was called the richest man in the pro-
vines of Ille-et-Villawe, and surely his estate
wag one of the most desirable, hie chateau one
of the most grend, and his grounds the most
beautifolly Iaid out and the most productive.
And yet Amand Montfere was one of the most
grasping and avaricious men in the kingdom.
Hea was a stout man, somewhat tending to cor-
pulency, and showing in his every look and
movement the result of his besstting vice. His
hair was of a lightish brown—almost red in
its hue—and his eyes were s deep gray. His
complexion was verging npon the sandy cast,
though & close oberver wonld have seen that not
only the color, but the rotundity, of his face was
the resnlt of a bloat. He waa fond of wine, and
an inordinate quantity of it generally found con~
“ samption at his hands,

It was early on the morning succeeding the
. events just recorded that the Count Montfere
mounted his horse and took the road towards St.
Malo. Ho was gaudily dressed, wearing every
omament and gew-gaw that conld be placed with

any degvee of right upon his person. Ft was not
yot fairly daylight when he started, and he rode
as ofe who had business of importance to tran-
gact. The late rains had made the roads bad,
and the count was forced to ride very slowly in
order to keep his garments clear of the thick

‘mud. The distance to St. Malo was near four

leagues, and Montfere did not reach the city

until eight o’clock. He then procceded at once-

to alargs cafe near the theatre, and theve he

found an officer from the English ulnp, who had

apparently been waiting for him.

“Ah, sir connt, you are lato,” said the Iaiter,
as he took the .poble’s hand, a.nd speaking in
good French.

“ No wonder I'm lnt.e The roads were never
worge since they were made I couldn't hurry,
Tollings.” '

*“Well, nevor mind,” said he who had been
called Tollings. ¢ You are in time enough.”

« Here-—let's step ‘into this recess and have a
bowl of hot punch, and there we can talk.””

“ You can have the punch if yon like,"” réturn- 4

ed the Englishman, “hat I never allow myself
to drink so early in the day.”

“ Pooh,” nttered the counnt, with ashght show

of contempt, * the chieering beverage is good at
all times. Givé me punch, or give me wine, or,
what is sometimea better than either, the pure
ald eay de vie, at all times of day."
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'I’;xe punch was called for, and the two men
retired to.one of the many recesses, and dropped
the  cartain.

# Now,” said the count, afier he had drank a
good shere of the smoking punch, how fares
your young seaman?"’

“He's gone, sir count.”

. Gone ¥ utterod Montfere, semng down the
silver eup from which he had been drinking and
starting &g though he had been strnck. . “ Gone,
did yoa say

o« Yes #

“But you promised you wonld i;eep lnm
You said ithat if the proof could be made by me
that he was the son of an English sﬁor, you
would make him fast. Now f can prove that.
T can prove that he was not only the eon of an
English man-of-warsman, but that his father gave
him nyp to the English naval service when he
‘diod.”

“ Porhaps you can, sir count,” calmly return-
ed the other, ““but that don't matter now. Hg
mede his escape lest night. So yom sce your
burden of proof don’t help the matter.” -

¢ Escaped, did ke ? Then wo'll find him.”

“But I should advise you to be very careful
how you work, for if the youngster should claim
the protéction of the French government you
might find it hard work to get him off again. .

“1 know all thiut,” returned Montfere, hastily,
“ut I should not stop for trifles, I knew you
wanted men, and I kuew “that this young Fre-
tart would be a good one for yon, and so I poini-
ed him out to you. Ifyouhave lost bim, then
you have lost one whom it would h;we been
much ensier to keep then to get again.”

“Never mind, mon c]m-, we can make his place
good,”

“But that is not the thing, my brave liouten-
ant. X wanted you to have him, for, as I told
you at the time, I wanted him out of the way.
Of course we are toc old in fnendshlp for you to
question me.”

*“ (0, you need not fear that It. is enough for
me that the youngster is a stout one, speaks Eng-
lish well, and can be claimed as an Englishman.
It is part of my business to ship good men when
Iean. If you will contrive to return this fellow
to'the ship Il warrant you we’ll keep him, and
if I come across him I'll take him if I can. Bat
you must see that the thmg will be difficult, for
I do not suppose you wish to show your hand in
the business directly 77

L .

*No, no, of courss not,” returned the count.
¢ But how did he escape 7"

“ 1t must have been by some deeply laid plot—
I will taste of that punch-—some well digested
plan, A man came on board the ship last. night
and ‘apswered to the name of Wickham, one.of
our ¢ld quarter-gunners; but this morning we
found that Wickham had not beon aboard. He
was found at old Pedro’s tap-room down by the
water, and ho had certainly been drugged. The
fellow who came on board and answered to his
name also dragged the marine who stood sentry
over the prisoner, and then both he and tho pris-
oner made their escape through an open port.
We gave them chase, but in the darkness we
lost them,” '

“ Well, it’s a curious piece of business, to say
thi least,” nttered the count, with an oath; * and
on the whole you may let the youngster go.
You had better not think of getting him on
board your ship again. It wes a wild plan in
the first place, and it has turned out about as
well s could have been expected, Let the fel-
low go.*

“Then you havo 10 real fears of him 2

Fears "' repeated Montfere, lgoking gquick:
Iy up. “0O, no, no. - The whole iruth is—and
I suppose I might have ‘told you. in the fires
place—the youngster is a moat systematio gam.-
bler, and hehas almost ruined one of my intbnate
friends. Nor far froms my own chateon lives.s
young msn in whoae affairs I fool.a moat: lively
interest, and by some means he mot this Henry
Fretart at the gaming table. He not only loat
el his ready cash, but he actuslly mede out a
conveyance of more than half his real estito, and
this, too, Frotart won from him. My friend has
a young wife, and if he has to pay this [it will
utterly ruin him. It was to save him that I
meant to have got the rascal out of the way.”

"¢ Tt wes kind of you, at all events,” said
Tollings.

“X can be kind to my friends,” roturned the
cottiat, with & show of magnanimity.

“Then it's ail sham about his being | Englis&
bora 1"

“0, uo. Heis that truly; and it wos that .
fact that led me to seck your assistance in the
matter. DBut I will contrive some other means,
if possible, to get that deed-from him, for I will -
savd my friend from ruln, even though the effort
should work to my own injury.”

Now whether the Englishman 'believed all
this or not is more tlmn can bo with safaty said.
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He knew, or ought to have known, Arnand
Montfere well enough to be led to doubt it
"Himself and Montfere had first met when mere
boys, at school in Frankfort-on-the-Oder, and
since that. time they had often been together,
though of lute years they had only casually met,
Tollings’s profession keeping him protty steadily
engeged. ' Yet perhaps Tollings did not know
the whola of Montfers’s character, but the count
knaw his well enough not to be afeaid to trust
kim to a considerable extent.

“ Can you not contrive to get that deed away
from the fellow 2 the lientenant at length asked.
“T know he must be a witty fellow, for his looks
show it, but I munst confess that he does not look
like a bad man.”

“Y.ooks are often deceitful,”” was the count’s
reply. “But I will have the deed at some rata.”

*“Then you will not have him impressed
again ¥’

“No—I guess not. Let him rest for the
presedt, and I will watch bim.” -~

Shortly afterwards the two men left the cafe
and started down towards the water, and as the
subject of Fretart’s escape had been fully dis-
_ ¢tusged, Tollings nnderstood that he was to give

the mitter up so far as afy work for his friend
the oount. wag concerncd.

Poor Henry—be had & new crime now laid to
his charge, but it could not matter. mach, for

‘repeated. In truth, Henry [Fretart never saw
the inside of a gaming saloon, and had the-count
been pressed to produce his “fiiend ” who had
.come so nigh being ruined, he would have had
to lug him up from the miry deptha of his own
mind, for he never had an existence anywhere
else,

It was past noon when Arnaud ‘Montfere set
out on his return home, and he had gu.inecl the
mtelllgence that Henry Fretart was not, at his
father’s, and that he had not been seen about the
city. - He talked with himself as he rode along,
and we may find out something of his m.md by
listening to him for a moment :

“I wag afool to think of having the follow
impressed on board that ship,” hLe muttered;
*for, even bad they got him off, he would of
course have found his way back here at some fu-
ture time if he had lived. But then there’s no
harm done. “Tollings don’t suspect more than I
told him, and no one else knows anything about it.
Onthe whole, I'm. glad the thing didn’t work,
for now I'll make. more swre game of him. I
know him, and he must—walk. ¥e isn’t needed
here at all.”

continued to”talk of the youth, and of vague
plans in connection with him. Oue enemy, at

least, on earth; Henry Fretarf had ; but why he

cGuld pot even have guessed had he known the

nond who knew him were likely ever 1o hear it

first fact,

And thus the eount roda on, and as ho rode he

should have had suck an enemy was's thing he

CHAPTER VI

A BEVELATION.

Waen Henry Fretari srose in the morning he
found that Montmorillon had really gone. He
met the marquis in the hall, and the old noble-
man greeted him kindly.

“ Your companion is off,” do Montigny said,
with a smile. .

“1id he leave any word for me "’ the youth

agked. .
"¢ Not exactly. He made me promise that I
would give you a home here until he came again,
and of course I gave the promise wnth pleasure.
You read, I presume ¥

“Y am fond of reading, sic.”

“Then I think you may pass your time very
plensantly. Lhave a large library, and while
you ire here it is at your service. You shall
not find me lacking in gratitude.”

Henry expressed his thanks very wa.rmly,

" and shortly afterwards - he was informed that

breakfast wos ready. He went out into the

. breakfast-room and found that he was to eat with

the valet and postman and other attendants of
that stamp, but of thie, of course, he thought
'nothing, save to relish highly the tich food that
was set before bim. He learned from the valet
that there were three tables set at the chateau.

First the marguis and his danghter took break-

fast alone; then the personal attendants ate in
the dining-reom when there was no cormpany ;
and lastly. come the cool, scullion, gacdener,

grooms, and those whose occupations brought
them in contact with the dirt—they até in the
kitchen, Not yet had Honry soen the maiden,
and his curiosity wa.a waxing strong on
point.

Shortly after hronkfust our hero wag lnl‘ormed
that some one withed to sce him in the 'lull

‘He went down and found his old father zhem.

Pierre Fretart kad been a father to him, an

youth could not but Ieck upon him in thet light,
let the relanonsh:p of blood turn out as it might.
The honest old ﬂsherman was almost frante
with deligh®at seeing the noble boy ¢nce more
safe, and ag oon »s the fivst trausports of his
joy were passed he informed Henry that the
smuggler had becn at his cot before the day had
fairly dawned.

“Ho told me,” continued Pierrs, that T had
better bring you up some of your own clothes,
and 8o I have done so, and more, too: ¥ aup-
posed you might find some pleasure in your toys,
snd I fetched them, aleo, I borrowed old Gos-
panl’s horse, and fo your tuings havo come
ensy.”

Henry followed the old man out into the ;ym'd
and there, sure enough, ke found everything,he
could have desired, | Pierre hadnot only brought
the best part of'hgs wardrobe, bug also his litgte
‘osken escritoire'and his poﬂ!‘oho, and with this
lnst acquisition wes the youth particularly. de-
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© secret ambition to raise himself above the level

- and thus had he been cnabled both to’ furnish

- placo to don one of his own suits. When this
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lighted, for it contained all the materials fer
-drawing, a good assortment of crayons, and
some water colors, Some years before Henry
had gained an opportunity to learn to draw of
an old artist who kad hired him to row him up
and down the river while he took skitches of
the varions points of scenic interest. This old
fellow was a penurious individnal, and Henry
Wwas, at that time, the only one whom he conld
find willing to wait upon kim and take his pay
in lessons in the art, Bat our hero had jumped
at the chance with avidity, and he had followed
. up the study since, for he had a long cherished,

of his companions, and he saw in that art the
sure means of doing ft. Already had ke sold
some of his little-sketches for fair remuneration,

himself with materiala to pursue his stuily, and
to procure clothing somewhat better than he
could otherwise have afforded. He was petfectly
willing that his father should call them * play-
things ** and “ toys,” and 'he humored the con-
ceit, too, for he'meant to place the pood old
man in a position abovoe hard work it some fu-
ture time, and he wished that the act should
come ag & gort of a surprise.

Pierro helped Henry carry the things op to
the snug little room which had been appropriat-
od to his use, and after this" had been accom-
plished cur hero’s next movement wag to get off
the hated English garb he then wore, and ia its

was done the youth really looked like another
-person, for his own garh was made to fit closely
to his finely proportioned figuro, and jt gave him
more of the true beauty that was nghtfully hig
own. Itwes a suit of fine cloth, with a frock,
or blouse, of purple velvet, and a cap ‘of the
same ornamented with & golden tassel,

Aftor this was done, and miner matters had

been discussed, Hen.ry came npon the subject
that lny at that tinie nearest his heart.
. “Pierre,” he snid, taking & seat near the old
maz, “I have now & question of rauch impor-
tance to ask you, and I hope you will answer
me traly and promptly.”

““Did you ever know me to answer you in any
other- way, my son ¥’ returned the - fisherman,
sarnestly.

“Of course not. But I will come to the mat-

ing with surprise. “Who told you that,
Henry 7°

“I have long suzpected it, father, nud last
night ‘Marco Montmorillon assured me that it
was sa, How is it ¥

“That smuggler is a strange man,” said
Picrre, speaking half to himself, but yet gazing
into the youth’s face.

*Never mind him now,” urged Henry, #Tell
me aboutthis. Iam not your son ?”

It seemed hard work for the old man to speak
but at length he said:

but I hope you will jiot lenve me, I hope you

foved you, Henry, as though you had been my
own, for Heaven never gave me a child of my
own blood.  You will not turn from me now 2
‘#No, no, my more “than father. Lét what
may come to be my fate, and nothing shall se- ,
parate us now.  But tell me more—tell me a]l—
oll that yor know 7”7
“I will, my boy—and I would have done it
long ago if I had thought the knowledge could

serve to make you unensy, and I kept it to my-
self. That smuggler is_a very curious man—a
-very carious man. There is something . about
him I cannot understand.”

“Never mind him now,” interrupted the
youth, somewhat impatiently.. “It is of my
birth I would know.” . I
“Yes—certainly. And I will tell you.”
The old man bowed his head a moment in
thought, and then he resumed: 1t fs now over
eighteen years ago—it will be ninetecn come
next November—for it was in November I'saw
you first. I romember the month and the year
well, for it wes on the same mouth that our
great Napoleon, took the prond city of Vienna
and fought the great battle of Ansterlitz, 'Ttawas
& cold, blustering night, and my wife—she was
Hving then—and myself sat by onr fire, where
you have sat a thousand times since. It was

our door, and when I opered it a woman came
in, and in her arms she 'carried a child. She
sat down to warm her, and we gave her some
supper, and when the child was placed npon the
floor he——it was o boy—-he looked around till he-

tor at once, Of course you know that T am not | ed into my lap, all the time crying out to me

your child 77

*|as though X was his fathor, The poor’ woman

"lNot mychild *” ropeated the old man, start- | cried at this; and told us that the ‘child’s fither

‘,

" took to us wonderfully, ‘When the poor woman
“Wénn my boy, you are not of my blood‘;‘

will not forsake me inmy old age. O,1have

have bencfited you; but I feared ‘twould only

near nine o'clock when we heard a low rap apon *

saw me, and then he ran up to me dnd clamber-
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was dead-~that he was a eoldier in Napoleon’s | teen years she has not Beon here. I she vfera
army, and had been slain. We tried to com- | alive, of course she wonld not havo lot such time
fort l’ler all wo could, and ske staid” with us_ all | pass without seeing her child v

night. Tn the morning she wantéd us to tuke care

1 should think not, of course,” roturned the’

of the child until she came back from Rennes, | youth, in a thoughtful, melancholy mood, “I

where she was going to see the govérnor
Of course we did so.  She came back in a week
and staid with us three days. We had learned
40 love the child tHen just as though it had been
our own; for he was a lovely little fellow, and

went away next she asked mo if we wouldn’t
take the little boy and take care of him as though | n
he was our own ; and we promised to doso with
all the pleasure in the world. The poor woman
would not stay with us, though we asked her
many times. She went away, and we did not
see her again until spring. Then she came and
stopped o week. Then she came again- in the
summer, and in the fall, andr from that time T
have not seen her, nor have I heard from her,
though Y have inquired often.”

“And I am that boy ** murmured Heary, in a
choking whisper.

“Yes, you are the boy, and T can lay my
hand upon my heart and tell God that I havo|
kept my promise that I made your mother.”

“Then you think that woman was really my
mother "

“I know che was. O, it makes me cry now
tp think how she did use ta weep over you when
she came to see you. $he would clasp you in
her armg—cry over yon—lay you on. the floor,
and then get down on her knees and pray for
_you, and then she would wipe her eyes and make
me promise over agam to be a9 kind to you a3
though you were my own.'

The youtl's eyes were filled with tears, and
for some moments -he could not speak; but at
length ho said :

“ 8 must have been rny ‘mother, for T have
often had that picture befors my mind. I knew
not whether it was a dveam, or whether it was
some real episode of my life; but I see it now.
Thave scen that face in my dreams, jast as
plainty as though it were present with me in the
flosh—what think you has become of her now 2

* I cannot tell, Heory, Of that you can judgé
- a8 well as 1"
“ Do you think she is dead ¥

fear sho is really on carth no more. But you
spoke of the smuggler—as though there wad
semething eurions about him, What is if 2
“Ah, thero you have me on the hip. Xcan’t
think anything, only that there is somothing
very strange about him.”
o It ca'nnot be that—FPooh—no—of course ‘
.No, no.” :
“ What were you going to'say?
“ You will think me foolish, perhaps ; but I
was gbing to say that it could not be that he was—
was my—father "
“ 0—why, noy” uttered the old man, vehe-
mently. ¥ That’simpossible. In the firat plaee,
your mother attended the funeral of y#fr father.
He was wounded, and came home to die, In the
second place Montmorillon is not old enongh to
b your father.”
« Thnt is trud,” added Henry."
And next,” resumed the old mon, “the
smuggler knew your father well, end was with
him when he died,”
“But you know his name—you know my
family name, Pierre ¥’
“No. Your mother told me to call you aftor
my own name. I know no more.” - .
After this the conversation turned upén the
smuggler, but they arrived at no othier eoneln:
sion than that the subject of their yomarkimias &
very- strange man. That was the most they
could make out.

Pierre remained at the chateau until the mid.
dle of the forenoon, and then he took his leave';
| bug before he went he made Henry promise again
that he would never leave the poor old men who -
had been so long s true father to him. The
youth gave the promise with tears in his eyes, and
if he'had not spoken at alf, his’ mannér wodld
have assured the anxious old fisherman thit his
utmost desires. wolld be fulfilted so far ug ‘tho
lasting love of his adopted child was concermsd.

Wlhen Henry returned to his room aftéf vl
ing seen his old protector off, he had plenty to
think exid pondér upon, and it was not uilil the
bell summoned him to dinper that he m*m

an

- ¥ fear shie mast be, iny'think—for acven-

ed from his reVeria.




CHAPTER VIL.

THE TUYOR.

I was towards the close of the day that Hen.
ry Fretart met thoe marquis in the hall. It was
the first time they had met sinee morning, and
st first de Montigny started, for ke thonght he
had met a stranger.

“Upon my faith,” he eaid, a5 scon as ho re-
cognired hig guest, * your change of dress is to
your advantage. You are wonderfully irproved,
and this meeting is most- opportene, for my

daughter wishes very much to seo you—she has |

sont for you, as she has a curiosity, 1suppose,
* to look upon the man who.served Li.r 50 good a
tarn,” .

As the marguis spoke he turncd towards the
stairs and beckoned the youth to follow him,
which he did without speaking, for his mind was
In a state of rebellious confusion. ‘Tho wish of
his soul was about to be gratified, and on ‘the
way up the staira he pondered upen the cir-
comstance. He tried to analyze his feelings and
learny’ if he, too, was moved alone by curiosity.
The marquis had said his child had a- -euriosity to
see her preserver.  Bat his meditations were cut,

- shert by srriving &k the door of her room, The

" marguis entered first, and when our hero had
followed him he found himselfin & sumptuously
forniche@ room, the déep windows of which were
hung with crimson drapery. Near one of thess
windows est Ieidors 46 Montigny., She arose s

her visitors entered, snd upon her father's in-
troducing Henry sho.smiled ono of the sweetest
smiles in' the world, and put forth her hand
frankly,

The youth felt the small, warm hund rest for
4 moment in his own, and he thought he never
before had felt & hand half so soft or so power-
ful in its elpctric properties. He had felf some
fear that he should see a proud, haughty beauty,
in spite of the dreams he had to the contrary.

But he found no such thing. He found a beauty .
| to be sure, -but ghe was n calm, warm beauty,
and her whole form and feature bespoke her to -

le o generous, noble-hearted girl. The sun was
just upon: the point of setting, and s its rays

poured like s flood of liquid gold into the rgom,

they rested upon the face of Isidore and gave ad-
dmoyal warmth to the smile that dwelt, upoh her
features.” She was so affuble, so easy, so kind,
and moreover so joyed to see hér moble pro-
tector, that Benry -scon felt himself at ease in

her presence, and ‘st & request from the marquis |

e took a seat, ‘

‘Now in all probability Philip de Monhgny
only saw in the yonth & poor fisher’s son, who
had done a kind act, and was therefore entitled
to more of estcem than others of his class. He
had heen very partienldr to wrge it npon. his child

that she should meet the youth kindly, and treat
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him with that consideration which his uervwes
merited, and he was nowpleased to see that she
obeyed him. ‘

Isidore did treat Henry Fretart kindly, and
het every ook and movement might have be-
trayed to'a keen observer that she was agreeably
disappointed in his appearance, She had pic-
tured to herself a green, upcouth, overgrown
youth, for she had noticed hia size before; but
she did not conceal the agreeable sensstion his
noble, manly appearance had produced upon her.
She found him in truth a handsome youth, and
had her father recollected the helf he had heard
her say about the opposite sex, he would have
known that Henry Fretart must have been her
perfoet beau ideal of a man, for he not ounly pos-

. sevsed all those physical qualities- upon which

woman depends for protection and support, but

*  he also possessed that beauty which charms the

cye and helps much to strengthen the love and
quicken the esteere.. And then as for his mind,
she hod seen that on tho previous evening whﬂe
shey were riding home.

Qur hero spent an hour in Isidore’s company,
and even the marquis, who -engaged deeply in
the conversation, seemed surprised at the gen-
eral information which his young guest evinced,

" and he asked how one in a position so unfavor-

able conld have managed to gain £o much infor-
mation.

“Ah,” replied Heury, whﬁe 0 beam of pride
lighted wp his fentures, ““it is not those whose
circumstances are the most favorable that always
muke the best of their time. Is it not true that
our strongest minds are <those which have had

" the mmost rugged path to climb? And is it not

alfo true ‘that this very labor of climbing up the
hill of adversity strengthens the mind, and gives
mora kéen appetite for knowledg —more power
for-digesting information, if I may ‘so speak "

‘Tpe marquis admitted that such was the case,
‘and Henry continued : :

¢ Bat all has not been adverse to me. 1 have
hod - many advantages, and I have improved
them, ' Three years ago I.was employed by the
snthorities of St: Malo to make dtafts of a lot of
baildings which they have gince put up, and they
were 60 pleased at my poor efforts that they
gave me access- to their libravies, sand I have
availed myself of this privilege withont stint.”

“Then you design some ¥’ said the marguis.

- 4 Yeq, | have practised soma atit” .
De Montigny expressed bimself much pleased

asguro him that anch & habit must sooner or Iater
find its reward. Bt Ienry, with a.amila, a8-
sured Lim in return that he had alveady found
his reward——that the rewnrd of a studions, wp-
right, industrious man wlways kept company
with the improvement, and the ncbleman was
constrained to admit that it was so,

It had now become quite dark, aud ata mo-
tion from the marquis our hero arose from his
geat and tarned towards the door. Isidore bade
him * good night,” bLut she did not speak so
boldly and freely as she had done wupon his en-
tronce, Her voice was morc. low now, and
there was o slight tremulousness in it, too. Of
course her father did not notice- it, bus Henry
did, not, however, because it ruck him with
any particuler idéa, but because he nouced her
every look und movement.

That night, when the youth retired to his
couchy he wished that Isidore do Monuguy was
neaver to his owh level of sociallife. e vnshed
this because bo*thought how pleasant it would
Le to have the company of such a person to con-
veorse with when he pleased. .

And Isidore hersclf may have not been with-
out some such thoughta, for in tho whgle circle
of ker aristocratic acqueintanco there was not 8
single individual who could enswer in thy Téast
to Henry Fretart's doscription. The reader may
judge somewhat of her position in that. respect
when he is informed - that the Count Amand
Montfere was the youngest matt among the_no-
hility who ever visited her futher’s chatean, save
some few who were either mere children, or elae
already married. And Amoud Muquro wWod
forty, at least.

Soveral days' passed away, and durlng that
time . Henry saw Isidoro several times, One
pleasant day he went up to tho top of a hill back
of the' chateen with his drawing poncils:snd
colors, for he had noticed that from that point
he could command & most excellent view of: the
place. It was quite early in the morniog. when
ho aerived at his point of cbservation, and hav-
ing spread out his paper—quite a large sheet; he
commenced his drawing.. The distant: oo
tains and hills formed the extreme backgronnd-<
then came a glimpas of the broad river, and-then
the noble chafess, By noon. ‘thia sketch was jmn-
foct save some slight touchcs in. fling wp,-and
that he left until afterncon. After dinner- e
went back: to his post and finished  tha aketeh.
It was o calm and pleasant that he.ressired 40

with the youth's industry, and took . occasion to

do the colaring there,: and se heving bronght 8 -
»
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cup of water from a spring close at !nmd he set
about the work.

Bt was neat four o’clock, snd he bad just
brought his picture so near its finish that ali
that reinained was the sofiening and- toning of

some-of the lights and shades. The eyes of the-

young artist were eparkling, and- his checks
were all aglow, for he knew that he had made a
capifal picture. The subject was an excellent
one, and he knew that he had done- it a fair
share of justice, at least.

He was just touching the soft shadow of an
old’tree In the foreground when he heard a foot-

fall near him, and on lovking up he saw Isidore |

de Montigny. She eppreached him and gnze&
upon the picture that lay upon the board in his
Iap. The youth was at first confounded by this
unexpected presence, but he quickly recovered
himself, and laying aside hns'penclls he arose to
his fect. -

“T did not think to find you here,” sald Tsi-
dore, as she still followed the picture with her
eyes. “I came out to smell this fresh, sweet air,
and at a short distance off ‘I espicd you. Of

“course I could not resist the temptation to come
and see what yon were doing.”

This was gpeken with a sweet smile, and Hen-
ry roplied :

I have beon here all day, mademoiselle, I
was up here day before yesterday, and the cha-
tean from this point presented such a beautifal

- subject, that I could not resist the temptation to
- como up here and fasten it npon paper,”

“And did you mako that picture yourself?”
asked the maiden, with undisguised surpriso.

*“Yes,” roturned Henry, holding it up and
placing it in a favorablolight. *I have cherish-
ed the art for two reasons: Tho first is, because
1focl that such pursuits are calenlated, if rightly
viewed and studied, to purify the mind and
oxalt the thoughts; and the second, which per-
haps ia the most powerful with me, is, that.it
aay at some time place me beyond the influence
of poverty and want.” ‘ _

“What a lovely picture,” Isidore uttered.
“How aoft and warm, and how irue to the Jife.
I can surely look through those trees into the
park beyond, and I can’ hear the sighing of the
gentle zephyr that moves that gemal foliage.
How nataral |

At that moment Henry felt more pn&e than
he would had all the kings of earth fell down at
his feet. The warm, unaffected praise of that

‘beantifal maiden went to his very soul, ami it

moved hxm most joyfully,

“If you would not be offended Iac‘ly,” said the
Yyouth, “1 would ask you to accept this poor gift
a8 & token of the deep esteem of one who ean
appreciate worth even though its possessor be far
above mo in life.”

“0, I shall accept it most joyfully,” cried
Tsidore. “But my selfishness will, not stop
there, You must give to me the secrct of the
craft. You must learn me to draw. Will yon
not ¥

“If your father consents, lady, I should be
raost happy.”

“ 0, of course he will consent,” uttemd the
maiden, with sparking eyes. * He will bo pleas.
ed to have me' gain such a privilege. I have
often expressed a wish to learn to draw, and he
has promised me that he would embrace the first
opportunity that presented itself, So we may

consider that point séftled. O, if I could only -

learn to draw and color like that; why, I should

have the old chatean’s walls all covered with

pictures in a year. The thing is settled, mon-
sienr, and from hence you are ihy teacher—but
you must not be a-'very strict one, for I was

always taught to have my own way.”

« Because your pwn choice was sure to lead
rightly, I suppose,” replied Henry, warmly.

“ You flatter; sir.”

“ Truth is not flattery, Jady.”

“ Then you believe me = paragon 7

“Not exacﬂy go did X mean,” retarned the
youth, gazing ﬂxedly into the maiden’s smiling
fage. “I only meant that a mind and sonl like
yours could notgive birth to feelmgs or impulses
that would lcad te' the commission of WIOng.

I will softén some of these more abrupt points be-

fore I relinquish the pieture to your keeping.”

“Just a3 you please, only ‘yon must let me
have it to show to my father this evemng, ‘and
you car fix it up aboat the abrupt points, as yon
call them, to-morrow. O, I do so long to com:
mence. Don’t you think I shall learn to draw
very qumkly Eid :

“1f you give yanr atfention to xt you cerhnnly
mll »

“ You need not- fear on that account. When
I once resolve upona study I stick o it.” -

As the light hearted girl thus spoke, she
handed the picture back to Henry,-for slie had

taken it from bim withont leave, and then she .

tarned towards the spot whore his pencils lay.
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* Come,” she said, “ yon must gather up your
things and go back with“me. My father is at
home now, and I wonld know his decision as
soon as possible,” J

Henry Fretart spoke no word in reply, but he,
gathered up his pencils and water colovs, and

. When he was ready the maider moved close to

his side and started on down the hill. -The

youth’ felt & strange fluttering ot his heort, and

it was sometime before he could bring his mind
into ehape for calm conversation. But Isidore
rattled away without stint. She had found a
subject for thought that made her heart light,

- and she noticed not that her companion was

moved by anything save a native qn’ﬁdence, and
she scemed to strive to dispel that by her volu-
bility. At length, howerer, Henry overf_amc his
diffidence, and his conversation became animated
and interesting, and in proportion as he grew
fluent did she become gilent and attentive, The
conversation turned upon the ocean, and-ocean

" life as contrasted with life wpon shore, and at
. length Henry commenced an account of a pas-
. sago he once made to America, and he gu.w some |

degcription of men and manners as he eaw them
‘in New York and Boston He spoke with
much understanding, and Jsidore listened atten-
tively, and by the time he had concluded bis
narrative they had reached the chateaq.

Before Henry Frotart slept. that night the
marqui¢ had engaged him to teach his child the
art of drawing. The proliminaries were all ar-
ranged, and the yonth found himself in & posi.
tion as novel as it was unexpected, and as
strange and embarrassing 88 it wvas novel, He
resolved to go on, however, and do the best he.
could, and for fear that he might allow himself
to become too much interested in his pupil he
resolved that he would not be with her any more
than he ceuld possibly avoid, and that he would
erash out any and cvery. symptom of feeling,
mote than dag respect, that mights manifest it-
self n his soul !

Yery wise and most sagé conclasion ! Per-
haps Isidore de Montigny made the eame re-
golve. At all cvents, such an arrangement, In
order to be offective, shonld be mutnal.r
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. CHAPTER VIIL

A TRANBACTION OF MOMENT.

Hewny Famramr commenced his course of
instruetions to Isidore de Montigny. He had
himself recoived the moat careful training in his
commencement, for the old artist of whom he
lsarned wus governed more by & pride in the art
than by any desire to make his pupil perfect, and
hence he made all the stress he could apon the
preliminaries, intending, ne doubt, that the
youth should not receive more than the rudi-
ments from -bim withont more pay. But Henry
had been too quick for bim, for, having thus
leaxned the rudiments so perfectly he strode on
into the mysterious depths of the art without
the power of the penurious old fellow to prevent
it. Andso did the youthful tutor now have the
power to make hie own first lessons tot his fair
pupil the more plain and substantial, He took
a1l the pains in his power, and he was more than
recompensed by the grautude and appreciation
which she evinced.

It wos on the morning of the third day after
Henry had commenced his instruetions that the
Count Arnand Montfere rode into the court of
the chatean. It wes a beautiful morning, and
the count was. dressed with the most sciupulons
picety. Heo gave his horse to one of the grooms,
and immediately afterwards he wes met upon
the plasss by the marquis. The Marqnis de
Montigny knew Arnaud Mountfere only as the

richest man in the province, and az s :Iaobleman

¥

of sure standing. He may have known that he .

sometimes allowed wine to get the mastery over
him, bpt that circumstance dwelt not in. his
mind.

* So you've come to see me at last " the mar-
quis said, as Le took the count by the hand and
shook it warmly. By my faith, I had sbout
made up my mind that you were cither dead, or
had evacunated the provinee.”

0, noj but I have been very busy,” re-

plied Mentfere, exercising frankness which did .

not belong to him, but which ho endeavored to
put on when in Lhe company of such o man as he
knew the marquis to be, “I have been yery
busy, my dear marquis, and so have had to even
deprive mysclf of this pleasure.”

De Montigny smiled a reply, and theii led his
gaest into the choteaw. Wine was brought, and

rions topies of conversation were engngod in.
At length the count's reserve wore off, and draw-
fug his chair closer to his host he said:

“Yam now going to broach a subject which
has'long occapied my . thoughts, and which I
have perhaps bofore hinted . at, thouglt I am in-
clined to think that you never anderstood me,
You knoew our estates join each other 3 ‘

*“ Yes,” returned the marquis, with an’ air of
deep attention. ¢ They do- join ta:h other;
and two finer estates ave not to be found in the
pravince,’”
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* That’s true, my dear marquis. ' By ﬂm mass,

- I doubt if there be two finer estates in the king-

dom.”
“ Perhaps not,” rejoined de Montigny.
"#And,"” added Montferes, *“ where will you find
two estates that would look better made into one 7
Where are the two estates that eould be so bean-
tifnlly lnid out together, for comfort, pleasure
and convenience ?”’

*1 niever thought of it before ; lmt upon may
soul there’s sense in it,” replied the marquis,
thonghtfally, “It is just as you say. DBut,”
he added, locking up with a smile, “Y am not
prepared to buy at such & price as you must hold
Your estate at, and I’m sure I am not prepared
to sell at—"

# Stop, stop, my dear marquis. You ave dull,

" What would my estate be worth to.me but for
. your society and that of your family? Sell?

No, no, Isn’t there another jdea that strikes
you ¥
* ‘The marquis lonked into the face of his inter-
locutor, but he did not speak. He was deeply
engaged in thought, as the passing shades upen
his countenance gave proof.’

“Den’t you comprehend *’ Montfere con-
tinued,

“ Not exactly, my dear count.”

“Then I must explain. You have only one

_ heir?”

“Ouly one,” the murqms responded “My
sweet child is my only heir.” :

“And yon will never marry again 7

“No. Iamtoo old for that,”

“Just s0,” said the comnt, drinking another
glass of wine, and then, clearing his throat, he
added : “And I have no near relatives living. If
Ishould die now my estate would be serambled
after by some score of distunt cousing, or some-
thing of that sort. But I want an heirf, my dear
friend. Y want, when I leave this mundane
aphere, to leave my great property in the hands
of some one who will fake care of it, and appre-

* cinte the gift. ‘1 have seen your daughter—1 have

walked with her, rode with her, and conversed
_wikh her; and is it 8 wonder that Thave learned
to love her? Here Montfere placed his hand

upen his heart, and with a moat tender look and

tone he added : “And now it has come to this ;
if I would be happyon enrth I must possess the
sweet love and confidenco of Isidore de Montig-

. ny. O, my fiend, you cannot refuse me.”

The marquis did not evince ary signs ofas-
tonishment at thia ‘announcement, thongh it mov-
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ed him with deep intercat. And his looks dul
not betray any opposition. The count noticed
this on the instent, and in a persaasive tons,
with his hand etill upon his heart, he resumed:

“ Fhus wonld oar estates becomo one, B6 onr
interests would become one also. . To thede whe -
ghall rise up in after years, bearing our nanies,
ané wearing the honora of our united houses, we
should leave a fitting store of this world’s goods';
and I know that my wife would be one whe
would be sure to leave no droppings from ber
tongne but those of truth and wisdew. This
may be new and unexpected to yoo, my-friend,

‘but it has long been cherished as the very apple

of my earthly hopes nnﬂ lprll'athﬂE. What say
you [ 4

" “'Why, in timth,  mY denr count, it is new and
unexpected to me,” returned de Montigny, in »
slow, bot calm tone. “Some euch thonghts,
I must confess, have at times flitted through my
mind, but they have been very vague, and rather
the dim fignres of possibility than the foreshadow-
ings of anything like probability.”

“But you will think of it now, my friend.
You now know my wishes, and the path of con-
sideration is plain before yor. But you must
not disnppoint me—you must not break my
heart.”” \ o

“Upon my knightly honor,” spoke de Mon.
tigny, with quick energy, ¢ I dolike thepicture.”
He had been thinking with deep enrneamela,
and a3 he now spoke he raised kis head and hand
at the same time, and his hand came dowi upon
the table with much emphasis. *You are some-
what advanced in lifs, to be sure, but 1 do not
know a9 that should make much differenca,”

“Why shounld it ?” quickly interposed Mont-
fero, with sparkling eyes, for the words which
his host had spoken had made him exceedingly
hopeful. * There may be younger men In the
Lingdom, but where will she find a better home
[ am not yet forty—not forty, mon ami : and T
hdve no doubt that, when you look back 6 the
age of forty you feel ng though you' m then
quite & young man,”

“ Younger than I am now, at 21l ewntl," re-
plied the marquis, with asmile. “Bat yoit must
remember that& am not yet an old man—onfy
tifey.”

‘¥True-—bnt then ton years is considiefablo to
add to & man’s lifstime.” But theh Forty yeﬁ:i
fust brings & mad fnto the primé of life aml ex-
perience.”

"Soitdou.Mnntfaro-—w it does; aud!do
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not consider you a whit too old. Yet I must
think of this mater.”

#Of corse you should take time to consider
* mpon.it,” said the coant, very sentimentally,
‘«for itis o question of vast moment. But I
have considered upon it long and deeply. I did
not; 88 soon a8 I became enamored of the Lady
Isidorn, rasolve that she should he my wife, but
X first sat me down and calmly considered npen
the subject. I asked myself if I could make a

good and fuithful husband, aud if I could make-

a trme and loving wife happy. And then I ask-
ed myself if I could devote that care and atten-
tion to the welfare of a young and lovely fomale
which such an one as your child would deacrve.
I pondered upon these points carcfully, and
having settled them 2ll with a calm and devoted
anderstinding, I have resolved to know my fate.
Ishall be very unbappy if my hopea are all
blasted now, and yet I chall not blame you for
suy course you may in your parental wisdom
see it to teke. Only one thing gixcs me any
fear.”

“What is that?” asked the marquis, ahowmg
by his looks that he was very favorably impress-
ed by his companion’s manner, and speaking in
a tone, and with an expression, which seemed to
indicate that he hoped there would be no ocea-
sion for fear, :

 Perhaps,’

answered Montfere, * the Lady

Isidore Will be governed by the first impression |.

which the subject makes upon her mind, and
that, you are probably aware, may be one of
prejudice.  She may not at first realize what a
superior home she will ‘gain, and what superior
social -advantages the position will aﬁ'ord her.””

“0, I guess not.”

“But you know how far prejudice sometimes

- ean go with inexperionced girls, and how tena-
ciously thoy will cling to it.”

“1 am aware of all that, and I am also aware
that I have not yet given up all parental control
of my child. Be assured, my dear count, thatif
I conclude that it wonld be best for Isidore to
teke a certain step in life, that step will be taken.”

‘This last sentence was spoken very slowly,
-and with strong emphasis, and Armend Montfere,
unable to restrain liia gratification, reached out
aud grasped his host by the hand.
© X could not have advised yon to such a
course,” he said, “ but yet itis surely the only
true cue. We ahould never suffer our children
to pursue a course against our will, cspecially
when we are convinced that eur decision is for

the good of all concerned. But you will con
sider upon this.”

*“Yes, I will. And to open our hearts. wider
upon such a now and novel oceasion, and, I may
say, important occasion, we will open another
bottle of wine.”

The marquis reached toward’s the bcIl cord as
be spoke, and at the same time the count was
moved by a strong emotion. He hesitated a
moment, and the twitching of his focial muscles
showed how diffieult it was for him to make np

‘his mind ; but before the bell was rung, hie caught -

his host’a arm. .
“ Btop, my dear marquis,” he smd “T think
we have drank enoug!; Perhaps you are aware

thit in times gone by I have indulged at times -

deeply in the wine.cnp. Have you never ‘heard
of such a thing 17 |

“I may have heard it spoken of but that is
rothing,” returned de Montigny, unwnllmg to
make any remark of censure,

“But it is much to me,” added the count,
with a show of great sincerity, “In times gone
by I have had no one to care for but myself, and

JThave not been g0 circamspecet as he should be

whe would take upon his charge the happiness
of ariother.  No, my friend, no more wine now,
for I have resolved that henceforth the tempting

glass shall . never held its §yren power over ‘

me. >

Who could doubt that the speaker of such a
sentence was homest and sincero?  Philip dg
Montigny did not doubt it, and from :that mo-
mett his mind'was made up that Arnaud Mont-
fere should be his son-in-law. He was himself
an honest man, and he believed that his visitor
was honest, too; and this resolution proved
to him, as he thought, that the suitor for the

hand of his child was really an. truly qualificd . -

to make her happy.

“My dear Montfere,” he said, extending his
hand, * your resolution gives me the gmeatest
pleasure, and it proves to me that you are really
desirous to make a'kind and good husband.”

«Q,”" uttered the count, still holding de Mon-
tigny's exten Xd hand, * I wish I dared to hope
that you wonld bless me as I' ask. God only
knows what & happy man 1 should be.”

This was spoketi in « tone so. earnest, and so
full of pathos, that even & more coldly disposed
man then the marquis might have been moved
by it,;and he immediately said :

“ You may hope, .my fnend—you may hope H
fpr bince wa have been conversing upon the sub-
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joet I have exammeé If with oonaidomble care,
and my mind is about made up in your favor.
The truth is, there is no knowing at what mo-
ment I'may be called sway, and surely my child
should have sgome safe stand.poimt for life.

Among all our acquaintances I do not know of
another eligible match for her. You may hope,
sir, and I doubt not your hopes will be blessed

. with fruition,”

This was the height of Armand Montfere’s’
ptesent wishes, for he knew the marquis well
enoagh-to know that he wonld not 'be easily
moved from what he had once resolved npon.,
Ho had long been desirous of gaining the Lady
Isidove for'a wife, for even his gross mind appre-
cinted something of hér beauty, and he loved her
—notas the noble, high-minded lover, but ai the
satiated libertine can love. Of his moral char-

", acter do Montigny knew comparatively nothing,

for always in his presence the count had desgmi-
ed the most pleasing exterior he could com:
mend. And this the count bad done in farther-
ance of his own plans and desires. He wanted
the beauty of Isidore de Montigny, and ‘more
still did he want the fine estate to which she was
the undisputed heiress. He had long looked
upon this property with longing eyes, end he
hind reasons for it, too—reasons which nons save
himself smong his friends spspeeted. One thing
. 3

made the ealam "of the marguis more pleumt
than his own. The former'was upon the broad
end much travelled Ille, whose waters st hat
point were always teeming with lifs, while the
latter was furthex back, and ‘watered by o much
smaller stroam called the de Vanx, taking i
name from a former owner of the estate. ' Tot,
as wo have bofore gaid, the do Vaux ecstate was
by far the most valuable. -

“My dear, good marquis,” exclaimed Mont:
fere, rising and embrecing him, " yon know mot
how bappy you have made' mie, and I bops ws
may boih live, so that I can prove my gratdtade

in something more palpable than words, I 'do

not think you will cast me down from the pions.
cle of happiness to which you have rajsed me.”

" Y¥ou need not fear,” replied the marquis,
with cqual warmth, “I shall inform my child
of what haa transpired, and she shall prepare at
wnes: for the business, And now let us walk out.”
and se0 my grounds, X bave had some new
vines since you wore here last, and there are new
exoties, too, in the garden, Come.”

Andso Arnand Montferefollowed his host ous
into the garden, and as he walked ,Wlong, Yooks
ing nlinost Fke & giant by the sido'of ﬂﬁu&h

smallor marquis, his face bote’ the signi of ithis'

deep-exultation whick'he had - ot ﬂrdpowf‘
eonceal.
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CHAPTER IX.

A BTARTLING EFCOUNTER, WiTH A STILL MORE STARTNING FINALE.

W . .
Hrxey had just finiched his morning’s losson
to his fair pupil, and.while Isidore wag re-cx-
mimng some, work he had given her to copy he
wont to the window and looked down into the
garden.  The marquis and the comnt had just
finished their tour through the grounds, and
wers returning when Menry looked out. At
first he thonght the individual whom he eaw
with the marqguis was a perfect stranger to him,
but s the pedestrians came nearer to she chatean
he rocognized the face of the stranger a9 one
which ho had seen before, and after a moment’s
thonght he remembered the circumstsnces under
which he had scen it. He remembered that ke
had sech that same man onca skalking about his
humble coitige home by the sea, and that he
had found him evidently watching him on sev-
eral other occasions. So he wus moved by
pomething besides mere curiosity now.
¢ Mademoiselle,” he said, turning towards his
.pupil, *will you step this way & moment 1"

-Mhe maiden guickly laid aside the sheet of
paper she had been examining, n.nd went to the
window.

“Can you tell me who that man is with your
father *” our hero asked, at the same time point-
Jing towards the individusl with his finger,

4Pt is the Count Montfere—Arnaud Mont-

. returned Imlore, with a slight shudder:.
Hmry noticed thathhuddnrm am i‘nsta.nt, and
.,j:\
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& feeling which he conld not have explained had
he tried shot through his goul.

“And what is he ?”’ the youth asked, assur-
ing himself on the instant that he had ne busi-
ness 6 trouble himself about what mxght affoct
his pupil.

‘“He owns. the great chnteuu d¢ Vanx, Just:

over the hilt’

“*But what of a man i he ?"

T can only tell you thet he is a yery enpleas-
ant companiox, and that his looks are not at all

in his favor, so far as my judgment of physiog-

nomy is concerned. e has nor. beenr here be-
fore for a long time.”

“He seems to be examining the premises
with much care,” ramarked Heary.

% Sop he does,” responded Isidore, with anoth-
er shudder. “Q, T hope father will not sell
them to him:”

“ Why, was ever stich.a t!ung broached ¢ Dnd

he ever think of buying them 77

« X yemerabér once he hinted at such a thing. .

He said both the estates ought to go together,
and that he wished he could bring such & thmg
sbout.” | ' ‘

“And was that all ke s0id 7"

- X believe s0.”

Henry Frotart gared eagcrly into his com-
panion’s face, for an iden had presented itaef
vory quickly to his mind which never seemed o

~ ouly learned that it
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bave entered hers ; but he made, no mention of
it, though the thoughz wag sotchow very pain-
ful to him ; and again he asked himself wha.t he
bad to do with his pupil’s affairs,

“0, I hope he will go before T go down »
nttered Isidore, turning away from the window

. a4 the two men had passed from sight beyond

the angle of one of the} walle. * His company
i very disagreeable.”

But the sweet girl was doored te dissppoint-.
ment, for ere long her father sent for her, and
she was foreed to join him in one of the drawing-
rooms where she found Awnand Montfere await-
ing her coming., She saluted the count with &s
much politeness ag she could command, and she
wag very agreesbly disappointed ut finding him
much less boorigh %’han he had been on former
oeessions,

The truth was, Montfere wa$ sober now, and |

he did oil in his power to moke himself agroe-
able. He saw where the maiden’ s dikes end dis-
likes ley, snd he made himself very considerate
and polife. Me was informed that she was at
present taking lessows in drawing and coloring,
and he estered into an elaborate and extensive
panegyvic upon the art. He wished to know of
whom she wae féceiving her instructions, but he
a poor’ artist who wae
stopping at the chatesu for & fow daye,
Not a word was gaid apon the sub_]ect of the
morning’s conference, for the marqms had prom-
ised to speak with his child upon that point a¢
such tirae 28 hé shouid thick proper. Thecount
remained to dinner, and se woll did he behave

+ that Isidore made up ber mind that she conld

besr bis compeny once in & while," if he would

‘not.come .teb oftén, and would always keep so-

ber when he did como. Butthere was something
£n hig’ Lcouatengnce that repulsed her from any

. intimady. His featares were all thick and sen-

sunt, His lips were thick, especially the lower

" one, and-then his nose hed & tendency to flat

neas. - And then his peculiar Zray eyca were
againgt bim. Their light was flickering and un-
certain, snd Iejlore did not fuil to: notice when | &

thoy -sparkled and when.thoy did not. She no;,

ticed thet his eyes did not always corroborate:
the staternent of his tongue, and only 4id” thgy
sparkle 'y w:th any degreo of inward apprematwn
when some, allusion was acc;dentnll:( made.in a
sensual direction. At th;h mgntion of wine, and

: at the thought ' of money and
éyes woulﬁ ight = up w?:h thit. 9903::’&

'ﬁre which shows that the fnner man is ppro-

cinting it. But while he was praisiog art his
eyes were 88 cold and unsteady as a Laplander’s
wonld be at the thought of firie linen aod starch.
In short, - Isidore de Montigny read him wall
enough to satisfy herself that he wes far ‘fom
being cither a good man or & tree one, and ghe

felt o sense of great relief when he arose to de-

part, though she conld not appreciate her father’s
carnest request that he should come agnin ns
sgon 88 possible, ‘
But Arnaed Montfere did not leave any 100
soon for his own eredit, for he was boginuing to
forget the solemn assurance ko had given ta hie
host, and was drinking rather more wine than
became an abstemious man. However, he did

nrot lese himsclf, and ho left before he had drank

engugh to expose his prevailing weakneus to, Sho
marquis.

Tho rond which was followed in gmn,gﬁ'om
the chateau do Montigny ¢o the chatoru do Vaux
ran along upon the bank of the llle aliont a
quarter of a mile to the southward and  then it
followed the listle river dé Vaux to the castwaxd

nearly three miles, After Isidore had left him‘

Henry Fretart took his sketching lmplemcvnts
‘and went ont on’this yoad to sketcha sceno apon
the small stresin where mu old, mill stood %y

side of a steep fall. e had taken ' the skmh

+ (and was on bis return home, having neqr!ympd;—

¢d the main road, When he hiedrd the sound of
horse’s hoofs, and on loo};mg ahead ho spw
Arnaud Montfore eommg His ﬁrpahm.pulse was
to leave the rond and pursue his™ way o the
chateau across the ficlds, but he knew thet he
hed boen seen by the horseman, asd he would

notshow any depire tp escapu him ; and Ihﬂ‘her-

more he would like to know somethmg more 0

the man. , He was anned go he had no fesr or'

persofial dangcr

In & fow momenta’ t&e hnmmau vaime uf
and as their eyed met he stuppefl T

“Hallo * he' ¥houted, artly in surprise. nnd
partly in ‘cdminand. - Vﬁm ate you ¥

«X am n “man, sir, free boim, and of ' lnwr 1
age,” wak Henry's ;eply,qtthe shme um&gau-

mg the count steadily in thé eye, wgtt e

. # You are- paie; st all -evonts. Bnt vrbllt MB
you doing up-here 2" : Tl

. & quick soevwer’ wis *upoh the: yont!r’s )iﬁ!,
but he thoughéithat the . ensiest Manner ¢4 puids
this . point: mk‘!, b the aimp!e frnth 'nnd‘.l!u
popllod sciis el P o tune nh o L

L 4 hntmlieehﬁ M& ham & ﬂxoﬂ’dintmdé‘ té
#ketoli an old mnlL"

|
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“ Skatch an old mill? Whai do you memn.? "

-# 1 mean, to take & drawing of it-—to meke a
picture of it,” refurned Heary, ' rather tartly,
speaking as though he were teaching & cluld
the definition of a very simple word.

.Atnand Montfere changed color in an instant,
and his gray eyes burned with a deep fire,

“Fou sre an artist, then ?” he said, drawing
his rein txght that e mlght hide the tremulons-
ness of his hand.

“ X gometimes amuse myself in that way,” an-
swered Frctart.

“And it is you who are giving lessons to the
Lady Tsidore de Montigny **

#1 am,” answered our herp, moving back a
pace, for he did not like the looks of the count’s
INOTETRENLN.

Hontfere sprang from his snddle and approach-
ed the youth with a quick step; but he stopped
before he had reached him, and placed his hond
within his bosom. Henry did the same, for "he
carvied bis pistelin that place,

% You are a desertor, sir 1" uttored the eount,
geeming almost too deeply moved to speak,

“] am no deserter,” quickly retorted the
youtk, turning a shade paler than usual.

% You are n deserter, and you deserted from
the Enghah man-of-war that laid in the harbor of
St Mnlo a short time since.” -

o Jt'is false, sir. I am no deserter. I was
brutally seized and carricd on bosrd that ship—
and,’” continued the youth, the idea flashing like
a shock of lightning upon "him, * 1 believe you
bad a'hand bt 1

Cu Me"‘ Ha, ha, ha,” laughed the connt; but
the’ laugh was a spasmodnc one, and he could
- not hida the fuct that the Actuastion had stardled
him soméwhnt. “Me ¥’ he added. * You are
witty, very.”
" X have seen you skulking around my i's,the: (]
cot, sir,” eried Henry, “ ond I bave neticed you
dogging me’in the street. It:was gome cnemy
who caused my cowardly scizure, and why may
it not have been you #”

N HI, ha, ha. Arnd why shonﬂ I cherish
emmty towards such as.you ¥ . P R

Now this question caused a very curious train
of thoughta to flash through our hero's, mvhd—
and they did fgsh throngh, for-he was nqgb ten
seconds engaged in them. '-But. firkt..caime the
remark he hod heerd the. mmmpgler make about
the cause of his impressment—then came- the
mystery.of his birth—naod then he thought that

v

this Cmml: Arpaond Montfere might heve some
strange reason for fenring him, Sach were the

[ thoughts that rushed through the young mim’s

mind, and stepping back a pace he said:

‘1 have no means of answermg your question,
sir; but you will prove that* you are mo cnemy
of mine by pursuing your owa wny, anit alfv-
ing me to pursue mipe,”

“1f ]'011 nrc # deserter, 1 am net so ready to
let you go”

“And are yon nothing but a hanger-on for
British gold ?” cried Henty, with bitter sarcasm,
“ Do our French nobles do the dirty work of

‘English press-gangs 7’ ;

Hardly had these words psssed the young
man's lips when Montfere sprang towards him.
Henry drew his pistol, but before he could cock
it, it waa knocked from his grasp, and on the
next instant the- count presented his own pistol.

“Ill teach you to draw =a pistol upon a
French nobleman!” ke muttered between . his
clenched teeth.

His finger was upon the tripger, and Henry
saw it, and he felt sore, too, that the villain

[meant to kil him. He.could now smell the:
strong fumes of wine, and he knew -that his ad-.

versary would be reckless of consequences. With
il his might the youth aRw himself from the
grasp that held him, and then with one blow of
his fist he sent the eount reeling to the opposite
side of tho rond. He meant to have knocked
his pistol away frem him, but he didnot. After

this oar hero’s fikst movement was to look for -

his own pistol, but it was somo seconds before
he could search it out, and just as he was about
to spring towards it, he heard a low, brutal
chuckle from his enemy. He atopped and turn-
ed, and he saw the couitt seated upon the grass,
with his left hand stretched out to steady himsoff,
while with the right he was pointing a heavy
pistol. directly at him. The pistol was vocked,
and the count’s eye was levelled to dta sigrht.

“ Yot are too late, you young fisher’s bast-

ard I'"" muttered Montfere. “ Your lifé is spent

for this world. You wont dttempt to shoot
another Frenck nobleman npon the kmg’s hig!)-
way "

" Henty knew well what tlus laat senteaee meant .

The villain cotint could new shout hun, und then
swedr that he did it in sclf-defence. He imght
tell that he “attemptei Yo arrest h

wia bifs right, and thas the fellow dre

An& this would all be' trine. l?o one

- {SIDORE DE

know that Arnaud Montfere was a murdcrcr,
save God alono! These thoughts passed like a
shot thmugh the youth s mind’ while the count’s
pistol waa being aimed directly at his heart.
Tlis own weapon was too far for bim to reach it,
and even hud it heen at his feet it would have
been of no use, for his cnerity was rcady to fire
at any instant.

“ Held o moment;” gaid the connt, atill keep-
fog'his atm, with his finger upon the trigger.
¢ Befure I ghoot you, lot mo tell you that 1 keow

you! No person on earth can save you, for you

and T cannot Loth live in France. You would

have bbenw-—Bewarc! Move but a hairand 1}

fire, * Arnaud Monifere never nugsee his mark,
nor does his pistol miss ‘his fire——You wounld
have been wise had you remained on board the
Englishman, bat it’s (oo late now, for you know

“too muach! Shut your cyes now, fur yout have

geen your last of earth 1"

Hmry Fretart did shut his eyes, for he hnd
no power {0 help himself, hut it was not with
foar. He would atter one word of prayer, and
if ho lived to do that, then he meant to spring
apon hig antagonist and run the risk. He just
murmured a simple prayer, and then he opened
his eyes. He saw the muzzle of the pistol drop—

. a brushing sound was near him-—an oath drop- |’
. ped from the count's lips, and on the next mo-

ment a female form stood between himself snd
the weapon that had menaced him with death.

“Arnaud Montféro,' what would yo do 2 \spoiie
the presence, that had thus uncxpeetedly come
,upen the ground, !

“8ave my own life from an assossia I" gasp-
ed ‘the connt, starting to his feet.

“ Liar ¥ gpoke the woman, in a tone so bit-
ter that even Ienry sliuddered to hear it.

The worman looked upou our hero, and he re-
tarned the gazo. She wasa tall, commatiding
woman, somewhere in® the prisae of physiesl
life, and though decply fronzed, yet she was
comely in fenuare, Her eyes were black as coal,
her bair long, biack, and floating wildly over
hnr‘shoahler‘a, and her dress somewhat afrer the
style of the wandering pgipsics of the times,

-thongh rich in material, and serupulously neat

and ckean, Her head was now bare, but in her
lefs hand she carried a silken hat, and in her
right she held a heavy, silver-moeunted pistol.
Those eyes scemed to pierce the youth through
like -gicama from a magic wand, end upon her
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face sat, a spivit that moved Lim 0 s!mnﬂaly
that for the while he forgot all about the: aeene
through which he hedd just passed. :

"Again she turned towards the count; and u hq :
now met the glanco of her eyes hestarted bm\,k
and actually trembded o that his pistol dropped
from his praep, exploding from the concussiol of
the fall, Lut without-doing any harm. '

“Arnand  Monifere,” she enid, in & duep,
strango toue, * you tannot decelve me. ~There
is murder in your soul. A%, you need not stast, |
tor you see I am armed.” And she raized her
ready pistol as she spoke.

* Woman, or fiend, who are you?” the connt
greped, clutching his hands above his eyes and
gozing like one half-crazed, Who are ye 3
““(no who could pat you in mind of 2 persen
you would not wish to hear from.  @; you need

| not look sa sharply, for you will know mo net,

even when you think yoil know me most. Now
et thee upon thy horse sand be “off. Slop not-
here if you would not die! Your horso. waits
for yow”

Arnsud Montfere stood like one thunder
struck, and for o moment he moved not.  He
tried at lengih to speak, but his wo:ds failed
him. Ho looked upon Henry Fretart, and his
eycs gleamed with & quick fire, and his hands
were clutched with norvods force. . But be

-1 looked again upon the woman, aixl his eyes be-

came vacant with wildness, and his honds rested
convalsively upon his bosem. L

“ Bpeakt” ho uttered, moving as though e
would have taken a step forward, but yet re~
maining where he was. “Speak—and tell me—"

“ Mount your horse and be off I interrupted
the woman, imperatively, *It shall be the worse
for you if you do not.”

The connt hesitated a moment more, and !hen
he stooped and picked up the pistol he had drop-
ped, and when he hud sceared tlis he turned td-
wards his horso, His movements wure slow and
hesitating, end there was a palpable tremor I!
through his frame. At length he reached
saddle, and as he gathered mp his mns he m*md'
towards Henry Fretart.

“ I ghould not have thought of hmmng you if
you had not drawn a pistol upon me,” he said,
in a forced tone,

“Ah, your words cn the aceasich gwe the lm
to thet !” retorted the y’out.h

-
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“ What words ¥

“You remember what yon paid.”

“Pooh! Would you place importance o
them ? I meant only that no mean could live
who hed atterpt2d my own life. That is what

Imcant, snd all I meant. I meant to have ar-

rested you as & deserter—that was all—and yom,
gried to shoot we.”

* Out, false man !” eried the woman, “You
need not EaY mere.”

“ But itis troe, what T have san} »

“'Then so be it.  Go now.”

* Arnaud Montfere gme one more look mpon
the youth, but he did not spenk, for on the in-
stant he met the gaze of the stéange woman, and
with n low, muttered corse he siarted his hovse
on, Hedid not tarn to Took back, though once
he almest stepped his horse, -

“He is loading his pistol,” said the woman.

And so he was, and 'when it was Toaded he
placed it back in his bosom, and ere long afier-
wards he ‘had disappeared beyond the small hily
ta the right of which stood the ol milk

CHAPTER X.

HBEART STRUGGLEBE.

-

Arrten Armand Montfere had passed from
sight Henry Fretart turned towards his strange
companion.  He found her gazirg upon him,
and again his eyes were fastened upon her by a

* 'power that seemed above his own. Hehad sure:

1y seen that face before, but when or where he
could not tell. The woman smiled npon him,
and the smile was sweet to his sounl.

“ Henry Fretart,” she said,  “I have saved
you from.that man now, but hereafter you must
bewere of kim, for he means you harm.” |

“ Never mind him now,” returned the youth,
with netvous anxiety, “I know him for a vil-
lain ; but of yourself let me know Lind

““And what of me ¥

“ Who are you?” -

“ That would do “you no good.”

“ Yes'it would. Do not put me offso. Tell
me who you are ¥’ -

“ Not-now, Henry—it would do you no good
In time you shall know. Butbeware of Arnaud
Montfere. He is a villain, and he means you
barm. Yor have friends, but they cannot be
always with you. Keep your eyes open; and be
ever on the alert for him.”

“ I will, I will,” vehémently cried the yonth.
“¥ will ; but you shall tell ‘me what T ask, Yo
shalt tell me who you are. 0 do not refure
me? Ry

“ Not now, my friend You will have a8

much s you can do to inind theé wicked connt',
without minding me. 'We shall' meet again.”

* No, no-you shall not leave me,” exela.imed
Henry, ns the womnn moved as though she
would have furned away. “In the fiamie of
God, X bid you stop! I have known you in
other times~—in other years. Do not shake your
head, for I know-I have—I have scen youwhén
T was not 80 old as T am now. O upeak and
tell'me who you aie 3"

#] am one who would serve - you, Honry
Fretart.” -

“Call me hot by that name!” the ybung
man eried, seizing the worfian by the ‘wm, ¥ Call
ma by my right name 1*

The woman trembled Tike ‘an aspon, but she
did not ahrmk from the hand that was leid  upon
her.
¢ What raénn you, mad boy?” she asked; in.
a hushed, subdacd tome, ¢ Is not your nnme
Henvy Fretert 7

“No,no! You know it is not!* -

“ Then you should surely know ' tho truth as
well asT.  Ask me no mére, but et me go. W

“No, no—not yet shall you go. “Tell me
whatl ask. "0, tell me'who yomare ' * - *

“¥ can tell you hothing. T have savéd ybu
now, aid X will save you againitT lisve power
when there! is' need, though 1 hopa that meé
nmy nefel‘ comie.”” .

£ .
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" Onee- more—tell me what T ask?® "Who are
70‘1 1"

The youth spoke in a frenzied tono, and his-

" whole frame trembled,

* One thing I forgot,” said the woman, speak-

ing hurriedly, andin & subdved tone. * Bpeak
‘not of what has happened at the chatean, for we

mugtnot frighten Arnand Montfere. Y.t others

have the hwdlmg of him, and wntil our meshes

ara ready be you on your gmard. We shall
meet agam, and - then you may ask your ques-
- tion.™

“ But you must answer now. Task you ence
more—who are you? Speak.”

But she did not speak, and the young man
continued :

1 know your face—I know your sweetsmils;
there is that in your features which cannot be
blotted from the page of my memory. - I can
look back many long years—clear away back to
the time when sweet lullabies hushed me to
slumber, and et that time your eyes beamed upon
me. O, you need not shake your head se surely,
for I know, you remember those times. Yon re-
member when those eyes poured out their tears
upon me, God in heaven tells me what I now
koow. Speak to me—tell me——tell me—tell
me—that—you are my—moTHER }"”

“Thy mother, boy ¥ . .

¥ Yes, yes, I know it. My God and my own
heart tell me s0.”

“No, no, no!” shricked the woman. She
threw her arms about the young man’s neck—
imprinted one warm, burning kiss npon his man-
Iy cheek, and then she started away. .

1 am no mother fo you—nonc<none! Nao,
no, no. Beware of the count—O, Henry, be-

ware! I am no—no mother., Look to your

lifo, for you must not die. Follow me not!
Boware! if you would live, follow me not. We
shall meet again.”

“As the strange woman thus spoke she darted
:wa.y over the fence by the foot of the hill; leap-
od across tho swift stream from rock to rock,
snd in 2 moment more she was lost to sight in
the. woods:beyond.

Heury watched hor until she had gone from

his sight, and he did not follow, for some epell
seeméd to bind him tothegpot; When she was
gone he tarned to move Rway, bot his brain
realed, and his head grew dizzy. A thousand
faritastic lights seemed dancing before his eyes;

then everything began to whirl aboat—and |-

while he yel: put forth hie arms to feel his way

towards a bright "spirit that beckoned to him
from the swifily revolving masg, his steps falter-
ed, his Yimbz grew weak, and he sank down upon
the preensward, mmdless of all the outer things

of life. )
L%k »* %

When Henry came to himself the sun was

shining down hot upon him, and was some two

ot three hours past its zenith, so our hero knew

that he could not have laid there long. This
wa3 his first thought, for he only remembered
that he had by some means fallen, and he won-

dered how severe his fit had been. But soon

the memory of what had passed came back to
him--he remembered the scene with Arnand
Montfere, and then came the strange presence
that had stepped in to save his life. Was all
this a dream? No, for he locked .in the loose

dir{ in the horse-path, and he saw the track of.

fernale feet. He gazed all about him, but he
could see nothingsave the green fields upon one
hand, and the rushing stream and the woods
upon the other.. Awhile he meditated upon
what course he shonld pursue. He knew that
he had seenhis mother ; he folt morally sure of it,
and he would have travelled through all the
woods in the kingdom could he hope thersby to
join her, and remain with her; but he remem-
bered the words she had spoken, and the man-
ner she had used, and he knew thero would be
no use inpursait; so at length he turned his steps
slowly towards the chatean, and when he reach,
ed it ke atonce sought his own chamber, for he
knew that he looked pale and excited, and he
did not wish to be guestioned.

Of course our here’s thoughts must have been
of astrange churacter, for he had seen and heard
enough to make any one in like circumstances
very nervous and anxious. For a while he re-
flected upon the condnct of the count, and he
came to the conclusion that in some mammer he
stood in Montfere’s way—but how wes more than
he conld even guess. At first he thought of

taking some steps to bring the villain to an'ges -

count for his assault upon him, but upon more
mature deliberation he resolved to let hinh rest
for the present. ¥e remembered what.the wo-
mat had said-—the, warning end the advice-
and he meant to follow it. He saw that he
could do nothing with the law against the no-
bleman, and he meant only to keep his eyes open,
and always be prepared for danger.

On the next morning the youth gave his Ies-
son to his pupil, and though she must have no-

ISIDORE DE MONTIGNY. : 5

ticed that he was very sedate and taciturn, yet
she made no rewark wpon it, but her manncrs
‘were more tender and warm-hearted than usual,

‘and Henry found himsclf drawn towards her
with an affection which he did not try to ovor-

come. Isidore saw that the youth was sad, and
porhaps she thought ’twas his friondless position
that made him so. At all events she smiled
more siveetly than usual, as though she would
convince him that she, at least, was his friend.
Thus passed away two weeks, and during that
time Henry had neither seen the Count Mont-
fore, nor had he heard from him. Neither had

.he seen the smuggler, nor the strange woman

who had met him near the old mill. But old
Pierre eame up often fo see his son, and so did
the youth frequently go down fo. the little cot by
the sea to meet his old protector.

- And during these two weeks Isidore de Mon-

. tigny had made rapid progress in her study of

drawing—so much so, that even bor father ex-
pressed himsclf as perfoctly delighted with the
evidences of her skill," and his thanks to the
young artist tutor were warnk and flattering:

-

And during these two weeke Henry Frotart
hnd learned to love the gentle girl who Lad been
50 often his companion, Oflate thoy had talked
and rerd much together, and ¢ven Isidere seem-
ed to foel more happy when the youth was by’
her side. Her smile was more joyous, and hoer
cheeks wore more of the rose in their warm bne.
Ienry had discovered the trmth, ho had lobked
into his own heart, and he had confessed that he
loved the beautifa! maiden. He loved her with
an ardor so strong that every sense of his sonl
had become wrapped up in it, and his only lamp
of life that illumined the homo of earth about
him, was the sweet face and smile of bis beloved.

But could he ever hope that his love might be
reciprocated 7 Al, he did hope that——and this
hope at first made him happy. DBut then there
camo another thought: Could he ever possess

her for his own? There came .an angwer up

from the deep of his own judgment, and it said,
“No!” And this made the youth unhappy.
But he tried with all his might to conquer it, and
ke did suceeed in becoming calm, But ho could
eot be heppy, .

i




.. CHAPTER XL

" LOYVE.

OxE sfiernoon Henry, who was ot that time
gitting in his own room, heard the sound of a
horae in the yard, and leaving the sketcl} wpon
which he was engagod he went to the window,
It was Arnaud Montfere who had come, and the
youth sank back into a chair almost overcome
by the emiotions which the sight of that man catl-
ed up. Buthis mind waa settled upon the course
ho would pursue, and ho resolved to keep him-
self out of the way until the count had gone,
He wént back to his desk and resumed his work,
but his hand trembled. ’

" Just as the sun was setting the count left the
house, and shortly afterwards Tsidore sought her
own room, and blessed God that the evil-looking
man was gone, for she had been obliged to keep
kim company nearly the whole of the afterncon.
The marquis followed the count out into the
court, and the two remained there and conversed
natil nearly dark. Their words were earnest
and low, and whatever may have been the sub-
jectunder considerntion, it must have been one of
mere than ordinary interest, When the marqais
returned to the chateau he sought his child, but
he found her not feeling very well, and he told
her 1ie would see her on the mortow. She asked
him what he would speak of, but he did ot tell
her,

;vhithcr he hnd gone to receive his pupil. Tt
was & small room on the second floor, and over-
looked the garden. It was Isidore who had
given it the name of studio, It was now nearly
time for the lesson to commence, and the tator
was ready. He had finished the outlines ‘of a
sketeh, the old mill upon the de Vaux river,
and he was going to instruet his pupil how to
il it up. It hiad & most capital chance for the

fair pupil would ba able to go onand put in the

shiades without much of his assistance.

The weather without was dark and gloomy.

It had been raining during the latter part of the

night, and the sky wad nqw\z\fhuﬂy overcast,

and a cold, drizzling rein whs falling,  Henry
fult the influence of the. gpell, ‘and while he sat
theré in his chair his eyes turned from the dreary
prospect, withont to the picture npon the table
before him. SHe remembered where znd when
ho had taken the original of that sketch, and he
rernembered the strange circumstances that fol-
lowed. He thonght of that wiman who h'a&
saved his life, and again the iden came to bim
that she was his mother. Thonce his mind ran
back to the days of his eacller yonfh, and he felt
the epitit of sadness crecping over him, A.t
Tength the image of his fair pupil arose to his

On the next forenoon Henry sat in his studio, | mind, and he pondered upon the re?.tions he
. .

, have been weeping.”

~flow when thero has been no weeping. Joy

effcet of light and shade, and Henry hoped his

- and covering his face with his hands he sank
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sustained towards.her. He loved her beyond all
power of description, but he felt sure that the
spirit of fate would tear her from him. Therain-
drops pattercd mounrofully sgrinst tha window,
and their dull, dirge like music struck the most
-aadly-tuned chords of our hero’s soul. o how-
ed his head, and tears began to gather in his
eyed.

At length the door. of the apartment was
opened, and Isidore enterod. Henry looked up,
and with & quick movement he brushed the
tears from his eyes and bade her good xﬁorning 3
but his voice was low and sad:

“My doar teacher,” cried Isidore, moving
quickly forward and laying her hund upon his
shoalder, “ you are snd this morning, and you

“ 0, na, not weeping, lady,” snid the youth,
looking up, with a fiint smile.
" “Bug there are tenrs wpon your checks, evén
now.” ' o
“ X have been reflecting npon the past, and 1
have been sad. Tears, ‘you know, sometimes

sometimes brings tears to the eyes.”

“ 1 know it; byt tell me why you should be
sad. Are you net. happy here?” the maiden
asked, with tonching tenderncss. ‘

“0, I have been very happy hére,” Henry
answered quickly.  © The hours spent beneath
this roof, some of thom, have been the happicst
of my lif2; but they eannot last always, The
time must soon come when those hours shall
have passed away to return no moere. DBut we
vilito our ledson now. - See, I have propared a

beantiful study for yon.” .

Isidore sat down and teok np ‘s pencil, bat her
hand trembled so thag she could not yse it. “She
looked up aud saw that new tears were starting
out from her teacher’s eyes. .

“Ah,” she utteréd, in a tone of the dcepest
fecling, “you ere very sad. Tell me why it is 3"

‘Do not ask me, lady,"” answered the youth,
with trembling lips. “I will show my sadness
o more.” .

“ But tell me what mnkes yop sad 1" persisted
Isidore. It .somctimes woothes the treabled
Teart only to pour ont the burden of its grief to
afriend. Iam your friend” ° .

‘Thesc words, spoken in tender, accents, and
with eyes beamipg all that the words  could
menn, touched a sensitive chord in, the yough’s
bosom. He tried to speak, hut_ he could mot,
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down inte his chair, In a moment mr.’)rev be
heard the maiden move closer to hitm, and he
felt again that soft hand upen his shonlder,

* What is 157" she whispercd. “ Tell -me ¥

* 0, if I were to tell you all, yon would hate
me ;. you would drive me from you at onee,”

"“You cannot have been guilty of crimo i
wmuarmured Ysidore, in alarm,

* No, no, no,” quickiy cried the youth ; ¢ un- .
Iess it be a crime to-—"" ‘

“ Bpeak on,” whispered the. trembling girh.

I must not tell you-I ought not to tell you,”
uttered Henry, with some vehemence. *“And
yot I know pot what harm it can do rave to my-
self. Tt will break the spell that now holds mo,
that’s all.”

“Iam your friend—epeak it. I ‘shall not
blamo you, ovenif-you icll mo that you will
teach me no more.’” . .

Henry gazed into his companion’s faco a mo-
ment in silonce. At length he reached forth his
hand and laid it upon her arm, and then he said,
in & voice so Jow and tremulous that it scomed
almost the breathing of some mournful wind- -
dirge '

“1 came here to your home without any, pro-
vious thought or will of my own. You know the
circumstances thut led mo here. During the
first night of my stay beneath this roof I won-
dered what sort of o being it wos whom T had
saved from ruffian hands, At length I saw you,
and for the first time in vy life I found the wish
alive in my soul ihat I might enjoy sach sociéty
through life—such sense, such kindness, mnd
such purcness of thonght and speech—that wre
what attracted me. In time you eame under my '
tutorship—and, here agein thers was no pto-
vious will oA my-part. But you came, and I
taught yon. T have secr you often—hare con-
versed with you and seen all your virtud' and
goodness of soul, And there came a spirit
spreading itself through my soul the presencs of
which I'knew not until it had taken post at eviry
avenue of my thooghts. * When it" cime ot how
I know not. Its power iy ‘miysterfons, snd hé
tongie cax pletureit. Buat the trath s 1) plike
to me now, My leart left its homio of cheétHesi
repose in' 8 lonesoméd bosom amd rested pon
you. ‘Now you know all.” Spmd me not, foif 1
am not to bleme. It is not my fault that Yhave
Toved you, for it ‘camso of circumstasjoss Drer
which I could hold no control. Bat it myist pass

now, The heart must; return to- itself,:but s

‘joy will be gone—its . image of life will be tom

[
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away, and all buried in grief it mnst bleed and
* weep. You know now why I am sad. Forgive
me, lady,”

Tsidore de Montigny was strangely affected.
The tears rolled down her checks, and with a
deep, long-drawn sigh she gank forward antil
her head vested wpon her tutor's bosom, and
there she wept. Instinctively did Henry Fretart
pass his arm about her waist, and in a momaent
more he had pressed her to his bosom and bowed
his ¢wn head by the side of hers, He dared not
spenk—he dared net move. :

And thus they remained—the tutor and the
scholar—for some minutes, and the thoughts that
presed through the mind "of the former were so
wild and frantic that they gave no reliable im-
press upon his mind. His arms were both about
" the form of the being he so wildly loved, and
‘she did not shrink from him nor atfempt to arise.
Was there not a thrill of hope amongst the
whirling emotions that possessed him ?

At length the maiden started up. She brush-
ed the floating hair back from her eyes, and then
gazed into Henry’s face, :

“ Forgive me,” he said.

“{), my preserver, my friend, my tutor,”

" murmurcd the weeping girl, “ were I to tell you
. the story of my own soul for the past few wecks,
I shonld speak exactly us you have spoken.”

“ But can you mean that you love me? that
your heart is mine ¥’ whispered the youth. -
& “ Yes, yes, aud I have known it long. And
why should I not love.you?l Youate the first
and only man who has ever kept me company
thnt mot my ideas of what & man should be; and
Iam not one who can trample the affections of
the heertunder the foot of cold and-bleak sbeinl
fallacy. Tam not ashamed, nor do I fear to own
#t. BSo, let what will come, you hive my heatt,

together with its whole load of warm and pare

love.”

Once more Tsidore was clasped to the lover’s
bosom, and after the first wild transports of joy
wera passed the mind of the youth turred upon

" thestern realities by which their love was sur-
rounded.

“ Naw we know each other's secret,” he said,

" “hut what will your father -say when he lmows
of it'?”

1 do not know what he will say,” returned
the miaiden, thoughtfully, but yet with a deep
shade of doubt vpon lier featares. * I know he

t5rigid in his ideas of firaily and rank, bat then
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he lovea me, qﬂd 1 do not thmk he Would make
me miserable.”’

“ 0, what &’ thmg is doubt and suspense,
uttered Henvy, with some bisterncag, . ‘‘ Isidore,
I will tell you a kecret respecting myself. Iam

ry told to his companion all he knew, oven to’

de Vaux hyway.

4 moment’s Lhought she said :,
“ That is very strangs. I have heard & stogf
something like it before.”

#“You have? cried Henry.
when ¥ )
« ] cannot call it to mind now. I only kn
that your story secems to be a part of somcthifig

“ TCIL._' . %e

some pieec of machinery, or read some pecaliar
gentence, #and the ided would come to you at
onee that you were familiar with it, though the

along while age, or I should remember it. But’
I hope you will solve the mystery. O, why

up ameng the nobles of our pative Frasiee ?”

in a tone of hope. -

«Al, Isidore, T have dreamc(i that such was
the fact an hundred times, but. 1 dare not dwell
upan it with any degree of Hope, for circum-
stances are againstme. Why sliould my mother
have left mne, but throngh poverty 7 'No, ao, [
foar there is no such fate in store. I ean only
bo what God has made me—an hom.a.t true
hoarted man.”

“And is not that enongh 17 u’ied the fair g:rl

title to fame, how much brighter would be the
freat pagé of humarity ! But my “father mnst
surcly appreciate your worth, even "though fato
has placed no basble of rank upon your bréast.”

onstrip  their soundcr scise and judgment.
There was no lesson, save of love, given or re-
ceived on that dny, and when they at length
separated they had ‘made their first pludge.
Their vows were plighted, and their hearts were
one, and they were happy-——happy for the. brn.f

wtnle !

ey

not theé son of the poor fishermun, My Father . L
wos & soldier, and was glain in batile, and my L
mother left me with Pierre Fretart.” .And Hexn-

the meeting with the ‘strange worman upou tht. ;

When he had condudcd the maulcn looked o
up with wonder depicted upon her fice, and nfte;_-

fliat T have before heard—just as you might sce '

cause you could” not give. It inust have been

may it not be posiible that fate may yet lift you

This was spoken.with su(lden vchcmcn;:c and -

0, if there were moré who, could claim such a

And thus they talked, and they let their hope asked the fair girl, mizch surprised.

‘ plan?”,

CHAPTER XII.

A MOXSTROUS IDEA,

Ox the following day Isidore went to the
studio”’ and received her lesson. She fifled
up the sketch of the ¢ld mill with a pure tuste
and judgment, and the moments were sweetenetl
by words of warm smd glowing love. Now thoy-
talked as though they were the only two peop]e
in existence, and ns though the - only circum-
stances that could operats upon them wero their
own wills. They were day-dreamers,

After dinner the marguis soughz his child ‘in
her own room. He scemed in a  harry and fall
of busiuess, and as he gat down' upon one of the
lounges he' complimented the maiden wpon the
bloom of health that ahone upon her checka,

“Now, Isidore,” he said, laying his hands
upon his knocs, “Tam going to open to you a
matter of moro then ordinary fmportance. I
have -had some conversation with the Count
Montfere, and we have como to the concmmon
that onr two estates should hecome unifed.”

* That you would make one estate of them 7

- "Yes. Do yon not thmk 11‘. wmxld he a good

“I hope vou do not mea to
Aot n seII out to him,

“0, no, net at all Ha does noz‘wish to
buyi*

* No, Isidore—not quite.” ‘

*Then what can you mean? I hope you do
Rot mean to join with. him and. mnko ﬂm pro-»
perty common belween you ¥”

“Not exactly so. Can'’t you
other ey b ¥ thmk of ong

“Vm sare I cannot.” -
* Then X must enlighten you,. Amaud Mon;» ‘
fere hes asked me for your, Land,” :
“ What-—he ? Arnaud Monifere 7 the eount. 3"'
uttered Isidore, ulevating her eychrows, in hlankj
astonishment. .
“Yes, Now do youundorstand 3 .~ | N
“Ha, ha, ha,” Jaughed the maiden, reully
amnsed by the absurdity of the thing. | “ He hg,"
more 1mpudenee then I gave him credit for,”. -
The marquis was slightly taken aback by t,bla
but he eoon recovered himsslf, = b
“He haa made the proposition, Isudom, and I
ha.ve listened to ft.” . .
" Of courso you would Haton.”.
“ Yes—and { not only listened, bus I told him
he ‘might hope » .
. “Might hopp? "" uttered thp ma;dan, bgg;na .
ning to think therp might be something sariong
in the affuir after all, “Might hopa for what 1
Wbat did yox tell him he might hopa fq;"s”
“ For, your hand ” .

Y

')

“ Then you will hny, 1‘ prowe an

v

- You ahonld not Jost ;,o, &;hex;‘ eve,a with

R
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. Arnand Montfere, for he may be veally in earn-
est, and take you to be the same.”

# UUpon my soul, Isidore, it is yon who are in-
clined to jest. Montfere was in earnest, and so
was I. T hope you do.mot think that you are
slways going to live here with me?”

“Of course not. I expeet &t somse time, i I
live, to be married.”

* Just 80 ; and here is a chance—and a most
excellent chance.” '

“Do you mean the chance to marry with Ar-
naud Montfere? Do you mean that yeu would
under any circumstances, suffer that man, to
marry with your child 7

* Most assuredly I would; ami 40 convinee
you of it, I have only to tell you that already
have I promised him that you should be his
wife.”

Isidore turned pale, for she felt sure now that
her futher was in carnest; yet she did not fully
realize that the affair was scttled, forit was one
_of sach rouk, unmitigated absurdity to her mind
Tthat she could not take is all in at one swoop.

“] most surcly understand what you say,”
ghe at length replied, “ but it is entirely beyond
- yay power to comprehend your meaning, for I
‘cannat think that you have given the subjeet
any consideration, but that you have chusen to

gpeak with me before doing s0.” ’
¢ You are entirely mistaken, my child,"” ve-
tnrned the marquis. “I kave considered upon
the sabject for a long while, and I have made
up my mind only after the most mature deliber-

grant me the pnvﬂege oi‘ having gome mﬂuence
in the settlement of the affuir ¢ '

« Of sourse I will listen to what you may say,
but you must remember that T.am governed by
expericnce, and I should not he lkely to sllow
a child’s pr('_)udlce to overcome it

“Speak not o, my father,” said the mmden,
warmly. * To even the infant God has given
the instinet of self preservation, and in the bosoms
of all his ereatures he has planted a set of sems
tinels which are quicker on the scent than the
mere cold judgment of older heads, I speak
only of affairs of the heart, My every sense of
aafety and joy turns me from Arnand Moutfers
with loathing and disgust, and sooner than be-
come his wifs Iwould lay me down hero and
die. Such a thing can never be.”

The marquis was considerably moved by this,
e had not expeeted such a demonstration, and
for a fow thoments he was at & loss how to pros
ceed. Through all hig experience aa a father
ke had never yet found one feature in Isidore's

.| disposition that he could have wished dilferent.
She was kind, fuithful, loving, dutiful; and ever

mindful of bis joy nnd comfort, aud she hed
nursed him when he was sick, and been the light
of his home when he was well.  Bat he looked
upon her now, and her timidity was gone, for she
was called upon to protect the dearest right of
her soul. Yei he had given his word, and he

means prepared to give ap.
“ You will think better of th:s‘, my child,” he
ventared, at length..

atfon. Ttis surc that all intercsts requmire that| « Never,” was Iéidore’s prompt reply “ When

you should marry:  The next thing is a husband.

the timid child wiil court the wolf, or the shy

Now among all my acquaintances I know of | norso seek out the home of the lion, then will I

none better qualified than the count. . Hé is not marry with' Arnand Montfore.  Why, what can '

anold man—he has understanding and expe-i you be thinking of 7 He is old enough to be'my
rience—is kind. to his friends—and possesses one | father—he is rough and evil-looking. Heisa

of the finest estates in the province-—J may safe- | grunkard and a },bgnme_..,md a gensclegg, RETO-

1y #ay, the finest. He can give you a good honie,

gant; bad man.”

- and you will then bein a position- of sttmdmg “ Nay, nay, my «hnghter—yon give too loose
shid-importance in society. S" 1 have made uP scope to your tongue. The count has given up

my mind as I have told you.”

his too frequent libations, and your other points

For some moments aftor her father had censeﬂ are all imaginary, et me hear no more of this.
speaking; Isidore sat in silence, Her face chang- | I hope I shall not be forced to usc any autbority
ed its hue many times, but a bright flush of in- | to force you to doas I wish.”
dignation was the final scttling point. Her| Isidore turned pale now, for her fmhe? spoke
small white hands were clzsped In nervous pow- that last sentence in such » tone &nd manner 28
er, and her tiny feel worked spasmodically upon | eould leave no doubt as.to his' meaning. .

the carpet.

“ T am forced “to believe that you are in earn- clnsped--"hm you fully made up your mind
‘eat,” ahe at Jenpth eaid, ¢ but of conrse you will | that I’ ahall wed with the cpunt ¥

. know how and_what to think. You had better

" now that her father would ever look with fuvor

had resolved upon his point, and he was hy no

- felt sure that some event would transpire to stop

‘he arosa to his feet. “ Yon will reflect mpon

“QOne word,” she uttered, with her hands -

"YSIDORE DE MONTIGNY. 51

T have.” .
"¢ Then I can only say, you have sct a torch
‘to the fibric of our peace that shall lay the whole
in reine! And yet I cannot believe that you will
persist in it. I cannot believe that you will
force me to plant a dagger inmy own bosom.”

“Y wish you to take time to consider of this,
Isidore. Do not say any more until yon can
epeak with pome degree of fairness and consid-
eration. You understand me now, and will

overcoms your prejudices, and not forco-me to
do that which would be unpleasant and repulsive,
but which I should do before I could allow my
parental authority to be crushed under )our
thoughtless fect.”

What conld the peor gitl say now? Bhe
thought of Henry Fretart, and then she cowm-
pared him with Arnaud Montfere, and her soul
sickened at the contrast. She knew that she
would not wed with the latter—her whole soul
wag up in arms, and as soon would she havp
thonght -of taking ler dwn life. And yet she
wished not to make her father angry, for she saw
thdt he was restive under her refusal. And then
how dark arose this clond over the love that kad
s0 lately been pledged! Whai hope had she

mpon the poor, nameless -tutor!  But Isidore de
Montigny was not yet sunken in despair. The
thought of wedding with Arnaud Montfero was
yet too ahsurd to be held in' absolute foar. She |

her father in his mad careor of matrimonial
planning.

“'Yon will think of thm,” said the mnrqms, a8

what you have heard, and remeraber what I have|
expressed.”

“Arnd fother,” retnmed tho maiden, with a
calmness that surprised even herseif, “ will you
notreciprocate the fawor, by reﬂectmg apor what

“Ah, my child, I shall not easily forget the
disposition yon have manifested, nor—"

“ Stop, stop, my father,” cried Ysidore, starts
ing up and springing towards him. *You
wrong me by such words. Remember how fond-
Iy I have loved you for these many years. Re-
member how true X have been since my angel
mother died—and how faithfully your child has
obeyed you in word and deed. Remember this,
and then, if yon think it would make you happier,
you may remember what she said when Fyou
opened to her & life-plan that struck a dagpger to
her heart, and filled her soul with horror. Be
fair and csndid, my father, and you_mll not
find much to blame in your child, O I know
yos will not,”

There was a.tear npon Philip de Montigny’s
chegk, but he quickly wiped it away, and aftera |
moment’s pause he said ;

*“Ido not chide you, Tsidore. Only I want
you to set nside all childish whims, and reflect
calmly upon what I have eaid. In what I have
done I have been governed solely by an eye to
your gobd, and I stifl firraly beliove thet the plan
will work as T have anticipaeed.. Reflect calmly
upon it, and let no childish whims step in to
overthrow ¢alm judgment.”

" Isidore made no reply fo this, for her father
immedintely turned and left the room ps he
ceased spenking, When he had gone she. went
and sat down by her window and locked ont
upon the garden. She felt sad and oppressed,
but she did not weep. Sho pondered upon | what
she had hiéard, and the - more she’ pondersd tho
moro convineed did she bécome that she should
ntver bo the wifo of Anmud Montfere. She saw
him only a8 a bold, bad man, and she felt sure
that her fatkier’s eyes would be Opnncd to,, his
trne character, and that then b would bq the
first to oppase the very idea be now held, , But
she did aot know how firm her father was;in, hia
resolve, and it was well far her own pewe of

1 have said t" J

tnind that she did not.

o




CHAPTER XIIL

TIIE S8EA AT mon‘r!

Tuz cold rain of the preceding day had all
gone, and the warm sunshine of the day that wns
Just closing had drank up the dampness and left
the greensward dry and gratefal. Heory Fre-
tart worked nearly the whole of the afterneon at
making up a stndy for his fair pupil, little
dreaming white he worked, of the scene that

" was pnssing botween her and her father, He
had finished the task, and when it was done he
found that it wns near sunset, He felt some-
what worn and fatigued by confinement, and he
resolved to walk out upon the hill back of the
chateau and sce the sun sink to rest. Having
made tp his mind to this effect he loaded his
pistols, and having placed them in the inner

. breast pockets of his frock, ko put on his cap and
sallied forth. He could pot but think, as he
passed through the garden, how delightfal it
would be to have the society of Isiddre now-—to
Lave her companionship during -his sanset ram-
ble; and once, at the postern, he stopped, and
‘was half rosolved to turi back and seek her, but
he remembered that the marquis was at home,
and that their secret love might betray itself.
So he kept on alone.

It was over a milg to the top of the hill, and
the path he chose to follow led through a wide
copse of oak, which streiched from the garden
wall, around to the left, clear to the foot of the
hill. Henry reached the brow of the eminence

just as the sun’s lower disk ‘n;l touched the dis-
t&ut headland of the Frehel cape, and so much

gave no note to other. things about him. Had
he looked down upon the psth he had just fol-
lowed, he would liave seen men wmoving can-
tiously along towards the hill, and he would
have seen that instead of*keeping the path they
kept in the wood, and seemed to be making their
way around the base of the hill towards the
northward and eastward.

But pur youth!‘ul adventurer nouced nothing.
of it. He ouly gazed upon the magnificent
scene before Kim, ond wondered how any man
conld live, and see such scenes, and not bow in

could paint snch nature. His own soul was lost
in reverential awe, and he could mct bnt thank

ciating the besnties that surrounded him.

But the sun went down, and then the yonth
gazed upon the mass of molten gold that rested
upon the horizon, But even this ere long deep-
encd into & more sombre shade, and a spirit of
sadness came to taka the place of the wonder
and sdmiration that had been rife in the youth’s
goul. A zonse of loneliness crept over him, and
his mind dwelt again npon the dark side of his
life-pictare. 'The dew was beginning to fall

dawp and cold, and the youth thought of retwrn-

absorhed was he by the glorious scene that-he -

humble adoration before the God whose. pencil

his Maker that he had a soul capable of appro-
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ing to the chateau. He arose to his feet and
startod to move down the hill, but he had not
taken a Qozen steps ere he heard a brushing

. sound behind him, and on the next instant his

eye caught the form of A man at no great dis-

- fance. Asense of danger came to him, and he

quickly placed his hand upon one of his pistols,

- but before he could draw it he received a blow

upon the side of the head which staggered him
and caused him to fall, and before he céuld re-
gnin either his strength or. his reason, he was

seized by three stout men, and his ayms were.

pinioned behind him. His mind was not so
sauch confused but that he knew all ‘that was
going on, and by the time he was lifted to his
feet his mind was clear again.

“Now, my bon virant, you'il come with ns,”
said one of the men, in & coarse, gruff voice.

Henry strove with afl his might to free him-
self from the bonds that confined his arms, but
ke could not, The cords were strong, and he
only gave himself pain in the atterapt.

“ What means this, villains #* he cried, turn-
-ing fiercely wpon him who had spoken.

“Only that we want ybu to come with us,
mon cher,” coolly replied the raffian, * So come
along and mind your stops.”;

“ But'tetl me what all this means 1

“Don’t play so innocent, men ami, because it
will be of no mse. Alnt you a deserter 2

“Q, .villains | cowards " gasped tho youth,

“ will you, too, cloak your villany thus? I am
no deserter.”

“Yes, yoube. You deserted from the Eng-
lish ship. It’s no use, for we know you did-—
80 come along.”

Of course the youth wens “ along,” for he eould
not well avoid it, seeing that three stout men
were urging him on. But he did not lose his
thoughts. The villaine had not yet discovered
his pistols, and he ¢id not mean thes they should

. if he could avoid it, and he hoped that they might

yob be of some service to him, He naturally
turned his thoughts wpon Arnand Moutfere as
the source of this outrage, and he believed that

this was a plan to get him out of the way, hav- |
" ing not the loast doubt that his life -would be

takon if necessary to the aecomplishment of any
plans of the count. One thing our bero saw
plainly; and that was,.that resistance would be

- out of the question, for in the twilight he could

see that his assailants were hardy-looking . fel-

lows, and he had reason to believe that they were

as reckless as they were stout. Sohe walked
4 ' .

along qaieily, but with enough of mutterings and
twistings to remove the chance for them to sus-
poct that he was meditating any deep scheme.

Henry was led to the southward towards the
de Voux road, and ere long he stood within
that road at the foot of the hill by the mill, and
0ot halfa-dozen rods from the very spot whore
the encounter had taken place between himself
and Montfers. A little further on to the west-
ward, towarde tho main road, stood & heavy wag-
on, the horse of which was hitched to a tree.
Towards this point the youth was carried, and
after the wagon had been backed into the road he
wasg lifted into it. ‘Then all three of the men got
in, two of them guarding him, while the third
drove the horse,

When they reached the main rond the horse
was turncd towards St. Malo, and put into a
smart trof. By the timo they had arrived op-.
posite the chatean de Montigny it was fairly dark,.
and Henry could see the lights in the room of
the marquis. He looked at the window of a
small room in which Isidore sometimnes sat, but
there was no light there. She was in her own
apartment upon the garden side, and he was
glad of it. And yet what would he not have
given to see her then and tefl her wherefore he
should be missing.

But the cliatean was soen passed, and our hmo
turned his attention to the things about him.

“T fancy you don’t like this much,” said the
fellow who sat upon his right hand, speaking
seemingly from a desire to say sometlung to re-
lieve the monotony of the Jjourney. :

“¥ou can imagine yourself in my place, a.nd
then fancy what youn pleage,” replied the youth.

“Well, I don’t think Ishould like it; but
then"you shouldn’t have deserted.”

“ Let that pnss, for you know ’tis faIse,” ui-
tered Henry.

“Why, how can it be? You know we are
teking you for a descrter, don’t you "

1] NO tL .

“Eh? No? Then what are we taking you
for? Answer me thai ¥’

The youth was upon the point of telling him
that haebelioved Arnaud Montfere was at the
hottom of the outrage, but his calmer Jndgment
prevailed, The fellow hed asked 'his question
very pointedly, and there was that in his tone
which betrayed anxiety. Henry thought that
ifhe should betray his mistrust of Montfere his
fate might be worse, especially if his suspicions ’

wera correct, and hé had zo doubt thay were.
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 What do you think we're taking you for,
ek 7 the fellow asked again, with much eager-
nese.

“ 'Why, you may think Tanra deserter, and
that yon will get & reward for returning me,”
replied the youth, with apparent simplicity, '

“Ah, yes, 0,” grunted the ruffian, showing
plainly enough that he was disappointed in this
answer. * You begin to have your senses.”

‘Onr hero could see that his companions re-
garded each other with peculiar looks as he gave
his answer, for there was light enough to sce the
countenance of those so near him—and he was
gled that he had not committed himself,

Just to tho sonthward of the causeway which
uazites St. Malo to the main land, the horse was
tarned into the road which leads to the castward
of the city, and as they were now approaching a
point where they were liable to meet with trav-
ellers the man who scemed to be the leader. in
the affair turned to the prisoner and said :

“ Now look ye, mon ami, will you keep your
tongue to yourself or must we clap a stopper
on it

The youth knew enough to be aware that at
present he was entirely at the mercy of his cap-

tors, and he was not foolish enough to subject

himself to mor2 rough treatment than was neces-
sary. And more, he knew that should he even
succeed in arresting the atiention of the passer-
by, it would avail him nothing, for his captors
woyld swear that he wag a deserter whom they
were returning, and that would end it; so he
gave his word that he wonld keep quiet.

“Then see thet you do,” retarned the leader,
in & very significant tome. * Then see that you
do, for if ybu open your jaw, you'll suffer, Mind
that.”

Now sll this strengthened Henry in his sus.
picions, In fact, it made the truth as plain as
daylight to his mind that the ruffians had not the
lesst idea that he was a deserter, for if such had

. been the case, they would not have cared how
mich he hailed the passers, for they would have
‘nothing to fear, but rather would have expedted

. the gapport of all well-digposed citizens.

Biit ‘the prisbner made no dlsturbance, and
consequenily he wae allowed to remain-at his
eage, eave that the lashing ‘npon his arms was

not very comfortable. But he made no ecom-

plaint of this,

At longth the wagon was siopped near some
0l buildings which Henry knew to be fish.
honses, and here he was taken out. The horse

was hitched to a post, and the prisoner was led
down towards the sca, which was not many rods
distant, by two of the men, t,he tl'urd remaining
to get something out of the wagon, Bat/ the
other man soon came up, and he earried in his
hand a long pole upon the end of which our
hero could detect a kind of swab-looking bunch.

As soon as they reached the shore, which was’

rough and rocky in the extreme, he who had
the pole proceeded to strike a light upon some
tinder which he had placed within the pan of a
pistol for that purpose. A match was soon light-
ed, and in & moment more the swab upon the
end of the pole was all'in flames, it proving to be
a bunch of vakum soaked with pitch snd spirits
of turpentine, This blazing signal was swang
aloft in the air for some moments, and at length
our here gaw a like signal suddenly make its ap-
pearance far ont mpon the dark waters of the
channel, and then he knew that he was to be

carried on shipboard, at 2ll ovents. But how,

and where? The bold, open sea, with its fresh
air and its peculiar aroma, Iad once been to
him a source of delight, but he felt it not so now.
That gleaming, flashing light in the derk- dis-
tance seemed like a spectre to which he must

bow—an - ignis fatuus which he must follow.

The grim spirit of death seemed to brood over
the waters now, and his heart ‘was sunken and
chilled.

The light on shore had-gone oui, and the cor-
responding signal at sea soon followed it out of
existence. Nota word wag spoken by the three
ruffians, and Henry feltnot like asking questions,

for he well kuew that he should get no answers

that would amount to anything, Some fifteen
minutes passed, and at the end of that time the
youth heard the dip of oars in the distance. The
sound came nearer and nesrer, until at length the
putlines of a boat could be seen cloze by the

shore, and soon afterwards it landed close by J_

where our party stood, There were five men in
it~four at the oars, and one at the helm,

« Ruffet, is that you 7" asked she man who sat
at the helm. of the boat. i

[1] Yea »”

* Have you got the bu'd "

“All safe.”

Upon that the men in the boat cameo on shore -

and Henry Fretart was pagsed over to them,

“This is the chap,” said the leader of the
shore party, “and yon must be respongible for him
now. We've done onr part of the work M

-

© *And never Tear thei we shall fail to do ours,”
returned he of the bost,
Therenpon thres of the boatmen took the pris-

* ¢onorand lifted him into the boat, while the other

two stepped apart and whispered awhile with the
other party, At length the three fellows who had

- brought the youth -thus far returned towards

-their wagon, rnd the oars of the boat wers once
more manned. Henry was placed in the- stern-
sheets, by the side of the helmsman, and then
the boat was shoved off.

“ My friend, or whatever yow may be,” Eaid
our hero, addressing tlie man who sat by his side,
“ will you iell what this all means ¢

_“Didn’t those men tell yout” returned the
helmsman, inquisitively.

“They told me I was arrested as a deserter—
8s ‘u deserter from an English ship. Now I
should like to know if you will stick to that ¢

“Why, 1seppose they knew what you were
taken for.”

- ¢ Bt

“ Never mind agking any more questions now
it wont amount to anything, for I shan't answer
questions at present.” -

This was spoken in e tone which carried con-
viction with it, and Henry remained silent,

At the end of about fifteen minutes our hero
saw the tall spars of a brig looming up against
the etarry eky ahead of him, and ere long after-
wards ‘the boat was alongside. The man at the
helm went up over thé side, and in a few mo-
ments he returned. -

“Look here,” he said, ad&ressmg the prisoner
in a'stern, threatening tone, * you are safe here
in our custody, tnd P'm going to cast off the
lashing from your arms so that you can work
your own way abourd. Now mind-—if you make
the least resistance, or show the lesst signs of
attempting to escape, wo'll kill you just ae quick
a4 we woulda cockroach, I¥o you understand

* Certainly. You speak plainty enough,” re-
plicd Henry.

“*And will you mind ¢

- % ¥ must mind.” -
* You’'ll bo wise if you do. 8o come alonp.”
The lashing was taken from Henry's arms,

. and then he took hold &f the‘-man-mpesand

wont up over the brig’s side. It was too dark
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&
for him to see mnch of the arrangemont of things
upon the deck, but he eould see that thete were
quite & number of men collected shout the gang-
way, and by the light of & lantgrn which was

hung near the wheel he could sed that the "gaa-

ket of the maingail was off, and that the gail
hung loose in the brutlines, .

“ This is the individual, captain,” said the fol.
low who had conducted Henry on board, addross-
ing 8 man who stood by the mainmaat,

“All right. Take him below, and show him
his borth.” : :

Accordingly the youth was led below to the

| cabin, and from here he waa conducted into &

small state-room which was roughly furnished,
snd which had the appearance of having beea in-
tended for a kind of lock-up in cases of noced.
There were two bunks in i, and our hero was
informéd that he could take which he chose.
Thien his conductor departed-—~the door was lock-
ed, and he-was left slone. Tt was not uitely
dark in the little prison-room, for there was &
small grated apertare over the door, and through
this came some gleamy of hght from the cabip.
Ere long Henry heard tho rattle of blocks, and
the grating of ropes, and he knew that the brig
was being gotten underweigh, He heard the
creaking of the windlags, and the chink of the

chain—ond soon he knew that the anchor-had.

broken ground, and that the ciaft was in motion, -
He creptinto the lower berth, and thon he beganto -
ponder upon hissituation. It was truly a stert-
ling one, but his mind was mors, occupled with
the future than with the pust, for he had anin- .
stinctive foai that this was only to end in Jeath.

He knawsqy, he wag morally cartain—that/the,
Count Montfere was ot the bottom of the busi-
ness, and that said count desived hia death. Thk
was,.nll plain to him. Isita wpndar that this
should lead him to the fear that ke had ﬁn-
tertained ?

The brig was now-in motion, aud #s she heel.
ed over to the bresze our hero Knew that she was -
under good headway. But he had yet one gleam
of iope} his pistdls had not yet been.diseovers -
ed. 'They wets true onos, and ho'kaew thatthey -
were faithfully loaded, He clang o them m
24 his onty hope-of Iife. A :




'CHAPTER XIV.

THE NAMELESS.

- Tae morning dawned at the chateau ds Mon-
tigay, and the servants had noticed that Henry
Fretart was missing. He had not been to his

snpper on the night before, but that had not.oc-|

casfoned much inguiry, as"he often took supper
with his father, though he generally gave notice
when. such was to take place. Very early—while
the sun was not half an hour up-—therd came a
womsn to the chatean and inquired for the youth,
and when she was informed that he had not been
there throngh the night she was much moved.
It was the seme woman who saved Henry’s life
from Montfere’s attempt. She inquired for the
marquis, and was informed that he had not yet
arisen, but the apswer had scarcely been made
when de Montigny made his appesrance, for he
was usually an early riser.

“Philip de Montigny,” spoke the woman, in
an anxious. tone, * where is the youth who has
hean ptopping here these few weeks past¥”

“In his own- aparimént, I presume,” replied
the marquis, evincing much surprise at the apeech
and appearance of the woman.

* Ho has not been’ here throngh the night, sir.
Did ho say anything te you about leaving the
chateau ¥

*“Not & word,” replied the old man, seeming
more intent upon the woman than upon the sub-
Ject of her questions,

THE BECRRT OUT.
]

“Then he has been taken away, sir. Do you
not know something that might lead to & ciue of
how he 1éft?”

The woman spoke with such vchemence that

to her words. He thoaght a moment, and then
he said : ’

“Jf he went away intending to remain eny
time Le would have surely told my daughter of

into the drawing.room, and I will send for her.”
Iusidore wes already up and in the garden, and
while de Montigny and the woman went into one
of the'large drawing-rooms a sérvant went for
the maiden. She soon eamre, and was somewhat
atartled upon seamg the strange visitor. Those
noble, open ' features—those black, gleaming
oyos—that raven hair—that bold fotm, and that

“ My child,” said the marquis, “did Henry
Fretart sy anythmg to you about being gone to-
day r

“About being gone—to-day?’ wuttered the

evening, and this woman wishes to see him.”
“You?” said Tsidore, turning to the strange

visitar—"* you wish to seo Henry "

the marqais was forced to give some attention .

it, for he is giving her lessons in drawing. Come -

quaint dress, all “struck Tsidore's mind at once,

and she looked upon her in surplfise and wonder,

maiden, starting. #No, sir. He ia not gone #*
“Yes ho is, . He has not been here since last -
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"~ ** Yes, foir lady, for I fear that harm mayhave
befallen him,” |

“ Harm—-bofallen Henry 1 umred Isidore,
turning pale as death, *“0, no. - Who would
hdrm him 27

* He has enemies, lady, whd may even seek his
life. But did he say nothing to you of gmug i

“¥No, no,” gasped the maiden.

“But when did you ses him last 7

“ Yesterday afternoon—an hour before sun-
set.”

“And did you not sse him leave the chatesn 2*

Bat the poor gitl could snswer no more.
,Bhe saw that her interlocutor wag fearful of dan-
ger, and to her own mind the possibility of Hen-
ry’s being murdered came with a stunnifig effect.
8he uttered o low moan of angmsh, aud sank
into s chair,

“ Isidore—my child,” ‘qmekly spoke the mar-
quis, ‘advencing and placing his hand upon his
daughier’s arm, “what ails you? 'What' has
happened 2

“0 " marmufed she in reply, seeming wholly
unconscious of whom she was speaking to, “save
him! Where is ke? O, he must not be in-
Jjured ¥

Philip de Montigny was thunderstruck. The
truth flashed upon him in an instant, and hls
face grow pale.

“Let some of the servants be questioned,”

_ &aid the woman,

But the marquis noticed not what she said.

“The child is frightened,” the woman con-
‘tinued. “Let her bo taken care of by some of
her attendants.”

“Xam well,” cried Isidore, springing to her
feet. “I am well—think not of me-—-bul: lot
Henry be found.”

* We will make the soarch,” said the 'marqms
speaking:in o forced tone, and trying to hide the
emotion that moved him. “You may go to
your room, Isidare, and we will question some
of the servantg,”

© The maiden looked up into her father’s face, |-

and air she'saw the expression which rested there
the thonght first came to her that she had be-

“trayod the secrot of her love. But she was not

ashamed of it, and the fear that the man she loved
might be in deadly danger gave pew stréngth to
her affection, and new power to tier sout. .
*Think not of me now,” she said, ‘addressing
her futher,  for FOu can geéme at any time, but
if Henzy Frotart is in danger remember that he
ﬂa.ved 18 once when we werein dauger "

- | remaing unhnng »

This remiark seemed to start the merquis out

from the painful reverie into which he had fallen,
and he at once became interssted In the fate of
the youth, for he was not without gratitude, and
if there had been wrong done, perhaps the young
tutor was not to blame. He promised that he
would do all he could, and then Isidom left the
Yoom. -
The sorvants were all called in, and from
them it was learned that Henry was seen golng
up the hill back of the chatean about sunset én
the previous evening; and the old woodman
told of having seen three men lnrking aboutnear
the edge of the copse. But this was not all.
While the consultation was yet poing on an old
fellow came up from the river with fresh fish for
breakfast, and when he was informed of the sub-
Jacf. which was now uader, consideratfon he gave
in abit of testimony thathad much bearing upon
the cage, -

He anid that on the previous aftorncon, when
he was going down to St. Malo after n new net,
he met a wagon with three men in- it, and that
when he was returning, after dark, ho met the
samo wagon on its way to the city, and that
then there were four men in it, and thatone of
them surely had his arms tied hehind him,

“Y was on the ground,” resumed the fisher-
man, “and I counld see the men in the wagon
plainly agafnst the open sky, and I thonght at
the time I had ‘seon that middle one before. and

j after they had passed me some ways, it cama to

my mind that he waa the same one that I had
seen here very often lately.”

This was ¢dnclusive evidence, and thus far the
thing seemed plain, that Henry had been seized .
and carried off,

“But who could have done it ?" inguired the
marquis, with much concern. . No one about
here, T am sure.”

“Jt was the same man who caused him 1o be
cartied on board the English ship,” replied the
woman.

“And do you | know who it ig1”

g ' do »”

“Who is it 7

# Never mind now. You ghall know in time.
1 must-now hasten off to the clty, for thil is [
business that needs attending to.”

“ But one word before you go,” titered the
marquis, en.rpestlﬁ “Who and what are ;ﬂm g

“A Womaft, sir, who would uve an ‘honest
youth from the power of the blackm v‘ilhdn that

L]
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De Manhgny was startled by the vehemence
of the weman’s answer, and is was some mo<
ments before ho spoke again.

I know you are a woman,” he said, * but I
would know more: I have seen you somme-
where 7

“ Very likely, sir, for I have been seen often.”

¢ I am not jesting.”

_ $#Noram I, Philip de Montigny. Y'ut were
Tto tell you all you ask to know, you mlght
thmk me jesting truly.”

* 8top, women I” cred the marquis, as the
strange visitor torned away.

+1 ¢annot stop now,” she enswered. “You
know Lhave the most important business on my
hands, I thank you for the kindness you have
shown me, and I hope at some time I may be
abls to return it.”

“But tell me your name ¥

“1 am NAMELERS, sir, and have been for
years IV

The woman waved her hand agshe thus spoke,
and then furned from the spartment. The mar-
quis would have stopped her had he dared, but
thers was & sort of awe mspu-ed by her manazer
that kept him back, and in & mement more his

‘mysterious visitor had gone.

With guick steps the Numeless made her way
towards the city. At the distance of half a mile
from the chateatt she found a horse, and mount-
ing this she galloped off. In an hour later she

. was among the rough smugglers of St. Malo, and

her businesa was gpeedily transacted. It was
found that a wagon had driven towards the old
fish-houses upon the enstern Headland the night
before—thas o signal had hbeon. seen wpon the
ghore, and an answer from.a point in the chan-
nel where a brig had been laying at ancher, and
that the brig was gone now. * *
Shortly after the nameless woman had left the
chateaun the Marquis de Montigny sought his
daughter. He found her in her own room, and
looking very pale- and anxious. She looked up
when her father entered, and she trembled when

. she saw the stern expression npon his face.

My child,” he ssid, sitting down by her side, |
“I have come to seek soms explanation of a

_scene that has both surprised and pained me. X|
would know what meant that sudden effect thas
was produced by the message of that sn'ange-

woman ¥

“Had I not. reason to be moved ¥ agked, the‘

maoiden, locking timidly vp.

attempt {0 deceive me, Isidore, for it will be of
no llSG

« am ot wvsed to decemng," retumed the
fair girl, somewhat proudly.

“ know you are not; but tell me wha,l; means
that sudden fright, and subsequent fintness

“Jt was becanse the fear came to me that
Henry Fretart was in danger.”

“ But wo are not apt to be so affected only for

those we love,” said the marqms, eyeing. his
danghtér sharply.

Isidore returncd her father’s look with a trou-
bled ‘expression, and at length she said :

“If you ean read camses from their effocts,
then perhaps you may understand this affair ab
well as I can explainit. T have no desire to de-
ceivayou, nor will I do it.””

“ Do you mean to have me understand then,
that you love Henry Fretart?” asked the nable-
man, speeking in a tremulous voice, and at the
same $ime regarding his child narrowly

«T dg love him,” she replied, in a very low
tone, but yet calmly.

“Ay, you may love him,” added the rarquis,

with & sudden gleam of hope, “Dbut how? It js
only as a friend. Only asone to whom your
deepest gratitude is due, TYou cannot love the
youth with a maidenly affection—with that ten-
der passion which marks the Iove of two genial

| hearts.”

#And why should not our hearts be genial ¥
quickly asked Yeidors. *TF yon knew Henry
perfeetly you would know that he has one of the
noblest hearts in the world, and t.‘r,:at his sout . is
as pure and elevated as the soul of man con be.”

“Answer me directly: Do you love Henry |

Fretart so that you would be his wife v

Theee may have been a moment’s hesithtion
on the maiden’s part, for.her heart futtered, and
her oyes drooped; but it was only for the mo-

‘ment. She looked up into her father’s face, and

in & very calm tone she answered:

“You have spoken the truth,” I do love the
man who saved my life—I love him with my
whole sounl, and I know of no.event in fife.that
could make me happier than & wnjon with him,
I have no fault in this. I could no more help
loving him' than s child can help lovmg its
mother, I exercised no will, no intention in the
matter, hut my fove grew mp in my heart a3
flowers grow in the warm earth aﬁer some hand
had dropped the seeds. Now. you' know all.
Blame me not; but, O, my father, if you Jove

* Not as you were ‘moved then. Now do not

me, and would make me happy, douot crush my

' girk,
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heart by tearing away- its wildly worshq;ped
idol”-

The old man sat there in his chair and gazed
upon his child. His hands were clasped togeth-
er,and his face was pain-stricken and pale, sud
hig eyes burned as though his sou] were all on
fire.

“ My child,” he at length smd in & tremulous

“tome, “ the worst that I could possibly have foar-

ed is vevealed to me. Kad an angel from heaven
told me this, T should not have believed it.”

¢ My father," quickty interrupted the fair gu-l
with much zeal, *“ pardon me if I argue with my
parent; bui you do not spesk now with reason.
Your better judgment is beclonded by disap-

. pointment. Is there anything strange in the

fact that T have loved Henry Fretart? Is not
the history of our people full of just such facts ?
Love isnot a thing of the will, nor of education,
but it is a spirit which springs up in the human
bosom under impulses which God slone ecan
govern. When God made the human sou] he
£0 faghioned it that it would feel love for all that

" appeared lovely to it. The heart knows noth-

ing of socinl standing or rank—the heart has only
power to know real worth as it came from the
hand of its divine Maker. T was placed by fiite
in the company of Henry Fretart, and I could no
more have helped loving him, than the bud can
help blossoming where “there is genial rain and
sunshine, Do not blame me, nor do not express’
wonder at what has happened, for it is all the
work of 2 power above our ability to circumvent,
and the doings of which are beyond our control.”
De Montigny gazed upor his child, end in his

. face there-were some signs of admiration, for his

cHild had-spoken eloguently, andhe could not
deny the truth, in substance, of what she had

" said. But yot he was pained and hart, aed his
" soul was worked upon by the most bitter oppo-
sition. ' And again, atlength, there came anoth-’

or faint ray of hope across his face.

“And this love iz all on your side, for of
course the young man has been moré wise then
to love so foolishiy ¥ .

“And’ do you think it foolish for one to love

“your child #* -asked Isidore, balf reproachfully.

“It wonld be foolish for Aim to love you, for
his love would only be lost upon one so far above
him. " But no more of that. He doea not know
that you love him
“Unless he dishelieves my words,” rephed the

for him ¥ uttered the father, in & despairing
tone. )

. “I have, and he has confessed the sama to me.
Ifound him one day~only the day before yes-
torday—in tears, and I asked what made him
sad. Tt was & Jong time before he would tell
me, but when I had urged him much, and when
he found from my words that I had a tender
sxmpathy for him, he confessed that he loved
me, and that it was the knowledge that his love
was hopoless that made him sad. I sthen told
him all, and he told me all, and, under the most
holy influence of which the soul i cognizant, I
pledged my love to him for Jife, T can tell you
no more. Now, my father, let come what may,
your child has not deceived you.”

Philip de Montigny arose to his feet, and
with nervous strides he commenced to pace.the
room. His face was flushed, and hia lips wers
set firmly together. At length he stopped snd
looked down upon his daughter. ‘

 Isidore,” ho'said, “I know not what to say
to yon now. My tonguo is not fit for its duty.
T must meditate—I" must calm myself, But of
onc thing you may rest asdured:; The soener,
you learn to forget Henry Fretart, the sooner
will you be prepared to come back to the anjoy-
ment of lifs, for X would sooner sge you-—

He did not finish the sentence, for he hed not
the will. He saw that his child was turning
deadly pale, and he believed his words would
pain her atill the more. Ho took another turm
ncross the room, and when he came back he
resurhed, butin a wore cahn and tender tone ;

“ We will spea.k upon this again. Perhaps
my words have given you pain, but they cammot
have caused’ half the pain in your bosom that
yours have cansed in mine, for the things that
youhave told me have planted a dagger in my
soul which nothing but an Assurancs of your own
fature obedience- can toke away. Remember
thaf—for I spesk truly—I speak most cruly.”

Isidore did not speak, but she bowed her head
and covered her face with herhands. She heard
her father’s step—sho heard a door open and
close, and when' she looked up “agsin she was
alone. 'She gazed & moment upon the yacant
place where she had last seen her father stond,
and then she threw herself upon. her couch and
burst into.tears, Her heart was strung to fts ut-
most, and she wept and groaned aloud. The
door was softly opened, butshe did not heay {t.

“And you have toId l:um, then, of your love

v

Her father looked in, but she did not see him,
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She groaned in the depth of her anguish, and
her tears weie as streams upon her fair cheeks,
The marquis atood there a moment, and once
hid lips moved but he did ot speak. His whole
frame quivered with emotion, and soon the bhig
tears gnshed from his own eyes. He stepped
one foot over the thresheld, for at that moment
there came over him a relenting feeling, and had
he followed out its impulse he would have rushed
in and caught hia child to his bosom, and told
>herto weep no more, - But he waited too long.

\

The old p!:an{:om of family. pride wrapped his
goul np again in its chéexless folds, and he so&}y
shut the door and withdrew, -

And Ian!cre wept on, and she knew not that

her father had seen her.” 8he knew how stern .

and unrelenting he conld be, but she little dream-
ed how nigh he had just come towards bidding
her follow "out her soul’s desire and be happy.

' And it was well that she did not know it, for the

double fall would have only made her more
mlsera.ble.

CHAPTER XV.

s \
(A THRILLING EPIBODE OF OCEAN LIFH,

Hexry Frerist slept bui Jittle through the
night, yet he slept enongh to rest and refresh
himself. He knew that the brig had not tacked
but twice, and from the way in which she heel-
ed, unless the wind had materially changed, she
was gailing in a north-westerly direction. ¥e
knew when the watches were relieved at mid
night, and at four o’clock in the morning, and
he could hear the officors very plainly when they

; came in and ont of the eabin, Every time he
awoke he felt to assure himself that his pistols

- were gafe, for upon them he depended for every
- c¢hance of life that was left, and waa ecareful to so

arrange them that they could not be discovered
nniess kis person was searched. He knew when

it was daylight, for he found that there was a|.

glass bull’s-eye over his head, through which
came light enough to enable kim to see t.hiugs
quite plaicly abdut his little room.

It wag oight o clock before his door was opan-
ed. Hekneiw the time by haarmg sthe wat.eh
c&lleﬂ- v

“Well, shlpmaba, how do yon ﬁnd yonrself
this morning #* asked the man who opened the
door. . -

“Y should like ahxt of freshmr,” replied Honry,

“Don’i;you want some breakfast first 9 in-

quired the mam,

&1 should like to eat it on dec " was Hcmry ]
Angwer. .

“ Well, T'll sce.

Aud so saying the fellow closed the door and
went away, In a fow moments he retorned. -

“ You may come on deck,” he said, “but on
one condition. You she’n’t epeak unless you
are spoken to, If yow'll mind that you may
come.” .

“I'll mind it,” said Henry, now used to com-
plying with anything which he could not possi- -
bly avoid.

“Thon come.” And the fellow lod the way
out through the cabin, and so up to the deck,
the prisoner following cloge upon his heels,. .

# There,” said the guide, as he reached the
Iarboard side of the quarter-deck, *you may .
wait here, and your breakfast shall be. along
soon.”

' Our hero -now looked nround apon the dﬁck,
and he counted cight men .in all. They were
stout, dark-looking- men, and seemed to be all
French. The cne whaom he took to be the cap-
tain, and who, after more careful examination,
he knew held command, was the most hardensd,
in looks, of the crew. He wss a square-bpilt, ¢
burly fellow, somewhere abont forty years of -
age, s.nd deeply pock-marked The brig hed

¢
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every appearance of being a smuggler, though
she had no gun on deck, nor did she appear to
bave much if any cargo on board, She was a
"fair sailer, and that vas all.

Ere long the man returmed with our hero’s
breakfast, which consisted of & bowl of beef soup
and a potof coffee. Henry found the soup much
better in taste than in looks, and he ate much
mote heartily than he had thought he should.

When he had finished the coarse repast a man |,

cams and took away the dishes, and after thic
- the youth continued his survey of the vessel.
The sails he found to be old ones, and the rig-
ging was evidently somewhat the worse for wear.
The brig was not far from three hundred tons
burden, and was certainly of English build,

Honry hed looked with some curiosity to ses if
any mgre men would make their appearance,
but as there did not, he concluded that those
cight constituted the whole drew. -

He was leaning up against the rail, when his
eye detected a point of land upon the starboard
beam, and only about six miles distant. He at
once knew it to be the island of Guernsey, and
near seventy miles distant from 8St. Malo. e
stood looking upon the distart shore when the
captain approached him. .

" *How-do ye like your new quarters 1 nsked
the féllow, in a kind of careless, reckless tode,
which at onece dlsgu.st_etI the youth, -

“Of course they do mnot .impress mo very
favorebly,” returned Henry, guardedly.

“ No, I don’t a'pose they do. Youkind o’
wish yourself back again, eh ¥

“ Certainly ; and L suppose. I mu.y go back be-
fore long '~

+ “Before how long ¥ queried the captain, with
a vulgar leer.

'Why, when it Sha.ll have bcen proved that I

am no deserter.”

“Q), nh, that idos sticks, does it? Ha, ha, ha. .

You'll And the road long, I guess.”

‘There wad something in the follow’s manner
that filled the youth’s mind with the worst fears,
andl he came nigh showing his utter disgust ; but
‘he" controlled himself, and after a moment’s
pause hesaid:

“T was told that T was appmhendeﬂ as a de-
serter, Is it not so?”

* Very likely;* was the laconic mpl:y

* But you mttst have had some instrpotions
upon Teceiving me, “Am’ I 10t betng couveyed,
now toEngland oo )

“You see_n; to e goitig ;hst way.” .

This fellow was different in his manner from

any our hero had yet encountered, and he éxhi-
bited his authority in coarsoness and brutal

badinage.

“ 'Will you tell me, sir, what you do mean-to
do with me 7 ‘asked onr hero, with as much re-
spect of manners as he could possibly assame,

“ You'll find out iu time, my fine bird, so .

don’t be'too anxious.”
*Then you will not tell me 2

“ I didn’t say so,” returned the fellow, with a

broad grin, &8 though he enjoyed the yomng
man’s perplexity.

A flush came upon Henry’s cheek, and his
hands were clutched.

“« You might act the gentleman, at lenst, fo-
wards one who is completely in your - power,”
he said, in a low, forced tone.

“ Ho, ho—you mean to teach me gentility,
ch? Well, I shall be mighty glad to have you,
‘camse then, if I should ever chance to meeta
gentleman I might know how to behave.” And
as the fellow spoke heleered up as though ho
had said something very witty.

“ I wish to teach you nothing, save that I am
‘a man, and wouldlike to be treated as such; and
furthermore, that I know not yct why X am here,
nor what is to be done with me.”

“Yon don’t, ¢h? Well, that's funny But
really, I sha’n’t tell you now, In time, if you
keep your eyes open, you may find out.”

Heary turned away in nter loathing, endhe

resolved that he would ask no more questions,
but that he would « keep his eyes open,” and be
prepared, if possible, to meet any emergencies
that might present themselves. The .esptain
wag at that moment called to the binnaele, and
in & moment more he gave the orﬂer for going
about,

The wind was now about northwest, and that
soémed to be mear the course which the lrig
wished to malke, for she tacked and stood off to

the westward. About half sn hour afverwards_

the wind fell almost to & colm, and thug it re-

mained durmg the greater part of the ‘day. TAb.

noon Henry rauewed his-dinner a8 he'kad done

his breakfast, and it consisted of the same, save

that he hiad tea instesd of coffce. Durmg tha

{ afternoon ke dpoke mota word to ons of the

eréw, but he noticed that they often ‘spoke of
him, for he could sce that they pointed fartively
towards him duxing ‘thioir remarks. *r‘liey seom-

o much inférested in tho matter i the axprea-.

.

!
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siop of their countenances was any index to
their feelings! '

Just shout supper txme there came up & puff
of wind, but it lasted only a fow moments, and
then the sails flapped ageinst the masts again.

“ 1t’s too bad,” said the captain, with an'oath,
as his eyes wandered off to the southern and
eastern. horizon. “Now the wind is  blowing.
where we come from, Tknow. Don’t you see
how heavy and blowy it looks off there ¥

This was addressed to one who seemed to be
the second in command, and he gave'it ag his
opinion also that the wind was still quite fvesh
to the sonthward. .

“Yes,” pursucd the captain, ¢ thero's cortain-

1y a-Tand breeze there, and it gus_t cutd @ streak

right ont to sea. I'dlike to see & bit of it.”
Before dark Henry was politely informed that

he might turn in, and he obeyed without a word

ofquestion or remonstrance. During no pars of

_ the night did Henry sleep so soundly but that the

slighteat sonnd would awake him, and he knew

. from the vessel’s motion, and from the flapping,
of the sails, that thete was but little wind. In.
the morning he was aroused by an unmsusl bus-

tle upon deck, and he soon found, from the words
he could occa.smnally hicar, that therg Was 8. sail
in alght. )

It was again eight o cIopk before our hero was

disturbed, and this time™ his hbreakfest was|

brought down to him. He asked if he might fot

eat it on deck, and was answered thot he might |

not; and with that the man shut the door and’
bolted it. Of comwrse this movement struck the
youth as being curiouns, to think the least, and he’

wondered what it meant, He examined his pis- |

tols, opened the pans and Jooked to the priming,
and being assured that they wera all right, he
praceeded to eat his breakfast which was this
time a gort of hash, and very palatable, Ha ate

" it all, Jor his appetite was keon, and when he had

dene he laid the dishes down, and then, sal down
upou the edge of the lower bunk, . .

In this way he et fully an’ hour, and at the‘

ond of that time his door was ngain opened, and
the same man who had brgught his fogd down |
made his appearance. Thete was somethmg in

~the: fellow’s countenanca that, bespoke en anx-
fous feeling, and the tlmught@ 8¢ once struck. the .

Jouth that some kind of & point was about to
be made, ' He followed the man on deck, and his
first movemont, when he reached it was, to look
for-the seithe had heard reported. He naturlly

+ looked astern, and thero he saw it, not more than

half a mile distant. It wos o brig, under full
gail, amd dashing t.hrough the water at & -rapid °
rata,

The.wind had * come out fresh from the east
and both brigs had their starbosrd studding-sails
set, though it reqmred buta moment for our hero
to seo that the strange brig was by far the best
sailer.

Henry looked around apon the crew, and he
saw that they were all of them nervous, The
captain was conveesing withhis men, and they
all seemed to havemade their minds up to some
point which had been ander consideration. '],‘hara
were only four men, with the’ helmsman, ctm-
virsing with tho captain. Henry’s guide. maﬁa
the sixth, Where were the othertwo ¥ Sprely
they ought to be on deck if there was anything
o’f importanee going on—at least, so thought the
prisoner, But just as his mind was dwoliing
upon this point the other two men came up from
the hold, and eachi of thom had » heavy pig of
iron in his arms! They cortied them forward
upon the ‘larboard side, which was also the leo
side, and thore Honry saw them make fast, two
stout; strong lashings to each of the’ iron plgs.
What could that mean? At any rafe’ thore :
came & blanch'spot upon the youth's: cheek ad
he saw it, for hé know, from ail he could | 8e6,
that all this lad reference to him.

At length the two men arose from their work
and came aft. .

“It’s all rendy, captain,’” said one of them,.

“The lashings are sarong ¥ agked the com-
mander.

L' TRY . i

“Will they sink quick 7’ the oaptain uoltin-
ued; and a8 he asked the questiofd.every. sye
was shot towards tho prisoner. “He. notitsd i,
and he knew fuil well what the diabolical plot
meant,

“They’'l]l sink like a hundred pouuda:,” wad
the reply to this last question. .

.The eaptain podded his head, and the;; t.nmed
tpwards the youth. Thq coming . brig was now
nof more than s quarter of amile distant, and wee
. gaining rapxdlx She fired & gun to leewpm, ﬁnd
54 the report came, boomipg over the w&tqr oRg
| of the men said ;| o

“We've po. tine t0. lose, captain. . Thatfel.
 low "I overhaul us before long, and wemust have
! clear deck when he comes.”

o'l doit quick enough,”” returned the cap
tain; and then tnrmng ogain to’ onr ‘hero he

contmned
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¢ Now, my hearty, Just step forwnrd and we'll
show you somethmg.

Henry’s heart leaped to his mouth, but he
quickly overcams the weakness, and with a re<
solute stop he followed the captain to the fore-
caatle,

“Now what will you show me 7’ he agked, in
a hushed voice, backing around as he spoke, so
ag to bring all the men in front of him.

“ Why, we’ll just show yqn how fast iron can
sink,” returned the captain, with a wicked leer.
* It’s been a question with the shore-going gen-
try how swift iron can travel downward in salt
water, and we're going to try the experiment,
sng for the sake of having a correct report we’ll
send you along with it. So just prepare your-
solf. Now is the time. At him, and over fie
goes "

The men made a simultaneous movement
towards the youth. ‘They moved up confidently,
for they wers seven against one, the eighth man
being at the helm. Onthe instant Henry Fre.
tart felt every nerve and mauscle in his body
ptrained, and his cords were.like iron. With

- _one hound sideward and backward he reached

the heel of thé bowsprit, and moving quickly
back as far as the stem he drew both his pistols,
cocked them in a twinkling, and then aimed
them at tho astounded crew.

“Ha, ha, ha!” he bitterly laughed, ¢ you are
" pretty set of fools! Now move a step near
me if you dare! The first man who does it dies
on the'spot! Tam not so easily disposed of as
you may imagine I
It waa s moment of strange suspense, and the
only sgound that broke upop the air was the
siaining of the sails, and the dashing of the
water. At the end of that moment came thé
boom of another gun from the pursuer.

Then broke forth the carses loud and long
from the lips of the exasperated captain, and the
weightof his maledictions rested upon those who
had first captared the prisoner and not taken hig
pistols away from him.

There stood those seven men, and the muzzle
of two plotols stared them in the faces. They
¥new that the first one of them who should move
& step towards the bowsprit would die.

“Tat us rush together I yelled the captain,.
and as he spoke he made a spring. . He reached
the heel of the bowsprit, and then he feel back
| with a ball through his brain!

“'Who comes next?’ cried Henry, 1nstantly
changing pistols, so 28 to bring the loaded one
into the right hand,

But no one else seemed inclinéd to move.
There was » ball still left, and’ that was sure
death to the first man who should move; and not
one of the six now left desued to be the first
man.

At thet instont there csme a round shot
plouglung through the weather quarter-rail. It
took the foot of the mainsail in its course, pass-
ed to the leeward of the foromast, and strick one
of the men in the breast, tearing him in pieces,
and scattering his torn fiesk and blocd all about.
This was @ settler, and in another moment the

men rashed aft and, sfter & moment's congulta-

tion they hove the brig to, and then one of them
returned to the forecastle.

“Don’t ﬁre,” he said, addressing our hero,
“for I don"t mesn yoy harm. We wero. only
obeying out captain, and he would have killed
us if we hadn’t. Don't expose us. Let all pass
and you shall be richly repaid. Our captain
was g brute, but we dide’t mean to harm youw
Don’t expose us.’

Henry was amused at the fellow's ab;ect ser-
vility, but before he could make any reply the

putsuer had rounded-to. under their lee quarter, .

and thrown their grapplings, and on the next mo-
ment Montmorillon leaped upoii the -deck, Our
hero took one ook to assure himself that he was
‘not mistaken, and then he sprang aft. He eanght
the smuggler by the hand, but his joy was too
great and too sudden for kim to speak, but Mont-
morillon found his tongue on the instant.

* Heonry, my dear boy "’ he cried, “1 have
found you safé and well ! Godbe b]ssse&l God
be blessed " .

Heo opened his arms as ha spoke, and caught
the youth to his bosom. Henry lnstmetlvely
Jaid his head apon the strange: man’s choulder,
and in his son] he félt that he had akome in the

smugglor’s heart. e did not then stop to ask.

himself questions. e only blessed Ged that
the bold man had come to save h:m. :

CHAPTER XVL.

THE FORCED WITNMESH.

* Tus sizx men who were loft of the ruffian crew
“were huddled together upon the atarhoard side

“ Maton,” hesaid, addmasmg one who seemed
to have been the second jn command, *will you

.of the quurter-deck, and they looked with aston- | tell me what all this meang "'

ishment upon the scene that way transpiring be-
fots them.. The appearance of Montmorillon
upon their deck bad atruck themn dumb with fear
and trembling, and they cowered befors him es
the whipped cur cowers before its magter ; but

But the fellow was toe much affrighted to an-
swer. Montmorillon drew a pistol. '

“Now,” said he, “you had bettor spesk.
Tell me what all this means ¥

“All what, good captain 2" trembhngly utter-

‘when they saw him open’kis arms and take their | ed the terrified cowaid,

late prisoner to his bosom, they were astounded.

“ Henry,” spoke the smuggler, a8 soon as he
could find tongue for questions, *what means
all this? Why were you up there upon the bow-
aprit? ‘What pistol was that I heard T and the
one yoy hadin your hand ¢ Tell ma 7"

Henry did not hesitate, fot he had seen ehough
to convines him that his friend knew all the vil<
Iams, and he told all that had transpired—ahout
the iron pigs, the!lashings, the thirent, the
leap upon the heel of the bowsprit, and the shoot-
ing of the captain. And by a fow guestions
from Montmerillon he was led to tell the whole
story of his seizure npon the bill, aud his being
carried to St Malo.

After he had told his #tory Monunonllon tock
a step towards the men who were ¥ot hnddled
topother to- windward, ‘and for some morients
ho ganed upon them in §tern silence.. They

trembled before him, and showed plamly that |

* This selsing of my young friend hers, and ‘
troating him as you have done 17

0, Montmorillon, it wasn’t onr fanlt,” stam.
mered the fellow, *We couldn't helpit. Rou.
gisse.did all the businegs.” -

“And Rougisse is killed 7"

“Yes, sir. The young man shot him,” «

“Served him right, And now,” added the .
strange man, lowering his tone to a temrible
meaning, and speaking very slowly, “if you do-
not answer every question I put th you, and ane
swer them truly, you shall all be hong at the .
yard-arms of your own brig.. ¥ Rougisse did
truly do all this basiness, and you were doing hia .
bidding in what yon did—and furthérmers, if yoa .
will answer me trady—yon shall no suffer, bat X
will overlook all; provided, howover, that you
will swear never to be engaged in aneh & work -

'j)

#0, good capta.in,” uttered, Mam eluping..,

they were nervous nnd fearﬁix

hl! Tmnds “lt we,ull the- d.omg of Roug.;e—. .
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certainly—and we will nover be led into guch.a | pay if Fretart was not remeved ; and in. the

sérape agein.”’

- {next place, ke said ihat Fretart had once already

. % Very well. Now tell me who is at the bot- | tried to shoot him dpon the highway.” _

- tom of this plot?”

- At thig junctare Henry stepped forward an

“Rougisse, He was, traly.” : . | attempted to speak, His face was flushed with
“Ah, hut I mean who hired him? Tell me.” | indignation, and his hands were clutched ner-
The man hesitated. vously.

“Anawer me I whispered Marce Montmoril-
lon, in & terrible tone.

“Never mind now, my boy,” interrupted

Montmorillon. “ What that dastard "count has

“Tt wag—the—the—Count Amaud Mont-|said, is not worth the contradicting, for it can do

fere.”’ ‘

no harm now.” And then turning to Maton

“8o T supposed,” returned the smuggler,|again, he continued: * Now teli me exactly
while & twitching of the facihl musclés showed | what yon meant to de with your prisoner ¥7

that he had more emotion than ho exhibited.
“And now tell me how you know it was he?”

Maton’s tongue wes locsened now, for he
geemed to have got over the only point upon
which he was bound by eny ocath, and he qoick- |
1y replied : S .

# The Count Monifers came to St. Malo, and
saw Rougisso and me togother, and he made &
bargain with the captain to teke Henry Fretart
and carry him off.” .

“ Then he made all the bargain with Rougisse,
didhe? _ ‘

« % Yeg, gir, every hit of it.” ,

# Very well. Now tell me how you were io
get possession of the young man ¥’ .

“ He was to be bronght to the shore for us at
& ¢eriain time, and a signal made.”

“8. And who was to bring him %’

* T don’t know.” . ’

“ But who did bring him

“Upon my word, I don’tknow, only I think
they were beach-combers or foot-pads, and ene
of them was named Buffet.”

“Very well. Then the bargain wos made
with your captain, and Arnand Montfere was to
pay him ¢

“He did pay him—psid him in advance;
and then was to pay him more when the work
was done.  He paid fifty Epglish guineas down,
and promised to give twenty more when we could
‘—gr “when Rougisse, could prove that the job
wae doire.” :

- “Now tell me what you were goiag to do

with the prisoner? No lying, now, bat tell me

. just what Montfere asked you to do'?"
% He wanted tho youngster killed .
“And did he tell youwhy ¥ :
“Yay. FHesaid hehad tworeasons, Hesaid,

~ in the first place, that the boy had cheated him | We agreed to lash two heavy pigs of iron to his

“Why,” returned the fellow, somewhat em-
barrassed, but yet speaking like oné who means
to tell the truth, “we hadn’t fully made up’ our
minds. Rougisse was for killing him at onee,
but we wounldn’t let him. The fact is, we never
did yet kill a man right outin cold blood, and
it enme rather hard. In fact, there were & good
many different opinions as to- what we showld *
do.~Rougisse said, “ Kill him at onee. Throw
him overboard’ But the boy had never haim-
ed us, and we couldn’t agres to it right off. Some
said, * Let’s fix him somehow, so that he shall
fall ‘overboard acciflentally” That was good;
"but not 6o easily done, Well, last night ve had
gbout made up our minds to fix the matter in.
this way : ‘We were to fix eightTittle papers, ex-
actly alike, and in seven of them we were going
to put flour, and in one, arsenic. Then we
meant to put the papers in 4 hat, each man draw
ont one and empty it into the pan of soup with-
but looking at it, and when - they were all in to
atir it up, and give it to him, In, this way he
would be poisoned, and no ene would know who
did it.” - ' )
‘Henry shuddered as he heard the recitel of
this precious plot, for he felt sure that he should
have eaten the soup without mistrust.

fess,” said Marco, with a bitter sneer. *But
you didn’t carry out your plan, it seems 1

saw a siil astern, and before long we were sore
we wore chased,  Wo held a consultation on the
gubject, and we concluded that we. were chased

o ‘while we. agreed to got vid of him as soon as
possible, and then of coutse-to gwear that we had
nover seeii-him, #nd knew nothing shout him.

out of'a deed of & lot of his property at a gam. | foet, and then sink him over tho liows, and that

bling table, which the law would force him to| we tried to do.”

~ wards it, and so'you gught to have your reward.”

_ pleage.”

.and T know that there ate a thousand doors in

“bustness fo-day.”

“ Yo were o bright st of féllows, Tmust cons

“No. When daylight came this morning we

becanse we had the youngster aboard, and after -
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“But fy'ou"( foiind ‘you had seizéd upon 'the
wrong man,” added Montmorillon, wigh a smile
of irony. “However, you did &ll you could to-

*You wont hiarm us, captain ¥

wors still huddled together upon the quartor-
deck in emrnest consultation. It was some
minutes hefore they filled awny, and when they
at length did go they stood on in the’ direction
they had boen seiling, but Montmorillon had his

“Not ziow. Ishall wait and see how you be- | vessel put directly back towards St. Malo,

have. Iam going-to take the young miai on’
board iny owh brig, and yon may go where you

“But haven’t yon a eargo for us to put
throngh ¥ asked Maton, eamestly. “ We will
put it aghore sefe,” ’

*#No, I have none now.”

“But you willhave. You will notcast us off.
You will give us a cargo when you_get one ¥*
. “Yes, when I have one to send, and cantiot
carry it myself, T will let you know; but you
must not dopend too muih mpon me; I have
made almost money cnongh at the business.”

“I thought you told me some time ago that
you hadn’t saved much,”

“ Neither have ¥, but I have earned a great
deal. Vet Ihave it lnid up in' human hoarts.
You will fiud my money in liftle homes of pence
and plonty all along the coast, from Cherbourg
to Bircst. I have invested it it human happiness,

France which would almost iy open of their own
accord 8t my approach, and a thousand hearts
and roofs that are mine for protection and ghel.
ter. 8o I shall not wani, even if I give up mj
“Yes, I know,” rmuttered Maton, thought-
g‘ul]y. “Lknow you have had a faculty of mak-
ing friends by looking out for other people’s
'goed.‘ I suppoze there are'n good many daors
in France that would almost fly open of them-
selves at my approach—but they are all prison.
doorst” :
.This was not spoken lightly, but it was spoken
with deop feeling, for at that moment - Maton
seethed {o réalize what a graceless dog ho was, -
However, Montmorillon ‘did not &fop to hear

Our hero tow found himself on board s daﬁ
very different in appearanee from the one he had
left. The deck was sg white a8 native wood
could be, the metal work all polished and b?ight,
therigging all in order and eoiled neatly away,
the gails in excellent condition, and the ci‘ew,'
looking like men:, To be swre there were some
rough-looking fellows on hoard, but none of them
looked like villaing, They all scemed, ac in
truth they really were, a sot of hardy, gobd-
natured seamen, Thero wero twenty-six in ally
and they were very neatly dressed, and sexupu-
lovsly clean. - Marco Montmorillon would not
have & dirty looking man on his detk. There
were four guns on board, mounted upon stout
cartiages, and of difforent sizes. Two aft were
“xgedium eighteons,” and the ‘two forward were ‘
“long ” ones of the sume calibre. .

“X hope you will not think that I have been
in the habit of keeping such company as that,”
said Montmorillon, as he came and stood by tl'm
youth’sside, and at the same time pointed off to
the other brig, which was now at some distance,
*The whiole truth is," he continued, “ those fel-' -
lows are good scamen, and I have often employ-
ed them to run cargoes- for me to  England, for
Ihave often had more than I could posslbly“c;m-y
myself, and which it was necessary I should run’
ngross a8 soon ns posstble, ' I've no doubt that T’
have kept them out of worse business.”

Henry acknowledged that such a conclusion -
zrasthreae;onuble, and afier somo_further remarks

1 the characters. of the men {
oo the | they had just loft,

. But how happened you to fall so oppbrfﬁu'tl-
ly upon my track ¢ - o
“I will tell you; wery early yosterday morning

any mote, bitt once more bidding the desolato | word was brou wore

: A . ought to me that you iesing
;:rqv:; ;o t::zfﬁ:;r vaslbw;er; they pleased, he | from the chateau, and that yoz hmdwbeen"ntl::oed
uraed ty and bade him follow. The !to the old fish-houses to the eas o
aracd to - g him follow. Tt : - astward of th .
youth went and picked up his two pistols, and The two signals were seen, and 1 knew, fro:itz;

. then followed his myiterious friend on board the | deseription I roceived of the signal light oyt én

other brig. As soon a8 they were both on board |the channel, that {¢ must have been made on

the grapplings Svere cast off, and then the saila

board Rougisse’s brig. "I elso learned of the

were filled, the helm put up, and in & féw inlnuted encomnter yon lad with Montfers, gpon. the ‘de

more ‘the twa ‘ye#iéls were ai some -distance

Vaux road, and by putting all. the, piasen of svi-

spert, Tonsy watehed tho” moemenis of th | denoo togeher, T made myselfrur g yom bad

six men head just left, and he'saw that they | been taken awy by that brig. My own vessel

|

|5

A
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lay in a little- snug cove in the Cancalle Bay,

- and motrting a swift horse I set out, and before

- nine o'clock I had alt sail set. I knew that the
chase was o poor sailer, and I hoped to over-
haal her. And X farthermore felt assured that
she would seil ashad been her wont for the Irish
Channel. And you see, I was right.”

“Thank God you were,” the youth e_;a.culated
forvently, * for I should nothave lived much
Ionger, But who was it that brought you the

~ news of my disappearance 1

*“Why do yon ask " asked the smuggler.

* Because I suspect who it was.”

“And w‘hom do you suspect ¥*

“A woman.”

“You are right.”

"My mother - Heury -whxspered looking
eagerly, wishfully, imploringly up. b
“Your what?”’ retarned Montmorillon, in

“ My mother. 0, was it not—is it not so ¥’

“Why, what mad frenk have you got into
your head? That woman your mother? Bless
my soul, did I not have indubitable proof that
you were in, your right- genses, I should think
you were minus your reason. . W hat put such an
“idea into your head? How did you get it ¥

“ From my own soul. My own soul told me
she was my mother. Her face, her form, her
eyes, her smile—"" - :

“Pid you see her smile ? »

% Yes, yes—and it was when she smiled that
she showed me the ideal of my heart’s fondest,
wildeat dream. Do not dispel the dream now.
“Do you not know the woman ¥

“Ay, I know her well,” returned Marco, and
#5 he spoke he wiped a teardrop from his.eye..

“And is she not an honorable, virtuous wo-
man ¥’ '

“Ag pure a§ the clondless heavens, answered
the smuggler. .

“Bhe is my mother ! Do you not know that.
she ig

«f should have to stndy some before 1 could

. mnswer sich a question, Henry. Idid not ex-

pect it—1J was not looking for such a thing. Bat |

you should have asked her ¢ :

«“Idid ask her—I did ask her, but she would
give me 10 answer du’ect in worde. But she
kissed me, and she wept over me. - Her toars yet
tremble and burn upon my check. You know
her—ydu know her- well, you say. Then why
can you not tglf me $”

¢ But her namewdo you know that 2

«] have not heard her spesk her name for
years. Bire is Nameless,”

"Henry was lost in amaze of doubtand anxiety.

“He felt sura that the sronggler knew more than
he was willing to divulge, and that he was keep-
ing back what ke knew for some purpode of hia
own. Yet his belief that he had seen his mother
was not shaken.

“Then you will not tell me any more of tha.t
woman 2 he said, hesltatmgly i

1 have no more to teli, Henry.” -

At that instant a new thought. came to the
youth’s working brain.- He gazed up into the
face of his mysterious protector, and in & trem-

bling whisper he said :

“Youmay think me full crazy now, but X

me. Iamin a moststrange position, and my
soul is racked by passions—by doubts and mind-
phantasies which come and go as they list. Your

the frst time I saw you. It may be that I never
saw you until lately, but I cannot believe it.
Are you dure my father does not live ¥

morillon. .
© % You know it ¥ .

« I do, most surely, I know thathe died, and
was buried. But why do you ask ¥

* Can you not guess 1

“ Perhaps you would ask me if X were not your
father #**

«1 should have asked you such a qnestlon ;
but there are .no grounds for it now, And yet
you are conneeted with me in some way.”,

“Perhaps so. But I beg you will let that
pass now. Yom only annoy me, and benefit not
yourself, by such questioning. . Ratler be grate-
ful for that which L have already done than tease

| me when you see I like it not.”

“Alas, kind sir, 1 hope I have not offended,”
uttered Henry, mm'apprehenmon : N

« No, no, not in the least. Only let me rest
now.”

"At that moment. Moutmorillon was caJIed
away by one of his officers, and Henry was left
to follow his own reflections, He gazed: npon
the smuggler as he stood now at the- binnacle,

“Becaunse T know her well, that is no proof | that théy contained a secret which was in soms

that I should know all her relationa in life.” -

Vway connect?d with himself,

-

must ask the question that has forced iteelf upon
own face has s strange interest for me—it did

“J am sure he died once,” returned Mont-

- ward and kept on direct for Pierre Fretart’s cot,

+every ‘tima bie.made his demonstration ho bless-

" them company Jong,

Wpﬁwd at *the. guestion, * I have s engiigd-

.hrn““‘. R R N X
: ‘umem’kmmmm

and the more he gized the more did that mys-
terious’ power. close about him. He scrutipized .

every lingament of those strange feames, und :
‘though he could not translate them, rat hs kngw -

cH‘APT

ER XVIL

AN UNEXI‘EOTED GLEAH IK A DARK PLACE.

I'r was not fax {'rom mdmght when the vessel
in which our hero had fonid dnfaty ren into her
berth -upon the weatern shore of -Oancalls Bay,
and by one o’clock both Montmorillon and Hen-
ry had procured horses, and were on their way
to 8t. Malo. They passed the city to the south-

which they reached about ‘threa, -The ‘old mah

wag easlly. aroused, and when ke found who were |

his visitors he leaped up for joy liken ckild,
Ho embraded his dear boy #n hundred times, dnd |

od'the smuggler, -
But Montmorilton could not maiﬂ to ] lr.eep

L | hpve ‘business, ”;he md “‘wlilch musthe
attonded {0, and I'must be onthe road. I shail
woe ycnx, Beenty, befobe long, and in the -mear.
tirie you minst be more chreful. Du you mean
to teburd tothe chatenn ¥ - .

** Certillilly;™ réturned the: youth, sppuenlly

maont there.. I shall:emnaulyvin thaeoning

i -

pIen.ee. I cannot say exactly when I ahnll aee

you again, but it will surely b before Tong. ALl
is, beware of danger, and kesp your ey ahout
you, and, if I mistake not; your future may yet
be bright snd joyous. At any iate, I- ~30; not
think it will'be any- darker than hes, hm«your
past. T shall hear from your when . -Jor. knomeit
‘not. -Be careful.how, snd. God bless you”;. |

As the smuggler thus spoke he- put on his dap
‘and left the ot Neither Pierre- m‘%hh*dlld
‘attoinpted 1o stop-or ‘detain bim, and g & fow
mormenits more the hoofs of his m mt-

| tirig in thodistatios,: 0 b b, de,

“Father,” spoke Henry, whet mw ‘of
the hoofs could Bé heard no more; “what canr
iiou ;nako of mat men 1 Wlm do yomm of
e I ey FU
“0, my boy, do not ukme » !ﬂmﬁmﬂﬂ
nervously, 1 wis going to asi M*hm
question. Don’t yon know sy d L SO
“ Nothing, fatliot;" X ‘cuit lefrn ibthiihg/. and
Hl W ne L ani: almm!f%h&thmwu%p

%dﬂ'ﬁoﬂlﬁéﬂ.ﬁd e
é!" b ; mm # %L;mm

trainp, You enihave Jidd takeosenie of thiore 9.

e -’ﬁwﬁ_@mﬁw@?wﬁn&mw

mma W Wﬁﬂ&ﬁl Y
kg ‘ﬁw “M""
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w Yes T knotw him. He is just as fa.mllmr to
me as the face of my own gelf in'the glass, and I
can’t think where nor when Ihave seen him.
By the power of Jupiter, it makes me mad with
myself every time I think of it; but it’s no use.
The more I try to think the more I can’t.”

“ 8o it is,” murmured our hero, bowing his
‘head; and afier o moment’s thonght he 8aid :

* But, father, there is onc other thmg ¥ would
speak of I have seen a woman.’

The old man’s conntenance changed in an in-
stant. He gazed full into the youth’s face, and
his lips trembled. .

" «There has been a woman here, my boy,” he
gaid. “ She came here about daylight on 'the
mornitg that you were first missed atthe chateau,
and she went from here to de Montigny’s place.”

“ She was & mll woman,” said the youth,
anxiousiy.

“Yes,”

« With black eyes, and black hair, and anoble
conntensuce, and sun.darkened features, and a
bold step, snd a guaint dress.”

# Yes.

“And do you know her 2’

“J do, Henry.”

-« 4¥ho is she?” asked our hero, stoopmg anx-
iously forward. -

# She is the same woman who brought you to
thin-very cot long,Jong years ago. ~ She has alter-
ed, but such faces as her’s do not change much,
‘She was beautiful then, and she has only grown
more solid since, There is no mistake about it,
1y dear boy—she is the same, same, gelf-game
woman—the woman that Isaw weep ovor you,

. and call you her * darling,’ her fjoy,” and her
¢ dear, dear child.””
¢ I knew it,” murmured Henry, in o wh:sper
clasping his hands and reising them towards
heaven. 0, great God of mercy, spare my

raother to me =s thou lovest thy fond and trust-

ing children? 0, give her back to me, and so
shalt_thou make me happy in thy bounty.”
Aud o0ld Pierre said, “Amen,”

They spoke' more on the. subject, but it was [-Bless you, dearest, bless you, You are glnd 0 %

posed himself. His heart throbbed with a wild
emotion s he camse in sight of the home of his
beloved, and he wondered if Tsidore were weep-
ing for him. Hedid not doubt her love, thongh
the thought would intrude itaelf upon him. that
she might regret having given her love to one
50 low in the socigl seale as himself But ke

long he rods up through the wide court. As he
| dismonnted he thought the grooms eyed him
sharply and curiously, considering the circum-
stances which had attended bis departure from
the place. To be sure they asked him how he
wag, ete., but then he éaw them whisper together,
mysmnously, and Le wondered what it all
meant.

out that their young mistross had fallen in love
with the poor fisher’s child. That wis all they
knew ; butthat was enough to fill their simple
inds with surprise and awe, end’ they treated
ot hero hence with' more defevence than zeual,
for thej knew nothing of the damp chill that
awaited him. -

Henry passed in to the chateau by the main

whom he et in the building was Isidere. She
uttered # low, wild cry as she saw him, and
without stopping to remember the paternal ad-
vite she had teceived she sprang to his embrace.
There was & wild thrill in his soul as he received
this proof of her unchanged lové, and all thought-
less of thé publicity of the place ke wonnd, khis
arms about her.

“(), thank God yom are safe » the mmden
murmured, as she threw back her head and
gazed up into her lover's face.

«ah, Tsidore,” fervently returned the happy
youth, * my eseape from & I:emble doath, at the
moment when salvation came, gava me not haif
the joy that this pledge has impareed to.my soul.

only to. make the proof mare plain; and when, | see me safe.once more.”

shortly afterwards, the yonr,h iaid his hend upon

conld pray wnh a frm faith, for. he .know now | head again wpon ‘her Jover’s bogsom,

* thet his mother lived. Tverything.that:bore

upon the subject, both internal and axmma.]
.helpedmﬂxhiminﬁwfatth S e
On the following morning, atan eazly hour

At thet moment there- came ﬂm sound . af

beheld the marqnis enly a fow. feet: from ™
He was startled 29 much s they, and.-segy

»

out hero ate his breakfast, and then he set out evxdently as in at eage. Isulore' ummd ak

for the chm;ean, liaving promised old Rierre that ~
he would be more careful in future how he'ex-

made hlmseif as’ hopeful a8 . possﬂ)le, and ere

1t simply meant that a part of ;the truth had '
. legked out among the servantd, They had found |

hal, as he generally did, and the firet pereon : .

# (0, Treannot tell you how glad, » mtxrmurea o
the _;sillow e had pressed o oft in childheod, Le | the meides; and a5 she spoke she ﬂhmd her: ",

footfall mpos thejr ears, and upon tarning: ggey .

L
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ery and clang upon the.yeuth’s arm, while Hen- | forming ine that you did not blame me. I know |

ry seemed trying te find his seattered thoughts. |
The marquis..was the first to 'break the silence.
“111 5aW you.ooming, ‘giny” he aElI;d’ addressing

our hero with the moat chilling teness, * and | gir,
I meant to have been the first LEO meet, you; but L fous sgunel S wnth
it geems I have been forestalled, If you wnll
- follow me this way, sir, you will oblige me.’
“ Farewell—1 .am yours,”" wh:spered Is;dore,

maga.spmg ﬁone. e
Fretart wag bewxldered. He saw the pain-

marks wpor, the fair girl’s face, but he could not

stop to ask’ 4 question, for the marquis waited
for him, and ke followed him. * )

4 De Montigny led the way to hiz own. library
and when Fretart had entered he closed the door.
He did not invite his guest to # seat, nor did ho
take one himself. He had grown calm now, but
it was a cold, chilling, forbidding calm,

“Henry Fretart,” he said, in carefully mons-
ured tones, “there is no need, that ¥ should en-

_ ter into any explanation with you. What I have

witnegsed but jugt ‘now is sufﬁcwnt to warrant
all that need be said, I'do net blame you, sir,
for anything thai has transpired ; but I would
ask you what will be the amount that will sat-
isfy you for tho troulls you have- already taken
in teaching dra.wmg lessons to my child ¥,

The youth was not so blind but that he saw
in an instant the whole meaning of the marqms,
and the clulhng ¢evldnesa with which he had been
thus received served to arouse & spirit of pndu
within him.

A i 6 understn.nd you nght.ly,” he rephed in
& tone o5 . polite as could have been reised in o
royal court, * you allude to some compensation
for my services 1"’
© “Exactly,” returned t.he marguis, betmymg
some surprise, for he had probably thought that
the youth would tremble and stamumer, ‘

“1 did not engage my services with any such
understending, Sir Philip. I was to find s home
here 50 long as. you. wmhed me to gwe mstruc-
tions to your chﬂd," :

“And héw have you mstmcted her, sir 2 "" the
old rax exclaimed, bltterly Cy

“To the hest of my sblhty Bir.)

"%, and in what have youn mstrucmd her t
You have stolen away -her youpg aﬁ‘ectmns—
you have

“ Stop, stop, S:r Ph.thp,"' m@ermgted, the

* youth, whilea flagh of deeper pride mnmtled his

handsome fuatnxe& 4 Yon apeak. !mahl; Dow,

the point of your allusion. You menn that I
have leasned o love your sweet cluld, and thnt
she has returned my love. I could not. help it,
8l
power—I pledged myself t!mt T would not a‘ll?v{
her sweet image to become imprinted upon my
heart—] tried to fortify myself against the pos-
session ; but while I worked the hmﬂest thie sith.
tle spirit creptin, And even ‘then I Wmﬂd have
-kept it o myself, and would have fled fmm the
place, but fate would ngflet me. In an hour
when I could not help it, I confossed my loyem
not to draw its object towards me-—but ouly to
tell her why I was sad and why I must flee
from her. And i in that hour, sir, sho confossed
her love for me. 0,.I could not 8o, then I
could have laid down my hfc, but T could not
have torn out my: heart and ﬂung it away now .
that that heavenly impress wag upon it. But let
it pessnow. You can {urn me from your, .dqors,
butt do not blame me, Ism used to bemg driven
abont at-the wiil of & stern, cold fam——l am used

to knowing enemies, too—so ¥ shail not be suf-
fering for the first time.”

The marquis gazed into the face of the youth,
and his lip trembled. He wis moved-—much
moved, by what he had heatd, for there was
something in the manner and tono of the gpeaker
that was not ¢ommon. And then his fiios, too,
carried such & weight of power in its teuthful and
manly yet melancholy expression. | :

“ Did you say you had énemles ™ the mn.rquis
at length ‘neked.

“Do not the events of the past two “days
prove it, sir ?* returned Heury, with: d tone of
gndness, ‘ e

“ They do, surely And. who can be an ene-
my to you "

. The young man hesithted, Hlﬂ ﬁra& i}npnlsa
was o keep hin own counsel, bas other, g.houghts
cemé to him. Arnaud Montfere .wag u;tl;nspe
there, and ‘the suspicion had found its way to tile
mind of the youth that de Montigny wop}d give
the hand of his fair child to thi count, - .Heury
knew the marquis to bé an hoporshle man, and
at length he resolved to tell him all a.m{vlq

so. He told of the  uspicions he. hml e
ed—how Montfere had met him on 1}1 roqdf-
whet. hnd ‘hen transpired—iho, u qnts of “his
transit to the brig—and the vehmo gluch the

and withont Judgmept. -You commenced by i in-

smugglor; Maton, had made. e 'to M}ﬁ all
that he knew, and. when he had cjosegl, e




quis sat—for he had taken 3 aeat—hke one as-
tounded.

"Bit down,” he said, addressing the youth
and after Henry hed taken a seat he continued :
“Yousay a woman saved you from'the death
which the count meant for you on the road %

% Yea, cir.”

-4 Y must have been the same who came here
‘40 inquire for you.”

Tt was the same, sir, for Montmorillon in-
- formed me that it was she who hunted the evi-
dence up.” *

% Yea,” sald Montigny, now much interested.
¢ And who is this woman "

The youth hesitated again, but it was only for
# moment. Ho looked up, and whlle & tear glis-
tened in his ey, he said :

 8he is my mother 1 .

« How do you know?* the old" man asked,
vehementty. “Did ghe tell you so ?”

¢ No, sir—she would tell me nothing. But
sho embraned me, and kissed me, and wept upon
my neck. And old Piorre Frotart says she is
the same woman who left me with him many
years ago, But I have a bigher proof still,”
continted Henry, with increased emotion. “It
"ia the voice of my own heart—the memory of
my own sonl—the power of my own love I

¢ By my soul, she-is your mother1” de Mon-
tigny exclaimed, with much energy. * Your
face shows it. It aust be so.””

Henry was considerably surprised at the man-
ifeat interest of his host, and he wondered again,

* His sources of wonder wera many. It was some’

time before either of them spoke again, for the
marquis was. very busy with his own thoughts,
aud the youth was plodding along in a vague
“HA%O.

<« But this Montmorillon—" suddenly spoke
Bir Philip, looking up, * Who is he 2’

«T do not know, sir. I can get nothing from
him, save that at some time he mdy reveal to
me the secret of his Hfe. He is all mystery to
ma.”

“Is ho interesued about this affeir of the
conht’s

#Yea, sir That seoms to be his whole aim
at present.”

«Does he mehn to bring Montfere immediate-
iy to justice?”

#1 ghould think not, sir. As mear ne- I can

" judge frotn what he hes gaid in my presence, he
has " somd secret power over the count—iaome

' powar by w”hic.hha con. ynmask him af any time,,
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but geoms onlty to be waiting for some farther,
eveni.”

“Yes, yes, I see—I soe,” mtirmared the mar-
quis, arising from his chair and commencing to
pace the ficor. -And he walked up and down the
room ‘for Tull five minutes, during which time he

spoke not a word. At length, however, he sat

down, and said :

“Upon my soul, this is all very strange ;” and
then he relapsed into thought again. -

My lord,” spoke Henry, after another panse,
# Jot ns Yesumse the business that brought us here,
for I supposo you would have me understand
you st once, and, havirg understood you, to act

upon it. T am not so blind, sir, but that your.

words end manner have already conveyed to me;
your full meaning, and thereis no need that you
should pain mo by saying more; for, poorthough
I be, yet I have & heart as susceptible of pain ng
your own. Iknow itwas a wild, mad freak,
bat it was not a fault, though it must be to me
e lugting source of anguish, for sach love ss I
have cherished for the swedt, gentle {reature
whom God has given youfor & child can nover
be puteway, nor would I put it away if T could,

for its presence may tend to purify and elevate ' -

even while it pains, Bmtno more of this, I

will not detain you, sir—I know your meanisg. -

It is a bright-winged angel that has flown past
me, and I dwelt with her-but for a moment.
You will not teach your child to despise me, sir.
You will allow her to think of me a3 one who
still honors her. Farowell, and may—"

The yonth had nerved himself -with all hm
strength, but he could not bear np. The last
word stack in his throat, and while he tried in
vain to speak it he }aurst. into tears. He turned
quickly towards the door ab if to hide his heart-
flood, and his hand was wpon the Iatch.

. ¥ Stop, stop,” uttered the marquis. “ I have

not yet bid you leave my. house.”

Henry:looked arcund in serprise,

“ Your words surely mesnt it, sir,” he said,

“ Perhaps they did, for I knew not then how
unfortunate yoa had been. Take a seat again,
sir. I will not send you from me.”

“But I had better g0, sir.” .

L3 W‘hy M

‘“How oan you usk me that question? Can
I stop here, and be near yqur child, and be any-
thing but miserable 7’

* But I thonght love made people happy”

“8ir1* gasped the youth, Hinhing into-a chair,
and turning pale. “I do not ‘undevstand you.
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You would rot trifle with me, What can you
mean ¥ .

“1 mean that you msay remain here, Henry,
for the present—that you mey try and comfort
my child if you can, for X know she is very mis-
erable. Isaw her the other day weeping and
sobbing as though her heart would break because
I kad told her that she should never be your
wife. Go and comfort her, and remain hers-a
while longer. Mind—TI do not say that she
ghall ever be yours—I do not bind myself ander
any promise ; but for the present you will hoth
bo bappier together. But you need not fear ag

_ it is—for rather than see her Heart-broken, I

would give you her hand and bless her still, e
There--go now, for I will not answer a aingle
question. As God is my judge, I will not.
Come, come, Isidore is all this while erying in
snch anguish as you began to feelja few moments
since, only she suffers more than Fou ean begin
to suffer,”

“ But—my lord—] dream—ryou do not—"

«I do not gend you away, but send you to
find Ysidore and wake her happy. I8 not that
plain ?” And as the marguis thus spoke he
brushed a tear from his eye, and then quickly left
the apgriment.




CHAPTER XVIIL

A MYBTERIOUR

Tae, Chetean de Vanx, which the Couns Ar-
naud Montfers now owned and occupied, was in
truth one of the most noble structures in the
north of France. Though built of solid mason-
ry, yet it had an air of lightness and rofinement

, that might vie with the most fastidions archi-
tecture of tho Moors. It was large and roomy,
and divided into wings, turrets, porches, porti-
cos, pinezas, verandahs'und arches with the most
exquisite skill and taste. And then the out-
buildings wer® convenient and nest, and built
with sole regard to taste and handiness, for the
purse that had sepportéd “the workmen and de-
signers knew no such thing as failing, The
chatean was situated wpon a gontle eminence,
and between it and the stables ran the beautiful
strenm to which we have before alluded. This
river ran directly throwgh the gardon, cutting it
in halves, and in six places it was spanned by
prettily arched bridges, while the walls, where
the stream entered and lefi the garden, were sup-
ported upon arches of massive masoury.

The count chanced to have a gardener whe
not only possessed much taste in his vocation,
but who also felt a pride in exhibiting both taste
and skill, so the grounds wore a noble and
chaerful appesrance despite the carelessness of
the pmster.

. ¥ people came out of the:r way from the
Tile rgad to see the Chatean de Vaux, and none
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ever scemed to be disappointed in the result of
their tronble, for the place was worth seeing. If
there ever was trouble it wag nothing more nor
less than envy in the bosom of the visitor, for

men very comfortably situated in life might well
envy Arnaud Montfere the possessxon of his fine .

estate.

It was on the seme morning that saw Henry
Fretart on his way from the sea-side cot to the
chatean of de Montigny. Montfere was in his
library, and one of the valets had jast taken
away his breakfast of hot sandwiches and hot
punch. The place was well firnished with books,
but they none of them had the appearance of
having been used lately. The count sat in his
great chair-—a chair which bore upon its heavily
carved back an escutéheon whick was not his—
end before him lay an open letter. It was one

he had received the evening provious from the |

capital, and his countenance betrayed anything
but sn, easy frame of mind. However, the con-

| tents of the letter did not seem to frighten him—-

they only made him' more proad and confident,
and cansed him to cluteh his hands with a more
fixed determination. Thus he ent when thers
came a rap npon his door, and in’'a moment af-
terwards a servant entered, who informed the
count that there was a man below who wished
to see him.,
“ Who is he ¥"*-asked Montfere,
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1 naver saw him before, sir, unless he is the
same man who came here one evening about B
woek ago.”

“Tet him come np,” quickly nttered tho
count, in an’anxious tone.

The servant withdrew, and ere long & stout,
rough-locking men entered the library. He was,
the man who had beon leader ‘of the trio that

© seized Henry Frotart and carzied him off in the

wagon. -

“Ah, Buffet,” uttered the count. I have
been waiting for you.”

¢ So have I been wmtmg for you, my lord,”
returmed the i’eﬂow, in a tonec that seemed to in-
dicate that he considered himself about as good
a msan as hiz host.

"'You been waiting for me, Buffet ¥ rejoined
Montferé, trying to look surprised.

« Cortainly. D1dn t you agree to meet me at
St. Malo ¥

“Did I+’

“ But didn’t you ¥’

“Ah, I do remember, them was something

" said about some such thing.”

“{), not much,” retorted Buffet, in quiet

-irony. “Only you promised mie that you wouald

meet me at-the litfle cafe of Pedro Patcirsson at
ten o'clock yesterday forenoon, snd wished me
to be punctusl—that was all1”

“ Upon my soul, Buﬂ‘et I believe you are
right.”.

“X know I am. But yon dldn’t come 1
waited there from nine o'clock until noon.”

“Well, tho trath is, I was'very busy, and the
affair slipped my mind.” (Thetruth wes—-Ar-
naud Montfere feared to 5o thero upon the eause-
way and meot Buffet just whon there might be
s0TIe duturbamce abgut the missing youth.)
“ But never mmd now, Tou, havé come. here,
and that is just as. weil, Ihave heard that o cer-
tain youngstei- is missing very mystoriously from
the chatesu de Montigny, Do you know a.ny—
thing about it ¥

“ Yes,” roturned Baffet. There wos & shade
of perplexity mpon his face, but he soon over-

came it, and then continued : "1 did your bid-’

ding to the letter, and delivered the, youngster
safa intd thehands of the good Captain Rougisse ;
and what is more, T saw him put on board the
boat, saw the boat put. off, and saw the’ brig

away. T have done my part and DOW I’ve _]ust.

come to sce if you'll do youra.”
“You are out early.”. .
“ Becw.ae my wanta aré wrgent.” 7

“ Well, I suppose I might as well pay you
now as ot any time, for I do not ﬂnuk Rougmse
will lei the boy come back agam

“ You may depend: npon it the youngater Is
dead before this time.”

“You do not think they will kill him ™ ut.
tered the villanous comnt, with ill-assumed sur-
priee. :

%0, no. OFf course . you wouldn't have him
killed !" retorted Buffet, with complete sarcasm,

«I should hope not,” answered the count,
Iowering his eyes before the keen gaze of the
man before him.  “But now sbout the money.
You remember the amount 2 . :

* Twenty gninons.”

¢ Only ton.”

«Ten for me, snd five apieco for the other
two, makes twenty, I will see that they have it,
for they are both wiiting for me now ot the very
place where you and I were to meet.”

“ Very well,” said Montfere ; and es he spoke

he drew out his purse. There was not enoigh
in it, and he bade Buffet wait while he went to

get it, and as he spoke he arose and left the

library.

“ By our lady,” muttered the fellow, a8 §ooN
a3 he was left alone, and at the same time sitting
down, for he had beon oll this while standing. -
“wa ghall get our money after ail. But wont
he swear end danee when he finds that the both-
ering youngster has come back ngain But |
how in thé name of wonder could Rouglsse hs.ve
let the fellow escape 7

tart upon the bg
the chatoan de

hastening to obtain’ hi pgﬁ the'labor o lad -

porformed, ‘before Montfers shonld learn of the
youth’s return. How Henry had got biack; he
could not guess, nor did he try to. The gdlﬂ
wis his first object.

" Ere long the count returned and couht.ed out
tho twenty guineas, and withoub stopping for”
further remeark Buffet took his leive.  Monifere

had no desite to converse further, fof he conld ’

not look the man in thé “eye whom he had l;m:d
to do a wicked deed.
After Buffet had gone, the connt ent down
again at his table, but he did not remdin long
undisturbed, for in & very few minutes his vhlet
came again and Informed him that there wete
three men below Who wished to see him. ' Mont-

| ferd went doWn, and fonnd his visitnrs ih the

¢
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drawing-room, and s tremulousness was manifest
in his frame a8 ke saw them.,

One of these visitors was none other than
Marco Montmoritlon, but the count only knew
that he had seen him often in 8t. Malo, and that
the strange man had always eyed him with more
than ordinary intent. The other two were of-
ficers of government, and wore the badges pe-
‘culiar to the officials of the national police.
Montfere knew that badge in an instant, and as
he saw how sombre and sedate the weaters
looked, his mind was filled with apprehension.

“ Gentlemen,” gaid the count, as soon as he

could find his tongue, *“to what am I indebted |

for the honor of this visit ¥ His volee faltered
a3 he closed, for he caught the eye of Montmoril-
lon, and there was something in that decp, dark
eye that moved him §trangely—that had always
moved him so whenever he had seen i,

“Arnaud Montfere,” returned one of the of-
ficers, “ we have ordera to search your chateau
ander the ‘guidance " of this man,” pointing to
Montmonllon, “and we wil proceed to do 8o
at once.’

“ Bearch my chateaw ¥ uttered the count,
turning pale.. * Orders to search ? And whom
do you expeet to find ¢

“.Q, no one in partlcnla.r. Wo are after no
prisoner.”

“ But what authonty ? Wko hag ompowered
Jou to do this thing? Are you aware upon
whose premises you have come? .I am the
owner here, sir, and a noble®of the kingdom.,

ho dares to antherize this 4

“You witl seo his senl gnature here,”
answered the officer with a %, at the same
time showing- & smiliparch¥®it roll.

The count looked upon it, and hie saw 4 scrawl
upon the bottom of the parchment. He exam-
ined it more closely, and he saw that it was the
autograph of the king, Lovra X VIII!

“Are you satisfied now 2 asked the holder of
the instrument

“ Go on,” gasped Montfera. Howas pale and
trembling, for he was sorcly affrighted.

" “XNow, Count Amaud Montfere, you will lead
the way to your libzary.”

The trembling man tumed towards the door,
aud the visitozs followed Bim. When they reach-
¢d the library the door was closed, and then one
of the officers ordered Montmorillon to proceed

"to point out to them what might be of benefit to
their present need. The smuggler turned to-
wards the great cabinet. It was built of black

oak, and geomed to be a part of the original
structure, the whole not only fitting exactly the

place where it stood, but being also sheathed aud -

panelled like the rest of the apartment. Mont-
morilion tried to open the Jarge’ doors that closed
the upper part of the cabinet, but they were
locked, and he informed the officers that he should
need the key. '

“ But that is only my own private repository,”
said the count: .

“Never mind that. Give us the key.”

The key was quickly forthcoming, and when
the doors were opened they betrayed a set of
drawers, racks, shelves, and pigeon-holes, most
of which were filled with papers and documents
of various kinds, 'T'he centre of the space was
occupied with the pigeon-holes, which, as conld
be plainly seen, ran away back to the wall, and
above. these holes wore the ' racks, while below
and upon either side were the drawers. The

emuggpler disturbed none of the papers which -

were thus brought to view, but for some moments
he remained gazing upon the place as though he
were meditating upon what he should do next.
He placed his hand severa! times upon different
perts of the cabinet, but without effect. At

Jength he secmed to catch at the iftes he had

been waiting for, for he raised his hand and

grasped one of the little partitions that separated -

two of the pigeon-holes, There was a low click
followed this ‘movement, and then the ‘operator
placed hig hand upon the partition immediately
below. Thie, afier g4 little effort, ho elightly
reised, and then pulled it wholly ont, Then he
seized hold upon the edge of the next partition,
and with a gentle pull the wheole department of
pigeon-holes swung outwards upon concealed
hinges. The whole concern opened like a door,
leaving the racks above, and the drawera upon

the sides and below, all in their placgs. , Beyond '

the space which had been oceupied by these Little
compartments appeared a series of little drawers
which were let into the very walls of the building,
and the existenco of which could never have been
discovered by an uninitiate.

Arnand Montfere looked upon this develop-
meont with the most complate astonishment, and
a8’ soon as the first burst of astonishment had
passed away, he sprang forward.

“Back!, back!” he aied, laying his Hand
upor Montmorillon'a shoulder, * By heawvens,
you shail not—" ! ‘

. “ 8ir count,” gaid one of the offieers, ealmly, )

but with startling meaning, “we have our duty to
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perform, and if yon are wise you will not in-
terfore.” ‘
Montfere lot go his hold upon the sninggler

snd moved back, and then the strange man pro- |

ceoded to open the drawers, There were six of
them, and from each one he took papers, and
when he had found them ali, he said, as he hand-
e them over to the officers :

" “ Here, gentlomen, are the papers you have.

heard mentioned. They are all the private
papers which the old Marquis de Vaux left. be-
hind him when he died. T do not know the
character of them all, and I suppose there are

many there which will interest no one now. You |

kzow the old marquis was very methodical, and
from the appearance of the packages I should
suppose you' would find no difficulty in ascer-
taining the porpoft of all the papers withont
reading them through. You hoad better tike 1),
and then you can use such as may have a bear-
ing wpon the matter in guestion.”

“ You think thers is nothing else #**

 No, nothing more.”
_ “But—bat-~what means all this ¥’ cried
Montfere, in a tons of the utmost  comcern

“’Why have you come here in this manner ¢ and
why do you take those papers away 2 What are
they ? What is it?  ‘Tell me ?°

“We bave nothmg to tell, sir, for we know
nothing, You must make your inquiries at
head-quarters.” o

“But you shall tell me—"

- *“We wish you a very good moming, sjr.”

And thus speaking the three visitors bowed
themselves out from the library. The ecount
called after them, but they pail him no notice.
They kept on their way to the court, and there
they mounted their horses and rode off,

When Armnud Montfere found himeelf alone
he gazed about like one in a trance. He went
and looked at the mysterions rocess in tho cab-
inet, and he examined all the secret drawers, bnt
he could find nothing in them. In trath he waa
very nervous, and very uneasy for he had a
faint idea of what this all meant. But ore long

[ look of fiendish exultation crept over his face,

and he muttered to himself:

“ Lotthom come ox I am not yet dead nor
asleep. Henry Fretart is both! They wont
ﬁnd him 1 o




- CHAPTER XIX.

A BLESSING.

Wi will now return to the chateau de Mon-
tigny. After the marquis left our hero so
abruptly the youthstood for some time in a state
of utter astonishment, His head was dizzy, and
objects about him were seen bat indistinetly.
He really shook himeelf to see if he were really
awake. He succeeded in proving this beyond a
doubt, and then he tried to remember if he had
not heard wrongly. But that was impossible.
The strange words still sounded in his ears, and
there could bo no mistake. What it all meant
he could not imagine, Surely -mystery follow-
ed ‘mystery in his day of life at present. But
this was & bright, a glowing mystery, and as it
camo more calmly to his mind he began to re-
flect upon it with more of reason. .Ho sat down
and bowed hig head, and the thonght .of alf .that
had occurred during the past fow wecks came
swiftly throngh his mind, and he imagined that
he could see & connexion in it a]l--that all had
a bearing and a relation, and that all the sepa-
rate perts belonged together. And now ecame
the hope—and a strong hope, too—that all these
things were conveying him towards & point of
Joy end peace.

With this thought he stasted to his feet. He |,

once more asswied himself that he had not heard

the marquis misandarstandingly, and then he’

gtarted forth upon his mission of love. He went
directly to the little room where Isidore gen-

A CURSRE,

v

erally sat to rcaﬂ, and he kunocked at the door, -

and a low, sad voice bade him enter,

“ How! Henry 7 uttered the maiden, start-
ing with, surprise.

« Yeg, dearest,” murmured the youth, advanc-
ing and sinking down upen the ottoman by her
side. “ Yus, Isidore,” he added, winding his
arms about her. '

“And you have come to.bid me farewelil”-

she said, looking up with & puinful expression.

«0,n0,n0, 00, Q,no! No, Isidore—I have
como to love you always—to blesa and protect
you while life shall last.”

“Alas! Henry, you misunderstond me. I

cannot leave my father. I shiall ever love—ever.
I shall never love another—but I cannot fle

from my father.”

“ (3, Isidore—light of gny life—it is ymz who
misunderstand,  Your fatherhas sent me to you.

_He has told mo to come and comfort you and
love you. O, dearest, wo dre not fo be ’

separated.”’

The maiden looked up in bewﬂderment but
at lcngth she comprehended whai her lover said,
and she told him he had misunderstood.

« (3, phe faintly murmured, “that is too joy-
ful to be true. There is soma misunder
standing.” ‘

“ No, no,” persisted the youth

At that moment the door opened, and the

ans
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marquic entored, o gazed upon the pair amo-
ment, and then-he said :

“ My child, are you happy now 7

“0, father, tell me what Henry means 3 He

~ has told me—"

But sho conld not fimish the aentence, and to
hide her tears she pillowed her face in her lover’s
bosom,

“Isidore,” said the old man, while the tears
whick he could not keep back started from his
own eyes, ** Henry hag told you traly, Ifit will
make you happier you may love him as much

‘a3 you please, and I will not tear you from him

again. Bat you will not forget to love your
father,”

The maiden stafted to her foot. An instant
she gazed into her father's face, and then she
turned towards her lover. Once more.ghe tarn-
ed to her father, and while she saw a smileupon
his face, she sprang forward and threw herseif
upon his bosom,

" ¢ You are not deceiving me 7’ she murmured.
“ You are not trifting with me ¥’
‘# No, no, my ¢hild.”

“And I may be Henry’'s—I may love him, and

he may love me ? P

* Yes, yos, Isidore,”

0, God in heaven bless you forever!1” che
ejacnlated, in n frantic whisper.. I will be
your own faithfal child, and never, never shall
you rapent having made me so happy. My

" heartwill hot break now. Blosa you, bloss you,

my dear father—God bless you I”
'Philip do Montigny strained the gentle girl to
his bosom, and when he came to himself he

found the young man kneeling at/ his feet.

“Ah, Henry,” he said, * yon need not kneel.

T ean blesd you without. Get up, getup. There.

—Now I am not going to wait for the devel-
optaent of anything further. I had meant that
you should yet be under probation, but I can feel
a father’s love, and I cannot seo my child mis-
erable. Be what you may—poor or g‘mh-—so
you be but honest and trae—TI' give yoi this
gwéet pledge. She is all in'all to me—s0 lot her
be to you,* Now be happy, both.”” - .
“The old" men placed theirhands together as
hé spoke—the hands of the youth and the: maid-
en—ond then he” tarded quickly from the rooni.
A fow moinents passed——momentsof wild delisi-

" ous joy—and then the yonthful pair insilnctively

£all upon their kaees. ' They prayed--they pray-
ed that they might be eter trao,bver loving, ever:
kind<“and they blessed the-good man who had

thus imrned the: corrent of their iifc into tho
sweet tide of peace and joy.

The- minntes sped on, and honrs pmed and
the lovers became calm and reasonable. ‘Henry
told all of his mrysterions experience to Isidore,
and thus was she led to wonder and conjocture .
with him. It became & ploasant task mow, to -
dive into the maze of the mysteries that envel-
opud him, for he had company in his-labor.  *

* * * . W *

Several days hed passed since this happy
event, when, one aftornoon, as Henry was com-
ing in from the garden, s horsemsn rode up into
the court sud dismouwnted. Oar hero hea}'d tha
tramp of the hoofs, but a wing of the chatoau
cut off the ride, and with a natural fecling. of
euriosity he went around to see who had come.
He had just turned the corner when he stood -
face to face with Arneud Montfore ! The count
started baek as though he had seen a ghost, and
for some moments he was unable to speak.

“What! TYou here?” he at length gnapnd
turning pale as ashes.

“ Yea, Arnaud Montfem, Tam here. Iz there
anythmg very gtrange about it ¥*

But the count conld not speak. His teeth
were set, and his hands clesped. Henry saw hia
emotion, and he saw, too, that he was perfectly
stunned. The youth was not atmed, and know-
ing not what the villain might attempt.in a
moment of manine passion, he turnéd &t once
towards tho door-of the hall, but was careful not
to lose sight of his cnemy. Montfere stood -
there alone for some minutes, and ho was calléd
to himse!f by the groom coming up and -ask-
ing him if he would have his horse tnken :
care of, -

“Yes, of conrse— Where is— By thepovr
ers of darkness, fel‘loy, how came that+" ' .

These fragments of spesch were uttered ine
toherontly, and the count herdly realized where
he wes as he spoke. But the look of blank as-
tonishment which rested upon the face of the
groom ‘aronsed him; and with a frm eoffort:to
kept-down his wild emotions ‘he turned towarde
*{'the piazza. He folt Himiself d privileged chyrac
ter, and he-éntéred the hall without annonncihg
himaelf, and heating yolcesin..oné of thodisw.
ing-rooms, he entered. Ha found both ‘the mar..
quis and Honry Fretait theros He taied to bow
smdisponk with His ususl wbinity, but e could.
not: ¢ Hs ooked-upon the youth; .snd: the eolor

-aggain forsock his cheéks, - il T st

-4 8ir Arnaud;” spolte m “inmrqnls, ‘scbming’
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anxious to put an end to an emburrasding affair,
“I know why you are so strangely moved, and
there is noneed that you ghould 1abor to throw off
an appearance which so well accords with your
feolings. Allow me to speak  very plainly witk
you, and, for the sake of us both I trusi you
will not ask me any questions. But, sir, circum-
stances. have transpired which must, as yon
should be'aware, demand a suspension, at least,
of intimacy between us.. X hope you will un-
derstangd .

“ I-—J—do a0t understaad Sir Philip,” stam-
mered the count.”

#Ithink you do, six. I am sure you under-
stand enough. This youth is my friend. I
should think that would %e enough,”

Thers was a biting coldness in the tone and

- manner of the marquis that cut Montfere to the
quick, and as thie aroused hiz anger it served to
loosen his tongue.

“Am Ito understand,” he said, “that you
have taken the fisher’s bastard in my place **

" #“Be gtill, Henry,” said the marquis, as he
neticed that the youth wes movieg. And then
turning to Moxntfere, he continued :

“You are o understand what you please. I
do, not feel in the mood to accuse you of any
crime, 60 I simply inform you, for the present,
that it is my desire that our acquaintance should
end here. If you are wise yon will not forea

" matters further.”

“And am I to understand that our contiact of
marriage is at an end 9

“J was not awnxo of the existence of any
condract.”

 There was a.promme, sir.”

“Then I must retract all that I h:we prom-
ised you. Lot that suffice.”

“But that shell not suffice!” ecried the
count, in a fiory toné. * That shall not suffice,
ﬂil'fl" . .

“ Xt will suffice for me,” answered the mar-
quis, who was struggling to keep back his anger ;
or;.a least, a fnanifestation of it, for he was de-
termined that he wonld not exhibit punon to
one who was 60 far beneath him, -

“T understand you, Sir Philip de Montigny,”
saidMontiore, betwaen his clenched teeth, “but
be not lulied:to repose by the belicf that Tem

to be irampled upon so easily. I know not what-

prejadices you may have hatched up againsg me,
nor what whisperings scandal: may have det on
float to my disadvantage ; bat this I do Rnow:
Arnand- Montfere ts n6t & man th bo apit fn

with impunity. Of your young friend I know
but little, and that is not to his advantage. But
Iwill not intrade myself now, sir. I will go, a8
you wish; but, as sure 88 there iz a God in
hesven, you shall repent this act! Now mark
my words ; I shall come at a time when yoa will
léast wish it. You may throw away my friend-
ship, but you shall not tread upon me! Farewe]l
Phitip de Montigny—end. beware I

The madman spoke in ‘a deep, guttural tone,
and his eyes burned like coals of fire ; and hav-
ing shaken his finger at both the marquis and
Henry, he tumed from the apartment. In a few
minutes more he rode out of the wide court.

“ He will do some terrible thing,” said Eenry.

“0, never fear,” returned the marqais.
“Such men are loud in words, but cowards in
deeds. And, Henry,” he added, afier a mo-
ment’s pause, ‘it was the sudden knowledge of
that man’e villany that helped to change my
mind so suddenly towards you. ‘While you
were following me up to. ey room on that morn-

ing of your arrival, after I had found Isidore in .

your drms, if ‘an angel from heaven had told me
you would over have spent another hour heneath
this roof while I lived, Ishould not have believed
it. But when I learned what a villaiz Mont-
fers waa, I was overwhelmed with confusion at
the reflection zpon the state to which- my plans
world have consigned her, I would have forced
her to wed with that man, for I had resolved
that her childish whims should not be allowed to
overcome my sound judgment! I saw in an

instant how fatal would have been my planin its -

consummation, and I was led to ask inyeelf if my
child’s happiness was not after all the chief good
to he aimed st. It was my answer to that ques-
tion—the instinctive answer of my soul—that in
pari chénged my whole plan in regard to your-
gelf. But enough of this now. Be under no
apprehensions. Arnaud Montfere will acon run
his fane,” . ’

“But you do not realize, 1 fear, how mnch a
coward can do in the dark. We cannot be.too
watchful, my dear protector, for Montfere is a

‘vory wicked man. O, Sir Philip, how often do

I ask myself what oan make men act like that ?
How a man in the fill pospession of his senses
can court gin and crime, with their long cata-
logne of accompanying’ mlsenes, I" casmot
imagine ¥

“Ah, all men are- not like you, Henry,” said

the marquis, with a foad, appreciating look.

*1 wish they were—and they wotld be happier.”

CHAPTER XX,

LIGHT IS GATHERING ABOUT A DARK DAY.

Fon three days after the interview just re-
corded things moved on a3 usual at tlre chatean
de Montigny. Isidore now received hor lessons
in drawing rogularly, and the times devoted to
that calling wore seasons of intellectual enjoy-

" ment and improvement. Sometimes the mar-

quis came in to see how his child progressed,
and he could not but see how happy his sweet
Isidore was; and he saw, too, that her love for
him was rather increased, for she had more heart
for love now.

The third morning found Henry and Isidore
as happy as could be, and only one thing seemed
wanting, but that one thing was almost every-
thing to our hero. The veil of mystery was.as
darkly drawn about him now as ever, and his
soul was eontmua!ly yeammg after that wlnch
he hed not.

On ‘the fourth "mornhing—the fourth from the
visit of Arnand Montfere—the weather was pleas-
ant and refreshing. JYsidore received her morn-
ing’s lesson, and thea she went and sat with her’
fathér until dinnec-time. After dinner Henry
sat down to make up some subjects for the next
day’s lesson, 'dnd Isidors ‘went oins into the gar
don to trail up some of her young vined, She

had beon engaged in this way some ten minutes |

when: ‘she heard the sound of & footfall near her,
and-on tpraing she had juat time -to.cateh the
outlines of s'man, whon & shawl was thrown sud-

denly over lier hoad so-that she could not make
& cry, ond then she folt hersclf Lfted np and
borne away. She knew that it was a étout:man
who carried her, and that she #was belng bome
very swiftly along.

Bhe realized being carried over aeveral fénces,
and at Jength she heard the neighing of a
horse. Soon afterwards she was placed wpon
the animal’s back, tho men took his seat-behind
her, and then sho was boms off at a gallep.

“In half an hour tho horse stopped, and the .ef

frighted and half-smothered girl was lifted off.
Then she was borne & short distance further,
throagh = door-way, up & eourse of nteps,
throngh another door, and then sho was -get
down. The bandage was taken from' her hedd,
and she found herself in the pmaenm of- A.mmd
Montfere | .

“ Now, my sweet maiden,. whu tkinkyon of
my gallantry 4 he asked, in & half- mpckingand
half exultant tone. ¢ How mllyour ﬁuhoﬁnok
now upon his pledge tome 3*:

¢ Count’ Montfers 1"’ gasped the mﬁdpn, nte
terly ata loss.for words to express her feclings,
and. too miach: moved. to- ask quentim .

. Ay, this is e, iady”

- For some moments the: poor @i:l m;iued
dumb, but at length she came-to.i: compwehen.
sion. of the. scene.... Hér futher and - Henfy :had
both. of them taid het - wof the wisit. of the: -oomnt,
and the dark thrests he then threw out, -
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# Sir count,” she said at length, with a firm-
ness that surprised even herself, ¢ What means
this outrage ? i

«'Tta meaning i ' most simple, fair lady. Some
‘short time since your father promised me your
hand, and now Y claim it. I'haye taken him at
his word, and have taken my bridé. Can avy-
thing be more simple

« But my father, sir, has reca.ut.ed—he has. re-
tracted everything concerning that marriage.”

n A%, lady, it tekes two to make abargain, and
it takes two to legally break it. I did not con-
gent to his last arrangement. I did rof recant—
8o your fathor and myself differed. Under such
circumstances thope must win who can. I think

I shail win this time. At any rate I have the
bird, and ghall keep it. You willbe my wife
* this very night.” -

& No, no, mo,” cried Isidore. I shall not.
You do not mean it.”

« Just a8 sure a8 there is a God in heaven you
shall be my wife thls night, and your father nmay
find you if he can.”

There was something in this not to be mis-
taken, and Isidore began to fear that the worss
had truly come, -In her agony she gazed about
her, and fonnd heraelf in a small, unfurnished
room, with only one litle window oxr the roof,

« Wheream 13" she cried, clasping her hands.
« (), where em 17"

. % You are pafo, and where your cries cannot
arouse any person to your help ; but you shall
not have the chance ta cry, for Ihave only brought
-you here for'ar while. We'll kave a safor place—

' "o plach whers the heat of the sun wont be so
opprodkive.”’

With those words Monl.t‘ere left her, and as
he passed out he locked the door after him. ~As

soon a8 he was ‘gone, Isidore screamed with all-

her mijht—and she heard a mocking laugh from
her persecutor! She felt that ealling out would
be of no use, and she looked about to seo if
. there were any means of escape, But thero were

“pone. The window upon the roof she conld not
reach, for the walls were high, and thero was
not & movable thing about her. She tried the
door, bat she conld not move it. Where, then,
was there sny hope?: Nowhere!

An hour passed away, and another, and the
Tight from the window grew dim. It was even-
ing, and yet she was there alone! She cried out
now with all her power; and that sime mocking
laugh answered kier. Montfore was retarning.

her follow him, but hé took her by the arm and
Ted her out lest she should follow wrong if left
alone. When they reached the bottom of the
stairs, he blinded her agam, and ere long she
knew she wad in the open air. She now walked
gometimie, and she could feel from the coldness
of her feet that the grass was damp with dew.

Suddenly there came 2 rushmg sound upon
her ear. Her condmctor uttered a deep curse
and pushed her one side. She heard confased
voices, and in & moment more she was caught
up again and borne off a4 a swift pace; but it
was not far, for soon she heard a dull, heavy
blow, her conductor uttered a low groan, and she
felt him sinking down, Iis hold upon her loos-
ened, and instinctively she sprang one gide and

light, and she saw that she wes directly in front
of ahuge building, it was the Chatean d¢ Vaux.
s Isidore—my love—safo " -
“ Yes,” murmured the maiden; and on the
next instant she was dasyed to her lover’s
bosom.

And her father came up to greet her, t00, and
she rested also upon his bosom.

«You have not been' in grest danger,” whis-
pered Henry, for Montfere has heen watched ever
sinco you were taken from the garden at home,
That strange man, Montmerillon, kas watched
hu'ri‘lus removedaload from the maiden’s bosom,
for the idea of denger pa.saed is pa.lgymg in its

effect.
s Come, come,” sald Henry, * Montmorillon

suys we Tust come into the chatcau See, they
gre taking Arnand Momfere in." .

Isidore looked, and he saw men atiead, of her,
‘and with her father upon one side, sud Henry
upon the other, she walked on. When they
reached the spacious pmzza, Montmorillon met
them and conducted them ifito ong of the great
drawing-rooms, where the largo lnmps, wers
lighted, and where, Arnaud Moptfere stood bound
hand and foot.

Montfere stood by the side of a marble table,
and by him stood the same officers who ‘accom-
panied Montmorillen to scarch the cabinet. The
Marquis de Montigny waa_conducted to- a secat,
and Isidore sat down by his side.

'« What—in the name of Heaven what-—is all
this parade about.a girk?” uttered Montfore,
gazing around upon those who weére present.

Ho shuortly afierward enterédd the room and bade

“Wé ‘will tell you sodm enough,” returmed

_died and lefs him childless, and he married

toro the bandage from her eyes. It was star-
__run cold, and Montfere cowered back. -

- was good, and kind, and brave, and noble. Her

* He bronght, her with htﬁéﬁ-om the south of tho

leon's anger, for the opposition of the old count

i
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Montmorillon. And then turning to where sat
the marquis and Henry, he continued : | '

* Now, Henry, you shell know something of
which you have so often asked. Listen: Years
ego there lived here a bold knight and true, named
John de Vaux. He builé. this noble chatean,
and he adofned these grounds. His fist wife

again-—""

“He did not marry agam"’ yelled Arnaud
Montfere,

“Hark yo, sir,” spoke one of the officers,
* yor ure our prisoner, taken by the king's own
order. Speak agnin like that, and we will put
this companion into your month 1 *

He held up wn iron gag sis he spoke, the very
sight of which was enough to make ‘one’s blood

“ He married again,” resamed Montmorillon,
*He was then forty, and he married with a girl
only eighteen; but he loved her, and -she loved
him. She loved him not beesuse he was & mar-
quis, nor beeause he was rich—but because he

name was Isabel, and peoplc called her handsome

kingdom. This wife tiore him a son. He saw
it once—he held it to his ﬁuh r's bosom a few
moments—end then he went away with the Em-
peror Napoleon, for he was a goneral in the army.

He wus among the fow nobles who followed that
great man, He came back onllv when Lo was
brought back to be huried, for hé died of awound
received in battle, Napoleoti wa,s at that time
in Paris, Among all Bir John’s relatives he
had only one that coulil claim relationship, and
that was 8 cousin, nnmed Arnaud Montfere.

He stands before you now. This cousin hasten-

ed off to Paris and saw the emperor, and by tell.
ing one truth and one He, he succeeded in' Hav-

and the wholo "estaté settled upon himself. He
told that the Lady Isabel was the dayghter of
one of Napoleon’s most bitter enemies, This
was true, He also told that she was never mar-
ried legally to the old marquis, but that she was
only his mistress, and this he professed to prove
by the signatares of some dozen men whom no
one here ever heard of, But the emperor made
sure that Isabal was the ehild of the old Count
Hopart de Chamborant, and he cared for noth-
ing more. De Chamborant had fuvored the re-

putilie, but ke hated an empire, and hence Napo-

was upon principle, aud it rubbed epainst the
‘tender points of the aspiring man. Illegitimacy
was mads 2 working pojut, but the emporor cared
little for it. Xe only sought to got the matter
off his mind, which he did by giving -Montfere
all he asked.

* From that time Tsabel de Vaux was a home-
jess wanderef‘ Hoer own father had died, snd
his estate hnd been given to one of the emperor'y
favorites—not that- Napolecon mesut to wrong
any one-but thousands of such things were.
forced upon him, and he shuffled them- off gpon
his ministers, and they weve disposcd of in the
quickest way., Arpand Montfero glorled in the
work of ruing hufdone, and he took possos-
sion of the hdmy he had se foully wronged frem
the widow m}(ithe orphan.

- %Isabel de Vanx carried her child to the cot
of Pierre Fretart, and there the boy, at least,
found a home. The mother left her child there,
and then she went to Paris, for she fult sure that
if she could see the emperor, and tell him her
whole story, he would listen to her, and make
her some amends.  Sho koew that his heart was
not of iron. But Napoleon .wns gone to Ger-
many, and she came back. She went again to
Puarig when summer came, and -again the em-
peror was gone—now towards Frussia—and
those whom he had left behind him to look out
for civil affairs heard her petition and turned to
the record of the estate ' de Four,’ and they told
her she was not the nobleman’s wife, and never
was! Heart-sick and weary sho returned agein
‘to the humble fisher’s cot, and told them to keep
thé boy—to call him Henry—to treat it as their
own—to bring him up in virtue~and to bekind
to him. Then she kissed the darling idol of her
soul—she wept over him, and then she turned
once mor¢ inte the cold world, a wanderer, ait

lene upes thy earth.
ing the widow of de, Vigstac andther child east-off; |-

“But timé had not beon batren of all good.
The wanderer found| friends at longth, She
found the record of her marriage in the church
of the little village of Avrudi, in Navarre, and
that she had carricd to him who is now onr king. .
I carried it for her mysélf; and I left not the
king until I'had received from him the promise
that tho wife and ‘¢hild of Sir John de Vaux
should be restored to their rights. And the work
isdone ! Henry de Vauz, you ste now in your
own chaterul Did I not tell you t thc future had
happiness in store for you ¥
"% 'What mean youjhow?’ uttered Amaud

Montfere, half in madness and helf in pure ter-
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ror. *'This chateau is n'une, and No power can
wrest it from me!” ‘ «
“Itis not yours, Armseud Montfere,” calm!z
returned Montmorillon, advancing .towards the
spot where he stood ; *“but yon will find a home
in a government prison the next time you lie
down, You'will go to Paris, and some others
will go with you, and mayhap you may return
" here, but if you do it will be only to be tried for
2 the crife of murder! Lead him out, officers,”
As Montmorillon thas spoke the officers led
the base count from the room, after having loos-
ened the cords upon his legs so that he could
walk The villain cursed and swore, and then

£
he prayed and entreated, and es a fast resort he
weopt and promised to divide with those whom
he had cheated. Butno attention was paid to
him. As soon 'as he was gone Montmorillon
turned to his friends and said :

T must see this man off, and then T will re-
oin you. Make yourselves at home, for surely,
Henry owes it to you to extend the hospitalities
of his noble chatean.”

This was/spoken with & genial smile, and in s
moinent more the sirange man was gone, and
the old marquis 'was left with his two children.
And Henry was left with his two guesis !

.

CHAPTER XXI. [

N GONGLUBION.

Pmur pE MoxrtiaNY was the first to speak
after Montmorillon had gone,
“Ah, my doar boy,” he said, selzing Henty by

‘ the hand, “ X'mistrusted this when ‘we spoke first

together of the amnge woman who had appear-

" ed to us both. Assoon as you told me that Ar-

naud Montfers was seeking your life, I mistruas
ed that you were the child “of John de Vonx—
then your own countenance told me that -T had
ground for such helief. And when, in the light
of alt this, the sabject of that nameless womsn

" was brought up, I ot once knew her. T could

see it all then—at lesst with strong faith. I
knew your father well, Henry, and he was &
noble men. 'He ‘was my best friend. And I
remembér, oo, when he brouglit his young wife
home: 'She'was heautifal then.”

* She was his wife 1" whispeted the youth.

“ Yes, yes, Bir John told ‘me himself about
his marriage away off almost ‘indér the shade of

the Pyrenees, But X ‘heard’ not of the aconsa- |
tion that was brought agamst Her' until she had’

altogether disappeared and t‘hen I coutd nél:
find her™ =

«x hqpe she i safe now,'“ mn'rmnred the
outh.’
" ¢ Bhe ls," retnrned the m&rqdiu, “ foir Mont-
morillon told rae so.” But ¥ suppose ‘sho’ wm':ld
not be here'to’ see the fads, And’ hear the curses
of her vile enemy “Be _]oyftﬂ now; my boy »

6

I Add bedide, the m&‘r’f&&i

« Joyful ¥ uttered Henry, start{ng uwp. “Q
Iam all, alljoy. But sm yet anxiotis, tov.
You have not told me of Montmorillon, Bir
Philipt* N

" Because I'know no‘b&k of hint, - !!ut hark* )
here he comes.” o

At that moment the strange smuggler rﬂtui*n#
ed. He'looked nobile now, “for e’ wia dressed”
superbly. ‘His habit 'was & Moorish ‘costiims,
withi & long robe of purpld yelvet héavily Bhnii’
med with gold, and secdred abicdt the walst by
a dilken mdgh of searlet s, ' Hi'vore mpon his
head a cap of blue velvét, from the right side' of
which bowed an ostrfch “plame, He~ advaniced”
close to where our three fifends sat, nnd lnok!ug
upon Henry, be satd: "

“Now, Henry, my work in your behn;tis
almost dgne. Your mother will be hire ahorﬂy
snd then' you will have no more need of mo.,
3ua I shall never foi'ggt yop—never.’“

4 Yoéu will not leave ug1” “ortéd the’ youth

‘starting to his feet, Yo sh@ll f0t, go nwgz

from me now. ¥No, 1o, you “will” stnl) nnd

‘| a hoing with me. 1t ,is ol w!m jm;
this noble home, and, Q'ﬁall('gh'hﬁp pler ff t;u'w

remain’ to share it with qg. Bay that '
“Not now, Henrijﬁ'— dﬁoﬂ : l’fhsﬂ”iﬁn””
Elmg w]th emoﬁon{r *ﬁﬁﬂ he f,: ity fa ' qm
keep back:
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long get the laws of England at deflance, would
“hardly be safe to settle down now.”
* My - friend,” spoke the morquis, *let net

 that fear trouble you, for I will give you all my
infloence for protection. Stay with ns.

" «Q, you shall stay,” cried Henry, agein.
“ We cannot lose yod now. Stay with me and
see how happy I will make you, and how both
Isidore and myself will Jove you. Stay.” !

“Yes,” urged the lovely girl, looking be-
soechingly ap. “Stay with ws npow. TYour
society is neoded to fill nup our happiness.”

The smuggler turned away and bowed his
head, and his companions could see tears trickle
down between his fingers and drop upon the
floor. .

X can resist you no longer,” he at length ut-
tered. “ Bui let me reflect for a moment.”

He turned away again as he spoke, and re-
moved the silken sash from his waist. Then ho
bowed hia head, and with a quick movement he
let the velvet robe fall from his shoulders, and
then having torn away the cap, he turned about
and faced his friends, That black, curling hair
now swept down over.the: shoulders, the beard
wag all gone, and in the placaof the velvet‘robe
appeared a close-fitting gown of derk satin, be-
neath the breast of which a fall, round . bosom
was awelling with wild emotion. What a. tyans-
formation! The absence of that close-carled,
dark benrd, which had coyered the cheeks, the
chin, and the lps, made & new face, and one of
still wondrq)is begmty. But these .eyes—those.

strange, blagk orbs, were not ehxnged BAYE thatx

now they, were filled with. tears. |

For zome moments nok s word was spoken,
Astopighment, a8t ,tog, powerfylly upon them.
Byt a¢lcagth Henry broke the spell, Hpmoved

tomards the slrange prosance, and while he placed-

his head apon that heaving bpsom, and wound

his arms about that swelling neck, he murmured ;
“ My mother ! 0, my mother 1"

- “Yes, yea, my boy. “The clond is off now,”

she sobbed, a8 she mvnmegl hig embmee “0,,

1 be pnraed no more by

the powers of ea:;'gh wnll by happ;' now.”
ml:te;g worda. ooq}d not expresa the frantie, joy-
ulart.lin_,; emotions of thgt moment, There
m\{lyg;glgm@nh of feeling for. anything

lik@ ,ca.lm, rﬂ \, '_l?hat Issglpal do_Vpux stood
now mdi tham ey w—nnd thsy kuew:, tpo,
that she atood ;hgl:q}}::;? plloe of Marco Mont-

worﬁlog. bu; thgt! é never aeg Mont-
enm; was gone with

mrilloq agajn, thg:

this new development, secmed passing belief;
and yet they.could not disbelieve it, for they
had the evidence present with them.

Moments were sparkling now, but they spark-
led as do the sands where the diamonds end the
glass are all mixed up; they sparkied radianily,
baut none npderstood the nature of the joy-beams
then, only that happmess had come, and they
seized it. * * * *

Atlength, at the end of half an hour, the party
became calmi, and were seated together.

“ Now,” said de Montigny, 1 think we have
cried and laughed as much as will be good for
us at present. So, my Lady Isabel, you must
relieve our anxieties and curiosities by explmn-
ing this most strange mystery.”

“Jt will take but a few moments to do that,”
returned the: marchioness, with a bright, beam.
ing gmile, * for T have already told you much.
Afier I gave up my child to the keeping of old
Pierre Fretart I wandered about for some time,
but what could X do? I found that a young

female had many dangers to encounter that were

not forced upon the other sex. I had allowed
the hope to] take possession of me that at some
time I should gain my rights. I was disgusted
with almost everything about me, 2nd at length
I resolved to assume the habit of a man. Being

naturally stout and tall, this gnisa well became

me, and when T came to add a heayy beard, I

wgs even myself surprised, I,made the beard
myze)f from my own shorn locks, and it fitted 5o
nicely as to defy suspicion, In my yoush I was
much npon the. water. My father owned a yacht

et Bayonne, and I often smled it. I loved the‘ ‘
| sea, and was it not natural, that, under. such cir-

enmstances 88,1 was then placed I shonld think
of the open sea &3 my safest place ? Remember

that what 1 had been called to pass throngh had -

‘duguswd me with governments,, I sold my
Jewels in Paris for five thousand ‘erowns—I bad
‘many superk ones, and I kaew what they were
worth. I then remmed,m St, :Mslo, any theye I
folLin with some smugglers—honest good. heart-
ed myn, and. their mode of life presented & charm

which . I hed found: nowhere else, for. ;wan&ed o

gm\wmg 03’ my grmf These smugglers owned'

4 noble brig, end I bought half.of it, and gave
them my pame a8 Marco Montmorillos. X went
with them, andl liked it, By continued prac-
tice I got my vo:ce nnde:‘perfect captrol and

not one of my companions, ever suspected my.

sex. Inftimel became eomrpnnder of the brig,
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and I made money, but T gave it wway a3 fast as

- X made it. 1 did not want'it, for I entered not

upon that wild lifs for mowey-making, ¥ helped
the poor ‘where ¥ could find them, end thas I
made me friends who bless me to this day. And

‘it gave me an advantage, ton, for I had thus at
“all times friends who were ever ready to help

me in all times of need. And then my famele
guise, which I sometimes pat on, helped 1o not
& littls, for by it I have made escapes from the
officers, which were deemed nothmg less than
miraculons.

“At length Napoleon fell ami Louis eame to
the throne of France, and again ¥ went to Paris,

. snd in my true guise 1 saw the king. He' gave
" me hopes. Time passed on, and again and again

Taaw the king. At last he promised me that he

would make inquirics into the matter a¢ ones. |

He sent to Aradi, where I told him I was mar-
ried, and his messenger found the record, Then
ho wauted to see my hushdnd’s private-papers, to

find how much property he left. I told him that
¥ could obtain them, and he sent two officors
with me. I got thcm atd -gent: them back by

-the officors, for I would nét go myselt} a8 ¥ wish-

ed to remain here to protect you from a villain.
They found the king at Alencon, and this after-
noon they retumcd bringing all the documents
we conid need, and also an order for Montferb’
;m-cst

“1 was on my way to your chatean, Sir Philip,
to:break the news there, when I saw: Montfere
runinifig: away with - yonrfairchild. I followed
him at a-distence, and -lost. net sight of him
again... And now what: mote 7 .J.can only say
thet Lhave given. up my-sheive in the smuggling
intorest some time since,and my old -compan-
fons all-think L am going'to leave the kingdom.
And so ‘muast il think. --Besides na -four. not’
another doul must ever know that-Marce: Mont--

morillon is not gone. ‘fronx the conniry, Even|

Piegr Fretart must remuin jv ignorsnce. Proms
ise-mae thig 1"

They all promised, .

“And now what ean. we do: but “LOTRMED0E.
life for mysclf and child: enew? You, Henry,

‘nm now the Marquis de Veux. I have the let.-

ters in my possession. You will pardon me for
not mnfessmg to you omee before that I was your
mother, but I would not do it untll I know.that
I could place you where you belonged; and be-
sides, I wished not to be bothered in the work I
‘had then npon my hands, - Bat it ia all paesed
now. Aud, my son, we will be happy—very
happx !”  And so they were.

And the two estates wera united amar all, for
one bnght day in early autumn, when the frait
wag all ripe, and the golden grain wés heavy in
the wido fivlds, the bishop came to the Chatean
de Vanx and performed a marriags rite, and
two foud and true hearts were made one for life.
Henry and Isidore were to be separated no more
on earth. ‘

And what shall we tell moret Of course,
Pierre Fretart lefv his nets and his boat, and
came to fivein the great chatean. He was ahap-
py old man, and he was as good e he was bappy.
sidore learnod to love him, and so did the old
marynis.

+ While winter was blowing her cold blasts over
the enrth, there came'a inbssenger along the Hle
‘rond, and he stopped one night at the Chateau
de Montigny; ond he told that Armaud Mont-
fore was dead—-that ho committed suicide in fhe
prison whefe he hiod Heen confined, There were
a few memories of sad thought called up by this
inteligence, nnd some pity, too, moved the hearts
of those whow Ye: had - ﬁlmiged» lmt thoy: mﬂd
Dot ROITGW DO moarp. i K

- People woudered. some. what M& heﬁﬁé of -
Marco- Montmorillo;: bt théy werk: toid that he -
had-armagsed a-fortuno and lefs the countryy atd. -
of voutse they hélievid it: - Bren old-Pisrve Hye-
tart believed it, ButIsabél do Venx onlyemfied
sometitied whin stie hetrd the subjoct bronched,
and #5id sho -was glnd the lao!dwlmngglu; had:: -
gone; Cerie eyt

- And the whrg: bnghusumﬁmumw -
and between-the two chdtoamxionp feiends. divided
. { their time. .. And at bithshey énjoped the: porfect.
aasurance ofalmm joym gim op that -irtee .

can secure, = "
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THE LADY EDITII.

BY FRANCIS P. PEPPERELL.

-

Tuzx castle where the Duke of Norfolk resided
during the summer. months, stood on the brow
of & hill, overlooking a princely expanse of far-
tile. growth. It was a pile of massive masonry,
with mosts, ramparts, and baatlonn, onea con-
gtituting an slmost impregnable. “defencs. From
the highest tower a flag, bearing the Norfolk
arms, rippled silkily dow in the idle winds, and
the more. modern -portion was gay with case-
"ments thrown open upon a flowery lawn, with
vades of oxotics upon the terraces, white garden
gtatues, glittering fountsins, snd the pleasant
minsic of s virginal fiuog from within, on that
swmmer afwrncon. The Spanish smbassador
and soite were entertained by the duke.
The Lady Edith, a pretty child of abont ten
years, had beon brought down, with liberty from
study and rule, to receive the visit of the yonng
Count Ferdinand, nephew of the ambassador,
who spoke Englich perfectly. As she shyly en-
tered the room, with the brown curls hanging
round her dimpled face, she stood for a moment
holding the door, then, seeing her mother stend.

hid herself behind the ample folds of the dneh-
ess’s skirt. As nobody paid the least attention
to this manmuovre, she by degrees peeped out
from either side for the young count, whom she
at last saw, standing by his uncle’s side; & tall,
slender youth, possessifig in an eminent depree
the beauty of the south. ' Perceiving the half
bashfel air of the incipient coquette, he advanced
frankly to her, with extsnded hands, of whick
-she took no notice, but, clutching her little skirt,
made him & grave courtesy. In recovering her
balance, however, she tripped over her mother’s
train, and stumbled backward, at which, #s the

| boy smiled, *“Thou art a rude boy,” she cried,
angrily, rising, “ thou laughest at me!” Never-

theless, it took no long time for the courteous

standing, ‘and they were soon seen sklppmg
down the lawn to the river.

“ Cunst steer- 8 hoat 7" gaid Edith, “Nay. it
is not worth thy while. Come back with me,

and T will show thee curious things.”

ing acrose the room, suddenly darted thither and -

young stranger o vestore an amicable wnder-
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Now the vault of the castle, where the desd

“were Jowered, had tong: been a subject of groat
wonderment t6 Edith, no dead having been de-.

posited there for full two generations ; but no
ong sufficiently daring among her confidants had
agreed to her project of entéring -it hitherto.

" Hither, by another route, they turned their

course. 'The door wiis locked, but the grating
below was quite unloosed ; this they tore aside
for an entrance.. Lighting & candle taken off
the church altar, * We need not fear now,” she
eried, I have a holy candle !’ " The caudle,
however, became extingnished in entering, and
before Ferdirand conld relight it, a sound as gt
some one shutting down a coffin.lid was heard.

I supposc it is a ghost,” said Edith; they
are all here.”

The candle was again burmng and deposxt.ed
in a socket, when the children turned their ai-
tention to their discoveries. Here and there the
bright eyes of a rat fascinated them for & mo

-ment, but in the next they caught sight of 2

skeleton, hung up and neglected by the family
surgeon. A large ocaken chair in one corner
was brought as near to the centre of the vault ai

& stone table, bearing threg coffins, one wpon
. two, would permit. The skeleton, lifted down

with great core and wrapped in & trailing, black.
velvet pall, was placed there ;—the. coronet that
lay upon an wpper coffin, and Edith’s own ear-
rings were fitted on the skull, rings and chains,
farreted. ont of unknown corneys, adorned the
fingers that held a sword, stolen .from another
coffin. As draped themselves in sweeping pells
they flourished hefore this monarch.

' There were checks thers once,” said Ferdi-

_ nand, “rosy cheeks,’ and lips that some one

loved to kiss, and bright eyes in those cavities,
where thou hast thrust sugar-plums, I misdoubt
if we do right.”

Not long after, the old butler entered the
drawing-room -obsequiously, and informed. his
master that a loud;outery, with langhter, shouts,
and heavy falls, was to be heard in the vanls be-
low the chepel. Now all presens being tories,’
Romanists, and in one league for the Pretender,
the duke had just informed them that he had

. hidden the Prince James Edward in this vory

vault, 4ill he could safely return, back to. Rome;

therefore the gentlomen, with drawn swords, &nd

the ladies, with pale, faces, speedily sought the

endangered place. "As-the duke, having teken

the ponderous key from beneath the altar ateps,

advanced quickly, the stream of yellow light
. ; .

came steadily, through the tomh grating, but the
merry laughs suddenly silenced. thymselves at
the sonnd of footsteps. Tarning the key in the
rusty lock, his grace threw open the door, and
facing the company sut the crowned and seepired
skeleton, - Afar in some high niche, the. white
frock of Lady Edith glimemd like a ghest, and
the wholo place was in disorder. Suppressed
gipsles quickly relieved the awe-struck guests.

“ Edith 1" said ber father, sternly, * Edith 1"

‘“Here I am, papa!" she cried, with & merry
laugh, that would no longer be restrained.

“Come hither, child]” and he went towexrds
her. Somewhat %earful, shonld she be taken,
the child leaped from the niche to a neighboring
shelf, the aged timber snapped with the impetus,
and threw her upon the topmost coffin of the
three on the stone tablg, which falling with her
in turp, the Iid broke open and disclosed the
Prince James Edward. Scrambling dismayed
upon her feet, with the help of the young Count
Ferdinand, she stood, half sobered, with her
finger ungraciously in her mouth. Her, father
and the Spanish ambassador assisted the prince.
‘“Edith,” now said the duke, holding her at
arm’s- length from him, * dost know how t}hon
hast profaned & sacred place, tho holy regt of the
dead *  Of what art thou made ¥ -

“OF dust,” answered she, demurely, anrveymg
the person of the prince leisurely, . |

“ Hast thou no manners 1" asked her morti-
fied mother, hasnly. i

“All I ever had, mamma,” she smd “I never
used any!” sngd breaking from her father’s hold,
she ran like an antelope away. During the
ambasaador”s staf, the fiendship, begun so mer-
rily between the children, became more clopely
cemented every day by a now alliance .in; mis-
chief. The wine, set out to cool for dinner, was
stealthily decanted away, and replaced by cun-
ningly colored mixtures; the duke’s sngfibox
filled with flour, that gave his moustache are.
mature old age; the dish of plams st desert,
served up with & majority of pin-cushions. that
they had spent the moming in contriving; the
fountain pipes filfed up with stones; the doublat
sleeves of the important nmbnssndor sewed up,
and afew opgs. deposited at the closed orifice ;
sudden shower baths given to full dressed young
ladies ; the hounds let loome in the fower garden,
and, to crown all, adveniurons lesps from the
battlamencs of one tower to thoss of
lower, till_the whole -household “rejoloed. when
the Count Perdinand left, to mdy war ln the
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Spanish army, and the Lady Edith retnmed to
hér governess arid her books. -

Bome eight "years had, rolled happily over.

FEngland. ‘Conspiracies seemed to be set aside,
the.good Queen Anne quietly installed upon the
thgne,'and the war of the Spanish succession
waged -hiotly with all the skill of Marlboro® and
' Figenéd, ' A great frigate, bearing Spanish pris-
onerd, lay in the harbor of Portsmouth, and the

Duke of Norfolk, ever ready to gratify feminine
.curiosity, was cxplammg naval tsetics to his
danghter and afow of her friends, npon the deck.
“Weliry of the affair, the Lady Edith strolled to
the: other side of ‘the ship, dhd stood, with her
arms folded in her lite mantle, looking into the
green water of the hiarbor, Raising her eyes at
the rattle of & sailor in the shrouds, they lighted
upoft s prisoner, sitting by the taffrail, with a
large Spanish cloak around him. The eolor
fled into her checks, but she walked calmly
towards him,
< Perdinand ¥ said she, in a low voice.

“Editk | ‘
#%hou, a prisoner 3"
“Buch ‘are the chances of war, madam,” he

‘replied, in u slightly foreign accent,

¢ Canst thon not eseape 3"
“I liave refused parole. Yonder is my guard.”
# Y will bring my father to ‘thee. Do thou
come to us in Devonshire, If X have a hoat be-
Itw, canst thou enter it unoeen ¢ “Farewell, my
Jord 1" and she tripped lightly to her friends.
“ Hast found a lover ¢ said oné, laughingly.

" Only practisiog my Spanishy” she returned,
seduting & sorly soldier with a ‘Bpanish jest; and
taking her father’s arm, she led him eside, and
to}d of Ferdinand. o

“Thi frigate lay in distant .moorings from the
shore at suneet, and by the lanterns at her stern
in the dark night her situation was evident:
Fhe moon had not risem, when a boat pnt out

- #tealthily from the shore, and rowing with maf-
-Hed dars, quietly lay to beneath the bows of the
fiigate. A low whistle from the boat, answered
by another from the deck; a pause, and sliding

- down the anchor chains, Fardinand was redeived
into the boat, which instantly shot off again.

“TThon drt safs,’” whispered the slendar form
beside him ; he mede no reply, save to kiss the
little hand in his. The boatswain’s loud pipe
mohnded from the ‘frigate, and a shot came

grazing the water just beside thom. A fowmore
hear_ty strokes, wnd thelr keel touched the sand.

The men largely paid and dismissed, Ferdinand

upon his roud to Devonshu'e, and the doke'and
Lady Edith rettrned to the hotél. The next
morning the quiet town ‘was all aslir, for the
most precions prisoner of all had ¢scaped, sn
officer who, having performed prodigies of valor,
tind whose skill and bravery having most barassed
the allied troops, had only been taken at an im-
menee expenditure of cunning, treachery, ;ind
gold. Three days, in order to allay suspicion,
did the duke and Lady Edith remain at Ports-
month, and on the fourth departed for the sam-
mer residence in Devonshire.  In this aweet
home the rosy weeks flew by joyonsly, and no
convenient escape yet offered itself for the count,
while reconnting their old pranks, re-visiting “old
haunts, practising madrigels and canzongts, the
lapse of time was unnoticed, both by himself and
Edith. One morning Edith, at & funeral pace,
with an open letter in her hand, entered the

| drawing-room, where ant her mother and Count

Ferdinand,
“Mamma,” said nhe “imagine any catastro-
phe, and then siy, Lady Barbara Metcalf comes

here to-day t Count Ferdinand will no longer

be safo. Bhe is the greatest gossip in England,
snd knows every tit bit of seandal, from- John
' Groat’s houss to Land’s Fnd! Bhe must no's
come, certainly !" .

“ But how fo prevent it ?” asked her mother,

‘anxionsly.

“Btay ! 1 have it1” cried Edith, and dancing
from the roem, she retumed in a féw moments

with & great roll of scarlét bunting and white -

cloth.. Quickly going and coming again, laden
with shears, needles, thimbles, and thread. ’

“Never thou mind, mamma,” she replied, to
her mother’s remonstrance.  “ I wish not the
housemaid’s assistance.” And giving Ferdinand
the shears, ¢ Now do. thou, count, eut me large
letters from this white cloth,” she added. “An
L,no, two L's,an A and M,an X,a P,an O
and an 8. That will do. Is it not like our old
play 7 Mammas, thou wilt take a needls and
run this seam ¥ taking another herself, with a
great show of industry,—for, to tell the trath,
Edith was not greatly skilled at her needle.
Sewing the white lotters, ono by one, upon the
bunting, she Anally spreed it out upon the car-

| pet, and the words, “SMALL POX,” glared at -

hor astonished coadjutors. Ringing the bell,

which was anewered by a footman before her

mother could framé & kéw remonstrance——
“Giood Grégory,” she said, “ run this up in

place of the flag on the high tower. Be speedy!”
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and, en;oying every one's dismay, she beglm &,
smaller one. This being finished, ille in down

" the lawn with it and gave jt the potter’s little

boy at the gates, togethar with ‘a_thonsand in-
structions, As she retutied, the “gréat wliite-
lettered flag waved stifily over ‘the castle in the
breege, spmading its contagioas mmor afar. Yo

_sooner ‘was Edith epjoying thie effoct, us shie nar-

rated it to her imoflier and the tount, than the”
sound-of whaels strick théir ears.

* Pliat may bo she,” cried ¥dith.' * Naw for
the dambeal's terror ¥

A moment the carrisge delayed at the gates,
another, and it rollml Aup the avenue to the graad
entrahce. - .

«.Q, Mary mother ! simpleton that I am?
cried Edith, falling in & comical despéir upon &
fanteuil, “ Lady Bab. has'had the small pox 1

-Tady Barbera was & young woman, with
pincked and frosty features, mnd véry emall,
black eyes, in singular - contrast with tightly

- curling hair of a vivid red.

“"¥lijch of you are sick ¥’ she asked, nbmpt-
1y, aftor tho first greetings.

«(), those flags, mamma! Thou dfdst not
heed them, Bab1” said Edith, with a merry
glance at Perdinand.

Tn Lady Barbara's drassing-room, somewhat
latar, “Didst riotice,” said Edlth ‘the count’s

" ghservance of thee ¢

T saw he could not take his eyes off frﬁm
e l!l -

“ Paséinated! Trepénd uponit 1" eried Edlth.
“Whoishe? Wealthy?'

““Nay. A Spanich prisoner, merély.” - -

« (,” gaid Lady Barbara, with & disappoint-

" ed cadence. Ishall be obliged to défeat his
.bopes. I could not thitk, for & moment, of edch.

a marriage.” And they went down: togethsr.

At dinner, Lady Barbava, sitting by Ferdi-
pand’s eide, during the bitllfant table talk, where
he shone eonspicuons by Lis'lively wit, his ex-
tensive knowledga and entertafning aneedote,
redeived the grave attentions of tho talile, which
ke béstowed; with go pleagsed a constiowsness
and coquettish shyness, mingled with mysterions
glanees at Bdith, that Ferditiand wiis completely
amazed. ¥dith, never rematkable for the polite-
ness that éhafactetized ‘hér thbther, leaned baek
i her ‘¢hair and laughed outright. o

“3 declarp, Fdith,™ said Lady Bnb “ thoq
art incomprelionsible.”

Four days thus- passed; during wlneh Lady
Barbara; laboring - teder the tidiedlons decep-

tion, bridied and eoqﬂethd by turns with the
porplézed codnt: ‘Onthe’ folrth day, as Edith
and Ferdinand sketcl:ed from o bow-witidow

| before Mym ~aind doWn, “E Rt aaid

e dudkiss;, iy Tord- Bolingbtoke Uoiiie!

hithier to-day, and as thy stitot, it is thy Miter's

‘and my will that thow 'wilt redeive him-<t -~ -
© Suit-ably 1 finished Edith, with emphals.

Ferdinand; with his e’dnﬂﬁm‘y ‘deilcacy, ‘leﬂ:
themn.

* Mwmma,” gaid Edn’h dfter ‘& omntdiy
silence, * I neve will wed Tovd Boﬁﬂgbﬂhﬂe L)
help we——Westmitister bridge.”

My Lord Bolingbroke was & gentlémen 6f &
truly noblo cast of countehiatics, An clegant -
ner and great wealth, bitt his srtivel produced -
no effedt apon Bdith, That evedlng’ siro Wis

again in-Ladly Barbarh's dréesing-foom.

“ Didst ever know,"” said the Tatter, *anything
50 batird 25 this young man’s eyes, in followlig
me? Everywhere I go theve sto a new hiont'df
lovers, I hate to dlsappolnt them if {hey ave
anywise gonsitive, but it is really troublesiine,
There was yoang Veasey, at Bath, & nonth ago,
blew out his brains solely on iny decoutt, sélely.
However, ha hud lost afl ik fortnsie ot garhing,
the wight before; and it wain't'so mbch waftéy!
T carinot marry them ol she added, pentively;
but Fdith wes stready gone. « What is it they
sée ih e so powerful ¥’ shé uontinued, wriédi-
tatingly.

*(od, he knows,"” answefed her imocent Ab-
igal, in a pious, sympmmc won&erment, hhm
behind hier chafr,

. «Q, #t's you, l9 §t 1 veturnéd Tadly Barbsra,
sharply. “Speskwhen Qm spoken to?* 'W:ﬁi
‘which lady-like rémark she closkd ke tollet, -

One pleasant nobn, the duchdss hnd Edlih
with their gmsw, mt fir’ i‘he wuwn driwﬁ!k
fom. i

“T must spesk decisivety,” M\isp’éi‘bd Idnly
Barbara to Edith, I can 5t more eitdiio s
young man's impertinenoe," and slm wﬁki kefn
of 'wool frotn her tdble. ‘

Ferdinard, with his runal grave murteuy, oﬂm
ed to wind it.

‘Nay,” said Lady Barbars, lbnking bér tiend
and requedting Lord Bolinglifoke’s asalstanbe.

* Ferdinand, who had been veading slond figin
Beaumiont and Fletclm* ﬂmited Iﬂi pldumt
employrnient. v

# Youny m" intebrupted Tady Batbirs,
surveyig him narmwlyfroih or- little ek '

¢yes “youy stténtions hive hevote quite olfén-
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sive tgo me. I am unsble to return them in the

- them P .
-0, ha! bal ha! ha!” laughed, Edith, throw-
ing down her peneil, “Q, it's too good! Hal
ha! ha! O, Babl he is no more in love with
) ;hele,thqi;f,l am. It wae only & joke. Ha! hal
a b ' '
Fordinand, Bolinghroke, the ‘duchess, were
stone still ; even Edith stilled her merriment, at
the expression of Lady Barbara's face, as, gath-
ering wp her embroidery, she swept in high dud-
- geon from the room, The duchess followed her
immediately, offering & thpusand. apologi® in
vain, Lady Barbara borrowed the dnke’s coach,
and desiring that her maid and baggage should
be forwarded, passed bastily, iv & fow moments,
equipped for a journey, down, the staircase,
“Lady Bab! Lady Bab!” cried Edith, run-
ning out and stifling her langhter, “Ibeg your
pardon! Iwas foolish and imprudent. Pray
averlook it! Do not go! Say you will come
Lady Barbara disengaged her hand. “ Before
1 come to Norfolk castle again, you may all have
the small pox and die of it1” she eried, tivisting
up a small portion of BEdith’s amm between her
fipgers, with tho utmost spitefulness. Edith
cama back into the drawing.room, pitcously dis-
playing the black and blue spot. upon her arm.
“Itis cortain,” said she, ** that Lady Barﬁara.,
go where she will, leaves an impression.” B
The Connt Ferdinand, weary of the bondage
that was daily drawing- him deeper into another
mgre dangerous, was walking, alone and gloomy,
in the park. A sunny opening among the felled
troes, disclosed to him Edith, with Lord Boling-

broke in g lover's attitude at her fest. IHe

face, and sadder thoughts still, in his heart. Ag
kour’s wglk brought him, unawares, upon the
very place, and Edith stood there along, in the
same position. . . ' :

“I have been waiting for thee, oy friend,”
sha_said. . ‘ .

“T have come, then, only to bid thee farewslt,”
he anywered. ! e

Edith opened her large ayes, repeating his
last worda, | .
- Ay, I;ady,E@il}h,I cannot see thee another’s
wife. I have loved thee! Prisoner and deso.
late na X am, I haye.daped to bope,.and have
wasted the prssion and joy that should have

strack jnto a side path, a deeper. gloom epen his

“Terdinand,” said Edith, smiling through her
tears, " dost thou trulylove me? Wil thon

stood close beside him, her hand npon his shonl-
| der, in the old, childish way. * Bolingbroke is
nothing to me,” she said, . “I love only thee I
The lovers met with no opposition from duke
or duchess, but the preparations for Ferdinand’s
departure were accomplished that evening, and
next morning a fishing smack, anchored by the

logne. S Ll =

But Lady Barbara’s petty revenge had not
been idle; for detailing, as she passed through
Portsmouth, a fow exdggerated: facts, & revenus
cutter was despatched sceretly to that quarter
of the coast, and & strong foree of soldiery march-
&d to the adjoining town, Long before daylight,
Ferdinand was put on board the sinack, which .
bore all sail away. The rising sun, siriking a
glory through the distant. miats, silvering -oars
and sails, and -revealing overy paint: along the
shore, still showed the fisher, half disappearing
in the fog, when three boats, filied with armed
men, shot out from & cove, in fullehase. Look-
log from where they stood upen the sand, the
duke and Edith beheld the coast lined with sol-
diers, while the hearty strokes of those in the
bonts threw them forward with a fearful swift-
[ess, till they disoppeared 'in the mist. . An
hour, and the waiting multitudes saw them re-
turn.  Aa they landed, they took from one of
the boats a prisoner, bound hand and.foot,

swain; “for he funght like a tiger,””

Edith was not one to wring her hands, and
she went home to breakfust, .

* Mamma,” she said, “wo have cards for the

Yon will accept themp 7 And, dear mamma, lot
us go up to Loundon to-day, and do thou conde.
scond to gossip, and ielt me all thou hearest are
to. go, and what they may wear. I myself will
bave & dozen masques,” -

Queen Anue, thongh compellsd o set a price
upon her brother's head, loved him with all the
intensity of her guiet nature; her conscience
warned her that she occupied his right, and her
mind, afior the death of her children, was full of
projects and’ conspiracies in his faver. Thus,
though she knew he was, at that- moment, again

beon spread. over s Lifetime, in the. vain delight

)

S ™

™

!

i ' the | of these fow weeks. I go forth forever, -
light you wish, and beg to have no. more. of | liness and despajr.” - g e o lone

have me, with all my imperfections?” She

coast, was to skim safely over with him to Bou- ' mugic of the orchestra, when the duke and duch-

" and dismissed by a single slender figure, was

“ We striiggled well for him,” said the boat.

5

queen’s grand masquersde ball, nexi Thursday? -

© single individoal, in the attive of a Roman gen.

;_l’.lr the kingdom,—heing guarded by a jealous J
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ministry,~she had hitherto foupd an intorview
with the Prince, Jamed Edward impossible. . Bat,
as if by an. ingpiration, she had. ordered ¢ mas-
querade in the palaee, on 2 more extensive scale
than had ever gladdened festive hearts. The
¢avds issned were numerous as * leaves in Val-
lambross,” and it was here, in an unknown
masque, that she intended the interview. The]

streats were thronged with coaches at an sarly |

hour, and_ siready the halls of St. James were
full of fantastic and beantiful forms, winding
among thémselves in time to the magnificent

ess, in rich Spanish costumes, srrived; hut
Edith was not with them. Neither had the
queen arrived. A.simpie hack driving up, paid

immediately followed by another, wheneo de-
scended a remarkably stout. lady.. Her head-
dress, was conspicuous with plumes of every
color, a8 she deseended from the dressing.rooms,
and her-whole array was a medley of gay hues
and mediaeval styles. Musqued, and holding
her fan before her, she sailed in, requiring ns
arach room a3 & Spanish galleon. Securiag &
little pape, shortly, she whispered him, * Thou
seest yon sea nymph? Go thou and fall before
her, and in rising, lay held wpon her robe.”
The little page speedily obeying, the sea
nymph stooped forward to shake him off, when
the stout lady adroitly pinned.a paper, on which
was written, “ This is Lady Barbara Metealf,”
upon het hack.
“I think, my dear,” soliloguized the stout
Tady, *thoa wilt not do so much mischief to-
-night as thou didst anticipate.”” Moving along,
she . confronted a portly gentleman, dressed in
the papal robes, but limping with a broken stick,
as ia derision of the Roman Charch. “For all
thon art eo lame, holy father,” said she, " thy
step is Swift.” o
* ¢ How the deuce did you know me 7" eried the
astonished pope, in 2 blatant voice. :
She only nodded her. head .mysterionsly, and
with a slow circait, re-sought the>empty dress-
ing-room. ,There came thence, in another mo-
ment, a troubadour in the light provencal dress,
“with: & lte in his little hands, striking now and
then & harmony. ~ Gliding with & quick step and
. a quicket jest between groups, she came to a

eral, leaning against a pillar, whose head. and
shoulders were so disproportionately tall as -to
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beside him, he sung to the music of his lnte the
foliowing stanzas; s .y
+ Wiwa Alexander’s shintog sword ;|
~Had nathing more 1o hape, . e

Ho added to hls martial name ,

Monosyilabls Pope ¢ '
To cohruer nvwer wortds with spleen,
Orosi-gratmed; ctoss-ayed, and dully -

e proved the hero but s man,
) The poek but o fol. L
‘Thine ass’s cars show uader thy lion’s skin, Mr.
Pope,” be laughed, = R
Discovering many other identities, the trou.
badour lost his own, and anwn of the Anfinnciad
stole round, with her thin, blue-silk viil filling
over her white garments. B
“ My infidel, Lord Bolingbroke,” murmy
the nmn, to & red-closked cardinal, “thy dress
ig a mockery 1 Kneel t6 this croga % - -
The cardinal laughed, while she moved oz
towards ono in'the crimson-velvet garments of
an astrologor, embroidered with silver atarscand
crescents. * Thon shouldst wear this garb sl
ways, Bir Isanc,” she.said. * Fitly art thow an
astrologer, great Newton 1" - Sl
An sogel, with rosy wings, and shining curls,
and snowy robes, supplanted the num, s she
threw her blue vejl upon a'seat, * O, Sarah of
Marlboro’,” she whispered, to ¢ne in the dreds
of Zenobia, “Tngland's and Palmyra's gneens
are not so friendly ns of yore, I am not the
Angel of Death, your grace,” sho cried, to the
Highlander by Zenobin’s side. ¢ He will come
to Marlboro®, anon! Here, Benbow,” she langh-
ed, to an old Tai, “here is a sea nymph for
thee! Lady Babl Lady Bab! did the Spaniard
deceive thee 77 And the angel Iaughed as soft
& laugh as the sound in the sea nymph’s shells,
on her way to a dressing-room. A talt lady, in
a blue domino, passed the door, a8 o sweet liftle
English peasant girl came out, with & basket of
flowers npon her arm. The short, white petti-.
coat and pink jucket, and the lace cap, half over
the bright, dropping hair, gave her & most be-
witching appearance. .

¥ I will not betray thee,” whispered the peas-
ant girl to the lady in the blue domino, *though
thy highness Aas & moustache bebind thy mask 1
The weather is sweeter in Rome, Prince James 1”
and she glided by to a nun in black robes.
“Madam,” whispered she, sy low that none save
the nun could hear, “come with me,” Tha
nop tarned, and they went into an alcove to-
gether. T know,” said Edith, removing hor -

ropta

- suggest the idea of pasteboard. Stauding close

\

4

mask, “ that thou art the qieen. I know, ales,
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that_thy brother, the Prince James Edward, is
yonder in the blue domino.” The gasping queen
made a terrified motion to remove: her nask,
. “Nay,” said Edith, “none but I knowit. Queen
Asnne, I am thy faithful subject, bt tenderly as
thou lovest thy brother, I love snother, Thog
rememberest that thou thyself hast 8¢t a price
apon the Staart’s head. Madam, give me the
life and freedom of Count Ferdinand di Garei-

. lnsgo,; the ‘Spanish prisomer in the Tower, and
thy brother is safe1” and she produced a p;.rd{-
‘ment. and = mifute writing apparatus from fer

Bower-basket. ~ Write it fairly, madam,” said-

‘Edith.. The queen wrote; in g ‘bpld, free hand,
an enfu-e pardon, scaling it with her signet ring’
ghe s:gne:d it fully, and. gave it 10 the lovel;
peasant girl.  Edith quickly called the Duke of
Norfolk’s coach, and left the palace -for the
Tower. /
The great conconrse assembled in church-a
mogzh later, was nowise saddened by the absence
of Lindy Barbars, as Ferdinand led Edith to the
altfn'.‘ While many a gentle heart in the gal-
Eerws beat faster at sight of the dark curls flow.
ingover the Spanish doublet, aud the large black
eyes overlooking the pale chiselling of the bride.

groom's featurcs. And ‘the queen herself ook
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There was one palatial residence in the ity
world in tiagnificence. It wis the home of his
excellency, the governory Count Ferdinand ai

.wat,ers‘of' the river Ozima rolled far beyond it,
into the city, beneath the overhanging windows,

| while great ships and barges lay st anchar within

spesking distance. Tt was built in the light and
gf'aceful style of Saracenic architectare, with the
pilazzos, and baleonies, and coluinng that giace
the streets of Damasens. Fraguently some
slave’s skilful hend filled the whole place with
melody, and Tulled the TLady Bdith gentlier in
her siesta, till sho awoke to find herself strowm

- with aromatic blooms by baby hands. Or lean-

ing at night, beside ¥ordinand, from her ‘win.

 dows, whence poured o great ilumination, boat

a.nd skiff speeding along with friendly recogni-
tion, sweet songs arising in the distance, and the
moon hanging fall end flery above the low hori-
zon. “Thy home pleases thee 2 the governor

‘might ask.

. ];‘ England was sweet enow,” is the low reply.
‘But it was- never like this, my loved Venjoe
is not so beantifal 1 - e ‘ s

the-Flove from Edith's fingers, with & reconciled

and thankful condescensjon,

\

of San Demingo, rivalling the ‘Pataices of the old

f%greilasgo. The blue Atlantic glittered at a =
distance from its fat roofs, and the "deep, safe -

_ native, ker beauteous Loire.

" the western sky, when the vesper notes flonted
- from the old gray chapel,and buds and blossoms

* beantifil sleep. If meorry, she fancied the siream

-
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Tow and sweet was the music of the Loire'as
it wound its silvery way through the sunny viles
of France, kissing the banks of the moany vine.
clad hills that shadowel'its waves,and picturing
them' in 'such vivid colors that it were hard to
tell which were the fairest, the leaves and fruit
which rustled in the golden air, or their reflec-
tions swaying to and fro to the Iallaby of mer-
maid’s song. Many lavely spots did that river
glide seftly by as it chanted so low and sweet,
and many an ear was bent to hear its familinr
tones, and many a beart, as they stola through
the balmy air in tuneful echoes, was proud of its
native stream. But no lovelier spot did it touch
with its crystal waters, than the spacious and
fragrant gardens of the old Count Aliieux. Mo
eara were bent oftener to Hsten to its murmuring
musie than those of his young and lovely daugh-
ter Louise, and no knight of all fair Francé was
prouder of its rolling waters than was she of her

She had n favorite seat under an arching tree,
close to the river's bank, and hither she came,
whether inerry or sad, twico a day; when the
sun was first flinging its golden rays over the
mountzin tops, when the birds were warbling
their nativehymus, and the flowers lifing up their
dewy cycs, and when the purple and crimson
floods of sunset light were haloing with glory

folded their fragrant leaves'and drooped in their

laughed with her, while its rolling tides would
seem to blend in the eweetest of chorus notes
with her ringing Jaugh and happy song. If sady
it seemed to her like.a stronm of tears, end it
voice would come to her then with & dirge-like
wail, and mournful, but solemn, as come.the
voices of the doparted to the sad heart at the
twilight hour. But ‘whether it sang or wept
with her, dear, very dear, was it to the young
heart of Louise, for with it were lipked her eag-,
liest, bor dearest memories. How many hours
of childish joy had sho and the litsle brother who
slopt under thet tiny green mound in tho charch-
yard, enjoyed together upon its flowery banke !
How many pleasant walks end talks hed she
known there with her father snd mother, after
the voice of little Philip was hushed! And in
lator times how often had her meiden heart
throbbed with aelmost delirious eostacy on the
brink of those flashiug waves, 4 her ear drank
in the music of a lover's voice and her cheeks
became rosier under the soft touch .of his rich
lips! Ah yes! Within & yenr that river liad
become & etill more hallowed spot in her mem-
ory, for beside it, Her betrothal vows lind been
whispered,—heside it, the golden ring had been
slipped upon her finger,~~beside it, the first ki
of love had been received and given!

Low and sweet was the music of the beautiful
Loire as Lonise bent her fleot footateps to its
brink one. sunny eve ii June,—loiw, it scemod to ¢
her us was the star of hopein her heart's tor- €

zon, end sweet ®s the memories that clustéred




. canitbe? Must I Jeave my sunny France, my

. showered hor damp, white face with kigses..

«aanestly into her lover's face, seeming the whila
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about that favorite seat, on which she sank s0'| devout o5 is vour father, ﬁertrami would ere

quickly. N-Tery pale was her fair brow, while | now have called npon you to re;o:ce in your
the dark lines under the golden lashes, which | king’s mandate.”

. drooped so pitifally over her swollen eyes, |

soemed tospeak of an agony too deep fur words.

Louis the Fourteenth oar blessed monarch, have

Her pallid lips quivered with sobs,her heart beat spoken, that can have cansed such terror in a
convulsively, and her small white bands were | maiden’s heart? T cannot even guess. I have
Bow wrung in the mute language of grief, and | been closeted in closest study with - Fathor
then were folded as in passive despmr on ber Anselm e}l day long, and know nothing of what

throbbing bosom, .

For a long while she sat there in deep silence,

you intimate. What is it 2"
“Yon do not know, then, that the king has

But at length, lifiing hér head and dashing the | unjustly revoked the edict of Nantes—that death
heavy drops from her eye.hds Jshe gazed padly ¢ or banishment i the cruel sentence denounced

around her, and then'in'a vome of
thos, exclaimed: * My last evening hers!. O,

singing river, my laughing" flowers, my shadow-
ing trees, my birdling pets, my, beautiful’ home,
my brother’s grave—all, allt - O, my Heavenly
Faiher, be neer me now, for I am weak indeed.”
lApd then she bent her knees and commimed in
silence with the God of the Huguenots, praying
for strgngth in their hour of need so close at
Ednd, and for resolntion to go. throngh ail that
would -await them in their perilous flight from
th‘e_ir .native land o that wilderpess over the
ocean, where only then could they hope for that
fre?adom of soul’ whmh they prized se dearly,
Bhe was very falm when she.arose and seemed
transformed by her earnest prayer from a shrink.
ing maiden to a fearless martyr, ready and wili-
ing o brave tempest and wave, to give up life’s
holiest memories and its dsarest dhopes, -1
wonld ‘it were over,” murmured. she,—* this
-parting scens, for it will rack me as never did
priest his victim, and yet I feel that I have that
within my soul that will earry me through, Buat
Bertrand, beloved of my heart, how can I crush
your hopes so sadly and so suddenly—>
* " Bertrand is here,” whispered a manly voice
in her ear. Dxdst call him, love * Methonght
1 heard my name softly apoken as I leaped the
thicket. But how i this, Lonise.? In tearsand.
50 -8ad too. What means it, love?’ And he
drew the maiden’s head closo to- his heart and

*“You have not heard, then ?"* said she, when
ai length she found her lips,

“Heard! What, Louise? Speak. quickly,
love. Yow'stare me with your pale; sad laoks.”

‘Then the maiden lified her head and . gazed

to.strugple Hard for the. wasteryof her emations;

wgchmg pa- | tipon the heads of (@ll those Protestants in France

who'do not renounce their fith,”

Pussionately did the young man clasp her to
his breast, as he gathered in the . terrific import
of her words, and until the moon rose high in

the wildest entreaties of love to mduce her to
tarry in her native clime, to become his bride at
once, and as the wife of a noble .and wealthy
Catholic; whils in ler heart she might be true to
her religion, onjoy the.freedom and. beauty of
life.in the Jovely home of her youth,

-But_in vain -did he expostulate and plead.

Hushmg the yemrnings of her heart as it craved
to Jie forever in the bosom of its love, to have
forever iis home amid the haunted scenes about

known to her lover her determination fo be true
to-her convietions then and ever, to leave her
sunny Franee, her youthful lover, all’ the hopes
and memaries. which till -that day she had so
fondly ctierished, end go forth with her beloved
ones, over the ses, o the western wilds.

“ With the motrow’s sunset I shallsee the

sunrise I shall bid my native coast-a long; yes,
an eternal, and O, how sad—farewell. It only
remains, Bertrand,- that we nerve ourselves to
part, This ring,”” and she slipped the golden
civclet from her quivering finger; *this ring
which onice I hoped to haye worn when my pulse
was still, I must now give back ; and may she
who wears it pfter me, nover know the angmsh
that is erushing now my deavest hopes.” ~

“ Hear me, hear me; my own Louise I and
Bertyand gack on his kneos before her. * Re-
ligion may forbid that we shiould ever wed, but
it cannou farbid our holy love, our love that has’
grown up with our young lives, that has sancti-
fied the past and made beavenly-the futare! No,

Atiength gho spoke: ¥ Methinks a Catholicso

Lauise ;” and: he' grew . the riog again upon her '

“ What mandate, Lonise* What sdict can

‘shall # be taken thence.”’

" weeping till her sobs beceme a lullaby to slim-

the heavens did he hald ker there, striving with

her, the maiden frmly, but sadly too, mads .

white sails of the exile’s vessel—with the next

- complete their hasty preparations for an imme-

e el )
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ﬁngef “ No other hridd shall wear'it, and not hearté ‘wers filfod witk tendernéié. * Seniingtim-

until another his sought ded won- your ‘hand; | gelf lode t5 the opening o the tént, into whish

And then they parted, '

m«mmm,wﬁeﬂﬁmy oo
On the banks of thelze.pative river,”

streamed the
the connt rekd pashagé after’ paibage front tho
| noty volame, and that eninést, inpassioned ke
'| haunte this ears’of his rudé Nsténeis for yedrd,

AEdh ligh’l of the ' départing ddy,

Sad, almost ready to break, seemed to Louise | Then the-trio jottiod thelr volces in onb of thode’
her Leart, as she siowly retraced her path td the'| grand old hymns, which hiave been peuling ever
castled home which had nurtured her ancestors | since through the ‘aisles of the gamtctuary, lika

for o many & generation back:’ Yot that privi-

muste tones from & heavenly harp. And than

lege, #0 ‘inestimable to those who mourn, of | on their bent knees, they offéred’ up tho’ mt

ber, was then denied hier, and forcing herself 'to
wear an aspect of cheerfulness; she spent the re-
mainder of the night in assisting her parénts to

diate flight. Much and valuable ‘property had
to be sacrificed, but bravely wad it_done, for thé
corapensation was Iife, and lberty to worship as
the heart thought best, and could they onty have
“been certain of & cottage home in that wesiern
world, freed from the perils of the wilderness,
they would have parted with less regret than
they did from old and chétished ohjects.

The sun was just touching the old turrets with
its first golden beam, aa thie exiled aney stepped
into the light craft that was {o carry them for the
last time' over the waters of the Loire.
would they have lingered awhile on its hallowed
banks, and taken a long Jast look of the spot so
dear, but the worda of the: fatal edict seemod
ringifig in their ears, now like the funeral notes

 of & beantifal hope, and agatn with the ominond |-
shrick of the cartion bird, impatient to se the

last drop of Hife blood doze from the veina of his
prey ; 2nd clinging wildly to "each -otlicr, father,
mother and daughter secréted themselves in' the
tiny ‘eahin aud gave ordezs w the wmtmg' crew
to set their sails.
As Yonise had told her lovef, wzth the aunset
their tearfal gave rested on- the 'vessel ‘that was
to'bear them over: the-deep: ' They were urged
to-einbark at onte, though: it ‘wonld not 'weigh
aneﬁor L sunrise; bu¢ - their ‘hestts - plead  tao’
‘powstfully to be resisted, for ons move hight on’
the soil of thelr loved native land, und crouched |
together utder & rade tént; framed hastily from
canivaét lent them by thelr crew, whir were old:
 retainrs of the count, for'the Iuﬂin&e "they ‘pers
formed feligions s ‘gerviben in Piisnee. - The boats
méh, thotgh-eath devoutly grossed ‘& rosary b
his Hps each fimié ke knelt; were w'impmmd
withithé sblemnity of the-soekse; kg oat-toats

evening prayer in the lahd of ghictr birth, end it
was & prayor worthy their’ Protestint hearts, for'
not onlydid they commit themselves to the hand
of the Ommpotem, but beseech him to pour hif
blessing not oiily on ¢heir brother and eister refe
agees, but on their most crael oppressors, “Al,
all, Pather,” ctied the trembling yoice of the
¢ount ; ¥all would we nitmber'in our prayer,
and now do with e ns thot seest fit” -

It was a tearful timé on the qtmy the next
morning, a¢ friends aiid nélhibora 'Pm-wd [T
sadly and so suddealy, for réllglon doos “hdt
wass set at dofianes the ontgushifies of the' heart,
and maty & Catholic and Protedtant of that wssle
realm wers biodhd together by tles it was he
indeed fo tiever | aud of all thiat ghthered thérg

i

‘| see that vossel of dxiled onea'sot saf), not one,

thougti prond of hié allegiahés to his King, bt
rejofeéd that- thoy hed been ‘enabled to ﬂee LL{"
vengeance, and not orie waa'thero but guve his
blesaing to the parting’ fitend, ’

Louiss hell eréised the piaﬁk dt'an eaf! - hour,
and ‘sought &' plate “where, tifnoticéd by the’
throng, she coulll gitde will distafico Torbade it
longer, on the Heautiful shotes! Bhe heard' the
last orders e, With a burdt'of tears 50 vmlcnb
a8 'to' Blind her Byesighit; ‘andl almodt fmming,

’ smking on her khEes, ‘wrhién swhe felt hér aei'

werd like hondchold” Words, afd *hoard hers
called’ by this mbht éhdéarmg names "Wy
méee, oics ¥riore ; ¥ indst earess thea onide x}nw;% i
my heart would ot be havignad the[ref ‘there, & g ¢
lofi; Wit dot'd Tabe Yitdwell, Tiokse 1" wers the .
brotien fefitehobd whidh K vbice o‘f‘fnnuliar swget.
nedd’ pssslo‘naﬁ!y biauthiéa “ﬁﬁ? her earq,
then feeling, rather thsH’ sébfag, (hat s mnya
w:i‘iiﬁﬁg’aéfiﬁti  HBeK Hd ﬁhi njo” her ’ i
aheﬁdi‘ﬁ*ﬁ@nim %s }euiﬁ"ﬂwm.('.&-et ré, m?e
onéE’ ffﬂi’n 'y le"ﬂ'ph tfci ok Jre igg %&5“
Xa‘h

all it oncd clasped to'4 heart” whiose thy ’bﬂ;nﬁf

rofied down their: nnbumemw

wndo mmmmﬁmrw ¥
ulih%n‘mﬁ 143 A Hhetia o ’fiv?'
wﬂi&iﬂ sl Bl A be * e
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Mnny hours after. she bad recoyered, as.she,

hy togsing in her nargow bergh, she. chanced as
she once pressed ennvq}nvdy her heart, to, feel
her. Sogers_reet, on, something, strapge. to her
touck.; She drew it forth from the folds: of her

disordered robe pnd, with, ecstacy. mede: the. dis-;

cavery.tha it was a golden locket, with. the pic-
tured face of Bertrand en the gne. syia. and a
braig from his dark locks on the other, and the
chain, which held it. “she _roecognized at ongce as
m;e,whwh for yeavs /] ha .had worn atoat his neck.
It wen a.pering gift. to-be highly prised, and

like & talisman of hope it came to her, weary|

heurt. And while yet lost in commaunion with
ity ha:; mother appreached with a, flesh and fra.
geant.cluster of blossoms, which she had found
she said by her side when they rpised her up. |
Thqmodor gave now life to Lowise, and when
on the morsow, as, nnwmlngly she . broke the
silken cord that bound them, and foupd coiled
eronnd each slender, stem & brief. but farvent
“word of hope and faith from the hand that hed
gathered them for hex, frgm spots that were -as
Mecess in her memery, her heart grew strong,
snd there beamed upon her inward sight a vision
;w4 beantiful as those which had.come to her so
o.en in her favorite seat beqlde the Lojre.

. Well for them all was it too, that Toulse had
thoue hopes and that faith to cheer her, and keep
we!l and strong her heart, for much need had
she of health and trpst gn that, hmg and tedious,
voyage. Her mother su;kaned in & few days
afeer they set sail, and dp;l not rajse her languid

* head till she Hnd rested mapy a day on the shores
of their new, wild home. Mer father, too, whils

. waiching by an humble friend who hegged per-
mission to accompany them, willing to go. even
a9, & servant rather than lose *¢ the right to wor-
ship God,” contracted & disease that threatened
speedy death, And between the two, so dearly
{oved, so highly pnzud the slender girl for many
a day and night divided her anxious watches,
relieved at length, hut not until almost in sight
of land, by the recovery of the one. . - .

- It wes carly in antuvan that the exjles landed,
buit inst.ea{l of the gorgeous views shat wswally
greet tha _eye ut that geason,. theg bebeld only
naked woods and bare fields, thrqng;; the, first
of whleh the winds went ratiling and clashmg,

. aad over t.he latter ran with a, lovg, bing
aound that sqemed the dicga of the, beau al,
Kuqx snd tedious srh\Y-} fid they endurg thmn,gh
that' long, cold md ‘tedions winter. tlm,t. inter-

flowers. and; the song, of birds ; and houghts of
their, sunay. France, yith. its.. genial skigs. and
mellow air, would oftentimeg rush over them: so
vividly that they would waep away long honrs
with a homesick. memory. . And for the first two
years of their.residence in their New: Lagland
heme, thongh. . when: spriog, summer, .and the
golden amumn-time opened their rich and varied
charms to them, they came to feel that the beau-

dured haydships and perila of the most grievous
kind. Twice hed the humble cabin which they

ground, snd. but that they always kept butied
those tressures which they could not, secrete
ahout them, lhey' wonid have had poverty of the
sternest kind. added, to their tronbles.

In the spnng .of  the third year they wers in.

onec mord bumerous in populdtion and. . older: in
years, and- tarned their atops towards the. south-
ern. pact of the fertile valley of the Cennectiout,
As that glorions old river burst upop thejir sight
one sunny more in June, an exclamation of ‘de-
light broke from, each lip, and they resclved one
and all thet it should be the Loire of their hearts.

immediately purchased, and each set to work to
make the home which they had decided shonld be
there eroctad, as neatly like the castled one .they
had left behind g8 posaible. . ..

spacious mangien, and -that one .too- in which
they ususlly dwelt, and. though, instead of the
massive stenes of which:that was built, this was
only of timber, yet by painting it the same gray
hue of that and teaching the wild vines to clam-
ber over its walls, and leaving the old forest
irees which. for years had stood upon the place,
to grow about it in.their own wild grandeur, they
had the satisfaction of giving an.ancient fook to
their home in almpst the first yearof its erection.
The garden, (oo, was a miniatere-one of the spa~
cious grounds that had surrounded. their castls,

walked thrgugh.its plessant, alleys, come upon
some little nook, some arber or spme fower bed,
so like to thosa.she had lefs bohind,,that the
present would . seemy 8, dream,.and, for a whilo
she would fency berself hack mgaip. over the
waves,. ‘These were all.the planningsof Louise,
and after n.conple.of years had elapsed.in their.

vened between their arrival and the bloommg pf

foesly content: to stay thiore; so like, had: thay

tiful was, not;all lefi over the sea, they yct en- )

.aboat her seck to-win tlic young Freach girl's
had . yeared over. their hesds burned to the -

duced to remove from their first settloment to -

A tract of land bordejing upon its banks was .

" since been. buried. ' One evening, rud it was the

The architocture . of the. bulldmg that seon
arose, resembled closely one wing of their former

. ing waters, the soft sephyrs singing throagh the
. tall grassof the luxurisnt meadows; which rase

and frequently would-the invalid mother, as she

pleasagt valley homey sho would have heen per. -
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made it te-theiroldent one, dut for. the ‘anxions
thonght-of Bartrand: .She had: made horself o
#eat on. the banks of the. tiver undeér dne of thoss
grand:old elms, that for & céntary had - cast its-
shadows there, and hither shé would -withdraw
and Aream: to.the: music of the wives that glided
by;'and as it sang- iv low; sweet hymn, or went
rushing. on in-slormy. and diseordent peals, so-
beamed.ov plimmered bor raniden hopes. -

- In.vain did many.of the. gifted and the good:

love. Bho-ever turmied from them with so sad a:
face that in their hearts they sorrowed more for-
her than for themselves, and were grieved that
they shonld have innocently touched s sore and'
crimson wonnd, -And when her parents besonght
het often. to: give her. hand away, that when thay
came to die they might not-have to-fear for her,
IeRt- loucly in: & foreign Jund; sho would only
ansveers  * While:J-am,itrue-to what I feel is
right, that God, whio boreus over the sea; and
hae goarded: ns hers, will be my friend: - I a!mn
tgver.bealone.”

And thus five years pmed on, and ths love
which Youise: had cherishod towards Bertrand.
when‘she felt for the leat tivke the pressure of
his Lips, was warm as ever, thowgh never had she
henrd. whether he was. still - ulive, or had long

anniversary of that one whick hnd seen -her for
the ldst-time lave hor brow with the silvery wa-
tors of the Loizs, Louise sought her favorite soat
beside the gleaming - waves of . the - Conpecticat.
1t was o benutiful senson of the yeer, the frésh.
ness-and glory of -enrly summer-tife being: all
abput her. And it -was & béaatiful hour, the sun-
Just sioking out.of ‘sight. and leaving the whole
western: sky flooded with gold and - evimseon
light, the shifiing shmdows of the halé: old-tress
and of the purple hilla mirrored in the murmur-

and fell'like the green breasted: vipples. of some
fa:ry gea, the 'whole air fragrant. with: the ‘breath.
of flowers, and :mnsical .with vesper. hymns of
birds and - wares; sngd the glory.and gladness. of
creation - visible .ovarywhers, fram <the swest
:mmdtwwthaunhingsky .o
-As Lonise travemed that- aHoy: or Ahe. gmlen
thes, led to her musing spot,iss whole soul. was-
filled witl pestacy, a8 she deavk-in.the besuty of
the dcene; and her- spirite. yosewith: the sxcite-

hex hom is frea: fmm oave; shewink diricing,
along with-a.step-As light-an & hind’s;-and with o
carol on her dips almestas-aweet. s e which:

.gushed from the! Litde: yaliow shrontsd-- waxhless;

thatfitted above her head. Andwhen Mﬂl-‘
tled on the moss-fringsd seat-under thy dtquping
boughs of the old. elm ires; instead of Rharaad:
thoughts which she had meant: to'corngunewdit,:
she waz conscious: of an-exhilarstion, of spivit,.

‘which forbade- all byt beantifal- memdries A8

she sat and watched the brillisnt.giow fadefeim:

 the horizon, sweet drepms:siole -over.hor: She
‘saw the vine-tlpd hills-of herold ancestral home;-

the silvery waters of her native. river, the: tiny.
waves of the little rills:thas fiowed througle their:

‘wide fields, the gusting of their cryeta] Grunkadng,

the old: gray chagél from whoge suxrat she; rastia;
and vesper bells were. wont to peal oo -shlamniy;:
and thio lofiy and mossclad whlly of theautiua:

onstle, int the shelter of Whick for eightess Soam

she had known'so glad :a Life. S48 heslyden:
the voices of -the blith®-yowig ladg.snd tndldens
a4 they ditted.over she: Loire in: thite. tyfy Syl .

- and the shonte and laughs.of mervy olilddoniies.

it caperad on the gresn. bafore. the lodge: .« Fhe-
beautiful of the pass came back, o8 it sovmslibes, .
but O, how rarely; will, stithout oneishadew:on.
its shining front, and Louise sak,thote; sa: Xaps.
in"the delicious dyesm, thet -unconsciously-whe.,
fistomed for her-lover's step and the Jows testoy-,
lons snatch of weng with which ke wasi woam-10 -

 herald his loap through the thivketi . 1 -

- «Buddenly; while the maides sngihere, 80" Joxt :

| to all about hoy thae une might tinre: fanelek. hen
a vestal. commuging with- her God, thereatole:,
apon her ear & single strain of music, seomaing.:
‘to her almost Jike the breath of tKe -wiltddith,
and yet fonting as it were on the foam of & esms- .
od wave. ‘Eageriyzolmoss wildiy, she' lishtod;,
for another, then howed her bead-nod fnpoled iy
was but the vibration of thomght npon: bew soud..
But:-erelong s second and o thind -atepityt thollls |
the sofc evening air, aud she febls.it s vr:Bhesion
of her dream, and st the sumd momemk: Tee0g...
hiyes it-ne one which Bertrand, wivim forgpbetive-,
pastine he personated the retnensd troubadess, ;
always sung: undur -hir lastice. ;- But: whesive .
dnmp itnowt  Buoyed it up from. thescypaial~

{ Water, or did » apitit. bear it.om ite winge ¥+

" Buabing closer to the. river’s brink,wht salisd. .
out:- “ Berttsd, Beritand, Louige jaibing, thive:
only;- Best-bick sheimessags, fovoring bagoskc” .
But, 5 the Jast word. trembled o Sow nowiphle .

ment, and like & gay young French girl, when

liphya light'shallop dareed from,hehind nlisle:
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fainy dste, and the single oprgman, as though life
ekt stilkte, rowdd towstdi «the shorel: *Ieis
heyit:is Borteand " eried Louise ; and aank dpon.
e onny iseaty white-Ba; the lﬂy thn,t waa t’m
tonediib kevihales /. . ¢ -

* Kos; it wia Wmmd oo m‘mk
Tiis chwriched owe; after-Bve long, lnely yoars of
. absemes. It'were'in vainito pictare the rapture
of - thahénri ‘Bueh moeting, lke angels’ visits.
to the earth; have a lw'ednen uhbnt. them tlmz
forbi@sdescription.

- A fow. words will tell the st.ory. -'When he

tarted from: the pale fuce of Loxise upon the

desk of-the exiles’ vessel; it was with the deter
minkticn:to follow her i soon as his coming of
agé-would place suficient property in his hands
tosender them comfortable in the western world:
Bubereitint titw arrived he was commanded by
his father to Wwed the daoghter 6f s fiiend and
neighbor; ote: 'whose estates joined theirs, and
tha-union. of which would make -him Jord of a
prindely hivitage. ‘But-with his whole heart he
scotawd the offel of the -proud:lady’s bsud, and
dealared that while Lounlse was lving, lands, nor
gold, nov: titles, should- beteny his troth. The
old iosds; who had projected the marriage, were
- wrotle indeed, but they had 50 far ontlived their
misnkiness that they thiought his words -only the
enthusiastic ones of youth, and belisved 'a kttle
wholesome -discipline would bring him to his
sevtses. This discipline’ consisted: in - confining
him for months in -ons"6f the turrdts. of his
fathér’s castleand forbidding any. to have access
to-him: And wiion this failed; they obtained a
decroe from theil king tﬁ&t hc shuum makry and
atones. .

. Ontit-then, Toils had 1ot bmi samore allegiunt
subjset du-his réalm than the young Bertrand,
déspith {he constioushess -that troabled Bim
often, that his majesty was unwize and najastin.

- hiktreatment of the Huguenots. But the tie that
bourd. hi “to "the: thione was-severod ' then.
Eibgs -had' no right to dictate to the hoart, he
told his father; and they should not to his. ‘And
gatheritg togother what: he fegnld of hif own:

propeity,hé résolved to depars-at -once for a |

house ‘beyond the sea. But . the emissaries of
royalty wers all about him, and &re half the dis-
tance between his fishet’s casile and thd blue At-
lalitic was traversed, he'wasarrested and-threwn
into: a globmy dungeon, fromi® which e old:
lord’s - gold: veseusd. him;- onlyion his majestyls
condipionthut he-himself shéuld: be- his ‘jaitor.
And fortlivee’ yesrs; antil the stern fither vesl
THE

1 vige thoy heaid the bans of -man
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stretchid upon his. Aying be&,wn ‘ghi:son dm
"mured: in wroora go-lofty, that none butan shgld
could have scaledithe distanch hetweidh the grated .
windcw and thé turf. . Bati-the .kindly hands.of

| death unsealed the fountaia of love in. thé. eld

max’s heart, and thé love whick he lied bérne
the. mother of bis bay, when.in hergirlish béatry:
ghe became his bride, and the-sorrotw he had felt
‘whep-sfter on# litthe year-of blisy he saw herpale.
‘and stitl, with'a.cypress wréath upon her brow,
‘camé.ovir him freth 88 -a violet's breath, when
the snow has thawed. He commanded, in tones.
so dathoritative thiat the priast dared riot disient,
that he taks the key he gave him and bring his -
son before him, and leave them slone ﬁll he wag
called again,

But when that summons came. the old lord -
was motionless in death. H:s gon, after receive
ing some earnest discourse from his lips and a
warm, heartfelt blessing, had closed: the love-lit
eyes and disappeared, In vain they sought for
him, and many & wild story of his flight was told
and gained eredence among the pessantry.. But
with old affection fresh and strng, the dying
man had pointed out s secret way of egross and
& lonsly spot where the son might safely rest till
pursuit was entirely over. A few stolen visits.
were' made afterward by him to the castle for .
the prrpose of removing sowe valued velies, and
then inthe guiso of & traveélling merchant, he
btm‘ght. the, sea-ahore, and soon had the joy of
seeing the white waves roll b eenhlm and the
land of tyranny, - RN

- When, on'the following Sabbathi fnorn, Lomse :
on the arm of Bertrand entered the Lttlo village
sanctuery, the secret of her maiden life was
guessed by all. And when xt the;}nmg Ber: -

between
- Bertrand and. Lonise;- every heart in the as-
sombly blessed the baas,-end looked wpon the
pairy- youthfel in yeéars; but old in trials, with
feeling¥ akin o' revererice, and tho siory of their
trast and faith was-t01d at many & fireside, und
bolier seemed thé héarthstone after dach narra:
tion.  And ausberd as were his neighbors in ¥e
ligions views, none 'ever censuréd Hertrand for
wearing next hishedrt thio golden cross which'
hid fatbior’s'dyinig lips tiad tovicked; or for haip-
ing in the chamber thg, Madonnis, beford which
his saifited mothie had said horprayers, or ‘for

 weaving in ’tbe?wih'teretimb acroskof evergrieny, -
-and in Qig’ suinther-orie ' of Aoteerd, “obové the |

1 grave of thsﬁrstfdlr»bom ﬂiﬂb nentied on his ©

kuees v .
END. -




