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CHAPTER 1.

THE OLD FISHEnMAN'S LOSS.

Ik the year of our Loid 1824, France was in the harbor of St.
a state anything but agreeable to the mass of the four gunhip at si
people. Louis XVIII. desired to do all in his upon the French co

power for the- good of his subjects, but he was anchored there on
governed by the old monarchists, and through day. ,She was a h
their urging he not only placed some of the sails were now ufu
most unjust iestrictiong upon the liberties of the sunshine to dry, w
people, but he lent himself towards carrying out seemed busily enga
a great many plans of revenge and injury which Upon a low, roc
others had concocted. Many nobles were perse- the western confine
cuted, executed, or driven from the country just upon the bottom
to please others. Yet the country was in a mea- was a short, stoutly
sure quiet and peaceable, for since Napoleon had threescore years of
died, the lovers of that great conqueror had giv- garb bespoke him
en up all hopes of carrying out their own plans pression of his cou
of government, and Louis was well seated upon tree, though no
the throne, so far as -earthly causes and effects by some mental a
operated. But many were the good men and Fretart, and for m
women who were smarting under oppression, the one of the most h
most cruel and unjust. the country. Not

It was a pleasant morning in spring. For uponthe smooth p
some days the weather upon the English Chan- er Ilie, stood the
nel had been unpleasant and rainy, but the clouds as a home. It wa
had now all passed off, and the sun came out but its appearance
once more bright and warm. Just outside of ed much more of

Malo, lay an English seventy
ngle anchor. She had been
)ast for several days, and had
the morning of the previous
heavy, handsome ship, and her
filed and exposed to the warm
ile the crew, inside apd out,

ged in cleaning up.-
ky piece of beach, close upon
of the harbor, sat an old man

of an overturned boat. He
y-built man, somewhere aboat

age, and his rough; coarse
to be a fisherman. The ex-
ntenance was kind in the ex-
w his face was worked upon
gony. His name was Pierre
iles around lie was known as
honest and industrious men in
far from wheie he. sat, just

oint at the entrance of the riv-
humble cot which served him
s in truth a homely dwelling,
was neat and tidy, and show
taste in its little garden than
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did many of the more imposing dwellings in the
distance.

Pierre Fretart sat there uonhbottom of
his boat, and!is gaze was4ur#uhpon the heavy
ship-of-war that lay owt in the bay at anchor.
There had een tears upon his eeeks, for their
tracks were yet traced among the weather-beaten
furrows, ir siamoist lines. The old fisher-

Li man' groaned in anguish, and his hands were
clasped tightly together. So deeply was his at-
tention fixed upon the ship that he did not no-
tice the sound of footsteps that awoke the. air
ung him, and it was not until a hand was laid
upitis shoulder that he became aware of the
presence of a second party. Pierre 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 was something
peculiar in the countenance.

The stranger was a person of medium height,
considerably taller than the fisherman, and of a
most commanding appearance. His eyes were
black and, piercing; his' hair 'long, jetty black,
and curling, and his face mostly covered with a
very neatly-trimmed black beard. 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 keenness of perception and judg-
ment. His dress consisted of a dark blue frock
of fine German cloth, 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 beneath the wide
tops of his polished boots. Upon his head he
wore a blue velvet cap, ornamented with a gold
en tassel, and where his frock was open in front
could be seen a frill of fine linen, and also the
silver-garnished butt of a pistol.

The honest fisherman feft a kind of awe
creeping over him as he came to realize the full
force of the stranger's appearance,-for he felt
himself to be in the presence of some superior.

"1This is Pierre Fretart, if I mistake not,"
said the stranger, after he had allowed the fisher-
man a reasonable tine in which to make his
examination.

"Yes, sir," returned Pierre, obsequiously.
"So I thought. I have been to your cot, but;

not finding you there, I came this way, and it
seems I hit the right track. I want some assis-

I
tance-or, I should say, I am likely to want
some. You have a good heavy boat ?"

"Yes, sir."
"She is a fair sea boat ?"

"Yes, sir."
"Suppose there should be such a thing as my

wanting to carry off a small cargo from the op-
posite shore a -few nights hence, think you could
help me ?"

" That depends upon what it is," returned the
fisherman, after some 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 pale; his
lips quivered, and his eyes filled with tears.
Slowly he raised his hand to his brow, and bent
his head, for he knew that he was weeping, and
he seemed to wish to hide his tears.

" Ha!" uttered the stranger, with sudden in
.terest; "have I touched a tender cord? Has
harm befallen your boy?" '

Pierre drew his rough sleeve across his eyes,
and then gazed up into his interlocutor's face.
He tricdLo speak several times before the words
came forth, but at length he raised his trem-
bling hand towards the English ship, and in a
choking tone, he said:

"My boy is there-on board that ship, sir."
"What ! on board the Englishman ?" -uttered

the stranger, in surprise.
"Yes, sir," resumed Pierre, gaining more

command over himself; "he was carried on
board last night."

" But how ? Why was he taken away? I do
not understand it ?" said the other,with interest.

"I4st night, sir," answered- the fisherman,
wiping the tears again from his face, "while
Henry and I were down here mending our nets,
a boat from that ship came ashore, and an officer
landed close by here. ' He came up to where I
stood and asked my name and business, and
when I had told him he wanted to know who
Henry was. I told him he was my son, and
upon that he laughed in my face, and said he
'was a deserter from the English navy-that my
boy, my Henry, was a deserter from the Eng-
lish! Then he called up 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
holy saints! the boy laid six of them flat upon
the sand before they got-him bound."

.4l

The stranger listened to this recital with deep
interest, and when Pierre had finished he clutefi-
ed his hands emphatically together, and gazed
off upon the English ship. He remained thus
for some moments, and when he turned again to
the fisherman, his dark eyes were sparkling with
more than common meaning;. ' ,

"(Pierre Fretart," he said, "I know the mean-
ing of the Englishman 'well. Your son is not
the first one who has been seized in the same
manner upon our coast. Let the Briton find a
young, stout seaman who speaks his language
well,'and he will impress him if possible. There
have been more than a hundred of our poor
fishermen taken in that way. Some two or
three months since, there were about a dozen-
English ,men-of-warsmen deserted at St. Malo,
and ever since the English officers have been
impressing seamen upon the strength of it."

"Yes-I know," said Pierre. "Only a week
ago, they took five men in one night from the
western shoreof CancalleBay. But what shall
I do? H'ow shall I live without my poor boy?
He was all to me-so good, so kind, and so no-
ble. 0, I cannot live without him 1"

"'We must rescue him," returned the stranger.
" We ?" returned the fisherman, with inquisi-

tive surprise. " We rescue him?"
"Or I," added the other.
"Do. you mean that you can help my poor

boy ?"
"I mean that I will try. I love not 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
the relief that had opened thus upon him.

"0 ," he uttered, "save him-save my boy,!
and the blessings of Heaven shall rest upon you.
I will pray for you while God shall give me
breath. Do you think you can save him?"

" I can try-and I feel sure I shall succeed,
At any rate, in twenty-four hours hence you
shall know the result of my efforts."

" So soon e" asked Pierre.
"Yes. Such work, if done at all, must be

done -at once. To-morrow morning you shal
know whether your son is to be rescued or not
I kni6w something of the intended movement
of that ship, for I have had an interest in learn
ing. She will not sail before to-morrow, if sh
does then."

"And shall you want my assistance "

"No.' Not many can work to advantage in
such a case. I will do tall 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 'you never st en me before ?" returned
the stranger.

The old-man looked sharply upon the features
of his interlocutor, and a shade of doubt rested
upon his countenance.

"I do not know you, sir," he said; "and yet
it appears to me that I have seen you before. I
may have met you."

"Then you do not know me ?"
"In truth, I do not, sir."
"Have you ever chanced to hear of a certain

individual, nained Marco Montmorilloh ?"
"Montmorillon !" uttered the fisherman, start-

ing in surprise. "The great Smuggler of St.
aloI
"It is him I mean," replied the stranger, with

a quiet smile.
"Surely, I have. heard of him," answered

Pierre, regarding his companion with wonder
and awe. "Who is there on the French coast
that has not heard of him? The man who has
for years cruised between the two kingdoms in
spite of all revenue laws and offleers. Every-
body has heard of Montmorillon, sir."

"So I suppose. But what should you think
if I were to tell you, that you now stood in the
presence of the very man ?"

" What-now? In the presence of the smug-
gler i And is-are-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 Pierre Fretart knew not what to think.
The idea that he now ood in the presence of a
man whose fame as smuggler had spread
throughout two kingdoms, astounded him. The
old man had heard all sorts of stories about the
smuggler-stories that did not stick at trifles,
nor hesitate at wonders. People had said that
Montmorillon was in league with the very evil
one himself; that he had the friendship and as-

I sistance of his satanic majesty at all times, and
. that in his own person he possessed the black
e art to its fullest extent. Such stories were not
- only common, but they were backed up by proof
e of the most plausible kind; for if such were not

the case, then how could the bold smuggler pass
through stone walls and iron doors, and even
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vanish bodily from human sight? And that he
had done all this there were thousands ready to
swear at any moment. Only about a month
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, Montmorillon was missing.
Hundreds of times had he been followed until
he was 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. All this was very strange, and as honest.
Pierre 'Fretart had heard it all over and over
again, of course he considered himself in a very
strange position. He looked upon the man be-
fore him, and while he looked he instinctively
stepped back, and that, too, without answering
his question.

"Come," urged the smuggler, with a smile,,
"what think you ? Am I the monster in looks
that I have been painted ?'

"I never heard you called a monster,"'quickly
returned Pierre. "On the contrary, I have al-
ways heard you spoken very well of by those
who knew you. I have heard the poor fisher-
men of St. Malo bless you a hundred times."

"Ah," uttered Montmorillon, while a gleam of
pride shot athwart his features.. "But it is no
wonder, for I have ever helped our poor coun-
trymen whenever need and opportunity offered.
But you have not yet told me what you think.
Do' I look like a villain of any kind "'

"You do not. It's surely truth, you do not."
"Thank you, Pierre. I 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 man
but once, and then I was forced to give battle to
an English cruiser. If I have wronged anybody,

it has only been the British government. I have
made free with their interests,and.I mean to do
it still more. The Briton has ever been my own
and my .country's enemy. His iron heel has
crushed our fair land a hundred times, and he
has filched from us every penny he could lay-his
hands upon. But let that pass now. I have
reasons for wishing your good opinion, for I
may sometime need your assistance, and. you
may sometime need mine. I came to see your
boy--and I will see him !"

"You will save him!" cried the old man,
moving again towards the smuggler.

"If I can," was Montmorillon's reply; and
as he spoke, he turned his gaze once more upon
the war-ship. "I will see you to-morrow morn-
ing at this place, or at your dwelling."

So saying, the bold man turned away from the
spot, and moved off. Old Pierre Fretart gazed
after him-with wondering looks, and the expres-
sion of his countenance plainly showed that he
was still moved with awe. When the smuggler
had passed from his sight, he looked once more
upon the ship, and then he turned slowly towards
his humble cot. When he reached the 'little
dwelling, he sat down by his table; but he could
not eat. The place seemedd lonesome to him
without his boy, and he could only sit there and
ponder upon the wicked deed of force which had
deprived him of his wonted companion. But he
was not so utterly miserable now as he had been,
before, for the promise he had received from the
smuggler gave him strong. hopes of seeing his
noble boy once more.

After a while the old man swallowed a cup of
wine, but without eating he went away towards
the city. He was too lonesome to work, and he
determined to seek the company of some of his
old companions at St. Malo.

I ,

-CHAPTER I.

A FRIEND IN NEED.

'-

1'1

IT was evening in St. Malo. In a small drink-
ing house near the water's edge sat Marco Mont--
morillon. He was dressed differently now from
what he was in the morning, being habited in
the garb of a common seaman. He 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-warsman, and who did really be-
long on board the English ship that now lay out-
side the harbor. He wore a silver anchor sur-
mounted by a crown upon the right sleeve of his,
jacket, which indicated him to be a petty officer
of some kind. Montmorillon had picked him
up in 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 such a man as the smug-
gler needed, and he had been selected from some
fifty of his shipmates who were cruising about
the city on liberty., Hie was just about Mont-
morillon's size, and his heavy whiskers bore a
very close resemb ance to those of his com-
panion.

"I declare, I must be off," said the sailor,
looking at the window, and seeing that the last
streaks of daylight had disappeared.

"What's the hurry'?" asked the smuggler,
pouring out another glass of grog and shoving it
over to his vis-a-ris.I

" I must be on board by nine o'clock. You
kApw our rules are strict. By the bumpin'
bolus, I've no desire to get a taste of the cat."

"Pooh, never fear that yet. Why, bless you,
man, 'tisn't eight o'clock yet," -said Montemoril-
lon, speaking English like a native. "But if
you are in a 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
least; The old curmudgeon 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 the smuggler thus spoke; he rang a little
bell which stood by his side, and in a moment
afterwards the host made his appearance. .1ont-
morillon ordered a bottle of Od Malmsey Madei-
ra wine, and hough, the English sailor showed
by his nervobmovements that he was anitious
to be off, yet it seemed 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 his will was a little
weakened,

" Shipmate, wont yon set that can of grog
upon the sideboard, and then hand ie the cork-
screw ?" said'the smuggler.

The unsuspecting seaman arose from his seat

V
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to comply with the request, and as soon as hi
back was turned, Montmorillon emptied a tifi
powder into his glass. It was only a moderat
dose of morphine. The seaman returned, an
the smuggler poured out the wine. It wa
drank and pronounced excellent. At the sec
ond glass the Englishman's eyes began to spar
kle, and his tongue was thoroughly loosened
The generous wine operated quickly upon th
top of the strong grog.

"By the way," said Montmorillon, breaking
in suddenly upon the recital of a wonderful ex
ploit which the other professed to have once
performed, "have you heard anything about
that notorious smuggler ?"

"Eh ?' uttered the sailor, with a drunken
leer. " You mean Montmorillon V"

Yes."
"To be sure, I've heard of him, and you shall

hear of him, too, before long. By the pipe of
Moses, his race is just about run, let me tell you
that."

"Ah, how so ?"
Why, I'll just tell ye, but ye wont-just one

more drop of that wine. By the piper of Howth,
but it's capital. Ye wont tell of it-ye wont
whisper it, 'cause it'll get me into trouble."

"Of course not. But go on. If you will dhly
capture the smuggler, you-"

"We will capture him," valiantly cried 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?"

"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 St. Malo, but ye see he'll keep dark while
our ship is here. Now when we go away we
are goin' to leave a lieutenant and twenty men
dressed all as common citizens, and they'll watch
for the slippery chap. Don't ye see ?"

"Yes, I understand," said Montmorillon, with
a smile. I understand. It's a capital idea."

Yes-'tis-cap'i-tal," stammered the other,
whose tongue was growing thick, and whose
eyes were beginning to droop. "It's a g-g-lori-
ous idee, eh?"

" Yes. But there's one thing I forgot,"
cried the smuggler, speaking quickly, and in
apparent alarm. "By the mass, I've forgotten
the countersign!"

"Eh ? The counter-eli ?"
"The countersign," repeated Marco, starting

4

s to his feet, and laying his hand upon his coM-
y panion's shoulder. "By Jupiter, we can't get
e aboard the ship without it."
d The poor fellow was too far gone to know
s what he was about, or what sort of company he'

was in, and with a strong effort to keep his eyes
open, he said:

S "Why don't you 'member? you's got a dref.
e ful mem'ry--it's' Wellington,' don't ye know,

eh ?"
" 0, yes, to be sure it is. Now I wonder if

the boat '1l come off after us ?"
"Why, no, you fool-there -aint no boat a

t common' off after dark. Didn't the old luff tell us
if we wanted to stay after dark, we must find
our own boat, ehl, you lubber ?"

"So he did," returned Marco; and as he spoke
he gently eased the sailor's head down upon the
table, and in a .moment more he was snoring
gloriously. The smuggler called the host in and
pointed out the insensible man to him.

" You'll take good care of him, and lock this
door so that no one shall see him. You under-
stand ?" ' .

" Certainly," replied the publican. "But
what do you mean to do ?"

"Just help me a moment, and I'll tell you.
Here-off with this fellow's jacket."

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

" There," he said, with a light laugh; "don't
I look a little like that man? or rather, as he did
look an hour ago ?"

" Upon my soul, you do. But you are not
going to venture on board that English line-of.
battle ship ?"

"I am, good Pedro."
"But--"
"Never mind your butss' now. I am going,

and I must hurry, too, for nine o'clock was the
kour set for the ship's men to. be aboard, and if
I go later than that I shall be questioned. Keep
this fellow safe, and I'll warrant you I'll return
soon."

Montmorillon stopped speaking and bowed his
head a moment, and then he asked the host to
bring him an orange. It was quickly produced,
and having made a puncture in the skin, the
smuggler introduced a considerable quantity of
morphine into it, and with a long needle he stir-
red it up enough to thoroughly mix the potent

13

narcotic with the fruit. This done he put the

orange into his pocket, and then started off upon
his self-imposed task.

It was now half-past eight, and the night was

quite dark. There was no moon, and as the
atmosphere was loaded with a dim, hazy mist,
the glimmer of the stars was mostly shut out.
Montmorillon walked quickly to the water, and
at the end of a low pier, he found a 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, Montmorillon 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 un-,
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 soon as you have put me on board, I
want you to row out ahead of the ship, and lay
as 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."

The men 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 ?" asked the marine,
whose "gang-board " was rigged upon the out-
side of the bulwarks.

"A'friend," boldly replied Marco.
"1Give me the countersign."-

- " Wdlington!"
. "All's well I" cried the sentry, and the smug
gler passed over the side.

In the gangway he was met by the ship's cor
poral, but was subjected to no further exam
ination.

"IIs that you, Wickham?" asked. the office
of the deck, who stood by the fife-rail.

"1Yes, sir," returned Marco, touching his hat
but keeping his face turned from the rays of th
lantern that hung at the gangway.

No more questions were asked by the ofmcer
and our adventurer turned at once towards th
main-hatchway.i Whenhe reached the gun dee]
he found the hammocks "slung " and most o

,I

the crew already "turned in." ie crawled
away beneath the hammocks out of sight of the
men who were assembled in the gangways, und
moved cautiously towards, the bows, where he
knew the prisoners were always kept.

The ship's "brig," so-called, which term is
applied to any place where prisoners are kept
on board a ship-of-war, was forward, on the star-
board side of the-main gun-deck, and occupied
the spaces between three of the heavy guns. In
the space between the two forward guns was
Henry Fretart. He was in truth, just such a
man as a recruiting officer, or a press-gang,
would select for their obtaining. He*was about
twenty one years of age, tall, and finely built,
with a frank, open countenance, ahd features of
more than ordinary beauty. His eyes were

large, and black as jet, and quick and brilliant.
His hair was like the plumage of the raven in
color, and clustered about his noble brow and

temples in glossy curls. From his build one
would at once see that he possessed a vast deal
of muscular strength, and it would be no source
of wonder that a comparatively large body of
men should have much difficulty in capturing
him alive. He was now habited in the garb of
the English navy, having received his uniforis
irymediately upon entering the ship.

Besides young Fretart there 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 hammocks,
or else asleep upon the deck. The sentinel was
pacing slowly.to and-fro upon his post with a
drawn sword in'his hand, and from the manner
in which his gaze was fixed upon the young pris
oner, it was easy to see that he had some spe-
cial order with regard to that individual.

"Come, my solemn cove," said the marine,
stopping in his walk and looking at Fretprt,
"aren't you goin' to turn in to-night?"

Henry looked up, but did not reply, He stood
- leaning against a gun with his arms folded
- across his breast, and his countenance was mark-

ed by deep anguish. He had been claimed as a
r British deserter, and he saw nothing in the fu-

ture but an ignominious servitude. He was
, thinking of the quiet little home he had lost, add
e of the poor father he had left behind, when the,

sentinel,spoke.
, Come, turn in," pursued the marine, in, a
e surly tone. "1Pm tired of watchin' you. You'd
k better be sleepin', for if we go to sea to-morrow,
f you'll be put on duty."
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"Not yet," returned Henry. "I'll turn in
Boon, but you needn't fear for me, so make your-.
self easy on that score."

"0, you need watchin' bad enough," resum-
ed the sentry, in a tone which he meant to be
sarcastic. "What you been eyein' that port so
for, eh -'

He alluded to the bridle port which was open
to allow a free circulation of air.

"If I have had my eyes upon that port; it was
only while I was thinking of matters in which
you have no part nor interest."

"Hallo-let the poor fellow be in peace,"
growled a grum voice from the other side of the
after gun of the brig. He wont try to get away
with them irons on his feet."

"Eh 1 Is that you, Wickham?" asked the
marine, as he saw a whiskered face dimly de-
fined over the breech of the gun. (The dis-
guised voice sounded something like Wickham's.)

"iYes, 'tis me-just come off with a locker
full of oranges," returned the husky, grum
voice.

"Eh ? Oranges ? Give us one. Come."
An orange was extended over the gun, and

the greedy marine made a grab for it, and as he
found it securely in his possession a hurried
"thank'ee" dropped from his lips. He cast his
eyes furtively about him to see that no officer
was'about, and then he went at the fruit, and in
a marvellous short space of time he had devour-
ed it.

"1Give us another," he whispered, peering
over the gun. But the donor .of the devoured
fruit was gone, and the sentry resumed his walk.

At the end of ten minutes the marine began to
yawn, and his eyelids manifested a strong pro-
pensity to droop, but he put forth all his power
to keep them up. Ere long his gaze became
remarkably unsteady, and his steps were slower
and more dubious. Just then the sergeant came,
along on his route, and the sleepy sentinel quick-
ened his pace and lifted his head up with con-
siderable energy.

"All safe ?" inquired the officer.
"Right as a Bible," responded the sentry.
The sergeant passed on, and in a few moments,

more the poor marine leaned up against a gun.
His power of locomotion had failed him, for his
eyes would not keep open, and with a few more
efforts to keep his gaze fixed upon his prisoners,
he bowed his head and' sank gradually down.
He lay with his body upon the deck, and his
head upon one of the trunks of the gun. As

soon as he had assumed this position the giver
of the orange made his appearance. He stopped
a single instant to see that the sentry was asleep,
and then he passed in between the guns.

"-shI" he uttered, laying his finger, upon
young Fretart's arm. "Make no noise. "I
have come to liberate you, and you will show
your sense by holding your tongue and using
your limbs. My boat is ahead. You .can
swim I"

" Yes," quickly replied Henry, hardly know-
ing what to make of this.

"Then hold still a moment, and I'll off with
these irons."

Montmorillon-for he it was-twisted the key
of the hand-irons with the handle of his jack-
knife, and having slipped these off he easily
slipped out the key of the feet-irons by means of
the bar of those he had taken from the wrists.
One look was given around to see that all was
safe, and then the smuggler moved quickly to
the open port followed by Henry.

"Follow me, and strike out straight ahead.
Swim for your life, now."

As Montmorillon thus spoke, he let himself
quietly down into the water and struck out, and
in a moment more Fretart had followed him.
The young man acted more upon instinct than
upon reason, for he had not the least idea of
what it all meant. Only he Inew that his situa-
tion could not well be changed for the worse, and
there was a glimmer of hope that this was in
reality meant for his escape.

The sentinel upon the bows heard the plash-
ing in the water below him, and he cried out,
but of course he got no answer from the two
swimmers-they -only stick out the stronger.
Once Montmorillon turned his head, and 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
musket, and the ball struck in the water ahead
of the swimmers. The smuggler called out for
his boat, and ere long 'it came up, and both he
and Henry were helped on board.

By this time the escape of the impressed pris,
oner had become known to the officers of the
ship, for lights were at the larboard gangway,
and men were seen coming over.

"They are calling away 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

i g hoshore for you they will naturally go to your

i falongtOutOf their way let them do their fathers cot first, so you will not be safe there

Bt y took oa, and ore until you have the official protection of the city.

long their light boat wSafn r oto f harm s wa y, Follow me, and you shall be safe."

tough they could hear the quick, Strong strokes Even now Henry asked no questions, for all

f th war-ship's boatand could hear, too, the this had come so suddily and so unexpectedly,

hurried order's of the officer. Montinorillon that he had no mind but to keep in the path

directed i-s boat towards the moth of the river, which his strange friend pointed out forhim.

and having r ao t half a milehe landed Of course it now appeared plain to him that he

at a point where a squadof fishing boats were was delivered from the clutches of the Bitish,

aoord ao 
and withathankful heart he followed on after

Now come ith me," said the smuggler, as hi my teriou leader, feeling sure that he should

n No ce h lde,"aif the ocer acoe oon a e at a solution of the mystery.

soon as t hoy had landed. "c If the officers coeo n r
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CHAPTER IIL

THE ROBBERS.

Ir-was just dusk on the evening during which The companion-of the marquis was a youngoccurred the events now recorded, and a heavy girl just bursting into the full beauty of woman.
travelling carriage was rolling along towards hood. It was his daughter, and his only child--St. Malo on the road from Rennes. The car- her name was Isidore. She had seen the warmthriage bore the arms of a marquis of the, old and chill of only eighteen years, but even that,aristocracy upon its panels, and within it were time had served to make her old in experience,seated two individuals. The eldest of the two for revolution had been the song and clang of herwas a noble-looking person, not far from fifty native land since the hour of her birth; andyears of age, and rather slight and delicate in though her father had run clear of danger, yethis build; yet there was nothing effeminate she had seen others suffer. She was of a mild,
about him, but on the contrary he was very beauteous countenance, but yet possessing moremuscular, and showed a quickness of movement than an ordinary degree of vivacity and intelli-and perception which proved him a man of nerve gence. Her hair was a very dark auburn, and
and decision. His hair was just beginning to her eyes a brilliant hazel. People who saw herturn gray, and the pencil of old Time had com- every day, and knew her mind and her temper,menced to draw the lines of age upon his brow. said she was the most beautiful creature in ther,His dress was a plain citizen's suit of black vel- province; -and though the sweetness of her dis-vet short clothes and coat, and light top-boots, position, and the loveliness of her character mayand the only ornament of nobility or station he have prejudiced them some in their estimate ofwore was a small, golden cross, of the order of her external beauty, yet she was really beautiful,St. John of Jerusalem, set with brilliants, sus- though there might have been others who, atpended.by a bit of scarlet ribbon, from his left first sight, would have carried off the palm asbreast. Such was the Marquis Philip de Mon- models of perfected beauty. Isidore de Montig-tigny. He was a kind-hearted, benevolent man, ny would not have answered for the model of aand he possessed the warmest love and esteem sculptor, for her features were of no particularof all the peasantry and people who lived within class, such as would look well in cold marble,the circle of his influence. Yet he was an aris- but they were just fitted as the mirror of her owntocrat, and upon the point f family an4 blood pure soul, and it required the life and being ofhe hung with a most resolute tenacity, herself to give beauty to the face.

The carriage of the marquis was upon theI
river road, following the circuitous bank of the'
Ille, and as the shades of night began to gather
about the deep gorges through which the road
and the river ran, our travellers found them-
selves yet some distance from their journey's
end.

"How much farther have we to go ?" asked
Isidore, as she drew her head back into the car-
riage. She ,had been trying to recognize the
place where they now were, but she could not.

"We have five leagues, at least," returned
the marquis. "'Don't you remember this
place ?"

"No," said the girl, once more looking out.
"Don't you remember the adventure we had

here two years ago, when a certain individual
and his followers saved our lives ? 'It was very
near this spot.",

"0, yes, yes," cried Isidore. "When our
horses took fright, you mean, and came so near
carrying us over the precipice V'

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

"I remember now," mused the maiden. "And
the man who saved us was that terrible smug
gler ; Montmorillon, his name was "

"You are right, Isidore, only I do not know
that there is anything terrible about him. H(
is a smuggler, but he has only trampled upon th
revenue laws of England."

"He has been pronounceda criminal by on
people, has he not ? There has even been
price set upon his head by the officers of ou
province. Is it not so, father?"

"cYcs, my child, that is true. There is a laN
of nations which makes it obligatory upon us t
arrest such people."

"An'd isn't it curious that they don't tak
him?"

"1It is strange, indeed, Tsidore, and I cannot
understand it; but of one thing we may be a
sured: The common people are all his friend
or he could not run clear as he does. I kno
of innumerable instances-or, at least, I hav
heard of them-in which he has helped the poo
people upon our coast."

"And perhaps you would shield him -if h
should seek your protection ?" said Isidore.

"I might," returned de Montigny; "thong
I must confess I would rather he should n
seek it."

As the marquis gave this answer he put h

head out of the coach window and ordered the
postilion to hurry on as fast as possible. It *as
now very dark, and the road was for a distance
of two leagues, or so, quite level. De Montigny
drew his pistols from their case and laid -theta
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 movements with'nerious in-
terest, and as soon as her father had given his
orders to the driver, she sAid:

"I hope you do not fear any danger 1"
"1O no," returned the marquis; "but then

you know it is always well to be prepared."
" Was there not a robbery somewhere about

here, not long since ?"
" Yes-on this very road. But that was 'a

week ago, and the gens d'armes have been upon
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.
robbers that she shuddered and trembled when-
ever she thought of them, and at every noise
from without, she would start and seize her fath-
er by the arm.- At length the road became again

- abrupt and broken, and the horses were forced to
go more slowly. They had now reached to

v within two leagues of St. Malo, and within about
e one league of their own chateau. It was con-
e siderably past nine o'clock, and the atmosphere

had become damp and cold. Both the marquis
r and his daughter were wrapped snugly up in
a their thick, fur-trimmed cloaks, and the latter'
r was-almost asleep, when the carriage was stOp-

ped with a suddenness that came nigh throwing
w them from their seats. A pistol shot was heard,
o and on the next moment the hum of voices

broke upon the night air. Isidore uttered a
e quick cry of alarm and clung wildly to her

father's arm, and in a moment afterwards they
3t heard a sound as though the postilion was being
s- pulled from his seat.
s, The marquis grasped his pistols and cocked
w them both, and hardly had he done so when the
re door of the carriage was thrown open, and the
r rays of a lantern- flashed into the place.

" Be easy, monsieur," said a voice, and as the

ie words were spoken the muzzle of a pistol was
thrust in upon them. "We only want your

ph watch and your purse, so you will be wise not to
ot put us to too much trouble. We are poor, and

you are rich-so out of your bounty we want a
is mite. Come-don't-"
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The villain's .speech was cut short by the,
somewhat summary discharge of de Montigny'sI
pistol, and the robber fell back without even aE
groan, for the ball had passed clean through his I
brain. In less than a respectable, breathing
time another man presented himself at the car-t
riage door, while a second ran and picked upI
the lantern, the lamp of which was not extin-(
guished. The marquis presented his second(
pistol, but the muzzle was quickly struck up,4
and its contents passed through the top of the
carriage.

"Now, mon ami, you will give up, I know,"
uttered the second ruffian, as he seized the mar-
quis by both his wrists. He was a powerful fel-
low, and he quickly pulled the nobleman from
his coach upon the ground. De Montigny had
presence of mind enough to look about him, and
by the light of t~he lantern he could see that there
were four of the robbers left, and that his pos-
tilion was bound to a tree close by. As her
father was pulled from the carriage Isidore ut-
tered a long, wild cry, and as its sharp notes
thrilled through the air one of the robbers sprang
towards her.

" We'll stop your alarm, ma'moiselle," he tit-
tered, and he pulled her from her seat and lifted,
her-upon the ground. She cried out loudly for
help, but her mouth was soon stopped by Ad'ker-
chief, andthen the ruffian's eyes fell upon the
rich, heavy chain that surrounded her neck.

" We'll take this to pay for our trouble in
getting you quiet," he said, as he took hold of it
and drew out the richly jewelled watch that was
attached to it.I
' The marquis struggled with all his might, but

he could do nothing against his powerful adver-
sary, and the villain was just commencing to
search his pockets when he was startled by a
quick cry from one of his companions. At that
moment a pistol shot was heard, and the ruffian
who was bending over the prostrate form of Isi-
dore, uttered a sharp cry and sprang to his feet.
A bullet had entered his side, and as he turned
towards the point from whence the report had,
come and drew one of his own weapons, he re-
ceived a blow upon the head that felled him to
the earth.

"Fear not, madamoiselle," said a calm, kind
voice, and at the same time Isidore felt herself
lifted up, and she could just see that her preserverI
was a young man, but before she had opportunity
for a more minute examination she was lifted
quickly back into the carriage, and then her

helper turned towards where the marquis lAy.
But the-nobleman was already upon his feet, for
a. second man had come up, and the rufflan who,
had been engaged upon de Montigny's pockets,
now lay weltering in his own blood. The othtW
two ruffians, both of whom had been holding e
horses, now sprang forward, but they were
ceived by men who were ready for them. One
of them fell before a well-aimed pistol, and the
other, escaping the shot that was meant for him,
was felled by a blow upon the head with a heavy
pistol-butt.

"Are you injured, monsieur marquis ?" asked
the elder of the two persons who had so oppor-
tunely made their appearance upon the spot.

" Not in the least," returned de Montigny.
"And I believe they have not robbed me of any-
thing.".

" Then we came in good season. And now,
if you will return to your carriage, I will go and
let your postilion loose, for I see they have
fixed him to a tree."

Just then the robber who had been only knock-
'ed down sprang to his feet and darted across the
road. He who had just turned to set the postil-
ion at liberty saw the movement, and at once
gave chase. The robber had sprang down the
bank towards the river.I

In the meantime the marquis turned towards
his carriage, and the person who had rescued
Isidore was just turning from it after having,
seen the maiden safe.

"Is my child hurt ?" de Moutigny uttered,
with much concern..

" Not in the least," returned the young man.
"No, father," added Isidore, "I -am not even

harmed."
"Bless God and these good men for that,"

ejaculated tlbe marquis ; and as he spoke the
man who-had given chase to the fleeing rubber,
returned.

"I had to give him up," he said, ,breathing
heavily after his exciting chase. "The rascal
took to the river, and I let him go. Now, mon-
sieur, your carriage is yours once more, and I
hope you will have better fortune during the rest
of your jaunt. Jump in, and your postilion
shall be ready for you in a moment."

As the man spoke he turned towards the poor
driver, who was yet trembling with fright, and
with a few strokes of his sharp dagger he set him
at liberty.

"Stop, stop, good gentlemen," cried the
marquis, having now somewhat' composed him-

self. "You -are not going off so. Who are

yo~u ?"
" We are only men who chanced to find you

in trouble, and who would lAve helped any hon-,
est man or woman in like circumstances, so you
owe us no particular thanks."

" So 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 acquaintance.
My chateau is only a short distance off-not quite
a league. Go with me and pass the night, at
any rate. Come-I shall take no refusal."

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

"I will send men out in the morning," said
the marquis, "and have the bodies of those vil-
lains taken care of. By the holy St. Michael,"
he added, "but your coming was most fortunate.
I have heard of the doings of some of these 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 might, but 'ah, my sweet child, that
was not the worst I had to fear."

"Not the worst, father ?"
"No, Isidore, 0, heavens, no I"
"But what worse ?"
"Do you not remember the robbery that was

committed a month ago, where a maiden not
much older than yourself 'was seized by these
fiends ?"

Isidore did remember it,,aind she uttered a
deep groan as the recollection came to her mind,
for the embrace of death would have been a joy
when compared with th dreadful fate that dwelt,
now in her imagination. '

"But I know not yet to whom I am indebt-
ed " added the marquis, turning towards his
vis-a-vis.

"1Never mind," returned the stranger, the out-

lines of whose form de Montigny could just dis-
tinguish against the light plush lining of the
carriage. "You shall see for yourself when we
arrive at your chateau."

"By the rood, but I know that voice," utter-
ed the nobleman.

" Then perhaps you will know the face when
you gee it," said the stranger, in a laughing
tone.

The marquis asked no more questions, but the
-conversation was kept up, and it turned ujon
the general subject of robbers and robberies.

Isidore felt lonesome in the chill darkness, and
she opened a conversation with the man who sat
opposite herself. At first she asked timid ques-
tions, but she found her companion spoke freely
and pleasantly, and she at length conversed with
freedom and ease. Of course she wondered
what sort of a man she was holding converse
with. That he was young she was confident, not
only from the tones of his voice, but from the
glimpse she had had of his features by the light
of the lantern while she was upon the ground.
It was natural, under the circumstances, that
she should be drawn towards him in gratitude at
least, arld she was really pleased to find that he
was intelligent and kind. Perhaps she hoped
he was as prepossessing in his external appear-
ance as liehad thus far proved himself in thought
and disposition. But, be that as it might, the
maiden felt a great curiosity to see his form nd
features plainly.

"Here we are," cried the- marquis, at length,
as the carriage rolled up into a wide avenue,
which was flanked by great trees.

And so they were-at length at the chateau.
The carriage was stopped at the landing-steps of
the great piazza, and the two strangers were the
first 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 see his
face; so she passed into the hall, and then the
old man bade his friends follow him, and he led
the way to one of the smaller sitting-rooms in
which a fire was burning,
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CHAPTER IV.e

A CURIoUS DEVELOPMENr.

A LARGE hanging lamp was burning in the
room to which the marquis had conducted his
friends, and thd fire upon the grate burned cheer-
fully, for the night was damp and chilly, and the
servants knew that their master would expect it.
As soon as de Montigny had thrown off his out-
er garments and handed them to the valet who
stood ready to take them, he turned towards his
preservers. He met the calm look of the elder of
the two, and a slight start was perceptible in his
manner, for those deep, black, brilliant eyes, and
that glossy,- well turned beard, were not to be
mistaken.

" Montmorillon !" he uttered.
"Even so," returned. the smuggler, with a

smile. " Does .the truth of my identity lessen
your esteem or gratitude ?"

"Not one whit, not one whit," immediately
replied the marquis, "for truly I know of noth-
ing very bad aboutyou, while I do know of much
that is very good. And your companion-who
is he?"

"Did you ever see him'before ?" the smug-
gler asked.

"The face looks familiar," uttered de Montig-
ny, looking sharply into the young man's fea-
tures. "le is an English seaman, I take it ?"

"Did he talk like an Englishman?"
"No, he did not."

AM&

"Neither is he. You know good old Pierre
Fretart ?"

"Our old fisherman ?"
" Yes."
" To be sure. Ah, and now I recollect me.

This is his son. I knew I' had seen him some-
where, but that English garb deceived me."

"It was a subject connected with that very
garb that caused us to be where we were to-
night," said Montmorillon, "and which also led
me to accept your invitation. This youth has
been impressed by the officers of the English
ship, and early this evening I effected his escape.
Now in all probability they will be after him in the
morning, and it was to carry him to a place of
safety that I was on my way when we met you.
But if you will give him shelter here for awhile
he will be perfectly secure."

"Of course I will give him protection," said

the marquis, warmly ; "but yet. I see not how
they can take him. I know it is hard work for
an Englishman to get clear of the clutches of the
press-gang, but our young friend here has only
to claim the protection of the city, and they can-
not touch him."

"1I am aware of that, monsieur," returned the
smuggler, with just a perceptible show of hesi-
tation; " but I would rather not have the sub-
ject carried before the public now. He can just
as well be protected here, and save all expense."

d

" 0, he shall have protection," said de.Mon-
tigny, looking into the handsome face' of the
youth. "And then," he continued, looking again
towards the smuggler. -'"tBut why should they
have impressed him'! They cannot surely be
in such great want of men as to draw upon for-
eigners. Have you any idea ?"

"Perhaps I have. But let that pass. He has
been impressed, and I have rescued him, and
now search will be made for him, and he may
not be perfectly free from dangerof arrest for
several weeks, 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 ?"
"It is out of an especial regard they have for

your humble servant," replied Montmorillon,
with a smile.

"So, so," uttered the marquis. "I suppose
they have some care for you yet!"

"0 , yes, a good deal of it; but let them work
for me as much as they please. They will find,
if they could only analyze what they discover,
that I have by -far the most friends. Even in
-England,", continued Marco, in a tone of deep
seriousness, "I have more real friends than have
the officers of -government who are set to entrap
me. Whilq that government is grinding down
the mass of the people by their enormous duties
on the actual necessities of life, they must ex-
pect that the people will grasp at every oppor-
tunity to obtain their goods at moderate prices,
and they must expect, also, that he who furnishes
those goods at the risk of his own life, even, will
receive the protection of those upon whose backs
their burden of taxation rests. But let that pass.
I have long-for years-been engaged in this
business, and though it has its unpleasant asso-
ciations, yet I do not feel in my soul that I have
been a guilty man before God. There is com-
petition in everything L and in this case I am
only a single 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 knowledge that thousands have
blessed me for saving them from penury and
want. I know that government calls me a crim-
inal, but I feel no compunctions in view of what
I have done."

"I must confess," returned the marquis,,
thoughtfully, "that you speak truly. I can
judge somewhat by own feelings. Towrds the
thief or the petty robber my feelings naturally
revolt, but it is not so with regard to, those

2

bold men, who, as you say, are in competition
with a nation in furnishing the secessaries of
life at the cheapestrate. But yowspoke of knew-~
ing why this-youth was impressed ?"'

"Yes, but could not now explain it. Lpt
that pass now, if you please. You will give him
a shelter here until he may be safe from the Ug-
lish officers. I will ;see your father in the mor-
ing, Henry, and will explain to him where yq
are, and he May come up here and see you."

Ere long the servants had prepared a warm
supper, and the men sat 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 guests
had moved back from the table, Montmorillon
signified a desire to retire, and thereuponboth he
and- Henry were conducted to chambers which
had been prepared for them, each having a
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 female he had saved from the rob-
-ber's grasp still rang in his ears, and from-that
voice he had pictured a face to suit his own
fancy.. He had caught just a glinipse pf her
features when helping her out of the carriage,
but it was not enough to reveal her face, though
he felt warranted thereupon to fincy a very
beautiful countenance.

But this was not the chief thing in the yodth's
mind. The thing that dwelt uppermost in his
thoughts was the circumstance of his meeting
with the smuggler, and the remarks which hehad'
heard dropped since. All that he had absolute-
ly learned was, that Montmorillon had seen his
father and promised .to rescue him from, his
durance, and the only reason he'had given for.
running the- risk was; his desire to do a good
turn for a poor fellow in need, and at the same
tiiTe to thwart the English, against whom, as a
government, he, had a strong antipathy. But
Henry had reason to believe that there was
something beyond and beneath all this whIch be
did not see. He felt sure, from the sipuggler's
manner, that he had some- motive beyond what
be had confessed. His remark in the presence
of the aParquis, only afew minutes before, con-
earning his fear that py applying to the 'fQclals
of St. Male for protections the AtAir yonldbe
made-morepublic than he desire. ,What,did
this ineanl Mutmorillon h4ad ssig that he did
nt wa *t teafir cariefor t Pyblic now I

e4

21



ISIDORE DE MONTIGNY.

$'j

" Why not " murmured the youth to himself,
as he paced up and down his apartment. "What
has the smuggler to do with me? Why should
he take such 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, and the subject of his
thoughts entered.,

"So you are yet up as well as myself ?" 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 into the
smuggler's face, and his own features showed
that he was much moved.

"I thought I would seek you to-night," con-
tinued Montmorillon, not seeming to notice that
he had received no answer to his former remark,
"because I may not see you in the morning,
for I must be off early. . You had better remain
here for a week, at least, for, as I remarked be-
low, some of the ship's crew are to remain be-
hind to entrap me, and if they come across you
they may take you, too. I know the marquis
wil be kind to you, in consideration of the ser-
vice we have rendered him, if for nothing else.
So you will remain here, and in due time you
may go about your business again."

" But why not appeal to the authorities at
once T" asked Henry, with some warmth. "I
do not fancy this dodging a foe when I have the
right to a national protection. The Englishman
cannot take me-he dares not do it."

"But you see he has done it," laconically re-
marked the smuggler.

"I know he has done it once; but he dares
not do it again. He took me thenat a disad-
vantage. I will have protection another time."

" What protection ?"
" 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
yet some feelings of the man in me. I will go
and claim the right that is mine, and then if-a
foielgn power 'places a hand upon me, they will
do it at their peril. I thtnk you, monsieur, but
to-morrow morning I will go to St. Malo and
lay the ease before the governor, if he is there,
and if he Is not there, to someone who is em-
powered, ex ofcio, to act in the premises."

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

"I know how you feel," ,Marco at, length
said; "but you don't know so much about it
as I do. You have more to contend against than
you are aware of. Let me advise you to remain
where you are, at least till you hear from me
again."

"And why till I hear from you ?" asked Hen-
ry, with, peculiar emphasis.

"Because I have taken a deep interest in your
welfare."

"But that is not enough. I would know
more."

"That is not the part of wisdom, my son,"
calmly and kindly replied the smuggler. "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
safe, now to reveal, and if you are wise you will
listen to me, and ndt question my honesty nor
my, motives."

" I do not question your honesty, ;ir-God
knows I do not. All I question is the propriety
of my remaining 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 until I bid you go. Promise me
this ?"

The youth was much moved by the smuggler's
tone and manner. It was so kind, so gentle, so
affectionate, and so parental in its air and sub-
stance. But he still rebelled.

"No, no," he said; after a few moments' hesi-
tation. "I would do anything to please you-
anything that would not conflict with my own
ideas of true manly independence. I must not
remain here like a criminal."

" Henry Fretart," responded Marco, with un-
usual solemnity, " you will force me to say
more than I had meant to speak at present.
But if you will persist in throwing yourself upon
your natural born rights, I am constrained to in-
form you that you will -find it difficult tq prove
what you expect."

" How I'What I" exclaimed the youth, start-
ing. "Difficult to prove that I am entitled to
the protection of the nation I"

" Exactly."
" What mean you "

"You never swore allegiance to this nation or
its government."

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

"Ah, that may be very true, but you may find
it difficult to prove it."

"My father's word is proof enough."
"So it would be, did yourfather live I"
The youth started and fixed his eyes keenly

upon the smuggler. He did not look like one
who had been told a thing of which he never be-
fore thought, or even dreamed, but he rather
looked like one who has just caught the first
glimmer of a fact lie had long dwelt upon asI
possible. le moved slowly towards his com-
panion and placed his hand upon his arm.
- "Marco Montmorillon," 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 have a enemy, or enemies, I am
sure, and if I could lay my finger upon them
now I would do so, but I cannot. Yet I mean
to find them out. Now you had better remain
here, for should you claim the protection of'
which you speak, 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 you were
born, nor who were your. parents." I

"And can you? can you tell me who my pa-
rents were ?" cried Henry, with increasing
eagerness.

" That is riot the question to be settled first,"
replied Montmorillon. "The first question is.
Will the proof of your parentage either help you,

or be safely developed? Let that be settled
first. I will do it."

"But you will not leave me thus "
"No-I wish not to leave you until you are

willing to remain here, and I think that you will
do now. You have forced me torsay thus much,
but I cannot say more."

" But my father-you will tell me if you
know of him ?"

"Only that he is dead. He died when you
were between two and three years old. Now re-
main here until I see you again."

As the smuggler spoke he turned and left the
apartment, and Henry mdde nomovement to stop
him. As soon as the strange man was gone, the
youth sat down upon the edge of the bed and
bowed his head. What he had just heard was
not' altogether new to him. He had long mis-
trusted that the old fisherman was not his father.
This he had taken from some words which
Pierre had accidentally dropped, and then the
suspicion had been strengthened by his own in-
born feelings and aspirations. And then whit
of the smuggler ? Who was he, 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
even after he had fallen asleep. He dreamed of
the ship, of the press-gang, of the smuggler, and
of the maiden whom he had saved from the rob-
bers. Then he awoke and thought these things
all over again, but the thing that dwelt with the
most force upon his mind was the person of
Marco Montmorillon, and the more he thought
of him, the more food for wonder and curiosity
did he find.
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NOT far from the estate of the Marquis de
Montigny was the large and magnificent chateau
of Count Arnaud Montfere.. The former state
was upon the river Ille, while that of Montfere
was to the eastward, and through the grounds
ran a considerable -stream which emptied into
the Ille nearly opposite to the city of Dinan.
Montfere was called the richest man in the pro-
vince of Ille-et-Villaiae, and surely his estate
was one of the most desirable, his chateau one
of the most grand, and his grounds the most
beautifully laid out and the most productive.
And yet Arnaud Montfere was one of the most
grasping and avaricious men in the kingdom.-
He was a stout man, somewhat tending to cor-
pulency, and showing in his every look and
movement the result of his besetting vice. His
hair was of a lightish brown-almost red in
its hue-and his eyes were a deep gray. His
complexion was verging upon the sandy cast,
though a close oberver would have seen that not
only the color, but the rotundity, of his face was
the result of a bloat. He was fond of wine, and
an inordinate quantity of it generally found con-
sumption 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. He was gaudily dressed, wearing every
ornament and gew-gaw that could be placed with

any degree of right upon his person. It was not
yet fairly daylight when he started, and he rode
as one who had business of importance to tran-
sact. 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 proceeded at once
to a large cafe near the theatre, and there he
found an officer from the English ship, who liad
apparently been waiting for him.

"Ah, sir c6unt, you are late," said the latter,
as he took the globle's hand, and speaking in
good French.

" No wonder I'm late. The roads were never
worse since they were made. I couldn't hurry,
Tollings."

" Well, never 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 you like," return-
ed the Englishman, "but I never allow myself
to drink so early in the day."

"Pooh," uttered the count, with a slight show
of contempt, "the cheering beverage is good at
all times. Give me punch, or give me wine, or,
what is sometimes better than either, the pure
old eau de vie, at all times of day."
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The punch was called for, and the two men
retired to one of the many recesses, and dropped
there curtain.

"Now,"-said the count, after he had drank a
good share of the smoking punch, "hoi faresI
your young seaman?"

"He's gone, sir count."
"Gone ?" uttered Montfere, setting down theI

silver cup from which he had been drinking and
starting as though he had been struck. "Gone,
did you say ?"

"Ies."
"But you promised you would keep him,.

You said (that if the proof could be made by me
that he was the son ot an English aj'lor, you
would make him fast. Now I can prJve that.
I can prove that he was not only the son of an
English man-of-warsman, but that his father gave
him up to the English naval service when he
died."

"Perhaps you can, sir count," calmly return-
ed the other, "but that don't matter now. He
made his escape last night. So you see your
burden of proof don't help the matter."

"Escaped, did he ? Then we'll find him."
But I should advise you to be very careful

how you work, for if the youngster should claim
the protection of the French government you
might find it hard work to get him off again."

"I know all thatt" returned Montfere, hastily,
"but I should not stop for trifles. I knew you
wanted men, and I knew -that this young Fre-
tart would be a good one for you; and so I point-
ed him out to you. If you have lost him, then
you have lost one whom it would have been
much easier to keep than to get again."

"Never mind, mon cher, we can make his place
good."

"But that is n6t the thing, my brave lieuten.
ant. I wanted you to have him, for, as I told
you at the time, I wanted him out of the way.
Of course we are too old in friendship 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
I can. If you will contrive to return this fellow
to the ship i'll warrant you we'll keep him, and
if I come across him I'll take him if I can. But
you must see that the thing will be difficult, for
I do not suppose you wish to show your hand in
the business directly "
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"No, no, of course not," returned the' count.
"But how did he escape ?"

"It 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 answered to the name of Wickhatn, one of
our old quarter-gunners; but this morning we
found that Wickham had not been aboard. He
was found at old Pedro's tap-room down by the
water, and he had certainly been drugged. The
fellow who came on board and answered to his
name also drugged the marine who stood sentry
over the prisoner, and then both he and the 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
the least," uttered 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 was a wild plan in
the first place, and it has turned out about as
well as could have been expected. Let the fel-
low go."

"Then you have no real fears of him ?"
"Fears ?" repeated Montfereid46oking quiek.

ly up. "0, no, no. The whole truth is-and
I suppose I might have told you, in the first
place-the youngster is a most systemte gat-
bler, and hehas almost ruined one of my intimate
friends. Nor fax from my own chateauLesoA
young man in whose affairs I feel a mostli4
interest, and by some means he vnet this Henry
Fretart at the gaming table. He not only lost
all his ready cash, but he actually made out a
conveyance of more than half his real estate, and
this, too, Fretart won from him. My friend has
a young wife, and if he has to pay this lit will
utterly ruin him. It was to save him that I
meant to have got the rascal out of the way."

"It was kind of you, at, all events," said
Tollings.

"I can be kind to my friends," returned the
count, with a show of magnanimity.

" Then it's all shamoabout his being *English
born ?"

"0 , no. He is that truly; and it was that
fact that led me to seek your assistance in the
matter. But I will contrive some other means,
if possible, to get that deed-from him, for I will
save my friend from ruin, even though the effort
should work to my own injury,."

Now whether the Englishman believed all
this or not is more than can be with safety said.
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He knew, or ought to have known, Arnaud
Montfere well enough to be led to doubt it.
Himself and Montfere had first met when mere
bdys, at school in Frankfort-on-the-Oder, and
since that time they had often been together,
though of late years they had only casually met,
Tollings's profession keeping him pretty steadily
engaged. ' Yet perhaps Tollings did not know
the whole of Montfere's character, but the count
knew his well enough not to be afraid to trust
him to a considerable extent. -,

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

"Looks are often deceitful," was the count's
reply. "But I will have the deed at some rate."

"Then you will not have him impressed
again ."

No-I guess not. Let him rest for the
present, and I will watch him."

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-
cussed, Tollings understood that he was to give
the matter up so far as afy work for his friend
the count was concerned.

Poor Henry--he had a new crime now laid to
his charge, but it could not matter. much, for
none who knew him were likely ever to hear it

repeated. In truth, Henry LFretart never saw
the inside of a gaming saloon, and had the count
been pressed lo produce his "friend " who had
.come so nigh being ruined, he would have had
to lug him up from the miry depths 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 gained the
intelligence 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 mind by
listening to him for a moment:

"I was a fool to think of having the fellow
impressed on board that ship," he muttered;
"for, even had they gothim 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.
On the whole, I'Mp glad the thing didn't work,
for now I'll make, more sure game of him. I
know him, and he must-walk. He isn't needed
here at all."

And thus the count rode on, and as he rode he
continued to'talk of the youth, and of vague
plans in connection with him. One enemy, at
least, on earth; Henry Fretarf had; but why he
should have had such an enemy was a thing he
c~uld not even have guessed had he knewn the
first fact.

WHEN Henry Fretart arose in the morning he
found that Montmorillon had really gone. He
met the9marquis in the hall, and the old noble-

Inan greeted him kindly.
"Your companion is off," de Montigny said,

with a smile.
"Did he leave any word for me ?" the youth

asked.
"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 with pleasure.
Ton read, I presume ?"

"I am fond of reading, sir."
"nThen I think you may pass your time very

pleasantly. I have a large library, and while
you are here it is at your service. You shall
not find me lacking in gratitude."

Henry expressed his thanks very warmly,
and shortly afterwards he was informed that
breakfast was 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 this, of course, he thought
nothing, save to relish highly the rich food that
was set before him. He learned from the valet
that there were three -tables set at the chateau.
First the marquis and his daughter took break-
fast alone; then the personal attendants ate in
the dining-room when there was no compapy;
and lastly. come the cook, squilion, gardener,

S

grooms, and those whose occupations brought
them in contact with the dirt-they ate in the
kitchen. Not yet had Heiry seen the maiden,
and his curiosity was waxing strong on that
point.

Shortly after breakfast our hero was informed
that some one wished to see him in the baU.
He went down andfound his old father there.
Pierre Fretart had been a father to him, an ithe
youth could not but look upon him in that ltght,
let the relationship of blood turn out as it might.
The honest old fisherman was almost frantic
with delighf'at seeing the noble boy once more
safe, and as soon as the fi-st transports of lis
joy were passed he informed Henry that the
smuggler had been at his cot before the day had
fairly dawned.

" He told me," continued Pierre, "that I had
better bring you up some qf your own clothes,
and so I have done so, and more, too: I sup-
posed you might find some pleasure in your tpys,
and I fetched them, also. I borrowed old GOas-
pard's horse, and so your things have come
easy."0

Henry followed the old man out into the yrd,
and there, sure enough, he found everythinghe
could have desired,) Fierre had.nqt only brought
the best part'of Ails'wardrqbe, but also his title
.oaken escritoire and his portfolio, and with ,his
last ,aequisition was the youth particularly 4e-
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lighted, for it contained all the materials for ing with surprise. "Who told you that,
drawing, a good Assortment of crayons, and Henry'?"
some water colors. Some years before Henry "I have long suspected it, father, and last
had gained an opportunity to learn to draw of night Marco Montmorillon assured me that it
an old artist who had hired him to row him up was so. How is it'?"
and down the river while he took sk'.tches of "That smuggler is a strange man,'' said
the various points of scenic interest. This old Pierre, speaking half to himself, but yet gazing.
fellow was a penurious individual, and Henry into the youth's face.
was, at that time, the only one whom he could "Never mind him now," urged Henry. " Tell
find willing to wait upon him and take his pay me about this. Iam not your son'?"
in lessons in the art. But our hero had jumped It seemed hard work for the old man to speak,
at the chance with avidity, and he had followed but at length he said:
up the study since, for he had a long cherished, "Well, my boy, you are not of my blood;
secret ambition to raise himself above the level but I hope you will jiot leave me. I hope Ion
of his companions, and he saw in that art the will not forsake ue in my old age. 0, 1 have
sure means of doing it. Already had he sold loved you, Henry, as though' you had been my
some of his little sketches for fair remuneration, own, for Heaven never gave me a child of myand thus had he been enabled both to' furnish own blood. You -will not turn from me now'?"
himself with materials to pursue his study, and "No, no, my more than father. Let what
to procure clothing somewhat better than he may come to be my fate, and nothing shall se-4
could otherwise have afforded. He was perfectly parate us now. But tell me more-tell me all-
willing that his father should call them " play- all that you know'?"
things" and "toys," and 'he humored the con- "I will, my boy-and I would have done it
ceit, too, for he meant to place the good old long ago if I had thought the knowledge could'
man in a position above hard work it some fu- have benefited you; but I- feared 'twould only
ture time, and he wished that the act should serve to make you uneasy, and I kept it to my-
come as a sort of a surprise, self. That smuggler is a very curious man-a

pierre helped Henry carry the things up to very curious man. There is something. about
the snug little room which had been appropriat- him I cannot understand."'
ed to his use, and after this had been accom- "Never mind him now," interrupted the
polished our hero's next movement was to get off youth, somewhat impatiently. 'It is of mythe hated English garb he then wor-e, and in its birth I would know."
place to don one of his own suits. When this "Yes-certainly. And I will tell you."
was done the youth really looked like another The old man bowed his head a moment in'
.person, for his own garb was made to fit closely thought, and then he resumed: "It is now over
to his finely proportioned figure, andlit gave him eighteen years ago-it will be nineteen come
more of the true beauty that was rightfully his next November-for it was in November I saw
own. It was a suit of fine cloth, with a frock, you first. I remember the month and the year
or blouse, of purple velvet, and a cap 'of the well, for it was on the same month that our
same ornamented with a golden tassel, great Napoleon. took the proud city of Vienna

After this was done, and minor matters had and fought the great battle of Austerlitz. 'Itwas
been discussed, Henry came upon the subject a cold, blustering night, and my wife-she was
that lay at that time nearest his heart. living then-and myself sat by our fire, where

"Pierre," he said, taking a seat near the old you have sat a thousand times since. . It was
man, I have now a question of much impor- near nine o'clock when we heard a low rap upontance to ask you, and I hope you will answer our door, and when I opened it a woman came-
me truly and promptly." .in, and in her arms she 'carried a child. She

Did you ever know me to answer you in any sat down to warm her, and we gave her s6me
other way, my' son I" returned the fisherman, supper, and when the child was placed upon the
earnestly, floor he-it was a boy-.he looked around till he'"Of course not. But I will come to the mat- saw me, and then he ran up to me and clamber-
ter at once. Of course you know that I am not ed into my lap, 'all the time crying out to meyour child " as though I was his father. The poor woman"Not mychils !" repeated the old man, start- cried at this, and told us that the child's father'
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was dead-that he was a soldier in Napoleon's j
army, and had been slain. We tried to com-'
fort her all we could, and she staid with us, all
night. In the morning she wanted us to take care
of the child until she came back from Rennes,
where she was going to see the governor.
Of course we did so. She came back in a week
and staid with us three days. We had learned
-to love the child th'n just as though it had been
our own; for he was a lovely little fellow, and
took to us wonderfully. When the poor woman
went away next she asked me if we wouldn't
take the little boy and take care of him as though
he was our own; a'nd we promised to do so 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 a week. Then she came again- in the
summer, and in the fall, and from that time I
have not seen her, nor have I heard from her,
though I have inquired often."

"And I am that boy?" murmured Henry, in a
choking whisper.

"Yes, you -are the boy, and I can lay my
hand upon my heart and tell God that I have
kept my promise that I made your mother."

" Then you think that woman was really my
mother ?"

"I know she was. 0, it makes me' cry now
to think how she did use to weep over you when
she came to see you. She would clasp you in
hei arms-cry over you-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 again to be as kind to you as
though you ere my own."

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

"'l must have been my other, for I have
often had that picture before my mind. I knew
not whether it was a dream, or whether it was
some real episode of my life; but I see it now.
I have seen that face in my dreams, just as
plainly as though it were present with me in the
flesh-what think you has become of her tiow ?"

" I cannot tell, Henry. Of that you can judge
as Well as L"

"Do you think she is dead'?"
"I fear she must be. Only think-for seven-
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teen years she has not Seen here. If she were
alive, of course she would not have let such time

pfts without seeing her child?"
"I should think not, of course," returned the

youth, in a thoughtful, melancholy mood. "I

fear she is really on earth no more. But you
spoke of the smuggler-as though there was
something curious about him. What is it?"

"Ab, there you have me on the hip. I can't
think anything, only that there is something
very strange about him."

"It cannot be that-Pooh-no-of course
not. No, no."

"What were you going to say'?"
"You will think me foolish, perhaps; but I

was gping to say that it could not be that he was-
was my-father?"

"0-why, nos" uttered the old man, vehe-
mently. "That's impossible. In the first place,
your mother attended the funeral of yAr father.

He was wounded, and came home to die. In the
second place Moutmorillon is not old enough to
be your father."

" That is true'," added Henry.
"And next," resumed the old man, " the

smuggler knew your father well, and 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 after
my own name. I know no more."
I After this the conversation turned upon the

smuggler, but they arrived at no other conelu

sion than that the subject of their remark4ag*"'
very- strange man. That was the most they
could make out.

Pierre remained at the chateau until the mi&'

dIe of the forenoon, and then he took his leave;
but before he went he made Henry promise again
that he would never leave the poor old man who -

had been so long a true father to him. The

youth gave the promise with tears in his eyes, and
if he'had not spoken at all, his' manner V*d
have assured the anxious old fisherman that'hla
utmost desires. wotild be fulfilled so far athe
lasting love of his adopted child was concerned.

When Henry returned to his room after lhia-
ing seen his old protector 6Wf, he had plenty to
think anid ponder upon, and it was not udiil e
bell summoned him to4inner that he was rdfO5
ed from h1i reverie.

I
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CHAPTER VII,

TH TUTOR.

IT was towards the close of the day that Hen-
ry Fretart met the marquis in the hall. It was
the first time they-had met since morning, and
at first de Montigny started, for he thought he
had met a stranger.

"Upon my faith," he said, as soon as he re-
cognized his guest, "your change of dress is to
your advantage. You are wonderfully improved,
and this meeting is most opportune, for my
daughter wishes very much to see you-she has
sent for you, as she has a curiosity, I suppose,

'to look upon the man who served hr so good a.
turn."

As the marquis spoke he turned 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. The wish of
his soul was about to, be gratified, and on the
way up the stairs he pondered upon the cir-
emnstane. He tried toanalysehis feelings and
learn' if he, too, was moved alone by curiosity.
The marquis had said his child had a curiosity to
see her-preserver. Bat his meditatiorks were cut
short by arriving at the door of her room. The
marquis entered first, and when our hero had
followed him he found himself in a sumptuously
furnished room, the deep windows of which were
hung with crimson drapery. Near one of these
windows sat Isidore' d Montigny. She arose as

her visitors entered, and upon her father's in-
troducing Henry shesmiled one of the sweetest
smiles in the world, and put forth her hand
frankly.

The youth felt the small, warm hand rest for
a moment in his own, and he thought he never
before had felt a hand half so soft or so power-
fal in its electric properties. He had felt' 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 she was a calm, warm beauty,
and her whole form and feature bespoke her to
be a generous, noble-hearted girl. The sun was
just upon the point of setting, and as its rays
poured like a flood of liquid gold into the rtom,
they rested upon the face of Isidore and gave ad-
ditional warmth to the smile that dwelt upon her
features.' She was so affable, so easy, so kind,
and moreover so joyed to see her noble pro-
tector, that Henry -soon felt himself at ease in
her presence, and at a request from the marquis.
he took a seat,

Now in all probability Philip de Montigny
only saw in the youth a poor fisher's son, -who
had done a kind act, and was therefore entitled
to more of esteem than others of his class. He
had been very particular to urge it upon-his child
that she should meet the youth kindly, and treat

him with that consideration which 'his services assure him that such a habit must sooner or later

merited, and he was nowvrileased to see that she find its reward. But Henry, with a sugle, as-
obeyed him. sured him in return that he had already found

Isidore did treat Henry Fretart kindly, and his reward-that the reward of a studious, up-
her every ,look and movement might have be- right, industrious man always kept company
trayed to a keen observer that she was agreeably with the improvement, and the nobleman was
disappointed in his appearance. She had pic- constrained to admit that it was so.
tured to herself a green, upcouth, overgrown It had now become quite dark, and at a mo-
youth, for she had noticed his size before ; but tion from the marquis our hero arose from his
she did not conceal the agreeable sensation his seat and turned towards the door. Isidore bade
noble, manly appearance had produced upon her. him "good night," but she did not speak so
She found him in truth a handsome youth, and boldly and freely as she had done upon his en-
had her father recollected the half he had heard trance. Her voice was more. low now, and
her say about the opposite sex, he would have there was a slight tremulousness in it, too,. Of
known that Henry Fretart must have been her course her father did not notice it, but. Henry
perfect beau ideal of a man, for he not only pos- did, not, however, because it truck him with
sessed all those physical qualities upon which any particular idia, but because he noticed her
woman depends for protection and support, but every look and movement.
he also possessed that beauty which charms the That night, when the youth retired to his

eye and helps much to strengthen the love and couch he wished that Isidore do Montigny was
quicken the esteem., And then as for his mind, nearer to his o. level of social life. He'wished
she had seen that on the previous evening while this because he thought how pleasant it would
they were riding home. be to have the company of such a person to con-

Our hero spent an hour in Isidore's company, verse with when he pleased.
and even the marquis, who engaged deeply in And Isidore herself may have not been with-
the conversation, seemed surprised- at the gen- out some such thoughts, for in the wlhole circle
oral information which his young guest evinced, of her aristocratic acquaintance there was srot a
and he asked hoyw one in a position so unfavor- single individual who could answer in the least
able could have managed togain so much infor- to Henry Fretart's description. The reader may
mation. . judge somewhat of her position in that. respect

"Ah," replied Henry, while a beam of pride when he is informed that the Count Arnaud
lighted up his features, "it is not those whose Montfere was the youngest man among the, no-
circumstances are the most favorable that always bility who ever visited her father's chateau, save
make the best of their time. Is it not true that some few who were either mere children, or else
our strongest _minds are those which Ihave had already' married. And Arnaud Montfore was
the most rugged path to climb ? And is it not forty, at least.
also true that this very labor of climbing up the Several days passed away, and during that
hill of adversity strengthens the mind, and gives time -Henry saw Isidore several times. One
more keen appetite for knowledge-mor\ power pleasant day he went up to the top of a hill back
for digesting information, if I may'so speak ?" of the* chateau with his drawing penclls' SeA

VTe marquis admitted that such was the case, colors, for he had noticed that from th VoiWt
and Henry continued: he could command a most excellent view of the

"But all has not been adverse to me. I havoc place. t was quite early in the morningeWn
had many advantages, ~and I have improved he arrived at his point of observation, and har-
them. Three years ago I was employed by the ing spread out his paper-quite a large sheets he
authorities of St. Malo to make dtafts'of a lot of commenced his drawing, The distant tioimt-
buildings which they have since put up, and they tains and hills formed the extreme baekgroun6- -
were so pleased at my poor efforts that they than came a glimpse of the broad river, and-then
gave me access -to their libraries, and ' I have the noble cha4eau By noon the sketch wu0ope
availed myself of this privilege without stint." feet save soma slight totichet in filing Qp#and

"Then you design some 11" said the marquis, that he left until afternoon. After dinner be
"Tes, I have practised some at it." went back. to his post and finished aakch.
De Montigny expressed himself much pleased It was so calmtand'pleasant that b*rwelr0e 4

with the youth's industry, and took occasion to do the coloring tbere, and so b4vng brq&PA
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cup-of water from a spring close at hand he set
about the work.

R was neat- four o'clock, and he had just
brought his picture so near its finish that all
that remained was the softening and toning of
some-of-the lights and shades. The eyes of the.
young artist were sparkling, and- his cheeks
were all aglow, for he knew that he had made a
capital 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 looking up he saw Isidore*
de Montigny. She approahed him and gazed
upon the picture that lay upon. the board in his
lap. The youth was at first confounded by this
unexpected presence, but he quickly recovered
himself, and laying aside hi'pencils he arose to
his feet.

"I did not think to find you here," said Isi-
dore, as she still followed the picture with her
eyes. "I came out to smell t1iis fresh, sweet air,
and at a short distance off I espied you. Of
course I could not resist the temptation to come
and see what you were doing."

This was spoken with a sweet smile, and Hen-
ry replied:

"1I have been here- all day, mademoiselle. I
was up here day before yesterday, and the cha-
teau from this point presented such a beautiful
subject, that I could not resist the temptation to
come up here and fasten it upon paper."

"And did you make that picture yourself?"
asked the maiden, with undisguised surprise.

" Yes," returned Henry, holding it up and
placing it in a favorable light. "I have cherish-
ed the art for two reasons: The first is, because
I feel that such pursuits are calculated, if rightly
viewed and studied; to purify the mind and
exalt the thoughts; and the second, which per-
haps is the most powerful with me, is, that it
may at some time place me beyond the influence
of poverty and want."

"What a lovely picture," Isidore uttered.
"How soft and warm, and how true to the life.
I can surely look through those trees into the
park beyond, and I can hear the sighing of the-
gentle zephyr that moves that genial foliage.
How natural I"

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

beautiful maiden went to his very soul, 'and it
moved him most joyfutly. -. 'I ~X

"If you would not be offendedlady," said the
youth, " I would ask you to accept this poor gift
as a token of the deep esteem of one who can
appreciate worth even though its possessor be far
above me in life."

"0, I shall accept it most joyfully," cried
Isidore. "But my selfishness will. not stop
there. You must give to me the secret of the
craft. You must learn me to draw. Will you
not?"

" If your father consents, lady, I should be
most happy."

"O, of course he will consent," uttered. the
maiden, with sparking eyes. "He will be 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 settled. 0, if I could only
learn to draw aid color like that; why, I should
have the old chateau's walls all covered with
pictures in a year. The thing 'is settled, mon-
sieur, and from hence you are ny teacher-but
you must not be a very strict one, for I was
always taught to have my'own way."

"Because your own choice was sure to lead
rightly, I suppose," replied Henry, warmly.

"You flatter; sir."
"Truth is not flattery, lady."
"Then you believe me a paragon ?"
"Not exactly so did 'K mean," returned the

youth, gazing fixedly into the maiden's smiling
face. "I only 'meant that a mind and soul like
yours could not give birth to feelings or impulses
that would lead to the -commission of wrong.
I will soften some of these more abrupt points be-
fore I relinquish the picture to your keeping."

" Just as you please, only 'you must let me
have it to show to my father this-eveuing and
you can fix it up about the abrupt points, as you
call them, to-morrow. 0, I do so long to com-
mence. Don't you think I shall learn to draw
very quickly V'

",If you give your attention to it you certainly
will."

" You need not-fear on that account. When
I once resolire upon a study I stick to it."

As the light hearted girl thus spoke, she
handed the picture back to Henry, for she had
taken it from him without leave, and then she
turned towards the spot whore his pencils lay.

'TI
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" Come," she said, "you must gather up your description of men and manners as he saw them

things and go back withine. My father is at \in New York and Boston He spoke with
home now, and I would know his decision as much understanding, and Isidore listened atten-
soon as possible." , timely, and by the time he had concluded his

Henry Fretart spoke no word in reply, but he narrative they had reached the chateau.

gathered up his pencils and water colors, and Before Henry Fretart slept. that night the
yvhen he was ready the maiden moved close to marquis had engaged him to teach his child the
his side and started on down the hill. The art of drawing. The preliminaries were all ar-
youth felt a strange fluttering at his heart, and ranged, and the youth found himself in a posi-
it* was sometime before he could bring his mind tion as novel as it was unexpected, and as
into shape for calm conversation. But Isidore strange and embarrassing as It was novel. He
rattled away without stint. She had found a resolved to go on, however, and do the best he
subject for thought that made her heart light, could, and for fear that he might allow himself
and she noticed not that her companion was to become too much interested in his pupil he
moved by anything save a native 4iffidence, and resolved that he would not be with her any more
she seemed to strive to dispel that by her volu- than he could possibly avoid, and that he would
bility. At length, however, Henry overcame his crush out any and every. symptom of feeling,
diffidence, and his conversation became animated more than due respect, that might manifest it.
and interesting, and in proportion as he grew self in his soul!
fluent did she become silent and attentive. The Very wise and most sag6 conclusion I Pdr-
conversation turned upon the ocean, and ocean haps Isidore de Montigny made the same re-
life .as contrasted with life upon shore, and at solve. At all events, such an arrangement, in
length Henry commenced an account of a pas- order to be effective, should be mutual.

sage he once made to America, and he gave some
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RENRY nFRTART commenced his course of
instructions to Isidore de Montigny. He had
himself received the most careful training in his
commencement, for the old artist of whom he
learned was governed more by a pride in the art
than by any desire to make his pupil perfect, and
hence he made all the stress he could upon the
preliminaries, intending, no doubt, that the
youth should not receive more than the rudi-
ments from.him without more pay. But Henry
had been too quick for him, for, having thus
learned 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. And so did the youthful tutor now have the
power to make his own first lessons to his fair
pupil the more plain and substantial. He took
all the pains in his power, and he was more than
recompensed by the gratitude and appreciation
which she evinced.

It was on the morning of the third day after
HQnry had commenced his instructions that the
Count Arnaud Moutfere rode into the court of
the chateau. It was a beautiful morning, and
the count was dressed with the most scupulous
nicety. He gave his horse to one of the grooms,
and immediately afterwards he was met upon
the piassa by the marquis. The Marquis de
Montigny knew Arnaud Montfere only as the
richest man in the province, and as a nobleman

of sure standing. He may have known that he
sometimes allowed wine to get the mastery over
him, but that circumstance dwelt not in his
mind.

"So you've come to see me at last," the mar-
quis said, as he took the count by the hand and
shook it warmly. "By my faith, I'had about
made up my mind that you were either dead, or
had evacuated the province."

"0, no; but I have been very busy," re-
plied Montfere, exercising a frankness which did.
not belong to him, but which he endeavored to
put on when in the company of such a man as he
knew the marquis to be. "I have been iery
busy, my dear marquis, and so have had to even
deprive myself of this pleasure."

De Montigny smiled a reply, and then led his
guest into the chateau. Wine was brought, and
va rious topics of conversation were engaged in.
At length the count's reserve wore off, and draw.
ing his chair closer to his host he said:'

"I am now going to broach a subject whieh
has'long occupied my-thoughts, and which I
have perhaps before hinted at, thougIr I am in-
clined to think that you never understood me.
You know our estates join each other ?"

"Yes," returned the marquis, with an air of
deep attention. "They do join ca :h other;
and two finer estates are not to be found in the
province."
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"That's true, my dear marquis.' By the mass
I doubt if there be two finer estates in the king-
dom."

"Perhaps not,"rejoined de Montigny.
"And," added Montfere, "where will you find

two estates that would look better made into one?
Where are the two estates that could be so beau-
tifully laid out together, for comfort, pleasure
and convenience ?"

" never thought of it before; but upon my
soul there's sense in it," replied the marquis,
thoughtfully. "It is just as you say. But,"
he added, looking up with a smile, "I am not
prepared to buy at such a 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 are 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 idea that strikes
you "

The marquis looked into the face of his inter-
locutor, but he did not speak. He was deeply
engaged in thought, as the passing shades upon
his countenance gave proof.'

"Don't you comprehend ?" Montfere con-
tinued;

"Not exactly, my dear count."
"Then I must explain. You have only one

heir ?"
fe Only one," the marquis responded. "My

sweet child is my only heir."
"And you will never marry again ?"P
"No. I am too old for that."
"Just so," said the count, drinking another

glass of wine, and then, clearing his throat, he
added: "And I have no near relatives living. If
I should die now my estate would be scrambled
after by some score of distant cousins, or some-
thing of that sort. But I want an heir, my dear
friend. I want, when I leave this mundane
sphere, to leave my great property in the hands
of some one who will take care of it, and appre-
ciate the gift. I have seen your daughter-I have
walked with her, rode with her, and conversed
with her; and is it a wonder that I have learned
to love herI Heie Montfere placed his hand
upon his heart, and with a most tender look and
tone he added : "And now it has come to this;
if I would be happy on earth I must possess the
sweet love and confidence of Isidore de Montig-
ny. O, my friend, you cannot refuse me."

The marquis did not evince any signs of as-
tonishment at this announcement, though it mov-'
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ed him with deep interest. And his looks did
not betray any opposition. The count noticed
this on the instant, and in a persuasve tone,
with his hand still upon his heart, he resumed:

" Thus would our estates become one, as out
interests would become one also. To these who
shall rise up in after years, bearing our names,
and wearing the honors of our united houses, we
should leave a fitting store of this world's goodst ;
and I know that my wife would be ons who
would be sure to leave no droppings from her
tongue but those of truth and wisdom. This
may be new and unexpected to you, my friend,
but it has long been cherished as the very apple
of my earthly hopes and aspirations. What say
you?"

"Why, in truth, my dear count, it is new and
unexpected to me," returned do Montigny, in i
slow, bat calm tone. "Some such thoughts,
I must confess, have at times flitted through my
mind, but they have been very vague, and rather
the dim figures ofpossibility 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 you. But you must
not disappoint me-you must not break ihy
heart."

" Upon my knightly honor," spoke de Mon.
tigny, with quick energy, "I do like the picturee"
He had been thinking with deep earnestness,
and as he now spoke he raised his head and hand
at the same time, and his hand came down upon
the table with much emphasis. "You are some-
what advanced in life, to be sure, but I do not
know as that should make much difference."

"Why should it ?' quickly interposed Mont-
fere, with sparkling eyes, for the words which
his host had spoken had made him exceedlnOlg
hopeful. "There may be younger men in the
kingdom, but where will she find a betterheme I
[ am not yet forty-not forty, mon ami; add I
have no doubt that when you look back t6 the
age of forty you feel as though you were then
quite a young man,"

"Younger than I am now, at all eyenits,' re-
plied the marquis, with smile. "But you must
remeinber that [ am not yet an old nain-.only
fifty."

"True-but then ten years is consfdfable to
add to a man's lifetime. But theh irty fe1ft
just brings a man into the prime otfife istid eX
periene"

" So It does, Montfere-*o it does ; atd Idi6
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not consideryou a whit too old. Yet I must
think of this matter."

"Of cQurse you should take time to consider
upon it," said the count, very -sentimentally,
"for it is a question of vast moment... But I
have considered upen it longand deeply. I did
not, as soon as I became enamored of the Lady
Isidorerxesolve that she should be my wife, but
I first sat me down and calmly considered upon
the' subject, I asked myself if I could make a
good and faithful husband, and if I could make
a true 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 female
which such an one as your child would deserve.
I pondered upon these points carefully, and
having settled them all with a calm and devoted
understanding, I have resolved to know my fate.
I shall be very unhappy if my hopes are all
blasted now, and yet I shall not blame you-for
any course you may in your parental wisdom
see fit to take. Only one thing gives me any
fear."

"9What is that ?" asked the marquis, showing
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 occa-
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 afford her."

"0, I guess not."
"But you know how far prejudice sometimes

can go with inexperienced girls, and how tena-
ciously they will cling to it."

"I 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, that if
I conclude that it would be best for Isidore to
take a certain step in life, that step will be taken."

Thi- last sentence was spoken very slowly,
and with strong emphasis, and Arnaud Montfere,
unable to restrain his gratification, reached out
and grasped his host by the hand.

"I could not have advised you to such a
course," he said, "but yet it is surely the only
true one. We should never suffer our children.
to pursue a course against our will, especially
when-we are convinced that our 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 occasion, and, I may
say, important occasion, we will open another
bottle of wine."

The marquis reached towards the bell-cord as
he spoke, and at the same time the count was
moved by a strong 'emotion. He hesitated a
moment, and the twitching of his facial muscles
showed how difficult it was for him to make up
his mind; but before the bell was rang he caught
his host's arm.

" Stop, my dear marquis,' he said. "I think
we have drank enough. Perhaps you are aware
that in times gone by I have indulged at times
deeply in the wine-cup. Have you never heard
of such a thing ?"

" I may have heard it spoken of, but that is
nothing,' returned de Montigny, unwilling to
make any remark of censure.

" jut 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
I have not been so circumspect as he should be
who would take uponhis charge the happiness
of another. No, my friend, no more wine now,
for I have resolved that henceforth the tempting
glass shall . never hold its syren power over
me."

Who could doubt that the speaker of such a
sentence was honest and sincere ? Philip d9
Montigny did not doubt it, and from that mo-
ment 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 anA truly qualified
to make her happy.

" My dear Montfere,'?,he said, extending his
hand, "your resolution gives me the greatestt
pleasure, and it proves to me that you are really
desirous to makp a kind and good husband."

"0 ," uttered the count, still holding de Mon-
tigny's extended hand, "I wish I dared to hope
that you would bless me as I ask. God only
knows what a happy man I should be."

This was spoken in a tone so earnest, and so
full of pathos,.that even ,a more coldly disposed
man than the marquis might have been moved
by it,-and he immediately said:,

" You may hope,. my friend-you may hope;
for since we liave been conversing upon the ub-
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ject I have examined,.with considerable care,
and my mind is about made up in your faior.
The truth is, there is no knowing at what mo-
ment I may be called away, and surely my child
should have some safe stand-point 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 Arnaud Montfere's'
present wishes, for he knew the marquis well
enough to know that he would not be easily
moved from what he had once resolved upon.
He had long been desirous of gaining the Lady
Isidore for a wife, for even his gross mind appre.
ciated something of her beauty, and he loved her
-not as the noble, high-minded-lover, but as the
satiated libertine can love. Of his moral char-
acter de Montigny knew comparatively nothing,
for always in his presence the count had tssag*
ed the most pleasing exterior he could comi
mand. And this the count had done in further-
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, and he
had reasons for it, too-reasors which none save
himself among his friends suspected. One thing

3
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made. the estate of the marquis more Pleasant
than his own. The formerwas upon the isokd
and much travelled Ille, whose waters at that
point were always teeming with life, whle the
latter was further back, and watered by amuch
smaller stream called the de Vau4 taidag its
name from a former owner of the estate. et,
as we have before said, the de Vaux estate was
by far the mostvaluable.

"My dear, good marquis," exclaimed Mon
fere, rising and embracing him, "you know not
how happy you have made ie, and I hope we
may both live, so that I can prove my gratitude
in something more palpable than words. I do
not think you will cast me down from the plnev
cle of happiness to which you have raised me."
' "You need not fear" replied the marquis,

with.equal warmth. "I shall inform my -hld
of.*hat has transpired, and she shl prepare at
p",ee foo~e business, And now let us walk out
and see my grounds. . I have had some new
vines since you were here last, and there are now
exotics, too, in the garden. Come."

And so Arnaud Monter'e'foli64d his host ot
into the garden, and as he walked along look*,
ing almost like i giant by the sideO M oh
smaller marquis,'his faibbie the signoitM
deep exultation which he had not the boidW
conceal.
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a feeling which he could not have explained had
he tried shot through his soul.

"And what is he ?" the youth asked, assur-
ing himself on the instant that he had no busi-
ness to trouble himself about what might affect
his pupil.

"He owns. the great chateau de Vaux,just
over the hill.'-

"But what of a man is he V
"I can only tell you that he is a yery unpleas-

ant companion, and that his looks are not at all
in his favor, so far as my judgment of physiog-
nomy is concerned. He has not been here be-.
fore for a long time."

"He seems to be examining the premises
with much care," remarked Henry.

." So he does," responded Isidore, with anoth-
er shudder. "0, I hope father will not sell
them to him,"

"(Why, was ever stich a thing broached I Did
he ever think of buying them 1"

"I remember once he hinted at such a thing.
He said both the estates ought to go together,
and that he wished he could bring such a thing
about."

"And was that all he said ?"
"I believe so."
Henry Fretart gazed eagerly into his com-

panion's face, for an idea had presented itself
very quickly to his mind which never-seemed to

34

i

-r

CHAPTER IX.0

191DORE DE MONTIGNY. 80

have entered hers ; but he made ,no mention of ciatIng it. But while he was praising art his
it, though the thought was somehow very pain- eyes were as cold and unsteady as a Laplanderis
ful to him; and again he asked himself what he would be at the thought of file linen and starch.
had to do with his pupil's affairs. in short, - Isidore de Montigny- read hit well

" O, I .hope he will gO before I go down," enough to satisfy herself that he was far rfm
tittered Isidore, turning away from the window being either a good man or a true one, and she
as the two men had passed from sight beyond felt a sense of great relief when he arose to do-
the angle of one of the walls. "His company part, though she could not appreciate her father's
is very disagreeable." earnest request that he should come again as

But the sweet girl was doomed to disappoint-, soon as possible.
ment, for ere long her father setit for her, and But Arnaud Montfere did not leave any too
she was forced to join him in one of the drawing- soon for his own credit, for lie was beginning to
rooms where she found Arnand Montfere await- forget the solemn assurance.he had given to his
ing her coming. She saluted the count with as host, and was drinking rather more wine than
much politeness as she could command, and she became an abstemious man. However, he did
was very agreeably disappointed at finding him not lose himself, and he left before he had drank
much less boorish than he had been on former enough to expose his prevailing weakness to the
occasions. marquis.

The truth was' Montfere was sober now, and The road which was followed in going from
he did all in his power to make himself agree- the chateau do Montigny to the chateau de Vaux
able. He saw where the saidea's likes and dis- ran along upon the bank of the Ile about a
likes lay, and he made himself very considerate quarter of a mile to the southward, and, then it
and polite. He was informed that she was at followed the little river do Vaux to the eastward
present taking lessons in drawing and coloring, nearly three miles. After Isidore had left him
and he entered into an elaborate and extensive Henry Fretart took his sketching implements
panegyric upon the art. He wished to know of and went out on this road to sketch a scene uppn
whom she was receiving her instructions, but he the small stream where an old mili stood y tlho
only learned that it -L a poor artist who was side of a steep fall. He had taken' the s ch
stopping at the chateau for a few days. an4 was on his return home, having nerlyreeh.

Not a gord was said upon the subject of the ed the main road, when he heard the saovd of
morning's conference, for the marquis had prom- horse's hoofs, and on looking ahead he .sgw
ised to speak with his child upon that point at Arnaud Montfere corning. His firstimpuise was
such time as he should think pro-per. Thecount to leave the road and pursue his way o the
remained to dinner, and so well did he behave chateau across the .ields, but he knew that he
that Isidore made up her mind that she eould had been seen by the horseman, a4 he would
bear his company once in a, while, if he would not-show any desire to escape him; and further-
not come to1 often, and would always keep so- more he would like to kusov something more o
ber when he did come. But there was something the man. He was arrned, so he had no fear of
in his' countenanee that repulsed hei from any persofial danger.
intimacy. His features were all thick' and 'sen- In h few moments te h'brsentan camie
sual. His lips *ere thick, especially the lower and as-thk-i eyes mit he: stepped,
one, and then his nose had, a tendency to flat- "Halle I" hAehouted, Partly in surprise and
ness. And then his peculiar gray eyes were partly in cdnunand. " Who am you ?
against him. Their light was flickering and uul "I am a -man, sir, free born, 'and of lawf. 1
certain, and Iskiore did not fall to: notice when age," wag Henrfs 1eply' at the shme inovaz-
they s ,patkle and when they did not. She no, ing the count steady in Ihe eye
ticed that his eyes did not always corroborate , You are -pet; at sI'l events. But what e
the stateinent of his tongue, and o0ly didthey you doing up*here ?"
sparkle with any degree of inward appreciation A quick ansdri was upoti the youth's ift
when seine allusion was aci,4nt-llY made in a but he thoughithat the ,easieSt inoeree td pi
sensual direction. At the. mentn of wineAnd this point wsad4. o the itiple tf )le
wassail tifalt the thougI~t 4 oneyaqd tirea- replie: L
sure, i s~would light np with that peuir "I haylim ge book here-a ghor dit*'tj
fire which shows' that te inner man is appre- Iketch an old milL"

HUNRY had just finished his morning's lesson
to his fair pupil, and while Isidore was re-ex-
amiuing some work he had given her to copy he
went to the window and looked down into the
garden The marquis and the count had just
finished their tour through the grounds, and
were returning when Henry looked out. At

rst he thought the individual whom he saw
with the marquis was a perfect stranger to him,
but as the pedestrians came nearer to the chateau
he recognized the face of-the stranger as one
Which he had seen before, and after a moment's
thought he remembered the circumstances under
which he had seen it. He remembered that he
had seeh that same man once skulking about his
humble cottage home by the sea, and that he
had found him evidently watching him on sev-
eral other occasions. So he was moved by
something besides mere curiosity now.

"1Mademoiselle," he said, turning towards his
pupil, "will you- step this way a moment ",

-The maiden quickly laid aside' the sheet of
paper she had been examining, and went to the
window.

" Can you tell me who that man is with your
father " our hero asked, at the same time point-
ing towards the individual with his finger.

"That is the Count Moutfore-Arnaud Mont-
fere," returned Isidore, with a sligh.4shudder.

Henry noticed thatghudderin an instant, and

A STAnTLINO mNCO1TBR, WITH' A STILL MoRn STARTLINO 1INALn.
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Sketch an old mill?1 Wh
I mean, to take a drawing

picture of it," returned He
speaking as though he were
the definition of a very simple

Arnaud Montfere changed
and his gray eyes burned wit!

"You are an artist, then V
his rein tight that he might I
ness of his hand.

"Isometimes amuse mysel
swered Fretart.

"And it is you who are gi
Lady Isidore de Montigny V'

"I am," answered our he
pace, for he did not like the 1
mnovemsents.

Bfontfere sprang from his 81
ed the youth with a quick st
before he had reached him, a
within his bosom. Henry di
carried his pistol in that place

" You are a deserter, sir I"
seeming almost too deeply mc

I am no deserter," qu
youth, turning a shade paler

* You are a deserter, and
the Englibh man-of-war that!I
St.'Malo a short time since.

"It is false, sir. I am n
brutally seized and carried ov
and," continued the youth, th
a shock of lightning upon "h
had a hand init 1"

"Me? Ka, ha, ha," laug!
the laugh was a spasmodic

- not hide the fact that the deei
him somewhat. "Me ?" he
witty, very."

" have seen you skulki g
cot, sir," cried Henry, "and
dogging me' in the street.I
who caused my cowardly- sei
iWnot have been you i"

'VK,, ha, ha. And wh3
4i enmity towards such as you

Now this question caused a
of thoughts to flash through

and they did fasA through,
seconds engaged in them.
remark he had hear4 the am
the cause of his iunpressmet

mytr fhis birthi--.and t
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at do you mean.?"
g of it-to snake a
nry,: rather tartly,

teaching a child
word.

color in an instant,
h a deep fire.

" he said, drawing
hide the tremulous-

f in that way," an-

ving lessons to the

ro, moving back a
ooks of the count's

addle and approach-
ep; but he stopped
nd placed his hand
d the same, for'he

uttered the count,
moved to speak.
sickly retorted the
than usual.
you deserted from
aid in the harbor of

o deserter. I was
n board that ship-
ie idea flashing like
rim, "1 believe you

hed the count; but
one, and he could

nsation had startled
added. "You are

around my fatherPs
I have noticed you
It was some enemy
zure, and why may

y should I cherish

a very curious train
our hero's and-
for he was nqt ten

But firsteamne the
aggler Jflaker about
nt-then came, -e
heni he thought that
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this Count Arnaud Montfere might have some
strange reason for fearing him. Such were the
thoughts that rushed through the young man's
mind, and -stepping back a pace he said:

"I have no means of answering your question,
sir; but you will prove that' you are no enemy

of mine by pursuing your own way, and ailw-
ing me to pursue mine."

"If you are a deserter, I am not so ready to
let you go."

"And are you nothing but a hanger-on for
British gold ?" cried Henry, with bitter sarcasm.
"Do our French nobles -do the dirty work of
English press-gangs ?"

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

"I'll teach you to draw a pistol upon a
French nobleman!" he muttered between his
clenched teeth.

His finger was upon the trigger, and Henry
saw it, and he felt sure, too, that the villain
meant to kill him. He could now smell the
strong fumes of wine-, and he knew that his ad-
versary would be reckless of consequences. With
all his might the youth dAw himself from the
grasp that held him, and then with one blow of
his fist he sent the count reeling to the opposite
side of the road. He meant to have knocked
his pistol away from him, but he didnot. After
this our hero's first movement was to look for
his own pistol, but it was some 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 stopped and turn-

ed, and he saw the count seated upon the grass,
with his left hand stretched out to aseady himself,
while with the right he was pointing a heavy
pistoldirectly at him. The pistol was cocked,
and the count's eye was levelled to its sight.

"You are too late, you young fisher's bast-
ard I" muttered Montfere. "Your life is spent
for this world. You wont attempt to shoot
another French nobleman upon the king's high.

way I"
Henty knew well what this last sentence meant.

The villain count could now shoot him, and thn
swear that he did it in self-defence. N ;night
tell that he "Attempted to arrest Wayh, us
was his right, and that the feflow'drew pastol."
And this would all be troe. 1 eo oneold ever

I

yo

know that Arnaud Moitfere was a murderer,
save God alone! These thoughts passed like a
shot through the youth's mind while the count's
pistol was being aimed directly at his heart.
His own weapon was too far for him to reach it,
and even had it been at his feet it would have
been of no use, for his enemy was ready to fireI
at any instant.

"Hold a moment," said the count, still keep-
iag his aim, with his nfingeri upon the trigger.-
"Before Ishoot you, let me tell you that I know
you! No person on earth can save you, for you
and I cannot both live in France. You would
have ben- Beware! Move but a hair and I
fire, 'Arnaud Montfere never misses his mark,
nor does his pistol miss his fire- You would
have been wise had you remained on board the
Englishman, but it's too late now, for you know

'too much!I Shut your eyes now, for you have
seen your last of earth .,

Henry Fretart did shut his eyes, for ie had
no power to help himself, but it was not with
fear. He would utter one word of prayer, and
if he lived to do that, then he meant to spring
upon his antagonist and run the risk. He just
mufmured a simple prayer, and then lie opened
his eyes.'ie 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 and
the weapon that had menaced him with death.

"Arnaud Montfere;what would ye do ?" spoke
the presence. that had thus unexpectedly dome

upon the ground.
"Save my own life from an assassin I" gasp-

ed 'the count, starting to his feet.
"Liar I" spoke the woman, in a tone so bit-

ter that even Henry shuddered to hear it.

The woman looked upon our hero, and lie re-
turned the gaze. She was a tall, commanding
woman, somewhere in' the prime of physical
life, and though deeply bronzed, yet she was
comely in feature. Her eyes were black as coal,
her hair long, black, and floating wildly over
her shoulders, and her dress somewhat after the
style of the wandering gipsics of the times,
though rich in material, and scrupulously neat
and clean. Her head was now bare, but in her
left hand she carried a silken hat, and in her
right she held a heavy, silver-mounted pistol
Hose eyes seemed to pierce the youth through
like gleams from a magic wand, and upon her
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face sat a spirit that moved him so strangely
that for the while he forgot all about the seene
through which he had just passed.

Again she turned towards the count, and as hte
now miet the glance of her eyes hestarted bac
and actually trembled so that his pistol droped
from his grasp, exploding from the eoneuselot of
the fall, but without-doing any harm.

"Arnaud Montfere," she said, in a deep,
strange tone, "you cannot deceive me. -There
is murder in your soul. Ab, you need not start,
for you see I am armed." And she raised her
ready pistol as she spoke.

- .Woman, or fiend, who are you ?" the count
gasped, clutching his hands above his eyes and
gazing like one half-crazed. "Who are ye V'

" One who could put you in mind of a person
you would not wish to hear from. O, you need
not look so sharply, for you will know roe not,
even when you think you know me most. Now
get thee upon thy horse and be "off. Stop not
here if you would not die Your horse its
for you."

Arnaud Montfere stood like one thunder-
struck, and for a moment he movd not., lie
tried at length to speak, but his words failed
him. He looked upon Henry Fretart,' anid his
eyes gleamed with a quick fire, and his hands
were clutched with nervous force. But he
looked again upon the woman, and his eyes be-
came vacant with wildness, and his hands rested
Convulsively upon his bosom.

"Speak I" lie uttered, moving as though he
would have taken a step forward, but yet re-
maining where he was. "Speak-and tell mc-"

"Mount your horse and be offI!" interrupted
the woman, imperatively. "It shall be the worse
fo- you if you do not."

The count hesitated a moment more, and then
he stooped and picked up the pistol lie had drop-
ped, and when he had sceured'this he turned to-
wards his horse. His movements were slow and

hesitating, and there was a palpable trgmor :11
through his frame. At length lie reached i
saddle, and as he gathemd a#p his reins he turn d
towards Henry Fretart.

" I should not have thought of harming you if
you had not drawn a pistol upon me," he said,

. in a forced tone.
"Ah, your woids on the occasiott give the lie

rto that I" retorted the youth.
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" What words ?"'
"You remember what you said."
" Pooh ! Would you place importance to

them ? I meant only that no man could live
who had attempted my own life. That is what
I meant, and all I meant. I meant to have ar-
rested you as a deserter-that was all-and you.
tried to shoot me."

"Out, falso man I" cried the woman. "You
need not say more."

"But it is true, what I have said."
'hen so be it. Go now."

Arnaud Montfere gave one more look upon
the youth, but be did not speak, for on the in.
stant he met the gaze of the strange woman, and
with a low, muttered curse he started his horse
on., He did not turn to look back, though once
he almost stopped his horse.

" He is loading his pistol," said the woman.
And so he was, and 'when it was loaded he

placed it back in his bosom, and ere long after-
wards he had disappeared beyond the small hill
to the right of which stood the old mil-.

AFTER Arnaud Montfere had passed from
sight Henry Fretart turned towards his strange
companion. He found her gazing upon him,
and again his eyes were fastened upon her by a
power that seemed above his own. He had sure-;
ly seen that face before, but when or where he
could not tell. The woman smiled upon him,
and the smile was sweet to his soul.

" Henry Fretart," she said, "I have saved
you from-that man now, but hereafter you must
beware of him, for he means you harm.",

"Never mind him now," returned the youth,
with nervous anxiety, "I know him for a vil-
lain; but of yourself let me know ?"

"And what of me V"
"Who are you?"
"That would do you no good."
" Yes'it would. Do not put me off so. Tell

me who you are "
"Not-now, Henry-it would do you no good.

In time you shall.know. But beware of Arnaud
Montfere. He is a villain, and he means you
harm. You 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," vehemently cried the youth.
" I will; but you shall tellne what ask. Yohu
shall tell me who you are. 0, do not refuse
me ?"

"Not now, my friend. You will have as

much as you can do to mind the wicked conut
without minding me. We shallmeet again.".

"No, no-you shall not leave me," exclafired
Henry, as the woman moved as though shb
would have turned away, "In the iarne of4*
God, I 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 seen you when
I was not so old as I am now. 0, speak, and
tell'me who you are I"

"I am one who would serve you, Henry
Fretart." -

" Call me not by that name I" the ybung
man cried, seizing the wornan by the afm. "Cht
me by my right name!I"

The woman trembled "like an aspen, but she
did not shrink from the hand that was laid tpon
her.

"What miean you, mad boy.?" she asked, in
a hushed, subdued tone. "Is not 'your name
Henry Fretart !"

"No, no!I You know it is not I"
"Then you should surely know the truth as

well as 1. Ask me no m6re, but let mego
6No, no-not yet shill you go. Tol the

what I ask. '6, tell me'who you are "
" I can toll ymi nothingg. I have saved ysd

now, aid I will save you again if, have power
when there Is need, though I hopebthatee
may noteOcot6e."
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"Once more-tell me what I ask? 'Who are
you "

The youth spoke in a frenzied tone, and his,
whole frame trembled,

"One thing I forgot," said the woman, speak-
ing hurriedly, and in a subdued tone. "Speak
not of what has happened at the chateau, for we
mustnot frighten Arnaud Montfere. Let others
have the handling of him, and until our meshes
are ready be you on your guard. We shall
meet again, and -then you may ask your ques-
tion.",

"But you must answer now. I ask you once
more-who are you? Speak."

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

"I know your face-I know your sweet smile;
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 at that time your eyes beamed upon
me. 0, you need not shake your head so surely,
for I know, you remember those times. You re-
member when those eyes poured out their tears
upon me, God in heaven tells me what I now
know. Speak to me-tell me-tell me-tell
me-that-you are my-MOTHERI"

"Thy mother, boy ?"
"fYes, yes, I know it. My God and my own

heart tell me so."
"No, no, no I" shrieked the woman. She

threw her arms about the young man's neck-
imprinted one warm, burning kiss upon his man-
ly cheek, and then she started away. ,

"I am no mother to you-none-'-none ! No,
no, no. Beware of the count-O, Henry, be-
wareI I am no-no mother. Look to your
life, ,for you must not die. Follow me not!
Beware! if you would live, follow me not. We
shall meet again."

As the strange woman thus spoke she darted
away ovsr the fence by the foot of-the hill; leap-
ed across the swift stream from rock to rock,
and in a moment more she was lost-to sight in
the. woods beyond.

Henry vratche.d her until she had gone from
his sight, and he did not follow, for some spell
seemed to bind him to the spot. When bhe was
gone he turned to move .way, but his brain
reeled, and his head grew ; dizzy. A thousand
fantastic lights seemed dancing beforehis eyes;
then everything began to whirl about-agid
while he yet put forth his arms to feel his way
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towards a bright 'spirit that beckoned to him
from the swiftly revolving mass, his steps falter-
ed, his limbs grew weak, and he sank down upon
the greensward, mindless of all the outer things
of life.

When Henry came to himself the sun was
shining down hot upon him, and was some two
or three hours past its zenith, so our hero knew
that he could not have laid there long. This
was 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 Arnaud
Montfere, and then came the strange presence
that had stepped in to save his life. Was all
this a dream? No, for he looked in the loose
dirt in the horse-path, and he saw the track of,
female feet. He gazed all about him, but he
could see nothing save the green fields upon one
hand, and the rushing stream and the woods
upon the other.. Awhile he meditated upon
what course he should pursue. He knew that
he had seen his mother; he felt morally sure of it,
and he would have travelled through all the
woods in the kingdom could he hope thereby 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 there would ho
no use inpursuit; so at length he turned his steps
slowly towards the chateau, and when he reach-,
ed it he at once sought his own chamber, for he
knew that he looked pale and excited, and ho
did not wish to be questioned.

Of course our hero's thoughts must have been
of a strange character, 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 conduct of the count, and he
came to the conclusion that in some manner he
stood in Montfere's way-but how was more than
he could even guess. At first he thought of
taking some steps to bring the villain to an ac-
count for his assault upon him, but upon more
mature deliberation he resolved to let hi* rest
for the present. He .remembered what the wo-
man had said-the warning and the advice-
and he meant to follow it. He saw that he
could do nothing with the law against the nko-
bleman, and he meant only to keep his eyes open,
and always be prepared for danger.

On the next morning the youth gave his les-
son to his pupil, and though she nust have no-
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* ticed that he was very sedate and taciturn, yet
she made no remark upon it, but her manners
were more tender and warm-hearted than usual,
and Henry found himself drawn towards her
with an affection which he did not try to, over-.
come. Isidore saw that the youth was sad, and
perhaps she thought 'twas his friendless 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-
fere, 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 came up often to see hi's son, and so did
the youth frequently go down to the little cot by
the sea to meet his old protector.

And during these two weeks Isidore do Mon-
tigny had made rapid progress in her study of
drawing-so much so, that even her father ex-
pressed himself as perfectly delighted with the
evidences of her skill,' and his thanks to the
young artist tutor were warm and flittering.

And during these two weeks Henry Fretart
had learned to love the gentle girl who had been
so often his companion. Of late they had talked
and read much together, and even Isidore seem-
ed to feel more happy when the youth was by
her side. Her smile was more joyous, and her
cheeks wore more of the rose in their warm hue.
Henry had discovered the truth, lie had looked
into his own heart, and he had confessed that he
loved the beautiful maiden.. He loved her with
an ardor so strong that every sense of his soul
had become wrapped up in it, and his only lamp
of life that illumined the home of earth about
him, was the sweet face and smile of his beloved.

But could he ever hope that his love might be
reciprocated? Ah, he did hope that-and this
hope at first made him happy. But then there
came another thought: Could lie ever possess
her for his own ? There came ,ah answer uip
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
he did succeed in becoming calm. But he could
not be happy.

41,
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I
CHAPTER XL1

LOVE.

On afternoon Henry, who was at that time

sitting in his own room, heard the sound of aN

horse in the yard, and leaving the sketch upon I
which he was engaged he went to the window.

It was Arnaud Montfere who had come, and theta

youth sank back into a chair almost overcome

by the emotions which the sight of that man call-k

ed up. But his mind was settled upon the courseI

he would pursue, and lie resolved to keep him-

self out of the way until the count had gone.

He went 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 Isidore bought her

own room, and blessed God that the evil-looking
man was gone, for she had been obliged to keep
him company nearly the whole of the afternoon.

The marquis followed the count out into the

court, and the two remained there and conversed
until nearly dark. Their words were earnest

and low, and whatever may have been the Sub-

ject under consideration, it must have been one of

more than ordinary interest. When the marquis
returned to the chateau he sought his child, but
he found her not feeling very well, and he told

her he would see her on the morrow. She asked

him what he would speak of, but he did not tell
her.

On the next forenoon Henry sat in his studio,

whither he had gone to receive his pupil. It

was a 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 tutor

was ready. le had finished 'the outlines of a

sketch, the old mill upon the do Yauc river,

and he was going to instruct his pupil how to
fill it up. It had a most capital chance for the

effect of light and shade, and Henry hoped his

fair pupil would be able to go on and put in the

shades 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 was now wholly overcast,

and a cold, drizzling rain was falling. Henry
felt the influence of the. spell, and while he sat

there in his chair his eyes turned from the dreary
prospect.without to the picture upon the table

before him. le remembered where and when

he had taken the original of that sketch, and he

remembered the strange circumstances that f-
lowed. He thought of that woman who had
saved his life, and again the idea - came to him

that she was his mother. Thence his mind ran
back to the days of his earlier you&, and he felt
the spirit of sadness creeping over him. At
length the image of his fair pupil arose to his
mind, and he pondered upon th relations he

sustained towards.ler. He loved her beyond all
power of description, but he felt sure that the
spirit of fate would tear her from him. The rain-
drops pattered mournfully against the window,
and their dull, dirge-like music struck the most
sadly-tuned chords of our hero's soul. le bow.
ed his head, and tears began to gather in his
eyes.

At length the door, of the apartment was
opened, and Isidore entered. Henry looked up,
and with a quick movement he brusheil the
tears from his eyes and bade her good morning;
but his voice was low and sad.

" My dear teacher," cried Isidore, moving
quickly forward and laying her hand upon his
shoulder, "you are sad this morning, and you
have been weeping."

" 0, no, not weeping, lady," said the youth,
looking up with a faint smile.

"But there are tears upon your cheeks, even
now."

"I have been reflecting upon the past, and I
have been sad. Tears, you know, sometimes
flow when there has been no weeping. Joy
sometimes brings tears to the eyes."

".I know it; but tell me why you should be
sad., Are you not- happy here ?"' the maiden
asked, with touching tenderness.

1"0 , I have been very happy here," Henry
answered quickly. "The hours spent beneath
this roof, some of them, have been the happiest
of my lif.,; but they cannot last always. The
time must soon come when those hours shall
have passed away to return no more. But we
i.ill to our lesson now. - See, I have prepared a
beautiful study for yon."

Isidoro sat down and took up 'a pencil, but her
hand trembled so that she could not use it. 'She
looked up and saw that new tears were starting
out from her teacher's eyes.

"Ah," she uttered, in a tone- of the deepest
feeling, "you are very sad. Tell me why it is I"

"Do not ask me, lady," answered the youth,
with trembling lips. "I will show my sadness
no more."

"But tell me what makes you sad ? persisted
Isidore. "It .sometimes soothes the troubled
teart only to pour out the burden of its grief to
a friend. Iam your friend.'

These w6rds, spoken in tender accents, and
with eyes beamipg all that the words could
mean, touched a sensitive chord in the ou~h's
bosom. 'te tried to speak; but' he could not,

and covering his face with his hands he sank

down into his chair. In a moment more he
heard the maiden move closer to him, anA he
felt again that soft hand upon his shoulder.

"What is it ?" she whispered. "Tell -me 1"
"0, if I were to tell you all, you would hate

me; you would drive me from you at once."
' " You cannot have been guilty of crime 1"

murmured Isidore, in alarm.
"No, no, no," quickly cried the youth; "un-

less it be a crime to-"
" Speak on," whispered the. trembling gI.
"I must not tell you-I ought not to tell you,"

uttered Henry, with some vehemence. "And
yet I know not what harm it can do rave to my-
self. It will break the spell that now holds me,
that's all."

"I am your friend-speak it. I -shall not
blame you, even if you tell me that you will
teach me no more."

Henry gazed into his companion's face a mo-
ment in silence. At length lie reached forth his
hand and laid it upon her arm, and then lie said,
in a voice so loiv and tremulous that it seemed
almost the breathing of some mournful wind-
dirge:

"I came here to your home without any pro-
vious thought or will of my owi. You know the
circumstances that led' me here. During the
first night of my stay beneath this roof I won-
dered what sort of a being it'was whom I had
saved from ruffian hands. At length I saw you,
and for the first time in mny life I found the wish
Alive in my soul that I might enjoy such society
through life-such sense, such kindness, and
such pureness of thought and speech-that was
what attracted me. In time you cane under Iny
tutorship-and, here again there was no pt'e-
vious will oi my part. But you came, and I
taught you. I have seen you often-have'con-
versed with you and seen all your virtd ' and
goodness of soul. And there came a spirit
spreading itself through my soul the presence of
which I'knew not until it had taken pest at evdry
avenue of my thoughts. , When it' came of-how
I know not. Its power is mysterious, 'and no
tongue can picture it. aut tie truth is all plan
to me now. My heat left its -home ofcAifleii
repose in a lonesome bosom and' rested ,pbn
you. Now yeo know-all. ri8juA me naot fbi
am not to blame. It is not my fault 'that The
loved you, for it 'came of circwnistace rover
which I coul4 hold no cotrol.. But it m0st pas0
now, The heart must retum its Xhut s
joy will be gone-wits imag of life will e tQM
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away, and all buried in grief it must bleed and b

weep. You know now why I am sad. Forgiven
me, lady."

Isidore de Montigny was strangely affected. t
The tears rolled down her cheeks, and with a
deep, long-drawn sigh she sank forward until

her head rested upon her tutor's bosom, and
there she wept. Instinctively did Henry Fretart

pass his arm about her waist, and in a moment

more he had pressed her to his bosom and bowed
his own head by the side of hers. He dared not
speak-he dared not move.

And thus they remained-the tutor and the

seholar-for some minutes, and the thoughts that
passed 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 fortn of the being he so wildly loved, and
she did not shrink from him nor attempt 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.
"0, my preserver, my friend, my tutor,"

murmured the weeping girl, " were I to tell you
the story of my own soul for the past few weeks,
I should speak exactly as you have spoken."

" But can you mean that you love me? that

your heart is mine ?" whispered the youth. -

a " Yes, yes, and I have known it long. And
why should I not love .you? You are the first
and. only man who has ever kept me company
that met my ideas of what a man should be; and
I am not one who can trample the affections of
the heart under the foot of cold and-bleak sbeial
fallacy. I am not ashamed, nor do I fear to own
it. So, let what will come, you have my heart,
together with its whole load of warm and pure
love."

Once more Isidore was clasped to the lover's
bosom, and after the first wild transports of joy
were passed, the mind of the youth turned, upon
thestern realities by which their love was sur-

MONTIGNY.

he loves me, 16d I do not thik he Wrould make

me miserable."

"0, what a thing is doubt atd suspense,"
uttered Henry, with some bitterness. " Isidore,
Will tell you a secret respecting myself. I am
not the son of the poor fisherman. My father
was a soldier, and was slain in battle, and my
mother left me with'Pierre Fretart." .And Her-
ry told to his companion all he knew, even to

the meeting with the strange woman upopi the
de Vaux byway.

When he had concluded the maiden looked
up with wonder depicted upon her face, and after
a moment's thought she said:,;

"That is very strange. I have heard a stoy
something like it before." Q

"You have ?" cried Henry. "Tell :ue
when 1 "

"I cannot call it to mind now. I only knoi
that your story seems to be a part of something
tiiat I have before heard-just as you might see
some piece of machinery, or read some peculiar

sentence, and the idea would come to you at

once that you were familiar with it, though the

cause y6u could 'not give. It inust have been

along while ago, or I should remember it. But'

I hope you will solve the mystery. 0, why
may it not be possible that fate may yet lift you
up among the nobles of our native France ?"

This was spoken.with sudden vehemnenwc, and
'in a tone of hope.

"Ah, Isidore, I have dreamed that such was

the fact an hundred times, but I dare not dwell

upon it with any degree of hope, for circum-
stances are against me. ' Why should my mother
have left me, but through poverty ? No, no, I
fear there is no inch fate in store. I can only
be what God has made me-an honest, true-

hearted man."
"And is not that enough ?" cried'the fair'girl.

"0, if there were more who\ could claim such a,

title to fame, how much brighter would be the

-great'page of humanity I But my l4ther must

surely appreciate your worth, even though fate
has placed no bauble of rank upon your breast."

wounded. And thus they talked, and they let their hope
"Now we know each other's secret," he said, outstrip their 'sounder sense and judgment.

"but what will your father -say when he knows There was no lesson, save of love, given or re-
of it" -ceived on that day, atid when they at length_

G -1 do not know what he Will say,' returned separated they-had made their , first pledge.
the ialden, thoughtfully, but yet with a deep Their vows were plighted, and their hearts were
shade of doubt upon her features. "I know* he one, and they were happy-happy for the brief
Itrigtd in his ideas of filly and rank, but then while!1

ON the following day Isidore went to the
"studio" and received her lesson. She filled
up the sketch of the old mill with a pure taste
and judgment, and the moments were sweetened
by words of warm and glowing love. Now they-
talked as though they were the only two people
in existence, and as though the oly circum-
stances that could operate upon them were their
own wills; They were day-dreamers.

After dinner the marquis sought his child in
her own room. He seemed in a hurry and full
of business, and as he sat down upon one of the
lounges he complimented the maiden upon the
bloom of health that shone upon her cheeks.

Now, Isidore," 'he said, laying his hands
upon his knees, "I am going to open to you a
matter of more than ordinary importance. I
have had some conversation with the Count
Montfere, and we have come to the conclusion
that our two estates should become united."

That you would make one estate of them ?"
asked the fair girl, much surprised.

lYes. Do you not think it would be a good
plan?",

fihope you do not mean to sell out to him,
father,"

"0, no, not at all. He does -not .wisu to
buy:." 

w o

"Then you will buy, sppose

"No, Isidore--not quite."
"Then what can you mean? I hope you do

not mean to join with him and. make the, proof
perty common between you ?"

"Not exactly so. Can't you think of 'on
other way ?"

"I'm sure I cannot."
"Then I must enlighten you.. Arnaud Men

fere has asked me for your hand."
",What-he? Arnaud Montfore 1the count V2

uttered Isidore, elevating her eyebrows, in blank
astonishment.

"Yes. Now do you understand ?"
"Ha, ha, ha," laughedd the maiden, retly

amused by the absurdity of the thing. "He hog
more impu ence than I gave him creditfior,",

The marquis was slightly taken aback by tha
but he soon recovered himself.

"He has made the proposition, Isidore, and I
have listened to it."

"Of course you would listen."
"Yes-and Inot only listened, but I told him

he might hope."
"Agit .hpe ?" uttered tho a ds, bgn.

ning to think there might be something sriopq
in the affair after all. "Migh$ llQpefirw44 I
Vhat did you til him he might hope fqr 1"

"Froyour hand."r
"Yt should Unot Jest O hy oy.Yt
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Arnaud Montfere, for he may be really in earn- grant me the privilege of having rome influence
est, and take you to be the same." in the settlement of the affair ?"a

" Upon my soul, Isidore, it is you who are in- -"Of course I will listen to what you may ay,
lined to jest. Montfere was in earnest, and so but you must remember that I am governed by
was I. I hope you do not think that you are experience, and I should not be likely to allow
always going to live here with me?" a child's prejudice to overcome it."

"Of course not. I expect at some time, ifI "Speak not so, my father," said the maiden,

live, to be married." warmly. " To even the infant God has given

"Just so; and here is a chance-and a most the instinct of self preservation, and in the bosoms

excellent chance." of all his creatures he has planted a set of sea

"Do you mean the chance to marry with Ar- tinels which are quicker on the scent than the

naud Montfere ? Do you mean that you would mere cold judgment of older heads. I speak
under any circumstances, suffer that man, to only of affairs of the heart. My every sense of

marry with your child ?' safety and joy turns me from Arnaud Montfere

"Most assuredly I would; and io convince with loathing and disgust, and sooner than be-
come his wife I would lay me down here andyou of it, I have only to tell you that already i. ,,h ingoca never be."

have I promised him that you should be his die. Such a thing can never be'"
The marquis was considerably moved by this.

wife."
Isidore turned pale, for she felt sue -now that Ile had not expected such a demonstration, and

her father was in earnest; yet she did not fully for a few . .oents he was at a los how to pro'
realize that the affair was settled, for it was one ceed. Through all his experience as a father

of such rank, unmitigated absurdity to her mind he had never yet found one feature in Isidore's
that she could not take it all in at one swoop. disposition that he could have wished different.

She was kind, faithful, loving, dutiful, and ever
"I most surely understand what you say," mindful of his joy and comfort, and she had

she at length replied, " but it is entirely beyond nursed him when he was sick, and been the light
my power to comprehend your meaning, for I of his home when he was well. But he looked
cannot think that you have given the subject upon her now, and her timidity was gone, for she
any.consideration, but that you have chosen to was called upon to protect the dearest right'of
speak with me before doing so. her soul. Yet he had given his word,. and he

"You are entirely mistaken, my child," re- had resolved upon his point, and he was by no-
turned the marquis. "I have considered upon means prepared to give up.
the subject for a long while, and I have made "You will think better of this, my child,"- he'
up my mind only after the most mature deliber- ventured, at length.
action. It is sure that all interests require that "Never," was Isidore's prompt reply. " When
you should marry. The next thing is a husband. the timid child will court the wolf, or the shy
Now among all my acquaintances I know of horse seek out the home of the lion, then will I
none better qualified than the count. , He is not marry with Arnaud Montfere. Why, what can
an old man-he has understanding and expe- you be thinking of ? He is old enough to be-my
rienee-is kind-to his friends-and possesses one father-he is rough and evil-looking. He is a
of the finest estates in the province-I may safe- .drunkard and a libertiae-and a senseless,: arro.
ly say, the finest. He can give you a good home gant, bad man."''
and you will then be in a position of standing "Nay, nay, my daughter-you give too loose
aid importance in society. So I 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 after her father had ceased are all imaginary. Let me hear no more of this.
speaking, Isidore sat in silence. Her face chang- I hope I shall not be forced to use any authority
ed its hue many times, but a bright flush of in- to force you to do as I wish."
dignation was the final settling point. Her Isidore turned pale now, for her fathel- spoke
small white hands were clasped in nervous pow- that last sentence in such a tone and manner as
er, and her tiny feet worked spasmodically upon could leave no doubt as to his meaning.
tlie carpet. "One word," she uttered, with her han4

"I am forced "to believe that you are in earn- clasped-" have you fully made up your mind
eat," she at length said, "abut of course you will that I shall wed with the cpunt 1"

IA-

planning. .
"You will think of this," said the marquis, as

he arose to his feet. "You will reflect wpon
what you have heard, and remember what I have
expressed."'.I

"Arid father," returned the maiden, with a
calmness that surprised even herself, "will you
not reciprocate the favor, by reflecting upon'what
I have said?"W

"I have."
"Then I can only say, you have set a torch

to the fabric of our peace that shall lay the whole
in ruinsI! And yetI cannot believe that you will
persist in it. I cannot believe that you will
force me to plant a dagger in my own bosom."

"I wish you to take time to consider of this,
Isidore. Do not say any more until you can
speak with some degree of fairness and consid-
eration. You understand. me now, and will
know how and what to think. You had better
overcome your prejudices, and not force-me to
do that which wouldbe unpleasant and repulsive,
but which I should do before I could allow my
parental authority to be crushed under your
thoughtless feet."

What could the poor girl say now? She
thought of Henry Fretart, and then she coM-n
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
was up in arms, and as soon would she havp
thought -of taking her own life. And yet she
wished not to make her father angry, for she saw
that he was restive under her refusal. And then
how dark arose this cloud over the love that had
so lately been pledged!I What hope had she
now that her father would ever look with favor
upon the poor, nameless -tutor ! But Isidore do
Montigny was not yet sunken in despair. The
thought of wedding with Arnaud Mtntforo was
yet too absurd to be held in absolute fear. She
felt sure that some event would transpire to stop
her father in his mad career of matrimonial

2
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"Ah, my child, I shall not easily forget the
disposition you have fmanifested, nor-i"

" Stop, stop, my father," cried Isidore, start-
ing up and springing towards him. " You
wrong me by such words. Remember how fond-
ly I have loved you for these many years. JRe-
member how true I have been since my angel
mother died-and how faithfully your child has
obeyed you in word and deed. Remember this,
and then, if you think it would make you happier,
you may remember what she said when you
opened to her a life-plan that struck a dagger to
her heart, and filled her soul with horror. Be
fair and candid, my father, and you will n6t
find much to blame in your child. 0, I know
yo will not."

There was a-tear upon Philip de Montigny's
cheek, but he quickly wiped it away, and after a
moment's pause he said:

"I do not chide you, Isidore. Only I want
you to set aside all childish whims, and reflect
calmly upon what I have said. In what I have
done I have been governed solely by an eye to
your good, and I still firmly believe thit the plan
will work as I have anticipated., Reflect calmly
upon it, and let no childish whims step In to
overthrow calm judgment."

Isidore made no reply to this, for her father
immediately turned and left the room as he
ceased speaking. When he had gone she went
and sat down by her window and looked ot
upon the garden. She felt sad and oppressed,
but she did not weep. She pondered upqn whAt
she had heard, and the more she pondered tie
more convinced did she become that she should
nter be the wife of Arnaud Montfere. She saw
him only as a bold, bad man, and she felt suro
that her father's eyes would be opened to, his
true clharactcr, and that thon he would bq the
first to oppose the very idea he now held. But
she did not know how firm her father wasinig
resolve, and itwas well for her own pease pg
mind that she did not.
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I
CI1APTER XIII.

THE SEA AT NIGHToi

Tnu cold rain of the preceding day had all
gone, and the warm sunshine of the day that was

just closing had drank up the dampness and left

the greensward dry and grateful. Henry Fre-

tart worked nearly the whole of the afternoon at

making up a study for his fair pupil, little

dreaming while he worked, of the scene that

was passing between her and her father. He
had finished the task, and when it was done he

found that it was 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 see the sun sink to rest. Having
made up his mind to this effect he loaded his

pistols, and having placed them in the inner

breast pockets of his frock, he put on his cap and
sallied forth. He could not but think, as he

passed through the garden, how delightful it

would be to have the society of IsidTre now-to
have her companionship during his sunset ram-

ble; and once, at the postern, he stopped, and

was half resolved to turn 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 mil to the top of the hill, and

the path he chose to follow led through a wide

copse of oak, which stretched 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 ha$ touched the dis-
thnt headland of the Frehel cape, and so much
absorbed was he by the glorious scene that -he

gave no note to other things about him. Had
he looked down upon the path he had just fol-.

lowed, he would have seen men moving 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 youthful adventurer noticed nothing,

of it. He. only gazed upon the magnificent
scene before him, and wondered how any -man
could live, and see such scenes, and, not bow in

humble adoration before the God whose pencil,

could paint such nature. His own soul was lost

in reverential awe, and he could net but thank

his Maker, that he had a soul capable of appre-
ciating the beauties that surrounded him.

But the sun went down, and then the youth

gazed upon the mass of molten gold that rested

upon the horizon. But even this ere loig deep-
ened into a more sombre shade, and a spirit of

sadness came to take the place of the wonder

and admiration that had been rife in the youth's

soul. A sense of loneliness crept over him, and
his mind dwelt again upon the dark side of his

life-picture. The dew was beginning to fall

damp and cold, and the youth thought of return-

ing to the chateau. He arose to his feet and
started to move down the hill, but he had not
taken a dozen 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-
tance. A sense 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 c6uld re-
gain either his strength or his reason, he was
seized by three stout men, and his arms were.
pinioned behind him. His mind was not so
much confused but that lie knew all 'that was
going on, and by the time he was lifted to his
feet his mind was clear again.

"Now, my boa vivant, you'll come with us,"
said one of the men, in a coarse, gruff voice.

Henry strove with all his might to free him-
self from the bonds that confined his arms, but
he could not. The cords were strong, and he
only gave himself pain in the attempt.

"What means this, villains ?" he cried, turn-
ing fiercely upon him who had spoken.

" Only that we want you to come with us,
won cher," coolly replied the ruffian. "So come
along and mind your stops." '

"But tell me what all this means ?"
"Don't play so innocent, mon ami, because it

will be of no use. Aint you a deserter ?"
"0,.villainsI cowards !" gasped the youth,

" will you, too, cloak your villany thus? I am
no deserter."

'" Yes, you be. You deserted from the Eng-
lish ship. It's no use, for we know you did-
so come along.,'

Of course the youth went "along," for he could
not well avoid it, seeing that three stout men
were urging him on. But he did not lose his
thoughts. The villains had not yet discovered
his pistols, and he did not mean that they should
if he could avoid it, and he hoped that they might
yet be of some service to him. He naturally
turned his thoughts upon Arnaud Montfere 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 least doubt that his life -would be
taken if necessary to the accomplishment of any
plans of the count.: One thing our hero 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. So he walked
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along quietly, but with enough of mutterings and
twistings to remove the chance for them to sus-
pect that he was meditating any deep scheme.

Henry was led to the southward towards the
de Vaux road, and ere long he stood within
that road at the foot of the hill by the mill, and
not half-a-dozen rods from the very spot where
the encounter had taken place between himself
and Montfere. A little further on to the west-
ward, towards the main road, stood a 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
was 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 road the horse
was turned towards St. Malo, and put into a
smart trot. By the time they had arrived op.
posite the chateau 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 sometimes 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 tell her wherefore he
should be missing.

But the chateau was soon passed, and our hero
turned his attention to the things about him.

"I fancy you don't like this much," said the
fellow who sat upon his right hand, speaking
seemingly from a desire to say something to re-
lieve the monotony of the journey.

" You can imagine yourself in my place, and
then fancy what you please," replied the youth.

"Well, I don't think I should like it; but
then you shouldn't have deserted."

"Let that pass, for you know 'tis false," ut-
tered Henry.

"Why, how can it be? You know we are
taking you for a deserter, don't you ?"

No."
"Eh? No ? Then what are we taking you

for? Answer me that.?"
The jouth was upon the point of telling him

that h~ elieved Arnaud Montfere was at the
bottom of the outrage, but his calmer judgment
prevailed. The fellow had asked his question
very pointedly, and there was that in his tone
which betrayed anxiety. Henry thought that
if he should betray his mistrust of Montfere his
fate might be worse, especially if his suspicions
were correct, and he had no doubt they were.
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"What do you think we're taking you for,
eh ?" the fellow asked again, with much eager-
ness.I

"1Why, you may think I an a deserter, and
that you will get a reward for returning me,"
replied the youth, with apparent simplicity.

"Ah, yes, 0," grunted the ruffian, showingI
plainly enough that he was disappointed in this
answer. "You begin to have your senses."

Our hero could see that his companions re-
garded each other with peculiar looks as he gave
his answer, for there. was light enough to see the
countenanceof those so near him-and he was
glad that he had not, committed himself.

Just to the southward of the causeway which
unites St. Mylo to the main land, the horse was
turned into the road which leads to the eastward
of the city, and as they were now approaching a
point where they were liable to meet with trav-
ellers the man who seemed to be the leader ..in
the affair turned to the prisoner and said:

"CNow look ye, mon ami, will you keep your
tongue to yourself, or must we clap a stopper
on it. 4

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 more rough treatment than was neces-
sary. And more, he knew that should he even
succeed in arresting the attention of the passer-
by, it would avail him nothing, for his captors
would swear that he was, a deserter whom they
were returning, and that would end it; so he
gave his word that he would keep quiet.

"lThen see that you do," returned the leader,
in a very significant tone. "Then see that you
do, for if you open your jaw, you'll suffer. Mind
that."

Now all this strengthened Henry in his sus.
piclons. In fact, it made the truth as plain as
daylight to his mind that the ruffians had not the
least idea that he was a deserter, for if such had
been the case, they would not have cared how
much he hailed the passers, for they would have
nothing to fear, but rather would have'expected
the support of all well-disposed citizens.

But the prisoner made no disturbance, and
consequently he was allowed to remain at his
ease, save that- the lashing 'upon his arms was
not very comfortable. But he made no com-
plaint of this,

At length the wagon was stopped near some
old buildings which Henry knew to be fish-
houses, and here he was taken out. The horse

was hitched to a post, and the prisoner was led
down towards the sea, which was not many rods
distant, by two of the men, the third remaining
to get something out of the wagon. But/ the
other man soon came up, and he carried 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 paa of a
pistol for that purpose. A match was soon light-
ed, and in a moment more the swab upon the
end of the pole was all'in flames, it proving to be
a bunch of oakum soaked with pitch and spirits,
of turpentine. This blazing signal was swung
aloft in the air for some moments, and at length
our hero saw a like signal suddenly make its ap-
pearance far out upon the dark waters of the
channel, and- then he knew that he was to be
carried on shipboard, at all events. But how,
and where ? The bold, open sea, with its fresh
air and its peculiar aroma, had once been to
him a source of delight, but he felt it not so now.
That gleaming, flashing light in the dark 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 hadgone out, and the cor-
responding signal at sea soon followed it out of
existence. Not a word was spoken by the three
ruffians, and Henry felt not like asking questions,
for he well knew 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 nearer, until at length the
outlines of a boat could be seen close by the
shore, and soon afterwards it lauded close by
where our party stood. There were five men in
it-four at the oars, and one at the helm., '

" Buffet, is that you?" asked the man who sat
at the helm. of the boat.

"Have you got the bird'?"
"All safe."
Upon that the men in the boat came on shore

and Henry Fretart wos passed o er to them.
"This is the chap," said the leader of the

shore party, "and you mustbe responsible forhim
now. We've done our part of the work."
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"And never rear that we shall fail to do ours,"
returned he of the boat.

Thereupon three of-the boatmen took the pris-
oner and 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, and the oars of the boat were 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 you may be," said
our hero, addressing the man who sat by his side,
"will you tell what this all means V

"Didn't those men tell you" returned the
helmsman, inquisitively.

" They told me I Was arrested as a deserter-
is a deserter from an English ship. Now I
should like to know if you will stick to that "-

"fWhy, I suppose they knew what you were
taken for."

."But -"
"Never mind a.g any more questions now

it wontamount to anything, for I shan't answer
questions at present."

This was spoken in a 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 starry sky ahead of him, and ere long after.
wards the boat was alongside. The man at the
helm went up over thd side, and in a few mo-
ments he returned.

" Look here," he said, addressing the prisoner
in a stern, threatening tone, "you are safe here
in our custody, And I'm going to cast off , the
lashing from your arms so that you can work
your own way aboard. Now mind-if you nrake
the least resistance, or show the least signs of
attempting to escape, we'll kill you just as quick
as we would a cockroach. Do you understand ?"

"Certainly. You speak plainly enough," re.
plied Henry.

"And will you mind ?"
"I mustmind."

You'll be wise if you do. So come along."
The lashing was taken from Henry's arbns,

and then he took hold 6f the man-ropes and
went up over the brig's side. It was too dark

for him to see much of the arrangement of thing
upon the deck, but he could see that there were
quite a number of men collected about the gang.
way, and by the light of a lantern which was
hung near the wheel he could sed that the gas-
ket of the mainsail was off, and that the sail
hung loose in the buntlines.

" This is the individual, captain," said the fel-
low who had conducted Henry on board, address-
ing a man who stood by the mainmast.

"All right. Take him below, and show him
his berth."

Accordingly the youth was led below to the
.cabin, and from here he was conducted into i
small state-room which was roughly furnished,
and which had the appearance of having been in-
teided for a kind of lock-up in cases of need.
There were two bunks in it, and our -hero was
informed that he could take which he chose.
Then his conductor departed-the door was lock-
ed, and he -was left alone. It was not utterly
dark in the little prison-room, for there was a
small grated aperture over the door, and through
this came some gleams of light from the cabip.

Ere long Henry heard the rattle of blocks, and
the grating of ropes, and he knew that the brig
was being gotten underweigh., e heard the
creaking of the windlass, and the chink of sbo
chain-and soon he knew that the anchor had
broken ground, and that the ctaft was in motion.
He crept intothe lower berth, and then he began to
ponder upon his situation. It was truly a strf-
ling one, but his mind was more, occupied with
the future than with the past, for he .had an -
stinctive fear that this was only to end in 4eath,
He knew-gy,.he was morally certain-4hatth*
Count Montfere was- at the bottom of the busi-
ness, and that said count desired his death. This
was all plain to him. Is it a wpi'der that this
should lead him to the fear that he Wd o-
tertained I

The brig was now in motion, And as she heel-
ed over to the breeze our hero knew that she was
under good headway. But hehadyetone gleam
of hope' his pistols had not yet beendisovetv
ed. They wete true onesandheiknew thatthef
were faithfully loaded. He clung to theti ndd
as his only hope of life.
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CHAPTER XIV*

THE NAMELESS. THE SECRET OUT.

- Tn morning dawned at the chateau de Mon-
tigny, and the servants had noticed that Henry
Fretart was missing. .He had not been to his
supper on the night before, but that had notoc-
casioned much inquiry, 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-there came a
woman to the chateau and inquired for the youth,
and when she was informed that he had not been
there through the night she was much moved.
It was the same woman who saved* Henry's life
from Montfere's attempt. She inquired for the
maiquis, and was informed that he had not yet
arisen, but the answer had scarcely been made
when de Montigny made his appearance, for he
was usually an early riser.

"Philip de Montigny," spoke the woman, in
an anxious, tone, "where is the youth who has
been stopping here these few weeks past?"

"In his own apartment, I presume," replied
the marquis, evincing much surprise at the speech
and appearance of the woman.

" He has not been' here through the night, sir.
Did he say anything to you about leaving the
chateau?"

t a word," replied the old man, seeming
more intent upon the woman than upon the sub-
j ect of her questions.,

"Then he has been taken away, sir. Do you
not know something that might lead to a clue of
how he left ?"

The woman spoke with such vehemence that
the marquis was forced to give -some attention.
to her words. He thought a moment, and then
he said:

"If he went away intending to remain any
time he would have surely told my daughter of
it, for he is giving her lessons in drawing. Come
into the drawing-roogi, and I will send for her."

Isidore was already up and in the garden, and
while de Montigny and the woman went into one
of the'large drawing-rooms a servant went for
the maiden. She soon came, and was somewhat
startled upon seeing the strange visitor. . Those
noble, open features--those black, gleaming
eyes-that raven hair-that bold fotm, and that
quaint dress, all struck Isidore's mind at once,
and she looked upon her in surprise and wonder.

"My child," said the marquis, "did Henry
Fretart' say anything to you about being gone to-
day ?"

"About being gone-to-day ?" uttered the
maiden, starting. "No, sir. He is not gone ?

"Yes.he is. . He has not been here since last
evening, and this woman wishes to see him."

" You ?" said Isidore, turning to the strange
visitor--" you wish to see Henry 1"

"Yes, fair lady, for I fear that harm mayhave
befallen him." .

"Harm-befallen Henry I" uttered Isidore,
turning pale as death. "0, no. Who would
harm him ?",

"He has enemies, lady, wh6 may even seek his
life. But did he say nothing to you of going ?"

-No, no," gasped the maiden.
"Byt when did you see him last ?"
"Yesterday afternoon-au hour before sun-!

set."
"And did you not see him leave the chateau ?"
But the, poor girl could answer no more.

.She saw that her interlocutor was fearful of dan-
ger, and to her own mind the possibility of Hen-
ry's being murdered came with a stunning effect.
She uttered a low moan of anguish, and sank
into a chair.

" Isidore-my child," quickly spoke the mar-
quis, advancing and placing his hand upon his
daughter's arm, "what ails you ? What has
happened ?"

"10! " murmured she in reply, seeming wholly
unconscious of whom she was speaking to, "save
iim! Where is he? 0,, he -must not be in-
jured 1"

Philip de Montigny was thunderstruck. The
truth flashed upon him in an instant, and his
face grew pale.

"Let some of the servants be questioned,"
said the woman.

But the marquis noticed not what she said,
"The child is frightened," the woman con-

tinued. "Let her be taken care of by some of
her attendants."

cI am well," cried Isidore, springing to her
feet. "I am, well-.-think not of me-but let
Henry be found."

"We will make the search," said the marquis,
speaking-in a forced tone, and trying to hide the
emotion that moved him. " You may go to
your room,' Isidore, and we will question some
of the servants,"
I The maiden looked up into her father's face,
and aW she saw the expression which rested there
the thought first came to her that she had be-
trayed the secret of ier love. But she was not'
ashamed of it, and the fear that the man she loved
might be in deadly danger gave new strength to
her affection, and new power to her soul.

"Think not of me now," she said, addressing
her father, "for you can see me at any time, but
if Henry Fretart is in danger remember that he
saved us once when we were in danger."

This remark seemed to start the marquis out
from the painful reverie into which he had fallen,
and he at once became interested 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 Isidore left the
room.

The servants were all called in, and from
them it was learned that Henry was seen going
up the hill back of the chateau about sunset en
the previous evening; and the old woodman
told of having seen three men lurking about-near
the edge of the copse. But this was not all.
While the consultation was yet going on an old
fellow came up from the river with fresh fish for
breakfast, and when he was informed of the sub-
ject which was now under.consideration he gave
in a bit of testimony that had much bearing upon
the case.

He said that on the previous afternoon, when
he was going down to St. Malo after a new net,
he met a wagon with three men in it, and that
when he was returning, after dark, he met the
same wagon on its way to the city, and that
then there were four men in It, and that one of
them surely had his arms tied behind him,

"I was on the ground," resumed the fisher-
man,, "and I could see the men in the wanon
plainly against the open sky, and I thoht at
the time I had seen that middle one before and
after they had passed me some ways, it came to
my mind that he was the same one that I had
seen here very often lately." ,.

This was conclusive evidence, and thus far the
thing seemed plain, that Henry had been seized.
and carried off.

"But who could have done it "' inquired the
marquis, with much concern. "No one about
here, I am sure."

" It was the same man who caused him to be
carried on board the English ship," replied the
woman.

"And do you know who it is ?"

" do."
"Whoisit?"
"Never mind now. You shall know in time.

I must-n w haten off to the city, for this is a
business that needs attending to."

"But one wor before you- go," uttered the
marquis, earpestlt "Who and what are u 7"

"A woman, sir, who would ave an honest
youth from the power of the blackest vlilln that
remain unhunrg."

ISIDORE DE MONTIGNY.
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De Montigny was startled by there vehemence
of the wqman's answer, and it was some moc
ments before he spoke again.

"I know you are a woman," he said, "but I
would know more. I have seen you some-
where "'

"Very likely, sir, for I have been seen often."
"I am not jesting."
"Nor am I, Philip de Montigny. rut were

I to tell you all you ask to know, you might
think me jesting truly."

4"Stop, woman !" cried the marquis, as the
strange visitor turned away.

"I cannQt stop now," she answered. "You
know I have 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
able to return it."

" But tell me your name
"aI am NAMELESS, sir, and have been for

years l"
The woman waved her hand as she thus spoke,

and then turned from the apartment. The mar-
quis would have stopped her had he dared, but
there was a sort of awe inspired by her manner
that kept him back, and in a moment more his
'mysterious visitor had gone.

With quick steps the Nameless made her way
towards the city. At the distance of half a mile
from the chateau 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 business was speedily transacted. It was
found that a wagon had driven towards the old
fish-houses upon the eastern headland the night
before-that a signal had been seen upon the
shore, and an answer from a point in the chan-
nel where a brig had been laying atanchor, and
that the brig was gone now. * *

Shortly afterthe nameless woman had left the
chateau the Marquis do 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 upon his face.

"6My child," he said, sitting down by her side
"I have come to seek some explanation ofa
scene that has both surprised and pained me.I
would know what meant that sudden effect tha
was produced by the message of that strang
wqman ?"

"Had I not reason to be moved ?" asked thi
maiders, looking timidly up. 7

"Not as you were moved then. Now do no

E MONTIGNY.

attempt to deceive me, Isidore, for it will be of
no use."

"I am not used to deceiving," returned the
fair girl, somewhat proudly.

"I know you are not; but tell me what meant
that sudden, fright, and subsequent faintness ?"

"It was because the fear came to me that
Henry Fretart was in danger."

"But we are not apt to be so affected only for
those we love," said the marquis, eyeing. his
daughter sharply.

Isidore returned her father's look with a trou-
bled'expression, and at length she said:

"If you can read. causes from their effects,
then perhaps you may understand this affair at
well as I can explain it. I have no desire to de-
ceive you, nor will I do it."

"Do you mean to have me understand, then,
that you love Henry Fretart ?" asked the noble-
man, speaking in a tremulous voice, and at the
same time regarding his child narrowly.

"I do love him," she replied, in a very low
tone, but yet calmly.

"Ay, you'may love him," added the marquis,'
with a sudden gleam of hope, "but how? It is
only as a friend. Only as one to whom your
deepest gratitude is due. You cannot love the
youth with a maidenly affection-with that ten-
der passion which marks the love of two genial
hearts."

"And why should not our hearts be genial?"
quickly asked Isidore. "If you knew Henry
perfectly you would know that he has one of the
noblest hearts in the world, and that his soul is
as pure and elevated as the soul of man can be."

"Answer me directly: Do you love Henry
Fretart so that you would be his wife ?"

There may have been a moment's hesitation
on the maiden's part, for-her heart fluttered, and
her eyes drooped; but it was only for the mo-
ment. She looked up into her father's face, and
in a very calm tone she answered:

" You have spoken the truth." I do love the
man who sayed my life-I love him with my
whole soul, and I know of noevent in life that
could make me happier than a union with him.

a I have no fault in this. I could no nmore help
I loving him' than a child can help loving its
t mother. I exercised no will, no intention in the
matter, but my love grew up in my heart as

flowers grow in the warm earth after some hand
e had dropped the seeds. Now you know all.

Bllame me not ; but, 0, my father, if you love
t me, and would make me happy, do uot crush mny
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heart by tearing away- its wildly worshipped
idol.",

The old man sat there in his chair and gazed
upon his child. His pands were clasped togeth-
er, and his face was pain-stricken and pale, and
his eyes burned as though his soul were all on
fire.

"My child," he at length said, in a tremulous
'tone, "the worst that I could possibly have fear-
ed is revealed to me. Had an angel from heaven
told me this, I should not have believed it."

"My father," quickly interrupted the fair girl,
with much zeal, "pardon me if I argue with my
parent; but you do not speak now with reason.
Your better judgment is beclouded by disap-
pointment. Is there anything strange in the
fact that I have loved Henry Fretart? Is not
the history of our people full of just such facts ?
Love is not a thing of the will, nor of education,
but it is a spirit which springs up in the human,
bosom under impulses which God alone can
govern. When God made the human soul he
so fashioned it that it would feel love for all that
appeared lovely to it. The heart knows noth-
ing of social standing or rank-the heart has only
power to know real worth as it came from the
hand of its divine Maker. I was placed by fate
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 a power above our ability to circumvent,
and the doings of which are beyond our control."

De Montigny gazed upon his child, and in his
face there-were some signs of admiration, for his
child had-spoken eloquently, and he could not'
deny the truth, in substance, of what. she had
said. But yet he was pained and hurt, and his
soul was worked upon by the most bitter oppo-
sition.' And again, at length, there came anoth-
er faint ray of hope across his face.

"And this love is all on your side, for of
course the young man has been more wise than
to love so foolishly T"a

"And do you think it foolish for one to love,
your child ?" asked Isidore, half reproachfully.

"It would be foolish for him to love you, for
his love would only be lost upon one so far above
him. But no more of that. He does not know
that you love him ?"

" Unless he disbelieves my words," replied the
girl.

"And you have told him, then, of your love
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for him'?" uttered the father, in a despairing
tone.
. "I have, and he has confessed the same to me.
I found him one day-only the day before yes.
terday-ii tears, and I asked what made him
sad. It was a long 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
sympathy for him, he confessed that he loved
me, and that it was the knowledge that his love
was hopeless that made him sad. I then told
him all, and he told me all, and, under the most
holy influence of which the soul is cognizant, I
pledged 'my love to him for life. I 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 his lips were
set firmly together. At length he stopped and
looked down upon his daughter.

"Isidore," he said, "I know not what to say
to you now. My tongue is not fit for its duty.
I must meditate-I- must calm myself. But of
one thing you may rest assured ., The sooner.
you learn to forget Henry Fretart, the sooner
will you be prepared to come back to the enjoy-
ment of life, for I would sooner sge you-

He did not finish the sentence, for he had not
the will. He saw that his child was -turning
deadly pale, and he believed his words would
pain her still the more. He took another turn
across the room, and when he came back he
resurned, but in a more calm and tender tone :

" We will speak upon this again. Perhaps
my words have given you pain, but they cannot
have caused' half the pain in your bosom that
yours have caused in mine, for the things that
you have told me have planted a dagger in my
soulwhich nothing but an assurance of your bwn
future obedience- can take away. Remember
thaf-for I speak truly-I speak'most truly."

Isidore did not speak, but she bowed her head
and covered her face with her hands. She heard
her father's step-she heard a door open and
close, and when she looked up again she was
alone. 'She gazed a moment upon the vacant
place where she had last seen her father stand,
and then she threw herself upon, her couch and
burst intotears. Her heart was strung to Its ut-.
most, and she wept and groaned aloud. The
door was softly opened, but she did not hesar It.
Her father looked in, but she did not see him.
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She groaned in the depth of her anguish, and The old phantom of family pride wrapped his
her tears were as streams upon her fair cheeks. soul up again in its cheerless folds, and he softly

The marquis stood there a moment, and once shut the'door and withdrew.
his lips moved but he did not speak. His whole And Isidore wept on, and she knew not that
frame quivered with emotion, and soon the big her father had seen her. She knew how stern
tears gushed from his own eyes., He stepped and unrelenting he could be, but she little dream-
one foot over the threshold, for at that moment ed how nigh he had just come towards bidding
there came over him a relenting feeling, and had her follow out her soul's desire and be happy.
he followed out its impulse he would have rushed And it was well that she did not know it, for the
in and caught his child to his bosom, and told double fall would have only made her more
her to weep no more. -'But he waited too long. miserable.

I
CHAPTER XV.

,A.THRILLING EPISODE Ol OCEAN LIFED.

HENRY FRETART slept but little through the
night, yet he slept enough 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 sailing in a north-westerly direction. He
knew when the watches were relieved at 'mid
night, and at four o'clock in the morning, and
he could hear the officers very plainly when they
came in and out of the cabin. Every time he
awoke he felt to assure himself that his pistols
were safe, for upon them he depended for every
chance of life that was left, and was careful to so
arrange them that they could not be discovered
unless -his 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 him to see things
quite plainly about his little room.

It was eight o'clock before his door was open.
ed. He kneW the time by hearing the watch
called.

"Well, shipmate, how do you find yourself
this morning ?" asked the man who opened the
door.

"I should like a bit of freshair," repliedHenry.
"Don't you want some breakfast first I" in-

quired the man.

"I should like to eat it on deck," was Henry's
answer.

"Well, I'll see."
And so saying the fellow closed the door and

went away. In a few moments he returned.
"You may come on deck," he said, "but on

one condition. You sha'n't speak unless you
are spoken to. If you'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.

" Then come." And the fellow led the way
out through the cabin, and so up to the deck,
the prisoner following'close upon his heels.,

"There," said the guide, as he reached the
larboard side of the guarter-deck, "you may
wait here, and your breakfast shall be, along
soon."
. Our hero now looked around upon the deck,
and he counted eight men'in all. They were
stout, dark-looking, men, and seemed to be all
French. The one whom he took to be the cap.
tain, and who, after more careful examination,
he knew held command, was the most hardened,
in looks, of the crew. He was a square-built,
burly fellow, somewhere about forty years of
age, and deeply pock-marked. The brig had
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every appearance of being a smuggler, though
she had no gun on deck, nor did she appear to
have much if any cargo on board. She was aI
fair sailer, and' that *as all.

Ere long the man returned with our hero's
breakfast, which consisted of a bowl of beef soup
and a pot of coffee. Henry found the soup much
better in taste than in looks, and he ate much
more heartily than he had thought he should.
When he had finished the coarse repast a man
came and took away the dishes, and after this
the youth continued his survey of the vessel.
The sails he found to be old ones, and the rig-I
ging was evidently somewhat the worse for wear.
The brig was not far from three hundred tons
burden, and was certainly of English build.
Henry had looked with some curiosity to see if
any mqre men would make their appearance,
but as there did not, he concluded that those
eight constituted the whole crew. .

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 St. Malo. He
stood looking upon the distant shore when the
captain approached him.

How do ye like ypur new quarters ? asked
the fMllow, in a kind of careless, reckless tone,
which at once disgustect the youth,

"Of course they do not impress me very
favorably," returned Henry, guardedly.

" No, I don't s'pose they do. You kind o'
wish yourself back again, eh ?" -

"Certainly; and I suppose-I may go back be-
fore long ?"
- 4.Before how long ?" queried the captain, with
a vulgar leer.

"Why, when it shall have been proved that I
am no deserter."

"0, ah, that idea sticks, does it? Haha, ha.
You'll find the road long, I guess."

There was something in the fellow's manner
that filled the youth's mind with the worst fears,
and he came nigh showing his utter disgust ;. but

-he controlled himself,' and after a moment's
pause he said!

"I was told that I was apprehended as a de-
serter. Is it not so!"

"sVery likely'"*was the laconic reply.
"But you must have had some instructions

upon -reeiving mA A I not being convoyed
nowY tongaid o'b g

This fellow was different in his manner from
any our hero had yet encountered, and he exhi-.
bited his authority in coarseness and brutal
badinage. - .

"Will you tell me, sir, what you do mean to
do with me ?"'asked owr hero, with as much re-
spect of manners as he could possibly assume.

"You'll find out in time, my fine -bird, so
don't be-too anxious."

"Then you will not tell me ?"
"I didn't say so," returned the fellow, with a

broad grin, as though he enjoyed the young
man's perplexity.

A flush came upon Henry's cheek, and his
hands were clutched.

"You might act the gentleman, at least, to-
wards one who is completely in your power,"
he said, in a low, forced tone.

" Ho, ho-you- mean to teach me gentility,
eh? Well, I shall be mighty glad to have you,
'cause then, if I should ever chance to meet a
gentleman I might know how to behave." And
as the fellow spoke he leered up as though he
had said something very witty.

"I wish to. teach you nothing, save that I am
a man, and would like to be treated as such; and
furthermore, that I know not yet why I am here,
nor what is to be done with me."

"-You -don't, eh ? 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."

Henry turned away in utter loathing, and he
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 captain
was at that moment called to the binnacle, and
in a moment more he gave the order for going
about.

The wind was now about northwest, and that
seemed to be near the course which the brig
wished to make, for she tacked and stood off 6
the westward. About half an hour afterwards
the wind fell almost to a calm, and thus it re-'
mained during the gi-eater part of the day. At ~
noon Henry received his-dinner as he had done
his breakfasti, andit consisted of the same, save
that he had tea instead of coffee. During the
afternoon he spoke not a word to one of the
crew, but he noticed that they often spoke of
him, for he could see that they pointed furtively
tohIrds him during theirreiarks. ihe seem-
ad muchin rested in 1ie inatter, it ile -pres-.

iI,
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sion of their countenances was any index to
their feelings.

Just about supper time there came up a puff
of wind, but it lasted only a few moments, and
then the sails flapped against the masts again.

"It'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, I know. Don't you see
how heavy and blowy it looks off there 1"

This was addressed to, one who seemed to be
the second in command, and he gave it as his
opinion also that the wind was still quite fresh
to the southward. -,

"Yes," pursued the captain, "there's certain-
ly a land breeze there, and it just cuts a streak
right out to sea. I'd like to see a bit of it."

Before dark Henry was politely informed that
he might turn in, and he obeyed without a word
ofoquestion or remonstrance. During no part of
the night did Henry sleep so soundly but that the
slightest sound would awake-him, and he knew
from the vessel's motion, and from the flapping,
of the sails, that thele was but little wind. In.
the morning he was aroused by an unusual bus-'
tle upon deck, and he soon found, from the words
he could occasionally hear, that there was a sail
in sight.

It was again eight o'clock before our hero was
disturbed, and this time' his breakfast was.
brought down to him. He asked if he might hot
eat it on deck, and was answered that he might,
not; and with that the man shut the door and'
bolted it. Of course this movement struck the
youth as being curious, to think the least, ad he'
wondered what it meant. He examine his pis-
tols, opened the pans and looked to, the priming,
and being assured that they were all right, he
proceeded to eat his breakfast, which wFps this
time a sort of hash, and very palatable. He ate
it all, for his appetite was keen, and when he had
done he laid the dishes down, and then sat down
upon the edge of the lower bunk.

In this- way he sat fully an hour, and at the,
end of that time his door was again opened and
the same man who had brqugt-his food down
made hisappearance. There Pas something In
the fellow's countenane4 that bespoke an ans-
ious feeling, and the thought at once struck the
youth that some kind of a point was about to
be made. He followed the man on deck, and his
first movement, when he reached it was, to look
for-the sailhe had heard reported. He naturally
looked astern, and there he sawit, not more than

half a mile disan*. It was a brig, under full
sail, and dashing through the water at a rapid'
rate.

The.wind had come out fresh from the east,
and both brigs had their starboard studding-sails
set, though it required but a moment for our o
to see that the strange brig was by for the best
sailer.

Henry looked around upon the crew, and he
saw that they were all of them nervous. The
captain was convesing withhis men, and th1y
all seemed to have made their minds up to soue
point which had been under consideration. There
were only four men, with the helmsman, coi-
versing with the captain. Henry's guide maade
the sixth.- Where were the other two? Sprely
they ought to be on deck if there was anything
of importance going on-at least, so thought the
prisonei-. But just as his mind was dwelling
upon this point the other two men came up from
the hold, and each of them had a heavy, pig of
iron in his arms , They carried them fortfar
upon the larboard side, which was also the lee
side, and there Henry saw them make fast, two
stout, strong lashings to each of the iron pigs.
What could that mean? At any rate' tlieie
came a blanch spot upon the youth's cheek as
he saw it, for he knew, from all he could see,
that all this hid reference to him.

At length the two men arose from their work
and came aft. .

"It's all ready, captain," said one of them.
"The lashings are strong?" -asked the com-

mander.
"Yes."
":Will they sink quick ?" the captain contin-

ued ; and *as he asked the questions every' eye
was shot towards the prisoner. He noticed it,
and he knew full well what the diabolical plot
meant.

" They'll sink like a hundred-pounder,," was
the reply to this-last question.

The captaip nodded his head, and thea tamel
towards the youth. The coming brig was P9W
not more than a quarter of amile dlesantdwpas
gaining rapidly. She fired a gun to leewpr pd
as the report came, boomipg over the wat o49
of.the men said

" We've ao.time to los, cptain. Thte
low 'M overhaul us before long, and we Musthave
a clear deck when he comes."

" We'll do it quick enough," returned the cap-
tain; and then turning again to our hero he
continued:
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"Now, my hearty, just step forward, and we'll
show you something."

Henry's heart leaped to his mouth, but he
quickly overcame the weakness, and with a re-
solute step he followed the captain to the fore-
castle.

"Now what will you show me ?" he asked, in
a hushed voice, backing around as he spoke, so
as to bring all the men in front of him.

"Why, we'll just show y9 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,
and for the sake of having a correct report we'll
send you along with it. So just prepare your-
self. Now is the time. At him, Qnd over he

90*is"
The men made a simultaneous movement

towards the youth. They moved up confidently,
for they were seven against one, the eighth man.
being at the helm. On the instant Henry Fre-
tart felt every nerve and muscle in his body
strained, and his cords were.like iron. With

. one bound sideward and backward he reached-
the heel of the 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 the astounded crew.

"Ha, ha, ha!" he bitterly laughed, "you are-
a pretty set of fools ! Now move a step near
me if you dare! The first man who does it dies
on the spot!I I am not so easily disposed of as
you may imagine I"

It was a moment of strange suspense, and the
only sound that broke upon the air was the
staining of the sails, and the dashing of the
water. At the end of that moment came the
boom of another gun from the pursuer.

Then broke forth the curses loud and long
from the lips of the exasperated captain, and the
weightof his maledictions rested upon those who
had first captured the prisoner and not taken his
pistols away from him.

There stood those seven men, and the muzzle
of two pistols stared them in the faces. They
knew that the first one of themwho should mov
'a step towards the bowsprit would die.

"Let 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, instantly
changing pistols, so as to bring the loaded one
into the right hand.

But no one else seemed inclined to move.
There was a ball still left, and that was sure
death to the first man who should move, and not
one of the six now left desired to be the first
man.

At that instant there came a round shot
ploughing through the weather quarter-rail. It
took the foot of the mainsail in its course, pass-
ed to the leeward of the foremast, and struck one
of the men in the breast, tearing him in pieces,
and scatterfug his torn flesh and blood all about.
This was 'a settler, and in another moment the
men rushed aft and, after a moment's consulta-.
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 mean yo harm. We were ,only
obeying our 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 a brute, but we didn't mean to harm you,
Don't expose us."

Henry was amused at the fellow's abject ser-
vility, but before he could make any reply the
pursuer had rounded-to under their lee quarter,.
and thrown their grapplings, and on the next mo-
ment Montmorillon leaped upon the 'deck. Our
hero took one look' to assure himself that he was
not mistaken, and then he sprang aft. He caught
the smuggler by the hand, but his joy was too
great and too sudden for him to speak, but Mont-
morillon found his tongue on the instant.

"Henry, my dear boy I" he cried, "I have
found you saf6 and well I Goo be blessed I Goa
be blessedI"

He opened his arms as he spoke, and caught
th'e youth to his bosom. Henry instinctively
laid his head upon the-strange man's shoulder,
and in his soul he felt that he had a home in the
smuggler's heart. He did not then stop to ask-

e himself questions. He only blessed God that
the b6ld man had come to save him.

Tim, six menwho were left of the ruffian crew
were huddled together upon the starboard side
of the quarter-deck, and they looked with aston-
ishment upon the scene that was transpiring be-
foi% them.- The appearance of Moptmorillon
upon their deck had struck them dumb with fear
and trembling, and they cowered before him as
the whipped cur cowers before its master; but
when they saW him openTiis arms and take their
late prisoner to his bosom, they were astounded.

"Henry," spoke the smuggler, as soon as he
could find tongue 'for questions, "what means
all this? Why were you up there upon the bow-
sprit? What pistol was that I heard ? and the
one yoi had in your hand ?,, Tell me ?" -

Henry did not hesitate, for he had seen enough
to convince him'that his friend knew all the vil'
lains, and he told all that had transpired-about
the iron pigs, the/lashings, the threat, the
leap upon the heel of the bowsprit, and'the shoot-
ing of the captain. And by a few questions
fromii ntmorllon he was led to tell the whole
story of his seizure upon the hill, and his being
carried to 19t. Malo.

After he had told his story Montmorillon took
a step towards the men who were yet huddled
together to windward, and for some monients
he gased upon them in stern silence.. They
trembled before hii, and showed plainly that
they were nervous and fearful.

"Maton," hesaid, addressing one who seemed
to have been the second in command, "will you
tell me what all this means 1"

But the fellow was too much affrighted to an-
swer. Montmorillon drew a pistol.,

"Now," said he, "you had better speak.
Tell me what all this means ?"

"All what, good captain?" tremblingly utter-
ed the terrified cowaid.

" This seizing of my young friend here, sad
treating him as you have done ?"

"0 , Montmorillon, it wasn't our fault,"stm-
mered the fellow. "We couldn't help it. Boa,
gisse did all the business." -

"And Rougisse is killed ?"
"Yes, sir. The young man shot him."
"Served him right. And now," added the

strange man, lowering his tone to a terrible
meaning, and speaking very slowly, "if you do
not answer every question I put tb youan4 an-
swer them truly, you shall all be hung at the
yard-arms of your own brig.. If Bougisse ,did
truly do all this business, and you were doing his
bidding in whatyou did-and furthermore, if you
willanswer tme truly-you shall not sufrgr, but I
will overlook all; provided, however, that you
will swear never to be engaged in such a work
again."

"0 good captain," uttered Maton, elaspiag
'his hands, " eit wasallthe doing of. Rougiew..-

CHAPTER XVI.

THE i'ORORD WITN~S5.
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certainly-and we will never be led into such. a
serape again."

"Very well. Now tell me who is at the bot-
tom of this plot?

"Rougisse.' He was, truly." /

"Ah, but I mean who hired him ? Tell me."
The man hesitated.
"Answer me I" whispered Marco Montmoril-

Ion, in a terrible tone.
"It was-the-the-Count Arnaud Mont-

fere a
" So I supposed," returned the smuggler,

while a twitching of the facial muscles showed
that he had more emotion than he exhibited.
"And now tell me how you know it was he?"

Maton's tongue was loosened now, for he
seemed to have got over the only point upon
which he was bound by any oath,,and he quick-
ly replied:

T he Count.Montfere came to St. Malo, and
saw Rougisse and me together, and he made a
bargain with the captain to take Henry JFretart
and carry him off."

d" Then he made all the bargain with Rougisse,
did he 1"

"Yes, sir, every bit of it."
Very well. Now tell me how you were to

get possession of the young man r"
"1 He was to be brought to the shore for us at

a certain time, and a signal made."
" So. And who was to bring him "
"I don't know."
"But who did bring himV"
"Upon my word, I don't-know, only I think

they were beach-combers or foot-pads, and one
of them was named Buffet."

"Very well. Then the bargain was made
with your captan, and Arnaud Montfere was to
pay him ?"

" He did pay him-paid 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
-or when Rougisse, could prove that the jol
was done"

"Now tell me what you were going to dc
with the prisoner? No lying, now, but tell m(
jaet what Moutfere asked you to do"

"He wanted the youngster killed I".
"And did he tell you why ?"-'
"Yes. He said he had two reasons. He said

In the first place, that the boy had cheated his
out ofa deed of alot of his property at a gam
bling table, which the law would free hint t

pay if Fretart was not removed; and in the
next place, he said that Fretart had once already
tried to shoot him dpon the highway..

At this juncture Henry stepped forward and
attempted to speak. His face was flushed with
indignation, and his hands were clutched ner-
vously.

vNever mind now, my boy," interrupted
Montmorillon. "What that dastard count has
said, is not worth the contradicting, for it can do;
no harm now." And then turning to Maton.
again, he continued: "Now tell me exactly
what you meant to do with your prisoner 1"

" Why," returned'the fellow, somewhat em-
barrassed, but yet speaking like one who means
to tell the truth, "we hadn't fully made up our
minds. Rougisse was for killing him at once,
but we Wouldn't let him. The fact is, we never
did yet kill a man right out in cold blood, and
it came rather hard. In fact, there were a good
many different opinions as to what we should
do, 'Rougisse said, 'Kill him at once. Throw
him overboard.' But the boy had never harm-
ed us, and we couldn't agree to it right off. Some
said, '1Let's fix him somehow, so that he shall
fall overboard accillentally.' That was good,
'but not so easily done. Well, jast night we had
about made up our minds to fix the matter in
this way: -We were to fix eightlittle 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 a hat, each man draw
out one and empty it into the pan of soup with-
out looking at it, and when they were all in to
stir it up, and give it to him. In, this way he
would be poisoned,, and no one would know who
did it."P

'Henry shuddered as he heard the recital of
this precious plot, for he felt sure that he should
have eaten the soup without mistrust.

" You were a bright set of fellows, I must con-'
fess," said Marco, with a bitter sneer. "But

I you didn't carry out your plan, it seems-"
"No. Whendaylight came this morning we'

saw a shil astern, and before long we were -sure
o we were chased. We held a consultatioa on the
e subject, and we concluded that we were chased

because we had the youngster aboard, and after
a while we agreed to get rid of hin as soon as
possible, and then of course-to swear that we had

, never seer him, and knew nothing about him.
i We agreed to lash two heavy pigs of iron to his
t- feet, and then sink him over the bows, and that
o we tried to do."

"But Yt oun had e'you ha seized upon th
wrong man," added Montmorillon, with a smile
of irony. However, you did all you could to
wards it, and so'you ought to have your reward.

You wont harm us, captain ?
now. I shall wait and see how you be

have. I am going- to tke the young rn o
boarndmy own brig, and you may go where yot
please."

"But haven't you a cargo for us to pu
through " ased Maton, earnestly. "We wil
put it ashore safe.",

"No, I have none now."
"But youwlihave. You will not cast us off

You will give us a cargo when you get one 1"
Yes, when I have one to send, and cannot

carry it myself, I will let you know; but you
must not depend too much upon y I have
made almost money enough at-the business."

I thought you told me some time ago that
you hAdn't saved much."

"Neither have I, but I have earned a great
deal. Yet I have it laid up in- human hearts.
You will find 'my money in little homes of peace
and plenty all along the coast, from Cherbourg
to'rest. I have invested it in human happiness,
and I know that there are a thousand doors 'in
France which would almost fy open of their own
accord at my approach, and a thousand hearts
and roofs that are mine for protection and shel-
ter. So I shall not want, even if I give up MY
business to-day.'n

"Yes, I know,"' muttered Maton, thought-
fully.e I know you have had a faculty of ma--
ing friends by looking out for other people's
good. I suppose there are a good many doors
in France that would almost fly open of them-
selves at my approach-but they are all prison.
doors V."

This was not spoken lightly, but it was spoken
with deep feeling, for at that moment Maton
seeihed to realize what a graceless dog he was.

However, Montmorillon did not sfop to hear
any more, bWt once more bidding the desolate
crew to run their vessel where they pleased, he
turned'to TIlenry and bade him follow. 'The
youth went and picked up his two pistols, and
then followed his mysterious friend on board the
other brig. As soon as they weie both oni board
the grapplings rere cast off, and then the sails
were filled, the helm put up, and'in a fewirnue
more the two els were at some stancene
apart. feriry etched the movements $1of h
six men he Thad just left, and. heisa iat tley

e were still huddled together upon the quarter-
- deck in earnest consultation. It was some

minutes before they filled away, and when they
at length did so they stood on in the direction
they had been sailing, but Montmorillon had his

- vessel put directly back towards St. Male6
n Our hero now found himself on board a craft
u very different in appearancefrom the one o had

left. The deck was as white as native 'ood
t could be, the metal work all polished and bright,
I the rigging all in order and eoiled nearly away,

the sails in excellent condition, and the crew
looking like men., To be suire there were some
rough-looking fellows on board, but none of them
lo-ked like villains. They all seemed, as, in
truth they really were, a set of hardy, good-
naturedt seamen. There were twenty-six in all/
and they were very neatly dressed, ' and sc'ruaPu-
lously clean. Marco Montmorillon would not
have a dirty looking man on his deck. There
were four guns on board, mounted upon stout
carriages, and of different sizes. Two aft were
"medium eighteens," and the two forward were
"lo1ng " ones'of the same calibre.,

4I hope you will not think that I have been
in the habit of keeping such company as that,"
said Moutmorillon, as he came and stood b the
youth's- side, and at the same time pointed off to
the other brig, which was now at some distance,

The whole truth is,"'he continued, "those fel-
lows are good seamen, and I have often employ.
ed them to run cargoes- for me to England, for
I have often had more than I could possibly carry
myself, and which it was necessary I should run'
across as soon as possible. 'I've no doubt that I
have kept them out of worse business."

Henry acknowledged that such a conclusion
was reasonable, and after some further remarks
on the characters of the men they had just let,
he asked:

"But how happened you to fall so opportue-
ly upon my tracked y

"I will tell you; very earlyyester4aymorning
word-was bright to me that you were missing
from the chateau, and that you had been .tced
to the old fish-houses to the eastward of the eity
dhe two signals were seen, and I knew, frog tpa
description I'received of t6,e sigilgh,1#n
the channel, that'it musth abliboard Rougisse's brig 1 he been l ad onbri. Ials lereofthe
encounter y iu had with Moutfero, earne pdof
Vaux road, andby puttingalthe e
dence together, I ma mys
been'tiken away by that brig. a V
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lay in a little snug cove in the Cancalle Bay, "But her name-do you know that "
and mounting a swift horse I set out, and before "I have not heard her speak her name for
nine o'clock I had all sail set. I knew that the years. ShIe is Nameless."
chase was a poor sailor, and I hoped to over- Henry was lost in a maze of doubt and anxiety.
haul her. And I furthermore felt assured that He felt sure that the smuggler knew more than
she would sail as had been her wont for the Irish he was willing to divulge, and that he was keep-
Channel. And you see, I was right." ing back what he knew for some purpose of his

"'hank God you were," the youth ejacIlated, own. Yet his belief that he had seen his mother
fervently, "for I should not'have lived much was not shaken.
longer. But who was it that brought you the "Then you will not tell me any more of that
news of my disappearance ?" woman " he said, hesitatingly.

"Why do you ask ?" asked the smuggler. "I have no more to tell, Henry."
"Because I suspect who it was." At that instant a new thought came to the
"And whom do you suspect " youth's working brain. He gazed up into the
"A woman." face of his mysterious protector, and in a trem-
"You are right." bling whisper he said:
"My mother ?" - Henry -whispered, looking "You may think me full crazy now, but I

eagerly, wishfully, imploringly up. must ask the question that has forced itself upon
"Your what !" returned Montmorillon, in me. I am in a most strange position, and my

apparent amazement. soul is racked by passions-by doubts and mind-
" My mother. 0, was it not-is it not so ?" phantasies which come and go as they list. Your
"Why, what mad freak have you got into own face has a strange interest for me-it did

your head ? That woman yoxir mother 3 Bless the first time I saw you. It may be that I never
my soul, did I not have indubitable proof that saw you until lately, but I cannot believe it.
you were hi your right. senses, I should think Are you sure my father does not live 3"
you were minus your reason. .What put such an "I am sure he died once," returned Mont-

'idea into your head 3 How did you get it 3" morillon.
"From my own soul. My own soul told me You know it -"

she was my mother. Her face, her form, her "I do, most surely. I know that he died, and
eyes, her smile--" - was buried. But why do you ask ."

"Did you see her smile i" "Can you not guess -"
"Yes, yes-and it was when she smiled that "Perhaps'you would ask me if I were not your

she showed me the ideal of my heart's fondest, father 1"
wildest dream. Do not dispel the'dream now. "I should have asked you such a question;
Do you not know the woman ?" but there are no grounds for it now. And yet

"Ay, I know her well," returned Marco, and you are connected with me in some way.".
as he spoke he wiped a teardrop from hiseye. "Perhaps so. But I beg you will let that

"And is she not an honorable, virtuous wo- pass now. You only annoy me, and benefit not
man ." yourself, by such questioning., Rath'er be grate-

"As pure as the cloudless heavens," answered ful for that which I have already done than tease
the smuggler. me when you see I like it not." -I

"She is my motherI Do you not know that "Alas, kind sir, I hope I have not offended,"
she is 3" uttered Henry, witlfapprehension.

"1I should have to study some before I could "INo, no, not in the least. Only let me rest
answer such a question, Henry. I did not ex- now."
pect it-I was not looking for such a thing. But 'At that moment Montmorillon was called
you should have asked her ?" . away by one of his officers, and Henry was left

"I did ask her-I did ask her, but she would to follow his own reflections. ge gazedupon
give me no answer direct in words. But she the smuggler as he stood now at the- binnacle,
kissed me, and she wept over me. Her tears yet and the more he gazed the more did that mys-
tremble and burn upon my cheek. You know terious pmwer.-close about him. He scrutinized
her-you know her well, you say. Then why every lineament of those strange features, and
can you not tell me 3" thoughhe could not translate them, yet helnew

"Because I know her well, that is no proof that they contained a secret which was in some
that I should know all her relations.in life." ,way connected with himself..

CHAPTER'XVII.
C

AN VNEXPEOTED GLEAM IN A DARK PLACE.

IT *a not' far rom midnight when the vessel please. I cannot say exactly when halls
in which our hero had found safety ran into her you again, but it will surely be beforelong. All
berth upon the western shore of Cancalle Bay, is, beware of danger, and -keep your eyot about
and by one o'clock both Montmorillon and Hen- you, andi if I mistake nt, your ftatwe may yet
ry had procured horses, and were on their way be bright and joyous. At any ,rate ,,not
to St. Malo. They passed the city tothe 0outh- think it will-be any darker than ha. baw our
ward and kept on direct for Pierre tretart's cot, past. I shall hear from yet when yodspi.*.k~ t
Which they reached about 'three, The old man 'not. Be careful-now, and& Godiss y'0,1
was easily aroused, and when he found who were Asthe smugglerthusepokehept@towhi aP
his visitors he leaped up for joy like:a child, andslef the muggO lthi Platte nptMW h gOW
le emltaed his dear boy n hundredtimwes, aind nd'#ftte ot ei n Pim)re ano A d
every tme he.made his demonstrgthon he bless- aoets re sth odetaf him, os ka wb.

n. h as m mjj more d h e ftjested the smnuggler.:
But Montmorillon could not remain to1keep

"Father," spoke Henry, whet tna of
" he ve co usanes "h sM wic 6b the hoofs could b heard no more, "wat cn1I11 ve busM1ins" he sid, -~which mut-be ynmk fta a'Wa o3okoo

attended to,andIrus.IbeenteIroad. Ihall n hadof
see you, H1mf; before ltvng, and in the mean- 0
time you mutie snmore c~refa. I you 'mean m boy, wor oine as urn otrse ,
to ttttoervefeau"u . oin gnog th

~Certaif returnedthe youth, apparently quesoh. D an
surpied at ithe question, " have an eng&..
ment there. I shall return earlyin therning I

" Td y t I a e te k e o r d o t b d- o M 6 I 6 It , & d ide j oof o &
troanp.Y1, 166 W-1 f~sr4" ~

herim(0 oei ble

'r -
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"Yes, I know him. He is just as familiar to
me as the face of my own self in the glass, and I
can't think where nor when I have 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."

"1So it is," murmured our hero, bowing his
head; and after a moment's thought he said: .

"But, father, there is one other thing ifwould'
speak of' I have seen a woman."

The old man's countenance changed in an in-
stant. He gazed full into the- youth's face, and
his lips--trembled.

"IsThere has been a woman here, my boy," he
said. "She came here about daylight on 'the
morni. g that you were first missed at the chateau,
and she went from here to de Montigny's place."

"She was a tall woman," said the youth,
anxiously.

"1Yes."
"6With black eyes, and black hair, and a noble

countenance, and sun-darkened features, and a
bold step, and a quaint dress..

Yes."
"And do you know her?".
"I do, Henry."V
Who is she?" asked our hero, stooping anx-

iously forward,.
"She is the same woman who brought you to

-thbis-very cot-long"long 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
my dear boy-she is the same,_same, self-same
womani-the woman that Lsaw weep over you
and call you her 'darling,' her 'joy,' and he
'dear, dear child.'

"I knew it," murmured Henry, in a whisper
clasping his hands and raising them toward
heaven."0, great God of mercy, spare mi
mother to me as thou lovest thy fond and trust
ing children 1 0, give her back to me, and s
shalt thou make me happy in thy bounty."

,And old Pierre said, "Amen."
They spokermore on thesubject, but it wa

only to ,ako the proof more plain; and- whey,
shortly afterwards, the youth laid his head upo
thepillobwhe had pressed so oft in childhood, h
told prey with a firm faith, for he knew no
that h mother lived. Everything thatbo
upon the subject, both internal a 'externa
Helped' to Aix him 16 the faith.,-

On the following morning, at an eady'hou

our' hero ate his breakfast, and then he set o'

for the chateau, having promised old Pierre that
he would be more careful in future how he ex-

posed himself. His heart throbbed with a wild
emotion as he came in sight of the home of his

beloved, and he wondered if Isidore were weep-

ing for him. He did not doubt her love, though
the thought would intrude itself upon him that

she might regret having given her love to one

so low in the social scale as -h nself But he

made himself as hopeful as- possible, aid ere
long he rode up through the Wide court. As he

dismounted he thought the grooms eyed him
sharply and curiously, considering the circum-
stances which'had attended his departure from
the place. To be sure they asked him how he

was, etc., but then he saw them whisper together,

mysteriously, and he wondered what it all

meant.
It simply meant that a part of the truth had

leaked out among the servants. They had found
out that their young mistress had fallen in love
with the poor fisher's child. That was all they
knew; but that was enough to fill their simple
minds with surprise and awe, and' they treated
our hero hence with- more deference than usual,
for they knew nothing of the damp chill that

awaited him.'
Henry passed in to the chateau by the main

hall, as he generally did, and the first person
whom he net in the building was Isidore. She

uttered a low, .wild cr'y as she saw him, and
without stopping to remember the paternal ad-
vice she had 'received sihe sprang to his embrace.
There was a wild thrill in his soul as he received
this proof of her unchanged love, and all thought-

r less of the publicity of the place he wound his
arms about her.,

"0, thank hod you are safe !' the maiden

s murmured, as she threw back her head and
y gazed up into her lover's face.

"Ah, Isidore," fervently returned- the happy
o youth, "my escape from a terrible deathi'at the

moment when salvation came, gave me not half

the joythat this pledge has imparted to my soul.

s Bless you, dearest, bless you. You are glad to
s ee -me safe-once more."

n "0,Ilcannot tell you how glad," murmured'
le 'the inaidefi, and as she spoke she pillowed her

w headagain upon'herloyer's bosom.
re- At -that moment -there camve the soundo0 a

t, footfup n on their eas, and upo turning#wy

beheld the marquis only a Ow fee from' m.

r, He was.startled as much as they, md ysoee4
ut evidently as ill at ease. Isidore- uttered a low
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try and clungupon the-yoath's arm, while Hen-,I
ry seemed trying to find his scattered thoughts.
The marquis ,was the first to break the silence.,

"I saw you coming,"sir," he said,: addressing
our hero with the most chilling polteness, "and-

I meant to have been the first to meet yogu; but
it seems I have been forestalled, If yori will
follow me this way, sir, you will oblige me."

"Farewell-I am yours, whispered. Isidore,
in a gasping tone.

Fretart was bewildered. He saw the pain-
marks uponthe fair girl's face, but he could not
stop to ask a question, for the marquis waited
for him, and he followed him.

4 De Montigny led the way to his -own library
and when Fretart had entered he closed the door.
He did not invite his guest to a seat, nor did he
take one himself. He had grown calm now, but
it was a cold, chilling, forbidding calm.

"Henry Fretart," he said, in carefully meas-
ured tones, "there is no need that I should en-
ter into any explanation with you. What I have
witnesd but just 'now is sufficient to warrant
all that need be said. I'do not blame you, sir,
for anything that has transpired; but I would
ask you what will be the amount that will sat-
isfy you for the trouble you have-already taken
In teaching drawing lessons to my child .",

The youth was not so blind but that he saw
in an instant the whole meaning of the marquis,
and the chilling coldness with which he had been
thus received served to arouse a spirit of pride
within him.

" If I understand you rightly," .he replied, in
a tone as polite as could have been raised in a
royal court, "you allude to some compensation
for my services ?"

"Exactly," returned the marquis, betraying
some surprise, for he had probably thought that
the youth w uld tremble and stammer,

"I did not engage my services with any such
understandingSir Philip. I was to find a home
here so long as you wished me to give instrue-
tions to your ehil"

"And hdw have you instructed her, sir ?". the
old man exclaimed, bitterly.,

"To the best of my ability, sir."
"0, and in what have you instructed her!

You have stolen away her youpg affections-
you have-"'

"Sop stop, Sir Philip," interrupted the
youth, whilq A.Bsh q4pof er prde mnsled his'
handsome features p "You speak hastilg now,
and without jidgsept. You commencpf by i-

forming me that you did not blame me. I know
the point of your allusion. You mean that, I
havs learned to love your sweet chil, and, that
she has returned my love. I could 49t helpit,sir. I foSght agast the spirit with all ugy

power-I pledged myself that I would not allow
her sweet image to become imprinted upon my

heart-I tried to fortify myself against the pos-
session; but while I worked the hardes'ttlie sub-
tle spirit crept in. And even thenI wouldhave
kept it to myself, and would have fled from the
place, but fate would no,t let me. In an hour
when I could not help it, I confessedlniy loye-
not to draw its object .towards me-but only to
tell her why I was sad, and why I ,must flee
from her. And in that hour, sir, she confessed
her love for me. 0, I coul4 not go then. I
could have laid down my life, but I could not
have torn out my heart and flung it away now
that that heavenly impress was upon it. ,3Uqt let
it pass now. You can turn me fromyour"deors,
bdt do not blame me. -.I am used'to being driven
about at-the will of a stern, cold fate-I am used
to knowing enemies, too-so I shall not be sf-
fering for the first time."

The marquis gazed into ths faceof the youth,
and his lip trembled. He was moved--much
moved, by what he had heard, for there was
something in the manner'and tone of Ahe speaker
that was not common. And then hisfcp, too,
carried such a weight of power in its truthful and
manly yet melancholy expression.

"Did you say you had enemies ?" the-marquis
at length'asked.

"Do not the events of the past two'days
prove it, sir ?" returned Henry', with d tone of
sadness.

"They do, surely. And who can be an ene-
my to you."

The young man hesitated. His grp(i nipulse
was to keep his own counsel, but other hougbtscame t 'him. Arnaud Montfere was itipnte

there, and the suspicion had found its way to the
ind of th youth tha de ty wo ive

the hand of his fair child to th~kcount. Henry

knew the marquis 1o, 0 an honoralle a ad
at length he resolved to tell him alla eid
so. He told of the, suspiqions he had e n-
ed-how Moutterehad met him on thi ro___
What, had fthen'tranppirod-the events o0 !fis

transit to the brig dtheeI hichthe
sspugg9r, Mton, hstd 4 . tol a-H
±lat he knew, andwhq4,e had 1 tar-



quis sat-for he had taken a seat-like one as-
tounided.

"sit down," he said, addressing the -youth;
and after Henry had taken a seat he continued:
"9You say a woman saved you from the death
which the count meant for you on the road T'

"tYes, sir."
"It must have been the same who came here

to inquire for you."
"I was the same, sir, for Montmorillon in-

formed me that it was she who hunted the evi-
dence up." +I

"Yes," said Montigny, now much interested.
"And who is this woman?"

The youth hesitated again, but it was only for
a moment. He looked up, and while a tear glis-
tened in his eye, he said:

"She is my mother I"
"How do you know ?"' the old' man asked,

vehemently. "Did ehe tell you so?"
"sNo, sir-she would tell me nothing. But

she embraced me, and kissed me, and wept upon
my neck. And old Pierre Fretart says she is
the same woman who left me with him many
years ago. But I have a higher proof still,"
continued Henry, with increased emotion. "It
is the voice of my own heart-the memory of
my own soul-the power of my own love 1"'

"By my soul, she is your mother I" de Mon-
tigny exclaimed, with much energy. "Your
face shows it. It must be so."

Henry was considerably surprised at the man-
ifest interest of-his host, and he wondered:again.
His sources of wonder were many. It was some,
ie before either of them spoke again, for the

marquis was very busy with his own thoughts,
and the youth was plodding along in a vague
~maze.

"But this Montmorillon-" suddenly spoke
Sir Philip, looking up, "Who is he ?"

"I do-not know, sir. I can get nothing from
him, save that at some time he may reveal to
me the secret of his life. He is All mystery to
me."ar

"Is he interested about this affair of the
cotdt's a"

"Yes, sir. That seems to be his whole aim
at present."

"Does he meamto bring Montfere immediate-
ly to justici'T"

-I should think not, sir. As near as I can
judge from what he ha said in my presence, he
has some secret power over the count-some
power by whichhe can umask him at any time,,

but seems only to be waiting for sotne further,
event."

"Yes, yes, I see-I see," inrmured the mar-
quis, arisingfrom his chair and commencing to
pace the floor. And he walked up and down the
room"for full 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 pause,
"let us resume the business that brought us here,
for I suppose you would have me understand
you at once, and, having understood you, to act
upon it. I am not so blind, sir, but that your
words and manner have already conveyed to me
your full meaning, and there is no need that you
should pain me by saying more; for, poorthough
I be, yet I have a heart as susceptible of pain as
your own. I know it was a wild, mad freak,
but it was not a fault, though it must be to me
a lasting source of anguish, for such love as I
have cherished for the sweet, gentle creature
whom God has diven yotrfor a child can never
be put away, nor would I put it away if I could,
for its presence may tend to purify and elevate
even while it pains. BPt no more of this. I
will not detain you, sir-I know your meaning.
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 as one who
still honors her. Farewell, and may-"

The youth had nerved himself with all his
strength, but he could not bear up. The last
word stuck in his throat, and while he tried-in
vain to speak it he burst into tears. He turned
quickly towards the door a if to hide his heart-
flood, and his hand was upon the latch.
. " Stop, stop," uttered the marquis. "I have

not yet bid you leave my house."
Henry looked around in surprise.
"Your words surely meant it, sir," he said.
"Perhaps they did, for I knew not then how

unfortunate you had been. Take a seat again,
sir. I will not send you from me."

"But I had better go, sir."
"Why?"
"'How can you ask me that question Can

I stop here, and be near your child, and'be any-
thing but miserable ?"

"But I thought love made people happy."
"Sir I" gaped the youth sinking into a chair,

and turning pate. "I do not understand you.

'I

You would not trifle with me. What can you
mean?"

"I mean that you may remain here, Henry,
for the present-that you ma;y try and comfort
my child if you can, for I know she is very mis-
erable. I saw her the other day weeping and
sobbing as though her heart would break because
I had told her that she should never be your
wife. Go and comfort her, and remain here-a
while longer. Mind-I do not say that she
shall ever be yours-I do not bind myself under
any promise ; but for the present you will both
be happier together. But you need not fear as
it is-for rather than see her ieart-broken, I

would give you her hand and bless her still. ---
There-go now, for I will not answer a single
question. As God is my judge, I will not.
Come, come, Isidore is all this while crying in
such anguish as you began to feel a few moments
since, only she suffers more than you can begin
to suffer.

" But-my lord-I dream-you do not-"
" I do not send you. away, but send you to

find Isidore and make her happy. Is not that
plain ?" And as the marquis thus spoke he
brushed a tear from his eye, and then quickly left
the apartment.

10
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TEm Chateau de Vaux, which the Count Ar-
naud Montfere 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 refinement
that might vie with the most fastidious archi-
tecture of the Moors. It was large and roomy,
and divided into wings, turrets, porches, porti-
cos, piazzas, verandahs'and arches with the most
exquisite skill and taste. And then the out-
buildings wert convenient and neat, and built
with sole regard to taste and handiness, for the
purse that had supported the workmen and de-
signers knew no such thing as failing. The
chateau was situated upon a gentle eminence,
and between it and the stables ran the beautiful
stream to which we have before alluded. This
river ran directly through the garden, cutting it
in halves, and in six places it was spanned by
prettily arched bridges, while the walls, where
the stream entered and left the garden, were sup-_
ported upon arches of massive masonry.,

The count chanced to have a gardener who
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
cheerful appearance despite the carelessness of
the ter.

any people came out of their way from the
Ille ad to see the Chateau de Vaux, and none

ever seemed to be disappointed in the result of
their trouble, for the place was worth seeing. If
there ever was trouble it was 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 possession of his fine
estate.

It was on the same morning that saw Henry
Fretart on his way from the sea-side cot to the
chateau of de Montigny. Montfere was in his
library, and one of the valets had, just taken
away his breakfast of hot sandwiches and hot
punch. The place was well furnished 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 escutcheon which was not his-
and before him lay an open letter. It was one
he had received the evening previous from the

capital, and his countenance betrayed anything
but an 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 caused him to clutch his hands With a more
fixed determination. Thus he sat when there
came a rap upon 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.

",N

I'

"I never saw him before, sir, unless he is the
same man who came here one evening about a
week ago."

"Let him come up," quickly uttered the
count, in an'anxious tone.

The servant withdrew, and ere long a stout,
rough-looking man entered the library. He was,
the man who had been leader of the trio that
seized Henry.Fretart and carried him off in the
wagon.,I. -

"Ah, Buffet," uttered the count. "I have
been waiting for you."

" So have I been waiting for you, my lord,"
returned the fellow, in a tone that seemed to in-
dicate that he considered himself about as good
a man as his host.

" You been waiting for me, Buffet ?" rejoined
Montfere, trying to look surprised.

"Certainly. Didn't you agree to meet me at
St. Malo -'

"Did I?"
"But didn't you ?"
"Ah, I do remember, there was something

said about some such thing."
"0, not much," retorted Buffet, in quiet

-irony. "Only you promised die that you would
meet me atie little cafe of Pedro Patcirsson at
ten o'clock yesterday forenoon, and wished me
to be punctual-that was all I"

"Upon my soul, Buffet, I believe you are
right.". I

"I know I am. But, you didn't come: I
waited there from nine o'clock until. noon."

"Well, the truth is, I was'very busy, and the
affair slipped my mind." (Thetiuth was-Ar-
naud Montfere feared to go there upon the cause-
way and meet Buffet just when there might be
some' disturbance about the missing youth.)
"But never- mind now. You.have come here,
and that is just as well. I have heard that a cer-
tain youngster is inissing very mysteriously from
the chateau de Montigny. Do you know any-
thing about it "

"Yes," returned Buffet. There was a shade
of perplexity upon his face, but he soon over-
came it, and then continued: "I did'your bid-
ding to the letter, and delivered the. youngster
safe into the hands of the good Captain Rougisse;'
and what is more,'I saw him put on board the
boat, saw the boat put off, and saw the -brig
away. Have done my part, and now I've just.
come to see If you'll do yours."

" You are out early." .
"Because'm wants are urgeit."

" Well, I suppose I might as well pay you
now as at any time, for I do not think Rougisse
w ill let the boy come back again."

"You may depend upon it the youngster is
dead before this time."

" You do not think they will kill him ?" ut.
tired the villanous count, with ill-assumed sur-
prise.

"O, no. Of course -you wouldn't have him
killed I" retorted Buffet, with complete sarcasm.

"I should hope not," answered the count,
lowering his eyes before th'e keen gaze of the
man before him. "But now about the money.
You remember the amount V"

Twenty guineas."
"Only ten."
"Ten for me, and five .apiece for the other

two, makes twenty. I will see that they have it,
for they are both waiting for me now at the very
place where you and I were to meet."

"Very well," said Montfere ; and as he spoke,
he grew out his purse. There was not enough
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, as soon
as he was left alone, and at the same time sitthig
down, for he had been all this while standing-.

"we shall get ou money after all. But wont
he swear and dance when he finds that the both-
ering youngster has come back againI But
how in the name of wonder could Rougisse haVe
let the fellow escape "'

Buffet chanced be on the road an hou be-
fore, near St. Mal nd he had seen Henry Fre-
tart upon the b a horse steering direct for
the chateau de iy. He lost no time fi
hastening to obtain is p the'labor he had
performed, 'before Montfere should learnM of the
youth's return. flow Henry had got back, he
could not guess, nor did he try to-. The gold
was his first object.

Ere long the count returned and coudeted out
the twenty guineas, and without stopping for
further remark Buffet took his leave. Montfere
had no desire to converse further, ,'oi he could
not lo6k the man in the eye whomt he ha hiired
to do a wicked deed.

After - uffet had gone, the count sat down
again at his table, but he did not remdin' long
undisturbed, for in a vety few minutes his valet
came again and informed him that there wOre
three men below Who wished to see him. Mont-
ferO went down, anX found his 'visitors 'ii the

CHAPTER XVIII.

A MYSTERIOUS TRANSACTION.
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drawing-room, and a tremulousness was manifest
in his frame as he saw them.

One of these visitors was none other than
Marco Montmorillon, but the count only knew
that he had seen him often in St. 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.
Moutfere knew that badge in an instant, and as
he saw how sombre- and sedate the wearers
looked, his mind was filled with apprehension.

"Gentlemen," said the count, as soon as he'
could find his tongue, "to what am I indebted
for the honor of this visit ?" His voice faltered
as he closed, for he caught the eye of Montmoril-
lon, and there was something in that deep, dark
eye that moved him itrangely-that had always
moved hiM so whenever he had seen it.

"Arnaud Montfere," returned one of the of-
ficers, "we have orders to search your chateau
under the guidance of this man," pointing to
Montmorillon; "and we will proceed to do so
at once."

"Search my chateau 1" uttered the count,
turning pale. "Orders to search? And whom
do you expect to find ?"

"10, no one in particular. We are after no
prisoner." I

"1But what authority? Who has empowered
you to do this thing ? Are you aware upon
whose premises you have come? I am the
owner here, sir, and a noblosof the kingdom.
Who dares to authorize this ?

"You will see his seal A'41I signature here,"
answered the officer with a at the same
time showing a sm ,arch t roll.

The count looked upon it, and he saw a scrawl
upon the bottom of the parchment. He exam-
ined it moreclosely, and he saw that it was the
autograph of the king, Louis XVIII!

"Are you satisfied now ?" asked the holder of
the instrument.

"9Go on," gasped Montfere. He was pale and
tremblingJfor he wa sorely affrighted.

"Now, Count Arnaud Montfere, you will lead
the way to your library."

The trembling man turned towards the door,
and the visitors followed him. When they reach-
ed 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 seemed to be a part of the original
structure, the whole not only fitting exactly the
place where it stood, but being also sheathed and
panelled like the rest of the apartment. Mont-
morillon tried to open the large doors-that ielsed
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. The centre of the space was
occupied with the pigeon-holes, which, as could
be plainly seen, ran away back to the wall, and
above. these holes were the racks, while below
and upon either side were the drawers. The
smuggler 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 several times upon different
parts of the cabinet, but without effect. At
length he seemed to catch at the idea 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 his hand upon the partition immediately
below. This, after a little effort, he slightly
raised, and then pulled it wholly out. Then he
seized hold upon the edge of the next partition,
and with a gentle pull the whole department of
pigeon-holes swung outwards upon concealed
hinges. The whole concern opened like a tloor,
leaving the racks above,' and the drawers upon
the sides and below, all in their places. Beyond
the space which had been occupied by these little
compartments appeared a series of little drawers
which were let into the very walls of the building,
and the existence of which could never have been
discovered by an uninitiate.

Arnaud Montfere looked upoi4 this develop-
ment with thle most complete astonishment, and
as soon as the first burst of astonishment had
passed away, he sprang forward.

"Back1, back I" he cried, laying his hand
upon Montmorillon's shoulder. "By heavens,
you shall not-"

"Sir count," said one of the officers, calmly,
but with startling meaning, "we have our duty to
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perform, and if you are wise you will not in-
terfere."

Montfere let go his hold upon the smuggler
and moved back, and then the strange man pro-
ceeded to open the drawers. There were six of
them, and from each one he took papers, and
when he had found them all, he said, as he hand-
ed them over to the officers:

"Here, gentlemen, are the papers you have,
heard mentioned. They are all their private
papers which the old Marquis de Vaux left be-
hind him when he died. I do not know the
character of them all, and I suppose there are
many there which will interest no one now. You
know 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 purport of all the papers without
reading them through. You had better take all,
and then you can use such as may have a bear-
ing upon the matter in question."

" You think there is nothing else ?"

" No, nothing more."
" But-but-what means all this ?" cried

Montfere, in a tone of the utmost . concern.
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"Why have you come here in this manner? and
why do you take those papers away ? What are
they? What is it? .Tell me ?"

"We have nothing to tell, sir, for we know
nothing. You must nake your inquiries at
head-quarters."

"But you shall tell me-"
"We wish-you a very good morning, sir."
And thus speaking the three visitors bowed

themselves out from the library. The count
called after them, but they paid him no notice.
They kept on their way to the court, and there
they mounted their horses and rode off.

When Arnaud 'Montfere found himself alone
he gazed about like one in a trance. He went
and looked at the mysterious recess iM the cab-
inet, and he examined all the secret drawers, but
he could find nothing in them. In truth he was
very nervous, and very uneasy for he had a
faint idea of what this all meant. But ere long
a look of fiendish exultation crept over his face,
and he muttered to himself:

" Let them come ons I am not yet dead nor
asleep. Henry Fretart is both ! They wont
find him Y"



CHAPTER XIX-

A BLEssING. A CURSE.

WF, will now return to the chateau de Mon-
tigny. After the marquis left our hero so
abruptly the youth stood for some time in a state
of utter astonishment. His head was dizzy, and
objects about him were seen but indistinctly.
He really shook himself 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 be 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 a bright, a'glowing mystery, and as it
came more calmly to his mind he began to re-
flect upon it with more of'reason. -He sat down
and bowed his head, and the thought of all that
had occurred during the past few weeks came
swiftly through his mind, and he imagined that
he could see a connexion in it all-that all had
a bearing and a relation, and that all the sepa-

rate parts belonged together. And now came
the hope-and a strong hope, too-that all these
things were conveying him towards a point of
joy and peace.

With this thought he started to his feet. He
once more assured himself that he had not heard
the marquis misunderstandingly, and then he'
started forth upon his mission of love. He went
directly to the little room where Isidore gen-

erally sat to read, and he knocked at the door,
and a low, sad voice bade him enter.

" How! Henry ?" uttered the maiden, start-
ing with, surprise.

"Yes, dearest," murmured the youth, advanc-
ing and sinking down upon the ottoman by her
side. "Yes, Isidore," he added, winding his
arias about her. t

"And you have come to . bid me farewell!''
she said, looking up with a painful expression.

"0, no, no, no. 0, no! No, Isidore-I have
come to love you always-to bless and protect
you while life shall last."

"Alas! Henry, you misunderstand me. I
cannot leave my father. I shall ever love-ever.
I shall never love another-but I cannot flee
.from my father."

"0 , Isidore-light of ,my life-it is you who
misunderstand. Your fatherhas sent me to you.
-He has told me to come and comfort you and
love you. 0, dearest, we are not to be
separated."

The maiden looked up in bewilderment; but
at length she comprehended what her lover said,
and she told him he had misunderstood.

"0," she faintly murmured, "that is too joy-
ful to be true. There is some misunder-
standing."

"No, no,," persisted the youth.
At that moment the door opened, and the
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marquisentered, He gazed upon the pair a mo-
ment, and then he said:

"My child, arp you happy now ?"
"0, father, tell me what Henry means-? He

has told me-"
But she could not finish the sentence, and to

hide her tears she pillowed her face in her lover's
bosom. s

"Isidore," said the old man, while the tears
which he could not keep back started from his
own eyes, "Henry has told you truly. If it will
make you happier you may love him as much
as you please, and I will not tear you from him
again. But -you will not forget to love your
father."

The maiden started to her feet. An instant
she gazed into her father's face, and then she
turned towards her lover. Once more-she turn-
ed' to her father, and while she saw a smile upon
bis face, she sprang forward and threw herself
upon his bosom.

"IYou are not deceiving me ?" she murmured.
"You are not trifling with me ?"

"-No, no, my child."
"And I may be Henry's-I may love him, and

he may love me?"'
"Yes, yes, Isidore."
"0, God in heaven bless you forever I" she

ejaculated, in a frantic whisper.. "I will be

your own faithful child, and never, never shall
you repent having made me so happy. -My
.heart will not break now. Bless you, bless you,'
my dear father-God bless you I"

'Philip de Montigny strained the gentle girlto
his bosom, and when he came to himself he

'found the young man kneeling at) his feet.
"Ah, Henry," he said, "you need not kneel.

I can bless you without. Get up, get up. There.
- Now I am not going to wait for the devel-
opment of anything further., I hod meant that
you should yet be under probation, but I can'feel
a father's love, and I cannot see my child mis-
erable. Be what you may-poor or rich-so
you be but honest and true-I give you this
sweet pledge. Sie is all in all to me-so let her
be to you. - Now be happy, both."

The old man placed their hands together as
he spoke-the hands of the j}outh and-th maid-
en-and then he turned quickly from the room.-
A few moments passed-tiomentsof id'deliri-
ons joy-and then the youthful pair instinctively
fe1l upon their knees. *They prayed-they pray-
ed that they might be ever traeever loving, ever'
kind and they blessed the-good matv-who had
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thus turned the, current of their life into the
sweet tide of peace and joy.

The minutes sped on, and hours passed, and

the lovers became calm and reasonable. Henry

told all of his mysterious experience to Isidore,

and thus was she led to wonder and conjecture
with him. It became a pleasant task now, Ao

dive into the maze of the mysteries that envel-

oped him, for he had company in his-labor.

Several days had passed since this happy

event, when, one afternoon, as' Henry was com-
ing in from the garden, a horseman rode up into
the court and dismounted. Our hero head the
tramp of the hoofs, but a wing of the chateau
cut off the ride, and with a natural feeling of
curiosity he went around to see who had come.
He had just turned the corner when he stood
face to face with Arnaud Montfere ! The count
started back as though he had seen a ghost, and
for some moments he was unable to speak.

"'What ! You here ?" he at 'length gasped,
turning pale as ashes.

"Yes, Arnaud Montfere, Iam here. Is 'there
anything very strange about it "

But the count could not speak. His teeth
were set, and his hands clasped. Henry saw his
emotion, and he saw, too, that he was perfectly
stunned. The youth was not armed, and know-
ing not what the villain might attempt in a
moment of maniac passion, he turned at once
towards the door of the hall, but was careful not
to .lose sight of his enemy. Montfere stood
there alone for some minutes, and he was calldd
to himself by the groom coming up andask-
ing him if he would have his horse taken
care of.

" Yes, of course- Where is- By the pow-
ers of 'darkness, fellow, how came that-.--"

These fragments of speech were uttered in-
coherently, and the count hardly realized where
he was as he spoke. But the look of blank a-
tonishment which rested upon the face of the
groom aroused him, and with a firm effortito
kept down his wild emotions he turned towards
the piazza. He felt himself a privileged chiyao.
ter, and he entered the hall without ann'outelng
himself, and healngyroidea in on6 :of theadin
ing-rooms, he entered: He'found*both the'emar.
quis and Henry Fretait there He'tded to bdw
andepeak with his usual urbanity, but he cold
noti He ookedupot the youth, and the color
againfbriodk hi cheeks.

"$ir Arnaud," spoke the mrquis,'sebmang

79,
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anxious to put an end to an embarrassing affair,
"I know why you are so strangely moved, and
there is no need that you should labor to throw off
an appearance which so well accords with your
feelings. Allow me to speak very plainly with
you, and, for the sake of us both I trust you
will not ask me any questions. But, sir, circum-
stances. have transpired which must, as you
should b'aware, demand a suspension, at least,
of intimacy between us.- I hope you will un-
derstand i"-

" I-I-do not understand, Sir Philip," stam-
mered the count."

"I think you do, sir. I am sure you under-
stand enough. This youth is my friend. I
should think that would be enough."

There was a biting coldness in the tone and
manner of the marquis that cut Montfere to the
quick, and as this aroused his anger it served to
loosen his tongue.I

"Am I to understand," he said, "that you
have taken the fisher's bastard in my place"

"Be still, Henry," said the marquis, as he
noticed that the youth was moving. And then
turning to Montfore, he continued:

"You are to understand what you please. I
do, not feel in the mood to accuse you of any
crime, so I simply inform you, for the present,
that it is my desire that our acquaintance should
end here., If you are wise you will not force
matters further." -

"And am I to understand that our contract of
marriage is at an end ?"

"I was not aware of the existence of any
contract."

"There was a promise, sir."
"Then I must retract all that I have prom-

ised you. Let that suffice."
"But that shall not suffice I" cried the

count, in a fiery tone. "That shall not suffice,
sir i"

"It will suffice for me," answered the mar-
quis, who was struggling to keep back his anger;
orat l est, a Inanifestation of it, for he was de-
terained that he would not exhibit passion to
one who was so far beneath him.

"I understand you, Sir Philip do Montigny,"
saidMontfere, between his clenched teeth, "but
be. not lulled; to repose by the belief that Iam
to be trampled upon so easily. I know not what
prejudices you may have hatchediup againszne,
nor what whisperings scandal may have set on
float to my disadvantage; but this I do know:
Arand Montfere is nt a man to be spit pon

with impunity. Of your young friend I know
but little, and that is not to his advantage. But
I will not intrude myself now, sir. I will go, as
you wish; but, as sure as there is a God in
heaven, you shall repent this act I Now mark
my words : I shall come at a time when you will
least wish it. You may throw away my friend-
ship, but you shall not tread upon me ! Farewell,
Philip de Montigny-..and 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 turned from the apartment. In a few
minutes more he rode out of the wide court.

"He will do some terrible thing," said Henry.
"0, never fear," returned the marquis.

"Such men are loud in words, but cowards in
deeds. And, Henry," he added, after a mo-
ment's pause, "it was the sudden knowledge of
that man's villany that helped to change my
mind so suddenly towards you. While you
were following me up to my room on that morn-
ing of your arrival, after I had found Isidore in
your arms, if an angel from heaven had told me
you would ever have spent another hour beneath
this roof while I lived, Ishould not heve believed
it. But when I learned what a villain Mont-
fere was, I was overwhelmed with confusion at
the reflection upon the state to which- my plans
would 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 plan in its
consummation, and I was led to ask inyself if my
child's happiness was not after all the chief good
to be aimed at. It was my answer to that ques-
tion-the instinctive answer of my soul-that in
part changed my whole plan in regard to your-
self. But enough of this now. Be under no
apprehensions. Arnaud Montfere will soon run
his race."

"But you do not realize, I fear, how mgeh a
coward can do in the dark. We cannot be.too
watchful, my dear protector, for Montfere is a
very wicked man. 0, Sir Philip, how often do
I ask myself what can make men act like that?
How a man in the fdll possession of his senses
can court sin and crime,'with 'their long cata-
logue of accotnpanying miseries, I cannot
imagine "

"Ah, all men are not like you, Henry," said
the marquis, with a fond, appreciating look.,
" I wish they were-and they would be happier."

denly over her head so that she couldnot make
a cry, and then she felt herself lifted -up and
borne away. She knew that 'it was a stoutman
who carried her, and that she Wras being borne
very swiftly along.

She realized being carried over several fonees,
and at length she heard the neighing of a
horse. Soon afterwards she was placed upon
the animal's back, the man took his seat-behind
her, and then she was borneoff at a gallop.
In half an hour the horse stopped, and the af-
frighted and half-smothered girl Was lifed off,
Then she was borne a short distance ftither,
through a door-way, up .a course of 'steps,
through another door, and then she was set
down. The bandage- was taken from her hed,
and she found herself in the presence ofArmnand
Montfore!

" Now, my sweet maiden, what think you of
my gallantly ?" he asked, in a half-meking and
half exultant tone. "How willTourftherlook
now upon his pledge-to=n "'

" Count Montfere 1" gasped the maiden, ut-
terly at a loss for words to express herfeings,
and, too inchmoved t ask questions.

"Ay, this isatie,'lady/? ,
For- some moments thesp0od girlmsuined

dumb, but at length she cupstoA opshen.
sion ofthe scene. ,Hor father , and ,Hentyhad
both, ofthem told.hero thasaits othebsaunt,
and the dark threats he then threw out.

CHAPTER XX.

LIGHT IS GATHRING ABOUT A DARK DAY.

Fon three days after the interview just re-
corded things moved on as usual at the chateau
de Montigny. Isidore now received her lessons
in drawing regularly, and the times devoted to
that calling were 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-1
thing.to our hero. The veil of mystery was as
darkly drawn about him now as ever, and his,
soul was continually yearning- after that which
he had noti

On the fourth morning-the fourth from the
visit'of Arnaud Montfere-the weather was pleas-
ant and refreshing. Isidore received her morn-
ing's lesson, and theu she went and sat with her-
father until dinner-time. After dinner Henry
sat down to make up some subjects for the next
day's lesson, and Isidore went out into the g'ar-
den to trail up sotne of her young vined. She
had been engaged in this way some ten minutes
when she heardthe sound of a footfall near her,
and on turning she had just time to catch the
outlines ofasnan, *hen a shawl was thrown sud-
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"Sir count," she said at length, with a firm-
ness that surprised even herself, "What means
this outrage "

('Its meaning is most simple, fair lady. Some
short time since your father promised me your
hand, and now I claim it. I have taken him at

his word, and have taken my bride. Can any-
thing be more simple ?"

"1But my father, sir, has recanted-he has. re-

tracted everything concerning that marriage."
"Ah, lady, it takes two to make abargain, and

it takes two to legally break it. I did not con-

sent to his last arrangement. I did not recant-

so your father and myself differed. Under such
circumstances those must win who can. I think
I shall win this time. At any rate I have the

bird, and shall keep it. You will be my wife

this very night." -
"cNo, no, no," cried Isidore. "I shall not.

You do not mean it."
"Just as sure as there is a God in heaven you

shall be my wife this night, and your father may
find you if he can."

There was something in this not to be mis
taken, a'nd Isidore began to fear that the worst
had truly come. In her agony she gazed about
hers and found herself in a small, unfurnished
room, with only one little window owthe roof.

" Where am IV'' she cried, clasping her hands
"0, where am I "

, "You are safe, and where your cries cannot
arouse any person to your help'; but you shal
not have the chance to cry, for I have only brough
you-here for a-while. We'll have a safer place-
a place where the heat of the sun wont be s(

oppressive.".
With those words Montfere left her, and a

he passed oat he locked the door after him. At
soon-as he was gone, Isidore screamed with al
her might--and she heard a mocking laugh front
her persecutor!1. She felt that calling out would
be of no use, and she looked about to see i
there were any means of escape. But there wer
none.- The window upon the roof she could no
reach, for the walls were high, and there wa
not a movable thing about her. She tried th
door, but she could not move it. Where, then
was there any hope 4 Nowhere!

An hour passed away, and another, and th
light from the window grew dim. It was ever
ing, and yet she was there aloneI She cried on
now with all her power, and that same mockin
laugh answered her. Montfere was returning
He shortly afterward entered the room arnd bad
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her follow him, but he took her by the arm and
led her out lest she si9gld follow wrong if left
alone. When they reached the bottom of the
stairs, he blinded her again, and ere long she
knew she was in the open air. She now walked.-
sometime, and she could feel from the coldness
of her feet that the grass was damp with dew.

Suddenly there came a rushing sound upon
her ear. Her conductor uttered a deep curse
and pushed her one side. She heard confused
voices, and in a moment more she was caught
up again and borne off at 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. His hold upon her loos-
ened, and instinctively she sprang one side and
tore the bandage from her eyes. It wias star-
light, and she saw that she was directly in front

of ahuge building, it was the Chateau de Vaux.

"Isidore-my love-safe 1"
" Yes," murmured the maiden; and on the

next instant she was clasped to her lover's

bosom.
- And her father came up to greet her, too, and

she rested also upon his bosom.-

" You have not been, in great danger," whis-

pered Henry, for Montfere has been watched ever

since you were taken from the garden at home.

That strange man, Montmorillon, has watched
him."
T his removed a load from the maiden's bosom,

l for the idea of danger passed is palsying -in its
effect.

"Come, come," said Henry, "Montmorillon
says webmust come into the chateau. See, they
are taking Arnaud Montfere in."

Isidore looked, and she saw-men ahead of her,
1I and with her father upon one side, and Henry
, upon the other, she walked on. When they

d reached the spacious piazza, Montmorillon met

f them and conducted them into one of the great

e drawing-rooms, where the large lamps. were

t lighted, and where.Arnand Montfere stood bound

s9 hand and foot.

e Montfere stood by the side of a marble table,
and by him stood the same officers who accom-
panied Mon4norillon to search the cabinet. 'Ihe

e Marquis de Montigny was conducted to a seat,
n. and Isidore sat down by his side.

it "What-ia the name of.Heaven whate-is all
g this parade about, a girl?" uttered Montfere,
g. gazing around upon those who w0re present.
te " We -will tell you soen enough," returned

Montmorillon. And then turning to where sat
the marquis and Henry, he continued:

"Now, Henry, you shall know something of
which you have. so often asked. Listen: Years
ago there lived here a bold knight and true, named
John de Vaux. He built this noble chateau,
and he adoined these grounds. His fist wife
died and left him childless, and he married
again-"-

" le did not marry again V" yelled Arnaud
Montfere.

"Hark ye, sir," spoke one of the officers,
"you are our prisoner, taken by the king's own
order. Speak again like that, and we will put
this companion into your mouth I"

He held up an iron gag is he spoke, the very
sight of which was enough to make 'one's blood
run cold, and Montfere cowered back.

"He married again," resumed 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 because he was a mar-
quis, nor because he was rich-but because he
was good, and kind, and brave, and noble. Her
name was Isabel, and people called her handsome.
le brought her with hijrom/he south of thlo
kingdom. This wife bore hiu a son. He saw
it once-he held it to his thr's bosom a few
moments-and then he went a ay withthe Em-
peror Napoleon, for he was a gleral in the army.
He was among the few nobles who followed that
great man. He came back on when he was
brought back to be buried, for h died of awound
received in battle. Napoleon was at that time
in Paris. Among all Sir John's relatives he
had only one that coulil claim relationship, and
that was a cousin, named 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 lie, he succeeded in, hav-
ing the widow of-de,,anr4xrd-her child east-effy
and the whole 'estate settled upon himself. He
told that the Ladylsabel was the daughter 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 signatures of some dozen men whom no
one here ever heard of. But the emperor made
sure that Isabel was the child of the old Count
Hopart de Chamborant, and he cared for noth-
ing more. De Chamborant had favored the re-
public, but he hated an empire, and hence Napo-
leon's anger, for the opposition of' the old count
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was upon principle, and it rubbed against the
tender points of the aspiring man. Illegitimacy
was made a working point, but the emperor cared
little for it. He only sought to get the matter
off his mind, which he did by giving -Montfere
all he asked.

"From that time Isabel do Vaux was a home-
less wanderer. Her own father had died, and
his estate had been given to one of the emperor'
favorites-not that Napoleon meant to wrong
any one-but thousands of such things were
forced upon him, and he shuffled them off upon
his ministers, and they were disposed of in the
quickest way. Arund Montfere gloried in the
work of ruin.hpe h i'done, and he took posses-
sion of the hdfin he had so foully wronged frcm
the widow al4tihe orphan.
. " Isabel de Vaux 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 felt sure that
if she could see the emperor, and tell him her
whole story, he would listen to her, and make
her some amends. She knew that his heart was
not of iron. But Napoleon -was gone to Ger-
many, and she came back. She went again to
Paris when summer came, and again the em-
peror was gone-now towards Prussia-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 Vaux,' and they told
her she was not the nobleman's wife, and never
was ! Heart-sick and weary she returned again
to the humble fisher's cot, and told them to keep
the boy-to call him Henry-to treat it as their
own-to bring him up in virtue-and to be kind
to him. Then she kissed the darling idol of her
soul-she wept over him, and then she turned
once more into the cold world, a wanderer, all
alone upon4h earth.

"But tim'd had not been barren of all good.
The wanderer found friends at length. She
found the record of her marriage in the church
of the little village of Arudi, in Navarre, and
that she had carried to him who is now our king.
I carried it for her myse'lfr and I left not the
king until I'had received from him the promise
that the wife and child of Sir John do Vaux
should be restored to their rights. And the wtork
is done I Henry de Vaux, you are now in your
own chateau I Did I not tell you the future had
happiness in store for you"

" What mean you how V" uttered Arnaud
Montfere, half in madness and half in pure ter-
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ror. "This chateau is mine, and no power can
wrest it from me!"

"It is not yours, Arnaud Montfere," calmly
returned Montmorillon, advancing .towards the
spot where he stood; "but you 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
the crime of mjirder I Lead him out, officers."

As Montmorillon thus 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 as a last resort he
wept and promised to divide with those whom
he had cheated., But no attention was paid to
him. As soon 'as he was gone Montmorillon
turned to his friends and said:

"I must see this man off, and then I will re-
oin you. Make yourselves at home, for surely,
Henry owes it to you to extend the hospitalities
of his noble chateau."

This wWs/spoken with a genial smile, and in a
moment more the strange ian was gone, and
the old marquis .w*as left with his two children.
And Henry was left with his two guests!

a

I

CHAPTER XXI.

CONCLUSION.

PmfiLIP DE MONTIGNY was the first to speak
after Montmorillon had gone.

"Ah, miy dear boy," he said, seizing Henry by
the hand, "I mistrusted this when we poke first"
together of, the strange woman who had appear-
ed to us both. As soon as you told me that Ar-
naud Montfere was seeking your life, I mistrust-
ed that you were the child of John de Vaux-
then your own countenance told me that -I had
ground for such belief. And when, in the light
of all this, the subject of that nameless woman
was brought up, I at once knew her. I could
see it all then-at least with strong faith. I
knew your father well, Henry, and he was a
noble man. 'He was my best friend. And I
remember, too, when he brought his young wife
hone. She was beautiful theti."

".She was his wife 1" whispefed the youth.
Yes, yes, Sir John told nie himself about

his marriage away off almost under the shade of
the Pyrenees. But I heard not of the'aceasa-
tion that was brought against her until she had
altogether disappeared, and then I could not
find her."

"I hope she is safe ,now,' mnnured the
outh.-

"She is," returned the mnirqdis, " f t Mont-
morillon told me so. it I suppse she would'
not be ire t6see the fa, itnd hear the curse
of her vile enemy. 6 joyful, now in by."

6

"Joyful ?" uttered Henry, starting tp. "0
I an all, alljoy. , But'I am yet anxiotis, t6.
You have not told me of Montmorillon," Sir
Philip"

Because I'know notin of him. -ut hark
here he comes."

At that moment the strange smuggler rdtuin
ed. He looked noble nw for he' was d i's'ed
superbly. His habit "as a Moorish costinib,
with a long robe of purple velvet heavily 4mni
med with gold, and seeired abodt th waist by
a silken saeh of scarlet sili. X E*Ore upon his
head a cap of blue ve4etys from the eight side6'f
which bowed an ostrith plume. 'Ae advaieidd
close to where our three friends sat, and looking
upon Henry, he said:

"Now, Henry, my work in your beha} s
almost done. Your mother will be hire shortly
and then you will haye no more need of ine.
Iti I shall never fotgstyo'?-never.'

"You will not leave es I" f ristt youth,
starting to his feet. "You sh4 not go aw
from me now. ANo, youwill"sop and a
a home with me. s w a
this noble hq1ne, and Iia 'fit"tt
remain to share ItAh 64, ay thato

"1Not no, saen 7
gling th emotionS ircs vaid~ y
t? keep back. oia e4 m4 o
A idbe;dse the notiu A efo

4w W
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long set the laws of England at defiance, would
hardly be safe to settle down now."

" My- friend," spoke the marquis, "let not
that fear trouble you, for I will give you all my
infuence for protection. Stay with us."

"0, you shall stay," cried Henry, again.
"We cannot lose you now. Stay with me and
see how happy I will make you, and how both
Isidore and myself will love you. Stay."

" Yes," urged the lovely girl, looking be-
seechingly up. "Stay with us now. Your'
society is needed to fill up 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.

"I can resist you no longer," he at length ut-
tered. "But let me reflect for a moment."

He turned away again as he spoke, and re-
moved the silken sash from his waist. Then he
bowed his 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 downover.t4:- shoulders, the beard
was all gue, .,nd in the place of the velvet robe
appeared a close-fitting gown of dark satin, be-
neath the breast of which a full, round, bosom
was swelling wi h wild emotion. What a trans-
formationt .The absence of that close-curled,
dag beard, which 4ad. coyerd the cheeks, the

h a tb lip, Jade a neg face, and one of
still wondrefs beauty. Bnt$ those eyes-those.
stngegs, blagi*erb.y were not changed, save that
now thy, were filled with tes.,

Egyppe moments not a -word was spoken,
AstigMenA eat, tog powerfultly upon them,
Bit apeggthjen~ryhppg the spell, le moved
tWards the tragge pesepce, and while heplaced
his head upon that heaving bpspm, and wound
his arms about that swelling neck, he murmured:

"My mothier1 0, my another I"
"Yes, yps, my boy. The cloud is off now,"

she sobbed, as she returned his embrace. "O,
Heary-my boy--w sh$ be parted no more by
the powers of ea h. We rill4  happy.,now."

, jords co-d not express tbe frantic, joy-
crazed, stealing emotions ofthat moment. There
were to? my fsnents of feeling for anything

iealm w 4ThaT Isoel e Vaux stood
now ith them w nd thay knew, too,
thshe stped tr9 1ppac of Marc opt-
=6ibon;but th ey i never seg Mont-'

na a ttyw gwa e with

this new development, seemed 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 and the
glass are all mixed up; they sparkled radiantly,
but none understood the nature of the joy-beams
then, only that happiness had come, and they
seized it. * * * *

At length, at the end of half an hour, the party
became calm, and were seated together.

" Now," said de Montigny, "I 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 explain.
ing this most strange mystery."

"It will take but a few moments to do that,"
returned the marchioness, with a bright, beam-
ing smile, " for I have already told you much.
After I'gave up my child to the keeping of old
Pierre Fretart I wandered about for some time,
but what could I 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, and at length
I resolved to assume the habit of a man. Being
naturally stout and tall, this guise well became
me, and when I came to add a heavy beard, I
wqs even myself surprised. I made the beard
myself from my own shorn locks, and it fitted so
nicely as to defy suspicion. In my youth I was
much upon the water. My father owned ayacht
at Bayonne, and I often sailed it. I loved theI
sea, and was it not natural, that, under such cir-
cumstances asJI was then pladed, I should think
of the open sea as mysafest place!1 Remember
that what I had been called to pass through had
digusted me with governments,. I sold my
jewels in Paris for five thousand acrowns--I had
many superb ones, and I knew what they were
worth. I then returned,to St.:Malo, anj there I
fe-in with some smugglers-honeat, good heart-
ed mea, and their vaode of life presented avharm
which I had found, nowhere else, for . wanted
somthiugthat should keep dogn the continual
gnawing of my grief. These smugglers owned
a noble brigan4 I bought halfof it, and gave
them my name as Marco Montmorillon. I went
with them, and I'liked it, By continued prac-
tice I got my voice under-perfect control, and
not one of my companions. gersugeeted my
sex. In time I became comitander of the brig,
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and I made money, bat I gave it away as fast as are now the.Marquis de Vaux. I have the let-
I made it. I did not want-it, for I entered not ters in my possession. You will pardon ,me for
upon that wild life for money-making. I helped not confessing to you ones before that I was your
the poor where I could find them, and thus I mother, but I would not do it until I knew.that
made me friends who bless me to this day. And I could place you where you belonged; and be.
it gave me an advantage, too, for I had thus at sides, I wished not to be bothered in the work I
all times friends who were ever ready to help had then upon my hands. -But it is all passed
me in all times of need. And then ray female now. And, my son, we will be happy-very
guise, which I sometimes put on, helped me not happy I" And so they were.
a little, for by it I have made escapes from the And the two estates were united after all, for
officers, which were deemed nothing less than one.bright day in early autumn, when the fruit
miraculous, was all ripe, and the golden grain wis heavy in

"At length Napoleon fell, and Louis came to the wide fields, the bishop came to the Chateau
the throne of France, and again I went to Paris, de Vaux and performed a marriage rite, and
an'd in my true guise I saw the king. He gave two fond and true hearts were made one for life.
me hopes. Time passed on, and again and again Henry and Isidore were to be separated no more
I saw the king. At last he promised me that he on earth.
would make inquiries into the matter at once. And what shnll we tell more Of course,
He sent to Arudi, where I told him I was mar- Pierre Fretart left his nets and his boat, and
ried, and his messenger found the record. Then came to live in the great chateau. He was a hap-
he wanted to see my husband's private-papers, to py old man, and he was as good as be was happy.
find how much property he left. I told him that Isidore learned to love him, and so did the old
I could obtain them, and he sent two officers marquis.
with me. I got them and -sent; them back by While winter was blowIngsher cold blasts over
the officers, for I would nt go myself; aa I wish- the ebrth, there caht a hnessebger along the Ie
ed to remain here to protect you from a villain. 'road, and he stopped one night at the Chateau
They found the king at Alencon, and this after- de Montigny; and ye told that Arnaud Mont.
noon they returned bringing all the documents fere was dead-that ho committed suicide In the
we could need, and also an order for Montferb'a prison whei-e he had4leen confined. There were
arrest. a few memories of sad-thought called up by this

"I was on my way to your chateau, Sir Philip, intelligence, and some pity, too, moved the hearts
to break the news there, when I saw- Montfere of those whom he: had wrouged, but they eeild
rudonipg away with youfair child; I -followed not sorrow nor mourn.
him at a -distance, and-lost not sight of him People wondere sampewhae h& betdMleof
again.- And now what: mote I 1 can only say Marco Montniorllofl-bdtthey we* toRIbtho
that [have given up my share in the smuggling had amassed w fortuheand lefk the county am-
interest some time since!and my old -compan- of eoutsethey btlietwd it. EBien l&PIerg.-3
ions all think Iam going-4o leave the -kingdom. tart believed It. But Isabel do Vaux onlybmled
And so must all think. -Beside: us -fpurl not sometimes when she hb 4 &t&e ubjedt brohed
another soul must ever know that 4areo: Mont- and said she was glad the lkoldadmuggletchad
morillon is not gone from the country. Even gone.
PierrFeetart must remain in ignorance, Prom And the whrrbrightsutrrthneeadgin
ise me,this ," and between-the two chatam i fmdedvided

They all promised. theiritime. And atbetthe Enjoyr theperfeet
"And now what can we do but-commence assurance ofallthat j6y-eff giv0rthatwh1ew

life for myself and child anew, You, Henryj can secure..

THE END.



TuM castle where the Duke of Norfolk resided
during the summer months, stood on the brow
of a hill, overlooking a princely expanse of fer-
tile growth.- It was a pile-of massive masonry,
with moats, ramparts, and bastions, once con-
stitiing an almost itapregnable'lefence. From
the highest tower a flag, bearing the Norfolk
arms, rippled silkily dowit in the idle winds, and
the more, modern portion was gay with case-
ments thrown open upon a flowery lawn, with
vases of exotics upon the terraces, white garden
statues, glittering fountains, and the pleasant
runsic of a virginal flung from within, on that
summer afternoon. The Spanish ambassador
and suite were entertained by the duke.

The Lady Edith, a pretty child of about ten
years, hadbeen brought down, with liberty from
study and rule, to receive the visit of the young'
Count Ferdinand, nephew of the ambassador,
who spoke English 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 stand-

ing across the room, suddenly darted thither and
hid herself behind the ample folds of the dueh-
ess's skirt. As nobody paid the least attention
to this manmuvre, she by degrees peeped out
from either side for the young count, whom she
at last saw, standing by his uncle's side; a tall,
slender youth, possessing in an eminent degree
the beauty of the south. Perceiving the half
bashful air of the incipient coquette, he advanced
frankly to her, with extended hands,, of which
she took no notice, but, clutching her little skirt,
made him a grave courtesy. In recovering her
balance, however, she tripped over her mother's
train, and stumbled backward, at which, as 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
young stranger to restore an amicable under-
standing, and they were soon seen skipping
down the lawn to the river.

" Canst steer a boat ?".said Edith. "Nay, it
is not worth thy while. Come back with me,
and I will show thee curious things."
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Now the vault of the .castle, where the dead
were lowered, had long been a subject of great
wonderment tb Edith, no dead'having been de-
posited there for full two generations; but no
one sufficiently daring among her confidants had
agreed to her project of entering it hitherto.
Hither, by another route, they turned their
course. The door wis locked, but the grating
below was quite unloosed; this they tore aside
for an entrance. Lighting a candle taken off
the church altar, "We need not fear now," she
cried, "I have a holy candle !' The candle,
however, became extinguished in entering, and
before Ferdinand could relight it, a sound as qf
some one shutting down a coffin-lid was heard.

"I suppose it is a ghost," said Edith; "they
are all here."

The candle was again burning and deposited
in a socket, when the children turned their at-
tention to their discoveries. Here and there the
bright eyes of a rat fascinated them for a mo
ment, but in the next they caught sight of a
skeleton, hung up and neglected by the family
surgeon. A large oaken chair in one corner
was brought as near to the centre of the vault as
a stone table, bearing threg coffins, one upon
two, would permit. 'he skeleton, lifted down
with great care and wrapped in a trailing, black.-
velvet pall, was placed there ;-the coronet that
lay upon an upper coffin, and Edith's own ear-
rings were fitted on the skull, rings and chains,
ferreted out of unknown corners, adorned the
fingers that held a sword, stolen from another
coffin. As draped themselves in sweeping palls
they flourished before this monarch.

"There were cheeks there 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-plupis. I misdoubt
if we do right."

Not long after, the, old butler entered the
drawing-room obsequiously, and informed his
master that a lou4 outcry, with laughter, shouts,
and heavy falls, was to be heard in the vault be-
low the chapel. Now all present being tories,
Romanists, and in one league for the Pretender,
the duke had just informed them th'at he had
hidden the Prince James. Edward in this very
vault, till he could safely return back to Rome;
therefore the gentlemen, with drawn sword, and
the ladies, with p4e faces, speedily sought the
endangered place. As-the duke, having taken
the ponderous key from beneath the altar steps,
advanced quickly, the stream of yellow light
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came steadily through the tomb grating,.but the
merry laughs suddenly silenced themselves at
the sound of footsteps. Turning the key in the
rusty lock, his grace threw open the door, and
facing the company sat the crowned and septred
skeleton.- Afar in some high nichethevbite
frock of Lady Edith glimmered like a ghost d
the whole place was in disorder. Suppreed
giggles quickly relieved the awe-struck guests.

"Edith I" said her father, sternly, "Edith!"
"Here I am, papa I" she cried, with a merry

laugh, that would no longer be restrained.
"Come hither, child I" and he went towards

her. Somewhat earful, should 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 table, which falling witpi.her
in turn, the lid broke open and disclosed the
Prince James Edward. Scrambling dismayed
upon her feet, with the help of the young Coust
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 thou
hast profaned a sacred place, the holy rept of the
dead Of what at thou made ?"

" Of dust,"' answered she, demurely, purveying
the person of the prince leisurely.

" Hast thou no manners I" asked her morti-
fled mother, hastily.

"All I ever Jad, mamma," she said; "I never
used, any I" and breaking from her father's hold,
she ran like an antelope away. Daring the
ambassador's sta, the friendship, begun so mr-
rily between the children, became more el9ely
cemented every day by a new alliance in, ie-
chief. The wine, set out to cool for dinner, was
stealthily decanted away, and replaced bypcup-
ningly colored mixtures; the duke's npff-box
filled with flour, that gave his moustachQ4r-
mature old age; the dish aof plums at desert,
served up with a majority of pin-cushionsjhat
they had spent the morning In contriving; the
fountain pipes filled up with stones; the doublet
sleeves of the ,important ambassador sewed up,
and a few eggs. deposited at the closQ4 orifdee;
sudden shower baths given to full dressed young
ladies ;the hounds let loose In the flower garden,
and, to crown all, advesturous leaps from ,the
battlements of ,one torer to those of Another
lower, till the whole housei ;rejoleedb-whes
the Count Ferdinand left, to stdy war in the

)
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Spish army, and -the Lady Edith returned to
hdr governes arid her books.

Some eight, years had, rolled happily over
England. Conspiracies seemed to be set aside,
the good Queen Anne quietly installed upon the
thn.werand the war of the Spanish succession
waged-hotly with all the skill of Marlboro' and
Edgenbr A great frigate, bearing Spanish pris-
oners, lay in the harbor of Portsmouth, and the
Duke of Norfolk, ever ready to gratify feminine
.curiosity, was explaining naval tactica to his
daughter and a-few of her friends, upon the deck.
Wehry of the affair, the Lady Edith strolled to
the other side of the Ship, dahd stood, with her
arms folded in her lace mantle, looking into the
green water of the harbor. 'Raising her eyes at
the rattle of a sailor in the shrouds, they lighted
upon-a prisoner, sitting by the tafrail, with a
large Spanish cloak around him. The color
,'ed into her cheeks, 'but she walked calmly,
towards him.

"Ferdinand I" said she, in a low voice.
"Edith 1"
A"'Tho, a prisoner I"
"Such -are the' chances of war, madam," he

'replied, in a slightly foreign accent.
"Canst thou not escape I"
"I have refused parole. Yonder is my guard."
"I will bring my father to 'thee. Do thou

come to us in Devonshire. If I have a boat be-
low, canst thou enter it unseen I Farewell, my
lord '" and she tripped lightly to her friends.

" Hast found a lover V" said one, laughingly.
"Only practising my Spaish," she returned,

saluting' asurly soldier with a Spanish jest; and
taking her father's arm, she led him aside, and
told'of Ferdinand.,

Thb- frigate lay in distant moorings from the
shore at sunset, and by the lanterns at her stern
In the dark night her situation was evident.,
The moon had not risen, when a boat put out'
Stealthily from the shore, arid rowing with muf-
-fled oars, quietly lay to beneath the bows of the
frikate. A low whistle from the boat, answered
by another from the deck; a pause, and sliding
down the anchor chains, Ferdinand was received
into the boat, which instantly-shot of again.

"Thou att safe," whispered the slender form
beside him ; he made no reply, save to kiss the
little hand in his. ~ The boatswain's -loud pipe
resounded from the :frigate, and a shot came
razing the water just beside them. A few-more'

heartf strokes, ani their keel touched the sand.
The men largely paid and dismissed Ferdinand

upon his road to Devonshire, and the duke and
Lady Edith returned to the hotel. The next
morning the quiet town 'was all astir, for the
most precious prisoner of all had escaped,-an
officer who, having performed prodigies of valor,
and whose skill and bravery having most harassed
the allied troops, had only been taken at an im-
menee expenditure of cunning, treachery, and
gold. Three days, in order to allay suspicion,
did the duke and Lady Edith remainat Ports-
mouth, and on the fourth departed for the sum-
mer residence in Devonshire. In this sweet
home the rosy weeks flew by joyously, and no
convenient escape yet offered itself for the count,'
while recounting their old pranks, re-visiting old
haunts, practising mamrigals and canzonets, the
lapse of time was unnoticed, both by himself and
Edith. One morning Edith, at a funeral pace,
with an open letter in her hand, entered the
drawing-room, where sat her mother and Count
Ferdinand.

"Mamma," said she, "imagine any catastro-
phe, and then say, Lady Barbara Metcalf comes
here to-day I Count Ferdinand will no longer
be safe. She is the greatest gossip in England,
and knows every tit bit of scandal, from- John
O'Groat's house to Land's EndI She must not
come, certainly I"

"But how to prevent it ?" asked her mother.,
anxiously.

" Stay! I have it V" cried Edith, and dancing
from the room, she returned in a few moments
with a great roll of scarlet 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, cut me large
letters from this white cloth," she added. "An
L, no, two L's, an A and M, an X, a P, an 0
and an S. ~ That will do. Is it not like our old
play? Mamma, thou wilt take a needle and
run this seam V" taking another herself, with a
great show of industry,-for, to tell the truth,
Edith was not greatly skilled at her needle.
Sewing the white letters, one by one, upon the,
bunting, she finally spread it out upon the car-
pet, and the words, "SMALL POX," glared at
her astonished coadjutors. Ringing the bell,
which was answered by a footman before her
mother could frame a ndw remonstrance-

"Good Gregory," she said, "run this up -in
place of the flag on the high tower. Be speedy!"

j

and, enjoying every one's dismay, she begirn' tion, bridled & ad'coqttedIbyurns with'the
smaller one. This being ft isbed, s A'n dow iplexed coudt. 6a Le6n in, h day, as E t
the lawnwith it andgaW it to the tfers little and Ferdinand sketched from a bow-voidow
boy at the gates, together;with a thousand in- before L43y4arat raan doMAEdlth," said
structions. As she returned, the 'great *hlto- the di66ss ' f oirdn olrngdo.e doWen

lettered tag' waved stiffly over the castle in the hither to-dayand ahy stito, it is thy tier
breeze, spreading its &ontigidus rumor afar. X6 and my will that thonwiltire eive hi
sooner'was Edith enjoying the effect, as she iar- "Suit-ably I" finished Edith, with emphasis.
rated it to her mother and the count, than the Ferdinand,ithr hlt etiiary deeiladf, left
sound-of eels'strhek their ears, them.

"That may be she," cried Edith. "Now-for "Maama," said Edith, lfter a motentf'y
the daimosal's terror I" silence, 1 never' will wetdL&AlBolirtgbke, -6

A moment the carriage delayed at the gates, help me-Westmiste5 bridge.
another, and it rolled up the avenue to the-gnid My Lord Bolingbroke was a gen Tinanfti
entrance. truly noble cast of contiieanee,- elegant m --

"0, Mhry mother I simpleton that I am " ner arid -greattVealtb bUt his arrival prodded
cried Edith; falling in a comical despair upon i no effect upon Edith. That evetiing" she ts
fauteuil, "Lady Bab. has'had the small pox I" again ivrL:iy Barbart's drestltona.

Lady Barbara was a young woman, with "Didastever know," skid the lattEr, "anything
pinched and frosty features, -and very small, so absurd: as this young Ian's eyes; In folt611tng
black eyes, in singular contrast with tightly me ? Everywhere I go there'are a new hw6t'df
curling hair of a vivid red. lovers. I hate to disappoint them if they re

"t'Whieh-of yoi'are sick" she asked, abrupt- anywise .sensitive, but it is really troubleibite.

ly, after the first greetings. There was yohng Veasey, at Bath, a iodth tgo,

"0, those tlags, mamma! Thou didst 'not blew out his brains solely on iiy eont, tdMely.

heed them, Bab t" said Edith, with a merry However, he had lost all hit fotie at gathing,
glance at FerdinIn. the night before, and it wa-n't'5o inteh'attetI

In Lady Baibara's dressing-room, somewhat I cannot marry them all," she added, penaively;

later, " Didst notice," said Edith, "the count's but Edith was already gne. "What is it they

observance of thee V" 'see i ne so powerfil"'shb continue, diedti-
"I saw he could not take his eyes off fOmt tatirugly.

me I" "God, he knows," answered her Innocent Ab-

"Fasdinated'! Depend upon it V" cried Edith. igail, in a pious, sympathetic woudermetit, fibm
"Who is he I Wealthy !" behind her chair.
"Nay. A Spanish prisoner, merely." "0, it's you, is it f" retatied YLJ berbaa,

"0," said Lady Barbara, with a disappoint- sharply. "Speakwhen spoken tol'? With
ed cadence. I shall be obliged to defeat his which lady-like remark saclosid h'r toilet.

hopes. I could not think, for a inoment, of sadch. One pleasant noon, the duchtss kna Edith,

a marriage." And they went dofthl together. with their guests, sat 1rie *estem drjwtft-
At dinner, Lady Bairara, sitting by Ferdi- room.

nand's side, during the billiant table talk, where "I must speak decisively;"' iid Ldy
he shone conspicuous by his'lively wit, his'-ex- Barbara to Edith. "I can11 more eddt" U this
tensive knowledge and entertaining anecdote, young man's impertinence," and she td kiskein
received the grave attentions of the table, which of wool froin 'her tdble.

he bestowed; with so pleased a consbiousdenv Ferdinanid, with his usual graveeourtesy obt--
and coquettish shyness, mingled with nmysterious ad to wind it.
glances at Edith, t.st Terdiiand * completely 'Nay," said Lady Barbara, shaking her head
amazed. Edith never retnaiekable for the polite- and requesting Lord Bollngbroke's assistatde.
ness that chaifacterlied-her mother, leaned baek Ferdinand, who had been reading aloudfri
in her chair and laughed outright. Beaumuont And 'P.t *e, se d hill p4s"t

"I declare, Edith,'said Lady B#b., "thou employment '
art incomprehensible." '"Young nai,"IinteinripMi Edy &btut

Four days thus passed, during which Lady surveying him narr*l? -fobi her little b"k
Barbara, laboring -under the ridicelous decep- 4yes, ' your attentions have become quite oda-
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sive to me. I am unable to return thenr in th
light you wish, and beg to have no more o

"0, ha! Iha! I ha I laughed Edith, throw
log down her pencil, 0, it's too goodI Ha
haIha! O,OBabI he is no more in love witt
thee than'I am. It was only a joke. Ha! ha
ha I"

Ferdinand, Bolingbroke, the duchess, were
stone still; even Edith stilled her merriment, a
the expression of .Lady Barbara's face, as gath
ering ypher embroidery, she sweptin high dud

goo frm te rom;Th-e duchess -followed her
immediately, offering a thousand apology in
vain. Lady Barbara borrowed the duke's coach,
bfdesiring that her maid and baggage should

be forwarded, passed hastily, in a few moments,
equipped for ajourney, down the staircase.

Lady fab!ILady Bab I" cried Edith, run-
ning out and stifling her laughter. "I beg your
vridonk i Iwas foolish and imprudent. Pray

overlook itI Do not go,!I Say you will come
agai!

Lady Barba'ra disengaged her hand. " Before
come to Norfolk castle again, you may all have

the sall pox and die of it I" she cried, twisting
up a small portion of Edith's akm between her
fingers with tbe utmost spitefulness. Edith
can back into the drawing-room, piteously dis-
p layig the black and blue spotupon her arm.

gIt is certain," said she, "that Lady Barbara,
go where sh will, leaves an impression.--

The Count Ierdinand, weary of the bondage
that was daily drawing him deeper into another
mre dangerous, was walking, alone and gloomy,,
in the park. A sunny opening among the frlled
trees, disclosed to him Edith, with Lord Boling-
broke in a lover's. attitude at her feet. He
streak into a side path, a deeper gloom upon his
face, and sadder thoughts still, in his heart. An
hour's walk brought him, unawares, upon the
very place, and Edith stood, there alone, in the
same position.

sI have been waiting for thee, my friend,"
she- aIs

I have come, then, only to bid thee farewell,"
he answered.

Edith opened her large eyes, repeating his
last -words.

yady Eih, I cannot see thee another's
wife. I have loved thee ! Prisoner and deso-
late as I am, I have dared to hope, and have
wasted the passion and joy that should have

been sprea -ver a lifetime, in thQvaia delight

e of these few weeks. I go forth foreverito lone-
if liness and despair."

"Yerdinand," said Edith,smiling through her
- tears, ."dost thon truly love me? Wilt thou
! have me, with all my imperfections ?" She
h stood close beside him, her hand upon his shoul-
t der, in the old, childish way. "Bolingbroke is

nothing to me," she said.. "I love oUly thee 1"
The lovers met with no opposition from duke

t or duchess, but the preparations fori-ordinand's
- departure were accomplished that evening, and
- next morning a fishing smack, anchored by the
r coast, was- to skim safely over with him to Bou-
ilogne.

But Lady Barbara's petty revenge had not
been idle; for detailing, as she passed through
Portsmouth, a few exaggerated; facts, a revenue
cutter was despatched -secretly to that quarter
of the coast, and a strong force of soldiery march-
ed to the adjoining town. Long before daylight,
Ferdinand was put on board the siack, which,
bore all sail, away. - The rising sun, striking a
glory through the distant- mists, silvering vars
and sails, and revealing every point; along the
shore, still showed the fisher, half disappearing
in the fog, when three boats, filled with armed
men, shot out from a cove, infullechase. Look-
ing from where they stood upon the sand, the
duke and Edith beheld the coast lined with sol-
diers, while the hearty strokes of- those in the
Ioats threw them forward with a fearful swift-
ness, till they disappeared in the mist. An
'hour, and the waiting multitudes saw them re-
turn. As they landed, they took from one of
the boats a prisoner, bound hand and foot.

"We str ggled well for him," said the boat-.
swain, ,fo hefought like a tiger."

Edith was not one to wring >her hands, and
she went home to breakfast.

Mamma," she said, "we have cards for the
queen's grand masquerade ball, next Thursday ?
You will accept thengl? And, dear mamma, let
us go up to London to-day, and do thou conde.
scenld to gossip, and tell me all thou. hearest are
to, go, and what they may wear. I myself will
have a dozen masques-"

Queen Anne, though compelled to set a price
upon her brother's head, loved him with all the
intensity of her quiet nature; her conscience
warned her that she occupied his right, and her
mind, after the death of her children, was full of
projects and conspiracies in his favor. Thus,
though she knew he was, at that moment, again
id the kingdom--being guarded by a jealous

r
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ministry,-she had hitherto found an interview
with the PrinceJames Edward impossible. .But,
as if by an inspiration, she had ordered a mas-

querade in the paisee, on a more extensive scale
than had ever gladdened festive hearts. The
cards issued were numerous as "Ileaves in Val-
lambrosa," and it was -here, in an unknown

masque, that she intended the intervieW. The'
streets were thronged with coaches at an early
hour, and already the halls of St. James were
full of fantastic and beautiful forms, winding
amorg themselves in time to the magnificent
music of the orchestra, when the duke and duch-
ess, in rich Spanish costumes, arrived; but
Edith was not with them. Neither had the
queen arrived. A simple hack driving up, paid
and dismissed by a single slender figure, was
immediately followed by another, whence de-
scended a remarkably stout lady. Her head-
dress was conspicuous with plumes of. every
color, as she descended from the dressing-rooms,
and her whole array was a medley of gay hues
and mediaeval styles. Masqued, and holding
her fan before her, she sailed in, requiring as
much room t as a Spanish galleon. Securing a
little page, shortly, she whispered him, "1 Thou
seest you sea nymph ? Go thou and fall before
her, and in rising, lay hold upon 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 Metcalf,"
upon her back.

".I think, my dear," soliloquized the stout
lady, " thou wilt not do so much mischief to-
night as thou didst anticipate." Moving along,
she confronted a portly gentleman, dressed i

the papal robes, but limping with a broken stick,
as in derision of the Roman Church. "For all
thou art so lame, holy father," said she, "thy
step is Swfft."

" How the deuce did you know me " cried the
astonished pope, in a blatant voice.'

She only nodded her, head mysteriously, and
with a slow circuit, re-sought the-empty dress-
ing-room. There came thence, in another mo-
ment, a troubadour in the light provencal dress,
with a lute in his little hands, striking now and
then a harmony. ~ Gliding with a quick step and
a quicker jest between groups, she came to a
single individual, in the attire of a Roman gen.
eral, leaning against a pillar, whose head and
shoulders were so disproportionately tall as to

. suggest the idea of pasteboard. Standing close

beside him, he sung to the music of his late the
following stanzas

"When Alexander's shining sword
Uad eating more to holev

Ile added to his partial name
Monosyllablo Pope!

ores-ga d cross-eyed, and dull,
le proved the hero but a man,

The poet but a fool.

Thine ass's ears show under thylion's skin, M.

Pope," he laughed.
Discovering many other' Identities, the -trou-

badour lost his own, and a-nun of the Antiunead
stole round, -with her thin, blue-silk veil falling
over her white garments.

" My infidel, Lord Bolingbroke," murmured
the nun, to a red-cloaked cardinal, "thy dress
is a mockery I Kneel t6 this cross I"-

The cardinal laughed, while she moved on
towards one in the crimson-velvet garmeint of
an astrologer, embroidered with silver stars And
crescents. "Thou shouldst wear this ghrb al-
ways, Sir Isaac," she said. "Fitly art thou an
astrologer, great Newton "-

An angel, with rosy wings, and shining curls,
and snowy robes, supplanted the nun, as she
threw her blue veil upon a'seat. "0, Sarahl of
Marlboro'," she whispered, to one in the dreds
of Zenobia, "England's and Palmyra's queens
are not so friendly as of yore. I am not the
Angel of Death, your grace," she cried, to the
Highlander by Zenobia's side. "He will come
to Marlboro', anon I Here, Benbow," she laugh-
ed, to an old Tai '"here is a sea nymph for
thee ! Lady Bab! Lady Bab!I did the Spaniard
deceive thee ?" And the angel laughed as soft
a laugh as the sound in the sea nymph's shells,
on her way to a dressing-room. A tall lady, in
a blue domino, passed the door, as a sweet little
English peasant girl came omit, with a basket of
flowers upon her arm. The shot, white petti-.
coat and pink jacket, and the lace cap, half over
the bright, dropping hair, gave her a most be-
witching appearance.

'I will not betray thee," whispered the peas-
ant girl to the lady in the blue domino, "though
thy highness has a moustache behind thy maskI
The weather is sweeter in Rome, Prince James P"
and she glided by to a nun in black robes.
"Madam," whispered she, so low that none save
the nun could hear, "come with me." The
nun turned, and they went into an alcove to-
gether. "I know," said Edith, removing her
mask, "that thou art the queen. I know, also,
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tht. thy brother, the Prince James Edward, is
Yonder in the blue domino."' The gasping queen
mde a terrified -notion to remove her mask.
"Nay," said Edith, "none bet I know it. Queen
Anne, I am thy faithful subj ct,, but tenderly as
thou loves thy brother, I love another. Thou
rememberest that thou thyself hast set a price
upon the Stuart's head. Madam give me th e
life and freedom of Count Ferdinand di Garci-
lasso -the Spanish prisoner in the Tower,cand
thy brother is safe !" and she produced a parch-
ment and a minute writing apparatus brother
flower-basket. " Write it fairly,madam, " Aid
Edith. The queen wrote, in a bold, free handan entire pardon, sealing it with her signet ring,
bhe signed it fully, and- gave it to the lovely
peasant girl. Edith quickly called the Duke of
Norfolk's coach, and left the palace for-the
Tower.

The great concourse assembled in church a
month later, was nowise saddened by the absence
of Lady Barbara, as Ferdinand led Edith to the
altar.. While many a gentle heart in the gal.
leries beat faster at sight of the dark curls flow-
lug over the Spanish doublet, and thelarge black
eyes overlooking the pale chiselling of the bride.
groom's features. And the queen herself took
the love from Edith's fingers, with a reconciled
and thankful condescension.

There was one palatial residence in the ciy
of-San Dontingo, rivaling the palucerof the old
wprd in Magnificence. It was the home of his
,excellency, the governor? Count Ferdinand di
Garcilasso. The blue Atlantic glittered at a
distane-from its flat roofs, and the 'deep, safe
waters of the river Ozima rolled far beyond it,into the city, beneath the overhanging windows,while great ships and barges lay at anchor within
speaking distance. 'It was built in the light and
graceful style of Saracenic architecture, with the
pilazzos, and balconies, and columns that grace
the streets of Damascs.Feqenl'sm

er~ ~ ~ ~ s e 
at ea e finrequen y someslave's skilful. hand filled- the whole place with

melody,- and lulled the 'Lady Edith gent'lier 'in
her siesta, till she Woke to find herself strewn
with aromatic blooms by baby hands. Or lean-
ing at night, beside Ferdinand, from her win-
dows, whence poured a great illumination, boat
and skiff speeding along with friendly recogni-
tion, sweet songs arising in the distance, and the
moon hanging full and fiery above the low hori-
zon. ak.Thy home pleases thee ?" the governor
might ask.

"England was sweet enow," is the low reply.
"But it was- never like this, sY love Venie
is not so beautiful " ,y e

I

1

I

Low and sweet was the music of the Loire as
it wound its silvery way through the sunny vales
of France, kissing the banks of the many vine-
clad hills that shadowed its waves, and picturing
them in Isuch 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 lullaby of mer-
maid's song. Many kovely spots did that river

glide softly by as it chanted so low and sweet,
and many an ear was bent to hear its familiar
tones, and many a heart, as they stole 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 Altieux. No
ears were bent oftener to listen to its murmuring
music than those of his young and lovely daugh-
ter Louise, and no knight of all fair France was

prouder of its rolling waters than was she of her

native, her beauteous Loire.
She had a favorite seat under an arching tree,

close to the river's bank, and hither she came,
whether inerry or sad, twice a day; when the

sun was first flinging its golden rays over the

mountain tops, when the birds were warbling
their nativehymns, and the flowers lifting up their

dewy eyes, and when the purple and crimson

floods of sunset -light were haloing with glory
the *estern sky, when the vesper notes floated
from the old gray chapel, and buds and blossoms

folded their fragrant leaves'and drooped in their

beautiful sleep. If merry, she fancied the stream

t

laughed with her, while its rolling tides weuld
seem to blend in the sweetest of chorus notes
with her ringing laugh and happy song. If sadi
it seemed to her like a stream of tears, and ,it@
voice would come to her then with a dirge-like

wail, and mournful, but solemn, as come the
voices of the departed 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 liked her ear-,
liest, her dearest memories. How many hours
of childishjoyhad she and the little brother who

slept under that -tiny green mound in the church-

yard, enjoyed together upon its, flowery banks I
How many pleasant walks and talks had she
known there with her father and mother, after

the voice of little Philip was hushed I And In

later times how often had her maiden heart
throbbed with almost delirious ecstacy on -the
brink of those flashing waves, as 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 yesI Within a year that river had
become a still more hallowed spot in her mem-

ory, for,beside it, her betrothal vows had been

whispered,-beside it, the golden' ring had been

slipped upon her finger,-;-beside it, the first kiss
of love had been received and given! -

Low and sweet was the music of the beautiful
Loire aS Louise bent her fleet footsteps to its
brink onesAunny-eve in June,-low, it seemed to

her as was thestar of hoe;in her heart's horim

zon, and sweet as the memories that clustered
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about that favorite seat, on which she sank so'
quickly. Very pale was her fair brow, while
the dark lines under the golden lashes, which,
drooped so pitifully over her swollen eyes,
seemed to'speak of an agony too deep for words.
Her pallid lips quivered with sobs,her heart beat
convulsively, and her small white hands were
now wrung in the mute language of grief, and
then were folded as in passive despair on heri
throbbing bosom.,

For a long while she sat there in deep silence.
But at length, lifting her head and dashing the
heavy drops from her eyelids, she gazed sadly
around her, and then-in a oioe of tojrching pa.
thos, exclaimed: "My last evening'here! 0,
can it be ? Must I leave my sunny France, my
singing river, my laughing' flowers, my shadow-
ing trees, my birdling pets, my, beautiful.home,
my brother's grave-all, all! - O, my' Heavenly
Father, be near me now, for I am weak indeed."
And then she bent her knees and communed in
silence with the God of the Huguenots, praying
for strength in their hour of need so clos at
hand, and for resolution to .go through all that,
would await them in their perilous flight from
their native land to that wilderness over the
ocean, where only then could they hope for that
freedom of soul which they prized so dearly.
- She was very calm when shearose andseemed
transformed by her earnest prayer from a shrink-
ing maiden to a fearless martyr, ready and will-
ing to brave tempest and wave, to give up life's
holiest memories and its dearest hopes. "I
would -it were over," murmured she,-" this
parting scene, for it will rack me as never did
priest his victim, and yet I feel that I have that
within my soul that will carry me through. But
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. " Didst call him, love? Methought
I heard my name softly spoken as -1 leaped the
thicket. But how is this, Louise,? In tears and
so sad too. What means it, love ?" And he
drew the maiden's head close to his heart and
showered her damp, white face with kisses.,

- " Yon have not heard, then I" said she, when
atlength she found her lips.

"Heard I What, Louise? Speak quickly,
love. You'scare me with your pale, sad looks."

Then the maiden' lifted her head and, gazed
carhestly into ber lover's faes seeming the while
to.stiruggle -hard for'the Imasteryof her emotions
At length she spoke -" Methinks a Catholic so

devout as is your father, Bertrand, would ere
now have called upon you to rejoice in your
king's mandate."

"What mandate, Louise?' What edict can
Louis the Fourteenth, our blessed monarch, have
spoken, that can have caused such terror in a
maiden-'s heart? I cannot even guess. I have
been closeted in closest study with - Father
Anselm all day long, and know nothing of what
you intimate. What is it ?"

"You do not know, then, that the king has
unjustly revolved the edict of Nantes-that death
or banishment is the cruel sentence denounced
Upon the headsof ll those Protestants in France
who do not renounce their faith."

Pissionately 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 heavens did he hold her there, striving with
the wildest entreaties of love to induce her to
tarry in her native clime, to become his bride at
once, and as the wife of a -noble .and wealthy
Catholic, while in her heart she might be true to
her religion, enjoy the .freedom and .beauty of
life in the lovely home of her youth.

-But- in vain -did he expostulate and plead.
Hushing the yearnings of her heart as it craved
to lie forever in the bosom of its love, to'have
forever its home amid the haunted scenes about
her, the maiden firmly, but sadly too, made
known to her lover her determination to be true
to-her convictions then and ever, to leave iher
sunny France, her youthful lover, all the hopes
and memories, which till that day she had so
fondly cherished, and go forth with her beloved
ones, over the sea, to the western wilds.

"With the morrow's sunset I- shall see the
white sails of the exile's vessel-with the next
sunrise I shall bid my native coast a long, yes,
an eternal and 0, how sad-farewell. It only
remains, Bertrand, that we nerve ourselves to
part. This ring," and.she slipped the golden
circlet from her- quivering finger; "this ring
which once I hoped to haye worn when my pulse
was still, I must now give back; and may she
who wears it after me,.never know the anguish
that is crushing now my, dearest hopes."

" Hear me, hear aue, my own Louise I" and
Bertrand sank on his knees before her, "Re.
ligion may forbid.that we should ever wed, but
it cannot forbid oeur holy love, our love that has
grown up:with our youbg lives, that has sancti-
ied the past and made heavenly the futureI No,
Louise ;" and he' rw the ring again upon her

finger. No other brido shallwear it, 'and not'
until another has sought' agnd won your hand,
shall it be taken thence."

And then they parted,
Parted In suieie, parofa In tears,
On the banks of thefrsntive river'"

Sad, almost ready to break, seemed to Louise
her heart, as she slowly retraced 'her path td the'
castled home which had nurtured her ancestors
for so many a generation back. Yet that privi-
lege, so -inestimable to those who mourn, of
weeping till her sobs became a lullaby to shim-
ber, was then denied her, and forcing herself'to
wear an aspect of cheerfulness; she spent the re-
mainder of the night in assisting her parents to
complete their hasty preparations for an imme-
diate flight. Much and valuable property had
to be sacrificed, but bravely was itdone, for the
compensation was life, and'liberty to worship as
the heart thought best, and could they only have
been certain of a cottage home in that western
world, freed from the perils of the wilderness
they would have parted with less regret than
they did from old and chetished objects.

The sun was just touching the old turrets with
its first golden beam, as the exiled ones steppe
hito the light raft that was to carry them for tht
last time over the waters of the Loire. F
would they have lingered awhile on its hallowe
banks, and taken a long last look of the spot s
dear, but the words -of the ' fatal edict seemed
ringing in their ears, now like th4 funeral note
of beautiful 'hope, and againvtith the ominous
shriek of the carrion bird, impatient to see th
last'drop of lfe bloodoze from the veins of hi
prey ; and clinging-wildly to each other, father
mother and daughter secreted themselves it th
tihy eabin and gave orders to the waiting cre
to set their sails.

As Louise bad told he lover, with the suns
their tearful gaze rested on the vessel that we
to'bear them over 'the deep- They were urgt

to ethbark at oude, though it would not wei.
aneiortiill sunrise, but their hettp plead j to
powerfully to be res ted, fr onemo"s fight,
the soil of their loved nativelnt and eroucht

together tinder a rude' tnt;framed ha'tily fo
canu"st lent theta by their eewvhWW ewere 6
retainei's of theoiiAt, fortilast tise they pe

formed religions servieesin'Fae "Theabo
men, though eah e4utlfpfbesde' rosary
hisioaeacht ie he knel; w es impress
withth6 selemaity of thir ehatk* e tea

rolled downtheirlsunb t d* rea

I
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hearts were llled with tendern i. 'eaingilm-
self loset6 td coming 6Cthe tent, into ,*hi6h
streame&the rludsn 1igt ofthe departing day,
the count-rta pihag' aftet akssge froni the
holy Volhme, and that earnest, ituidsoned 1i
haunted the e'arsof his rs e listeneis fbi- yes.
Then the trio joined their voices in one of thoie
grand old hymns, *hie have been pealing ever
since through the atiles of the sanctuary, like
music tones from a heavenly harp. And theri,
on their bent knees, they of'r d up th6ir last
evening prayer in the laM of thir birth, and i'1
was a prayer worithy their Protestant 'hearts, foi-
not only did they commit theinselves to the hand
of the Omnipotent, but beseech him to pour hit
blessing not only on their brother and sister ref.
ugees, bitt on their most crnel oppressors.' "All,
all, Father," eied the tietnbling voice of the
count ; all would we number ,in our prayer
and now do with us as thob seest fit."

It was a tearful time on'the quay the -next
morning, as friends aid neighbors garteds
sadly and so suddenly,br religIon docs not ar;T

ways set at difiaiee the oUtgtshigs ofi teheart,
and mahy a CathOlic and Proetatof that *ie

d realm *ere bound together by ties it was l
e indeed to seibr ;,and of all that gathered thro
k see that vesse8 of xiled ones set safl, not ote,
d though proud of his alleglahee to his king, lit
o rejoiced that-t'ey had been -enabled to lee hW
d vengeance, and not onei*as ihele bitt gaveh
s blessing to thepaytngfiend.
d , Louise hadrossed the patik et an eaiy hour
e and sought'- pla where,i htnotici by ti e
s throng, she ,Ould ge tuldistee"e forbade it
r, longer, on the tui shoes: She heard the
e last orders iven,8itlW a bu"tf tears so yiot'

w as to blind h'eriesigit andalmot fainting, was
sinking oft her kftees, '*lin' she felt be

et all at one casped At heart wiose: 'tr n
as were like 71o11kh6ld words, aedrda hersef
d calledby the madt ddamg 'names.

h more o~eeEre ;i ist~caress 'the on or~~~~h ~i m&eo',c 'uoe h e xaf~d~ore
1o my heart wouldiotte jiddeUll there, there a

f lodg Net etti lt ti Ift"Y is9 were le
d broken ieeies ilt i tted ofr#'am iiar swet-
4W ne6' passiAnatliy biitied 'ig qier ears,4
Id then feeling, ratio er tIt see ngi'that so m Ing

W shehde nd *I isWeo6tlee more
tW on&41igi& eidv&8s6 aW t|Ih Wro
ed" utlelb4A l i ' 4 ht n

ghT wth w1.

i
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Many hours after, se had recqv#al e
lay tsing in her narow, berth, she Chance4 as'
she once pressed, conv*sivety er hpart,to feel
her fingara, rest on .ojntething, sirge her
touch. She drew it forth from he folds oi her
disordered robe n.d with ecstac y nede the dis,-
coyery ,liaA it was a golden locket, with the pie-
tured face of Bertrand on the ,O e side, and a
braid from his dark;locks on the other, and the
chan which held it she rneognr$ at once as
owghich for yeaxs he had wor abouthis neck.
1v y a arting gift tobe highly prized,.and]
like a talisman of hope it camp to her weary
hegt And whilee yet lost ,i communion with
it her, mther appresched with a fresh and fra-
gat.clwster of blossoms, whigh hoe had found
sle said by her Aidse when thex raised her up,
Tlteirodor gave new life to Louise, and when
onthe morrow, as unwittingly ske broke the
silken cord that bound them, and found. coiled
around each slender, stem a brief, but fervent
wrd of hope and faith from ths hand that hed
gathered them for her, from spoes that were as
]ecas in her memory, her heart grew strong,
and there beamed upon her inward sightsA vision
beautiful as those which had corme to .her so
ettn in her favorite seat beside the Loire.

Well for them all was it too, that Louise had
those hopes and that faith to cheer her,and keep
well end strong herjheart, for much need had,
she of health and trust en tbst long and tedious
voyage. Her mother sickened in a few 4 ays
after they set sail, and did not raise her languid
heed till she hIad rested masy a dayon the shores
of their new, wild home. er father, too, while
waoebing by an humble friend who begged per-
mission to accompany them,.willingto go even
as. a servant rather than lose "the right to wor-
slip (lod," contracted a disease that threatened
speedy death. Andbetween the two, so dearly
loved, so highly prized, the slender girl for snany
a day and night divided her anxious watches,
relieved at length, but not until almost in sight
of land, by the recovery of the one.,

It was carly in autumn that the 4les landed,
but instead of the gorgeous views that sally
greet the eye at that seasonp, thehybeheld only
naked woods and bare fields, through the first
of which the winds Went rattling naclahing,
a$d over -the latter ran, with a 1O% ing
sound,,tliat seemed the_ dirge of the. beau 'ful,
It an and tediousqr fid they enduays tough
tIst long, cold and tedious winter that, iner-
vened between their arrival and the bloondepf

flowers an4t a-0 g9of birds and thoughts of
their sunny, Frnco,with itha genislskisa and
mellow air, would oftentimes rush overhemt so
vividly that they would wepaylong- hours
with a homesick memory. Andfor the first two
years of their-residence in tfeir New England
home, though when spring,,summer ap4 the'
golden autqlntimeopened their rich andvaried
charms to them, they came to fLel that thebea4-
tiful was net al lefa over the sea, they yet en-
dured hardships and perils of the most grievous
kind. Twicehad the humble cabin which they
had reared over their heads burned to the
ground, and but that they always kept bur-ied
those treasurer which they could not. secrete
about them, they would have had poverty of the
sternest kind addedto their troubles.

In the springof. the third year they were in-
duced to remove from their first settlement to
one more numerous in population and older: in
years, and turned their steps towards the sopth-
erapart of the fertile valley of the Connecticut.
As that glorious old river burst upon their sight
one sunny morn in June, an exclamation of de-
light broke from each lip, and they resolved one7
and all that it should be the Loire of their hearts.
A. tract of lakid bordering upon its banks was
immediately purchased, and each set to work to
make the.home which they had decided shoul be
there erected, as nearly like the castled one they
had left behind 4s possible. . fit' F

The architecture of the. building that soon
arose, resembled closely one wing of their former
spacious mansion, and -that one too, in which
they usually dwelt,,and though, instead of the
massive stones of which~tbat was built, this was
only of timber, yet by painting it the same gray
hue o'f that and teaching the wild vines to clam-
ber over its walls, and leaving the old forest
trees which for years had stood upon the place,
to grow about it in-their own wild grandeumr,they
had the satisfaction of giving intaniestlook to-
their home iaVAlmsst the first yearof its erection.
The garden, too, wan ainiature one of the 5ya,
cious grounds that ad-surWonded their castle,
and frequently would-the invalid mother, as she
walked through ia .pleasant, alleys, come upon
some little nook, 4ome arbor or some flower bed,
so like to theseshe ha4 let behis4that the
present would Weesa4 a dream, ad, for a 'while
she would fancy bepTof bagt aggip ver the
waves, Thee e aM* Amanningeof Louise,
and after terouple oefyear had elapsada their
pleasant. v4eehom% she would havebeen per-

feetly content-Io stay there so like-had they;I
made ittentheiroldekh on, but fort-the !a4 ionr i
thoughtof Bertrand: .She had made herself a
seat 0nthe banks oethetiver under 6ne-of those
grandoldelmaethat for a'edaturf had -cast its-
shadows there, and hither she would -withdraw
and-dreamto:the ,music of the wavas that glided
band as it sang &*low sweet hymn, or went
rahing- on in-stormy and dise6rdant peals, so
beamedset glimmered her maiden hopes.,

In vain-did many-of thewgifted and the good,
about her seek-te-win Athe young French girl's
love. Sheever turned from them with so sad a
face that in their hearts they sorrowed more .for
her than for themselves, and were grieved that
they should have innocently touched a sore and,
crimson wound.-And when her parentsbesought
her often to- giveher.hand away, that when they
came to die they might not have to fear for her,-
left lonely in a foreign lad; shb would only,
answer: "While Iam, true to what ,1 feel is
right, that God, who bareds over the sea, and
has guarded ms here, wil-be my friend. I shall
never be'alone."

And thus five years passed on, and the love
which Louise had cherished -towards .Botrand.
when she felt for the last tivke; the pressure of
his lips, was warm as;ever, though never had she,
heard whether he was, still alive, or had long
since been buried* One, evening, and it was the
anniversary of that one which had seen her for
the lest-time lave her brow whk the silvery wa-
ters of the Loire; Louise sought her favoriteseat,
beside the gleaming wavesoftehe Connecticut.
It was a-beautifulaseason of the year, the frdsh-
ness and glory of early summer-tine being, all
about beri And it was a beautiful hour, thesun,
just sinking out-of -sight and leaving the whole
western sky flooded with gold and crimson
light, the shiftinglskadows of the hal4 oldtrmes
and of the purple hills miirored in the -murmur-
ingswaters, the soft sphyrs singing-throughthe
taggrassof the luxuriant meadows which rose
and fell-like the een breasted: ripples-of some
fairy sea, the whole air fragrant wikh the 'breath-
of flowers, and musical wh vesper hymns of
birds ,ndwares ansd the-glory spd gladness of

, creation -visibleevsryjwhp from the sweet-
soeeti turf to the arhisg sky.
-As Lonisetraversed tha#- lley of the garden

th 0le4to erm*wing apather whole% 4onUIwas
fil~d wiskpcstacy as she drank~n Ahe beutyof
the *cpene and her spirit "os with'W sir 4eae-
ment, and like a gay young French girl, whs

he hart Is. free from esIha09n Atceing,
along with"s* Atop"vs light -a A hi1q'jg with
carol ea heripsawna -tas sweet, as tiu* blek
gushed from the itleh yellow4broaml--wa hl
that flitted abovo her head. AndtheAl d4ab i
tied on theamosa-frtag4statenader the dtgepag
boughsof the old elmirc, insteadso eadi
thoughts which she hadmeant toecmmuaeithj
she was consciits of an eahilaration aftitsw
which forbade ,Q but beautiful, mensm ias.4- ,
she sat and watched the brilliant glow fe mt
the horisongsweet drea Mstole over hern ibhe
saw the vine#elsd hills oftherold atseesrdhmea;
the silvery waters of her native 'river, the tiny
*avea of the little rills that Jlowed4hrogtheIr
widefedis, the gushing of their cryst4 &immna,.
the old gray chapel from whose tusadbdi*atiA*
and vesper bells were:*ont to pe*l.e.sels4g
and theloftyand moaselad wells of theiaid*,Ah
castle, in the shelter of Whic1feeigtese I
she had-knowniso gld.!a -life. She :hes0Adg
the voices of the blth#eyousg ladysadt-agb~asa
as they -itted Otrthe Loin in thei* ti4g t.
and-theshouts and,-laughs oftmerey ehldhee s0
it capered on the groen befbre ths lodg&e. The
beautiful of the past came back, as mot4am
but 0, how rarely, will, without o Aehaim4*ene
its shining front, and ILouise satA thets, seap
in the delicloua dream, that aneouslowalp-kes
listened for her lover's step and the low*. msmt,
ions .nateh af song with which he west woa-4 -

hetald his leap-through the thikket-
-uddenlyi while the naidert sahbereg, t let

to all about her thsene mlghlterfaelteln
a vestalemuWiig with her oGnd s4m*le-
upon her ear a single strain of nusic, soseaig
to her almost like the breath of 4he awAehddm,
and yet floating as it were on thefO9 ofmagMOO
ed wave. EagerIgtalmnos$ -wildly, sha'iIslad
for another, thenhbowed her-bead-and 'fani*&4- -

trWsbut th4 vibration of thsnghtISpainahetajA
But: ore long a second and s thliud-.trMM~ thbins
the soft evening-air, a~d she feelsst ismadtvmeus
of her dream, ani at he seise AmomAs teegM
nines it as one which 'Rervread, frspaelva-s
pastime he personategl the returnesd -tmbednpra
always sungo under ba# laiee Dat hwse

SeaseI isiow% BaDeeed lti up front t*ewegtil
rater, e.r did A spidt-bear Is onits wings'.

- ;Ruahingi closer to the riert's iksheedbs.
oust "0ert dBertraId, uise roSw it ieS
-enlyy Bet~heissseg,*wstbees
iat raMheta wBrsi-remble U 1ne@Wow

llpse-a llghtsballop dartttromeied a:i~akA
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faiyidfr and the siagie oarsian, as though life stretched upon his dyilg bed, was the son Im
WWn stake, rowed tbvidit Utheshorov "A is nred in*roowk so lofty, that-none butanehgle
he ;tia BrtrUand4%riedouise ; andsank dpom cotldhareseasedlhe distance betwei thetrate&
Uhe~xtysettywhiteas:;the lily thlit was fast window and the tar. Btike kindly hands of
teanedlh herihairv ,death unsealed the fountain of" lovein _thb old

-SE;4twda Destrand~ertrand eom~toseek, man's heart,-and the love which he had born
lisl addone, after f4ve long, lonely years of theaaother of hisboy, when in hergirlish beauty
abmgs. Itvware invia4o picture the raptre: she became his bride, and the sorrow he had felt
of theiirr Such meetlag*; lik. angels' visits when'after onelittleyear of bliss hesaw herpalA.
todhe Marthghave a sadrednese about theri that and still, with' aeypress wreath upott her brow,
foibl~iedescription. cam# over him fresh as a violet's breath, when

A few -Words will tell the story. When he the snow has thawed. He commandedin tones
turned from-the pale face, of Louise upon the so iuthoritative- that the priest dared not dissent,
doek of the -exiles' vessel, it was with the deter. that he take the key he gave him and bring his
minatiwi to fellow her as soon as his coming of son before him, and leave themwlone till he was
agoweld place sufficient property in his hands called again.
toitenderthem comfortable n the western world, But when that summons came the old lord
Bowebe4hat inse arritedte was commanded hi was motionless in death. His son, after receive.
his fatherto*ed the dlaghter 6f a friend alld ing some earnest discourse from his lips and a
netgilborfode Whose estates joined theirs, and warmn,heartfelt'blessing, had closed the love4it
the'dul of Vhich would make him lord of a eyes and disappeared. In vain they sought for
pdsiduitbtage. out-with his whole heart he him, and many a wild story of his flight was told
soendth offer of the proud lady'sihand, and and gained Credence among the peasantry.I But
deealred thti while Louise was living, lands, nor with old affection fresh and strong, the dying
gel4; nor titles, should betray his troth. The man-had pointed out a secret way of egress and -

old heds, who had projected the marriage, were a lonely spot where the son might safely rest till
wroth indeed, but they had so far outlived their pursuit was entirely over. A few stolen visits
ntaltnessthat they thought his words .only the were' made afterward by him to the castle for
enthusiastic ones of youth, and believed 'a little the purpose of removing some valued relies, and
wholesome discipline would bring him to his then inthe guise of a travelling merchant, he
sntses. This discipline consisted -in confining sought-the. sea-shore, and soon had the joy of
him for months in 'onoof the'turrdts. of his seeing the white Waves roll b eenihim and the
fAthirt castle ad forbidding anyto have access land of tyranny.
to-hira. And'when this fa-it, they obtained a When, on the following Sabbat morn, Louise
debree froni their kingthat he should marry and on the arm of Bertrand entered th little village
attnene. sanctuary, the secret of her maid life was

Matitthen, tMnis had nothad amore allegiant guessed by all. And when at the eining ser,
subjet4hihs realm than the young Bertrand, vice they heard the bans of :am ' between
despite the coosciostess a4ftt troubled hint Bertisd and Louisoe every hearr in the as-
often, that his mAjesty was unwise and unjust in, sembly blessed the bans, and looked upon the
hiirreatuentf the Heguenots. But the tie that pair, youthful in years, but old in trials, with
beend hin to "she, throne- as- severed thent; feelings akin to refereere, and the story of their
Hiage hak no right to dietate to thehearti he trust and faith Wasitold at many a fireside, and
told'his father and they should not to his. And holier seemed the hearthstone after each- narr-.
gathering-,toge.ther what he could of hit own tion. And austere as were his neighbors in 46-
preb ,he-rosolved to depart at once for a ligious views, none 'ever censured'Bertrand for
hone beyond the sea. But the emissaries. of wearing next hisheAt the golden er'oss which
royaltyVere all about him, and ere half the dis- his father's dying lipsHlfadtched o for haig-.
tance between his fatlier's castle and the blue At. ing in the chamber thjb Madounii, before Which
lahtlewas'travetted,hewas arrested and throwii his sainted theharliad said her prayers, or for
into 1 a gloMY dungeon, -fromi which te 'old' weaving in the'wiftervtibne acroesof e'veigreef',
lord's geldasea uedhlau'on n'his mjestyls *nd in the t sneem tie of td e-s6, abov the
condisiashatie hintsalfbshdald bea his jailer. grate of the ist fair born that nestled on his
And w tlistel feaira ilthie Setern fatherAnAk"ntes._

TIE END.


