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THE ALPINE GUIDE.

BY PAUL PRESTON.
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CHAPTER I.-

i

THE FETE OF BAINT THERESE.

“ Hyurno! nobody at home I” shouted a young villager, as he entered
the basement chamber of the chalet of Jean Claude, picturesquely
situated at the base of Mount Cenis in Savoy. * Ddme Genevieve
is doubtless within her chamber, and perchance Jean Claude is like-
wise there also.” ' .

The yourig Savoyard, familiarly known to the villagers of the ham-
let, at the base of Mount Cenis, as Petit Pierre, was one of those
hardy, active and enduring peasants, whoseintegrity and courage have
rendered the name of his eountrymen a proverb for zeal and probity,
Noiselessly he opened one of the lateral doors atd exelaimed inalow
voice, “ Hold ! there heg is sleeping amid the fern leaves! The poor
fellow may have toiled wearily yester-night ; well,” he continued as he
deposited upon the table of the little apartment, or rather interior
court, an ample supply of freshly gathered flowers, glistening with
the dew of early morn, “ Genevieve has alrendy prepared the Chapel
of Baiut Therese and hung up her garland ; T will go to work in filling
up the vases.” - :

True enough, it was upon the fete of Saiut Therese in the year 1785,
when the Savoyard devoutly prosecutad his work of adorning thé do-
mestic shrine of his patronal Saint. By the way of further enlivening
his proceedings he sang a characteristie song of his natien, with that
tunefal melody, for which .the hardy meuntaineers are noted. Of a
verity 1 the free air of the hills gives an extra zest to the poeti¢ out-
pouring-of humble, yet independent, souls,

The pessant had scarce finished the opening stanza of s song when
a figure emerged through the doorway he had previously opened and
advanced towards him. The man bore all the appearance of a oldier, |
still his clothes were rough and destitute of ornament, espedially the ©
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over-coat from which its owner shoole off the pa‘rticles of ferulleml;e{f,
adhering to it from pressure of his body, during a rude slumber,
with an air of solicitation. ‘ ' . y
% Well, mine host,” quoth the new comer, ¢ things breathe an air
of refreshing gaiety, this morning. e ,
« Bh?” returned Pierre, stopping shors in his minstrelsy, how ?
H 33 .
—+this is not Jean Clande. . 3 -
« Hold I ejaculated the stranger, examining the peasant with & rapid
serutinizing giance; © this is not Jean Claude. Ah! from ymuc'1 a'clzlonsﬁ,i
my fine feltow, I should be inclined to belicve you a gay and joyou
H ”
fritend of the family, _ . ) _
“That indeed am L continued the peasant, resuming 1!:13 ]&tliors 013
the tasteful distribution of his fluwers, * and moreover fam the g
father of their child—still I liave never seen you here bg oreél L e
“That don’t astonish me at all,” good-lumoredly respon S‘I lt 1¢
new comer, who appeared a hale, hearty and benevolent mai, os.é
my way 1[1&;5 vight in the mountains ; Jenn Claude, whom L encountere‘
a\cgidenmﬂ_y has rerchanee, saved me from felling inte some abyss
and offered e a 1f{mlg in his hospitable cottage, where I have sinm-
H o ¥ .
bered soundly to this hour, ) . §
“1 can regognise the work of Jean Claude in that” joyfully ox-
claimed Petit Pierre, evineing on hnfantile admiration for his fn%'}&-
mountain friend, who had lwuered hun by the sponsorship of his
child.

# Hag he gone henee ¥ inguirved the unknown.

¢ [ should judge so,” repiied the peasant, taking his vase fitled with -

isposi ! & ' ide-board at
flowers and disposing of them with muéh taste upon g side b({“t—ld
the end of the apariment. i o ,
% Aht my friend,” quoth the stranger, gaily, © then to day is a holy
day, a religious festival”

“This day is the fete of Saint Therese,” quickly responded the

‘oung peasant, © and upon this day not an iuhabitant «f the mounsain
’ H 45 ] ¥ - v

%ails either to offer a bouguet 1o the Saint or a prayer at her sh\} 1‘1]1;3..

Hence, this very morning, at the break of day, I have rang the bells,

s, 1 double set of chimes.” L o

ye?‘,'.l‘lhv?l you are the bell ringer 7 famniliarly remurked the stranges,

'4 chibited hi of” quality.

rhose maners exhibited him 2 man of qua ) ‘ .

) ]‘(‘)Belltr'mger aud wooden shoemaker st your service,” respecﬁmll?

responded the Savoyard. ¢ It was [ who rang the chimes at the mar-
i { Jean Claude.” ) _

rm‘gelotmst he has taken unto him an excellent wife,” returned the

¢

stranger,

“ &5 excellent as she is kind,”. frapkly replied the peasant, ““aud .

iful he is excellent.”
bei’;]lf;fuli:ﬁts t:etmd of a female disturbed the conference, and both
turning a?‘ound, beheld a young woman at the further end of the cham.-
ber. b
“ judge for yourself,” whispered the Savoyard to his com-
?anioth.u ?i“li:elt‘: :%vancigg to the young woman, he saluted her kindly ;
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* Madam Genevieve,” * Gload morning, Pierre,” answered she, in a
musical voice. :

The guest gazed upon the wife of Jean Claude, and was astounded
at the surpassing beauty of. the woman whom he expected to find an
ordinary pessant of the ecuntry. Genevieve was a young girl evi-
denily of Italian extraction, of purely classic features, with a full
black eye and a Madonnalike expréession of countenance. Although
garbed in the eommon eostume of the Savoy, the cliastity of the ma-
terial, the artistic manner of its make, and above all the exquisite
eleganee of her own mien, evoked a semi-audible expression of sur-
prise from the stranger, as he scrutinized her perscnal appearance.
Rarely had he encountered a being more beautiful ! .

“I have been impatient,” observed the unknown, advancing politely
to the wife of the Alpine Guide, “ to offer to you, Madam, as well as
to your husband, my grateful thanks for your most unexpected and
opportune hospitality ? .

* Poor enough, indeed,” modestly interrupted Genevieve; “still,
such a’.:. it was, I assure you it was offered in full sincerity of the
heart.

“ What, what, what!” interrupted Pierre, warmly, “who has a
more sincere heart ” . !

“1 pray thee, my friend,” in tuin interrupted Claude’s wife, “do .
not speak so loud—you will wake the sleeping child.”

“Pardon,” replied the young Savoyard, considerately, pardon,
the dear little Jane sleeps—yes, we must speak lower,”
. % Ah!” exclaimed Genevieve, as she turned and beheld the flowers
with which Petit Pierre had garnished the sidebonrd, “ what most
Leautifu] bouguets I”

““ Nothing, Madam Genevieve,” nodestly replied the peasant, “ no-
thing but two handfuls : I could not find the chaplet of good mother
Marianne,» '

*dJean Claude, who has gone to the Grand Bourge;” responded his

“ wife, “ has'taken it with him to have it blessed.”

“Then your husband has gone to the Grand Bourge % inquired
the stranger, :

“Bat he will veturn,” replied Genevieve.

* Unfortunately too late,” resumed the unknown guest, % for me o
be able to shake his hand before I will be compelled to take my de

parture. 1 am really sorvey.”

“ Are you going to Chambery #” ‘
“Not that way,” replied the stranger; “on the contrary, in quite

-an "opposite direction. I am desirous of traversing over Mount

Cenig.” :

“Bat, sir,” remonstrated Genevieve, gently, * you eannot at this
present moment travel up the mountain.” . '

* And for what veason ?” politely inquired the guest. -~

“ For one good reason,” interrupted Petit Pierre, * because in this
month we mountaineers only navigate during the night ; for, you see,

during the day the sun melts the snow, which comes down in torrents
to our village.” ‘ ‘
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“ Well! it’s all the same,” energetically replied the unknown, as if
determined to have Lis own way, “I will attempt——m-?"

“To drown yourself to reach it the sooner,” quoth the deep voice
of Jean Claude, as the Alpine Guide entered the apartment, amid a
general exelamation of delight and surprise.

«1 counsel you against any such rashness,” continned ‘the moun-
taineer, shaking the dirt and dust off his garments. Then addressing
his wife, he continued gaily : “ Good morning, Genevieve! eh! aud
you here, my little Plerre!” With this salutation the Guide shook
his friend’s hand warmty, ‘

“Yes, lam here,” laughingly replied the peasant, pointing tp his

shoes 3 %1 put on my new hoots to pay you a visit.””

* How fresh you are this morning!” replied Jean.

“ Because I am dying with hunger,” retorted Picrre,

% Then let us have some breakfast,” gaily added the Guide, who
lurned to his guest : “ Await until evening, it will then be practicable
~now it is impossible.” -

Thus speaking, Jean Claude, aceompanied by his wife, walked to
the domestic shrine and attached to it a chaplet.

“T am much annoyed at the impossibility of my departure,” re-
marked the unknown, addressing the Guide.

“There is no use swearing,” returned Jean Claude, frankly ; “it
egnnot be helped, and I will tell you the best thing to do——!

 What is that 7 inquired the stranger.

“To set the table, and make an oxcuse of brealdast,” replied Jean.

“ Agreed !” gaily answered the stranger, and without more ado the
entire party set them at work arranging the table for the simple, yet
nutriticus meal which was to be spread before them.

“ Hold, wife,” observed Claude to Genevieve with a suppressed
sigh as they walked apart at the end of the apartment; “you
perceive that our golden medallions have been changed into pewter.”

“It is all the same,” gently responded the young woman, as she
passed the string of a locket over her neck, “as long-as the souve-
nir they contain remains inchanged.”

“ And now | have six crowns to set us right,”’ remarked the Guide
affectionately ; “and how is our little darling ¥

“®Bhe was as gay this morning,” joyfully responded the wife,  as
the newly risen lark.”

“ And now !” inquired Jean with a sigh of inquietude.

“ Bhe sleeps like a little hedge-hog,” laughingly replied his wife.

“ And perchance,” continued the Guide anxiously,  the fever will
return no more”

“1 pray to God that it would not,” fervently returned Genevieve.

“ Come, the table is set 1” gaily shouted Jean, “ to breakfast.”

“I am there I ejaculated Pierre, taking his seat. '

“Btop!” quoth Jean, seizing the stranger, who appeared. about to
leave, “ an unexpected guest upon the day of 8t. Therese—it is a
sign.of good luck to our family ! Now serve us, Genevieve, * he
continued as-the stranger assumed his place.

'
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“ And now we are'all seated,” interrupted Pierre, “Imust tell you
that I have bought something by the way of dessert.”

“ What is it 7 inquired Jean, as he observed the bell-ringer draw-
ing from his pocket 2 piece of printed paper, )

“The account of the teking of Montmotre by the French,” returned
Pierre trimmphantly,

“It is the bulletin of the 14th of this month,” remarked the
stranger.

“Genevieve will read it to us,” exclaimed Jean, joyfully, « for
Genevieve knows how to read, to write and. to make sums. - Read to
ns, my dear wife, for we are all ears”

In compliance with the request, Genevieve read as follows :

“ Upon the evening of the 1l4th the action commenced. After o
eombaé of two hours, General Colti, who had succeeded 'in gaining

‘the plaine, threatened to envelope the French, held in check before

Mount motte, .where Colonel Roger, finding an opportunity for
manceuvering the cavalry, hitherto idle, charged at full gallop with
his regiment upon Colti’s division., The enemy was evidently
shaken and the Commander-in-chief, General Bonaparte, profited by

ithe extraction of the left wing to order the assault. The victory was
.complete, and the general-in-chief has named Colonel Roger to be a

general of brigade upon the battle-field.”
“ Again a victory I enthusiastieally prociaimed Jean Claude.
% Colonel Roger has gained 'his epaulets as a general 1 exclaimed
the bell ringer gaily, “let’s drink his health? Madam Genevieve,”

-filling her a glass, “Here, is the health of the brave General Roger!”

“ His health,” responded Genevieve, “he has my best wishes.”

# Unfortunately each victory leads to fresh combats,” remarked
the unknown. “The Austrians, who have received fresh reinforce-
ments, have closed all the roads to Mouns Cenis.”

“Yes, after the French passed,” responded Pierre: #they have
doue as the worthy fellow, who bought a lock after the horse was
stolen.” )

"% Yes,” roswned the unknown, arising from the table, “tha God
of battles will never desert the French !” . :
“Oh! Iwould so delight in war,” exclaimed Pierre, “if I had

no fear of the greas big cannohs,” :

# The noise of the cannon then is more dangerous than thas of the
big bell,” responded Genevieve, smilingly. »

“ Thank you!” rejoined Petit Pierre, rising from his seat, ¥ you
have put me in mind that I have to ring the bells for vespers, Butl
will return in the evening, Jean Claude.” . :

“ And bring your new boots with you?”’ jooularily replied the
Guide, smiling at his ailusion to the wooden shoes.

“ These boots,” rejoined the bell ringer,  are of famous leather,
however, both sole and uppers are of .one piece, This leatler, you
perceive, sometimes cracks but never rips.—To-night then—"

“To-night then, my little Pierre,” replied Jean Claude as the

“peasart emerged hastily to attend to his duties.
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#Hark! 1 hear the child cry,” remarked Genevieve as she
abruptly arose to quit the apartment, and to attend to ber babe.

“(go, my wife, and bring it, hither,” interrupted the Guide, « I will
take it into the fields with me—The air is pure outside-”

“ And I,” interrupted the strabger, © will be pleased to see it.”

“Twill go and bring it,” replied Genevieve, “ only [ must dress it.”

“Dress it,” smilingly replied Jean; #ever the way with mothers !
To show you her babe, she must exhibit its clothing. Yes,” he con-
tinued to the stranger, * it is a weakness mothers have who admire
their oflspring ;’ then added in a low tone to Genevieve, “ put on its
new clothes and pretty little cap.”

“ Be at your ease,” confidentially responded the young wife as she
hurriedly left the apartment, ‘ ‘

“Ah! my comrade,” observed the Guide, 2 moment after the
departure of Genevieve, “ you appear to be very sad.”

“No,” replied the unknown; “1! was thinking how surprising it is

.that, in this country, you could have found a woman like your wifey

Genevieve—" . :
“Has an education ;” interrupted the delighted husband, “ You
are not the first, who have been thus astonished, and I will explain
the reason. I was very young when an avalanche caused a terrible
catastrophe in this region. Two days after this calamity, my mother,
Marianne Thibaut, returned to the house in the evening, bringing a
female child which she had found in the snow. It was cold as an iei-
cle, but its little heart beat, and my mother soon succseded in res-
toring it to warmth. We could see from its little embroidered shoes,
and: the necklace of pearls that it was an - ltalian. Well, both father
and mother were dead, and we never heard of them afterwards. My
mother searched everywhere, showing the pearl neckl ce; one day
she szid to me, ‘ the little one helongs to rich people, and not people
of evil and misery like us, for a jeweler of Chambery tells me that
the necklace is well worth a hundred pistoles. 1 have sold it to him,
as it is necessary that Genevieve—(we called her Genevieve)—shall
be well brought up and not suffer from having been accidentally
thrown among poor people, This money will gerve to clothe her and

educate her, and as to daily bread she will divide with us while the

Good Deity gives it us.’ Then my mother paid the pastor of the
hamiet to teach Genevieve to read the Bible, and I became a wagon-
er, walking from town to town to gain sufficient money to last us
during the winter. After I had made a good many journeys Gene.
vieve had become both learned and beautiful, and my mother said to
me, ¢ Jean Claude, Genevieve is now seventeen years of age, and our
faraily needs a protector. You, my son, have labored hard, and let
us now expend our earnings upon four acres of ground, and through
Heaven’s mercy we will never be forced to leaveit, From that hour
I remained with them and we have been happy until about three
yea{s’?go, when our poor mother died and went the way of all good
souls.
% Then you lost your benefactor,” remarked the stranger.
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“ And T mourn her loss deeply,” resumed the Guide, “for the world

“is ever unjust. Soon was T forced to say to Genevieve, ¢ you know

we are not brother and sister, and there are scandalous tongues—the
good mother is no longer with us, and fur the sake of your honor, we
mnust needs separate ; you, Genevieve, keep the cottage—as for me, I
will make & fortune in some - distant spot”’ Genevieve commenced
weeping, and I found it impossible to leave her. Then we found a
means to silence scandalous tougues, and when two days after the cu-

- rate of Saint Martain married us, something in my heart told me that

Genevieve was not created for one so poor as I am.” .

“ It seerns, on the eontrary,” interposed the stranger, ©that your
marriage had beer deersed in advance,” )

T know not 1” resumed the Guide, “The first year of our union
the blessing of heaven descended upon us. Heaven has given usa
little girl an angel like her mother. Still, for two years back we have -
had bhat little prosperity.” ) ;

“ How comes that ¥’ inquired the unknown.

“ At first the child was ill,” rejoined Jean Claude, #and during the
past year hail destroyed our crops. Luckily we had some savings—-
but this year the Austrians, in passing through this place, have done.
more damage than all the storms. Our savings have been exhausted
to the last penny. There is no means of selling our bit of land, for
the war has driven away all purchasers. And now behold us forced
to seek for work in large cities, which grieves mg, as (renevieve never
served anybody. Now sinee our daughter has recovered sufficiently
to travel with us, nothing remains but to depart upon our pilgrim-
age ? '

ge But to undertake your journey,” interrupted the stranger, “ you
will have need of money---ang——-~ ’ .
T have encugh,” replied Jean. ¥ Yes, when we were in prosperity”

.1 purchased two golden medallions, because, you see, neeegsity often

compels me to be absant to sell our hemp-—-and then we had a mutual
souvenir to conmsole us in our absence. This may appear to you
strange, but we have such ideas in this country, where we love one
andther so dearly.” ' -

“ And I,” interrupted the unknown, “ever wear memsntos of my
wife and son” :

“Then we can understand each other,” remarked Jean in continua-
tion, “ this morning I was at the Grand Bourg to exchange my gold
for pewter, as you see, but the souvenir is not changed. Mine con-
taing the hair and writing of Genevieve. In hers there is my hair,
but not my writing for the resson—-Hush! here comes Genevieve, do

_tot speak to her of our journey, it renders her so sad.”

“Have I kept you long waiting?” inquired the young wife as she
entered and presented to him his angelic babe. .

“You have been long encugh to dress yourself for a wedding,”
laughingly ejaculated the Guide, .

“ What a jovely babe !” instinetively spoke the stranger.

“And if you knew how cuuning it is!” affectionately quoth the

'
»
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hasband ; “and now to the fields, where the little one can play until
evening.” o . L
The Savoyard tenderly shouldered his child, and gaily danced it. in
the air.
“ What are you to do in the fields ?” inquired the stranger.
“To dig out the ditches the Austrians have filled up,” responded
the Guide, : ) o
“Shall 1lend you a helping hand,” interposed the unknown.
“ Willingly, my friend,” replied Jean Claude.
“ Au revoir, Dame Genevieve,” kindly sald the stranger,
“ Are you happy'and content?” quoth the Guide to the child in
his arms, ¢ my little Jane, that your father carries you into the fields,
as he gaily sings:
“¢Youp ! youp ! laliretto !
Youp! youp! lalirou ¥’

Come, comrade~—now to the green heather,” C
“Tgke care and do not stumble over the stones,” quoth Genavieve
affectionately, as the Guide and his guest departed. ) .
“ No danger,” gaily responded Jean, renewing his mountain song
as he led the way to the broken ditches.

CHAPTER II.
A LESSON IN MYSTERY.

« Poor Jean,” goliloquized Genevieve, after her husband had left
her to commence his daily labor ; * how happy is he with his treasure
in his arms ! and yet we are poor—true the riches of the heart dispel
not misery, and we are soon to commence our journey. Well, we
must not grieve, fur it is God’s pleasure! let us hasten to arrange
everything for a departure.”

While Genevieve set about clearing away the breakfast things, and
in arranging the apartment with neatness, .

“ Pardon, Madam,” quoth a stravger, who unexpectedly entered
the cottage, * but am ¥ far from Saint Martin ¥

“Two leagues,” affably returned the young wife,

« 8till two leagues,” muttered the traveller,

% Are you fatigned ¥ anxiously inquired Genevieve.

“ 1 have walked for over three hours,” replied the stranger, who,
from his dress and manners, appeared a man of good social standing.
“] have come from the Grand Bourg, and have yet to go to Saint
Martin.”

“Then allow me to advise you %o rest awhile,’ quoth the young
wife, with an air of solicitude ; *the house of Jean Claude is situated
nearly half way.” ' ;

#This, then, is the place,” murmured the traveller to himself ; and
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speaking more loudly, he continued : “1 willingly avail myself of
your hospitality.” : _ :
“ And if Jou would say aprayer to the saint,” resumed Genevieve,

.pointing to the chaplet hanging against the wall, “that chaplet is

made of fragments from the grey rock.”

The traveller seated himself and continued the conversation,

“Is this, then, the grey rock, so celebrated throughout Savoy ¥

“ The rock of Saint Therese,” replied the Guide's wife, '

1 know nothing of itg history,”.frankly answered the stranger,

“Truly I’ exclaimed Genevieve, with unaffected: astonishment,

“It js stated that during the religious war, when slaughter and
famine desolated this couniry, Saint Therese descended from heaven
to bestow bread upon the little childven, The grey rock on which

-she reposeed, sank beneath her to such a degree that even now can

be seen the impréssion of her feet and of the folds of her long white
robe.”

“ And the beads of this chaplet,” quoth the traveller, going up to
it and examining it seriously, “are of this rock ¥ .

“It is not to be doubted,” replied Genevieve, “ for the chaplet was
given by 2 monk of Saint Bernard to the mother of my husband,”

“To the mother of Jean Claude 3 inquired thé stranger,

*“Then you know his name % réemarked the wife of Claude.

“1 know yours likewise,” resumed the stranger.

“] am named Genevieve,” frankly replied the young wife,

“Genevieve is the name given to you by the mother Marianne,”
retured the traveller complacently, ©“but it is not that which you
you received from your father and mother,

“And you know the names of my parents?” anxiously inquired-
the young mother. )

“ Your father,” commenced the stranger, ¢ Emanue! Loredan, mar-
quis of Ferrars; and your mother, were swallowed "up, with you aud
two domestics, by a terrible avalanche. You alone, a small child,
was saved by Dame Marianne, who found you by the roadside. At
twenty years, you married the son of I2ame Thibaut, whe died a
little while previously.” .

“ And how know you this?" inquired Genvieve,

‘“ [ lmow it from your unele, Antonio Loredan,” replied the travel-
ler. *  He discovered a pearl necklace, with a Jaw of Ferrara, who
had purchased it from a jeweller of Chambery. He recognized the
necklace as the one he placed around your neck at the time of your
baptism, and had the jeweller questioned, who revealed what Jean
Clande had told him ; and thus was convinced of the existence of hie
niece.” ’

“My uncle I exclaimed Genevieve, in astonishment.

* Althongh ill, and well advaneed in years,” returned the stranger,”
“he desired to traverse Italy to seek after you in Savoy, but his
oxpectation was deceived. Forced to stop at Milan, he died, leaving
a will of whieh I have an exact eopy, which I will read to you——"

“1s this aught but a dream ¥’ murmured Genevieve, :

i
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"The Italian took from his pocket a document, which he perused as.

follows: .

‘1 constitute as my sole heir, my niece and god-danghter, Maria
Loredan, of whose existence | am recently apprised, upon the express
condition, however, that she will inhabit my palace of Ferrara and
resume the names and titles of her ancestors, after having annuliled
her marriage with Jean Claude Thibaut, the Alpine Guide »

“Never I” emphatically exclaimed the yonng wife.

“1f, contrary to these provisions, Marie Loredan refuses to fulfill
these expressed conditions, the estate will revert entire, at the end of
& year and a day, to the monks of the Convent of the Barnabites of
la Conecordia, where 1 desire to be Luried. Signed at Milan, this twen-
tieth of April, one thousand seven hundred and ninkty five, by me,
Antonio Loredan, Count &’Este and Proveditor of Venice.? )

“ otill all that is but @ test, an invention, a mockery,” responded
Genevieve, at a loss to realize the truth of the document.

“1f this were not the truth,”remarked the stranger, “think youl
would have journeyed so far out of my way to communicate with you.
Should you desire positive proof, you have but to follow me, without
confiding your secret to Jean Claude; in four days, we will reach
Venice, where you will be received by a family expecting your arrivai
impatiently, and who fears seeing the palacesof the Loredans become
the property of monks. There, you will find all proofs, incontestably
clear ; you will obtain the annulment of your marriage, by you con-
tracted in ignorance of your birth—and instead of being poor in_ the
Savoy, you will be rich in Veuice” .

“ And my hushand ¥’ inquired Gepevieve, “ my daughter 2

“We will secretly carry the child away withus,” responded the
gtranger, “ for there s nothing in the will againstit. As to your
husband the terms of the will are express.”

“[ have Jistened to you, Sir, calmly,” proudly returned Genevieve,
*and { do not find myself insulted for I am not the woman, in search
of whom you are. Maria Loredan hes perished amid the gnows ; 1
am Genevieve, who never had other family, save that of the Dame
Marianne, who adopted me in my helplessness, and of Jean Thibaut,
whom [ love and who is the father of my child, To enjoy the rights

of Maria Loredan, I would have to abandon my husband ; but if 1

am Maria Loredan, I can unconditionally enjoy the heritage of my
father. ? .

“ Your father,”” continued the stranger, ¢ dissipated his fortune in a
passion for traveling ; your uncle, who hae husbanded his, died thrice
a millionaire—~and you know at what price you can obtain possession
of this immense fortune.” :

¢ Andif 1 refuse,” remonstrated (fenevieve.

“Tt will enrich the monks of Le _acordia,” replied the Italian.

“ Then let the monks,” continue .ne young wife, “erect & tomb of
marble and fine gold to him whe has so greatly enriched them,” .

“ Btill—” interrupted the Venetian. C .

“You will say to my relative in Venice,” resclutely resumed the
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wife of Jean Claude, ¢ that Genevieve has refused to quit the cottage
where she has lost her second mother, where her brother had cherish-
ed her, and where her hushand daily blesses her.”

“[ coneeive but one thing,” returned the stranger, * affection ren-
dors you indeed blind.” .

“ Say, rather it enlightens me,” responded Genevieve,

“I will not insist longer in advising you,” veplied the stranger,
pacing the apartment, and returning to the young woman, he contin-
ued : “ I will retyrn when you have deeply reflected.”

“Oh,no ! remonstrated Genevieve, “my husband may encounter
you. For Héaven's sake remain here no longer; avoid his sight—
he may know you—he may have a suspicion.”

“He knows me not,” retarned the ltalian, “I assure you, [ have
only an inclination to converse with you in private.”

“ And I,” resumed the Guide’s wife, “ have no desire to see you,”

“That will not answer my purpose,” murmured the Venetian, as he
gazed upon the ponsive Gemavieve. “ By accidentally, as it wore,
feaving my valise, I will have a legitimate exomse for my return.”
Then he continued in a loud voice, :

“ 1 am aboub to continue my journey. You have nothing to say

lad

© . to me, Madame,”

“I haveonly,” returned the young wife, “ te inquire who you are "

“ A Venetian Nobleman,” was the responge.

“"What interest has guided you in this mission ¥ inquired the af.
flicted wife. ‘ . : ‘

“No personal interest whatever,” responded the stranger; «I love
adventures, and I have believed it my duty to inform Genevieve Thi-
baut that she can resuscitate a noble heritage.”

“ Genevieve has not the power of deing so,” returned the wife of
the Guide; “a clause in the will precludes her doihg so.”

“Youn will be a better judge ere long,” retorted the traveler, as he

]

emerged from the cottage.

“Is this not a dream 7 soliloquised Genevieve, as she meditated
upon the strange relation which had been made to her. “ Yes, Dame
Marianne has often told me that my family was rich, and of lalian
parentage. And what have they offered to me ? Does a mother

~await me? s it a father who"ealls me? "No! it is gold in exchange

for my affection, gold in exchange for the existence of my hushand—
for if Jean, returning hera some day, were to find the cradle empty,
and the house vacant, he would lose his reason, he would emerge
henee and go forth, shouting for ug, until he would fall down, worn
out by fatigue, or dead from grief. Buat 1o, my good Jean Claude,
the weeping Genevieve loves thee too deeply from Yhe bottom of her
heart.”

“ Genevieve,” quoth Jean, in a suppressed tone of voice as he en-
tered bearing the child in his arms, “the child is fast asleep, now
put her to bed tranquilly.” )

“Yes,” murmured the young wife. :

“ As for me,” rejoined the Guide, “ Thave come for the two pick

i
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axes with which we'will finish our work. But what ails thee, Gene-
vieve? you have heen weeping ¥’ - ’
“ No,” replied Genevieve, taking the child into her arms.

“No,” ejaculated theGuide, “1 can notice it mysal?,
oty ot 3 i yself, what has caused

¢ Nothing,” replied Genevieve, “I assure ing.”

: : : you nothing.

“But,” said Jean Claude looking around him, “whatis this?” he
conti:ued as he stumbled over the valise. .

“A valise,” said Genevieve, in astonishment, © f.

orgoth
strgnvgveﬁ-, who rested himself here awhile.” ’ gotien by
at is that written upon this ?” inquired the Guid inti

a brass plate attached to the valise. 4 . pomting 10

:: kmggi of %enice,” read the ohedient wife,

uidgi of Venice,” repeated the Savoyard, * ha

which has given you ’pain i T o told the aught

“In no wise,” replied Genevieve, #while he rested, I showed him

the chaplet of 3 i its hi i
; re]atzg etoohi Iﬂxg grey rock. He was ignorant of its history, which

“Is that all 9 anxiously inquired the Guide,

% That is all, my friend,” returned G i “ T wi
our little Jane to bed” enevieve, " Lwill go and put

 Go, Genevieve, go, for sleep will do her good,” replied J. ean, as his

wife glided noiselessly out of the apartment with the sleeping child

tenderly embraced within her arms,

[ —

CHAPTER 1li.

THE WAGES OF COURAGE.

Jean Cuavpe placed the valise upon the table, and foll into a dee
meditatibn upon the cause of the untoward incident he had noticef
Vainly could his gentle wife deny the fact of her sorrow; the traces of
grief were too palpable to be concealed. Poor Jean heaved'a dee
sigh; greatly as he admired the resignation of his wife, his heart wa.l;
(-mbit%,ercci t;) thinil{ that sllLe should pime in solitude and tears when he
wag absent from her. The myster h el i
e vstery of her grief surpassed his com-

“ Well, my friend, I'm waiting for you,” quoth the straneer, whe
had accepted the morning’s hospitality—now entéring the rogm,

“Oh!” responded Jean, earnestly, “I beg your p:rdon eom;-ade
upon entoring here I found my wife had been erying which, as you
may say, riveted me to the spot.” ) ’ A

“ And why was she erying ¥’ kindly inquired his guest, -

“Bhe would not tell me,” replied Jeen, * but know what it is, She
was weeping because it grieves her that we must 50 soon start .u‘ cn
our jeurney after work.” P

“But tell te,” intervosed the stranger, with unostentations kind-
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ness, how much money will it require for you to remain here until
next summer ¥’ . : .

« A sufficently large sum,” returned Jean; “in this country the
¢old lasts a length of time and wood is dear, heuce at the commence-
ment of the winter we had forty erowns surplus, and to-day | had to
sell my gold medallions to celebrate the day of St. Therese—there is -
uo kelp for it, we must make that sum before the close of the sum-
mer. Well, I rust get the jackasses, and then we will go again to
work.” '

As the industrious peasant glided out of the room,.in search of the
implements, the wilitary stranger feeling in his poekets, drew forth
some golden coins, which, after some hesitation, he slipped into the

“drawer of a table he noticed standing at the further end of the apart-

menk, :

« Farty erowns,” he soliloquized, « will afford these poor people a
deal of happiness. I do not know of any better use to which I can
put this prize money. And who knows, but that this. may again re-
urn to the ‘enemy, whence it has been taken ¥

“ Come, comrade,” quoth the Savoyurd returning with a eouple of
piek-axes upon his shoulder, “ take this one. Come, I will now show
you the rocky mountain which you must turn to find the route to
Suze.” Opening the door he continued to the guest who had now
shouldered one of the implements, “ do you see that bunch of stunted
trees beneath the heavy cloud ¥ .

“ Yes, [ perceive them,” responded his companion.

“Come, the other landmarks can only be seen from the broad
meadow land,” resumed the Giuide, as they both passed the door.

No sconer had Jean Claude and his companion departed fur the
meadows than the Italian nobleman retraced his steps to continue his
interview with Genevieve. Luidgi had encountered more obstacles in
his mission than he had caleulated upon, The obstinacy of the young
wife, her affectionate adherence to her marital duties, her determined
“selfsacrifice not only annoyed, but absolutely diseoncerted him.
However he thought, upon mature reflection, that her reason might
Lo convineed if it was impossible to excite her cupidity, and therefore
he resolved upun again offering further temptatious to the unhappy
woman, The crissary possessed s strong personal inducement to en-’
sure the roturn of Genevieve to ver relatives, A-banished outlaw, an
exile from Venice, he had been promised by her influential family, a
revocation of his banishment, were he to suceeed in his attempted
restoration of the girl: and this consideration of his individual advan-
tages stimulated a renewal of his project, after her first and decisive
refusal to accompany him.

‘While engaged in his meditations, he was disturbed by the heavy
fall of rain. Going to the door he perceived two men running at full
speed to'gain shelter beneath the roof. Trembling to be seen to

- emerge from the chalef, and dreading to encounter the husband of

Genevieve, the ltalian determined upon hiding himself in one of the
adjoiring apartments, until the cessation of the storm swould again
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allow him to seek a conversation with Genevieve, sfter the departure
of her husband. ‘

The Venetian had scarce acted upon thesuggestion of his naturally
mgenious mind when the Guide and his guest entered the cottage tol-
erably drenched by the passing storm.

“ What weathor ! exclaimed the hardy SBaveyard,

“ Heil, rain and tempest,” quoth the stranger.

“The rain enters even here, let's shut the door,” responded Jean
Claude, closing the only outlet to the building, which precluded any
possibility of retreat for the Italian.

“It won't last long, for [ saw the blue sky by the side of the vine
yards,” remarked the Guide, “besides it will give us time to rest our-
sclves—so take a seat, comrade.” ' .

The guest readily acquiesced in his wishes. :

“ Well, now what shall we do 1" resurned Jean ; “ by the way, you
know how to read?”

#Yes, but what then ¥’ returned the guest.

“ Read to me again about the Freuch victory,” replied the Guide.

*Willingly, what have you done with the bulletin ¥ inguired the
stranger.

“I'm hunting after it,” remarked Jean, turning over the valise
upon the table—% hold, this Italian Luidgi has not come back. Don’t
lose your patience while 1 Iook for the paper.” .

“ But why do you love the French ?” inquired the stranger.

“ Becausc,” replied the Guide, continuing his search, “1 am French
—my parents came from Chambery, but 1 was born at Saint Genis ;
beyond the Rhine—I am.8Swiss ; stil} [ come from the right side—the
French side. Where ean Genevieve have put that paper? Perhaps
in this drawer, What's this 7" he continued, as he opened the drawer
and perceived money in it—* how came this money here ¥”

“The discovery is premature,” thought the stranger. :

“ Whal can this mean ¥’ resumed Jean, greatly perplexed. * The
traveller who was here in our absence, has probably entrusted Gene-
vieve with this money. She said nothing to me about it, and I will
go question her about it,”

“No! that is useless,” replied his guest,

“ &till—w—-" urged Jfean, pacing towards her chamber.

“] know where the money came from,” resumed the stranger, * for
1t ‘was [ who put it in your drawer.”

“ You " exclaimed the Savoyard, with evident perplexity.

“ Yes, my friend,” rejoined the unknown ; * still I hoped you wounld
not discover it til after my departure, when you could have, disposed
of it without regret. As for me, I am a soldier, and in my trade you
you know victory pays when the canmon regulates our sccounts.
Thus I had money—which you had need of, when 1 had none—that
explains everything.” -

“ Your actions betray an excellant heart,” quoth the Guide, moved

at the generosity ol hix guest, “ they are worthy of a soldier—still 1

must frankly tell you that 1 cannot accept your monsy.” -
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“And why noti?” earnestly inquired the stranger,

“Neither would Genevieve accept it continued Jean, % for we
have done nothing to earn it.” :

“But yesterday, you saved my life,” rejoined the strangers “ with.

* ki

vut you—— : .
O duterrupled the Gide, bluntly, “ those things are nothing
in owr mountains. e who is set aright in his road, says thankee,
avd he who has befriended him trusts o a return of the good on some
future oecasion ; both shake hands, and the matter is ended. There-
fore I pray you to take back your money ? :

*“ And should 1 furnish you an vpportunity to earn the amount?
interposed the soldier, '

“Ah! that would be a different matter,” replied the Guide, dubi-
ously—* buat how 7" .

At frst,” continued the guest, “it is necessary to know my
name,” ‘

w« rCchaiuly, if we make a bargain,” responded Jean.
o« I‘_hen know, that 1 am General “Roger,” said the unknows, con-
fidentially.

“ You I ¢jaculated Jean, with an outhurst of ineredulity.

¥ Then,” resumed the general, taking no notice of the Guide’s sur
prise, “if you must know the reason of my disguise, The general-in-

chief is ignorant of the enemy menacing his outposts, and as the route

to Suze is closed, the intelligeneo can only reach him by the paths
over Mount Cenis.” :

“The Austrians are in possession of them,” veplied Jean.

“Yes,” resunred the gallant Roger, * but as 4 detachment could not

" penetrate thither, thought 4 single man might be able to pass along

unperceived.”

“1 understand,” interposed Jean Claude. .

“It was_in atterapting to carry out my scheme yesterday,” said
the general, “ that I'lost my way; and [ am afeaid of going astray
again.  Consent to guide me, aud soon General Bonaparte, warned
that that the enomy seeks to surround him by means of the ronte of
Sule, instead of exposing himseli to a dubious conflict, will retire to
the pluin for a pitcled battle,” ‘

It is perfoctly correct,” responded the Guide, mechanically.

“And when,” contiuued the general emphatically, “ you have aided
in avoiding a useless and perilous combat, in which thonsands of men -
would perish, think you not that you have honestly eatned your forty
crowns 17

¢ Then,” enthusiastically replied Jean Claude, “ 1 would have no
longer a fear of their bringing misfortune upon us,”

“ No traveling for your wife,” continued Roger, “no more danger
for the health of your little one.”

“We will start,” solemnly said the Guide. *The sun is -already
down ; in an hour the road will be in good-order. Do you swim 3"

“Yes" replied the gallant officer.

“ Then we will cross a little stream,” rejoined the Guide, “and
thus save twn good hours upon the mareh.”

.
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« And you trust that by toe-morrew— ¥ inquired Roger.

“ We will bave gained the bridge St. George,” replied Jean firmly.
% whenee can be seen the French camp.” '

# And may God be with uvs 1”7 picusly ejaculated the general.

“Poor Genevieve will await me all night long !” murmured the
Guide, a8 he thought of the kind woman’s affection,

“ Come, we will notify her,” rejoined the general, moving toward
the stair-way leading to her chamber, ‘

¢ No,” quoth' Jean, stopping him, gently, “ in witnessing her tremble
for my safety, I would lose all courage. She must be ignorant of
my journey, and I willgoon return and my presence will quickiy
dispel her inquietude. Teet each of us take a staff and forward.”

# March then,” quoth the general gaily.

“0Oh!  Great God!" suddenly ejeculated the Guide halting in
front of the domestic shrine erected to St. Therese,

“ What ails you?’ tenderly inquired the soldier.

“Should 1 never return—" murmured Jean, despondently.

“You are afraid I” exclaimed the generul,

“No! general,” replied Jean in a toue of decision, it is my duty
—1 should strive to gain repuse for Genevieve, let us start,” then
stopping near the door he paused. “Still 1 think—"

“ Of what, friend ¥ inquired the scldier, )

“We will take with us she chaplet of grey rock,” replied the
Giuide as he {ook the relic frem the wall and hung it around his neck,
Tt will protect us against the cvil spirits of the mountain,  And now
to our work " .

TheéAlpine Gride and his brave companion erossed the thresheld
of the cottage and soon disappeared among the shades of the night,
falling fast wpon the bleak suow-covered side of the tall mountain,
at whose base the little hamlet was situated. o

The Venetian noble from his hiding place beeame an involuntary
confident of the general's schemes. In order to perfect the designa-
tions of the persous, the spy crept ont to take u complete view of the
departing individuals. e particularly noted that Claude was
clothed in a grey over coat, while his superior companion wore a
cape and pledmontese hatw These particulars he treasured in his
memory in order to communicate their appearanee and intentions
more fullyiand cspecinlly to the Austrian videttes, who might there
fore capture them with greater certainty. He was well aware that
the Austrians spared no prisoners and therefore was assured that
should they fall into the enemies hands both would be massacred and
thus the marriage ef (énevieve would be annulled. But before
srriving at the final resolutiim of their betrayal, he determined upon
consulting with Genevieve in the hope that her sober sccond thoughts
would spare him such an alternative.  While he was cogitating upon
.these subjects, Genevieve descended the stair way with a lamp in her
hand, as the shades of evening had by this time enveloped the
cottage in complete darkness. She placed the lamp on the table
;and commenced knitting as the memory of Jean recurred o hav <=3
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agprated the suspense and anxiety in which she was placed. A
sudden noise revealed to her the presence of the Ithlian traveller, .

“1 have come, Madam,” said Luidgi, “to seek after a valise,
whicl: I have forgotten here.” : c

“There it is, sir,” responded Genevieve pointing to it. _

“ Thanks, madam,” replied the Italian, “I trust that your.
resolution.” &

“Is irrevocable, siv,” firmly responded the Dame,

“You have uot then reflected,” continued the stranger, that
your high lineage requires irremedial exigencies ¢” '

“ And do you, sir, not believe- that the ties of consanguinity like
wise boast theirs % retorted Genevieve.

% Aze you ignorant,” eontinued the Venetian, ©that you have no
right to rencunce a fortune for which you have to render acoount to
your innocent daughter ?” g

*Have I not moreover to render account to her for the existence
of her father ¥ inquired the wife of Jean. L .

“Then,” reiterated the Hallan, “do you formally T
seperate from Jean Claude 3"

I will never seperate myself,” replied the young wife, dalmly,
* from hitn, even if he should command the sacrifice.” .

“This is no longer aﬂ'eetif)n,” marmured the Venetian, it is
sheer madness. Madame, I withdraw—"

The face of Genevieve expressed her joy

Still the ltalian internally vowed that despite herself she should
Jbecome both rich and the Marchibness of Fervara, Halting near the
door he added :_* May Heaven grant you repentance

“ Heaven is just!” exclaimed Grenevieve, exaltedly.

*Tts will be dohe ¥ solemnly said the ltallan as he gained the

toreshold where tarrying an instant be saluted Genevieve respect-
fally and retired into the darkness without,

efuse 1o

'

—— i

CHAPTER 1V,

THE GUIDE'S RETURN.

Ix a little cottage, elose beneath the eaves of thé village church of
Baint Martin, fifteen days after the events we have descfr%bed sat the

disconsolate Petit Pierre. toiling away upon one of those contrivances
he was wont to hew for the accommodation of the kuman foot,

Upon this oceasion Pierre’s mechaniesl skill was ovidently at fanls,
for the result of his labor gave little satisfaction, ‘

f Come,” he soliloquized, as he gazed upon his sabot, in course of
construction, “ that is cut down too much,” then, taking up a pair.for
the sake of comparison, he continued: “I have made both for the

same foot—there is that clock again, it only wants that bell to put
me into afl intamouns humor,”
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As the bell rang forth its peal the mechanic dashed the incomplete
sabots violently il the corner and resumed his meditations even more
pensive than before,

# That bell torments me now, as greatly as it once gave me pleas-
ure,” he continued in soliloquy. It recalls to me the sayings of

~Jean Claude, who used to tell me, when the wind is fair, the sound of
the hell would reach the house as it to say to Genevieve and me,
here is Petit Pierre sending us news. Poor Jean Clande, he is no
fonger at the cottage to hear the sound! And since he has gone |
have lost eating, drinking, sleep and labor—everything gone. [ have
given my place to anpther. And Madame Genevieve is going too,
The littlo house of Jean Claude has no more attractions for me, for
her rich relatives are there waiting for her, Poor friend, how hap-
py [ was to carry her garlands and flowers to the field, but now her
rich relatives have brought her trinkets of jewels and of gold, aud
it appears tc me that when L take some flowers they wither i my
hand and die.” -

“ Are you the man they call Petit Pierre ¥ interruped the Italian,
whom we have herctoldre encountered, :

“Yes,” replied the wooden shoemaker, ¢ still there are other . peo
ple in the country who have the sane name.”

“I come on behalf of Madame Thibaut,” resumed the Venetian.

“fThat’s e, then 1 joyfully replied Picerre, “for I was the tried
friend of hor husbaud—it must be me” -

“Yes,” veturned the Ttalian, ¢ Madame Thibaut informed me that
you dearly loved the unfortunate Jean Glaude,”

“ As if he wero tuy best beloved brother,” returned the bell-ringer.

“He is now unfortunately dead,” rejoined Luidgi.

“Bhot by the Austrians I” replied Petit Pierre. :

“ He paid dearly,” resumed the Venetian, “for his imprudence.”

“1t was not imprudence, but courage,” returned Pierre.  Ie ex-
posed himself {o earn bread for his family. Had he been able to
have given his family millions upon his death, ke would have prayed
the Austrians to have taken his life. You said, sir, you came on be.
half of Madame Genevieve %

“Yes, my {friend,” replied the Italian,“ as she is coming to hear
mass at Saint Martin she begged me to charge Pjerre to have two
candles in the church, one at the shrine of Baint Mary, the other in
that of St. John.” :

“Yes, for Jean Claude,” warmly returned the bell-ringer,“ the
other for Marianne ; you say she will be here at mass 7’

“She desires,” resumed Luidgi, # before leaving the Savoy that
her child should be blessed by the curate of Saint Martin, who ad-

" ministered to her the rites of baptism.”

“ The baptism ! ejaculated Petit Pierre, “ that indeed was a joyous

day for us—1 was the godfather. I purchased a new suit at the fair

of Saint Peins, and 4 capful of sugar-plums,  We could not foresee at
that time—but exeuse me, sir, I hasten to complete the mission of
Genevieve.”

4
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While the mechanic was absent, the Italian paced the floor in a state
of nervousness, as he meditated upon the sucecess of his schemes,

« Jight days ago,” he soliloquized semi-tudibly, “the cousin of
Maria Loredau, fuithful to his promises, has brought me a revocation
of my order of exile, and I, who burn to return to Venice, [ must
fullow to Milan, the heiress of the Loredans, Thus eireumstances
change resolutions. [ -remarked to.day that Marla Loredan must
contract & new marriage to forget the name of Jean Thibaut;' Iam
the Count &’ Arezzo—1 am still young ; 1 and her relatives are alone
aware of the will of the Count d'Este, and the past history of Gene-
vieve, beside I a1 almost one of the family. A few months have
scarce elapsed, siuce, ruined at gaming, and exiled from Veuice, I would
have yielded in despair. To-.day | dream of realizing a fortune!
Crazy indeed not to foresee and mould his fortune, a man is but a
grain of sand, and chance is the unforseen wind which carries us
along.” .

. “%‘he condles are burning on the altar, and the curate awaits to
pertorm mass,” announced Peotit Pierre reappeoaring. )

“Good, my dear failow,” returned Avezzo, “ Madame Genevieve
must be near by, I must precede her—so console yourself.” :

“ That is impossible,” quoth Pierre,

“Time will come to your aid,” resutned the Venetian.

“Bo every one says,” tranquilly remarked the bell-ringer.

“] should go to the mass,” meditated the Savoyard after the de-
parture of the Ttalian, “but | have no courage to gaze upon poor
Genevieve in her black garments. No, [ will go to the pond and try-
my shrimping net; it will kill time somehow.” ‘ ‘

As Petit Flerre took down his piscatorial implements, he heard the
voice of Jean Claude on the outside summoning him by name, dis-
sinctly and repeatedly. . .

“ Holy Virgin1” ejaculated the terrified bell-ringer, ““1 hear a voice
—am [ haunted by evil spirvits ¥”

“There is some one at home,” murmured the Alpine Guide, as he
entered the cottage, Then noticing Pierre he saluted him:

“ [fo! have you grown deaf during the past mouth, he! Plerrot?”

¢« Jean Claude 1 ejacrlated Pierre. “Is that you?”.

“Tt is me 17 responded the Guide, .

“ Then the Austrians have not killed you ?” inquired Pierre.

“ Not quite,” responded Jean, “ they thought they did and I too.”

“ What! not dead " again exclaimed the astounded Pierre.

“ Why o I” replied the Guide, © here I am solid flesh and blolod.”

“ Hurrah ! my old Jean Claude,” shouted Pierre, tossing his cap
into the air and then rushing into the arms of his friend.

“ Now tell me, how is everybody—Genevieve—my child?” in-
quired Jean, as the enthusiasm of Pierre subsided.

“ Genavieve,” Pierre replied in hesitation.

#Well ¥ nervously reiterated the Guide. o

¢ Fifteen days ago, the poor woman assumed mourning for you,”
zesponded Petit Pierre agitatedly.

S omun, 4T o b

i e
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“ Poor Genevieve!” muttered her husbhand, % how she must have
suffered "

“I thought she would have died,” continued Pierre, % had it not
been for the sake of her darling daughter,” c

“1 was well assured,” returned the Guide, “ that hers you would
grieve for poor Jean Claude.”

“And we found your coat, pierced with fifteen balls,” quoth Pierre,

“ Alas, my friend,” mournfully respouded the Guide, a3 a tear

dropped from his eye, “T loaned it to general Roger who had lost his
in the briars of the ravine,and he wove it when upon nearing the
valley we were captared by the Austrians. We had been betrayed,
Pi;:,-,re, some one had given particulars concerning us as they admit-
ted.

“'Who could it have been?’ murmured Pierre,

1 have no doubt,” resumed Jean, “ but that the spy was concealed
in my house.”

“That may be possible,” replied Pierre, meditatingly, “ for upon
the night of your departure, as I arrived at your house——"

“ Well ¥° nervously interrupted the Guide.

*I observed a stranger come out,” returned the bell-ringer, © and
foneviev:a’ told me that it was a Venitian who had returned to seek
after

“ A valise he had forgotten " ejaculated Jean Claude,

#“ Precisely,” returned Pierre..

“It was he then ! savagely spoke forth the Guide, the blackness of
of this treachery in violating the sanctity of Alpine hospitality resur-
ring forcibly to his mind, “this wretch! and you would know him
again.  Well, the Austrians eommenced an asssult, and after having
trampled us into the dust, they allowed us but five minutes to pray to
God. The general asked as a favor of the Austrinn chief to tell him

whether we were betrayed by a~“Trenchman—the chief answered us -

it was by a Venitian—"

Tt was that follow ¥ firmly freiterated Pierre, -

“ A smile of consolation,” continved the Guide, * reanimated the
veteran’s fuce ; the general gave the command himself, and he feill to
the earth dying like a brave man as he was” ‘

“ And you saw all,” marvelled Piexre, “ you, Jean Claude 7

*Yes, Pierre,” resumed the Guide, “while awaiting my turn;

whilst I was praying, | heard a great cry and confusion above my
head.™ '

“What was that ?” inquired the tremulous Pierre,

% Oh! Heavens I” replied Claude in tones of grateful thanksgiving,
* it was the Irench, alarmed by the noise of the fusillade.”

“Ah! ah? ah!” shouted Pierre in triumpliant excitement,

“ Oh, my friend,” continued the Guide graphically, “had you only
seen them-—they feil upon the Austriaus Jike an avalanche. You
would have said that the mountain was on fire—it sounded deeper
even than thunder—-it was more beautiful thau the tempest—when
suddenly 1 eould neither see nor hear amything. Some days after I
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found myself in the French camp where they had carried me; a sur-
geon extracted from my wound a ball penetraling to my heart, and
they told me that the brave General Bonaparte could not restrain a
tear when he learned of the massacre of gallant general Roger.”

« And what became of the Venitian traitor 7’ inquired Pierre.

% They ave searching for him even now,” replied the Guide, “ I told
them truly that [ had seen the name of Luidgi upon the valise, but -
this appears to be but a baptismal name. At the end of fifteen days
{ was cured : [ had regained my strength when a great man of the
army, whom they ealicd Massena, asked me whether I would not con-
tinue in the wars, but I thought of Genevieve, of my child, of you,
Pierre, and I started for home. TFor two days [ ran the entire dis-
tatce ; I had just turned the border of the great luke, when I heard
the bell of Saint Martin then I said to myself, there is little Pierre
ealling me, and jnstead of following my straight road, 1 turned oft
into the eross vonds, and here T am.  Now that 1 have seen you, em-
braced you--l must hurry to console Genevieve and nutse the baby in
my arms, while thoy weep or Jaugh at seeing me safe and sound.”

“ 8top,” interrupted Pegit Pierre, as the Guide was about hurriedly
to qnit the habitation, * first you must know something.”

“Well, what is 1¢?” inquired Jean, returning to his companion.

“ 1 must tell you,” resumed the bell-ringer, © or rather you know
that when the dead come to life they will seo great changes. There
have been wonderful things here since you have gone.” ‘

% What arve they 7 inquired the Guide, with & presentiment of evil.

“ Then listen to me with all your ears,”eontinued the peasant.

“ 1 am listening,” satd Jean Claude, nervously. .

“ Then you kunow,” stammered forth Pierce, “ or rather, you don’t
know, that Genevieve has been discovered by bher family.” :

“Can that be so ¥” murmured the perplexed Savoyard.

. % Yes, my friend,” proceeded the mechanic, “ler father and mo-
ther were Ttalian nobles, dead long ago, but an unele remained to her,
who found the pearl necklace of her infaney—and the jeweller at
Chumbery, whom they questioned, told them all—-—-"

“ And then?” inquired the Guide in breathless. .

“The unele, who had no children, died last month, and left all his
_property to Genevieve.”

- # Can it be true ¥ musingly muttered Jean Claude.

"% And they say,” stammered forth the bell-ringer,  that she is the
richest lady in Ferrara—a countess or a marchioness——"

“ A marchioness ! exclaimed the astounded Guide.

8l there is a condition,” hesitating proceeded Pierre, ©a con
dition attached to the will, that » )

“She leaves me——me, Jean Claude?” anxiously interposed the
Guide, . )

“ How know you that 7 ingquired the astounded bell-ringer,

“ Tleaven told me that in advanee,” responded the disconsolate
Jean throwing himsell upon a rude bench. * Yes, ever since Gene-

vieve has been my wife, | have a presentimeént of some misforinne
like this. And Ge.evieve krows all this 7

v
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“8he knew it well before your departure.”’ replied Petit Pierre.

“ How was that ¥ ingnired Jean Claude,

“Yes,” rejoined the bellringer, “ they came while you wers from
home; they brought her the will; they advised her to leavey still
Genevieve had but one answer :—‘1 am,’ she said, ‘the adopted
daughter of Dame Marianne, and the wife of Jean Clande ; without
him { would perish in a palace—with him I could live in a humble
cottage ; his affection is my wealth, and T wiil not barter happiness
for gold—go therefore and return no more,”” .

“ And thus spoke she ?” enthusiastically excelaimed the Guide.

“But they persisted in comiug back,” continued Pierre, “and
Genevieve begged us to go hide ourselves until your return. But
you came not, and when we found the fragments of your coat in the
valley and they told us the general ard Jean, his Guide, had been
shot—the cousins of Genevieve brought the news—they came again
to carry her hence.”

% And still they came,” murmured the diseonsolate husband.

“Yes,” proceeded Pierre in his narration, © because death dissclves
all marriages, They found the poor woman pale and ill; but these
people, who have their carriages, soon sont for a physician from
Chambery, who has restored her to health. Yes, Jean Claude, these
are the wonderful things which have happened sinee your departure,
But God be praised ! Jean Claude still lives, and Genevieve will re-
sume her distalf; remain with us, send away the rich relatives and
the great lagacy. We will talk no further on the subject,”

The Guide was lost in deep meditation, and apparently turned a
deaf ear to the consolations of his kind and honest friend, =

“ I wished,” resumed the bell-ringer, advancing kindly o his silent
comrade, “that you should know everything before reaching the cot-
tage, and now if you wish it, 1 will accompany you—yes, let us go
forth together-—eome, let us go, ! say ”

“ Pierre I said Jean Claude, recovering his fornter resolution, as )

he arose and extended his hand to his faithful companion, farewell,
Pterre, furewell forever 17

“ Where are you going ¥’ inguired the pensant warmly,

“To rejoin the army ; to mingle again amid the roaring cannon—
favewell 1” s

“Jean Claude I” exclaimed Pierre, attemnpting to vestrain him.

“ Now do you not see,” quoth the Guide, his speech growing more
and more animated as he continued, “ that I am one too many in. the
world? Can I reappear unto Genevieve? Can I deprive her of a
fortune and perchance of life, to reduce her to poverty and labor,
which will now cause her death——"

“ St 1 vairly interposed the bellringer,

“ And were that wound,” continued Jean in a melancholie strain,
‘ which I have received, to open again; were I unable to toll with
my arms—would 1 then behold Genevieve, a discarded heiress, scrape
the ground to nourish me 27 ’ .

“ But the fuct is, that' you are thoroughly cured,” added Plerre, by
way of explanation, g
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“J am not sure of it,7 responded the Guide. “ The snow and hail,
the storms of heaven, may again be a scourge to us, And think you
that to-day, after Gerevieve has seen a fortune disappear before her,
I could say to her: ®Come, wife, put the child upon your back, the
tir.es are hard, but the world is large ; come, let us fipd some means
of gaining a morsel of bread’—No? that would be impossible,
Pierre——in returning to my mother’s house, I will experience nothing
but cold and hunger, misery and pain—-" . ) .,

“ And who fold you that riches will bring happiness to Genevieve ?
shrewdly interposed Plerre. “ Do you think, then, with a house full
of gold she can buy a friendship like thine ¥ '

#0Oh!no! no " muttered the Guide. '

“Thou knowest well, contentment surpasses wealth,” resumed the
argumentative manufacturer of wooden shoes.

“Tt is true, Pierre; you are right,” responded Jean,

“ (Come then, Jean Claude,” entreated the bell-ringer, “let us go
and seek Genevieve once again.”

“3till,” hesitatingly replied the Guide, “if } make my reappearance,

‘her fortune will be sacrificed 17

“ What will that signify ?* remonstrated Pierre. o
- % And then if our poor child, who is not stroug,” resumed Jean, in
Gepth of meditation, “should chance to die, perchance, Genevieve, as
she laid it in the cold ground, would mourn in silence that we had not
wealth to have saved Wer. Then 1 would be guilty of a crime in
cuusing her murder—Dbetter for me to die like o brave man with the
battle cry of France upon my lips—firewell” e

¢ Await for me, then,” resolutely responded his comrade, “1 WliH
accompany you hence, yes, along way hence—and perhaps you will
change your idens.” ‘

% Come ! reiterated the Guide. )

“ Wait I whispered Pierre, as he opened the door.

“ Why so?” inguired Jean. )

& (enevieve is coming out of chuteh,” replied the bell-ringer.

“ Gevevieve I oxclaimed the Guide.

#Jhe hias heen to church to hear mass,” rejoined Pierre, “ and per-
haps she will come in here.” .

“ Tn heaven’s namne | ¢jaculated Jean Claude, © conceal me. Y

# And whatever happens,” continued Jean, * do not speak to me.

“Not a word!” said the bell-ringer, as he closed the door upon
him, I will not say I have seen'you, Now, Holy Saints, guard us!

'The worthy Pierre, rude and humble soul as he was, disposed of
his furniture to avoid suspicion and calmly awaited the eoming of his

expected visitor, .
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CHAPTER V.
THE IIUBBAND'S SACRIFICE. \

Grspvievs entered the room, pale, trembling and careworn. She
was modestly attired in deep mourning, and the grief of her heart
seemed indelibly printed upon her beautiful countennnce,

“ Good duy,” she said, advancing in a most friendly manner to the
confused and excited bell-ringer. o

“ Ah, Madame Genevieve I quoth the humble artizan ¥ you have
come to visit me,” and he endewvored to stifle his elnoti07ns.

“Lhave come from church,” resumed Genevieve 5 %I have many
serious matters to speak to you about.”

* Madame,” responded the peasant, “I am at your gervige,”

A first, my friend,” quoth the lady, taking a seat upon a stool,
it is necessary for me to bid you a long farewell.” :

“You leave us then ¥ inquired Picrre.

“lt is necessury,” returned Genevieve. “ My relatives inform me
that I skould appear at Naples to assure possession of the inheritance
to which misfortune gives me title, I have no longer Jean Clande
whose labor gave me a living, 1 am now compeiled to accept a large
fortune to guarantee my danghter against misery, which aloue | could
buffet. I am about to yicld up to the curate of Saint Martin the four
acres of heather land to aid in the relief of the poor—and I bring
you, my friend, the forty crowns for which your poor companion lost

. his life,”

“To me, Genevieve?” tremulously inquired Pierre, as the \;&’eeping'
T)am? placed in his hand a leather purse, containing the eoin, ’

“You will not refuse,” reiterated Genevieve, giving vent to her
sad emations by a copious flood of tears. “Itis your share of the
inheritance and o souvenir of your best friend.”. :

“Fhousand thanks " gratelully replied the bell-ringer,

“ The money will be well spent, but keep the purse—it was his

travelling purse for many a year,” sudly rejoined Genevieve, arising
from her seat and placing a key in his hand’: “ Here is the ey to the
eottage of Jean Claude. Be the master and guardian of it 5 and if
you desire to inherit it——

*Oh, no I” warmly responded Pierre, € 1 could not thiuk of living
there without you, without him. No, wealth has closed the poor
cottage for o long while to come.” ' .

“ May heaven grant that the wealth which has cost me such a
pang,” resumed the siill weeping Iady, © will aid me in proserving my
sole treasure—my dear daughter. Did you only know, my f';':iend,
how much during the absence of Jean Clande; I have held her, either
burning or cold trom fever upon my knees ; how many tirnes I have
prayed God, and God heard my prayers, that her ills would cease be-
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fore the return of her father, to whom I have never whispered con-
cerning the past afllictions, for my child was the mainspring of my.
life. Poor Jean Claude, ITeaven kuows. that had he lived, I would
have labored for his happiness.” The lady sighed deeply and wiped
the tears from her eyes. ‘

“ Im almost tempted to call Jean Clande,” murmured the bell-ringer
to himsclf, touched at the sincerity of the poor wife.

* And during my sorrews, Pierre,” continued the Dame, * [ have
a shadow of consolation in his being able from unhigh to say to him-
self us he sees her growing nwp: Genevieve can now profect our child
frow thie blasts of antumn, the snows of winter, and she will grow to
womanhood beneath a genial sun.” '

“ 8till 1 dave not sumameon Jean,” ruminated Petit Pierre.

“ Iarewell, Pierre,” gaid the lady, shaking her friend warmly by
the hand ; * you canstill say that Rich Genevieveof Farvara will always
be considered as a valuable friend.” ' .

. “You are too good, Madame,” gratefully replied the peasant, “ and 1
shall ever love you truly ; still T would be unable to live among the
great people, who summon you to them ; I could oaly compare my-

" self to athistle among the flowers of a garden.

“In the valley it may bloom unnoticed, but amoeng duinty plants
uever! But how long before you start upon your joutney

“In an hour, perhaps,” returned the lady  and now furewoell and
may your life be a successful and a happy one.” )

Madame Thibaut extended her hand to “the humble friend of her
infancy, who pressed it to his lips and bedewed it with his tears. The
pour tellow, warned as he had been by the reapparition of his ancient
comrade, viewed .the departure of Genevieve as a personal culamity
anbittering the casual comfort of his bleak aad solitary existence,
with stantmering accents he mumbled forth an affectionate, heart-felt
farewell. .

No suoner had Genevieve quitted the apartment than the Guide
stepped cantiously frem his place of concealment as if to cateh a
glatce of his wife’s retreating form, : .

“ Now,” murmured Jean Claude addressing his companion,  you
st understand why 1 amn one too many in this world.”

“Yes,” sturmnered Plerre—* that Is so l—you must not be in a
hurry—ihere must be some time for reflection.” ‘

“ Bhe will take the c¢hild to some more genial clime,” quoth the
Guide, pucing the apartment nervously. “Now then will I have
courage to face the brunt of battle—I can willingly die of my
wounds [—Thanks to heaven, that before elosing my eyes in death;
T have seen them on the road to a happy future. = Come, let us start,

Picrre, my head burns and 1 must hasten-."

At this moment the bell of Saint Martin commenced ringing for
the close of service, J

“ilold 1" excluiined the bell ringer, “ the bell avnounces the close
sf mass—chureh is coming out—@Genevieve will pass the house.”

# Bug should she enter,” interposed Jean tremulously.
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“Iwill bult the door,” rejoined Pierre, suiting the action to the
word by forcing the bolt. “8he will think that I bave gone out—
now perfect silence until the bell ceases.”

¢ Could I but see her for the last time,” murmured Jean.

“ Bhall ] draw the bolt?? insinuated Petit Pierre,

“No!” firmly responded the Guide, designating with his finger s

lateral window opening upon the strect, “see the people upon the '

road way, strangers—they are her rich relatives—yes Genevieve is
among them bearing my child—my little Jean, my only treasure !
Yes, they bear away my child, my everything [ still he added in
perfect delivimun : * they cannot rob a father of his daughter’s love.”

“Nol” composedly responded Plerve.

“1t'is-a sacrifice,” continued Jean,  perchance repugnant to the will
of God, on high.”

_“Yes, repuguant to the witl of God " repeated Pierre,  certainly
-1t 1s,—1 will go call Genevieve,” . )

“Nol” firmly responded the Guide, “I would seek her myself,
still~weze | o be assassin of my child '—is my beain turned, or
has my wound re-opened—I feel my head swim——my breath fails
me,—Oh ! Plerre, you know not what sortow is concealed within
my heart.”

The Guide fell overpowered with griefand sorrow upon the breast
of his ancicut conrade, und shed his tears freely, asthe bell continued
to ring forth the closing chimes of the service.

. :

CHAPTER VI
TIIE HOUSEHOLD SPY,

Eignreeny years elapsed after the departure of Genevieve from
her mountain cottage of the Savoy. Many serious changes had
transpired during that period of time, and the general, for whose
relief Claude the Guide had ventured his existence was hailed as the
. great Emperor of martial France, . . V

It was, therefore, in the year 1813, that the domesties of a newly
decorated mansion in the Rlue de Verneil were lounging out of the
windows to eatch a glimpse of the imperial cortege, as it defiled
through the Rue de Bac. One by one curiosity impelled them to
desert their labors so that the main saloon of the mansion was
deserted by all save one, who, availing himself of the absence of his
master, was about to imitate their example when he discovered his
exit precluded by the entrance of a gentleman of middle age,
costurned with the taste and brilliancy distinguishing the new born
aristocracy of that period. ' :

“Bimon,” suid the incomer, as he almost jostled against the
domestic, who was about passing out, “are you here alone

“ Yes, Monsieur Morel,” respectfully returned the servant.
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# Well, ray boy,” familiarly quoth the gentleman as he closod the
door cautiously and sdvanced to the domestie, ¥ you have not forgot-
ten that two months ago when | placed you in the house hold ol the
Count @ Arezzo, l'promised you—""

“That you would deuble my wages” interposed the affable
Simon. :

“Upon condition——"_“That T would inform you of overything
transpirmg Leve,” replied Simon, with signal effrontery of manner.

“There are two Napoleons,” continued Morel, throwing o him
two plittering pieces of guld, o

“Thanks, sir,” replied Simou; “ now for your questions.”

“First)? resued Morel,  where is the Count ¥ :

“He in endoubtedly ab the Treasury,” answered the dpmestie,
“ where bis duties ns Treasurer of the Venetisn contributions should
demiand his presence.” ' .

%No. | have come from the Treasury,” said the gentleman,
* Hag he gone out for the night?

“ Yes,” replied Stmon, pointing to a mask, which lay, upon a piece
of furniture;  probably he bas gone to the masked ball at Frascati’s,
[ found this mask and cloak in the room early this morning.”

“ A masked ball?” meditated the gentleman; ¢ he would not miss
oue of the fetes of Nraseati—he gambles heavily” Then he contin-
ued aloud. “ And the Countess ¥ ‘

“Hag gone out;” replied the servant ; “ Mademoiselle Jane remains
alone in the hotel.” . : .

#“ I3 there & continual dispute as to her marriage ¥ continued Mo-
ref with an aiv of nenelalance. )

“ More than ever,” continued the eonfidential spy, “although we
do bot hear much about it.”

% Porhaps,” interrupted the visitor, ¢ The Count and Countess have
had an explanation ¥

% No," responded Simon, “the Countess will come to no under-
standing with her busband,” , ‘

“ He still persists in withelding his consent,” remarked Morel,

“ i may be déferred until Mademoiselle Jane attains her majority,”
observed the well instroeted Simon,

“ O, but that is fur distaut,” cuntinued the geatleman.

“@he will be of age in ten days,” quoth Simon correcting him.

“8he will be of age in ten days,” suid Morel, reflectingly ; “are
you sure of that?”

4] gan assure you,” observed the domestic confidentially, “ that
Mademoiselie Jane attains Lier legal majority.” :

“ He will probably then demand all accounts, due Jduring her
minority,” remarked Monsicur Morel.

© 4 That is a natural consequence,” said Simon,

“ Who has told you all this?” inguired the gentleman,

“ Noone,” responrded Simon, shrewdly, * % A domestic, troubled
with curiosity, Iearus everything naturaliy ; a word on one side :nd a
hint on the other, su intercepted letter—in a word you pay me or
informationy T piek it np—1{ justruct yon,”
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“1 have not o moment to lose,” resumed Monsienr Morel, “it is
neeessary for me to see the Count this very day.”

“ Will you wait for him ?” inguired Simon. '
% Nol I have two calls to make,” returned the visitor; “at what

hour is it probable he will be here 7"
“1 eannot say,” replied the domestic; “ofien when we believed

aim at o distance, he is in this very chamber: I sometimes believe he

~pines through the walls.”

“ | must make haste,” observed the visitor, When near the room
loor he suddenly stopped 5 * Is there a cab-stand here ¥° !

* In the Rue de Bae,” replicd Simon. ‘

“Thauk you,” rejoined Morel; * when Ireturn, let me in” * Let
you in,” responded Simon in a hesitating manner, “that was not
ugreed upon.”

“ 1 will treble your wages,” quoth Morel, taking his departure
hastiiy. .

s that man the friend or the enemy of the Count de Arezzo?”
soliloguized Simon as he watched the gentleman leaving the apart-
ment.  “Is he a debtor or a creditor? In faith, he can'be one or
the other, provided he does not pass counterfeit money. A carriage

at the door!” e continued, as he went to look out the windowy .

““the Count, perhaps; no, the chariot of the Countess. And 1 have
furgotten to deliver to Mademoiselle Jane the result of the commis-
sion she entrasted me with, [ must hasten to her,”

“1 was just going to speak to you, Mademoiselle,” he continued as
a young and lovely woman entered the apartment.

“I was out ot patience waiting for you,” returned the lady.

“ ] have been o the post” replied the domestic; * there are no let. -

ters from Italy for the Countess.”

“ He has not written then,” murmured the girl to herself,  fifteen

days, and without a letter |7

“She appears annoyed,” musingly observed Simon,

# Henri does not love me as dearly as Ilove him,” quoth the girl
to herself.

““Is Mademoiselle awarve,” interposed the cautious Simon, “ that
her mother, the Countess, has veturned to the mansion

*Thinl you su ¥ observed the ludy abstractedty. ,

“The hurses are already unharnessed,” replied the servant.

“ | was ignorant of it,” remarked the youug woinan, about to take
her departure reom the ehamber. ‘ )

“ June,” interposed the Countess, entering the room in her carriage
costume, ¢} have bean secking for you everywhere—what are yuu
doing here 17 N

“[ came to ask a question of Simon,” modestly responded the fuir
gitl to this inquiry of her still young and handsome mother,

13 it what ails v.a ¥ inguired the Countess with an air of solicit-
ude, “ v have a.. vessed looking air—has anything wnusual oc ur-
ed, Simon 7’ :

“ Nothing, Mada

i

e aoes of himselfl”
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% Flave you seen the Count ?7 tenderly induired the mother, * Has
he been conversing with you t*

* No,” disconsolately veplied the young woman: “still, T have.
buen thinking that fifteen days have clapsed without any news from
Italy.” ’

“ AT that grieves you,” remarked the Countess, as she seated her-
selt upon oue of the Jounges, “ my poor ehild, reassure yourself, dry
up your tears, aud dream that Colonel Henri thinks more of you than

“In the first pluce,” rejoincd the daughter, assuming a seat affee.
Homately by the side of her wother, “that is an impossibility, besides
Lis silenee does nov prove his love,  About an hour ago, [ saw a ser-
vant comie hither with a letter—oli I how my heart beat, but 1 was de-

woived. It was a letter from ihe Marshal's wife, who invites us upon

the fifteémh of this month .to atiend the soiree given before her de-
poavture Lo the countey.” '

“Yes, | am aware of it.” yesponded the Countess, “T have just
quitted the lady; she will call shorely to take you with her to the .
chateaw,” E

“What ! me!” inguired June, .

“ Yes,” resumed Lhe Countess, “ to-day there is musical mass in the
chupel ; the marshal’s wife has two places in the gallery reserved for
ladies of liwuor ; one she has placed at your disposal, and will take
you in hev compuny.  tlenge, my child, make all speed, call your

- waltivg-maid, znd areauge yourself beautitally—"

“And you ? effectionntely inguired the fuir dnughter, .

L7 responded Ler mwother, “ will profit of your absenge, and en-
desvor to speaki to the Count rationally coneerning your marriage.”

* Listen, mnother,” entreated the beautiful Jaue; “ 1 am too heart-sore

¥ 0 1 -y N ! » .
Ao dress myself, and think upon the vanities of fushions. Permit me

1o write o line thanking the duchess, and suffer me to remaln by your
side the rest of the duy.”

“# Bhould 1 permis you,” retorted the Countess, smilingly, # you will
repent of it betere long” '

“ Why?” swectly inquired the young lady.

“ Beeuuse | trust you will see,” vesponded the Countess, * some one
at the Chapel, who will dissipate your melaneholy.”

“ Who " anxiously interrupted Jane.

“ A person arriving trom ltaly,” replied the Countess.

“Who brings tidings from Colonel Henri 27 quoth the young girl,

“And who knows the reasons,” continued her mother, “why he
has not written for the last fifteen days.” :

* Who knows the reason 1” cjaculated the young lady
" #1 do,” replied the Countess, “ because he told it me.”

“ And you have concealed it from me ?” said Jane, -

*“ You gave me no time to communicate it to you,” answered her
mother,  *The Colonel has not written for the reason that the weari-
ness of separation pressed so heavily npon him that he solicited an
appointment near the Bwmperor”

“Lovtuey to Franee T iotermptad the cnmnenp ladv,

.
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* Which he has obtained,” continued the matron, joyously, “ he
started for France forthwigh, and now he is in Paris.” -

“ Henri, here I ejaculated Jane, drying her tears readily, -

“Yesterday he was received by the Emperor, and to-day he will
be present ab the mass in the chatean,” quoth the Countess,

“ And is this all true 7 anxicusly inquired Jane, almost beside her-
sell at this joyful revelation, “ all you have told me ¥’

¥ Quite true, my child,” returned the Countess, * now will you not
go and thank the Duchess.” .

“And have you seen him ¥ anxiously inquired the fair girl,

¥ We have not time 1o enter into details,” affectionately replied her
mother, “ now hurry and dress yourself.” S '

“1 will not be long for my heart urges me to the task,” and with
these words the beautiful creature wuas abont to bound out of the
roomn, whea she noticed the entrance of the step-father, at whose as
pect her joy was suddenly changed into u re-assumption of her pre
vious melancholy. ‘ i

“ Weil, Jane,” quoth the Count @ Arezzo, upon his entrange, “ you
seenl to have dropped vour good-bumor.  Are you afraid of me 27

“ No, futher,” timidly responded the young girl.

“Iu truth,” continued the Count, * you almost make me believe it

to Lo so.  Preserve your gaiety, my girl, for it suits you admirably,
and do not disguise it in my presence, who was but & moment ago
thinking of yow” . :

*1s 1t possible, father ¥ musingly asked the blooming Jane.

“Yes,” responded the Count, “1 have just lefs one of our most
wealthy diplomatists who has a son attached to the department of fi
nances, and | thought that——"

“You are well aware, my tather,” interposed Jane, energetically
* that T am promised to Colonel Henri”

“1 am aware that the Countess, your mother,” responded the Count,’

“has Dbeen guilty of the weakness of encouraging the hopes of this
young man to whom I am a stranger, aud 1 should be mueh pleased
to have a conversalion with you upoil the subject; will you therefore
do me the favor of taking o seat ¥ .-

“Jane has it not in her power to comply with your request,” inter-
rupted the Countess. interposing her person between the speakers.

“ At, this momens the duchess is expected to arrive to convey her
to the Chatean”

] regret that my daughter can not sacrifice to me. -—-"" resumed
thie Connt.

“1t is imnpossible,” repeated the Countess, *“the duchess will be
here, aud June will be behind time—Go, my child, and haste thee.”

“ Poor mother,” musingly whispered the young girl, “ to leave thee
atone to ennug—=i=" f

“Nay, trouble yourself not on my account,” affectionately respond-
ed her mother ; ¢ go, be happy, and inake haste.” '

The beautifl Jane smiled and quitsed the chamber noiselessly.

'
i

. 1,

- for after her loss the world would be valueless t0 ne.
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CHAPTER Vi,

THR COUNT D'ARNZZD.

# I nap trusted, Madame,” qnoth the Count, as he depostted & foex
of documents upou the table, “ that n pssigning an hour in advance
for my daughter, I might havo reckoned upon her sttendancs.”

“1 am sstonished, that you should solicit, st thia hour, an interview
Egu iinve. ovoided for the past six months” proudly retorted the

untess,

 “ltwas because I concluded you had resolved to discuntenafioe
o project of alliance. my silence disapproved of.” -

¥ And why this silence? upon what grounds do you hase your dis-
approbation ¥ sternly inquired the Countess.

“ Upon an interest for Jane’s welfare,” replied the Count; “and
therefore it is my duty to resist the dingerons allurement of an affeo. -
tion which has completely bewildered you.”

: %OE z;re sz}mrilng uudc;r a delusion, sir,” retorted the Countess,

ut happi eem It proper i ; o
Count rejoifg)d.y’ . Proper to fuietpose my prudence,” the

“Or rather, your hatred,” resumed the lady -

* Hatred ! for whom 2 ironically nsked the nobleman.

“My daughter,” solemnly spoke the Countess.

] entertain hatred aguinsb her 3 exclaimed the Italian.

“You are aware, sir,” responded the lady, “that 1 had sworn to
remain a widow, when the monks of La Coneordia contested my in-
heritanco, after I had been in possession over two years.”

::I rowember that,” nervously udded the nobléman,

You should moreover remember,” resumed the Countess, “that 1
was subsequently inforied that you instituted these unjust and illegal
proceedings,” '

:I{% wag a calﬁn}ny P warmly said the Count, :

ou are still further awave,” procceded the Counte fo-
ally, ¥ that the Sovereign Cuuncii%{‘ Venice, unto whonis'Ienlfarge t:f:
cotrse, promised me its protection upon the condition of contracting.-
& second marriage with some Italian nobleman, who would becoma
&t the same time my husband and the adopted father of my child.”

“That is all true,” remarked the Count, )

“1 bad no choice but between the future of -my child and of the
§x1rstence of her futher; my duty was plain,” continued the Countesa.

You were nesr me, and contrived to take possession of my confi-
dence, and when, to preserve the fortune of my daughter, | becarmne
your wife, we sighied a contract, recognizing the right of Jape to one
half her property, and constituting you her tutor, You even oxacted
by the same instrument, that this fortune should belong to you
should my daughter chance to die, and 1 yielded to the emei'gency:

. e W i From that duy
you have up to this time surrounded Jage with every care and pre-

caution—now you dissimulate no longer—~you have thrown off the
' madl,” 4 -
] s\
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« ame ! ejaculated the Count, ) b
# I‘ffvlzl{:‘r? t{f:s Firs:]t Cousul,” continued the heroie mother, havijniﬁ
nquered Italy, summoned you to France asa Venitian cgvo‘y;rc“a
;?)uqnot, endeavo’r to separgte my child from her mpthcr, and pre
-om following us hither ¥ .
hex‘-‘ f}:.l(x)\rnc};_llcl havagwibhdmwn from the Countess d’Are:;E':(:,i tﬁlt::lr:itt}
the Italian, “a child which seemeg perpetuslly to recall tho
» hushand, Jean Claude. . ) )
hef‘ f'}.‘);?;:xme of Jean Claude Thibaut will always be eushrined in
eart,” warmly responded the Coun ' e
™ !;'c;lu ‘aro weic{)me to your divinity,” sneeringly obSenec’l the
Co‘l‘uétl;ort]y after our arrival in ?uri;,” é‘esgm‘?g 'glel?zzlél;tgssr,nl_)]fﬂ%::;%
1 3 )
ttention to the sarcasm ot ber husband, not gee z
2&?11?’1 glfl iil and speedily decline, overwhelmed by }{‘}11 nqehlf)c_::a ::li
wearied by "domestic quarrely of which she was the o gc‘aznt A
the most skilfl physicians preseribe for lllmr trﬂs;‘;c(};?ﬂgr'malady Lot
in injustice the eau ,
rpof that your contiuued ipjustice was My, stned
E;t(::' 4 mogth of calmness and repose, sho recoverecxi E?;t,rl}sgcllthc,o ‘?b t
when, after & two-years sojourn in Italy, Jape and | 1holm d to ot
tain 3;0111- consent to her marriage with Colonel Henri, w e e
at Florence, and to whom I pledged my word, have you n
2

months placed obstacles in the way of this marriage, without explang.

sure i ting
tion of your motives, as if you had a secret ple:laau‘; e dmn 01;3:-:;::{{1 g
Jane, and in anticipating dread of her happlness‘. B nvou s!;ow ‘ycm,“
it y(;u'do not hate my daughter, in what way 40 ‘

ot e jon of ecalmness
« Madame,” responded the Count, with an affectatic ,

1 cannot reply to accusations, ‘hich can be excused, probably, by -

i : , onl
the agitation of your mind, for I will not szﬁz from ﬁﬁfﬁ,ﬁﬁe;’f m§
verri i it me to anthorize
ring that it does not sul : ”
btiz E{‘é;:gh%er with I know not what young ,unknown f?:llomé“ountess
° ‘i?Who bears n name the army venerates,” returned the L ,
' i ey | -
# for he is the son of Gencral Roger. + Avezzo. with &
fﬂ I nevér before heard of that general,” resumed@ Arezzo,
etation of ignoramce. | .
Pr(:‘f‘f“'}’iv‘fealready told you,” responded the Cognte;s,‘ e"ﬁi?ﬁ(ﬂi,
& thatl éeneral Roger was shot upon Mont Ccmsﬁxélth_ J e‘;lg% ibatt,
the compauion in his mistortune. Do you not f:ln 4, %tx;]; sa;ne 1o the
union of the children of these two mer, mardered in X
f Providence? . )
cun be seen the hand o { ) Gount, “still quite
1t gssuredly is very romuntie,” replied thc oty e
impossible, for I also have a project for the allianc y daug
3 ;
W 4 inguired the Countess. ) ) .
“ ;Igcl:lsire }’ngeturned the Count  that her 11'1:1,1.'(11‘1ageI \}wl'rlll‘}ec{;n(:;e;s
us oS inti,mute]y with the Court of Fl'anlc_c; b§§1 ti’t J
inqui uble i g prardian .
set. relinguished my double duties as guart T iy poor
ye After having trampled,” msur.neq the afflicte D e B
Jane to the cartn by dsdain, and indifference for ov 3

Shaut her disobedience may be removed,then, mad

will recognize ¥
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you, at this late period remember that you are her step father,
beeause it suits you to dispose of her at your will, to sacrifice her for
some dormant scheme of ambition—Sir I that would he s crime ?”
“ Madam, T am astonished 1 exclaimed the Italian,
“To find in mesome resolution 1” calmly returned the Countess.
“In fact, that should astonish you; I have ever been, if not
- submissive, at least resigned, but my resignation ceases when the
fture of my child is concerned, On your account, I have seen her a -
child, weep®1 have seen her a girl, weep, and on your gecount, I liave
1o wish to see her, a wife weep ; and therefore -1 tell you this
Iiirrisge shall be accomplished beeause I believe her happiuess, her
life depends wpon it. 1t is time that Jane should live in consolation,
tur 1 have no wish that the shade of Jean Clande, who died for us,

shall come to the Countess to inquire what she had done for the
existence of the child of Genevieve. And were I, in this struggle
agalnst you, to encounter even death—1 swear to you that I will face
1t without changing colorw” ‘

“ You desire then,” replied the Count, “ War to the knife I”

* No, sir,” responded the Countess haughtily, “I merely desire to
solicit your approbation of this marriage.” ‘

“Never, Madam P firmly answered the Italian, :

“Time has devoured space, sir,” continued the mother, “in ten
duys Jane will be of age.”

*“ And then 7" nervously inquired the Connt.

‘ Free, mistross of her own actions,” responded the Countess
almly, “she will contract a marriage which heaven has blesssed in
advance, and institute her return to power by demdnding a state-
ent of your accounts,” )

“ What, madam,” exclaimed the
you brave scandal fearlessly— 17

*“ The: devotion of a mother to her daughter’s welfare,” returned
the Countess, “ can never give rise to seandal”

“In ten days, Madam,” resumed the Count, “ yon will seek to
employ a rigorous exercise of right, I will therefore ge all means lefy
to me during the ten days to come.” :

The Countess smiled, for she had resclved to remove her daughter
from his supervision during the remainder .of the period of his legal
tutelage of the young and interesting girl. ‘ ‘

L . H =
“1 desire,” continued the Count, #to interrogate my child, in order

#1m, you ean profit by
ameonvinced that Jane

Count in consternation, “ wounld

my hatred, for it would be justifiable, still—I

# Force may com
“ but al heart never. .

“* To-morrow we shall know all,” responded the Count.

"The Conness smiled again, for she had determined that her daughter
should be far distant ere the morrow’s dawn. Then she continued
dovd 1 “ Flave you come to a decision, Count o

*“Yeus, Madam,” replied the Italian afficmatively.”

Eel her obedienco in a word,” returned the matron,
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v Then [ will withdraw,” haughtily returned the Countess, as she
soiterated to herself her determination to send Jane out of the reach
of her rapacious and treacherous fatherdn-daw.

« ] have procrastinated too long,” soliloguized the Venitisn as bhe

the room in nervous-agitation, “ I have suffered this explanation
to remain until too late——I was a fool for my remissness. If [ cannot
obtain Jane’s consent by persuasion, by iptimidation, I must devise
some means to procrastinate she marriage. Bhould she compel me tu
scoount for her monies—I will be not only ruined, hut absolutely dis-
honared. Well ! I have yet ten doys %o au'ran%e thattera; ten brief
days. Lauckily the hero of this adventure is four bundred leagues
henoe.  Let me see, I have fijends at Florenoo, one above all, skitful,
intriguing and daring—while { am at work here I will set him io mo-
tion at Florence—he will introduce himself to the Colonel, quiset his
suspicions, sllay his doubts, and plant the seeds of revengeful jealousy,
while I poison the match here.

“Yoas,” ho continued rubhing hls hands, and ringing 'his ehamber
bedl, ¥ will write to hum, explalning my plan, and give him cuse
to be interested in our suceess.”

“T)id your excelleney call ¥ modesly imquired Simon, who had’
entercd the apartment in answer {0 the Count’s summons.

“ Yes,” replied the Venitian, “lov the horses be puf up, 1 shall nos
go out again,” : i .

“ Certainly, your Excellency,” returned the Jommestic, “ but I would
inform you " ‘

% What ?” inquired the Count, impatiently.

¢ That Monsieur Morel " answered tﬂ& servant.

« T cannot receivo him,” remonstrated the Count, 1 have no time
at present——" )

But, sir, he insfsts upon it,” reiterated the servant. - .

«Gend bim away,” said the Couut, raising his voice to 2 high pitch
—“] cannot—1 am too busy * . .

« And go am 1, your Excellence I” Interposed Monsieur Morel, fore-
ing his way into the apartment.

% He's done it murmured Simon, gleefully, as he left theroom to
indulge in o hearty outburst of Iaughter at the superlative impudence
of the Count’s mysterious visitor. .

Arri————

CHAPTER VIIL

AN UNEXPECTED ARRIVAL.

«1 aw terribly annoyed at disturbing you,” quoth Morel, throwing
himself into an arm-chair, without awaiting an invitaiion from the
Count, © yet I am enchanted to sce you.” L.

% What do you want ¥ inguired the Count, indulging in a vehement

outburst of rage. ..
# Merely to give you notice,” replied the visitor, that I have de-

t

R e et
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posit{-}d{ in the}:l bank your note at sight, subseribed to my order, for the
sum uf one hundred and twelve thousand francs for which i
indebted to me.” ‘ Hyem
“ Well, sir,” responded the Count, continuing the composition of
A letter, and paying but indifferent attention to his creditor, * yon
will have the trouble of taking it out of the Bank again, for § cannos
at present psy it T ‘
“ You have the funds,” replied Morel, ® dnd I can wait nio } »
€ onger,
*“ And why this haste, at this emerge:’lcy T inquired the n%er ‘
“Simply while you are absorbed in gaming,” enswered his visitor
leaning over the.table, g0 ag to addrese him in & low tona of voise
“ you see not difficulties arising on all sides of you. In ten day;!
Mademoiselle Jane will be of age ; she will make the customary de-
mands upon you and after & notice of fifteen days will insist wpon
her acoounts, and as your affairs are disordered I have thonght prop- -

© er 1o claim o preference among creditors.”

~ “And then, Monsieur Morel,” returned the Count arlsing and lay.
ing aside his correspondence, * you believe that I have not foreseen
this state of matters—that I have provided nothing to guarantee mny-

relf. Such a thought iz as outrage i i
; o ous inm s as eud g
ungrateful in yours.” T e s soione

* What are your expeetations T inquired Morel. :

“ {u the first place, learn,” replied the Count, * that this marriage
cennot be accomplished under six moaoths, if it is at all.  Accord ue
three months and then—Iluck will not forever run sgainst me; this
very night my vein of good fortune has commenced. A pa;ty of
twenty determined gamesters were assemblod at Frasoati’s; we were
;r.fr;u;ihof }ﬁ;ig kn;wn, -bleside %: rules allowed macked gar;xbling«‘. I
3124 TEC gusand napoleons f k i
e e p efore m?i whap the day brole, and i

‘ “;Vonderfu} P cjaculated Mogsl. '

“Twenty times,” oonti “ i ‘
ety times,” ¢ ntinued the Count, - I held tha qifeen cacd, the

“Twenty times 7' repeated the visitosinereduloualy.

: E‘%’ twentydtimes 1’ reiterated the gamesgter.

on eould only pi ' ¥ 2
ing }i‘;s 5}rnami towardsﬁ;gévl?oﬂz .Oﬂe on aceounty” quoth Mordl, exteqd

** Pooh! nonsense,” replied the Count,*
confounding you with mypcontraQtors.’Pub' that would sppesr e

“Well,” returned the guest, I do not mind that.”

_“But,” responded the Count, taking his friend’s hand, “I have w0
high an interest in your case for that. 'Well, this return of luck will
{ximr[;):f{ld lxlast as igng as has my want of success. I will moreover

ve before long other resources
extension of thrgee monthe snf’: leat’gepfilye.%w' Agreo therefqn’e o

The Count condueted his visitor to a door at the turther end of the
apartment and continued : “Iam desirous of finishing an importans
diepatolt for Florence with regard to Colonel Henr}” ’

. % Colonel Heuri is in Paris,” replied Morel, Jaying his band upon

2 s B

b e e

T
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the knob of the door, and addressing the Count, who had resumed his-

seat at the table and recomimenced his writing.
“ You are mistaken,” remarked the Venitian nobleman,

“ Not at 'all,” replied Morel returning to the table. “I am certain -
of it, I heard of it at the Club. Yesterday he was received by the ;

Emperor, and this morning he was present at the review.

“Itis evidently an errvor,” resumed the Count obstinately ; ¢ The
Ck)u:xtess whom 1 have just secn, wouid not fiil to have informed
me.,”

“®he is either ignorant of the fact,” replied Morel, “ or has some
good reason for desiring to conceal it,”

“You are crazy,” iusisted she Count, it is impossible.”

“ Your excellency,” quoth the domestic, Simon, appearing at the
door, * Colonel Henri Roger desires the honor of an interview with
the Count d'Arezzo.” o

“He is in Florence, is he 2 saronsticnlly observed Morel.

“ Well, Merel,” quoth she Count blandly, * 1 am delighted to meoct
him face to face, for no business is transacted better than in person.
Take a seat, Morel, 1 will receive him in your presence and in such a
wise that his marriage will be broken off this very day.”

“That's your game,” respondod the visitor, seating himself,

. “Yam in the humor,” observed the nobleman as he issued the or-
der to Simon to introduce the young Colonel.

A moment afterwards a gallant young soldier, the very beau
ideal of one of those ehivalrie heroes, who had. raised themseclves to
bonor and renown in the army of the great Napoleon, entered the
apartment with a manly, yet respeetful wmien.

“ Wl the Count do me the honor of receiving my ealutations ¥’
respectfully said the soldier, after the fashion of the Empire.

* What, sir, is the object of your visit¥ harshly inguired the
Italiaz, . /

“ Youn not ignorant,” resumed the Colonel, ¢ that I aspire to the
hand, in marriage, of your step-dawghter, I have taken she liberty
of addressing you several letters from Italy, which, to my regret,
have remained unpuswered.”

“ Which should have tnstructed you, sir,” replied the Count haughti
ly, ** that I could not accede ta your request”

“I feared so, sir,” modestly responded the soldier; “but as my
fature happiness depends upon this marriage, I have determined to
solicit your approbation.”

“I conceive it to be, sir, exceedingly strange” answered the Veni
wan, grufly, * that you have ventured hither, when everything assared
you, in advance, of a refusal, which I row declare to be irrevocable.”

“Thal's clear, and to the point,” murmured Morel.

“And now, Count, I come,” resumed the Colonel, discarding all
tone of inferiority or supplication, # as the bearer of a message, which
may probably influence you to slter your previous determination.”

“ A message " quoth the Count, arising from his seat. ‘

“ But before employing a mesns repugnant to my honor,” continusd
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the young soldier in 2 milder tone of voice, “allow me, sir, to ex-
B - ] .
luin to you my situatiow R
P You stated that you were the bearer of a message,” harshly inter-
oy e s "
rupted the Venitian noble, “now, what is 1t;"3 give it me. el
« Na, Count,” remonstrated the Colonel, “ I donot desire to-employ
H 1 . d
any infloence——— ) . . s
?;l amn waiting for the message,” insultingly rejoined the Count. ,
# Jor mercy’s sake,” remonstrated the soldier,  just listen to Ilne.j,
“ The message, sir,” imperiously demanded the Count, “or I retire.”
“Since you have forved me to deliver it, here it is,” responded the
Colonel, presenting to him au epistle. )
%] am curious to kunow,” remarked the nobleman haughtily, “who.

. : . s T
dures boast power to overawe my inclinations.’

« And so am L” murmured the other visitor, K )
The Count letsurely tore open the letter, and yead with an air of
inditference, as fullows: :

“ Monsieur the Count: the Countess d’Arezzo has promised the
hand of her daughter in marriage to Colonel Roger. This young
soldier is the son of vne of my eompanions in arms; I approve of the
marriege, and will be most bappy to sign the contract. .

S ‘ “ N apoLEON."

«The Emperor!” ejaculated the enraged Italian, crushing the letter
within his palsied hands. o .
 “ The game's blocked !” muttered Morel significantly.

“ The desires of the Emperor,” quoth the Count in_evident confu-
sion, * are orders in my case—still, it is—a determination imposed on
me, a foreed consent—I mustavow to you, sir, that thus taken by sar-
prise, | have need of some days—to prepare myself—“——” )

“We will wait, sir,” responded Colonel LRoger, “and durin tf.m
interval you awill learn to appreciate me; shortly, perchance, I will
owe to your free action a favor, for which 1 amn at present intlebted
but to the intervention of the Emperor. Then we will forget this
message, of which, sir, I never should have availed myself, bad not
your cool veeeption rendered such s step necessary, 1 will retive, sir,
without visiting the Countess, and without divulging the secret of _tl,'”s'
tnterview, I depart, sir, contented, for 1 believe that which had ite
origin in constraint will terminate in friendship.”

The young man, és he spoke, extended his hand to the Count,

«[ doubt it,” stubbornly seid the Venitian, refusing to accept the
aourteous offer, « farewell, sir.” . :

“ No, Count, not farewell-—we will meet again shorfly, then au.vo-
voir.” :

TFhe soldier then respectfully took his leave.

* Well, Morel 2 ejaculated the Count, disconsolately.

 Well,” responded that gentlemap, arising from hisseat,  let your
Countship get out gf tl}l’at if you can. . As for me, 1 hajre the honor of
wishing you good-bye. :

‘ W?ze);e are ymf ‘going 17 hastily inquired &Arezzo, as he notioed
nis ereditor, with hat in hand, moving to the door. :
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“To hasten the presentation of 1wy note for five hundred and
twelve thousand franes,” coolly replied Morel.

“Btop !” retorted the Count, “are you not aware that in ruining
me, you cause your own ruin likewise ¥’

“ Please, sir, how is that ?” ironieslly inquired the creditor, abous
" to open the door, .

“ Decause,” growled, as it were, the Ttalian, %1 have arranged in
ease the matter should turn out thus,”

“In what way ¥’ resumed Morel, retracting his steps.

#You are in debt to me for a fortune,” responded the Count d’Ar-
ezo, in a low, threatening tone of voice, “ which you have acquired
within & year through my protection. You would never have made
stich enormous profits had it not been that |, with whom importans
sums have been deposited, have assisted you in illegal transactions,
whioh 1dared not undertake myself. ThusI have taken care to seenre
your responsibility, that iny ruin will lead you straight way to the
tribunals of justice,”

“1t has then been a sot trap I” exolnimed Morel.

# No, gir,” replied the Count, “ but an act of foresight ¥

“ You are an infernal scoundrel I suid the infuristed visitor.

“ Bless me!” calmly ejaculated the Italian, “ and you are another,
ws I will prove in good time. But as we have no time to waste upou
eompliments, let us cogitate how to get out of this embarrassment.”

“Your diffimity in no wise concerns me,” responded, the infuriated
Morel § * you subseribed an obligation, relating in no wise to our sar-
rangements. I isstrictly negording to law.” And the visitor attempt-
ad to leave the room,

*1 subseribed to the order of Morel,” replied the Count, impending
his passage, “ and your name is not Morel——"’

* Not Morel !” replied the creditor,

¥ No I continued the Venitian, “ you assumed that name, after es-
caping from Florence where you were to be tried as a connterfeiter of
the }iublic money.”

“ What! you are then awstbe " interposed the visitor.

* Thit upon the same day you would annihilate my eredit,” resumn.
ed the Venetian ; “I will give you uver to the Florentine envoy, who
will take you off my hands.”

“ Bhould that oceur,” responded Marel, altering his tone materially,
*1 will joit my destinics s intimately to your own thut we will he
mutunlly ecompromised.” ‘

“ Now,” continued d'Arezzo, calmly, “ wo understand each other
most dlearly.” ‘

“Yon are right,” responded Morel, ¢ what shall we attempt 37

- @ Anything tending to salvation,” rejoined the Count. '

“Tell me, Morel ! when Isaw Jane, dying, given up by ker phy-
slcians 7

* After her death,” interrupted the creditor, ¥ you will have to ac-
oount to her heirs,” .

“Fam by agreement,” replied the Venetiau, “her sole heir, and
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«The Devil " muttered the Florentine, # you have all the cards.”

“ And now to sweep the board” continued the Count, “ but the
time has not yet come ; besides I have some combinations to work
out, -If you could attach yourself to the troek of the . Colorel—pro-

voke a quarrel—a duel—-" ’

' % No, thank you,” replied Mbrel, dubiot:lsly, “he would kill me,

and T love life a little foo well. Still we could, by aid of lying, scan.
dal—" ) ' .

“Ilenve the Colonel to your ingenuity,” interrupted the Count,
¥ to.-morrow, 1 will hold my step-daughter in my power.” )

“To-marrow! quoth Morel, ¥ she will be far from here,”

“ Tar from here ¥’ Inguired the Count,

* Ter mother sends fier hence to-night,” replied the visitor, “ the
matter is all arranged.” '

“ Who told you this ¥’ marvelled the Venetian, .

# ] know nol,” answered his companion, “but I can convines you ‘
of the truth of my assertion.”

“In what way 7" ankiously inquired the Count.

“In the first place,” replied Morel, ¢ do you know of & man named
Ambroise, who resides at Chaillott "

“Yes,” responded the Italian, “an old servant of the Countess,
whom T turned away for considering he had theright to interfere in
her dispates » ‘ )

“ The Countess has preserved relations with him,” continued Morel,
“ fur immediately after leaving you, she'addressed a letter to him.”

“ And what does that prove 1" interrupted the Count,

“ Read the letter,” replied Morel, handing him a note, “ and yon
will learn all"

* How came it into your hands 7" suspleicusly said the Count.

“8Sinply,” responded the Tlorentine, *because one of your ser
vants was entrusted to pot it iv the post by the Countess, who sold
it to me, while 1 was in the ante-chamber,”

% Which one of my servants ¥ inquired the Count, foamiug with
r

age. : ,
“ What difference does that make I quictly resumed tho _?lo.%entim,

“ read first, and get angry afterwards.”

+
© ¢ Excuse me, Monsiews Morel,” sald Simon, who entered the apary
ment, bearing some lighted candles. :

“ What's wanted 7 warmly demanded the Count. .

“‘The hackinan, whom Monsieur Morel has left at tha door of the
house,” said Bimon, a’pologehically, “wishes to kmow if there is any
further need tor him.'

“ Let him wait,” replied Morel, “1 will leave shortly.” =~

“No,” interrupted the Count, “let him go.” Then whispering to
Morel, he continaed : “I have need of you to-night—the hours are
most precious.” ) ‘

“ But they are waiting for me at home,” returned Morel.

“Give them notice,” sald the Count, resuming his writing,

“ Where is the hackman ¥’ inquired Morel of the servant,
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“In the ante-chamber,” responded Bimon,

“Show him in,? erdered Morel, resuming his seat, while Simon
disappeared to execute his missian.

“1t is truly the hand writing of the Countess,” murmured t'he 1tal-
ian, as he opened the note and glanced over its superseription and
contents,

CHAPTER I1X.

JEAN, TIHE IACEMAN,

Tur door opened, nud, and in entered the coachman, a fine-looking
man of middle age, whose figure, although costumed in the dress peeu-
lian to his professional calling, evinced o manly independence and
martisl bearing, at once announcing him to have been a veterau of
of the Empire. )

“ TExcuse the liberty, sir,” quoth the hackman, known among his
associates as Jean the Mountaineer, holding his hat in his hand re-
speetfully, “ but T have the habit of giving notice—we are too often
furgotten—and there is discontent for time goes on according to Iaw.”

“You can go,” replied Morel.

“Then I did right in notifying you that the coach was below,” re-
sponded the hackman ; then looking at his wateh, he cont‘:nu:ad; “You
engared me at half-past four; it is now half:past nine; five hours
exactly.” ] '

“ And I'owe you 77 interposed Morel.

“Yorty sous the first hour,” replied Jean, “ond thirty sous each
hour after; it is easy to reckon : eight francs exact.”

 HercWhe ten ! snswered More; giving him the eoin.

“ And here are two in exchange,” responded the couchman, taking
out his purse. o .

1t is yuneeessary,” interposed the Florentine,

“ThanK you, sir!” said Jean retiring towards the door,

“Hold " quoth Morel, “you sre corrying money you have noj
fully earned.”

“ Pardon, sir, but T though " apologized the hackman.

“You will go to the Place dea Vosgen, number seven, and inform
them that the master of the house will not be bome to-night,” quoth
Morel, laying stress ou the direction, .

“ Yesg, sir,” murmured Jean. “Place des Vosgeo—still anothér
course ” .

“ Yhat are you saying 7" inquired Morel, bluntly.

“ 1 was saying that it was another course,” responded the hackman
frankly. ‘It may not be for other cabmen, who put up at Piepus
or Sainte Antonine—but I live at the Barrierdes Bonnes Homimes, and

in going from the rue de Verneuil to Passy, the Place des Vosgeo is

not exactly the shortest eut,”
“That's well enough,” interrupted the Count impatientty ; «dis-
vense with your reflections—youw are paid—go!” -
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“The gentleman is too polite, fur one uot to burry on his errand”
returned the hackman, placing Lis hat upon his head,

“ What's your number ! inquired Morel,

“Two hundred and twenty-six, siv,” replied Jean.

“ Well,” responded the Florentine, “if'1 find, to-morrow, that yon
have ot done my errand, I'll have you put in the workhouse—now,
o E” . .

“No danger,” replied the Hackman, “I owe you a course, even if |
wake it onfuos’? . '

Then as the moudaineer departed from the room, he was almost
tenipted to return the money and request his employer to secure the
services of some other of his companions, A fear, alone, of the comn-
tissary of police, prevented this ebullition of spleen on his part, so
he emerged the apartment with a determination to make the nivst
of 8 bad burgain, , ) - ‘

“ WeliI” said Morel, arising and going to the Count,

“You have read this lester ¥ inquired the Italian.

“ L mercly cast my eyes at its contents;” replied Morel,

The nobleman handed him the note, which read :

“Ambroise: The Count d’ rezzo.wishes to employ the last houra
of liis authority over Jane to torture her—and 1 cun do no better
than concealing her with you. At ten o'clock precisely Jane will

. leave the mansion, going down the rue de Verneuil to that of du Bae.”

Husten 5 be at the corner of these streets, where you will meet her
Conduct her first to your house at Chaillot—on the morrow depart
for Fontainblean, where you must remain for ten days. Do ot
write 3 the letters may indicate your retreat; in everything else Juue
will counsel you,”

“ It now wants but a few minutes of ten,” quoth Morel drawing
out his watch and making a caleulation. .

“1 huve no time to prevent this Geparture,” resumed the Couant,
walking in agitation.  “ Neol I should not desire to do so, now Tam
instructed of it  More! cun ot join June, and see her withpus
dread of her mother's intervention ¥

“ You ean, I suppose,” tranquilly responded Morel.

“[nstead of tearing her from me,” continued d'Arezzo, *the Coune
tess has thrown her in my arms, and [ shall be annoyed should she
change her plan—Iet us see what passes”’

The Count went to the window, and withdrew the curtoin, while

Morel concealed the burning candles behind some pieces of furniturg,

that their forms might not be seen before them.

“No one in the Countess’ apartinents,” whispered the Count as he
gozed out through the window; “yes, sume one opens the vestibule,
the door opens; the Countess embraces her daughter ; Jane leaves her;
the door has closed—Jane has gone I”

“ Perhaps, not meeting Ambroise, she wilt return to the mansion,”
sugpested-Morel,

“Nao " replied the Count i agitation ; “ she will continue on to
Chaillot, expecting to meet him—it is ten ‘u’clﬂci P ‘
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“Yes, Count,” returned Morel.

# Morel,” resumed the Count, earnestly, “ should we not prevent
this marriage, think you I will be iniprisvned after the fifteen days
of notification ¥

“ J am certaln of it,” responded his companion,

# And the slightest confusion in my case will seriously compromiss
you with me,” quuth the ltalian.

“That is what [ dread,” mocdily answered Morel,

“ Morel,” said the Count in a tone of decision, ¥ we must follow
wpon the trace of Jaue—we have not a minute to spare.”

The Count 4* Arrezzo summoned Simon te him and gavo directivns
to bring fresh candles, alleging as o reason that Morel and he had a
long series of accounts to arrange, which would require their atten-
tion all night.  Particularly cautioning them not to suffer them t be
djsturbed in their nocturnal work, the Count dismissed his domestic
and cautiously bolted the door after him : an operation Morel viewed
with sstonishment.

* €ome, Maorel,” continued the Count affer finishing all his precau-
uons, “ let us hasten after her.” ‘

“You told your people,” interposed the Florentine, *that you
were toremain hese locked up nil night, and now they will see you
go out,” : :

“ No ! replied tha ltallan opening a secret door in the wall, ¢ this
ounducts us to the garden, whence we can puss into the street unseen,”

“ Very well,” said Morel, taking his hat, while the Count produced
& oouple of magks, from a drawer in one of the pieces of furniture.

“Tuke this mask,” the Connt continuwed, “ nud 1 will use this one®

“ A mask !” remoustrated Morel, © why a mask!”?

“ For prudence sake,” responded the ltalian,

“ What are you going to do?” inquired Morel hesitating,

“1 have ngt made up my mind,” said the Count; “ we will think
of it as we go along,”

* Still,” remonstrated Morel.

% Wil you leave all traces of Jane ¥ inquired the Count.

“No,” replied his compunion.

“ Then let us stast,)’ nervously ssid the Venitian,

“ 1 am ready,” sullenly responded Morel.

As an act of further precaution the Count took off his rings, Which
he wsually wore, and cast them upon the tsble, In a moment after
the two passed throuwgh the seoret door and disappeared se it closed
solemnly upon its hinges, .
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CIIAPTER X

PIHE HACEMAN AT O0HME.

Tor main feature of the habitation of J ean, the owher snd driver
of carriage No. 226, sttuated st the Burrier des Donnes Hommes, -
upon the top of one.of those steep hills whenee the citizens of Passy .
arc aceustomed to gaze down upon the Parlsian metropolis, was u
heea cellar the ordinary receptacle of the appliances belonging t) bis
alling. In this enIpOTINm O thiugs necessary, Jean found him hard
at cogitetion npon some oceurrences which hud marked bls eventful
carecr,  In the open court yard stood his bright green back, while in
the remoate corner of the sublerranesn spartment tmuqmliy dozed
one of his companions, sn ocvasionsl member of Jean's household,
which was managed and controlied by the Dame Champagre, an aged
snd half deaf wurnan, a kind neighbor ke mamt,m‘ned_frr.rm chq,nm;ble
motives, fur Jean leaving the mountains, still maintained an inkling
of their generous hospitality. ‘ . o

< Tullo, you there, Dame Chanipagre,” quoth Jean, pevceiving the
old lady upon the stair way leading to the inhabited quarters of
Jean’s mansion, “ wait a moment, 1 have something to give you for

e young lady.” )
th.]’ g:u?!:vgent, gut. fto the court.yard end the Dame, whom he had
forzotten to be aflicted with deafness, disappeared up the stair-way-
m§ left her host in possession of the deserted premises, holding in his
hand a little package which he had taken from the hack with & deal of

reogution. : .

« Well,” roliloguised Jean, depositing the package upon a pisce of
{arniture, % It will do at some other time. ~ The old lady’s deaf, and
1 shouldi’t epenk lond for fear of waking Flerre, who has worked
hard at his shop during the fese of 8t. Cloud, ynd the fellow wants
sleep. He'll stay bere until Sunday, then he will go and smuse him-
self, aceording to his habit, at the criminal courts. Well, every man
to Lis taste” { )

The hour of opening the public fountain having arrived, the hack-
man took hie buckets and started to water his horse, and thus save.
himself a superfluous’ journay to the Seine. . )

Jean had not expended many moments upon this branch of his
labors ere the occupant of thestraw gave signs of animation and
finally leaped to the ground with a somerset of decided agility.

“ ({nly u fly,” muttered the sleeper, who wasno less a persomage
than the ex-bell ringer of the Savoy, sy he gazed out and noticed
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the earriage of Jean in the eourt-yard, “Jean has come back ! yes,
there’s the green hack and Lhear the Negress and Marengo munching
their oats o the stable like happy beasts as they are; but where ts
Jean T | will seek him in his chamber.”

Petit Picrre was about  to ascend the stair-case when he remem-
hered that Dame Chuntpagre had intormad bin that it wes in the
oceupation of an upkwown lady. So the Saveyard halted and
prosecuted his researches elsewhere, :

“1lo, my lttle Pierre,” shouted Jean, appearing at tie entrance
of the cellar with his buckets in his hands, * what, up and kicking a